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“COKER'S
CONSCRIPT 1™

By Frank Richards,

_In the %and, long, complete story which appears next

week Mr. Richards will be found in his very best humorous
vein. Coker hears of a certain Bill Filey, who is said to ba
dodging conscription. The

reat Horace makes rﬁp his mind
to capture this rough, poafiing fellow, and hand him over
te the mal authorities.

The scheme becomes Enown to
the Famous Five, and Wibley is induced to personate the
ALHD shirker. Bo far is the joke carried that Coker
sctually takes Wibley, in the guize of Filey, to the recruiting-

office, where the deceiver i tmmasked, Coker getting all the

blame. Then the real Bill Filey, who.is not really a shirker
ot all, turns ap st the school, with exceedingly unpleazant
results for Coker: It will be many a long da {efﬁre Grey-
friars ceases to chortle at the mere mention o

“COKER'S CONSCRIPT L™

i

A UNIQUE OFFER1

. T think I am fairly safe in saying that probably nof one
of - my readerm is the possessor of & book whieh has. been

to the bottom of the sén, and has been recovered thenes un-

damaged. Buch a book would be worth something merely
as & curiosity, even if -ome did not care about reading it.
Now, I am in &, position to offer not one book only which
has unde?‘ona this atrange experience, but copies to the
number o

SIXTEEN HUNDRED !

They sre books with the names of which wou are all
* famibiar. One wes '

“RIVALS AND CHUMS!I"

Mr. Frank Richards’ great school story, The other was
anither splondid vam,

“THE KING OF THE FAGS!"
by Geoffrey Murray.

ight hundred copies of each of these were on their way

to Canada whenr the ship which carried thém was
SUNK BY A COWARDLY HUN SUBMARINE!

The package was recovered, slong with much of the rest
of tha ship's ¢cargo, by divers, and the-contents were found
to be quite unhurt by séa-water. But in the meantime a
fresh supply had been sent across the Atlantic, and we now
have here and on sale the 1600 copies which have been
through this queer experierice. _ '

They will be sold at the usual price.

FOURPENCE IN STAMPS

will bring you a copy—that is, il you write at once. Other-
wise you may fail to get one at all, as I feel certain that
there will be

A BId RUSH FOR SO INTERESTING A
MEMENTO

of the Great War as one of theze books will form,

_ NOTICES.

Private J.

- Guards, B.E.I'., France, would be glad to correspond with
girl readers, '

. Carter, 17, Curlew Street, Horsleydown, London, S E.,

wants to buy early numbers of both the * Magnet” and

“Gem,” amd also the *Magnet ™ story entitled * The
Fupnmhment Policies,” and the *Gem ™ story, ' Captain
I¥Y Aeey. ™

Private J. Ilanson, 14960, care of Sergeant Curtis, “K

The Editor is al-rai-;s pleased to hear from his chums, at homs or sbroad,
i and i» doly too willing to give his best advice to l;i'IEIﬂ the in
§ dioulty or in trouble . . . Whom to write to: Editor, Thu“ih?."
Libwrary, The Fleetway Honse, Farringdon Btreet, London,

* ham, would be glad to ’

- Bowerby DBridge,
Iigill

Idmr, 11094, 3rd Corv., 1st Batt. Coldstream

Coy., Bcots Guards, Cater-

have letters from readers.

. Private Nathan Bibby, W it ;
3124, 3 Platoon, “A™"  EEN S
Coy., 1/5 Batt. Layal ; (% l*\j
North- Lancashire Regi- i
ment, DB.E.F., France, '
asks for letters from a girl
reader of about his own. age—13. _

Leonard J. Haynes, 12, River View, New Ferry,. Cheshire,
has started a Correspondence Club, which readers of the
“Magnet " are cordially invited to join.  All particulars
sent on receipt of stamped addressed envelope.

Private J. Walker, 8, Machine Gun Section, 12th Mid-
dlesex Regiment, B.E.F., Frarice, would like to hear from
girl readers.

R. H. Brown, 2', Arthur Street, Anlaby Road, Hull,
wishes to form a *Magnet ” League, and would be glad
if readers in Ins neighbourhood whe would like ta join
would write to him, enclesing a atamt?-er:l addressed enfelﬁpe.

A. G. Fowler, 53, Kennington Road, Wollaton Koad, Not-
tingham, would be glad to hear from W. Barrett.

sunner 9. Pritchard, 1545, Znd Battery, Herls. R.F.A,,
Brandon, Suffolk, would be glad to correspond with boy or
girl ‘readers in any part of the world interested in stamp

collecting. .
Pioneer H. Wolfe, 78949, Royal Eﬂﬁmﬂ:m_, 14th Army
Corps, Headquartera Signal Coy., B.E.F., France, asks for
correspondence with a girl reader.

Sgpper C. B, Howell, 7741, 6th Biege Coy., R.N.R.E., The

Camp, Monmouth, would be glad to correspond with readers

aged 18-20.
Stanley (. Jessop, 81, Hurdsfield Road, Macclesheld, is
startin y change club, and will be

a correspondence and ex : |
“pleased fo send particulars to any reader who will send him
& aleo wenta zomeone to

a gstamped addressed  envelope,
help him with the secretarial work of the club.

Private David O. Greenwood, MBLT, “¥ ™ Coy., 17th
Service Patt. Lancashire Fusiliers, 104th Bri .. 35th
Division, B.E.F., France, would like to correspond with a

G. Smith, Kanimbla, Woollahra, Sydney, Australia, would
be glad if zome of our readers woul send him spate copies
of any of the Companion Papers so that he can ferward
them to his brother serving with the Australian Forces in

Egypt. _ | :
Private G, H. Baines, “A " Coy., 2022, 1st Canadian

Batt.,, Ward A%, Woodcote Convalescent Canrp, m,

would be glad to have back numbers of the “Gem ¥ and

“Magnet ™ for the use of himself and his comrades,

H.-E Webb and H. Wade, 5 Paisley View, Armley,
Leeds, want to start & small amateur journal, u.nci would be
glad to hear from readers interested in the project.

Cecil A. Tower, [ormerly of Maidstone, now of 296,
Livingstone Road, Marrickville, 3ydney, Australia, would be
very glad to hear from Claude Bradshaw, whom he uszed to
know in England.

William Meneely, 75, Brookmount Street, Delfast, wants
to buy “Through Thick and Thin,” and *The Boy Without
a Name." ' .

Miss Alice Chapman, 17, Glenfield Place, Burnley Road,
and Misz Amelin Penistone, 47, Burnley
Road, Cote , near Halifax, would be pleased to cor-
respond with two lonely wounded soldiers whe are readers
of the “Magnet.,” : _

HTenry Pollard, 15, Leighton Gardens, Kensal Rise,
W'iﬂesdjén, London, N.W., wishes to buy the first twenty
numbers of the halfpenny series of the ** Magnet.”

Clarence J. Parker, Post Office, Staunton, near Gloucester,
wants to buy *“'The Huﬁ Without a
MName,” and the numbers of the
“Magnet ” from 250 to 270.

Private T. Waldron, 1925, “A "™ .
Coy., 4th Gloucesters, Alton Park
Farm, Clacton-on-Sea, would be
glad to correspond with readers
about his own age—19.

gicl réader.



A Complete School-
X Story Book, attrac-
Ltive to all readers.
A

obliged if you will
hand this book, &

> when finished with, <
Cto a friend,
%ﬁ-é}é& Sl

THE, UPPER HAND!

A Magnificent, New, Long, Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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My opinion is that the convict 15 a bit better than Black himself,” sald Bob Cherry, “ndeed !" said a steely
voice at the door, The jumlors spun round in dismay, and Bob Cherry gasp:d, for Mr. Black stood In the
doorway of No. 1 study. (See Chapler 5.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER, A giddy gunlet!” said Bob Cheery.  “ That can't be from
Not a Capture ! Wapshot Camp. The Huns haven't come yet!”
OO “It's from the prison.” said Harry Whavton quietly,
Huiry Wharton & Co. stopped abruptly, Sodnion L Vil St
The deep, dull report of the gun cchoed among “%’,I whake e "
the cliffs, and far away over the rocky slopes o A T L= A :
e Shanldor, i “A conviet has escaped, of cowze.” sald Harry., “Poor
Boom ! begzar!

MNo. 428. Coryright la the Uglted States of America, April 22nd, 1916.
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“Ahem! That depends on the kind of johuny he 57
said Bob Cherry, “Poor beggar or not, I shouldn't like
to meet him alone on the cliffa!™

“Well, no. e won't have much chance of getting away,
though,” sud the captain of the Greyiriars Remove, ' The
warders will be after him, and I shouldn’t wonder if the
Territortals turn cut from Wapshot Camp. He won’t have
the ghost of a chanee.”

“The ghostiulness will not be terrific,” remarked Hurree
Jamset BHam Singh.  “ Bat the chancefulness is greater than
at other times, ss many of the esteemed warders have
enlisted.”

“*True !

The Famous Five of the Ramove continued on their way
over the cliffs of Pepp, n o sght of the hitle fshong-village
nestling by the bay. Their faces were thoughtiul now,

Frobably the conviet who had escaped from Blackmoor
FPrizson was some despernte and hardened criminal. Yot
they could not help fecling a certmin compassion for a man
fAecing for his liberty., Though probably their compassion
would have changed to guite another feeling if they had
Ehmmm:l to nieet the conviet in o lonely spot with no help at
and !

“That gun means that they've just discovered that he's
bolted,” yvemuarked Johnny Boll, “He may have gone some
time, though., I wonder—"

Ho paused.

“Well, what do you wonderi” azked Nugent.

“If ho knows thir countryside at all, he'll make for the
eavos to hide, as safe as houses,” =aid Johnuy Bull, “We
might run inte him thiz afternoon.”

“(h, my hat!”

