;

Boy Scouts’ Headquarters

J 116-118 Victoria Street, Westminster, S.W.

' Telephone No. 2432 Gerrard. Telegraphle Address: * Scouteraft, London.”

NOTICE :—

The attention of Scoutmasters and District and Local Secretaries
is drawn to the fact that even now spurious infringements of the
copyright badges of the Boy Scouts are on the market. Belts and
various articles of equipment are offered for sale bearing stamps
of the designs which are also infringements of the designs of the
Boy Scouts, and it mustlbe pointed outithat any one who deals with
articles of this nature renders himself liable to the penalties set out
in the Patent Act.

In a similar way unauthorized books purporting to be official for
the Boy Scouts are on the market.

It should hardly be necessary to appeal to the loyalty of Scout-
masters to see that infringements of copyright, whether of the nature
of badges or manufactured goods or publications, should not receive
any support. N

INSTRUCTIONS AS TO CORRESPONDENCE :—

All letters referring to Organization, Scout Reports, and News,
Camp Fire Queries, Equipment, and Roll of Honour, must be
addressed to the Managing Secretary at 116, Victoria Street,
Westminster, S.W. The department to which the letters refer
should be marked on left-hand corner of envelope. Equipment
orders must be on separate sheets. A detailed Price List of
Equipment supplied by Headquarters may be obtained on
application.

THE BOY SCOUTS’
HEADQUARTERS’ GAZETTE

Published Monthly. Price 3d.
T he Official Journal for all Secretaries and Scoutmasters.

THE Gazette has been instituted in order to give Scoutmasters
a means of communication, and to provide a means of
publishing from time to time articles on scouting, which being
of more value to the Scoutmaster than the Scout, are not

. appropriate for our weekly paper “ THE Scout,” which still
varmaine +tha afficial naner far +hea _batre
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THE SCOUT LIBRARY.

In Picture Wrappers. Price 1s. each net.

1. THE BOYS OF THE OTTER PATROL.

A Tale of the Boy Scouts.
By E. LE BRETON-MARTIN. With foreword by Lrt.-GEN.
Sk R. S. S. BapeEn-PoweLL. Illustrated by E. P. KINSELLA.
(Also Presentation Edition in cloth. Price 2s. 64d.)
“ It is a capital story . . . and will bea thoroughly appreciated additfon toevery library
of youthful literature.””—Evening Standard.

2. YARNS FOR BOY SCOUTS.
Told Round the Camp Fire.

By Lr1.-GeEn. Si1R R. S. S. BADEN-POWELL.
(Also in Cloth boards. Price 2s. net.)

“ There is no gift book that could be put into the hands of a schoolboy more valuable
than thjs fascinating volume, and, if you asked the boy’s opinion he would probably add,
‘no book that he liked better.’ "’—Spectator.]

3. THE PHANTOM BATTLESHIP,
By RUPERT CHESTERTON. With Eight Illustrations by
FrED BENNETT. (Also Presentation Edition, cloth. Price 2s. 6d.)
“ A rattling story of thrillmg adventure afloat . . . One of the best sea-stories we have
read for many a day.”—.
4. SCOUTING GAMES.
By Lt.-GEN. S1rR R. S. S. BADEN-POWELL.
A splendid collection of outdoor and indoor games especially com-
piled for the use of Boy Scouts. (Also in cloth. Price 2s. net.)

5. KIDDIE OF THE CAMP.
A Story of the Western Prairies.
By ROBERT LEIGHTON, Author of “ The Pilots of Pomona,”
“The Boys of Waveney,” etc. With Eight Illustrations by
E. P. KiNseLLA. (Also Presentation Edition in attractive cloth
cover. Price 2s. 64.) (Ready Feb., 1910).

6. THINGS ALL SCOUTS SHOULD KNOW.
A series of 313 Illustrated Paragraphs about the Army and Navy,
Ships and Boats,[Flag and other Signals, Railways, Cycling, Camp-
ing, Hobbies, etc. (Ready March, 1910.)

7. WOODCRAFT FOR SCOUTS.
By OWEN JONES, Author of *“ Ten Years of Gamekeeping,” and
MARCUS WOODWARD.

A volume which, although specially written for Boy Scouts,
will appeal to all lIovers of nature. Mr. Owen Jones is a recog-
nized authority on outdoor life. (Also in cloth. Price 2s. net.

(Ready April, 1910.)

8. OTTERS TO THE RESCUE.
A Sequel to “ Boys of the Otter Patrol.”
By E. LE BRETON-MARTIN. With Eight Illustrations by
E. P. KinsELLa. (Also presentation Edition in handsome cloth
boards. Price 2s. 64.) (Ready May, 1910).

The above may be had of all Booksellers, or post free on veceipt of 3d. extra
for postage, from
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EVERY SCOUT MUST HAVE
THE OFFICIAL TEXT-BOOK.

New Edition.
Thoroughly Revised, with Index.

Scouting for Boys

By Lieut.-General
Sir R. S. S. BADEN-POWELL, K.C.B.
Price 1s. net, in Paper Wrapper ; Cloth
Edition, price 2s. net.
At all Booksellers, or post free for Is. 3d.

or 2s. 3d. from THE PUBLISHER, 17,
Henrietta Street, London, W.C.
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YARNS FOR BOY
SCOUTS

Told Round the Camp Fire

By
LIEUT.-GENERAL SIR R. S. S. BADEN-POWELL
K.C.B.

Author of “'Scouting for Boys,” ¢ Scouting Games,” eto.

SECOND. IMPRESSION

London

C. Arthur Pearson Ltd.

Henrietta Street
1910
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FOREWORD

THESE yarns are merely additional to those already given
in the handbook Scouting for Boys. Most of them have
already appeared in our newspaper The Scout, bub as there is
a demand for their reprint, I have now put them together, and
offer them in book-form for the use of Scouts and Scoutmasters.

For these latter a few special remarks will be found ab the
end of the book, and.also some’ addressed to Scoutmistresses—
that is to say, to !adws who are mchhed Yo take up Scouting
for girls. H Ry

......

June, 1909, . ooiwn: RS.S.B.R
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I.
PEACE SCOUTING.

Tue Kina’s MESSAGE TO BriTisH Boys.

His Masesty THE KiNg recently visited Eton College to open
a new building which has been erected to the memory of the
numerous Etonians who fell during the Boer War. His words
to the boys on that occasion were these :—

“You can have no better example than that of the brave
men of whom this splendid building is a loyal and lasting
monument. In their lives and by their deaths they main-
tained the traditions which have made Eton renowned in
our history. Those traditions are now in your keeping—
be worthy of them.”

In the same way all British boys will remember that our
forefathers did great and brilliant deeds at home and across
the seas in the old times before us, and their traditions are now
in our keeping.

As the King has said, we must be worthy of them, we must
do as our forefathers would have done to support our grand old
country if the need should ever arise.

Remember always what that fine old Scout, Captain John
Smith, used to say—

“Let us so imitate our predecessors that we may worthily
be their successors.”

Well, that is what the Boy Scouts do. Imitate the old
Scouts of the nation.

WaAT 1s ScouTING ?

ScouTs are men who go out ahead of a body of troops in war
\ to find out where the enemy are, to watch what they are doing,
‘rmd to guide their own column by day or by night.
11
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A ‘“Peace Scout’ is a frontiersman who goes ahead of
civilization, and lives out in the wilds as a hunter of big
game or a trapper for fur pelts, or a pioneer civilizing a savage
country so that it becomes a colony for our Empire.

A lot of peace scouting can be learnt at home while you are
young. A fellow looks an awful fool who goes out to a colony
as a ‘“ tenderfoot,” and who does not know how to light a
fire or kill and cook his own food, build a hut, fell a tree or
bridge a stream, and he looks worse than a fool if he cannot
find his way in the bush, or cannot track the spoor of an
animal.

I remember a fellow coming out to a pioneer country who
had been thought a great deal of at one of the chief public
schools at home. He had played in his own school eleven at
Lord’s, and, you know, when a fellow has done this he thinks
a lot of himself, and so do his friends. But this poor chap
found that cricket and applause were not of much good to
him when it came to pioneering in the backwoods, with
hostile savages around, and he very soon got the ‘ funks,”
and offered a big reward to anybody who would get him
safely out of the country and home again. Well, if he had
learned a bit of scouting before he went out he would have
had the pluck to go on, and would have enjoyed a real good
time of adventure and success.

Then there is the fellowship you get into by becoming a
Scout. Scouts are brothers wherever they meet all over the
world. They have their secret signs by which they recognize
one another, and they are helpful and hospitable to all. A
Scout would give you the best of his food and accommodation,
but he would not expect you to pay him any more than he
would expect you to spit in his face for it. A Scout will
sacrifice his life to save his ““ pal,” oreven to save a stranger,
for the matter of that—especially if the stranger is a woman
or a child.

But the joy of the life of a Scout is the living in the woods
under the stars and in the jungles among the animals that
inhabit them. He gets to know the ways of the beasts and
their whereabouts by reading their tracks. He can find his
way by the map in a strange country. With his keen sight
he sees everything, both far and near, before the slow-eyed
townsman has noticed anything.

He has endurance that enables him to run down his game

or to escape from fast-running enemies ; and he can stalk, o |
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creep or hide where the ordinary lout would be seen at once.
He can build his hut or boat or bridge, which means the use
of the axe and a knowledge of knots, and of course he can light
his fire and cook his ““grub” and make himself generally
handy and comfortable. Then a Scout’s life makes him so
cheerful that he is always on the grin, and when a few Scouts
get together round the camp fire, their songs and war dances
are something fairly rousing.

All the life and work of a Scout can be learnt and practised
at home, a good deal of it even at school. There are already
many thousands of Boy Scouts, both in Great Britain and in
Canada, Australia, New Zealand, and South Africa. In the
winter they learn tracking and signalling, compass-reading,
and all about the Scout laws, and they play scouting games
or hear scouting yarns, so that when the summer comes round,
they are able to go into camp and practise scouting straight
away, and it is grand fun for all.

To become a Scout you join a patrol belonging to your boys’
brigade, cadet corps or club, or if you are not a member of
one of these, a few boys among themselves can raise a patrol
by getting together six of about the same age, under a leader
who is selected by them. The patrol leader then chooses one
of the patrol as his corporal or second in command. Several
patrols together form a troop, under an officer called a scout-
master.

On becoming a Scout, you promise on your honour three
things :—

(1) To be loyal to God and the King.

(2) To help other people at all times.

(3) To obey the Scout law.

You learn the secret sign of the Scouts and also your patrol

. call, every patrol being named after some animal whose cry
you must imitate in order to communicate with the other
members of your patrol at night. No Scout may, however,
use the cry of another patrol. The Scout law binds you to
be loyal, kind, obedient and cheerful.

When you have learned the different duties of a Scout and
| are able to do them well, you obtain a badge as a Scout. To
get your badge you have to know a good deal about wood-
\craft ; that is, to learn about animals and their habits and
how to track them, and to be able to read the meaning of
itracks when you find them, and to know what are the names
pf the different plants and which are good to eat.
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You also have to learn how to find your way in a strange
country by means of the map, or by the sun and stars. You
must be able to light fires, and make signals with the smoke
or with flags. You have, of course, to be able to build
your own hut or to make a shelter, and cook your own
food.

You also learn how to build a boat or make a bridge, and
how to savelife from accidents, such as drowning, fire, runaway
horses, etc., and how to bind up wounded people or look after
the sick.

These, and many other things, are shown you in the hand-
book, and once you are able to do them you are entitled to
wear the badge of a first-class Scout.

Then, in the summer-time, you go into camp in some good
spot, either in the woods or mountains, or by the sea, and
carry. out your scouting games and practices.

The uniform of the Scouts varies a little according to each
troop. Generally it consists of a Scout hat, a shirt with short
sleeves, shorts, and stockings, with a bunch of ribbons on the
shoulder of a certain colour according to the patrol to which
you belong.

Every 'Scout carries a staff in his hand, for feeling the
way, and for jumping ditches, and on his back he carries a
haversack in which to carry his cooking  billy,” food,
ete.

You will find all about Scouting in the shilling book Scout-
ing for Boys, which can be obtained from all booksellers,
bookstalls, and newsagents.

Every big town has its Boy Scout Committee, and if you wish °
any information you should apply to the Secretary, or you
can write direct to

THE MANAGING SECRETARY,
Boy Scouts’ Headquarters,
116-118 Victoria St.,
London, S.W.

How I STARTED SCOUTING.

I have suggested scouting as a good thing for boys because
I began it myself when I was a boy, and I know that, if you|
want to enjoy life and get on, a great step towards it is t]
learn scouting while you are young. m
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My first beginning wasin ‘‘ waterman-ship *—for we had in
the family a small sailing-yacht, which we four brothers
manned ourselves. This necessitated one of us being cook
and crockery-washer, and I have not forgotten my first
experience in that line. I had to cook the dinner.

First Shot at Cooking,

Well, you know what it is when you begin as a Scoub to
cook your food; it is not quite a success at first. Mine was
not, either. The dinner was not good ; I know it, because
I ate the whole of it myself—not because I liked it, but because
I had got to. My brothers could not eat it, so they made me
do so, just as a reminder that I must learn to cook better.

I accordingly learnt a little about cooking after that from
a cook at home, and I learnt from a baker how to mix flour
and water and yeast to make dough for bread. I picked up a lot
of scouting when living in town by noticing what was in shop
windows, and remembering the things and the names of shops
and streets. I used to look at a map of the town and then go
to a strange part of it and try and find my way to some church
or other building without asking the direction, merely by re-
membering the map. I knew every short cut through back
alleys and passages. I attended every fire that I could geb
to, and I made friends with firemen, and they taught me a lot
about how to save people and how to put out fires.

There is plenty of scouting to be learnt in towns, just as
there is in the country or on the sea.

Story of a Boathook.

I remember how in our sailing-boat we ran on some rocks
one day in rather a nasty little sea, and, as the boat heeled
over and rolled about, I thought all was up with us; and I
huddled down helplessly, waiting to see what was to happen.

I was quite prepared, like the frog in the milk, to give up
all efforts to save myself.

Just then a boathook which had become dislodged slipped
and fell overboard into the sea, and I was thinking how soon I
was probably to follow it when I was suddenly recalled to life
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by a string of remarks from my eldest brother, who was in
command, abusing me for sitting by and letting the boathook
go overboard and telling me to grab hold of it before it floated
out of reach, which I quickly did.

I then saw that if he was so mighty particular about
saving an old boathook at that juncture there might be some
hope for our saving ourselves. So I bucked up and set
to work to help the others. In the end we got off safe and
sound.

But that lesson of the boathook has been of the greatest use
to me many a time since in tight places when things were
looking very bad. Ihave remembered that then was the time
to wake up and work extra hard and not to give in, and if
people roundabout were looking glum and nervous, the thing
was to suggest some small thing to think about and to
carry oub to remind them that matters were not so hopeless
after all.

For instance, in the case of an unpleasantly strong attack
by the enemy, when some people were beginning to think
that things looked bad for us, it came in useful to sing out :
¢ Where’s the cook ? Isn’t it about time we had break-
fast ?”” and that seemed to set them all right again and to give
them heart to carry on.

We not only sailed our boat round most of the coast of
England, but we also made boat expeditions inland in a small
folding-up canvas boat, which was great fun. We explored the
Thames pretty nearly up to its source in the Chiltern Hills,
and we got on to the Avon, which rises the other side of the
same hills, and went down it through Bath and Bristol to
the Severn ; then we crossed the Severn and went up the
Wye into Wales. We carried our tent and cooking-pots with
us and slept out in camps every night, and had a real good
time.

Handy Men All,

Of course, to do this we had to be ¢ handy men ”—to under-
stand all about rowing and managing the boat, how to
swim, how to tie knots, how to light fires and cook food,
how to build shelters and to drain a wet camp, and so on.
We used to get leave from the owner of the land where we
stopped to take a rabbit or catch some fish for food. To get
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a rabbit we either set a snare or, what was better fun, we
stalked him with a little saloon pistol.

One evening I was doing this at a place where, I am sorry
to say, we had not got leave. There was no house to be seen
and we were late and short of food.

I was creeping up behind a bush to get within shot of a fine
rabbit who was squatting in the grass, when I thought I heard
a crackling of leaves and sticks the other side of the bush. A
horrible idea struck me that a keeper was there stalking me,
80 I quickly slid back and crept away again as quietly as I could.
When I had got some little distance I squirmed round, still lying
flat on the ground, to see if I was being followed, and then I saw
another fellow creeping away from the bush in the opposite
direction.

He, too, was a poacher, who had likewise heard me and
thought I was a keeper, and we were both wriggling away from
each other! So I had another look at the rabbit, but he, cun-

* ning beggar, was sitting there, and I could almost swear he
was giggling ; at any rate, the next moment he popped into his
hole, and we got no rabbit for supper that night.

Much as I liked these boating expeditions, I liked tramping
ones just as much. In the holidays we used to walk through
countries like Wales and Scotland, each of us carrying a bag
on his back and sleeping out at night wherever we might
happen to be.

Life in the Open Air.

Generally we would call at a farm and buy some milk, eggs,
butter, and bread, and ask leave to sleep in a hay-loft if it
was bad weather. Otherwise, in summer time it was very
nice to sleep in the open alongside a hedge or a haystack,
using hay or straw or old newspapers as blankets if it was cold.
In this way we got round a lot of splendid country where
we could see all sorts of animals and birds and strange
flowers and plants, of which we took notes in our log;
and we had to make our way by the map which we carried,
and at night we used to learn to find our way in the dark by
using different sets of stars as our guide. And we made
sketches of any old castles, abbeys, or buildings that we saw,

| and read up or got some one to tell us their history.

When we got to any big town we used to get leave to go

| over one of the factories to see what they made there and how
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they made i, and we found it awfully interesting to see, for
instance, how cloth is made from sheep’s wool, how paper is
made from logs of wood, ircn from lumps of stone, china from
bones and flints powdered up and mixed in a paste, and then
turned on a potter’s wheel; how furniture is made, how
engines work, how electricity is used, and so on.

Jn this way we got to know something about most trades,
and learnt to do sorae of them ourselves in a small way, which
has often come in useful to us since.

That was the beginning of my scouting. In our hand-
book un Scouting for Boys I have shown how you can learn all
the different duties of scouts for yourselves by six or eight boys
gettisig together and forming themselves into a patrol and
then carrying out the games and practices given in the book.

WaAT Famous MEN THINK OF THE Boy Scourts.

I am glad to be able to give on this page some very kindly
letters from Lord Roberts, Lord Charles Beresford and Mr.
Roosevelt, who was till lately President of the United States
of America.

ENGLEMERE, AscoT, BEREKS.
DeAR BapEN PowEiLn,—

I write in reply to your letter of the 29th ultimo to say how
glad I am that you are interesting yourself in teaching boys
good citizenship and patriotism.

I don’t think I can send you a better message than the
following :

Let your Boy Scouts bear in mind the words of the
preacher of old—‘ Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it
with thy might.” The tendency of our fellow-countrymen
to “look on” is, to my mind, one of the most disquieting
symptoms of the age. I trust that your Boy Scouts will ““ play
the game and not look on,” training themselves in their youth
to be ready to defend their country when they arrive at man’s
estate, should the need of their services ever arrive.

Believe me,
Yours sincerely,

W‘k&is ,
SRS
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H.M.S. King Edward VII., CHANNEL FLEET.
My DrAr BADEN PowELL,—

Thank you for sending me your excellent proposals for the
formation of Boy Scout Corps.

I think that your ideas are quite capital. The youth of
to-day will be responsible for the maintenance of an Empire
whoss grandeur has never been equalled. Your proposed
training and instruction for the Scouts embraces all that should
make vthem good citizens.

It wili impress upon them chivalrous, unselfish, and hon-
ourable sentiments, encourage them to admire pluck, and
those that have a strong sense of duty, good order, and disci-
pline will help patriotism and further patriotic views, and good
comradeship is essential for the success of those high motives
you have laid down as the guiding spirit of the Scout Corps
for Boys. Young minds are easily affected by sentiment,
more particularly when that sentiment is high-minded. May
all good.luck attend you. Your ideas merit enthusiastic
support.