“Then, instead of fecling sorry for lum, we shall feel sorry
for ourselves!” Jgrinnud Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal’

“Oh, we'll chanece that,” said Harcy. * There are five of
us, anyway, and ¥ we come on lnm, wo'll capture him.”

“Same as Coker did the Hun who ¢scaped from the con-
centration camp!” chuckled Nugent.

“This chap won't be as bad as a Hum, anyhow. A
British convict is & cut above a common or garden Germaon.”

“Hear, hear!” said the Co., in cordial aimame,ntu

The juniors purtued their way by the rocky peth. Tt was
a sunny afternoon in the late spring, and t eg' had been
enjoying their ramble over the chiffs when the boom of the

1son gun startled them. '

“Halio, hallo, hallo!" ajaculated Bob Cherry suddenly.

He halted, and held up his hand.

“What the—"

Y Bhush !

Bob was in advance of the party, and he had paused where
the marrow path wound mundpa big rock inta a hollow of the
cliffs, From beyond the big rock came a sound—the sound
of o boot scraping on the stones. It was a lonely spot, and
the chums of the Romove had not expected ta meet other
explorers there. The thought of the eonvict came into their
minds st once.

“"He's there!” whispered Bob.

"Well, somebody ia.
to the caves this afternoon,”

“It's a lonely place. Ten to ong, the ch
Bob. “We shall be on him in a tick.
heve come up here, 1f he was going to the caves.
giddy convict, right enough "

“We coitld go back,” remarked Nugent

Bob Cherry shook his head,

“ Greyiriars never turns tail,” he said. ‘' Btrategic retrenis
aro not writteh in the history of Greyfriars. ™

M Bﬂ“'ﬁwiu

“We'll collar him,” ssid Bob, in & confident whisper.
# Then we'll ask him quegtiona. If he’s one of those wronged
and innocent johnnies you read about in novels, we'll
Tet him go. II he's a péaky blinder, we'll nail him, and
march him off to the polide-station. I'l be judge, and
you chaps can haijury.”

The juniors grinned,

“Right-ho! Get on!”

“ Follow your uncle!” said Bob.

Ho hroke into a rush, and dashed at full speed round the
;;ig vock, with a loud whoop. The juniorz followed him
ast.

Crash !

Yoll!

Bump!

“Oh, my hat!™ gasped Bob.

The enemy was closer at hand than Bob Lad supposed—
1:1}{?:1:. was not the conviet!

Two Sixth-Formers of Grevicurs were seated on chuuks
of rock on the path, and TBoc Cherry, careering round the
gorner, had rushed [all tilt into them.

Tue Macwer Lisrary.— Mo, 428

is there,” eatd
ingate couldn't

It's the

I heard Wingate say he was going -

Loder and Carme of the Sixth went reeling right and et

Uards and cash were scattered far and wide, and the iwo
seniors sprawled on the rocky path, roaring.

“ Yarooop!™

‘;::'}h, crE-.';mba P g

Y Great Scott ! pas Bab Chervry, In dismay, *“*Tain't
ithe convict; it's Ifmigr and ~‘L.‘-:J.|"na:'.":r >

““Ha, ha, ha!¥ roared the Ce.

Loder sat up and rvoared. Carnn stapgered to his feot,
his face dark with rage, and his lists clenched,

You youny hound !” he shouted.  * What do yon mean by

roshing into us like that?™

i# E(}ll‘l‘ =it TR

* You cheeky little beast——"

“GQuite an accident,” said Bob.
conviet, ™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

::‘.i:-:uu—}?e:ru thought what?" gasped Carne,
. o thought you were a convict,” explained Bob innocently:

Knowing what you ought to be, I thought—— Yow-ow=
woop! Help!™

The bully of the Bixth made a spring at the humeorous
Bob, and grasped him by both cars. Bob Cherry roarcd.

“1 thought you were &

“* Yow-oWw | LEEEH Help ™
Harry Wharton & Co. rushed to the rescue at once. They
grasped Uarne all together, end dragged him off the

Removite. ("arne was bum down—on Loder, as it h
wened. The Co. had no t.hﬁ:dm waste looking before ﬂﬂ;
wiped him.  There was & fiendish yell from Gerald Loder,
ctter cut!” murmured Bob Cherry, as Carne sprawled

over his companion. *“No good stopping to talk to them)
They seem wa::#'.”

‘I‘__![]'fa,bha, hal 2

The Famous Five scudded away along the path, legvi
the two black sheep of the Sixth sitting up,pguﬂping fﬁ
breath, and meking remarks which wauld certainly lave

earned them the “sack * if the Head of Greyfri :
heard them, ad of Greyfriars hod overs

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Wingate Goes Exploring!

O0M! The heavy report of the pun Boated 4
the crisp air to the cars of a gi%}up of mhjltmatﬁ
who were standing and talking by the big bronze
gates of Greyfriara,

The echo of the sinister sound rolled in from the
sea, and died away into silenee, And silenco had fallen upon
tho group of lads who had been carelesely. chatting a few
moments before. They knew what the gunshot from the
digtant building upon the hill meant,

A conviet had ecscaped from Blackmoor, and the gun
wasg fired to give warning to the countryside.

A gun from the prison ! said Wingate, captain of Greys
friare. He looked away across the dm%z woods in the direg.
tion of the prison, the tower of which could be scen aver
;he Iir?res in the distance. * Bome poor beggar made a bolt
or it.

"I dow't know about poor beggar,” said Walker, of the
Sixth, *“8Home hulking ruffian more likely; and he'll be
]:mu%m about the woods until they run him down.”

“Well, they're bound to do that before long,” remarked
Wingate, *“There have been escapes from Blacﬁmnnr before,
but I don't think anybody ever got clean away. There was
# chap cscaped when I wos a youngster in the Fourth hera,
and he was recaptured, starved almost to death, after four
days in the woods. I saw him as he was being taken back
to the prison by the warders, and I couldn’t help fecling sOrTy
for him." .

Walker yawned slightly.

“Your tender heart does you credit,™ he said. "7 don't
suppose the man deserved much sympathy. It's all very well
to feel sorry for him, but if he met you in & dark corner sonze
night, you'd feel sorry for yourself.™

he remark raised a laugh, and Wingate flushed elizhtly.

“Well, I'm off,” =said Wingate, turning away. “I"ve no
time to waste, to be back before the mateh. Any of vou
fellnﬂ-s feel inclined to come and explore the caves with
me?

“Too much like work,” vawned Walker. * Besides, now I
come to think of it, those caves ara just the place for the
escaped conviet fo scutile into. ¥You may meet him there,
and tell him how sorry you are for ham.”

Wingate made no reply.

He strode up the lane which led round the Shoulder to the
shore, ond the rest of the group dispersed to follow theip
VATHIUS Ways, ) . '

It was a half-holidey at Greviriars, and the captain,
who had long intended to explore the sea-caves under the

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 19
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Loder and Carne of the Sixth were seated on chunks &I‘ rock om the—ﬁt“i::‘ﬁnd Bob Cherry, earaertnE round tha__
~ cormer, had rushed full tilt inte them. Cards and cash were scattered far and wide, and the two senlors

sprawled on the rocky path, roaring.

ES*:-I.! ﬂh{fﬁ-jﬂfﬁr !1-]‘

Bhoulder, had Gxed this afterncon for his excursion. He soon
loft thoe lane for the rough, shingly path, and came in sight of
the sca, rolling wvest and grey in the sunshine, with here
and thera a white eail or the black trail of a steamer’s smoke
upon it.

'P':I[:‘ha fishing village was now to his right, and to his left
the Shoulder, with its decp, dark caves, in which, 5o legend
;?if], stupzlers had stored their contraband ‘geeds in the

d days.
¥ Dark and gloomy looked the deep caverns as Wingate
stood ot the opening in the big, grey cliff. The thought cama
into his mind that Walker's suggestion might be near the
truth: that the fugitive from the prison o the hill might
vory probably have taken refuge fromy lLis hunters in the
revesses of the sea-caves, Duc the thought of possible danger
did not deter him. 2

The captnin of Greyfriars, the finest athlete in the collere,
kncw how to take eare of himself, and he was not afraid of a
meoting with the eseaped conviet if 1t should come to pnss.

There were other dangers in the caves, .Iu'.- knew, dangera
more real—deep ecrevices, which were flowing streams wlhen
the tide was in, and vawning chasms when it was our,  Half
the sea-caves were partially submerged when the tide was atb
the flood,

Wingate halted 1o light the bicreledamp be hind brouelst
with it and then advancsd bobldly into the cave. Lt seomed
to oxtend to unknown depths into the cliff, amd svon he passcd
a bend which complotely shut bim out from the daylizie,

The lentern gleamed cerily upon dark walls of rock, clinging

Tue Macser LiBrapy—No, 428,
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“COKER'S CONSCRIPT!"

masses of scaweed, and upen the glisteming wet sand at his
foet.

Suddenly he gave a stavk.  In the wel sand before him he
saw a footprint, evidently freshly made. He bent down and
serutinised it closely. SBomeone had lately been in the cave,
and arain Wingate thought of the convict,

He could not help giving a guick glance round into the dim
shadews., 13ut notling met his goze save the cold rock, and
tha nevt moment he smiled at his own nervousness.  Flashing
the lantern before him, be advanced deeper into the dim
recesses of the cave,

Clink!

1t was the sound of a boot upon a stone, bnt it had not been
mado by himself, And it was between hip and the sea. Whe-
ever bad made that gound was behind him. A vision of a
burly ruffian creeping upon im in the darkness flashed into
Wingate's mind, and he swung hastily rovd. His foot slipped
upoen o mass of wet seaweed, and he stumbiel, The lantern
erashed asainst a rock, and the next moment he was in
darknesa.