Yours very sincerely,
Qoo beayme

Qtamsinsh

The late President of the United States of America, Theodore
Roosevelt, is a Scout of the first rank. He has been a War
Scout in a regiment of irregular cavalry and at the present
time he is oub in camp, hunting big game. Every Scout
will be proud to hear the ex-President’s opinion of us.

Mr. Roosevelt writes of our handbook, Scouting for
Boys :—

‘g‘II most cordially sympathize not only with the methods
of the book but perhaps even more with its purpose; for,
of course, with very trifling changes of language, the lessons
which it teaches us are as applicable to and as necessary for
young Americans as young Englishmen,

“1If the next generation grows up wishy-washy, to lack
matrinticm and neither +a have nor +0 admire the esterner vir-
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tues, the outlook will be indeed gloomy ; and I think that mere
frivolity, mere love of cheap excitement, may do as much
damage as consumption. Moreover, I quite agree with the
lesson of this book—that ordinary athletic sports, excellent
though they are, do not take the place of life in the open as
you teach ib.”

Vi 2 o /‘TM

The hint given by the ex-President that our form of Scouting
would be equally applicable to American boys is already in
the course of being put into practice.

Mr. Ernest Thompson Seton, the great observer of animals,
started an association a year or two ago of *“ Red Indians
among the boys of America, and many of our ideas for scouting
have been derived from his scheme. And other details in both
happen to be very similar. Ihave every hope that he may now
use some of our ideas in return, and that the Boy Scouts
here will soon be in touch with their American cousins, the
¢¢ Seton Woodcraft Indians,” on the other side of the Atlantic.

Boy Scouts have been started in all the leading British
Colonies and also in Germany and other countries, including
the Argentine Republic and Chile in South America.

In this way scouting will become a bond, not only between
all classes of boys in Great Britain, but also in other countries
across the seas; so that we shall all be the better friends.
We shall be able the more fully to earn the title given to the
Boy Scout Kim, in Rudyard Kipling’s story, and really be
¢ The Little Friends of All the World.”

I hope before long to open a mutual correspondence between
Boy Scouts of the different countries and colonies, each patrol
sending letters to a corresponding patrol across the seas.

The German Emperor and the Boy Scouts.

The Kaiser is reported, in a newspaper which has been sent
to me, to have advised his soldiers to carry out the training of
the Boy Scouts of Britain, and to * Be Prepared * for carrying
out their duty by making themselves fit and capable in every
way. So you see, Scouts, that you are being held up as an
example to follow in other countries.
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Cax GmrrLs Be ScouTs ?

I have had several letters lately asking whether scouting
would be a good thing for girls to take up, and whether there
was any chance of their being sufficiently plucky to make good
scouts.

I have replied that I think girls can get just as much healthy
fun and as much value out of scouting as boys can.

Some who have taken it up have proved themselves good
scouts in a very short time. As to pluck, women and girls can
be just as brave as men, and have over and over again proved
it in times of danger. But for some reason it is not expected
of them, and consequently it is seldem made part of their
education, although it ought to be ; for courage 1s not always
born in people, but can generally be made by instruction.

The Greeks in the old days put up a statue to a brave lady
named Lezona, who refused to bear witness against some of
her friends. She was about to be tortured to force her to
speak, and she was afraid that this might weaken her resolu-
tion, so, to make sure that she would not give them away, she
actually bit off her own tongue.

Grace Darling was born in the year of the battle of Waterloo
—that is, in 1815—and lived with her father, who was the
lighthouse-keeper on an island off the coast of Northumber-
land, near Bamborough Castle.

In September, 1838, a ship was wrecked during a gale on the
rocks near the lighthouse. The sea was raging round the
wreck, and it looked hopeless for any attempt at rescue
of the crew; but Grace Darling appealed to her father to
make the attempt with her in their boat. With great
difficulty they got the boat near to the wreck, and she took
the oars while he threw a line to the doomed ship, and by this
means they managed to rescue the crew of nine men, who
must otherwise have been drowned.

Only a short time ago a splendid attempt was made by a
maidservant at Berwick to rescue her master, who was burnt
to death in a fire.

A schoolmistress won the Albert Medal for saving children,
at the risk of her own life, from the ruins of a schoolhouse
which had fallen in.

Hundreds of other examples could be produced to show
that women and girls can be as brave as men, especially if, like
Scouts, they prepare themselves for it beforehand and make
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up their minds that they will see the danger through and not
lose their heads and squeal or faint.

A GIRL Scour’s OBSERVATION AND PLUCK.

A few weeks ago the newspapers gave an account of a
plucky act of observation by a girl in Hungary.

The place was a lonely farm on the estate of Count Korolyi.

Late in the evening a man, carrying a huge sack and appar-
ently almost exhausted, knocked at the door of the farm and
begged for a night’s shelter. The farmer’s daughter, not
liking the man’s appearance, did not care about admitting him,
but, at his earnest entreaty, allowed him to leave the sack. A
little later a noise caused her to look round, and she saw that
the sack was moving. Then the blade of a knife appeared,
slowly cutting through the sacking. Terrified, she picked
up her father’s gun and fired.

The girl fled from the house and met her father and told
him what had happened, at which he obtained the assistance
of two gendarmes and hurried home. The gendarmes speedily
cut open the sack, and inside found the dead body of a burly
man, armed with a revolver and a knife, and with a gunshot
wound in the head, which had caused death.

Suspended from his neck was a whistle, and believing it was
intended as a means of summoning accomplices, the police
blew a series of calls. Almost immediately three men ran up,
and, seeing themselves trapped, opened fire with revolvers.
A desperate fight followed, the gendarmes using their re-
volvers freely. One of the robbers was shot dead, and his
two companions were captured.

A curious thing about this story is that my mother remem-
bers an almost exactly similar adventure happening in
England. She has written it down for me and here it is :—

History Repeats Itself.

“In 1839 Mr. Swinburne visited Admiral Smyth at Cardiff
and related how a pedlar arrived one night at a well-to-do farm
near his father’s place, Capheaton, Northumberland. The
pedlar was carrying a very long pack and said he was taking it
to Newcastle to sell dresses at the fair. The farmer’s daughter,
being alone, would not allow him to stay at the house ; bub
he was tired and footsore and afraid he might be robbed of
his goods, so she allowed him to leave his pack near the big
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fire on the kitchen floor till next day, telling him he must seek
shelter for himself in some cottage.

““ Hour after hour she sat looking at that pack; it was so
big, so long. At last she felt sure there was movement inside
it.

¢ She heated the kitchen poker red-hot, and again sat down
trembling, to watch that pack. After another half-hour it
moved again, more vigorously ; she heard a sound like cutting,
and presently perceived the sharp point of a huge-bladed knife
cutting through the wrapping. She seized the red-hot poker,
and with determined dash droveit through and through.
One piercing shriek, and all was still.”” There was a thief
in the sack who was an accomplice of others outside.

Lioxn HuNTING.

I was recently in East Africa. This, as you know, is one
of our colonies which lies just on the equator on the East
Coast of Africa, opposite the Island of Zanzibar. It is a
delightful country and a very paradise for scouts, because it
is only very partially civilized, and is full of wild animals of
every kind, as well as having a fine race of native warriors,
who are very friendly towards us. It was there I saw the old
lioness teaching her cubs about white men—the picture of
which you have seen in Scouting for Boys.
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A railway runs through this country now, but when it was
made a few years ago, the men who had to make it met with
some very exciting adventures. At one time the lions killed
80 many of the workmen who were building the line that

'\work had to be stopped. Night after night these lions used
0 prowl round the camp and make a rush and seize one of
the unfortunate men as he slept, and dash off with him into
he darkness, where a few minutes later they would be heard
crunching his bones as they ate him.

Colonel Patterson, who is a very notable peace-scout, was

n charge of the building of the line. He was a peace-scout
1
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because at that time he was pushing the railway to bring
civilization and prosperity to the natives of that country, and
was doing so at the risk to himself from savage warriors, wild |
beasts, and the feversand sickness of the jungles. He has |
lately published a book called The Man-eaters of Tsavo,
describing the exciting times they had, and how he eventually
managed to kill several of the man-eaters and enabled the
work to continue.

Here is his description of one encounter which he had with
lions :—

Charged by Lions.

* When on our way towards camp I thought I observed
something of a reddish colour moving in a patch of long grass
agood distance toour left front. I asked Mahina (my Indian
gun-bearer) if he could make out what it was; but he was
unable to do so, and, before I could get my field-glasses to
bear upon it, the animal, whatever it was, had disappeared
in the grass. I kept my eye on the spot, however, and we
gradually approached it. When we were about a hundred
yards off the reddish object again appeared, and I saw thab
it was nothing less than the shaggy head of a lion peeping
over the long grass. This time Mahina also saw it and called
out ¢ Dekko, sahib, sher!’> (Look, sir, a lion.)

“T whispered to him to be quiet and to take no notice of
him, while I tried my best to follow my own advice. So we
kept on edging up to the beast, but apparently oblivious of
his presence, as he lay there grimly watching us. As we drew
nearer I asked Mahina in a whisper if he felt equal to facing a
charge from the sher if I should wound him. He answered
simply that where I went there would he go also, and right
well he kept his word.

“T watched the lion carefully out of the corner of my eye
as we closed in. Every now and then he would disappear
from view for a moment ; and it was a fascinating sight to see
how he slowly raised his massive head above the top of the J
grass again and gazed calmly and steadily at us as we neared
him.

“ Unfortunately, I could not distinguish the outline of hid
body, hidden as it was in the grassy thicket. I therefore
circled cautiously round in order to get a shoulder shot at hirqbi

if possible ; but as we moved the lion also twisted round, and
so always kept his head full on to us. ‘
““We' were now within seventy yards of him and he ap-|,
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peared to take the greater interest in us as we approached the
nearer. He had lost the sleepy look with which he had at
first regarded us and was now fully on the alert ; but still he
did not give me the impression that he meant to charge, and
no doubt if we had not provoked him, he would have allowed
us to deparb in peace.

“1, however, was bent on war, in spite of the risk which
one must always run by attacking a lion at such close
quarters on an open plain as flat as the palm of a hand; so
in astanding position I took careful aim at his head and fired.
I must confess to a disgraceful miss. More astonishing still,
the beast made not the slightest movement but continued his
steadfast questioning gaze. Again I took aim, this time for a
spot below the tip of his nose, and again I fired—with more
success, the lion turning a complete somersault over his tail !
I thought he was done for, but he instantly sprang to his feet
again, and to my horror was joined by a lioness, whose presence
we had never thought of or suspected.

“ Worse was still to follow, for, to our dismay, both made
a most determineqd charge upon us, bounding along at a great

ace and roaring angrily as they came.

““ Poor Mahina cried out, ‘ Sahib, do sher ata hai!’ (Sir,
two lions are coming) ; but I told him to stand stock still
and for his life not to make the slightest movement. In the
twinkling of an eye the two beasts covered about forty yards
of the distance towards us. As they did not show the least
sign of stopping, I thought we had given the experiment of
remaining absolutely motionless a fair trial, and was just
about to raise the rifle to my shoulder as a last resort, when
suddenly the wounded lion stopped, staggered, and fell to
the ground. The lioness took a couple of bounds nearer to us,
and then, to my unmeasured relief, turned to look round for
her mate, whohad by this time managed to get on his feet again.
[here they both stood, growling viciously and lashing their

ails, for what appeared to me a succession of ages, snarling
in a most vicious manner. Had either of us moved hand or
foot just then it would, T am convinced, have at once brought
‘on another and probably a fatal charge.
| “But the lion seemed suddenly to grow weak. He stag-
gered back some ten yards towards his lair and then fell to the
round ; the lioness followed him and lay down by him, both
growling savagely and watching us. The lion struggled to
| (1is feet again, retreated a little further, the lioness accom-
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panying him until he fell again. I began to breathe more
freely and finally took a shot at the lioness as she lay half
hidden in the grass. I do not think I hit her, but anyhow
she at once made off and bounded away at a great rate.

“I sent a few bullets after her to speed her on her way and
then cautiously approached the wounded lion. He was
lying with his back towards me, panting heavily, so I fired
and put a bullet through his spine. He never moved after
this.

“ From the time I knocked the lion over until he first stag-
gered and fell, not more than a minute could have elapsed—
quite long enough, however, to have enabled him to cover the
distance and to have seized one or other of us. Unquestion- |
ably we owed our lives to the fact that we both remained
absolutely motionless. I cannot speak too highly of Mahina
for the splendid way in which he stood the charge.”

A Scout v A TicHET PLACE.

One thing Britons have always been celebrated for, and
that is being able to stick it out in a tight place. There is
a point in most fights, whether it is in war or in danger of any
kind, or even in difficulties in your own career, when things
seem to go so much against you that it is no use to go on, and
the thought occurs to you, “I had better get out of this as
quick as I can.”” Men who have not got good command of ,
themselves then make a bolt for it ; but the good old-fashionec
Briton stiffens himself, as his forefathers did in many a des-
perate corner, and stands up to the danger, and very often
comes out successful in consequence.

And you see how it succeeded here in lion hunting. Though
you may feel in an awful funk the first time you are in real
danger, you must take hold of yourself and not allow youg\ ‘

fears—nor your legs—to get the better of you. When yo
have successfully done this on one occasion, you need have n
fear about afterwards, you will have joined the brotherhood of
“ brave men.”

This same man, Mahina, whom Colonel Patterson praise
so highly, had not always been so brave. He had learnt
courage from the Colonel’s example. Courage can be go
by practice and self-command.

Here is the story :
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The Last Charge of a Man-Eater.

The Colonel had wounded a lion and was following it up
with one double-barrelled rifle in his hand and with Mahina
following close behind him with a Martini rifle ready-loaded
to hand to him if wanted.  Looking cautiously through the
bushes,” writes the Colonel, “I could see the man-eater
glaring in our direction and showing his great teeth in an
angry snarl. I at once took careful aim and fired. Instantly
he sprang out and made a most determined charge down on
us. I fired again and knocked him over; but in a second
he was up once more and coming for me as fast as he could in
his crippled condition. A third shot had no apparent effect,
80 I put out my hand for the Martini, hoping to stop him.

“ To my dismay, however, it was not there !

““The terror of this sudden charge had been too much for
Mahina, and both he and the carbine were well on their way
up a tree.”

There was nothing left for the Colonel but to jump for the
tree, too, and he only just swung himself up out of reach
when the lion reached the spot.

“T seized the carbine from Mahina,’” he continues, ‘“ and at
the first shot the lion fell over and lay motionless. Rather
foolishly, I at once scrambled down and walked towards him.
To my surprise he jumped up and attempted another charge.
This time, however, a Martini bullet in the chest and another
in the head finished him for good and all. He dropped in his
tracks not five yards away from me and died gamely, biting
savagely at a branch which had fallen to the ground.”

ADVENTURES IN AFRICA.

The stories in our paper, The Scout, as you know, are not
all true—many of them are founded on fact, and others are
made up of incidents which might possibly happen, bub
which are often drawn from the writer’s imagination. Per-

~ sonally, I like reading adventures which really have hap-
; pened to people, because they show what kind of things might

happen to oneself, and they teach one how to BE PREPARED
to meet them.

I have just been reading some letters written by my uncle,

. William Cotton Oswell, who was for several years in Central

~ South Africa as a scout—that i is, exploring, map-making, and

:
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of adventures by the way. But, like all true scouts, he was
a very modest man and did not brag about what he had done ;
in fact, one would have heard very little about them had it
not been thab (also like good scouts) he was very fond of his
mother and wrote her long letters of what he was doing.

Also, like a good scout, he was kind to children, and I can
remember well how he used to give me accounts, illustrated
with little sketches, of his adventures with Hons and buffaloes
and other big game.

He made me long to grow big and strong and to be a good
shot like himself, so that I might be able to go scouting in real
earnest also—and wasn’t I glad later on when the time
actually came and I, too, found myself actually at work in the
jungles !

He Gave Him a Ducking.

Oswell made himself very strong and active when a lad
by practising gymnastic exercises. General Leggatt wrote
about him :—

“He was a very powerful and active man and could jump
over a high-backed chair with only a quick step or two before
jumping. He once placed himself on his back on the floor
with his arms stretched out beyond his head. He made
me stand on his open hands and lifted me straight up without
bending his arms ab all, to the surprise of all in the room. Of
course, I was not a heavyweight !

““ One day when we were out snipe-shooting (in India) he
happened to be walking along a ridge in the paddy fields *—
paddy fields are fields which are kept flooded with water for
growing rice—‘‘ and a big Mohammedan native was coming
towards him along the same ridge. The Mohammedan had no
idea of yielding one inch to allow him to pass, but evidently
expected him to step off into the paddy field. However, as
soon as he was near enough, Oswell, who would have made
room for anybody, but was not the man to allow himself to be
pushed into the mud, seizing the Mohammedan by his waist-
cloth, lifted him up in the air, and then threw him down into
the paddy field with a tremendous splash.”

This reads to a Scout, perhaps, as rather a bad-tempered
thing to do; but you must remember that some of these
natives are not possessed of the same ideas and minds as
white men ; they have no idea of chivalry themselves, and

are full of conceit and self-importance, and if this is allowed

———
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to grow without check they are apt to become insolent and
mutinous, which is a very dangerous thing in a country like
India or Africa, where millions of natives are ruled by a very
small handful of whites.

It is therefore necessary to remind them now and then to
respect their British rulers, and nothing commands their
respect more than a show of bodily strength and pluck when
their conduct deserves it. But it should never by any chance
be carried to the extent of bullying.

Fair-Dealing Better than Bullying.

With reference to the story of Oswell’s treatment of the
uncivil Indian, you need not suppose that he was so bad a
scout as to use natives badly as a rule; on the contrary, he
fully recognized and valued their good points—when they
had any.

His was the first white man’s expedition which succeeded
in getting to Lake Ngami in Bechuanaland, South Africa.
Oswell, accompanied by David Livingstone, the great mission-
ary explorer, got there after a tcrrible journey of 300 miles,
in which his oxen and natives suffered very severely from
thirst, being on one occasion four days without water. But
having discovered the lake, Oswell wanted to push further
ahead ; but he had only engaged his natives to go as far as
the lake and not beyond. So he called them together and
told them that he and Dr. Livingstone had determined to give
them one of the two wagons with sufficient supplies and ammu-
nition to take them home again, and they could easily find
the way by following their outward wheel-tracks. He him-
self and the doctor were going to take the other wagon and
push on still further ahead to see what the country was like.
In his account of the incident, Oswell writes :(—

*“I added, that though we could not ask them to accompany
us, as it was outside their original engagement, yet, if any of
them were willing to do so, we should be very glad. I rather
enlarged upon our ignorance of the country in front, for we did
not wish to influence them unduly to join us. For a few
minutes there was a pause and a blackness of face ; then out
stepped John (his particularly favourite native) and said,

' { What you eat, I can eat ; where you sleep, I cansleep ; where

you go, I will go. I will come with you.’
| “The effect was instantaneous: ¢ We will all go!’ they

cried.” Thus by fair dealing with the natives he secured their
L S A A s N oY A A



II.
PATH FINDING.

LosT IN THE BUsH.

As I told you before, I like true stories of adventures which
really happened better than made-up yarns. Here is another
true story of the great South African hunter and scout,
William Cotton Oswell.

He, like F. C. Selous, another renowned scout, though

he afterwards became a great explorer of unknown lands, began
by losing his way in the bush. This is how he describes it
in one of his letters home :—
I “One morning our head man told ,me there was no food
for the twelve or fourteen dogs, our night-watchers, so I
took up my gun, which was loaded only in one barrel, and
strolled out on the chance of a shot; bub as, kill or miss, I
intended to return immediately, I did not carry any spare
ammunition. A reedy pond lay close in advance of the
wagons, in a little opening ; beyond this, as on every other side,
stretched a sea of bush and mimosa trees.

“Two hundred yards from the outspan I came upon a
clump of quagga and wounded one, which, though mortally hit,
struggled on before falling. I followed, and, marking the
place where it fell, set my face, as I thought, towards the
wagons, meaning to send out men for the flesh.

“No doubt of the direction crossed my mind—the pool
was certainly not more than four hundred yards away in a
straight line, and I thought I could walk down upon it with-
out any trouble; so, taking no notice of my out-tracks,
which I had bent slightly in following the quagga, I started.

Tt was now about 10 a.m. ; little did I think that 5 p.m.
would find me still seeking three vans nearly as large as Pick-
ford’s and half an acre of water. In my first cast I canno; )

30
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say whether I went wide or stopped short of the mark I was
making for; and it was not until I had wandered carelessly
hither and thither for half an hour, feeling sure that it was
only the one particular bush in front of me which hid the
wagons, that I very unwillingly owned to myself that I was
drifting without bearings in this bushy sea.

“The sun was nearly overhead, and gave but slight help
as to direction, and the constant turning to avoid thick
patches of thorns rendered it nearly impossible, in the absence
of any guiding points, to hold a fixed course in this maze of
sameness. I tried walking in circles in the hopes of cutting
the wheel tracks; but though on a previous occasion this

lan had succeeded, it now failed.

‘““ As with empty gun I pledded on, occasional small herds
of rooyebuck and blue wildebeeste, evidently very much
at home, swept and capered by me, and stopping and
looking at me with wondering eyes, increased my feeling of
loneliness. I had no doubt of regaining my party next day
at latest, and cared but little for passing a night in the jungle ;
but, bewildered and baffled, I envied the instinct of the so-
called brutes, which, careless of their steps, were nevertheless
quite sure of their way.

“ Twilight near the tropics is very short. Just before the
sun set, therefore, I followed a game track which I knew
would lead to water, as it was still early in the season and
the rain supply had not dried up in the hollows. At dusk
I reached a pool similar to the one I had quitted in the morn-
ing. After a good draught, I began collecting firewood ;
but for once it was very scarce, and the night closed in so
rapidly that a bare hour’s supply was all my store. Partly
to save fuel, partly in the hope that as night crept on signals
would be made from the wagons, I climbed a tree which stood
by the side of the water, and had not been long perched
before I heard, though so far off that I could hardly catch
the sound, the smothered boom of guns.

¢ Alarmed at my absence, my companions suspected the
cause and were inviting my return; bub it required a very
pressing invitation indeed to induce a man to walk through
two miles of an African wood, in those days, on a dark night.
This particular spot, too, was more infested with lions than
any other I was ever in save one; and, though harmless
and cowardly enough, as a rule, in the day, they were not
likely to prove very acceptable followers at night.
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Lions on the Warpath.

“ But I had been walking all day under a tropical sun, niy
clothing was wet with perspiration, and it now froze hard
—for freeze it can in South Africa—and I was bitterly cold.
I determined to come down and light my fire. I knew it
would last but a short time, but thought I would make the
best of it and thaw myself before attempting to return. I
had reached the lowest bough of my tree and had placed my
hand beside my feet before jumping off, when from the bush
immediately under me a deep note and the sound of a heavy
body slipping through the thorny scrub, told me that a lion
was passing. Whether the creaking of the tree had roused
his attention and caused him to speak so opportunely, I
don’t know ; but, without the warning, in another half second
I should have alighted on his back. I very quickly put two
or three yards more between the soles of my feet and the
ground.

“ Presently, from the upper end of the pool, came the
moaning pant of a questing lion ; it was immediately answered
from the lower end. Their majesties were on the look-out for
supper, and had divided the approaches to the water between
them, It was much too dark to see anything, but from the
sounds they seemed to walk in beats, occasionally telling one
another their whereabouts by a low pant; of my presence I
think they were not aware.

“ This went on for an hour or more, and I grew colder and
colder ; my beard and moustache were stiff with frost. I
could not much longer endure the cramped position in my
craggy tree, and I felt I must get down and light the fires,
when suddenly up came the blessed moon, and right under
her the sound of three or four muskets fired together. With
the help of her light and partial'direction in case my companions

grew tired of firing, I was not going to stay up a tree to be
frozen.

The Return to Camp.

_“ Waiting, therefore, until the moon was about one tree
high, and until the lions were far asunder on their respective
beats as well as I could make out from the sounds, I came
down, and capping—it was all I could do, for, as I said, I
had started without powder and ball—my empty gun, I passed
at the double round the end of the water, and dived into the
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bush on the opposite side. I struggled on for an hour I should
think, when, stooping to clear a low bough, four or five mus-
kets fired together within fifty yards told me I was at home
again.

“I hope I was thankful then; I know I am now. Two
of my Hottentot servants and a batch of Kaffirs had come
some distance into the bush in the hope of meeting me, and
escorted me to the fire in triumph. As I held my still only
half-thawed hands over it, the baulked roar of a disappointed
lion rang through the camp. He had not been heard before
that night. ‘He has missed you, Tlaga, by a little this
time,” said my black friends; °lethim go back to his game.’

“They were right, for in the morning we found his spoor
on mine for a long way back. Whether he had come with
me from the water, or I had picked up a followerin the bush,
I never knew. My constantly stopping and listening prob-
ably saved me, for a lion seldom makes up his mind very
suddenly to attack a man, unless hard pressed by hunger.
He likes to know all about it first, and my turning and slow,
jerky progress had doubtless roused his suspicions.”

A Tenderfoot’s Mistakes.

Now there are two or three things which Oswell as a ten-
derfoot omitted to do, which he could have done as a trained
scout.

Perhaps you can think of some of them for yourself ?

In the first place, he would have noticed by the sun, the
direction in which he first went out from the camp, and
would thus have known at once which was the right direction
for returning.

Then he would never have gone out with only one cartridge
and without food in his pocket.

If he found himself lost he would not go wandering on, but
would either track himself home by his own spoor ; or, if that
was impossible, he would sit down and wait for his men to
track him, and would light a fire or make smoke signals to
show where he was. Had he done any of these things he
would not have been lost for nearly so long as he was.

Every Scout has to begin as a tenderfoot and to make
a few mistakes at first—in fact, as Napoleon said, ¢ A man
who never made a mistake never made anything.” . That’s
a comfort to some of you who find yourselves making

-y
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blunders when you are doing your best ; but after you aave
learnt wisdom in that way you will get along all right.

In Jock of the Bushwold—that excellent story of the adven- &
tures of a dog in South African hunting—Sir Percy FitzPatrick '}"
tells how tenderfeet have been lost in most astonishing ways. |

On one occasion a party of mounted hunters went out to |
shoot some Koodoo antelope a short distance from camp. |
He, being on foot, remained nearer to camp hidden in the
bush to await any animal that might run off in that direction.
After some shooting had gone on there was asound of gallop-
ing through the bush, and suddenly there came past him,
not a Koodoo, but one of the hunters, pale and panting,
forcing his horse along at a gallop. Sir Percy, not seeing
anything ahead of the hunter, called to him, asking what
he was after, whereupon the man pulled up and slid off his
horse, faint and trembling. He had lost his way, and had
then lost his head and gone off at a tearing gallop without
any sense or reason. That is what lost men are inclined to
do, and of course it only makes their position worse. Keep
calm, think out what you ought to do under the circumstances,
and don’t worry.

Sir Percy also tells an excellent story of Buggins, a tender-
foot who lost himself in an open plain, in sight of camp,
with his friends watching him as he hurried about in all
directions firing off his gun as distress signals.

GUIDES IN THE SKY.

Most scouts have begun by losing their way when they
might have saved themselves the difficulty, and sometimes
the horror of it, if they had only learnt a little about the
points of the compass and about the sun and stars before
they went out.

So I give you here a few simple hints on the subject.

You should notice at starting out in the morning on your
-expedition exactly which direction you are going in as regards
the north and during the day you should be constantly
checking your direction to see that you still know where
the north is. When once you get into the habit of doing
this—which only comes by practice—you will save yourself
from the usual mistake of the tenderfoot, namely, getting lost.

Every Scout should practise finding the direction by the
sun by day, and the moon by night, until he is able to do it
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without any trouble; then he can go into the most difficult
country without any fear of getting lost.

The sun rises in the east and sets in the west, while at
midday it is, for us in the northern part of the world, due
south. So if at noon you stand facing the sun your back
is towards the north, the west is on your right hand and the
east to your left.

Every Scout, like every sailor-boy, ought to know the points
of the compass by heart.

You ought to be able to judge the time by the position
of the sun in the sky—that is to say, if it rises about six in the
morning it is high over the head at twelve o’clock ; when
it is about half-way up the sky the time would be nine o’clock
and when half-way down to the westward it would be three
in the afternoon.

South African savages generally describe the distance of
one place to another by saying where the sun will be when
you get to your journey’s end. If you say, * How far is it
from here to So-and-so ? »* they would point to the part of
the sky in which the sun will be by the time you get there;
you then have to estimate for yourself what o’clock that
would be, and, knowing how long it would take you, you
can judge how many miles it is distant. The sun itself is a
pretty good long way from the earth, it is ninety million miles
distant—that is to say, supposing you could go there by



36 YARNS FOR BOY SCOUTS

train running at thirty miles an hour, it would take you 347
years to get “there !

The world on which we stand is a round ball which moves
in a big circle round the sun, and it also keeps turning round
and round itself, and takes twenty-four hours to turn round.
Thus, when our bit of the earth turns away out of sight
of the sun it becomes shaded and dark, and that is night;
then when our side comes round again towards the sun, day
dawns and we get all the light and warmth that the sun can
give us.

We talk of the sun rising and setting; it is really our
earth that turns round and we come in sight of the sun in the
morning, and gradually roll out of sight of it in the even-
in,
%Ve are turning eastward all the time, so that when we come
in sight of the sun in the morning he appears to be rising in
the east and to set in the west. At midday he is, to us in
the north part of the world, due south.

So the sun is a good guide as to which is the north, south,
cast, or west, according to the time of day.

One way to find the north and south is to hold your watch
so that the hour hand points towards the sun, and if you
divide the distance between the hour hand and the figure
twelve on the watch as it then stands, the line of division will
point to the south.

The Moon.

Then the moon also is a useful guide to Scouts. It is
supposed to have originally been part of the earth, and it is
a big round ball which keeps moving round the earth while
the carth keeps moving round the sun.

Part of the moon gets lit up by the sun, and ““ moonlight *’
is really the sun’s light reflected off the moon on to our earth
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We don’t see the moon in the daytime because the sun is
stronger than it ; but at night, when our part of the earth
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is turned away from the sun, we see the moon very clearly—
at least, that part of it which is lit up by the sun.

It takes the moon one month to get round the earth, and
every night it is a bit changed in appearance as it grows from
new moon to full moon and then decreases down to new moon
again.

When the light part of the moon isshaped like the letter D,
the moon is dilating, or growing towards full moon. When
it is shaped like the letter C, it is contracting, or getting smaller
towards becoming again a new moon.

Full moon comes once a month.

The moon, like the sun, rises in the east and sets in the
west. It rises fifty minutes later every night. It is therefore
more puzzling than the sun for telling the time and direction.

But there are several stars which give you the north more
easily, and these every Scout must know by sight if he is
going to be any good at finding his way by night.

The Stars.

The stars appear to circle over us during the night, which
is really due to our earth turning round under them.

There are various groups which have got names given
to them because they seem to make some kind of pictures
or “sky-signs”’ of men and animals.

The * Plough ” is an easy one to find, being shaped some-
thing like a plough. And it i3 the most useful one for a
Scout to know, because in the northern part of the world it
shows him exactly where the north is. The ¢ Plough” is
also called the  Great Bear,” and the four stars in its curve
make its tail. It is the only bear I know of that wears a
long tail.

The two stars in the =
“ Plough ” called the ““ Point- ™,
ers,”point out where the North ¢ % =
or Pole Star is. All the stars ¢ i kool BEAR
and constellations move round, % %

as I have said, during the ¥ 1A TRl
night, but the Pole Star re- w ,«}‘5‘,0\,},.?}

mains fixed in the north. ks ?0}::(’_ e oot

There is also the ¢ Little g

Bear,” near the « Great Bear,” and the last star in his tail
is the North or Pole Star.
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The sky may be compared to an umbrella over you. The
Polo Sl;ary is w)iaere theps.tick goes through the centre of it.

A real umbrella has been made with all the stars marked
on it in their proper places. If you stand under it and twist
it slowly round, you see exactly how the stars quietly go
round, but the Pole Star remains steady in the middle.

Then another set of stars, or *“ constellation,” as it is called,
represents a man wearing a sword or belt, and is named
“ QOrion.” It is easily recognized by the three stars in line,
close by which are three smaller ones which form the
sword. Then two stars to right and left below the sword
are his feet while two more above the belt are his shoulders,
and a group of three small stars between them makes his
head.

Now, the great point about * Orion ” is that by him you
always can tell which way the North or Pole Star lies, and

which way the South, and you can see

TO NORTH, = POLE STAR  him whether you are in the south or the

north part of the world. The ‘ Great

Bear ™ you can only see when you are in

the north, and the Southern Cross when
you are in the south.

If you draw a line, by holding up your
staff against the sky, from the centre of
“ Orion’s ” belt through the centre of his
head, and carry that line on through two
big stars till it comes to a third, that
third one is the North or Pole Star.

Then, if you draw & line the other way,
beginning again with the centre star of
the belt, and passing through the centre
star of the sword, your line goes through

55 Solvn another group of stars shaped like the

letter L. And if you go about as far
again past L, you come to the South Pole,which, unfortunately,
is not marked by any star.

Roughly, ““ Orion’s ”” sword—the three small stars—points
north and south.

The Zulu Scouts call * Orion’s ” belt and sword the * Ingo-
lubu,” or three pigs pursued by three dogs. The Masai, in East
Africa, say that the three stars in * Orion’s ”’ belt are three
bachelors being followed by three old maids. Yousee Scouts
all know “ Orion,” though under different names.
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On thesouthside of the world—that is,in South Africa, South
America, and Australia—the *‘ Plough ** or * Great Bear ” is
not visible, but the ‘“ Southern Cross ”’ isseen. The ¢ Southern
Cross ” is a good guide as to where the exact south is, which,
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of course, tells a Scout just as much as the * Great Bear * in
the north pointing to the North Star.

A good scout is full of resource. He can find a way oub of
any difficulty or discomforb.

One of the chief duties of a scout is to help those in distress
in any possible way that he can.

Scouting comes in very useful in any kind of life you like
to take up, whether it is soldiering or business life in the City.

You need not wait for war in order to be useful as a scout.
As a peace scoub there is a lot for you to do any day, wherever
you may be. )

The history of the Empire has been made by British adven-
turers and explorers, the scouts of the nation, for hundreds
of years past up to the present time.

It is a disgrace to a scout if, when he is with other people,
they see anything big or httle near or far, high or low, that
he has not already seen for himself.

By continually watching animals in their natural state one
gets to like them too well to shoot them. The whole sport
of hunting animals lies in the woodcraft of stalking them, not
in the killing.
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Kerp oN THE L0OOK-0UT.
Scouts Rely Upon Their Ability to Notice Small Things.

Ir you are in the country you sheuld notice landmarks—that
is, objects which help you to find your way or prevent you
getting lost, such as distant hills, church towers, and nearer
objects, such as peculiar buildings, trees, gates, rocks, ete.

And remember, in noticing such landmarks, that you may
want to use your knowledge of them some day for telling
some one else how to find his way, so you must notice them
pretty closely so as to be able to describe them unmistakably
and in their proper order. You must notice and remember
every by-road and footpath.

Then you must also notice smaller signs, such as birds getting
up and flying hurriedly, which means somebody or some animal
is there; dust shows animals, men or vehicles moving.

Of course, you should notice all passers-by very carefully—
how they are dressed, what their faces are like.

And notice all tracks—that is, footmarks of men, animals,
birds, wheels, etc.—for from these you can read the most
important information. The most successful detectives owe
their success to noticing small signs. Scouts are natural
detectives, and never let the smallest detail escape them.
These small things are called by Scouts ‘ Sign.”

‘“ Beaver Bill,”’ the Trapper.

William Weaver, better known as ‘ Beaver Bill,”” was a
trapper in Western America, and the account which appeared
a short time ago in the Forest and Stream, of an adven-
ture of his, gives you an idea how necessary it is for a Scout
to be observant, to notice ‘“sign,” to be able to stalk and keep
hidden, and to have pluck and self-reliance.

)
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All these Beaver Bill had ; if he had not had them he would
not have lived to tell the tale.

He was out alone on a trapping expedition—that is, far away
from civilized parts setting traps to catch beavers in order to
get their skinsg to sell in the fur market.

He had left his tent early one morning to set his traps.

When he returned three hours later he found no camp !
Where his tent had stood there was only a heap of charred
rubbish. Round about were scattered beans, rice, and flour.
Pots and pans had all been removed. On the sandy shore
were the footprints of soft moccasined feet—i.e. leather
stockings. From all this sign he recognized that some Red
Indians of the Cree tribe had been looting his camp; all
other tribes wore hard-soled moccasins.

Beaver Bill poked around in the ashes, but could discover
no signs of his bedding or furs having been burnt. These
apparently they had taken away, together with all his tea,
sugar, bacon, cartridges.

He was thus without food, cleared of his hard-earned furs,
and over a hundred miles from the nearest white settlements,
all alone, and with Indians near. He counted the foot-prints
of his enemies, and made out that only four Indians had been
there.

He had forty-eight cartridges left and his rifle. Well,
what would you have doneif you had been in his place ? He
made up his mind to pursue the Indians, and get back his
goods or die in the attempt.

First he climbed a high bluff to see, if possible, which way
they had gone. He could see fora long distance over the
plains, and buffalo and buck were visible in all directions
feeding quietly, so it was evident they had not gone that
way. Presently he saw a herd of buffalo come running up
on to the plain out of the river bed some five miles from him,
so he guessed they were there. He went back to his boat and
paddled down the river till he got near the spot. Then he
crept ashore and got on to another bit of high ground, and again
saw a herd of buffalo run up out of the river bed some miles
further on, and again he paddled down there.

At last, as evening was drawing on, he guessed the enemy
would stop and camp in some concealed spot, so he went
along very cautiously and silently, keeping a sharp look-out
for any sign of them. Frequently he landed and looked over
the bank. The antelope and buffalo by their behaviour always
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gave him the clue that he wanted. At last he saw that the
game were not running about anywhere, so he guessed the
Crees had halted. ‘

So he waited till darkness came on, and then floated cau-
tiously along in biscanoe. Then hesaw the hidden glow ofa
fire among some trees. So he got quietly ashore without shoes
on and, taking his rifle, he crept quietly and stealthily nearer
and nearer to the enemy.

This is how he describes it :—

“ Of course I was some excited, and as I got nearer and
nearer to the fire my heart beat some faster, I noticed.

¢ ¢ Here, you old fool,’ I says.to myself, ¢ hain’t you never
shot an Indian before, and are you going to get excited now
when your grub and your bedding, and your fur and your
life all depend on keeping cool and doin’ good shooting. Why,
darn you,’ I says, stopping short and gittin’ mad with myself,
¢ anybody would take you for a tenderfoot. Brace up,now !’ ”

Apparently he did brace up, for he crept close up to the
camp, and found two Indians lying by the fire smoking, and
the third sitting up; but he could not see ths fourth any-
where, though he waited a long time. Then he noticed that
his stolen goods were there, but were only made up into three
bundles, so there were only three Indians after all; he had
made a mistake in counting their footmarks.

So he hesitated no longer, but, taking good aim, he fired at
the man sitting up, and then at one of those who was just
getting up. And he killed them both.

By this time the third was up and running away into the
bushes, but he rapidly aimed and fired and shot him too.

He was thus able to get back all his goods and get safely
away himself.

A GamvexreepeEr “Purs TmHis anp TuAT TOGETHER.™

Gamekeepers and their enemies, the poachers, both make
perfect scouts—because they are accustomed to outdoor
life and to finding their way in difficult country by night
as much as by day; they have to be good stalkers and
observant, so as to know the habits of their game, and they
have to be plucky and cunning to face the risk of meeting their
enemy in the dark woods.