Blacknesz, blacker than  niglt,
az e luntern was extinguished,  "Pne luntern had slipped
fror iz haned in the eoncuzaion. e cot upon his hands
and knees and Telt in his pocket for his matehes. They were
nob Lo be focmi, Had the box deopped Irom his pockel in
Lz fall?  TTe sct his lips, and bewan to sropo i the Jurkness
aver the recky feor, moving on hands and knees, and s
sudden, horeified sheick rang from his lips as he felt himsell

sottled  round Wingate

A Grand, Long, Complete Btory of Harry
Wharton & 0o, By FEANK RICHARDE.
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felling. He had blundered over the edpe of a crevice in the

rk.
That onp wild shrick he gave, and then the rush through
the air stifled his utterance. ere was a splash as ho struck
into icy water, and then he was strugehing for his e in the
ness,

. —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Rescued by the Convict |

EORGE WINGATE was a good swirimer, He casily
kept himeelf afloat, and felt round him in the gloom
for the side of the c¢revice. His hand come m con-
tact with the hard rock. The smiface of 1f was
rourh, and he canght at a jut of it to held on, but he

was soon assured thaot it was impoasible to climb. He made
two attempts, and cach time shipped back before e was quite
out of tho water.

The chill was now getting into his limbs, and his fingers were
nambed; ho would not be ablo to swim, or to hold on to the
rock much longer.

Was it death, then?

He thought of the man in the eave. He was certain that
someona was thero: and even if it were the convict, sorely
he could not be wicked enough to leave a fellow.creature to
die! Then came the ehilling reflection that, i it were the
convict, he would not run the risk of making his whercabouts
known by saving the lockless explorer of the caves.

Still, there was a chanee; one chance of life, and na oilier,

Winrate shooted for help il the cavern rang again,

“Helpt! Holp!”

H'I;hi:;”ec]m-:n tolled back his veice like thunder—"*Help!
elp!

thn his joy, he heard an answering shout from the gloom
abkove,

“Where aro you?"

It was & man’s velee, and Wingate could have cried out
with joy.

“Thank Hesven! Can wou help me? Will you help me?
I'm st the bottom of a crevice, but for goodness” sake don't
tumble in, too! It's slippory on the edge!” called out Wine-
gato anxionely.

“I am taking care,’
on?"”

*¥es But I'm chilled to the bone,"” said Wingate through
his chattering teeth. “There's a lantorn near where I fell,
and, I think, a box of matches®?

“ Hold on while I Jook for them

There was a sound of groping in the darkness.
followed minuate. Tho chill of the water was terrible.
the welcome sound of o seratching mateh.

“I've found the mateli-box! Hold on!™

Thero was & glimmor of light.

A few moments more and a man, kneeling on the vergo of
the creviee, swung the lantern over ithe opening and cast its
light downward.

Bix feet below was the surface of the water, with the white
face looking up from it; but it might have been sixty foot
for all the chance Wingate had of getting out unaided. For
the side of the crevice was as perpendicular as the side of a
hause, and a cat could not have climbed ir.

“Have you a rope?” gasped Wingate, “Can you get one?
You cannot reach me,” ;
“T have no rope.”

There was a bricf, tense panse. They locked at cach other
in the lantern-light, and Wingate caught 2 plimpse of the
man's clothes in the rays, and saw the mark of the broad
arrow upon them, It was the conviet!

Ho gaye a groan,

“T will save you,” apid the man, in a low, steady volea.

“You cannot ! i

“I cen, and will!"”

He zet the lantern on the rock so that it shone over the
crevice, Then he felt along the vourh, rocky edoo with his

came the reply. " Are vou holding

Minute
Then

a.

“Listen!"” he said. " There i3 one chance. I eannot reach
you, and I have no rope. I will lower myself down, and hold
on by my hands. You will take hold of me and climb over
me.

Wingate gasped.

“1 shall drag you down to death!
than two——"'

“You will do as T say.” interrupted the man coolly. My
life is of little value if I lose it. But I think T can hold on—J
am sure of it."

“Heaven bless you !

" Look out, then!

The man's hands fastened upon a projection on the edire of
the crevice, and he lowered himself into the sull, His feeb
swung over the water, almost touching the surface,

Tee Masrer Lisrary.—No. 428

N0, no; belter gne

“1 am ready!™ ho said quietly,

Wingate released his hold upon the rock, IIe tock a grip
vpot the man's ankles, and then catching at his clothing,
began to ¢limb, 3

At any other time such a olimb would have beenr nothing
to him. Dut now he was numbed and shivering. 8till, he
climbed steadily. Ilie grip changed to the man’s waist, then
to his shoulders. He heard a grunt from the man under his
weignt; he was standing the test nobly.  Wingaie's hand
touched the top of the erevier, he gripped the rocl, and drew
himself out vpon the floor of the cavern,

“Help me up!” said his rescuer faintly,

Wingate's etrong grip closed upon him, and he was drawn
up from the dangerous position. Wingste shook the water
from his clothes,

S Thank you,” he =aid quictly.
life 1™ e held out his hand.

T!‘tﬂ man did not stir, but o bitter smile came upon his face,

Do rou know what T am ! he asked. * You musc sce the
brand of the broad arrow wpon my clothing—you must have
heard the gun from the prison.”

“*¥ou are an escaped conviot 77

il YES\: ¥

“But you arc a brave man, and you have risked your life
to save mine, (ive me your hand !”

The man gripped his hand hard.

*“Then you will not betray me$¥

Y You mnet think me an ungrateful brute to ask ihat ques-
fron,” said the captain of Greyiriars _

“MNo, no! But T am an Ishmacl—ecwvery man's hand is
against me. The gun from Blackmoor hag sounded the plarm
that a wild beasi 13 let loose upon society !

And the eonvict langhed savagely.

T shall 1ot betray vou,” snid "i{'ingatn, “Tf you had let
me deown in that hole, the police could have learned nothing
from me; thev shall learn nothing now.”

“Thanl: you! And if you care ta kunow it—that vou may
fcel more at ease for granting me so much—I am innocent, as
immocent of the erime laid to my charge as a babe unborn "
The man’s voice was passionate and eager. “Dut what if 1
am !7 he added bitterly,  ""Why sheuld you believe me—an
pzcaped conviet F1Y

“But I do believe you,” said Wingate, “ A man so brave
and generous cannot be a criminal=at least, T should hope
not. I know that innocent men have sulffered before now. [
do beheva you™

* Heaven bless you for those words! Tell me, you belong
to Greviriars, do vou not i

“Yes, I'm captain of Greyfriars.” said Wingate, He
lacked at the man closely., **Haven't I seen you before? I
have some vecollection of your features. Yes, by Jove! You
aro the man who escaped from Blackmoor before, and T saw
the warders takinf you back.”

“1 have escaped before, it is true, bot I was taken. 1 will
never be taken again ! If escape 15 out off, there is the sea 1™
said the convict, more to himself than to :Wit'-g'ate.

The boy shuddered.

“Take care what you do,” he said. *““If you are innocent,
as 1 believe, all may come right in the end.

The man lauzghed havshly,

“¥os, when a scoundrel who should be in my place cone
foszes the truth-—when a heart of stone is softened ! DBut that
will never be, T have escaped, and I will remain free, or die !
But thero's a chanee! Boy "—he broke off abroptly—%1
have saved your life. Yoo say you believe that T am inne-
cent, I iell you further—T am an old Greyfriars boy. I
have a son now at Greyfriars College, though, thank Heaven,
he does not know his father's shame—and will never krow
it, unless my name is cleared in the eyes of the world ! Will
vou help me—will you help me to keep out of that inforno
vonder on the hill ¥7

Wingato looked at him in amazement, )

“Von wore a Groyiriars fellow ! he exclaimed,
have a son there |V

“7 swear it's the truth 1" ,

“1 believe you—I will help you. What can I do?”

“ But—no, no: the risk 12 too great ! You will be broaking
the law, and if your headmaster should discover——"

“Yon did not think of the risk when you saved ey life;
T shall not think of it now. What can I do to help yvou?" said
Wingato, :

“You mean it? Tt means life or death to me! Bring me
fand and a change of clothing, o that I can malie a hid for
Liberty—that ia all T ask. Can you—will you do n%”

“T eun, and T will.”?

“Teaven bless you 1™ 1

“T will leave vou the lantern and matches. T will come
to-night if I possibly can—if not, some time to-morrow—and
bring wou food,” said Wingate. * You may rely upon me.

“You have saved wmy

“You
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But stay! The warders may search the esves, ro0 you had
better kamreluse. We must arrange a signal so that vou will
w it ig LY
“ Whistle something, and I will listen for it.”

SGood ! Wingate whistled a fow bars from the Toreador
song in *“Carmen "—the first that came into his head. ™ When
you hear that E‘-I}'Ll will know wha it is.  And now I must bolt,
or I shall eatch a fearful cold.” g w w

The convict gripped his hand again, In the flickering light,
his haggard cyes read the face of the captain of Greyfriare—a
face that was rugged, but honest and true, more pleasing to
the eyo than many faces that were handsome. ]

“You believe whet I have told you?" the convict asked
sharply.

“ lvery word !

“Tt is a risk for vou to help me,” the man muttered. “1
have no right to ask it. If it is discovered, it may be tuin to

ml__ r
¥ “1 know it."

“Yet-—yet you will run the cisk ?™

Wingate smiled slightly,

b I}is you think of the risk just now?

“MNa. But—m"

“Then I shall not think of it. You risked your life for me,
I do not believe vou are o guilty man—I cannot beliove it.
I shall help you, and chance the risk.”

“ Heaven ﬂlca& yvou ! muttered the conviet, with tears in
his eyes. “8ome day—some day, I pray to Heaten that
justife may be done, and then—you will be glad that you have

:e-é?td me. " ; .

e atared after the sturdy form of the captain of Grey-
frinrs, as George Wingate picked his way from the cave.
There was new hope in the drawn, white face now—hope 1n
the heart of the hunted man.

e el

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Carne is Susplcious !
W ALLD, hallo, hallo!  Wherefore this thusness,
groat chief I ;
Bob Cherry asked that humerous guestion, as
the Famous Five came suddenly on Wingate, on
their way home to Greyfriars. g

Tho captain of Greyfrisre was hurrying along, squelching
out water from his boots at every step. .