But the difference is that the keeper is doing his work as his
duty to his employer, while the poacher is only little better




SHERLOCK HOLMES WORK 43

than the common thief; he is there to steal another man’s
property in order to make money out of it.

Only yesterday I heard a good instance of a gamekeeper
having aScout’s observation and power of  putting this and
that together.”

His master came in from a walk and handed to him the
bodies of three stoats which he had managed to kill, a female
and two young ones.

The keeper examined them and said,  This is a good haul,
but it would have been even better if you had been able to
get all the five.”

So his master said, ““ Oh! so you knew of this lot of stoats
before ? **

The keeper replied, “No; but I see from the teats of this
mother-stoat that she had three young ones, and there must be
a father-stoat also, so that there are still two left whom I will
keep a look-out for.”

A Rep INDIAN’S OBSERVATION.

Here is a story of observation from the Pathfinder.

The Scout Pathfinder, together with Jasper and }Mabel and
two friendly Red Indians, were travelling down river in their
canoe, trying to escape from hostile Iroquois Red Irdians, who
were in pursuit along the banks. They managed to Tun their
canoe into a little creek close under the river bank, which was
here exceedingly bushy. To conceal themselves better they
cut and planted round them some extra branches, so that they
could not be seen from the river ; for the Red Indians who were
searching for them came in two parties, one on the bank above
them, the other wading down in the water.

“The near approach of their enemies rendered profound
silence necessary. The Iroquois in the river were slowly
descending, keeping of necessity near the bushes that overhung
the water,while the rustling of leaves and the snapping of twigs
soon gave fearful evidence that another party was moving along
the bank at an equally graduated pace and directly abreast of
them. In consequence of the distance between the bushes
planted by the fugitives and the true shore, the two parties
of Indiars became visible to each other, when opposite that
precise spot.

“ Both stopped and a conversation ensued that may be
said to have passed directly over the heads of those who were
concealed.
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¢ Indeed, nothing sheltered the travellers but the branches
and leaves of plants so pliant that they yielded to every current
of air, and which a puff of wind, a little stronger than common,
would have blown away. Fortunately, the line of sight carried
the eyes of the two parties of savages, whether they stood in
the water or on the land, above the bushes; and the leaves
appeared blended in a way to excite no suspicion. Perhaps
the very boldness of the expedient prevented an immediate
exposure.

“The conversation that took place was conducted in low
tones, every word of which, of course, was plainly heard by the
fugitives. The savages were comparing notes and discussing
which way it would be possible for them to have gone. Then
they agreed that they must have gone on still further down the
river and that they themselves had better follow as quietly and
as quickly as possible.

““The savages now ceased speaking, and the party that was
concealed heard the slow and guarded movements of those who
were on the bank as they moved on in their wary progress. It
was soon evident that the latter had passed the cover; but the
group in the water still remained scanning the shore, with eyes
that glared through their war-paint like coals of living fire.
After a pause of two or three minutes, these three also began to
descend the stream, though it was step by step, as men move
who look for an object that has been lost. In this manner they
passed the artificial screen, and Pathfinder opened his mouth
in that hearty but noiseless laugh that Nature and habit had
contributed to render a peculiarity of the man.

The Young Scout.

“ His triumph, however, was premature, for the last of the
retiring party, just at this moment casting a look behind
him, suddenly stopped ; and his fixed attitude and steady
gaze at once betrayed the appalling fact that something had
awakened his suspicions.

‘It was, perhaps, fortunate for the concealed that the warrior
who manifested these fearful signs of distrust was a young Scout
and had still a reputation to acquire.

‘“ He knew the importance of discretion and modesty in one
of his years, and most of all did he dread the ridicule and con-
tempt that would certainly follow a false alarm. Without
recalling any of his companions, therefore, he turned on his own
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footsteps, and while the others continued to descend the river,
he cautiously approached the bushes on which his looks were
still fastened, as by a charm.

“ Some of the leaves which were exposed to the sun had drooped
a litile, and this slight departure from the usual natural laws had
caught the quick eyes of the Indian ; for so practised and acute do
the senses of the savage become, more especially when he is on
the warpath, that trifles, apparently of the most insignificant
sort, often prove to be clues to lead him to his object.

“In consequence of the delay that proceeded from these
combined causes, the two parties had descended some fifty
or sixty yards before the young savage was again near
enough to the bushes of Pathfinder to touch them with his
hand.

 Notwithstanding their eritical situation, the whole party
behind the cover had their eyes fastened on the working coun-
tenance of the young Iroquois, who was agitated by his con-
flicting feelings. First came the hope of obtaining success, where
some of the most experienced of his tribe had failed, and with
it a degree of glory that had seldom fallen to one of his years, or
a brave on his first warpath ; then followed doubt as the droop-
ing leaves seemed to rise again, and to revive in the currents of
air. And distrust of hidden danger lent its exciting feeling to
keep the eloquent features in play. So very slight, however, had
been the alteration produced by the heat on bushes of which the
stems were in the water, that when the Iroquois actually laid
his hand on the leaves, he fancied that he had been deceived.
As no man ever distrusts strongly without using all convenient
means of satisfying his doubts, however, the young warrior
pushed aside the branches and advanced a step within the
hiding-place, when the forms of the concealed party met his
gaze, resembling so many breathless statues. The low exclama-
tion, the slight start and the glaring eye were hardly seen and
heard before the arm of Chingachgook was raised, and the
tomahawk of the Delaware descended on the shaven head of
his foe. The Iroquois raised his hands frantically, bounded
backward, and fell into the water at a spot where the current
swept the body away, the struggling limbs still tossing and
writhing in the agony of death.”

And thus did the little party of fugitives escape from capture
and death.
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RED INDIANS IN AMERICA.

Talking of Red Indians, has it ever struck you as odd thab
the natives of America should be called * Indians” ? Well,
this is the reason of it.

In the old days, some four hundred years ago, when the
old Spanish Scout Columbus sailed acrossthe Atlantic Ocean
and discovered the great continent of America he supposed
that he had got to India by a new route, and for many years
America was supposed to be India, and naturally its inhabitants
were called Indians. It was only when Amerigo Vespucei
went out there that the mistake was discovered. Vespucci
was the great man of those days for making maps, and he was
sent out to make a map of this new part of India and by his
observations he found it was many thousands of miles away
from that country, soin honour of hisdiscovery the continent
was called after him Ameriga; but the natives are still,
wrongly, called Indians.

How toe DurL was FouaHT.

Here is a story to show the value of noticing small signs
and then thinking out what they mean.

It is taken from a book by the celebrated French writer
Alexandre Dumas.

In the reign of King Louis XIV of France, fights between
gentlemen and officers were frequent, either with swords or
pistols, and at last the King gave an order that these fights,
or duels, as they are called, were to be stopped, and that if
any dared to disobey his order they would be very severely
punished.

Well, one day it came to the King’s knowledge that one of
his noblemen, named De Guiché, had been found in the forest
badly wounded and his horse killed, and the story was that
he had been attacked by a wild boar.

The King did not quite believe this story, and suspected
that it was another case of a duel, so he sent for his best scout-
ing officer, whose name was Captain d’Artagnan, and told him
to go secretly to the spot in the woods called Rond Point
where the accident had taken place, and to examine it very
carcfully, and to come back and report what he thought had
occurred there.

D’Artagnan rode off at once to the spot and searched the
place most carefully in every direction.
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Tracking the Duel Step by Step.

Then he came back to the King and told him that there
had been no accident, but a fight. He had found a horse
lying dead. From the tracks he ascertained that two horses
had come to the place walking side by side. On arriving at
the open space in the forest called Rond Point they had halted
for a few minutes (the horses had trampled the same bit of
ground). Apparently one rider had listened while the other
talked (because one horse had pawed the ground and had not
been checked, his rider being too interested in the conversation
to pay attention to him).

Then the rider who had been talking rode across the open
space and turned and faced the other. He was riding a black
horse—some hairs of its tail had been caught in a bramble.
(N.B.—Captain d’Artagnan in stating this apparently forgot
that a bay horse also has a black tail )

The man on the black horse fired and killed his adversary’s
horse, which now lay dead with a pistol-bullet in its brain.

The rider of the dead horse had extricated himself (there
were marks in the ground of his dragging his leg with some
difficulty from under the horse); he then walked towards
the mounted man, stood firmly (both feet strongly indented
in the ground), and presumably fired at him, but just missed
him (as a hat was lying on the ground close to the other’s
position with a hole through it ; the hat was an ordinary one
with nothing to show to whom it belonged).

What Little Things Told.

The mounted man had had a second shot at the dismounted
man but missed him, too (as there was a bit of feather cut
from his hat lying near his position, and the branch of a tree
behind him had been slit by the bullet). He had reloaded his
pistol after shooting the horse while the rider was extricating
himself ; he did it nervously and hurriedly (as he had spilt
some powder on the ground), and had dropped or thrown
away his ram-rod, having no time to replace it in the pistol
(for it was lying there). He then fired again and hit the
dismounted man as the latter was about to return his fire ;
the bullet hit him in two places—i.e. the right hand and chest
(a8 was shown by two pools of blood where he had fallen).

This fact showed that he had his right hand in front of
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his chest, probably in the act of taking aim at the other.
The pistol lay on the ground with blood on the handle, and
a broken ring was on the ground near it which further proved
the idea.

D’Artagnan believed the wounded man to be one named
Guiché, because his crest was on the saddlery of the dead
horse.

The wounded man was not killed (footmarks showed that
two men came and raised him and walked away supporting
him on each side while he dragged his feet and dropped blood
between them).

The man who had wounded him rode off at a gallop, and
his tracks had come to the palace; so he apparently must
be one of the staff officers of the King.

In this way the King found out that a duel instead of a
boar-hunt had taken place, and he knew who had been
fighting.

Scouts should be ‘noticing things all the time.

It is a disgrace to a scout if, when he is with other people,
they see anything big or little, near or far, high or low, that
he has not already seen for himself.

So you should be able to read tracks of men, horses, bicycles,
etc., and find out from these what has been going on ; and to
notice by small signs, such as birds suddenly starting up, that
some one is moving near, though you cannot see them.

By noticing little things on the ground you will often find
lost articles, which you can then restore to their owners.

By noticing details of harness, and so on, you can often
save a horse from the pain of an ill-fitting strap or bit.

By noticing the behaviour or dress of people, and putting
this and that together, you can sometimes see that they are
up to no good, and can thus prevent a crime, or you can often
tell when they are in distress and need help or sympathy-—and
you can then do what is one of the chief duties of a Scout,
namely, help those in distress in any possible way that you
can.

What the Tracks Told.

Of course, no publication would nowadays be complete
if it did not deal with Scouting, and so in 7The Flag there is
a short account of a little exercise I had carried out one morn-
ing in observing ‘“sign’ and reading the meaning of it.
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On the road were the tracks of two horses side by side;
they had evidently gone side by side, as the tracks never
crossed each other, but turned and changed their course
together. The one on the near-side (left) was evidently a
horse of ordinary size, judging by the size of its hoofs
and length of stride. The one on the off-side (right) was
evidently a cob, being of smaller build, but stout—the hoof-
prints giving a wider track and shorter stride than the horse ;
it was also going rather lame, one foot making a shorter stride
than the others and not treading so heavily on the ground.

From the fact that the cob was lame, it was probable that
nobody was riding it ; and from its moving alongside another
horse on its off-side, it was probable that it was being led by
a man on the horse (he would be holding his own reins in his
left hand and would lead a led horse with his right).

Then the lame foot was shod differently from the others,
with a shoe which was evidently intended to give relief to
injury at the heel, so that the cob had been lame for some
time.

From these signs I made out that the cob belonged to
a stout old gentleman who had begun life as a poor man but
was now well off.

Can you make that out too, or have you a better explanation ?

Why he was Fat and Rich.

This, at any rate, is how I arrived at my conclusions.

The cob was owned by a stout old man, because ladies do
not, as a rule, ride stout cobs, nor do young or thin, light men
ride them.

Then he was well-to-do,-because he could afford to keep-
a groom to take his cob out to exercise and ride another horse
in doing so.

And he had not been well off as a young man because he
evidently liked to keep on this cobin spite of its having gone
lame, and had had it shod and exercised in the hope of its
getting sound again. Had he been a good horseman, that
is, one who learnt his riding as a lad, he would have sold his
unsound animal and bought another; but he was probably
not a very good rider and was accustomed to this cob and did
not like to try a new one.

And that is why I guessed him to be a stout, self-made
man of over middle age.
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How mvuor You can TEern FroM NoTtioiNg LITTLE SIGNS.

I think you will be interested in an actual bit of practice
in India. ; During a walk on a stony mountain path in Kashmir,
I noticed these signs.

Tree-stump, about three feet high, by the path. A stone
about the size of a cocoanut lying near it, to which were
sticking some bits of bruised walnut rind, dried up. Some
walnut rind also lying on the stump. Further along the
path, thirty yards to the south of the stump, were lying bits
of walnut shell of four walnuts. Close by was a high sloping
rock, alongside the path. The only walnut tree in sight was
150 yards north of the stump.

At the foot of the stump was a cake of hardened mud which
showed the impression of a grass shoe.

What would you make out from those signs ? My solution
of it was this:—

A man had gone southward on a long journey along the
path two days ago, carrying a load ; and had rested at the
rock while he ate walnuts.

My deductions were these :—

It was a man carrying a load, because carriers when they
want to rest do not sit down, but rest their load against a
sloping rock and lean back. Had he had no load, he would
probably have sat down on the stump, but he preferred to go
thirty yards further to where the rock was. Women do not
carry loads there, so it was a man. But he first broke the
shells of his walnuts on the tree-stump with the stone, having
brought them from the tree 150 yards north. So he was
travelling south, and he was on a long journey as he was
wearing shoes, and not going barefooted as he would be if
only strolling near his home. Three days ago there was rain,
the cake of mud had been picked up while the ground was
still wet, but it had not been since rained upon and was now
dry. The walnut rind was also dry and confirmed the time
that had elapsed.

This is just an example of everyday practice which should
be carried out by Scouts.

How 10 BECOME A SHERLOCK HoLMES.

If a Scout is going to be any good at all he must in the
first place be smart at noticing small things, and then in
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reading their meaning. That is what Sherlock Holmes did
in the stories about him, and it is what every detective does
in finding out a criminal, and what every real Scout does
in finding his way in a strange country and in getting the
information for which he is sent out.

It sounds a little difficult at first, butit is all a matter of
practice ; and if you practise a bit every day as you go through
the streets in a town, or through the fields and lanes in the
country, you are certain to become pretty good at it in a short
time. You will find full instructions about it in our hand-
book, Scouting for Boys.

The fellow who has to turn his hand to many things, as the
scout does in camp, finds that he is more easily able to obtain
employment, because he is ready to turn his hand to whatever
kind of work may turn up.

In the old days the knights were the scouts of Britain, and
their rules were very much the same as the scout law which
we have now. We are their descendants, and we ought to
keep up their good name and follow in their steps.

We are very much like bricks in a wall—we each have our
place, though it may seem a small one in so big a wall. But if
one brick gets rotten, or slips out of place, it begins to throw
an undue strain on others, cracks appear, and the wall totters.

Peace scouts can find their way anywhere ; are able to read
meaning from the smallest signs and foot-tracks. They know
how to look after their health when far away from any doctors ;
are strong and plucky, and ready to face any danger, and
always keen to help each other.

Scouteraft comes in useful in any line of life that you like
to take up. Cricket is a jolly good game to play, and comes
in useful to & certain extent in training a fellow’s eye, nerve,
and temper. But, as the American would say, it isn’t a
circumstance "’ to scouting, which teaches a fellow to be a
man.
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STALKING WILD ANIMALS.

How To Kivnn ANIMALS.

ONE featureinour Scouts’ Camp at Humshaugh was a “ camp-
fire yarn *’ spun to us by Colonel Coulson, who lives in the
neighbourhood. He kindly came one evening to our camp
fire and gave us a most interesting talk about animals.

He has served most of his life in the Army, and is a good
all-round sportsman, fond of horses, dogs, shooting, and golf
—=s0 he is not a mere weak faddist, but a gentleman in
every sense of the word.

He specially advises boys to be manly sportsmen, and
points out that, though they do train themselves in that
direction by many means such as cricket, football, rifle-
shooting, scoutcraft, and so on, still there is one particular
thing which they would also do if they only thought of it ;
but it is so seldom pointed out to them that they don’t
think of it—that is, sportsmanlike behaviour, fair play,
and kindness towards animals.

A man who will hurt a poor, weak, inoffensive animal
that is not likely to turn on him, is a bully and not a
sportsman.

WHAT 1S A SPORTSMAN ?

A man who risks his life in shooting big game in order
to secure good specimens for natural history collections,
or to rid a district of a man-eater or other dangerous
neighbour, is a sportsman in the true sense.

But he is a good deal removed from the man who turns
out a wretched little rabbit to be run down by dogs in order
that he may get a few shillings on the result, or from the
man who goes shooting with the idea of killing more birds
in the day than some other fellow.

52
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At the same time these men would feel very hurt if you
said they were not ‘ sportsmen.”

Even betting men, who, under the very far-fetched pre-
tence of promoting horse-breeding, are as keen as any Shy-
lock to get the best of their friends in grabbing their money
over a race—even these call themselves * sportsmen.”

I shouldn’t wonder if even those round-shouldered, pale,
cigarette-sucking youths who crowd to look on at football
don’t also call themselves “ sportsmen !”

So in becoming a true sportsman you have got to think
for yourself, and discriminate between what is really honest
sport, and what is bullying or money-grabbing. Avoid the
shabby side, and go for the good, manly one.

Pia StIcKING.

Perhaps I have no right to speak on the subject. I am
not sure that I am not a bit of a bully myself, because I must
confess to being very fond of one sport which is undoubtedly
cruel. And, although I hate to look at a heap of birds that
have been shot (and I am fond of shooting), yet I can go for
a boar, spear in hand, with the greatest delight. In writing
a book on ‘ Pig-sticking,” I was hard put to it to defend
my conduct, and I could only say in my defence that, unlike
chasing the fox or the stag, the hunter has here to rely en-
tirely on himself and not on hounds. The quarry has a very
good chance of either getting away or of doing for his pur-
suer, as I have found to my cost. It is a sport that is the
very best school I know of for teaching a soldier to ride,
to handle his weapon, to use pluck, decision, woodcraft, and
judgment. It helps to rid the poor Indian cultivator of a
very pertinacious destroyer of his crops. And what is more,
not only is pig-sticking the most exciting and enjoyable
sport both for the man and the horse as well, but I really
believe that the boar enjoys it too.

He is the pluckiest animal that lives; the true king of
the jungle, since all others yield the way to him when he
comes along—the elephant flees from him, the tiger slinks
out of his path. Sothat when he meets some one who really
means to tackle him, his fighting and sporting instinct is
roused ; and often he never attempts to get away, and, in
any case, after a short run he turns and has a go at the hunter
and will pluckily repeat his charges again and again with
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all the dash and energy of enjoying it till either he is killed
or the hunter thrown down and ripped.

Well, I’ve made my confession of this one weakness of
mine in the animal-killing line, and I should be glad if any
rabbit courser or other hunter of the harmless would also give
us his view in defence of his form of ‘sport.”

RaBBIT SnARING IN CAMP.

Of course, animals have to be killed for food, or to prevent
their doing injury to others, or to property.

But such killing is too often carried out without regard to
the pain inflicted.

Colonel Coulson, for instance, mentioned rabbits being
snared and left for hours in pain and terror before the snarer
came along and put them out of their pain. Well, I think
there must bave been guilty consciences amongst some of
the Scouts around him at that moment, especially on the
put of one who was still finishing off, from a pie-dish, the
succulent remainder of a rabbit which he had that evening
snared, skinned, and cooked for himself.

Again I must speak in my defence, since I gave leave for
the Scouts in camp to snare rabbits. But it was done in
order that they should learn how to get food and prepare
it for themselves; it was not for the sake of mere wanton
destruction; and the traps were visited frequently and the
rabbits killed at once.

ScouTs AND ANIMALS.

True Scouts are the best friends of animals, for from living
in the woods and wilds, and practising observation and track-
ing, they get to know more than other people about the ways
and habits of birds and animals, and therefore they under-
stand them and are more in sympathy with them. No true
Scout will go killing animals for the mere sake of killing, and
when he has to do it for food, and so on, he kills in the quickest
and most painless way possible.

And when a backwoods Scout comes into civilized life you
will always find him, like Colonel Coulson, most kind towards
all animals. e will be fond of dogs and they of him ; for
dogs and horses are very quick to recognize a friend among
strangers.

He will do all he can to mitigate the horse-torture which
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goes on in our cities through the bearing-rein, and he will
look down on boys who carry out wanton bird’s-nesting. By
wanton, I mean taking eggs simply because you find them,
not because you specially want that kind for your collection.

The Scout Law (Rule 6) lays down, as you know, that every
Scout is a friend to animals:  He should save them as far as
possible from pain and should not kill any animal unnecessarily,
even if it is only a fly—for it is one of God’s creatures.”

I hope that some day we may develop among Scouts the art
of taming wild animals as pets. It is easily done by patience
and kindness with birds, squirrels, hares, and such, especially
if you begin in the winter by putting food out for them in
hard times. Walnuts, almonds, and cheese, are the popular
foods.

Lord Avebury even trained a wasp and kept it as a pet.

A Cunnine Orp Birbp.

The Rev. Theodore Wood describes the skua as being a
particularly cunning bird, and quotes an instance of one
which, on seeing a man hunting for birds’ nests, guessed that
he would want to get some skua eggs. So, hastily leaving its
own eggs, it flew off to a common seagull who was sitting on
her nest some little distance away, and drove her off, and
took her place on the eggs. Every now and then the skua
raised her head cautiously and looked around as though
fearing danger, but in reality to attract the attention of the
bird-nester. And then when he drew near she got up and
flew round making terrible squawks as if horrified at his
finding the nest on which she had been sitting.

But she succeeded in taking his attention away from her
own nest. He, no doubt, was the envy of all the other col-
lectors in having got a clutch of real skua eggs; while the
cunning old hen was the envy of the rest of her kind in hatch-
ing out a complete family of young skuas in spite of the visit
of the egg-hunter.

I did not see this incident myself, so will not entirely
guarantee its truth.

Brac GameE HUNTERS.

Mr. F. G. Selous, who was one of our greatest elephant
huntersin South Africa ; Mr. Peel, of Oxford, another big-game
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shot; and Mr. Abel Chapman, whom the Scouts at the Hum-
shaugh Camyp will remember with admiration and gratitude—
these and many celebrated sportsmen are naturalists as well
as hunters. They go out into the world to shoot good speci-
mens of the different kinds of animals, and they pass by and
spare hundreds of young and ordinary beasts, till they come on
one worthy of preservation to set up in their museum at
home, where people who are interested in animals can come and
see for themselves the actual specimens of all the different
kinds of wild creatures which inhabit the globe.

Similarly Captain Flower (another good Scout), the Curator
of the Zoological Gardens in Cairo, goes off into the deserts and
jungles and captures specimens of all the African wild beasts,
birds and reptiles for the different Zoological Gardens in
Europe.

Also a great many big-game hunters go out stalking wild
animals quite as much with the idea of merely watching them
or of photographing them in their jungle homes as of shooting
them down. And thatis what the Boy Scouts do, unless they
actually want an animal for food; they may stalk him in
order to watch his habits and ways, and to make sketches or
photographs of him from life.

Most of the fun of hunting the animal lies in getting up
close to him without his knowing it ; that’s where the difficulty
and the excitement comes in. It is no great feat then to
hold a rifle straight and shoot him.

A ScouT STATESMAN.

One of the finest statesmen of the present time is also a
{first-class scout, and that is Mr. Roosevelt, the late President
of the United States of America.

He began to be a scout by shooting big game when he was
quite a boy, and he gives an account of his first deer hunt,
which was carried out at night in a canoe with a lantern. The
light seems to attract and dazzle the deer and so enables the
hunter to get an easy shot. This kind of shooting is called
¢ Jacking.”

Even now, when he has got a holiday from the hard work
of ruling over that great country, Mr. Roosevelt likes to go
and live in camp and hunt big game, which he has been doing
in our Colony of East Africa.

Here is a description from his book, Ouidoor Pastimes of



STALKING WILD ANIMALS 67

an American Hunter, of how he hunted a wapiti—a kind of
big stag—and you will notice how he used scoutcraft to get
it, both by stalking, using scout’s pace, pluck and endurance,
marksmanship, and power of finding the way. He writes :—

Wapiti Hunting.

“I was camped in a beautiful valley high among the
mountains which divide South-western Montana from Idaho.
The country was well wooded, but the forest was not dense
and there were many open glades. Early one morning, just
about dawn, the cook, who had been up for a few minutes,
waked me, to say that a bull wapiti was calling not far off. I
rolled out of bed and was dressed in short order. The bull
had by this time passed the camp, and was travelling towards
a range of mountains on the other side of the stream which
ran down the valley bottom. He was evidently not alarmed,
for he was still challenging.

“T gulped down a cup of hot coffee, munched a piece of
hardtack, and thrust four or five other pieces and a cold elk
tongue into my hunting shirt, and then, as it had grown light
enough to travel, started after the wapiti.

“1 supposed that in a few minutes I should either have
overtaken him or abandoned the pursuit, and I took the food
with me simply because in the wilderness it never pays to be
unprepared {for emergencies. The wisdom of such a course
was shown in this instance by the fact that I did not see camp
again until long after dark.”

Scouts should remember this hint—never start out without
food either inside you or in your pocket.

“When I next heard him he had evidently changed his
course and was going straight away from me. The sun had
now risen, and following after him I soon found his tracks.
He was walking forward with the regular wapiti stride, and I
made up my mind I had a long chase ahead of me. We were
going up-hill, and, though I walked hard, I did not trot until
we topped the crest. Then I jogged along at a good gait, and
as I had no moccasins, and the woods were open, I did not
have to exercise much caution.

 Accordingly I gained, and felt that I was about to come
up with him, when the wind brought down from very far off
another challenge. My bull heard it before I did, and
instantly started toward the spot at a trot. There was not
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the slightest use of my attempting to keep up with this, and
I settled down into a walk. Half an hour afterward I came
over a slight crest, and immediately saw a herd of wapiti
ahead of me, across the valley and on an open hillside.”

For nearly an hour Mr. Roosevelt tried in vain to get
nearer to the bulls who were both roaring challenges at each
other. At last the herd got wind of him and dashed off
through the bush.

“ With wapiti there is always a chance of overtaking them
after they have first started, because they tack and veer and
halt to look around. Therefore I ran forward as fast as I
could through the woods; but when I came to the edge of
the fir belt I saw that the herd were several hundred yards
off. They were clustered together and looking back and
saw me at once.

“1 was sure the herd Would not stop for some miles, and
accordingly I resumed my chase of the single bull.

1 was able to get up fairly close by crawling on all-fours
through the snow for part of the distance ; but just as I was
about to fire he moved slightly, and though my shot hit him,
it went a little too far back. He plunged over the hill crest and
was off at a gallop, and, after running forward and failing to
overtake him in the first rush, I sat down to consider matters.

“The snow had begun to melt under the sun, and my
knees and the lower parts of my sleeves were wet from my
crawl, and I was tired and hungry and very angry at having
failed to kill the wapiti. It was, however, early in the after-
noon, and I thought if I let the wapiti alone for an hour, he
would lie down, and then grow stiff and reluctant to get up ;
while in the snow I was sure I could easily follow his tracks.
Therefore I ate my lunch, and then swallowed some mouthfuls
of snow in lieu of drmkmg

“I left the trail, and turning to one side below the wind I
took a long circle and again struck back to the bottom of the
valley down which the wapiti had been travelling. The
timber here was quite thick, and I moved very cautiously,
continually halting and hstenmg for five or ten minutes.

“Not a sound did I hear, and I crossed the valley bottom
and began to ascend the other side without finding the trail.
Unless he had turned off up the mountains I knew that this
meant he must have lain down ; so I retraced my steps and
with extreme caution began to make my way up the valley.

“ Finally I came to a little opening, and after peering about
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for five minutes I stepped forward, and instantly heard a
struggling and crashing in a clump of young spruce on the
other side. It was the wapiti trying to get on his feet. I
ran forward at my best pace, and as he was stiff and slow in
his movements 1 was within seventy yards before he got
fairly under way. Dropping on one knee, I fired and hit him
in the flank.

““ At the moment I could not tell whether or not I had
missed him, for he gave no sign ; but, running forward very
fast, I speedily saw him standing with his head down. He
heard me and again started, but at the third bullet he went
down in his tracks, the antlers clattering loudly on the branches
of a dead tree.”

And so the hunter got his quarry. But he had had hard
work to get it and had to use a lot of scoutcraft to do it.

What a Tenderfoot Would Have Done.

He would not have succeeded had he been a ¢ tenderfoot,”
for he would probably not have been able to turn out of bed so
quickly ready for action. And a tenderfoot would have rushed
off without taking any food, and so would soon have been
obliged to give up the chase. Then he did not try running till
he got dead-beat, but he used “scout’s pace,” which enabled
him to go on a long time at a fairly fast rate, so that he event-
ually overtook the deer. And by training he had made
himself strong and fit to do this.

Then by having studied the ways of animals he knew
exactly what the wapiti would probably do; he knew that
the wounded animal if left alone would probably lie down
for a rest and grow stiff by doingso. And also he saw that
when he made his circular “ cast ” into the valley, that as
there were no tracks of the bull having gone forward along
the bottom he must be somewhere further back; he knew
that the wounded animal would not try going up the hill to
either side.

Then it i3 probable, too, that a tenderfoot would very soon
have got lost, running about alone all day in such a country
of forest and hills, but the hunter kept his wits about him and
noticed his direction, probably by the hills and streams and
sun, so that he knew which way to turn to go home to his
camp at the end.



V.

ENDURANCE OF SCOUTS.

A TRUE STORY OF A ScouT’s ENDURANCE.

Mr. FrEbpERICK COURTENAY SELOUS is one of our greab
scouts, and for many years he lived as an elephant hunter
in Central South Africa. He was very hardy and a splendid
runner, and for this reason he was able to keep up with a herd
of elephants even when they were on the run, and could thus
pick out and shoot one big bull after another.

Of course, the hunting was done in order to get the ivory
from the tusks of the old bull elephants ; he did not kill the
COWS Or young ones.

But if he had not practised running and keeping himself
always healthy as a boy at Rugby School, he could never
have succeeded as he did as a scout.

Here is an account, in his own words, of an adventure
which shows you how necessary it is for a scout to be strong
and active. The story is taken from his thrilling book of
Travel and Adventure in South Africa.

He was, at the time of this incident, travelling with a few
native servants (or * boys’’ as they are generally called) in
the country of the Mashukulumbwi tribe, just north of the
Zambesi River, where very few white men had ever been.

An Uneasy Camp.

“ After a good supper—which I discussed with a' light
heart, for on the morrow I hoped to cross the Kafukwi—I
turned in. It was the 8th of July, the last day of the old
moon, and a dark though starlight night.

 Although on the previous evening our camp had been

thronged with a crowd of men, women, and children, who
60
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had danced and sung, and kept up a constant chatter till
after midnight, it did not escape my notice that this day
there was not a single stranger in our camp when it grew
dark ; nor, with the exception of a little conversation carried
on in a low tone of voice, did there appear to be any life or
movement in the village behind us. I must confess that I
felt uneasy, for I could not help contrasting the quiet and con-
straint with the noise and revelry of the first night of our
arrival in the village.

“My boys, too, seemed uneasy, and sat in groups round
their respective fires, whispering to one another, and all
holding their assegais in their hands. As it grew later, how-
ever, they lay down one by one, and as the fires burnt lower
and lower, an absolute quiet and stillness took possession of
the night.

“I could not sleep, however, and was lying under my
blanket, thinking of many things, and revolving various
plans in my head, when about nine o’clock I observed a man
come cautiously round the end of our scherm (a rough fence
made of bushes to keep off the lions) and pass quickly down
the line of smouldering fires. As he stopped beside the
fire near the foot of Paul and Charley’s blankets, I saw that
he was one of the two men who had accompanied us as guides
from Monzi’s.

“I saw him kneel down and shake Paul by the leg, and
then heard him whispering to him hurriedly and excitedly.
Then I heard Paul say to Charley,  Tell our master the news—
wake him up.’

“I at once said, * What is it, Charley ? I am awake.’

““The man says, sir, that all the women have left the
village (the women are always sent out of the way when there
is going to be fighting), and he thinks that something is wrong,’
he answered.

“I thought so, too, and hastily pulled on my shoes, and
then put on my coat and cartridge-belt, in which, however,
there were only four cartridges. (Shows importance of always
being ready.) AsIdid so I gave orders to my boys to extin-
guish all the fires, which they instantly did by throwing sand
on the embers, so that an intense darkness at once hid every-
thing within our scherm. (Sand is as good as water for putting
out fire.)
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A Treacherous Attack.

“ Paul and Charley were now sitting on their blankets
with their rifles in their hands, and I went and held a whis-
pered conversation with them, proposing to Paul that he
and I should creep round the village and reconnoitre, and
listen if possible to what the inhabitants were talking about.

“¢Wait a second,’ I said, ¢ whilst I get out a few more
cartridges,” and I was just leaning across my blankets to get
at the bag containing them, when three guns went off almost
in my face, and several more at different points round the
scherm. The muzzles of all these guns were within our scherm
when they were discharged, so that our assailants must have
crawled right up to the back of our camp and fired through
the interstices between the cornstalks.

““The three shots that were let off just in front of me were
doubtless intended for Paul, Charley, and myself, but by
great good luck none of us were hit. As I stooped to pick
up my rifle, which was lying on the blankets beside me,
Psul and Charley jumped up and sprang past me. °Into
the grass ! * I called to them in Dutch, and prepared to follow.

“The discharge of the guns was immediately followed by
a perfect shower of barbed javelins, which I could hear patter-
ing on the large leathern bags in which most of our goods were
packed, and then a number of Mashukulumbwi rushed in
amongst us.

“I can fairly say that I retained my presence of mind
perfectly at this juncture. My rifle, when I picked it up, was
unloaded ; for, in case of accident, I never kept it loaded in
camp, and I therefore had first to push in a cartridge. As
I have said before, between our camp and the long grass lay
a short space of cleared ground, dug into irregular ridges
and furrows. Across this I retreated backwards, amidst
a mixed crowd of my own boys and Mashukulumbwi.

“T did my best to get a shot into one of our treacherous
assailants, but in the darkness it was impossible to distin-
guish friend from foe. Three times I had my rifle to my
shoulder to fire at a Mashukulumbwi, and as often some one
who I thought was one of my own boys came between.

“T was within ten yards of the long grass, but with my
back to it, when, with a yell, another detachment of Mashu-
kulumbwi rushed out of it to cut off our retreat. At this
juncture I fell backwards over one of the ridges, and two
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men, rushing out of the grass, fell right over me, one of them
kicking me in the ribs and falling over my body, whilst another
fell over my legs. I was on my feet again in an instant, and
then made a rush for the long grass, which I reached without
wishap, and in which I felt comparatively safe. I presently
crept forward for about twenty yards, and then sat still
listening.

“Standing up again, I saw the Mashukulumbwi were moving
about in our camp. It was, however, impossible to see any
one with sufficient distinctness to get a shot, for whenever
one of the partially-extinguished fires commenced to burn
up again it was at once put out by having more sand thrown
over it.

He Escapes—4lone.

“I now began to quarter the grass cautiously backwards
and forwards, whistling softly in hopes that some of my own
boys might be lying in hiding near me ; but I could find no
one, and at length came to the conclusion that all those of
my people who had escaped death would make the most
of the darkness and get as far as possible from Minenga’s
before day-dawn, and I decided that I had better do the
same. Therefore, I determined that my best plan would
be to make for Monzi’s, also travelling through the veldt,
and to endeavour to get there before my boys, and to wait
for them there.

“In my belt I had a knife, a box of matches, and a watch
(what a scout should always carry). I looked at it, and by
the light of the stars saw that it was now eleven o’clock.
First of all I had to cross the Magoee River, and I now made
a half circle round the village, always keeping in the long
grass, until I reached its bank, and then made my way
cautiously up to the ford. !

“I found, however, that a party of men were watching
here, as one of them spoke in a low voice to his companions
just as I was approaching, and so luckily gave me notice of
his whereabouts (use of ears at night). After standing still
listening for a few seconds, I cautiously retreated, but when
I had got about three hundred yards off I thought I was far
enough, and resolved to take it as it came, and cross the river
at all hazards.

“The bank, I found, was guarded by a dense bed of rceds,
and when I got through this I found there was a high perpen-
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dicular bank between me and the black, sluggish-looking
stream, which I knew to be full of crocodiles. As the water
looked deep, I stripped so as not to get my clothes wet. These,
together with my shoes, I tied into a bundle and left on the
bank, and then, holding my rifle and the two belts in my
left hand, I slipped down into the river. The water, I found,
was out of my depth; but, being an expert swimmer, I
had no difficulty in getting across, holding my rifle well out
of water.

“T had some trouble in getting up the steep, muddy bank
on the farther side, but at length succeeded, and, depositing
my rifle amongst the reeds, once more slipped into the water,
recrossed the river and returned again with my clothes in
safety. The water was bitterly cold, and I was shivering
as I climbed up the bank. I now re-dressed in the long grass,
and, climbing an ant-hill, took a last look towards my scherm.
The Mashukulumbwi I saw had now made up the fires, upon
which they were throwing bundles of grass, by the light of
which, I suppose, they were dividing my property. I turned
my back upon this melancholy spectacle, and taking the
Southern Cross (a constellation of stars only seen in the
Southern Hemisphere) which was almost down, for my guide,
commenced my lonely journey.

Alone on the Veldt.

“The night was very cold, and my whole clothing con-
sisted of a thin coat, a light shirt, and a pair of trousers cut
short off above the knee, my legs being bare. I now walked
steadily to the south until 4 a.m. by my watch, always in
long, tangled grass, through which it was most fatiguing to
find my way. I then felt so cold that, coming to a small
patch of forest, I lit a fire and sat by it till sunrise.”

Then Selous walked on most of the day, but without any
food, being afraid to shoot any game for fear of attracting
attention of the enemy.-

Night Visit to an Enemy’s Village.

““ At length I reached the last Mashukulumbwi village,
a little over two hours’ walk from Monzi’s. (Selous had
walked on that night guiding himself by the stars.) I was
perished ' with cold, and tired 'and. thirsty besides. It was
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now long after midnight, and the inhabitants of the village
were all wrapped in slumber.

“ Going close up I could see that there was a fire burning
outside one of the huts, beside which some one was lying.
The village only contained half a dozen huts in all, and, being
near Monzi’s and far from Minenga’s, I thought the inhabitants
might be friendly. At any rate, I determined to chance it
and warm myself, so I walked in and sat down by the fire.
There was a boy lying on the ground on the other side of it,
fast asleep. Presently I woke him up and asked him for
water.

“Thad just finished drinking when I heard some whisper-
ing going on in a hut just opposite to where I was sitting,
and presently I saw a man emerge from it, and move stealthily
away in the darkness. After a short interval he returned,
and as he re-entered his hut I saw that he had a gun in his
hand. Presently I heard the sound of a bullet being tapped
with a ramrod, and knew that the owner of the gun was either
loading his weapon or making sure that it was already properly
charged.

¢ All this was not very reassuring, but I felt so comfortable
alongside the fire that I determined to rest there for an hour
or so, and then leave the village and continue my journey
to Monzi’s. KEverything soon became perfectly quiet again,
and every one in the village was apparently asleep. At
any rate, the boy was who was lying on the other side of the
fire. Presently I, too, lay down with my back to the warmth
and my head resting on one of the logs that protruded from
the fire. I held the butt of my rifle between my thighs, and
had my hands clasped on the barrel.