“Had a tumble, Wingate " asked Wharton,

Wingate coloured. .

“Yes," he ssid briefly, and without &using.

“Been in the caves, what?” said Bob., * Dangerous place
for little boys, Wingate.™

Wingate laughed.

He did not reply, however, but hurried om to the schocl,
He wanted to get into dry clothes as quickly as possible; but
that was not his only remson for leaving the juniors so
hurriedly. IHo was anxious to avoid drawing atiention to the
fact that he had been in the sea-caves nnder the Shoulder that
afternoon. Under the peeuliar cireumstances, the less said
ahout his excursion there the better.

Hiz meeting with the cscaped convict from DBlackmoor
Prison had to remain a dead secrot.

The man had saved his life—there was no doubt about that,
Common gratitude W{EﬁMd that he should keep his secrot.
Yet he was really breaking the law, and he knew it.

It was & weight on his mind.

At all events, the secret sheuld be kept, and when the hap-
lans fugitive was gone from the neighbourhood, he could
dismiss the matter from his mind. He was anxious to gob in
and chango his clothes without attracting [urther attention,

But he seemed destined to run the gauntlet that afterncon,

Loder and Carne of the Bixth came out of a footpath
inlo the lane, and they joined him, looking at his drenched
olothrs 1n surprise,

“ Arcident """ asked Laoder.

Wingate groaned inwerdly.

“Yes-—a tumble into some water,” ha roplied,

“Hard cheese "

“Been exploring the caves, what?"” grinned Carne. I
heard you were going. RBlessed if I can see the attraction,
Looking for the smuggler's treasure 7"

“0Oh, no, just an excursion!" said Wingate.

“ Zeen anything of the convict 7

Wingato started.

“The—the what?” he ejaculated.

“There's & conviet escaped from Blaockmoor Prison,” seid
Carne. * We heard the gun while we were up on the oliffis.”

“Is there?" said Wingate, as carelessly a8 he could. ™ Yes,
I romember I heard the gun before I started from Grey-

oAt

'IE‘iI.I."S. "
“Just the place for him to hide, in the sea-caves,” said
Carne.  “ Lucky for you you dide’t run into him.™

Wingate did nob answer.

Carne looked at the capiain of Greyfriars very curiously,
H-tg:;i honest, ruggtd Wingate was utterly unused to anv kind
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of prevarication. He was a bad hand at keeping a secret.
Carne's questioning catszed him an inward uneasiness which
his expressive face conld not wholly concesl.

“I suppose you haven't met him, Wingate?"” said Carne.

“"Excuse me if I buzz on,” said Wingate, “I'm soaled to
the skin, and I shall begin sneezing soon. So-long !

And he broke into & run for the school gates, which were
now in ¢ight, leaving the black sheep of the Sixth to follow at
their leisnre.

Carne glanced afier him with a very péculiar expression.

“"That's rather queer ! he remarked.

“Ehi" said Loder carelessly.

Loder was thinking chiefly about fifteen shillinga he had

‘lost to Carne that afterpoon, in the little game on the cliffs.

BE

“It'a queer,” ropeated Carne.

“What'a queer? The way you held the aces, do ron
moean 7

Carne laughed.

YNo, T don't! What was Wingnte looking so red and
Austered for whon I asked him if he'd met the convier?”

“ Hanged if I know, or earal’

R A1 & he coukdn't have met him, and decided not to
mention it," eaid Carne, in & very thoughtfui way.

Loder stared.

“YWhy should he?"

“YWell, you know what a tender-hearted ass he is," =aid
Carne, with a sneer. *The man might have pitched him &
i-"llg.r:l.‘ Anybody can get round Wingate, A fog could take

im in” .

Y 0Oh, rot!" said Loder, with a yawn. *If he'd seen the
man, he would give information to the police, 1 suppose.™

* He might—and he might not,” said Carne coolls. “If he
were 453 enough to take pity on the rascal—and he might—"

" Well, it.'ﬁ%ﬁs own business, I suppose.™ '

Y s, too, perhaps.” said Carne,

“Hanged if I sce what you're driving at, Carne!”
Loder impatiently.

U1l explain. Wingate's captain of Greyfnars, and he
caomes down on—well, on anvthing 1 our line, prétty Lard,
We don't have half the chance of & good time thet we
should have if another chap were captain of the school—say
one of our own set.”

"'ﬂhﬂ&'! g0, I_fgdl‘lﬁﬁ'ﬂ LDdl?r; “But—"

b fingate had to go—'

Lader laughed,

H Nine out of ten fellows would vote for Wingate, tf there
wore & fresh election,” he said,

“ But if there wore a fresh election, and Wingate didn't put
up as & candidate, what?"' said Carne, his brows wrinkled.
“Why shouldn't I get in then?™

“Youl" ejaculated Loder,

“Why not?”

“You're talking out of the back of your neck. Wingate
ian't likely to resign the mptainey.”

“ITe might be made to,” said Carne ecoolly. " If Wingate
18 beginning to keep shady socrets, he may be glad to make
terms with & fellow who knows.”

“What rot!" .

Carna shrugged his shonlders, and walked on in silence.

But he was very thoughtful. Very often the thought had
come into Carne’s mind of ousting the popular captain of
Greyfriars; but the idea had alwavs seemed hopeless. Now
it seemed to the cunning senior that there was a ray of hght
It was the barest chance that Wingate had encountered the
cscaped conviet, and was keeping the wretched man’s secret
—otherwise, how was the Greryfriars captain’s evident un-
casincss to be accounted for?

If a strange chance gave him the upper hand, Carne woul:d
not be deterced by any mcruglﬂ from using it to the full,

The black sheep of CGreyfriars had more than once found
Wingate in their way. If he could be removed from their
way, the *“‘sporting set ™ in the Sixth could count upon =
much easier time,

It was & chance—a bare chance. Buat Carne's mind dweit
upon it, and the thonght remained with him.

Meanwhile, Wingate hurried an to the schocl. Coker and
Potter and Greene, of the Fifth, wero in the gateway, and
they stared at the captain of Greyfriars,

“Hallo, you look wet!" said Colker,

“I am wet,"” grunted Wingate.

“Taken a tumble in the caveal?™

¥ Yes, "

“You should have asked me fo come with vou,”™ said
Cloker; *1'd have looked after vou. By the way, Wingats,
about the cricket this season—am I going to play in the %imt
Eleven ™

“TRata ! sard Wingate lacomeally.

“ Look herp—"

said
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But Wingate was gone. [Te hastened across the Close to the
School House, several fellows asking hium, en route, whrii he
was 50 webt, As he entered the School H'ﬂuﬁf-, a slim, dark-
complexioned man met him in the hall, and stared at bim. It
was Mr. Black, the new mathematics-master, who had taken
the kEEaum of Mr. Lascelles, now [ar away at the Front in

akl.

Mr. Black st .

“ Bless my soul ! What 15 the matfer, Wingate §"

Wingate suppr‘}nyrd his impatience.

“T have had a fall, sir, and got wet ™

“¥ou had better change your clothes at once,” said the
mathematics master,

“‘ Yeg, sie 1" -

Wingate hurried to his room, glad to escape questionming at
last. He rubbed himself dry, and changed his clothes. There
was a tap at his door, and he opened it. His chum Courtney
ef the Sixth came in,

“Hallo, I hear you've been swimming with your clothes
on,” remarked Courtney.

Wingate laughed.

“1 -had a tumble in the ecaves,” he said. “Tea readyt”

“¥es; in my stedy, T suppose you haven't geen anything
ctfm l!u;f. giddy escaped convict L;;e fellows ere chatiering
sbout #7

“"Oh, blow the conviet 1™ said Wingate. “I'm fed up with
him ! Let's gzo and have tea—I'm as hungry as a hunter 1"

And the chums of the Sixth went to Courtney’s study for
bea, and the subject of the conviet was dropped.

— —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Biack, But Not Comely |

ANG!
Bob Cherry brought his fist down on the table in
Study Ne, 1.
hT!he table jumped, and so did all the fellows in the
shudy.

“Tt won't do!” growled Bob.

“No, it won't, you ass!” said Wharton. * The table won't
stand that twice ! What are you smashing our furniture for 1%

“We're not going to stand it 1"

“What—the table?”

" Fathead! I'm talking about Black [™

“0Oh, blow Dlack 1"

E_“ 'll}m blowfulness is terrie I purred Hurree Jameet Ram
mgh.

Hob Cherry snorted,

“ Mathematica is rotten, anyway,” he remarked.

“ Hear, hear !

“But we could stand maths when old Latsy was here.”

"Good old Larey I - :

“Larry’s gone to the Front, and blossormed forth into
Lieutenant Lawrence Lascelles,” wsaid Bob Cherry, “'Of
courae, that's ri%?t enough. Larry’s place waa at the Front,
and I hope he's killing Huns by the bushel. But we've got a
no-class, beastly bounder in his place.” '

“Can’t be helped 1" said Wharton, * We've got to stand
Black vntil Lascelles comes back. The Government may wake
_up, and end the war any time, you know.”

" The beast has given mo an imposition !’

"Rotten 1™

"And T haven't done it!"

“Better buck up. with it, -then! Black doesn't like to be
kept waiting for his impots,” remarked Frank Nugent.

‘How could I do it when I've been out on the cli%s all the
- afternoon " demanded Bob warmly.

“Ha, ha! Better explain that to Blackey |”

“The beast wouldn't take that as a gpood reason,” growled
Bob. “'I'm fed up with him. Look hare, we've got to make
Black lcarn his !}lace.”

*“Hear, hear !

There were balf a dozen juniors in Study No. 1, and they
werce all in hearty agreement with Bob Fry.

Mr. Black, the new mathematics master at Greyfriars, was
not popular.