“TI had no intention of going to sleep, but thought that
I would rest and get warm for an hour or two and then leave
the village again without wishing any one good-bye. How-
ever, I was tired and sleepy, and must presently have dozed
off and fallen fast asleep.

He Loses his Best Friend.

“ How long I slept I do not know, but I awoke suddenly
with a feeling that some one was near me, and starting up,
found that two men were just approaching the fire. Seeing
that they had no weapons in their hands, I sat down again
and laid my rifle alongside of me, with the barrel resting on

c
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one of the fire-logs. The two men now sat down beside me,
and commenced to question me as to what had caused my
return’ alone in the middle of the night, and I endeavoured
to tell them something about the disaster that had happened
to myself and my people at Minenga’s.

“I only partially understood what they said, and was
not able to explain myself very well to them. Inendeavouring
to do so to the best of my ability, I kept gradually turning
more towards them, till presently my rifle lay almost behind
me. It was whilst I was in this position that I heard some
one behind me. I turned quickly round to clutch my rifle,
but was too late, for the man whom I had heard just stooped
and seized it before my own hand touched it, and, never
pausing, rushed off with it and disappeared in the darkness.

‘1 sprang up, and at the same time one of the two men
who had engaged me in conversation did so too, and, in the
act of rising, dropped some dry grass which he had hitherto
concealed beneath his large ox-hide rug on to the fire. There
was ab once a blaze of light which lit up the whole of the
open space around the fire. My eyes instinctively looked
towards the hut which I had seen the man with the gun enter,
and there, sure enough, he sat in the doorway, taking aim at
me, not ten yards away.

“T sprang out into the darkness, seizing one of the pieces
of wildebeeste meat as I did so, and, as the village was sur-
rounded with long grass, pursuit would have been hopeless.

“I now got on to the footpath leading to Monzi’s, and
walked along it rapidly to keep out the cold. My thoughts were
gloomy indeed. My position had not been a particularly
enviable one before the loss of my rifle, but now it was ten
times worse. I could no longer procure myself food, and was
at the mercy of any one of the cruel savages amongst whom
I was, who might choose to make a target of me for his barbed
spears.”

The Value of Endurance.

To make a long story short, Mr. Selous eventually gob
among more friendly natives, who gave him food and guides,
and after about a week’s walking he got to a place where
he found some of his own natives who had, like him, escaped
in the darkness and made their way southwards.

Out of his party twelve had been killed and six wounded
and all ‘his guns and rifles and goods had been lost.




ENDURANCE OF SCOUTS 67

In a few days more the whole party got safely back into
friendly country.

But think what a terrible time Selous must have had !

Three weeks had passed since the attack had been made
on him, and all that time he had been exposed to the hot
sun by day and to great cold by night, with no blankets or
proper clothing, with scarcely any food, and constant walking
and constant watching for fear that the enemy might be
following him.

None but ascout with extraordinary endurance could have
lived through it.

And this endurance which is so necessary for a scout is
equally useful for a soldier, or, indeed, for any man, what-
ever kind of life he may take up, and it is only to be got
by practice, while you are a boy, at keeping yourself healthy
and making yourself strong.

That is why Boy Scouts practise body exercises, running
and physical drill, and also are careful to keep themselves
healthy by only eating proper food, not smoking, by continence,
by washing and dry-rubbing to keep themselves clean, and
also by carrying out many other useful practices which are
given in the handbook Scouting for Boys.

HUNTED BY SAVAGES.

An account is given in the Deerslayer of a white man
escaping from a troop of Huron Red Indians, who were
pressing him through the forest. His only chance was to
keep running on in a straight line. If he once began to double
or turn it would enable more of his pursuers to come up and
to cut off corners, and so to overtake him. The ground was
a good deal up and down hill, so in going up hill he went
diagonally across the hill, walking part of the time to save
his strength, and after crossing the top he would run straight
down the far side.

But the frequent hills and the stcady following on of the
Hurons, who were tracking him at a great pace, kept him
anxiously struggling on.

At length a steeper ridge with a deep valley beyond it,
followed by a second hill, invited him to play off a trick on
his pursuers which gave him a very exciting five minutes.

On gaining the top of the ridge he found a fallen tree lying
across hispath, Hesprangon toit and off again, with a shout
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and a wave to his pursuers as though he saw a prospect of
escape in the gully before him. But, instead of rushing down
the hill as he had done before, he crept back and squeezed
himself in underneath the trunk of the tree, and, pushing
back the grass and twigs displaced in doing so, he lay
completely hidden.

One by one his enemies came panting up the slope, leaped
on the top of the tree-trunk, and then plunged hurriedly
forward where his footmarks showed he had jumped off in
the direction of the valley. In a long string they came,
some very far behind, tired, and blowing with their unwonted
exertions ; and on they went, steadily crashing down through
the bushes into the valley.

After the first few, hardly any of them paused to look
for the spoor, imagining that of course the leaders were fol-
lowing it ; and these, when they found themselves at fault,
were unable to pick up the trail where they had lostit, because
their comrades in following had trampled the ground so com-
pletely as to spoil all chance of finding it behind them, and
all that they could do was to try further and further ahead
to hit it off again.

The scout himself lay low and recovered his breath while
he counted some forty Indians pass immediately over him.
Then as no more came he crawled cautiously out and crept
away in a new direction, and so made good his escape.

Escaping the Zulus.

I have known a similar case in Zululand, when three white
traders were attacked by Zulus. One, who was lying ill in
the wagon, was killed at once. The other two escaped with
their rifles into the grass, which extended for miles round
and stood about two to three feet high. They ran as well as
they could, for one was wounded, until they got blown; then
they both threw themselves flat and waited for their pursuers
with their rifles ready.

The Zulus had strung out in the run and were coming
on in a long line. As the leaders came near the two men
rose to their knees and fired, each killing a Zulu. Then
they quickly loaded and each again fired and killed one. The
remainder of the Zulus, seeing their four leading men thus
killed within a few seconds, stopped and hung back, and the
white men, sinking down again, crawled away quietly from
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the spot; and after getting a good start and recovering their
wind, they got up and ran on again.

Of course, the Zulus followed them with a hue and cry.
But when they got tired the hunted men again flung themselves
down in the grass, but instead of lying still this time they
crawled back towards the Zulus.

These, marking the spot where the men had disappeared,
were running on to reach it when, to their surprise, they sud-
denly came on them much nearer than they had expected,
and again the white men made their rifles tell at close quarters
where they could not miss, and four more Zulus bit the dust ;
then the remainder ran back to get out of range of the hidden
marksmen.

After this the fugitives got along pretty well; the Zulus
followed them, it is true; bubt whenever they lay down in
the grass the Zulus stopped also and tried to surround them ;
but as they always shifted their position in the grass the enemy
did not know exactly where to find them, and occasionally
one Zulu in creeping along to get round behind them would
find himself face to face with a rifle, and he did not live to
tell the tale. The white men thus kept them off till nightfall,
and then got safely away in the darkness and managed to
reach our camp next day.

One of these men was suffering from a nasty jagged wound
in the calf of his leg, which had been made by a big rusty
nail which one of the Zulus had used for a bullet when loading
his gun. A very ugly wound it was, too, and I well remember
it because, as there was no doctor in camp, some of us had to
look after it.

(Scouts, you know, have to learn in peace-time how to care
for wounded or sick people, so that they know what to do in
a case of this kind.)

A Scour’s Fiear wiTH A LIoN.

Here is an extract from a letter which I rececived the other
day from a member of the South African Constabulary, which
shows you that the members of that force, who as I have
before told you are some of the true scouts of the nation,
meet with adventures quite as exciting as any one reads of in
made-up stories.

I must tell you a lion story which, besides being perfectly
true, is probably without a varallel in history.
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‘“ Constable C. W. Eagle, who you complimented shortly
before you left on the good work he had done in this district
in connection with the preservation of big game, was returning
to Messina from a three weeks’ patrol on the 24th of last
month, when within fifteen miles of his post he passed a couple
of Dutchmen, transport riders, who told him to ¢ boss up,’ as
they had shot a couple of lion cubs that morning, and they
knew that the lion and lioness were not far behind, and in fact
were following their wagons.

“ Eagle rode on, and very soon noticed the spoor of a couple
of lions crossing the road. He turned on the spoor into the
bush, and immediately came face to face with a lion and
lioness. Both the beasts were obviously in bad tempers and
showed unmistakable signs of charging.

‘“Fagle was carrying a light Lee-Enfield carbine; but
not feeling inclined to take both the brutes on single-handed,
tried to turn his horse, but the animal refused to move an
inch. There was no time to be lost, and Eagle, who is a
noted marksman, determined to have first smack, so, firing
from his horse, he shot the lion through the body. When
he fired at the lioness she was actually charging, and his bullet
broke her shoulder but did not stop her, and before he could
fire again she was on him, knocking the carbine over his
head and pulling him off his horse by his richt hand, which
she had seized in her mouth.

“ Eagle says his one idea then was to prevent the lioness
getting him underneath ; he had no weapon whatever, ashe
always carries his carbine instead of a revolver. Fortunately
when pulled off his horse he landed on his feet, and with his
right hand still in the lioness’ mouth he grasped her by the
nostrils with his left.

* An awful struggle between man and beast then ensued,
in which the constable was badly clawed, though he states
that at the time he did not feel it.

“There was an eye-witness of this extraordinary fight
in the person of an engineer named Scott, who, riding south
from Messina, came suddenly on the combatants, who had
then got into the middle of the road.

“ Scott was unarmed, and, as his horse stood stock still and
refused to move, he had to be a witness whether he liked it
or not. What Scott saw was Eagle in the position described
Lkicking the lioness in the belly while she clawed at him.
Presently the beast released Eagle’s right hand, and he then
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put his right arm round her neck, still holding on to her nose
with the left. Scott’s horse apparently thought it was time
to go, and it turned round and bolted for Messina.

““ The struggle could not really have lasted more than five
minutes, and the lioness had already had enough of it, for
she broke away, and going about twenty yards lay down.

“ The lion had all the time been looking on, but he was badly
hit and bleeding internally.

‘“ Bagle now tried to reach his rifle, but it was not until he
had fallen down twice in the attempt that he discovered his
right leg was injured ; he then crawled to his rifle, but only
to discover that his right hand was useless, for it had been
chewed to pulp. Then he began to ‘see dark,” and knew he
was going to faint. With a desperate effort he dragged himself
to the road just as Scott returned with a transport rider and
some natives. The lioness moved off into the bush, but
they finished the lion with Eagle’s carbine.

‘ Parties have been out after the lioness, but without
success. She cannot have gone far, but the bush is thick
and there are no dogs in the country. Eagle was taken to
Louis Torchardt, sixty miles, and, thanks to an iron constitu-
tion, he will probably pull through ; but it is feared he must
lose his right hand and may be lame for life.

“ Poor fellow, I don’t know what will become of him, as
the sort of life he has been living is the only one possible for
him. He is now in Elim Hospital and has been having a
dreadful time of it.

‘“But what a fight!”

Yes, and it was something more than a fight; it was a
fine instance of pluck and endurance on the part of a
scout:

The constable was not deterred from going on patrol along
the road, although warned by the Boers that there were
lions about. It was a pretty bold though somewhat rash
thing for a solitary man to go and follow up the spoor of the
two animals when he had found it, and then to face them all
alone.

How he held out when being mauled by the lioness speaks
to wonderful strength and endurance and pluck, and is a great
lesson to all young Scouts to make themselves strong and
healthy, and also to “ never say die till you're dead.”
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It must have seemed to him perfectly hopeless to go on
with the unequal struggle; but, like the frog in the cream,
he stuck to it and fought it out, and so saved himself in the
end.

If every fellow works hard at scouting and really learns all
that it teaches him, he will, at the end of it, have some claim
to call himself a real man, and will find, if ever he goes on
service, or to a colony, that he will have no difficulty in looking
after himself and in being really useful to his country.



V1.
HOW TO GROW STRONG.

How LIEUTENANT MULLER MADE HIMSELF STRONG.

IWwENT recently to see Lieutenant Miiller, the celebrated Danish
strong man. He gave an exhibition before a large audience
of the different excrcises by which he has made himself so
vigorous and fit.

There was a bed and bedroom furniture on the stage and
he showed how he starts, the moment he gets up in the morn-
ing, to exercize his body and limbs. Altogether it was very
like what I have shown you in the handbook Scouting for
Boys.

Lieutenant Miiller does not use any apparatus such as dumb-
bells or bars, but just goes through movements of his body, to
make the inside as well as the outside muscles do some work.
He has his bath on the stage, and goes through the process of
rubbing himself down after it, showing certain exercises to
make the blood run the better through the veins.

Axy Boy Cax Do I.

Lieutenant Miiller began life as a weak and puny boy ; but
you could never guess it to look at him now. He has made
himself into such a fine, strong man.

It shows what any boy can do if he likes to try. But it is
no use to wait till you are grown up and your muscles have
formed themselves for life into wealk, stringy things. If you
want to be a fine specimen of a man, you must work for it as
a boy ; every day, morning and evening, for ten minutes or a
quarter of an hour.

You very soon get into the habit of it, and will enjoy the
fresh, healthy feeling it gives you.

Don’t expect to see a big development of muscle all at once.
It does not come while you are a boy, you are then only laying

the foundation for it, but it comes out as you get older ; and
73
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just as you come to manhood you find yourself firm, strong,
and upright, with smcoth, steely muscle on every limb, and
on back and stomach, with a feeling of health and fitness
which makes you ready and able to undertake any amount of
hard work with a hopeful idea of getting through it success-
fully and well.

Lieutenant Miiller has written a handbook of his exercises
which is called My System, price 2s. 64. It can be gob
from Health and Strength Office, 12, Burleigh Street, Lon-
don, E.C. If you cannot afford to buy this you will find
much the same advice and exercises given you in Scouting
for Boys.

For a Scout it is absolutely necessary to be healthy, fit, and
strong, and therefore every Boy Scout ought to carry out these
practices daily. They don’t take many minutes, and are
very simple.

Of course, they help you enormously for playing games and
for doing your work. They are not intended for getting up
a big show of blobby muscles on you, but rather for getting
the inside organs of the body, such as the heart, lungs, and
stomach, into good order. When these are all exercised daily
and kept working, the body keeps healthy, your food gets
properly digested, your breath comes freely into the lungs,
and your blood is made healthy and it is pumped into every
corner of you; and it is from this that bone and muscle are
grown and develop of themselves.

A sickly fellow with his digestion or heart damaged by
smoking, might work away with dumb-bells for a year and he
would never raise a scrap of muscle on himself, because his
inside is not sound.

PRAYING WITH THE BoDY!

. In some parts of the world this physical or body exercise
is treated as a religious ceremony. A great many of the old
religions made people observe curious little rules as to cleanli-
ness and feeding and exercise, evidently with a view to making
them healthy as well as good.

The Mohammedans do a great deal of body bending and
lying flat and getting up again while saying their prayers in
the morning and evening.

In the Federal Magazine I have just been reading the account
by a native student, of how the day is spent in one of the great
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Indian colleges. He describes how he gets up at five in the
morning—a bit early, I expect, for some of our students at
home !'—and after he has taken a bath and said his prayers
to the rising sun, he goes in for a certain sct of body exereises
which are required of him by his religion.

These are ealled ““ Namaskar,” and consist in going from
the standing position down flat on to his face, when he calls on
the sun by one of its twelve names, touching the ground with
his forehead as he does so, and then springs to his feet again.

This he repeats a dozen times, or, if he is very devout, two
dozen times, and thus, without knowing it, he gets his body
thoroughly well exercised every morning and evening.

In some parts of India there are monks who devote them-
selves specially to bodily exercises as part of their religion,
and they go on with these for some hours during the day, so
that they develop into wonderfully strong men, and are the
professional wrestlers of the country.

Well, perhaps that is earrying the body exercises as part of
their religion to rather an extreme length ; but, in the milder
form, I see no harm in worshipping God with your body as
well as your mind.

When you get up in the morning you ought to pray for
guidance to do what is right during the day, and you ought
also to exercise the muscles and organs of your body in order
to keep yourself healthy and well. - If you get into the habit
of doing the two together, the one makes you remember to do
the other when at times you might otherwise forget it.

Many fellows have asked me what are the best exercises
to carry out. Well, I think that depends very much on what
each man wants to develop in himself ; but I tell you, in Scout-
ing for Boys, the exereises that I use myself, which suit me
and kcep me very well. If you carry out these they will
probably do you good, and then you can, if you like, substitute
others later on to suit yourself more exactly.

PHYSICAL DRILL THAT SAVED OSWELL’S LIFE.

Oswell’s practice on the horizontal bar was instrumental
in saving his life on one occasion when out buffalo hunting in
South Africa. He describes it thus in one of his letters :—

“ Coming homeward one afternoon we stumbled into the
middle of a herd of buffalo asleep in the long grass. Our
sudden appearance startled them from their dreams ; a panic
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seized them and away they galloped in the wildest confusion.
One old patriarch had been taking his siesta apart from the
rest in a dense patch of bush to the right; the sound of the
gun and the rush of his companions roused him, and as I ran
after his relations with only one barrel loaded, I suddenly
found myself face to face with him—within ten yards.

“He was evidently bent on mischief.

“ We stared at one another for a second, and then I fired
at his broad chest ; it was the best I could do. He plunged at
me instantly ; I fortunately caught with both hands a pro-
jecting branch of the mimosa tree under which I was standing,
and, drawing my knees up to my chin, he passed below me.”

A close shave which might easily have cost him his life had
he not been accustomed to pulling himself up on the horizontal
bar at physical exercise.

A Scour’s DuEL.

One of the warriors of the renowned Sioux tribe of Red
Indians had a quarrel with a white trapper of the Fur Trading
Company, and challenged him to fight.

It was rather hard to suggest a fight that would be equally
fair for both parties. The Indian did not know how to use
his fists, nor was he a good shot with a pistol, while the white
man, though he could manage these, was no good with the
bow and arrow or the lasso.

So they at last decided that they would strip off all their
clothes and each go for the other with a big knife till one or
the other was killed. Cheerful way of settling it, wasn’t it ?

They were preparing to carry out the idea when their chiefs
interfered and prevented them.

Mr. Catlin, who was present, asked the Indian, privately, if
he was not afraid of the white man, who was a much bigger
and more powerful man than himself. The Indian replied,
“No. There is nothing to be afraid of in & man who keeps
his mouth open.” And it was then noticed that the trapper
kept his lips always parted.

This is very true ; a Scout will notice that a strong, deter-
mined man always keeps his mouth severely closed, while
a weak, silly sort of character always has it half open.

SEUT YOoUrR MouTH AND SavE YOUR LIFE.

That is the name of a book which I have just been reading.
It is by George Catlin, who wrote many a good book about the
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Red Indians in America ; in fact, he lived among them for
some time and got to know all about their wonderful powers
as scouts and hunters on the plains.

In their wild state the Red Indians are so particularly
healthy and full of endurance, as compared with people who
live in towns and civilized countries, that Catlin endeavoured
to find out the cause, and after careful inquiry among one
hundred and fifty tribes of Indians, he came to the conclusion
that it was because they breathe through the nose and not, as
many civilized people do, through the mouth.

Babies are generally kept very much wrapped up and in
warm rooms, and the want of air makes them breathe through
the mouth ; this becomes a habit with them, and the back
of the nostrils from not being used, gradually closesup, and as
they grow older the children continue to breathe through the
mouth. But with the Red Indians, the babies are put to
sleep in the open air, and the mothers press their lips together
while they sleep, or even bind up their mouth so that they
only breathe through the nose. Very few Red Indian children
die, while, in England, over 100 in every 1,000 die before they
are one year old!

By breathing through the nose the air is measured and

A SNORER.
(IF'rom Sketch by George Catlin.)
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ONE-THIRD OF YOUR LIFE IS SPENT ASLEEP. IF YOU SLEEP WITH YOUR
MOUTH OPEN, ONE-THIRD OF YOUR LIFE IS SPENT PRACTISING THIS
KIND OF FACE—AND THEN YOU WONDER THAT YOUR FRIENDS CALL
YOU UGLY !

slightly warmed before it gets to the lungs, and the moisture
in the nostrils catches up dirt and seeds of disease which may
try to come in with the air. No animal sleeps with its mouth
open ; when a man does so, he gets bad rest at night, and he
chokes and snores, and the natural moisture in the mouth
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gets dried up and so he gets indigestion, and his teeth also
get diseased from being too dry. The pictures which Catlin
has drawn in his book give vivid impressions of the evils of
sleeping with your mouth open.

He himself was not a strong man, and found himself gettmg
more and more ill as he took to scouting and sleeping out in
the open; it then occurred to him that this might be because,
unlike the Indians round him, he slept with his mouth open ;
g0 he made up his mind to keep it shut.

The last thing before going to sleep was to force his mouth
to keep tightly closed. In this way he got the habit, and at
once his health began to improve, till he became as strong and
as enduring as the Indians themselves.

Ixn THE WEST COAST JUNGLE.

When I was on an expedition in Ashanti, on the West Coast
of Africa, everybody got ill with fever. We were continually
marching through thick forests with damp, swampy ground
underfoot. It was a filthy climate, steamy and unhealthy,
and the endless marching among trees day after day, and
week after week, got on the nerves of a good many of the men,
and they became depressed and slack.

The commander of one corps said to me that he was going
to make his men sing choruses while on the march, in order to
keep up their spirits. So I replied, * Then your men will get
fever by breathing the germs in through their mouths. It is
bad enough to have the men depressed ; but even that is better
than having them useless through sickness.”

I was one of the very few who came through that expedition
without getting ill ; but I believe that one of the causes of my
escaping fever was that I always kept my mouth shut and
breathed through my nose.

A Pporo Trrrs TeE TRUTH!

A fond mother was showing me the photograph of her little
boy the other day, and I remarked at once, *“ If you don’t take
care of that boy he will be developing adenoids in his throat.”

(Adenoids are a kind of inflammation at the back of the throat
which interferes with the breathing and swallowing, and are
very common among boys.)

The mother replied to me in astonishment:  Why that
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18 just what he is suffering from ; but how could you tell from
his portrait ? ”’

‘ Because,” I replied, ‘ the photo shows that he keeps his
mouth slightly open. And if a boy breathes through his
mouth instead of through his nose, he will very probably find
adenoids growing in his throat.”” And that is what had
happened in this case.

WATER-BOTTLES ON A CAMPAIGN.

Scouts do not carry water-bottles in ordinary countries.
Soldiers seem to think it necessary to have that extra amount
of weight dangling about them, and when they have been
marching a short distance they halt and have a swig. Then
they want another and take it. It’s a grand thing to have your
water so handy ! When the bottle is empty the man fills it
up again ab the first pool he comes to—the pool may be un-
healthy, the water is neither boiled nor filtered ; but what
does that matter ? It is wet, and that is the great thing when
a man is thirsty, so he drinks it.

Then he gets tired and sickly, then he loads up the ambu-
lance and rides instead of walking. Then he goes into a nice
clean bed in hospital—only that he is too miserable to notice
how well he is looked after. And then he dies and has a nice
military funeral—though that doesn’t benefit him very much,
nor yet the remark on his gravestone that he died of ““ Enteric
—one word which means all this : *“ drinking-bad-water-when-
over-thirsty -from-keeping-the -mouth-open-instead-of-breath-
ing-through-the-nose.”

WaeN Dors A Scour OpeENn His Movuts ?

Very seldom ; a scout generally keeps his mouth shut. When
he is marching or running he keeps it shut and so does not get
it all dry and hot and thirsty inside. If he should forget to
keep it shut or find adifficulty at first in doing so, the dodge is
to carry a round pebble in the mouth, this makes him hold his
mouth closed lest the pebble should fall out. He will not then
get thirsty like other fellows. But he must take care, at the
same time, not to do the other thing and swallow the stone.

When he is working with others he keeps it shut and does
not ask questions as to how he is to do his work, but he just
goes at the job and does it the best way he can ; he does not
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answer too many silly questions, he does not brag about his
good work when he has done it, he keeps his mouth shut.

And it is the same at night when he is asleep. He does not
lie with his mouth open, drinking in all the germs of sickness
that are floating around in the night air, and at the same time
drying his mouth and making him thirsty, and losing the
natural moisture from his teeth. No, he keeps his mouth
shut and breathes through his nose, which means, too, that
he breathes silently, and does not snore.

A scout who snored at night would not be a scout for long,
a listening enemy would find him out and polish him off,
and we might put on his gravestone “ Died through Snoring **
—that is, not breathing through his nose.

Toorr DRILL.

If you have read our handbook, you will remember this
story of the recruit who wanted to enlist for the Boer War.

RECRUIT : ‘ DO WE ’AVE TO EAT THEM BOOERS WHEN WE'VE EILLED
THEM, SERGEANT ? "’

The sergeant examined him and found him all right until he
came to look at his teeth ; these were in such a bad way that
the sergeant said, “ No, I am sorry, but you would be no good
with those teeth, in South Africa.”

The recruit replied : “ Well, that seems hard lines! Do we
’ave to eat them Booers when we’ve killed them ?
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The sergeant had, of course, meant that it was no use for a
man with bad teeth to go on service, because he would not be
able to bite and chew the tough meat and hard biscuits which
soldiers have to feed upon.

And so it is with a Scout ; he must have good teeth if he is
going to live the life of a frontiersman. Selous and those other
Scouts whose wonderful feats of endurance I described to you
in The Scout recently, could never have lived through those
rough times if they had not had good teeth with which to
make the most of such food as they were able to get hold of.

Most boys start with good teeth, but their teeth are very
likely to get rotten unless they are carefully cleaned twice a
day; and fellows often don’t think of this till they get an
awful toothache. But the teeth have then begun to go bad,
and it is too late to do much with those that have begun to
rot, though you may save some of the others.

The thing is to take care of your teeth before they begin to
get bad.

Disease in the teeth is started by little scraps of food getting
lodged in between them and being allowed to stop and rot
there. But if you carefully brush out all the cracks between
your teeth when you go to bed and when you get up, every day,
the chances are that you will never suffer from a toothache,
and your teeth will be strong and white and sound, and able
to tackle the hardest biscuits that form a Scout’s fare.

Sweets have a bad effect on the teeth ; they are things that
little girls are fond of, not Scouts. Smoking also is very bad
for the teeth ; therefore, Scouts, avoid sweets and smokes.

Scout’s Tooth-brushes.

Even scouts among savage tribes clean their teeth carefully
every day, and, though they cannot go into a chemist’s shop
and buy a regular tooth-brush, they make little tooth-picks
out of wood, and also make tooth-brushes of bits of stick with
the ends frayed out by hammering ; with these they brush
the teeth up and down—not so much across as we do—in order
to clean out the cracks between the teeth, not only on the front
side of the teeth, but also on the inner side inside the mouth.

Every Scout should either have real tooth-brushes or should
make himself some wooden ones, and use them every morning
and evening.
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WEAT HARM 1s THERE IN SMOKING ?

Smoking is all very well for men as a pleasing habit, but it
costs a good deal of money which might otherwise be used for
something better than disappearing in a cloud. (Twenty-five
millions is a very big sum of money, but that is what was spent
on tobacco in Great Britain last year—enough to buy a fleet
of a dozen ‘Dreadnoughts”). I reckon that I have saved
£500 for myself by being a non-smoker.

But for a lad who is still growing, tobacco is an absolute
poison, because it always weakens your heart ; and the heart
is a kind of pump, which takes the blood and drives it through
all thelittle pipesor veins to every corner of your body, and
this blood then malkes the bone, flesh, and muscle which build
you up into a strong and healthy man.

If the heart becomes weakened by smoking or any other
causes, it cannot pump the blood properly, and consequently
the boy does not grow big and strong, and he gradually grows"
weak, finds himself easily tired, his food does not agree with
him, he gets headaches and his eyesight weakens, and 8o he
gradually becomes a poor, depressed little worm instead of a
big, bright, and active young man.

No one ever took to smoking while a boy because he liked it
—for it gives a most unpleasant taste until you are used to it,
and it makes you uncommonly sick. But many boys are such
little funks—afraid of what others will say—that they face
this unpleasantness in order to *show off ” and look like
men. They think themselves awfully manly when swagger-
ing about with a cigarette between their lips, but if 2 man secs
them he only thinks them little fools.

Scouts Don’t Smoke.

A law is now made to prevent boys from smoking because it
is so bad for their health, and if a boy is seen smoking he is
liable to be taken up and punished—and a good thing, too,
for those who are fools. But a fellow with any sense in him,
and who has the courage of his own opinions, sees the harm
that smoking would do him and is not such an ass as to smoke.

Scouts don’t smoke. Selous does not, nor does Burnham,
the great American scout, as well as many others whom I could
name. They know that it often spoils your eyesight or your
wind, and also your sense of smell; which is-a most important
thing for a scout to preserve, especially for scouting at night,
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where he has to use his nose as well as his ears and eyes for
finding out things.

How Scouts First Found Tobacco.

It is very interesting to look back and see how smoking
first began. It was brought in by some of the scouts of old
days, and there was a very complete account of it in T'he Boys’
Outlook a short time ago.

Two sailors belonging to the ship commanded by Colambus
—the man who discovered America some four hundred years
ago—were sent ashorc to scout the island of Cuba, and
they came back and rcported that the people there carried
little torches with them from which they blew smoke. These
“ torches *’ were, of course, cigars, leaves of the tobacco plant
carefully dried and rolled up into a little stick, which they seb
light to and stuck between their lips so as to suck in the smoke.
This was in the year 1492.

Some years later a French explorer named Nicot brought
some of the seeds of the tobacco plant to Europe, and grew it,
so that it soon came into use in France and Italy.

The old British Admiral, Sir Francis Drake, is said to be the
first great Englishman who smoked—that was in 1585.

How Raleigh was ‘¢ Put Out.”

But the usual story is that Sir Walter Raleigh, who had
also explored Virginia, in America, first smoked tobacco in
England about that time. The actual spot where he smoked
was in the garden of the Virginia Inn, at Henstridge Ash, in
Somersetshire. And the waiter, seeing smoke coming out of
his mouth, thought that he must be on fire, so rushed and threw
a bucketful of water over him to ‘ put him out.” I should
think it would put him out—very considerably.

In a few years people began to discover that smoking was
harmful to the health, as well as being unpleasant to those
who did not smoke.

In Turkey, the Sultan ordered that anybody caught smoking
should have a hole bored through his nose and his pipe stuck
through it, across his face, as a warning to others. Our King
James I issued an order, in 1602, against smoking as being
““ loathsome to the eye, hateful to the nose, and harmful to
the brain.”

In Russia, people who smoked wers considered to have no
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proper sense of smell, so they had their noses cut off. What a
thing it would be if they did it nowadays with motor-car
drivers.

Scouts and Schoolmasters Did Not Smoke.

Captain John Smith, the great scout of those days, although
he, too, explored Virginia, and lived there for four years, would
not smoke when the others took to it, because he saw how
harmful it was for a scout. Soon after this a law was passed
that no schoolmaster was allowed to smoke, since it gave a
bad example to boys. '

In one school, viz., Chigwell, in 1629, the qualifications for a
master were that he should not be a * tippler or haunter of
ale-houses, nor a puffer of tobacco.”

Eton Boys Ordered to Smoke.

When the great plague visited England, all sorts of cures
and drugs were taken to save people from catching the dread-
ful disease, which spread itself everywhere, and among others,
smoking was believed to be a preventive. Consequently, the
children were made to smoke.

One old writer states: I heard Tom Rogers say that he
was a schoolboy at Eaton at the time when the plague raged,
and all the boys were obliged. to smoake in school every morn-
ing, and that he was never whipped so much in his life as he
was one morning for not smoaking.”

How I Took to Smoking.

I myself was ordered to smoke to prevent me catching
fever. It was when I was being sent out for an expedition to
Ashanti on the West Coast of Africa, in 1895. Lord Wolseley,
who was commander-in-chief at the time, had formerly been on
service out there and knew the very unhealthy nature of the
jungle, so, although he is a non-smoker himself, he advised me
to take to smoking in order to disinfect the air round me and
so avoid catching fever. So I took out a pipe and tobacco
with me, and for the first three days I smoked like a house on
fire. But the climate there is fearfully damp and moist, and
my store of tobacco got very soon mildewed, and was so very
unpleasant that I threw it and my pipe away and never took
to smoking again. And I was one of the few who went right
through that expedition without ever getting a day’s sickness.
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Tar BeavTY OF A CIGARETTE.

The beauty of cigarettes is that they are so small and don’t
cost much, and they don’t make one feel half so sick as a pipe
does when one first smokes. But cigarettes also have their
drawbacks.

Mr. Edison, the inventor of the phonograph and many other
wonderful things, has been discovering a curious kind of poison
which is apt to drive people mad. It iscalled acrolein. He
says, according to T'he Boys’ Outlook, * We sometimes develop
acrolein in this laboratory in our experiments with glycerine.
I can hardly exaggerate the dangerous nature of this poison—
it is one of the most terrible drugs in its effects on the human
body. Acrolein can always be got by burning cigarette
papers. Yet this is what a boy is dealing with when he
smokes a cigarette. Let me tell you : Ireally believe it makes
many boys insane.”

We all know that tobacco is a poison which tells on the
heart and weakens it, especially in the case of growing lads ;
but if the paper also, in which the tobacco is rolled to make a
cigarette, is poison, it rather knocks the ¢ beauty of the cigar-
ette.” 1, for one. am not going to be such a fool as to smoke.

WaAT NAPoLEON THOUGHT OF SMOKING.

Dr. Herbert Tidswell has written a very interesting little
pamphlet of *“ Medical Notes on Tobacco Smoking,” in which,
ia,sda, doctor, he points out the dangers of tobacco to growing
ads.

He also gives instances of well-known men who are non-
smokers, including Napoleon and his opinion on the subject,
as follows :—

“ President Roosevelt is a non-smoker ; Dr. Winnington
Ingram, Bishop of London, is a non-smoker. The latter was
recently a guest of the former on his visit to America, on
which occasion they gave evidence of their physical efficiency
by indulging in games at lawn tennis, and thus proving that
grown-up men, who are non-smokers, can indulge in active
exercise as eagerly as young men, although burdened with great
responsibilities.

“Many of the greatest men of the day are non-smokers.
Field-Marshal Lord Roberts has taken up the question fear-
lessly and has strongly condemned smoking among soldiers.
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Lord Charles Beresford wrote a letter to the Secretary of the
Anti-Tobacco Society (Scottish) as follows: ‘I congratulate
you on your efforts to lessen the evils brought about by boys
and lads smoking cigarettes. There can be no question
that cigarette smoking destroys the nerves of young people,
and if their nerves are destroyed they are of little use:a
man without nerves fails in those manly actions and generous
sentiments which have made this country what it is.”

‘“ The late Lord Salisbury was famous as a statesman for his
wisdom—and he was anon-smoker. The late Lord Gwydyr,
who has held the following positions, Secretary to Lord Great
Chamberlain (1837-70), High Steward of Ipswich, for many
years Chairman of Suffolk Quarter Sessions, when celebrating
his ninety-eighth birthday, said : ‘I attribute my long life
under God’s blessing to non-smoking, temperance in eating
and drinking, and taking plenty of exercise.’

“ Many of the most active brain-workers declare they enjoy
good health so long as they abstain from tobacco. I do not
think hard work will injure a healthy man ; but, on the con-
trary, work is necessary for most men, but tobacco is not a
necessity, neither is it a luxury.

‘“ General Booth, the founder of the Salvation Army, is a
non-smoker, and he is now over eighty, and is in full
possession of all his faculties.

‘ The late Sir Williain Broadbent, Physician in Ordinary to
H.M. the King, was a non-smoker and condemned the smoking
habit. Many other medical men also condemn it. The Rev.
Thomas Lord, of Horncastle, an abstainer from alcohol
and tobacco, reached his hundredth year, and was still in the
enjoyment of all his faculties.

“ The great Napoleon once smoked a cigar and quickly threw
it away, saying : ¢ Oh, the swine ! my stomach turns!’ and
resolved to touch tobacco no more.

¢ I recently heard of a labouring man in the North of Devon,
a non-smoker, eighty-three years old, father of ten children.
He is still active and in good health.”

If you look in Scouting for Boys you will see many other
names that you know of, athletes, cricketers, hunters, and
scouts, who do not smoke because they find that it handi-
caps them in their different games.




VII.
CAMPAIGNING.

AN ADVENTURE WITH MATABELE.

A Zulu Scout.

HErE is an incident that occurred during the war against
the natives in Matabeleland ten years ago.

We knew that the enemy were among some mountains
about fifteen miles away from us, and my duty was to go and
find out more exactly whereabouts they were, and in what
strength, and if possible to discover where they had hidden
their women and cattle.

In war against natives this is always a very important
point, because cattle is to a native what a balance at the
bank is to a white man. If one can get hold of their cattle it
often ends a war.

I wasallowed to take any troops I liked, but I found it was
generally best to go alone, with one good reliable native to
help me. If one went with troops the enemy were bound to
discover us at once and would then hide away in the mountains,
so that we could discover nothing about them.

So I started off overnight with a first-rate Zulu, both of
us riding ponies. After a time we came to a line of broken
hills, beyond which lay a broad valley of long grass and bush,
and on the far side of this rose the tumbled mass of mountains
which formed the enemy’s stronghold.

Creeping Through the Outposts.

" The first line of hills was where they had small parties of
men stationed as outposts, to give the alarm should our
army advance to attack them.

These outposts did not keep themselves very well hidden
at night, for as we got close to the hills we could see the glow

and smoke of their fires every here and there among the rocks,
L1
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80 it was comparatively easy for us to take a line which passed
between them.

It was exciting work.

We dismounted and tied up our horses’ feet in bits of old
blanket which we had brought with us for the purpose, both
to deaden the sound and to prevent hoof-tracks. And then,
cautiously feeling our way and leading our nags, we crept
silently through the line of watchers.

Once we were safely through, we gaily mounted and rode
on, guided by the brilliant stars above us, towards the moun-
tains across the plain. Presently these began to loom up in
the darkness, gloomy and silent, and yet we knew that they
held hundreds of our enemies. Nearer and nearer we came,
until they seemed to tower above us.

At last we left our horses, giving them a drink and some
corn, and tethering them in a well-hidden spot. We went
on our way on foot, going more and more cautiously and
silently as we got among the rocks and foothills of the range.
It was very exciting work in the darkness, with the enemy
possibly close to us.

We took special pains not to leave more foot-tracks than
possible,because we had been at this game once or twice before,
and the enemy having found our ““ spoor » in the daytime, had
followed us up and tried to cut off our line of retreat. So we
did our best to give them no clue to our movements.

At last we reached a place from which we judged that when
daylight came we might have a good view of the stronghold,
and here we hid ourselves in the bushes and waited for dawn.

It was the custom of the Matebele if they got no signal of
alarm from the outposts on the advanced hills, to begin to
light their fires and to cook their food shortly before dawn
came on, and that was our great opportunity for seeing exactly
where they were camped. We could then creep closer to
the spot and hide somewhere for the day and watch their
movements and possibly see the women bring their food, and
thus discover in which direction their hiding-place was—
for the women and cattle were always camped in a different
spot to the warriors.

A Trap is Set for Me.

A dull light began to appear in the eastern sky, a chilly
feeling came into the air—dawn was approaching.
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Then suddenly on the dark mountainside before us there
came a spark and a glimmer, and a fire began to burn; a
few seconds later another was lit, and then another and
another.

The enemy were right before us ?

I was thinking to myself, * You simpletons, you little know
how you are giving away your position!” when Jan, my
Zulu, laid his hand excitedly on my arm, and chuckling quietly,
whispered—

“1 do believe they are laying a trap for us! Wait for me
here and I'll go and see.”