In the first place, it was known that he wae enly a few
months over military age, and he was an athletie fellow, who
wtill played games,~so there was no earthly reazon why he
shouldn’t have been at the Fromt. But Mr. Black evidently
!]E_adn’t the slightest intention of getting anywhere near the

ront. .

Mr. Luscelies, the former mathematics master, had boen
Eopu!ur, and he had thrown up an excellent position to do his

uty for King and Country. The contrast between the two
masters was very unfavourable to Mr. Blaglk.

But that was not oll.  Mr. Black was a moet unpleasant
person.  He was severe, and he was not just.

Mr. Queleh, the master of the Remove, was ssvere, but ho
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was just-—a beast, bok & just beast, so to speak. But Mr
Black was an unjust beast, and that was a fault his pupils
could not forgive. .

He would sometimes move about very quietly, and calch
words that were not intended for his eavs, and punish the
unhappy speakers who had thus put themselves into his powes
—a preceeding that cansed bitter wrath among the juniors.

Bob Cherry  in announcing thet he waa fed up was only
voicing the general feeling of the Hemove, .

Y (Fentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” said Bob Cherry, looking
round, " I hereby call upon this meeting, veprosenting ail that
15 bost st Grevfriars—"

“ Hear, hear 1™

“*Hepresenting the Remove, in fact——"

Bravo ™ 1 .

“I eall vpon this meeting to get ita back up, and put ihd
Black bheast into s place 1’¥ ®

“ Hurray !”

“Thoe hurrayfulness 19 tereific

M Done ! said Squiff, * Lead on, Macduff, and we'll scalp
him first, then boil him in oil, then road him one of Mr,
Asquith’s speeches, and then sirew -the hungry churchyard
with his bones ™

“Ha, ha; ha !

“Don’t be an ass!” growled Bob Cherry. *1 heard the
heast saying to Quelchy that he was thinking of joining in
to help the police hunt down that convict chap. Of course, the
cotiviet ought to be bagged; but my opinion is that the
eonvict 12 a hit better than Black himeelf,™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Indeed 1™ saud a steely voice at the doar.

The jumors spun round in dismay. DBob Cherry gasped.

Mr, Black stood in the deorway of Study No. 1.

There was a glitter in his eyes, and his thin lips were tightly
get, iEwi-:-lcnﬂ;r he had heard Bob Cherry’s unfortunata
remaric. :

Bob stood regted to the floor.

_ Certeinly he had spoken very wnguoardedly, and his reniark
could not ba called vespectiul. Bui, on the other hand, Mr,
Black certainly had no right to come so very guietly along
the passage, with his keen ears and cat-like tread,

“8o that 15 the opinion you have dared to express of your
master, Cherry 7™

“Ahem!" pasped Bob,

“We—we didn't know you were listening, sir,” stammered
Johnny Buil,

Wharton trod on Johnny's foot. Johnny's way of putting i’
was most unfortunate:

A flush eame into the cheeks of the mathematics master,

:: gﬁlrt”ﬂ.rﬁ as impudent as Cherry, Bull 1"

“What explanation lhave you to give of wour words,
Choerrey 1

< Ahem [

“¥ou gre an impudent boy I*

L TU™S L :

“(o to my study and feteh me a cane,” said Mr. Black,

Bob Cherry hesitated for a moment, and then obeyed. Me,
Black surveved the chums of the Remove grimly.

“*1 came here for Cherry’s imposition,” he said, “and I heap
you discussing me in opprobrious terms.”

“Mr. Queleh would take no notice of words overheard by
chance, sir,” said Harry Wharton quietly.

“Mr. Quelch’s metheds are not mune, apparently.

" No, certainly they are net,” said Wharton, with a curl
of the I

Bob U‘]):;Errj returned with the cane, and with a most lugu-
brious expression on his face. Tt was clear that Study No. 1
were ' booked.™

“*¥You will hold out your hands in turn—both hands,” said
Mr. Black., *This atudy i3 the most unruly i the Remove,
I shall see whether I can reduee you to a little better order |?

Swish, swish !

There was no help for it.  Each of the juniors went through
the infliction in grim silence. The amiable master see A
little disappointed that he had not been able to wring a cry
of rp:xm from the juniors. The infliction was just Enishaﬁ, when
a fat face and a pair of large spectacles were projected into
the doorway. :

“I say, you fellows,"” exclaimed Billy Bunter breathlessly,
“what do you think of that ulter beast Black— GE,
crmmba ! \

The Owl of the Remove broke off in complete dismay as he
caught sight of the mathematics master in the study,

“Yh—ogh, dear ! gasped Bunter.

“Vou were speaking of me, Bunter 7' said Mr. Black, in &
grinding voice.

“ MNunno, siel®

:4'1' hﬂ.t lu ;

“I—1 wasn't speaking at all, sir,™ stuttered Bunter.

L
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“Hallo! What the dickens——" Two men in uniform were coming towards the cricket-fleld, and, at a glance,
they were known as warders from Blackmcor prison. Mr. Black walked off the field and met them.
you wani here 2™ he asked,

L

FEEE g reemmemts R = e TRs A =

“ What do
i¥ee Chapler 6)

I really meant to say, sir, that—that I was just going to do
my impot, sir, and—and that we-—we all aémim ¥OIL very
puch, sit, That's what I really meant to say [

" Hold out your hand, Bunter 1™

*Oh, dbar "

Bunter's fat hand came out unwillingly. The cane came
down with a savage swish, and the fat juuior involuntarily
jerkod his hand back. .

Tho cane, meeting with-no resistance, swept downward, and
lashed Mr. Black’s own leg.

The mathematics master gave a yell of agony.

“ Ha, ha, ba!" roarcd Bob Cherry,  “0Oh, yvooooocop!"

The canc sang across his shoulders, and he dodged promptly
round the study table. Then Mr, Black graﬁpctfthc tﬂrr%{'d
Bunter by the collar, and swung him round.

Swish—swish—swish—eawish—awigh |

“Yaroooh! Help! Fire! Muorder! Yooop!™

My, Ttlack tossed the yelling Owl of the Remove nside, and
strode from the study with kn:tied brows.  Bunter ot on the
carpet and roared,

“Ow—ow—ow 1"

“Yow-wow !"” sad Nugeut, rubbing his hands. *“Oh, the
beast!  Yow-wow I

“The yvow-wowlfulness 13 terrific!” groaned the Nabob of
Iihnnirpur.

And in No. 1 Btudy for some considerable time the chiof
sounds nttered were “yow M oand “wow,” mud the feelings of
Harry Wharton & Co. towards the new mathematios master
wore positively Hunnish. ¥
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER
An Iaterrupted Cricket Matchl

6 HERE'S Wingate?” s
The Sixth-Form crickoters on Big Side were
asling that question the 'Eulluwiudg day soon aftor

lessong,  The First Eleven had gone down to

practice, and Mr, Black, the mathematics
master, wis captaining o scratch team to oppose them., Dut
Wingate, the captain, had not turned up.

“Whore the dickens ean he be?"” Courtney said to Valence.

“Hlessed if T know! T saw him cut out on his bike just
after lessons !

“On his bike ?" snid Carne.
just before a practice match !

H Looks like it 1" growled Counrtney.

“ Procions captain for the First Eleven ! snecred Carne.

“(h, rats!"

Courtney was surprised, but was not dis?c-sed to hear any-
thing against bis ehum. e looked anxiously across the Close,
It was not like George Wingate to bo absent when he was
wanted on the field of play.

Mre. Black erossed over to Courtney and his companions,

“* Are you ready?” he asked.

“VWingate isn't here wet, sir,” said Courtney awkwardly.
ST send o fag to fimd lim. Here, Bunter !

Rilly Bunter rolled up, keeping a safe distance from the
mathematics master, however., William George Dunter pre-
ferred giving Mr, Rlack a wide berth.

“He's gone out on his bike

A Grand, Long, Gomplote Btory of Ha
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“Cut off and tell Wingate we're waiting for him," said

Courtney,

“It's all right, Courtney,” said Bunter cheerfolly. *1
happened to see him come in,  He brought in a bundle from
lﬂiﬂ ?Elingc on his bike. T think he's been down to the tuck-
shop. ”

Carne laughe«.

. “'What rot!” growled Courtney., * He wouldn't go down
to the village sh-.‘:}'.l for grub when there’s a shop here—just
before play, too !’

“YWell, T asked him what was in the bundle, and he said I
was a cheeky beast,” said Billy Bunter.  “I'll ask him again
if you hke !’

“Shut up, you voung owl!™

“Hallo! Here he comes '™ said Walker.

Wingate came hurrying down to Big Side in flanncls, his
bat in his hand. He was a little flushed.

“Sorry if 've kept yon waiting,” he said.  “I'm ready.'

And the practice match started. Billy Bunter blinked at
Wingate, and rolled away to the School Houee.  Bunter
was very concerned Bo know what was in the bundle the
captain of Greyfriars had brought in on his ke, But
Wingate's study door was locked, and the Peeping Tom of
Greyfriavs had to give it up.

And as he peered disconsolately through the keyhole into
the study, Peoter Todd's finger and thumb fastened on his
fat ear, and led him away, gently but firmly, to an accom-
paniment of doleful howls from William (eorge Bunter.

The match was between the First Eleven and a seratch team
:&iltained by Mr. Black. ;

r. Black was-a tall, well-built man, with a2 somewhat
narrow and not very cordial face. Ile was & good athlete,
but fow were found to like him for his personal qualities.
There was no love lost between him and the captain of the
school, though they always met with an unvarying show of
politeness.

“I think we shall beat you this time, Wingate,” said Mr.
Black, with a smile, as the two captains mei to toss the coin.

Wingate smiled.
“1 hope not, sir,  Wea shall do our best.”
“Ah, heads it 18!

“Heads " said Mr. Black. You will
bat first, Wingate.”

Wingate and Courtney went to the wicket, but before the
ball was sent down there was a sudden shout,

*“Hallo! What the dickeng—-="

Two men in aniform were coming towards the ericket-field,
F‘u:i at a glance they were known as warders from Blackmoor

Flistn,

The cricketers looked at them in amazement,

“ What do you want heve ” asked Mr. Black. “ Has there
been an escape from the prisont”

¥ ¥eg, sir,” replied one of them. “Didn't you hear the gun
yesterdav ™

“Nao; I was awaxy.”

“We are looking for Lim, sir, and the oibers are seourin
the country in all directions. We thought perhaps some o
the boys might have seen something of him, as it's a holiday
gt the school, sir, and he's hanging about somewhere.”

“XYou may gquestion them,” said Mr. Black. *“It is our
duty fo render you any assistance in our power. By the
WAY, 'H-T.h‘?j : is the man who has escaped—a  desperate

anyone any harm,"” said the warder. * But he's given us &
Jot of trouble. This is the second time he's gob away.” -

Mr. Black changed colour slightly.

“Ah! The same man, Convict 271" he ashed.

“Tho same, sir. You heard about that, then?” ]

“Yes," szaid Mr. Black: “I heard about it. Well, I wish
vou every success!” :

He returned to the cricket-field. 1

During this colloguy the teams had walted with a gﬂmﬂ
deal of impatiennce. Anybody but Mr. Black would have
been sharply ealled to order for acting in such a manner,
but the mathematics master had the privilege of doing as he
liked. He rejoined his team, and play started, and the
cricketers were soon hard at it,

The warders, taking advantage of Mr. Black's permission,
gskad questions of & good many of the boys about the ground.
Of the players,. of course, they eould ask nothing, and so
George Wingate escaped the ordeal of queatinnin?‘.

The two men in uniform presently disappeared, long before .
the gpame ended. Wingate, who, of courze, guessed their
business, was glad te see them go.

The keenness Mr. Black usually showed in the game was
gono now. e was ahsent-minded, and missed chances, a
more than once both followers and opponents stared at him,
wonderjng what had come over him since his interview with
the two warders from Blackmoor Prison.

The match ended with Greg{'riar; First victors, but the
defeated eleven falt that their failure was due tao theie
captain’s lack of interest in the game, and looks the reverse
of atable were cast st him as the cricketers strolled off.

Mr. Black was unheeding of all.  He left the ground
quickly, and, having changed his <lothes, he quitted the
echool, and he did not return until a late hour that night.
Where he had been he told no one.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Night Expedition!
LEVEN struck from the school clock. As the lask
stroke died away, Wingate opened his study door.
The corridor was dark and silent. Greyiriare
School was asleep, save, perhaps, that one or two
of the masters were burning the midnight oil.

Wingate's face was very grave, but quietly resolute. He
knew that he was about to break the rules of the theh
but his promise was to be kept, and he regarded his intend
he_Ilp to the unhaﬁpy fugitive in the light of a sacred duty.

ha man who had risked his life and liberty for another
was no common criminal, and Wingate fully believed the
conviet’s doclaration that he was an innocent man. He
believed him, too, when he said that he was an old Greyfriars
boy, and had a son at the scheol. For many reasons he was
determined to help the unhappy man who had eseaped the
iron gup of the law.

The captain of the school had mads his preparations earliet.
Hiz purchases had been made in Friardale, and he had
dona the work of caterer well, His cricket-bag was stuffed
ta its utmost limits, There were other things in a package
in his cost-pocket, such as a can of ol for the hinjcir-lamp,
matches, candles, and a towel.

To wisit the caves in the daylight was risky, espeeially
carryang a parcel. TFor the sake of the convict, it was neces-

-
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sary to go alter dark, and the captain could onle cicape
eurious questions by going when the rest of the school had
bean wrapped in slumber. It was a serious infraction of
the school rules, but Wingate was satisficd that he was
doing his duty, and so he went about it quictly and
resolutely,

He had extinguished his light. He went quietly down the
passage and deseended into the Hall, A door mn the rear of
the School House gave him egress into the Close, and the
Test was easy.

He crossed rapidly towards the gates, and suddenly stopped,
his heart beating at the zound of a feotstep. In a moment
4o had stepped %ehind one of the big elms.

A man passed lum, walking quickly towards the Honse.
Wingate caught a glimpse of him, and recognised Mr. Black.
The master was looking tired and depressed. He disappeared
in 8 moment or two, and Wingate, congratulating himself
upon his narfow escape, went on to the gate. '

It took him but a minvte to climb it and drop down into

the road outside. Thon, with the bag under hiz arm, he set
off rapidly towards the shingly path leading downo to the
CAV(S, :
. Onece or twice ag he went down the lane he fancied he
heard a footstep hehind him. IIe stopped and looked back,
but conld see nothing in the dim shadows. He put it down
to fancy, and strode on, and at last reached the cave.

Grim and gloomy looked the preat Shoulder in the black-
ness of night, with the sea. invisible in the darkness, rolling
with a sullen murmur upon the rocks at its base.

Wingate stumbled over the shingle, striking matches
geveral times to assure himself that he was on the right
path. At last he stood within the cave. .

Btanding there in the darkness, he began to whistle softly,
and then more loudly.

G st 1 .

It was an ecrie voice from the darkness, It made Wingate
atart in spite of himself.

“You are there? he said.

““Burnt out."

“1 have brought you a can of oil for it, and some grub—
enough to last you some days. I haven't becn able to get
any clothes.™

Y Never mind., Tleavens, I am starving!™

Wingate struck a vesta., The cave way ver
canvict was white and shivering.
Contpassion. ;

“I wish I could get you some blankets or something,” he
aaid, *“[ was pretty well loaded this time, but I will come
again. Anyway, I'll leave you my overccat.”

“No, no! It will be missed, an &

“That will be all right.”

. Wingate laid down his parcels, and took off his coat. It
was quite big enough for the man, and he gave » grunt
of relicf as he felt its warm folds round him.

By the light of a vesta Wingate refilled the lantern, and
then lighted 1t The econvict opened the bag, and his
!a_n‘ltrf[;‘hed ovés danced as he saw the store of good things
within.

“You are very kind!" he mid, in a choking voice. "1
I:I.:?I”almmt ceased to believe in human natare. God bless

ou ! .

% “You seved my life!" said Wingate.

The man ate ravenously, and yef with a. certain decency
which showed that, convict as he was, he had been accus.
tomed to beiter things.

Wingate waited while he ate. He wanted to get back fo
the school as soon asg he could, but he knew how much human
companionship must mean to the man who had been shut
up n the cavern for so long alone, and so he determined
to linger for a while.

“You must take care not to leave any traces,’ he
remarked. ‘'The warders are pretty certain to zearch the
caves for you.'

The conviet nodded. :

“1 have found a recess in the rocks,” he replied. "It i3
high up the side of the cave, some distance in, and ¥ think I
can hide there in security if the caves are searched. RBhall
I zee vou again?"

“Yes; it wouldn't do to come here 1n the daylight, but
$0-INOrrow nir.(lh!- I'll try and pay you another visit,” said
Wingate. “I'll brmﬁ‘}'gau the clothes then, if I can. If you
really have a safe hiding-place, though, it would be best
for vou to lie low here for a few days before you make a

“Where 13 the lantern®

cold, and the
Wingate's face was full of

run for it." S

“Yes, I was thinking of that. Xave yon seen anvthing of
the warders?"

HYes: two of them came along this afternoon while we
were at cricket. They asked some of the fellows if they had
geen yvou, but I was plaving, so they couldn’t question e,

“ Mo one suspects that you have seen me ™

“No one, I think, unlegs——=" -

Wingate pansed.
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“Toleas? repeated tho convietb anxioualy. ;

“There's one chap. _He seemed to suspect that something
had_happened when I told of my tumble in the caves,
replied Wingate. *“Ouce or twice in the cvening he's made
references to the matter. But I don't see how he can really
suspect anything of the truth. 8till, if he smelt a rat, I
would ask him to Leep quict, and T axpect he would.”

* ¥You think vou could teast him ¥

“1 believe so.”

“Who is het™

A fellow named Carne.” .

The convict bent and fumbled in the bag, and Wingate could
not see his face.

“Wes," said the man, after a long panse. ¥ Dut you'll
keep the seerct from him if you can, won't you? ¥ou won's
let him kpow snythiog about it if you can possibly help it 1"

“Certainly not 1™

“1 should fecl terrifiod # I thonght anybody else knew,™
said the conviet nervounly, *RKeep it from hpn ™

“That’s all right. I dare say he'll have forgotten about
it by to-morrow.” ;

“You had better- return now,” said the convict abruptiy.
T must not keep you ont.  Heaven blees you for what you
have done 1

“ Good-night, then!™

“Good-night, my boy !™

Wingate etrode out of the cave.

The convict, lantern in hand, retired into the recessea of
the black cavern. Wingate turned up the shingly path, and
after a few paces ran rigﬁt into a dusky form.

In a moment his grip had fastened upon it.

“Who are yon i ‘Wﬁat are you doing here B¥
"ﬁ'" Hands off 1" said a8 sullem voice. **Hands off, George

ingate ™

Wingate released him in sheer astonishment, for it was the
voiee of Arthur Carne !

There was & tense silence for some momonts, Then Win-
gate strotched out hia hand again, and caught Carne by the
BT, .

“Come ! he said bricfly.

Carne sneered.

" Afeaid your conviet Friend will hear va 7" he asked.

“"Come!” repeated Wingate, and there was a tono in his
voice which mode Carne think it wes best to obey withoud
further demur. . o ) :

With the eaptain’sy hand still on his arm, Carne walked by
hia side till they had left the shingle path, and stood under
the trfilﬂs in the lane leading to the school. Then Wingate
stopped. . .o

In the dim Ii§ht of the stars they stood facing cach other.
Carne was a little pale, but his brow wore a smile of malicious

sutisfuction, Wingate's brow was very stern.
“¥ou followed me?" he anid.
Carne nodded.
i “"’hF?ll'

“Ta find out what vou were up to.”