He stripped off the European coat, trousers, and hat, which
he was wearing, and leaving them in a heap beside me he
slipped away quietly into the darkness, taking with him his
rifle and walking-staff.

As I lay there, wondering at his suggestion—for I could
see no sign of a trap for us—the thought dawned upon me
that possibly he was going to make a trap for me/ The
Matebele are cousins of the Zulus, and they talk the same
language. It would therefore be quite easy for him to go
to the enemy and offer to hand me over to them for an adequate
return in cattle. No Zulu can resist a chance of getting cattle.

So he had not been gone long before I, too, crept away
from our hiding-place. My first idea was to make for the
horses and be ready to bolt should circumstances require it,
but on my way thither I passed a pile of rocks, and a better
idea occurred to me, namely, to hide among these where I
could see our original hiding-place and also be in touch with
the horses.

So there I lay, it seemed for hours, while the daylight
gradually came on and the mountain grew alive with fires.
Soon I could see men moving about among them, and
eventually a number of warriors went up the hillside out of the
grass, not very far from our position.

Suddenly there was a movement in the grass near my first
hiding-place—one naked brown figure crept in alone. It
was Jan, and he had not brought the enemy with him. He
looked round in surprise at my absence, but so soon as I was
sure that he was unaccompanied, I gave the whistle of a night-
bird, which was our signal, and he quickly joined me at the
rocks. Then he told me how, having noticed that the enemy’s
fires were lit up one by.one in regular succession, it occurred
to him that the job was being done by one man, not by several
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at once, and that possibly it was a ruse to lead us on (because
the enemy knew that we were often watching them at night).
So he had gone forward and very soon found himself among a
whole lot of Matabele lying in ambush where they thought we
might come. Of course, he pretended to be one of them, and
lay with them for a time. He managed to throw cold water on
the idea that we were about to-night; and before the day-
light came on he took an opportunity of creeping away, and
so got back to me.

I felt heartily ashamed of my suspicion of him ; but. of
course, gave him no hint of it.

That day brought more excitement for us ere the sun went
down.

Finding, as the day came on, that we were lying directly
opposite the front of the enemy’s position and might therefore
be in the path of men coming or going to it, we thought
it best to get away more to a flank, where we could see just as
well, but with less risk of being found out. So away we
crawled and dodged among bush and boulders and long grass
till we had reached a spot which we considered suitable.

Anold dead tree gave us agood landmark as to where our
horses were hidden should we at any time want to find them
in a hurry. And, sure enough, before many hours had passed,
we had occasion to do so in & very great hurry!

After studying the enemy’s position for some time through
my telescope, I came to the conclusion that part of itwas hidden
from us by a projecting shoulder of rock on the mountain-
side, and I thought that if I could climb up this without being
seen I might get a real good look into their stronghold and
find out exactly how it might best be attacked. Meanwhile
Jan was also thinking and restless, and at last he said that he
thought he could find out exactly where the women and cattle
were hidden if he made a short stalk away to our right;
indeed, we could hear the lowing of cattle and barking of dogs
among the ravines in that direction.

So presently he crept off, after agreeing that if there were
any alarm we should make our way as quickly as possible to
the horses and each look out for himself. Then I had breakfast.
This was not an elaborate meal ; I had an army biscuit in one
pocket and a slab of chocolate in another, and a few bites of
these taken alternately soon satisfied me, washed down as they
were by a sip from a small pool of water among the rocks.

I never carried a water-bottle, nor would any scout who is
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in hard condition, and who' keeps his mouth shut and breathes
through hisnose. The fellow who gets thirsty is the fat man
who sweats away a lot of moisture when he takes exercise, or
the man who works with his mouth open and gets his throat
and tongue all dry in consequence.

Well, after breakfast I began to get anxious again to look
into that stronghold, and presently I started off, after having
examined every inch of the way through my telescope, and
having noted in my mind every peculiar stone or tree that
would serve to guide me as I got on my way

Nearer and nearer I got till at last the great shoulder of the
hill shut out all sight of the enemy’s position and I felt com-
paratively safe from view. But their look-out men were
generally placed pretty high up on the crags and were invis-
ible, so I did not trust myself for an instant to the chance of
being seen—or heard. I wore rubber-soled boots, and I
crept up between the great rocks as silently as if there were
somebody asleep close to me. Onwards and upwards I climbed,
looking round on every side, as well as behind, to see that 1
was not being watched or followed.

At last my landmarks told me I was nearing the top of the
shoulder, and here I crawled and wriggled an inch at a time,
till I saw a friendly bush between two rocks upon the crest,
and to this point I dragged myself like a lizard, and pushing
my head into the bush, I was able at last to look down into
the spot I had desired to see.

There were, a short distance below me, hundreds of Mata-
bele lounging about quite unsuspicious of my presence—some
cooking and eating, others putting their blankets out in the
sun. There were all their little bivouac shelters, made of
branches and grass, between the rocks. A few women and
girls were about with baskets of corn and gourds of milk. The
small clefts and terraces of the mountainside were strongly
barricaded with stone breastworks and timber, and rough lad-
ders, made from tree-trunks, led from one ledge to another ;
while caves here and there gave ample protection from shell-
fire.

It was a nasty position to attack, and Ilay for a long time
noting its difficulties for an attacker.

Then I thought it time to examine the rest of the mountain-
side to see where would be the best line for assaulting the place,
and I slid quietly backwards out of my position and got once
more among the great boulders in the ravine behind me.
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Hunted by Matabele.

And I began to clamber to a new point from which to
inspect the surrounding hillside. ~ And then, whether I showed
myself or whether a dislodged stone attracted attention
I don’t know ; but there was a wild yell far up above me on
the mountainside, followed by a long string of talk from a
native, which was promptly answered by a hundred voices
calling and yelling from the other side of the shoulder, and by
some above me in the same ravine.

Then I saw a number of Matabele running and jumping on
the rocks, and they saw me.

There was nothing for it but to get out of the place as
quickly as possible, so I began to bustle down that moun-
tain as hard as I could go, urged to it by the chorus of yells
and screams which now burst out behind me.

“Bong!” went a gun, *“smack!” went a bullet (ever so
wide of me) on the face of a rock, followed by another and
another ; but then the firing stopped, though not so the
pursuit. A hurried glance behind me showed a dozen or
so of the warriors scuttling or clambering down after me like
a lot of hounds after a fox.

Iwasn’t a bit happy ! There was a cold, sickly feeling about
the pit of my stomach !

The Value of Skirt-Dancing.

I soon found, however, now that there was no necessity
for concealment, that I got on faster by jumping from one
boulder to another than by clambering down between them.
My rubber-soled shoes seemed to cling to the rock as I landed
and never let me slip. Years ago I had learnt skirt-dancing,
and the value of thatis that you get great command over your
feet, you can so quickly dart them to the point you want. I
do believe that it was largely thanks to that dancing that I am
sitting here writing this to-day ; for it enabled me to spring
lightly and quickly from rock to rock without a mistake.

Another glance behind me showed me that my pursuers
were getting strung out, and that the foremost of them were
not quite so near to me as they had been, and then for the first
time I realized that the Matabele, not being accustomed to
mountains, were very bad at getting about over the boulders,
especially when going downhill.
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In an instant my heart warmed up again. I no longer went
straight down the hillside. My wits came back to me and I
remembered that probably the enemy on the other side of
the shoulder were also racing me unseen down the hill and
would possibly meet me at the bottom, so I edged away to my
left, still going downwards, but gaining every stride on my
pursuers.

At last I was down on the level and in amongst the long
grass, out of sight. Then I changed my direction from running
towards the left and was lucky enough to find a friendly dry
watercourse leading to my right front, in the direction of the
dead tree where our horses stood.

I rushed along this, bending double all the way, while my
jabbering enemies were still careering onward away to the
left in the opposite direction. As I rushed up to the bushes
at the foot of the dead tree, there was a movement among
them. Idropped in my tracksand waited. It was Jan; he
emerged, leading both horses, grinning (I never knew such a
fellow to grin) and panting almost as hard as I. In a second
we were up on our nags, and in a very few minutes were well
out of range of our enemies.

Then, before us, as we galloped along, we saw light puffs of
smoke ascending into the sky from the hills whereon the
outposts stood, and looking back we saw that they were
answers to smoke-signals from the stronghold where we had
been. They served as warnings to us, so that we were able in
our course to go round by another way and thus escape.

Jan told me that he heard the Matabele shouting that
they had seen me, and he heard the shots; but these had
ceased because the chiefs had called out : ““ It is the Wolf ”—
that was the name the Matabele gave me—‘ Don’t shoot
him, catch him alive—catch him with your hands!”

If T had understood this at the time, and if I had understood
the fun they meant to have with me before they put me to
death, I think I should have run even faster than I did. Asit
was, the natives in the stronghold instead of running
down the hill to cut me off, at first ran up, thinking that the
look-out men had caught me high up in the rocks—and thus
they left the coast more clear and we were able to escape.

AxotHER TRUE SCOUTING STORY.

I have been rather astonished and very much pleased to
receive a number of letters from Scouts saying how glad they
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are to have in The Scout accounts of adventures which
have really happened, and not only made-up stories. As
several of them say, these untrue stories are, of course, very
exciting to read just at the moment ; but they don’t “ stick
by you,” they are no guide to a fellow as to what he should
do when he gets into a tight place, because something marvel-
lous, and generally unnatural, always occurs to save the hero
at the critical moment.

On the other hand, a true story, though it may not be so
filled up with exciting incidents one on top of another, is
nevertheless more interesting in a way, because it shows the
sort of thing that really happens to a Scout, and what should
be done under the circumstances.

I will take you to America for a change, and give you an
incident in the career of the old American hunter and Scout
“ Bill ” Hamilton.

Some years ago he was engaged by the General commanding
the American troops to try and find out whether the Red
Indians were preparing, as he suspected, to make war, and if
80, in what numbers, and where they might be expected. It
was not only a difficult, but, of course, a very dangerous
task to go and find this out, because any white men if caught
by the Indians were very liable to be killed, and if suspected of
being a spy, would not have the slightest chance of escaping
death, and, possibly, torture first.

However, the duty was given to Hamilton to go and find
out about the enemy ; and so, for the good of his nation, he
took his life in his hands and determined to go into the enemy’s
country with one companion, a man named McKay, who was
partly an Indian, and therefore able to make friends with
them.

This is Hamilton’s account of the expedition taken from his
interesting book called My Sixty Years on the Plains.

“ We had a consultation about the best way of penetrating
into the Indian villages. McKay had found out that the
Indians were in need of ammunition and tobacco, so I proposed
to the officers that we take two pack-horses loaded with the
articles named, and make the Indians believe we were their
friends. We would also tell them that if the officers found out
that we traded ammunition they would hang us.

“ The council of officers approved this plan, and we began
at once to prepare for the expedition.

“I concluded to leave my horse, Hickory, and take Russell’s
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horse, which was a good one. We secured two gentle ponies
to pack the ammunition and tobacco, and left the Fort after
dark. We made about forty miles before daylight and hunted
up a spring which McKay knew of. We remained here until
sundown, and that night reached the Columbia River about
ten miles below the mouth of Umatilla River.

 On the opposite side was a Klick-a-tat village, which had
joined the hostile tribes. It was about one o’clock in the
morning when McKay called to them. They asked, ¢ What’s
wanted ?’ and we answered friends, and to come over with
canoes, as we wanted to cross. They came over with two and
we crossed, swimming our horses.

““On reaching the village, we found the whole tribe as-
sembled to see who could possibly come at that time of night.”

(Note : Hamilton had waited till midnight in order to
pretend that he was avoiding detection by the American
troops.)

“ They were acquainted with McKay, but they sized me
up. I was dressed in a Hudson Bay shacto coat, with a
Scotch cap. These Indians were friendly with Hudson Bay
employees. They feasted us with dried salmon and we told
the chief what we had. After this we slept till daylight, when
a council was held.

““The chief informed us that the Palouse and other tribes
would assemble on McNatchee River that day, as the Yakimas,
with their great chief, Kan-a-yak-a, wanted to see how many
warriors each tribe could furnish. He further said that they
would be glad to see us with ammunition and tobacco. We
traded a little with these Indians and, as a blind, had to take
in exchange two good ponies.

“ We reached the rendezvous after dark, accompanied by
a delegation of Klick-a-tats, and were taken direct to the
chief’s lodge.

“Our arrival created quite a disturbance in the village,
and the chief eyed us closely for some time, in fact, until the
Klick-a-tats told him how they crossed us after midnight
and traded for some ammunition. This lulled the chief’s
suspicion, my Hudson Bay dress assisting.

“Ihave acquired quite a knowledge of Chinook jargon, and
we conversed in this language.

“Next day about four thousand warriors assembled, and
they were a gay and proud lot of Indians, who looked with
disdain on both McKay and myself. We found out all that
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Colonel Wright required—the approximate number of warriors,
and also that the lull was caused on account of waiting for the
different tribes to gather all their outside Indians and then
to hold a council. They decided to assemble all their warriors
on the Spokane River and draw the soldiers on, when they
would kill all the cavalry, and take ¢ walk-a-heap ’ (infantry)
prisoners and make slaves of them.

“ We traded all our ammunition and tobacco, and such a
trade was never made before or since. We gave all our stuft
to the chief and told him to give us what ponies he thought
proper. He called up the Indians who had no ammunition and
issued some to each, for which we received a few ponies, and
not very good ones either.

“That afternoon at five we started as if going west, but
when out of sight of the Indians we turned south, so as to
strike the Columbia opposite Wallula, at the mouth of Walla
Walla, River.

“ We rode the best ponies, leading our horses. The poor
ponies we left on the prairie, having no use for them. When
the ponies gave out, we rested for half an hour, and then
saddled our horses, which were, comparatively speaking, fresh.
We made excellent time, and at sun-up were opposite Wallula.

“McKay knew where the Indians always kept canoes
cached (a scout’s word, meaning hidden), but we rested
an hour before attempting to cross. The river is wide at
this place and it takes a good horse to swim it.

“ We crossed it without mishap, and let the horses feed for
two hours, -after which we proceeded towards the Fort, where
we arrived at ten o’clock that night. It was thirty miles from
Wallula to the Fort. We reported our arrival to the officer
on guard, and he sent an orderly to Colonel Wright. This
orderly soon returned with orders to report immediately at
headquarters.

“A council was in progress, and we made our report.
Colonel Wright was well pleased at the news that the Indians
were collecting on Spokane River, and he said that the cam-
paign would be a short one. His predictions proved true.
The Indians, in force estimated at five thousand strong and
fairly well armed, were met by Colonel Wright with one thou-
sand soldiers, forty Nez Percés Indians, and two howitzers,
which, when the shells burst among them doing considerable
execution, frightened the Indians very badly. They beat a
hasty retreat to St. Joe Mission, and the chiefs pleaded




CAMPAIGNING 97

with the fathers to intercede for them. Nine chiefs were
taken prisoners and held as hostages for the Indians’ good
behaviour. We then returned to the Fort, having been
absent but six weeks.”

CAMPING OUT FOR Boy Scourts.

Before a scout can go and carry out expeditions like these,
he must have some knowledge of how to live in the open, and
therefore Boy Scouts ought to BE PREPARED for it by practising
camp life as much as possible.

In addition to the hints on this subject given in my hand-
book I add these few more ideas.

TrampING CaMpPs—How To MAKE A ONE-WHEEL KiT WAGON.

Already I hear rumours of exploring expeditions being got
up by patrols of Boy Scouts in different parts of the country
for the summer holidays.

Mr. A. Devine, of Clayesmore School, near Pangbourne,
started these some years ago, and they have been most success-
ful. One trip followed the course of the Canterbury Pilgrims
from the Tabard Inn, in Southwark, to Canterbury.

Another went from London to the Hampshire coast and
then over the country.

These tramps were carried out by a number of boys walking
and biking, accompanied by a wagon carrying their camp
and kits, and I hope to describe them more fully later on. But
scouts can be independent of a waggon by carrying their own
kit or portion of a tent, either on themselves, or, like the
Japs, on a kind of very light wheel-barrow. That is, a single
wheel—an old bicycle or pram-wheel will do—with two handles
splayed out and a couple of boards nailed on to them to
form a platform for the kit.

Several troops have now a light two-wheeled hand-cart,
which they man with dragropes and manceuvre with the same
drill as in the case of a field-gun—and very smart it looks.

But many will find, like I do, that it is well to be free of
wagons and wheels, and to carry a light kit yourself. In any
case, tramping camps are real good fun.

A Scour’s AccouNT OF THE CaMP.

I wrote in the Scout about the diaries which were kept by the
boys who sojourned in our Humshaugh Camp, and gave the
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names of the boys who, by writing the best diaries, had won
prizes. Well, one Scout did a thing which is not proper for a
Scout to do—he lost his diary. But having done so he did
the best under the circumstances and wrote a general report,
from memory, of the whole camp.

This report has such merits of its own as to make me think
that had he not lost his diary he would have been easily
first in the competition. I reproduce extracts from his
report. The writer is C. J. M. Thompson, Northallerton,
Yorkshire.

“T have never had any rest in which to mope or become
homesick, or attain any equally infantile ailment, but I have
been on the move all day and every day.

“The pioneering was a distinet success, and it was with
great misgivings I pulled down our little hut or lean-to in the
woods on Friday morning.

“T have not spent all my time sight-seeing in the Choller-
ford district—not by a long chalk. I have seen active service
in the field, by way of ambushing, and so on.

“The nights have been distinctly exciting, for I never
knew when the tent was about to blow down ; it had a list
on all the time. We had one snorer in the tent ; a drawback,
as he did nothing but keep us awake at the beginning of the
night, instead of waking us in the early hours of the morn-
ing.
“The caterers must have found it hard to supply the
appropriate food for Wolves, Kangaroos, Curlews, Ravens,
Owls, and Bulls.

“T could go on for ever talking about the different camp
celebrations, but I must not do so for lack of time.

¢ The thing which I shall remember most clearly is my visit
to the Elswick works ; for we saw guns of all sorts and conditions
being squashed into shape, turned, rifled, wirewound, and
the finished article. We saw a gun taken to bits in nineteen
seconds, and put together again in forty ; both appeared a
perfect miracle of speed.

““One thing I am sorry—I have seen so many things—is
the difficulty to tell them to my friends at home. I should
like to give a detailed account of my most pleasing day ;
but really I cannot say which day it was.”
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How 10 BuiLp A ZuLu Hur.

———
==

In Place of a Tent.
In going into camp, if you cannot afford to buy or to hire an
ordinary tent, you will often be able to
build yourself a very good hut. If you |
are in a place where osiers, willow, (!{ ‘
or hazel sticks may be cut, you can | I
build yourself a very good little house it
after the manner of the Zulus. l 31*1| \, |
1. Select a flat bit of dry ground ; : j!ﬁj

drive a peg into the centre, and loop ! ! f[ | | }
a piece of string five feet long on to i | I} &)
it, and, with a pointed stick tied to T i -
the other end of the string, scratch

a circle round the central peg. This circle should be eight
or ten feet across—for a one-man hut it can be six feet across.

2. Cut a number (twenty to
thirty) of pliant osiers or straight,
whippy sticks, and plant them firm-
ly in the circle about a foot
apart, leaving one interval of two
feet for doorway.

3. Bend the tops of the uprights
down till they meet in the centre,
and bind them together with twine
or wire, or hang a heavy stone to

them all with string. Tie a bent stick to form the arch of
the door.
4. Lace withes, or thin osiers,
or twigs, or straw ropes, or string,
horizontally in and out of the up-
rights.
5. Thatch the hut with straw,
grass, leafy twigs, etc., beginning
at the bottom, so that each layer
overlaps the lower one, and this
makes it able to run the rain off.
The sketch shows the hut nearly thatched.
For the camping season, Scouts should know how to pitch
tents properly. This is the way a bell tent should be set up :—
Take five tent-pegs. Drive one in to mark where the pol<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>