“* And what was your motive for playing the np;ur:!"

“Do vou want to know?" asked rne, with a sneer.
“ 'l tell you, then. ¥ou put up for captam of {‘.'rm{irmrs.nmi
beat me at the poll. T don’t complain of that—the fellows had
a right to select whomsoover they chose; but the captain
Creyiriars is supposcd to have *i.'“ honour of the school at
heart. A fellow who consorts with convicta has no right to
hold such a post I™

Wingate's teeth set hard. . :

“1 suspeeted something was up this afternoon,” continued

Carne.  *You gave yourself away. Then I found out thab
¥ou were getting provisions together, and you borrowed a can
of oil of Walkes.”

Wingake smiled bitterly.

“You should be a detective,” he said.

“ At all events, I bowled you out,” said Carne. “It was
pretty plain to me, and I made uwp my mind to watch you.
I guessed what the grub was for, and that you'd fry to geb 1
to the cave after dmi;- When I saw you breaking bounds in
the middle of the night, of course I knew where you were
going. I followed.™

“T.ike a rotten, cowardly spy I

“ Hard ngmes break no bones,” said Carne.  * Of course, i
the man’s a friend of yours, I suppose you can't be blamed
for sticking to him. If he's your father or your uncle, or
anything Like that—"

'Hold your tongue !’

Caene gave a_chuekle. .

“ Certainly.  But T suppose he's a relation of some kind, oe
you wouldn't be duing all this for him. " _

“‘He iz nothing at all to me, but be saved my life when I
fell into a pool in the cave.”

“Quite romantic! And, of course, he assured you that

“COKER’S CONSCRIPT " Ao a o s o
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to pase. But he held
Wingate in the hollow
of his hand now, and he
knew it.

Wingafe's explanation
of  having  befricnded
the  escaped  conviet
might or might not be
bolieved; Twt nothing
could alter the fact that
Wingate had succoured
a fugitive from justice.

Whatever hiz motive,
he had refrained from
giving the police warn-
ing of the hiding.place
of the convict, e had
taken him food. Uhat
was niore than enough
to rein Wingate if ib
were known,

Carne's eyes glits
tered a3z he thought of
it. The hour had come
to feed st his old.
grudge against the cap- -
tain of Grovfriars!

Wingate knew it, {oo,
To ask a favour of a fel-
bow like Carne—a fellow
whom he despised {rom
his wery soul — went
hard apmnst the grain,
But he thought not only.
of himself, but of the
poor, white-faced wretch
shrinking in tho Jark-
ness of the cavern unde
the rocky Shoulder, mu&
e made the effort,

“Well, why don't you
speak ¥ said Carne ab
fast. “ You've kept me
hore to jaw—why Jdon'g
vou jaw !

Wingate drew a deep
breath.

“Are vou poinz to

TR WS E— LT

Wingate released his kold upon the rock, tiok a gri;} npon (he mn‘b‘iﬁt’ﬁ.lnkitﬂ,
and .th:n, catching at his clothing, begaa to climb.
(See Chapter 3.)

betray thut poor fellow,
Carne B

“What poor fellow 1™
sneered Chrnde,

“The convict in the

he was an innocent man, deeply wronged, and so forth,” gaid
Carne, with a snecr.

“He did, and I believed him.™

“ More icol youl”

Carne turned away to walk to the school.

“Htop a mnute, Carne!" said Wingate quietly.

Carne shrugged his shoulders,

Y Is late! I'm going back !

Wingate made a siride towards him, and gripped him by
the shoulder with so fierce a grip that 2 ory of pain was
forced from the senior’s lips. :

Carne locked at the captain of Greylriars with burning
eyes,

“Let me go!” he muttered thickly.

“Youwve chosen to come here spyimg! Now you can wait
ss long as I choose!” said Wingate, between his teeth.

His hand had dropped from Carne’s shoulder, but his fists
were clenched now, his eyes glewming like stecel. Carne, a
little pale, stood still.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Upper Hand !

INGATE of the Bixth waa silent for some moments,
his breath coming quickly. Carne stood watch-
ing his face in the pale starlight, his thin lips
curled in a sneer, his eves glittering like a snake’s,
He heid the upper band, though he had shrunk

under the hard grip of the Greyfriare captain. His tingling
shoulder, hurt by that fierce grip, made him more and more
bitter. He knew that Wingate could have smashed him
with a blow, and that knowledge was encugh to turn his
whaole nature to malice.

It was the first time that the black sheep of the Sixth had
lield the upper hand of the captain of the school; it was a
poraibilit l;u had longed for, but hardly expected to come

THE Lfmmrr LiBRARY.—No, 428

pave.”

“1 don't consider him a poor fellow,” replicd Carne. * He's
g_ruffizn—a criminal escoping from justice. 1 haven't any
pity to waste on him. " - o

“ Are you going to betray him? That's my question !

“T don't call 1t betraying. It’'s a fellow's duty to give
information to the police n such a case.”

“ And you're going to act purely from a sense of duty?%
sald Wingate bitterly,

“Certainly 1™

“You spied on me from a sense of duty, I suppose 7"

Carne EEI‘HE‘E’-&L‘ hiz shoulders. i .

“Hard words break no bones,” he rephed. " Following
you wasn't quite as bad as what you're dﬂiﬂ%, 1 suppose ™

“Never mind that., The man risked his lite to save ming
when T had my tumble in the cave yesterday alterncon.™

“He didn't save my life!” said Carne, with a yawn. |

“He's starving,” said Wingate. “1 couldn't get to him
last night, though I wanted te. He's had nothing to eat for
thirty hours.”

“He should have stayed in prison. He'll have a square
meal when he gets back to Blackmoor [ grinned Carne.

“Then you've made up your mind '™

“1've got my duly to do.”

Wingate broke out angrily.

“ Drop that 1" he exclaimed. *I know how much sense of
duty a fellow has when he plays the rotten spy ™

“Ts that all you've got to say ?" asked Carne calmiy., *“If
Et is,:‘  We may as well be gettng back to Greyfriars. It's
Bte.

“AWil von keep this matier seeret, Carnel?™

“Why should 11" ;

“Why shonldn’t wou?"" zaid Wingate,
auy good to give ihe poor beggar away.” .

“ Nor any good to keep the maiter secret,” eaid Carne
coaily.

“It won't do yom
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“Yeun mesn that

you've got this up
against e, and that
you're determined  to
use it?" said Wingate,
between his teeth,
“Why not?”  Carne
was i.mginning to enjov
the gituvation now,
“Youve never been
YOry Casy onm e, You
unccend in o as capan
g? Grayfriars when
wanted. the place.
You'vo threatondd to re.
port me for smoking,
you've burnit a pack of
cards in my study,
_F{_m't'u stopped mo 54.-.:1‘{!-
mg fags down to Frinr-
dalie for things I want.
You've had the upper
hand, and you've used
it.  MNow Y've got the
glr?pﬂ hand, whpy
shoaldn's T use it just

the same?”

“1 suppose s o
geod tallong to you¥”
sald Wingnto.

“Not much, cer-
tainly 1V

Wingate'as hands
clenched harder. It was

all he conld do to keep
his fst from  dashing
into the cool, sardooic
facd before him.

Carne understosd, and
be etepped back a little,

“ Have you finished ¥
ho asked. It may be
bad for both of us to
wazte time. Old Black
waz nosing about the
Close when I eame out,
and I dodged him. If
he spota us that will be
the end of the secret,

» ‘H' i 3

. : "l':"'_... i

anyway.

“1 saw him," 5:1:&
waae” (o oy | Gilering fike s sk

that he should-be ont of

"‘ngata was silent for some minutes, his breath coming quickly. Carne stood
watching his face in the pale starllgli;it, his thin lips curled in a sneer, his eves
Y Well, w

don’t you speak ?" sald Carme, at last,

{8es Chapter B.)

bed this time of night.”

Carne laughed,

“1 fancy he's been out helping to look for your pet
conviot, "

“What 1" .

“I fancy so. He's talked ahout doing 1it, anyway; and
ba'd be all the more determined because Quelechy and Prout
wero down on the idea, That's the kind of man he 15"

“He's not likely to find him," said Wingate, after a pause.

HMat without help, perbaps,” returned Carne, smiling.
HWith a word from me, he would find him easily ennugﬁ
In an hour he could F:rring_ a crowd of the Territorials from
Wapshot Camp and ropo him n.™

1 ask you to hold your tongue about this, Carne.”

“You can ask ™

“And you refuee i’

“Why shouldn’t T3

Wingate's eyes blazed.

“You cowardly cad! Tell me what you mean to do—yes
or no ! Hae strode towards the cad of tie Sixth as he spoke,
- Carne backed awa}y quickly.

“None of that!"” he saud.  “ As a matter of fact, I haven’t
decided yet. L'm going to think it over.” :

“To decide what i3 your doty ! said Wingate bitterly.

“To decide whether it will pay me best to speak or to hold
my tongue,' said Carne coolly. “¥on may be able to make
it wortg my while to keep silent.” ;

“Tf you want money, I've precious little of that!" gaid the
captain of Greyfriars contemptuounsly. :

“(th, T don't want your money! There are other thirgs.
But this isn’t the place to discuss all that. I'll speak te you
to-morrow,” gaid o,

“ And until then—’ .

Tur Macrer Lisrary.—No. 428

“Until then, munt's the word !* 2

*¥ou will sav nothing al least without giving me warning
firet 7" asked the Grervfriars captain,

“¥ra; that's a go."

“Very welll That's enough.” :

Wingate strode away without another word. Carne of the
Sixth looked after him, with a mocking licht in his cyes, and
burst into & =oft laugh. He followed on Wingate's track
more slowly.

“ The upper hand I he muttered. *It's the upper hand at
last, and I've got him fairly down! He can have the night
to think it over, and to-morrow the choice of disgrace and
expulsion or of knuckling under!™ .

{F.:arne laughed again softly. .

“yptain of Greviriars I he murmured. as he strode away
through the derkncss towards the schocl. * Loder laughed
at the sdea—but—we shall see! Without that hound in the
way—why not?"” ] ) .

Cturne laid his head on the pillow that night in a mood of
complete satistaction. Matters were going well for the cad
of Greyfriars. Bui there was little sleep for George Wingate.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
No Chance for Bunter!

4 OMETHING'S up!"™ _
It was Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfiiars,
who made the remark.

A group of Remove fellows were chatting in the

Close after morning lessoms the next day. when

Wingate of the Sixth came cut of the School Ilouse. Several
glances {ollowed Wingate,



12 THE BEST 3° LIBRARY P® THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3° LIBRARY. "

The Greyiriars captain’s usually sunny brow was clowded,
I.hﬂd_ he did not secin to ses the Remove fellows as he passcd
them. :

““Something’s up!” repeated the Bounder.  * Anybody
know what's wrong with Wingate "

“Caught o cold after his ducking the other day, perhaps.”
said Bob Cherry.

The Bounder shool: his head.

“1t isn't that.”

“He looks pretty glum,' sald Haerey Wharton.,  “ Blesscd
¥ I can see why. The first cleven i3 in great, form for the
malch with Rookwood.”

“ Almost up to the form of the Remove cleven, by Jove I
said Bob,

And there was a langh,

"1 sav, vou fellows—" -

“ Halln, hallo, hallo! Here's Bunter! Te!l us all about it,
Bunter.”

“0h, really, Cherpy———"

“You know all about it!”- said Bob. “You must! You
happencd to tie your boot-lace near a kevhole, and vou lLeard
all about it! Don't say you didn't!"

“Ha, ha, hat"

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully at the humorous Hob..

“ Biossed if [ know what thers is to cackle at!™ he said.
“What aro you asking me about, you ssa? IF vou want
advice about the 5t. Jim's match, I'm willing to give it, I
should recommend Wharton to turn vou out of the cleven,

Cheery—-""'

“ And put e in your place Then there wouldn’t be much
doubt of a sweeping victory,” said Billy Buunter,

“For 8t, Jim's?

“Ha, ha, ha "

. “No, you 33! For Grevfriara!” said Bunter. *“You
Bllows know the way I play cricket.”

“Wao do—we does,” said Squifi. “But ericket isu't the
subject hefore the meeting now, Bunter., Wa want to know
what'a uﬁi with old Wingate, Haveu't vou been making any
of your keyhole discoveries '

“On, really, Field—"

“The downfulness in the mouth of the esteemed Wingate is
terrific ! remarked Hurrce Jomset Ram Siagh. * Perhaps-
fll“‘jj" he had reclklessly backed the wrong geeges,”

“Fathead "

“My esteemed chums——" -

. “Oh, T know all about Wingate I said Bunter airily.  As
it happens, T chanced to be stooping to—to admire the land-
soapo cutside his etudy door——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

o A mean, to tic my shoe-buttons-—I mean, to button up
my shoe-lace—that i3 to say—" _

“Never wind what you weren't doing,” said Bob Cherry.
*We know where your fat ear was all tho time."

“0Oh, really, Cherry ! I happened to hear——"

“Well, don’t tell wa what you happened to hear, vou fat
Prugsian !

“Why, you were asking me!” said Bunter indignantly.
“And now I jolly well won't tell you, though I really thinlk
it'e hard on old Wingate to be dunned for money by a fellow
hike Carne.”

““-":hill.'-?” .

“Wingate havd up?” ejaculafed Squiff,

Bunter nodded,

“Yes, I bappened to hear Carne speaking to him in his
study—quite by chance, of course. Carne said: ¢ I've got the
upper hand bow, and you'd better get that jnte your head.” "

Bow-wow !

“He did!” howled Bunter. “And Wingate said: * You
ecad, Carpe ' ™

“*Well, that sounds like old Wingate,” grinned Bob Cherry.
#He alwayas hits out atraight from the shoulder.”

" Then he gaid—" went on Bunter,

“Rats 1"
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“No, he didn’t. He said: * What do you ask to hold your
tongue about the whole matter, Carne¥" And then tho beast
hoard me at the door, and gpened it, and—and kicked me,2
said Bunter, I tried to explain that I was tying my boot-
lace, and he wouldn't even listen. He kicked me.”

“(iood old Wingate ! said Bob Cherry. *I hope it hurt I

““Oh, really, Chorrg—"

“Lrentlemen, -:!:a]fs, and fellows!™ said Bob,
us to follow the noble example of-our captain,”

“Hear, hear?™ :

“I—I eay, you fellows, don’™ play the giddy ox, you kuow,'
satd Bunter, in alarm. **Besides, I've rot a splendid scheme
for belping old Wingate ont of his fix.'

* Bow-wow !"

“I'm expecting a postal-order shortly—="

¥ Bror-rr [ ;

*When my postal-order comes,"” said Bunter, with dignity,
LI shall lend 1t to old Wingate.”

“He will be old Wingate then, and no mistake!” eaid
Bquiff. *“ Vencrable, ancient Wingate would be nearer the
mark."™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

* Meanwhile,” said Dunter, *I'm thinking of raizing a fund
for Wingate. If you fellows care to contribute, I'll take
char e":f the money. I'll take every shilling to—"

“To the tuck i

*“ No, you fathcad! To Wingate!”

“ Wingate would see a lob ot it—I1 don't think ! remarked
the Bounder. “*Now, then, who's going to follow Wingate's
cxample " :

“¥You and I and all of us!"™ chuckled Bob.

And thore was a rush for Bunter.

The Ow] of the Bemove fled for hia life, and three or four
boots clumped on his fat person as he fled. Billy Bunter
vanished, with & howl. And that was all the reward the Owl
of the Remove roceived for his generous scheme of helping
;i"n'iréga.tc out of his suppoeed difficulty by means of a2 Remore

Hnd.

“It'a up to

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Coker to the Rescue!

HERE +was no doonbt that there was something wrong
with Wingate that day.
Evervhody noticed it.
George Wingate was not the kind of fellow to keep
a secret casily, especially a troublezome sccret.

He was in {:fame'ﬁ wer, and he knew it; and to be in the
power of a foliow he despised was harassing.

And he locked harassed, and his looks were remarked upon
on all sides, In the Little world of school the captain of Grey-
friave cut a prominent figure, and he was natuerally the
eynosure of all oyce, . s g

Harry Wharton & Co. had noticed 3t first. Temple, Dabney
& Co of the Fourth were talking about it. Coker of the
Iifth observed it, and confided to Potter and Greene his
opimon that Wingate had misgivings about the 3t. Jim's and
Roockwood matches.

T fec]l rather sorry for the eilly ass," Coker said gencrously.
“He's beghming to feel that he's not guite up to fhe biznew,
you know. I gha'n’t offer him my services again. But if
approaches me in a proper epirir, I sha'n’t refuse my cap for
the eleven, T shall play, for the sale of the echool, and let
bywones be bygones.™

And Potter winlked at Greene, and agreed that that was
quite genorous of Horace Colier,

But, {o Colier’s aurl.i»rm-, Wingate did not ufpmar:h him in
a proper spirid, or, indeed, approach him at all,

Coker reflected on the malter, and took counsel with his
chums, Potter and CGreens listened to him as solemnly as
they eould, but it was really a little diffcult to keep serious
when Horace Cokor talked ericket or football.

“You've notiecd about Wingate ' Coker remarked that
afternoon,

Potter nodded carclessly.

“I'raps he's pot the toothache,” he sugpested.

“Tren't be a funny ass, Georgse Potter ] ¢'s worrying over
the 8t Jim's match, of course !™

“Well, Tet hinn worry [ aatd Greene,
worry, as cricket captain, ain't iL¥™

“That's all very well. But i o fellow could help him out, &

“TIt's hiz place to

Jellow might do &, cven i he's & fellow whom a fellow has

treated rather badly, and not as a fellow has a right to cxpect
of a fellow,” said Coker thoughtiully.

“What a lot of fellows ! murmured Potter,

“Eh? What's that?"

*1 mean, exactly, What about tea ¥ asled Pottor,

“ MNever mind tea,  I'en thinking of helping Wingate out of
liis troubles,” said Colier. " Ho hasn’t approached me vet,
I expectod him to, but he hasn’t. Now, the question arises,
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could a [ellow, coimistontly with that fellow’s personal dignity,
epproach him instead, in a frank and manly way 7"

“Is that a conundrum "

“You funny aes "' roared Coker. *This ia a eorious matier,
The result of the St, Jim's match depends on this, and, in
fact, the whole prospects of the cricket scason for Greyiriave.”

“Oh!*" said Potter and Greene.

CHI'm willing to listen te your advice,” said Coker. “Do
vou think that without too big a sacrifice of dignity, I might
make the first approaches on the subjest ™

“Why not?” said Potter, closing one eye at Greene. ‘"o
te Wingate’s study and offer to help him cut it

“ And then he'll help yvou out!” remarked Greene.

Coker glared at Greene. )

“What do you think, Potter?” he asked “It's clear
enough to me that Wingate realises that he can't do without
me in the cricket team, but he's too jolly proud te make-tho
first advances. It's worrying him. ght I to let bygones
be bygones, and make the first stop ¥ _

“Certainiy ! said Potter. “Go and put him out of hia
misery, and then we'll have tea.”

“You really think soi”

“ertminly 17 ]

“Woll, T agree with you 1™ gaid Colker. “ A fellow in my
position can afford to make some small sacrifice of personal
dignity for the general good. Don't you think so?”

“Ha, ha!—I mean, yes, certainly ! Tt's what the whole of
the Fifth Form would expect of you, Coker!" '

“Phen I'N do it !” aunounced Cokey determincdly.

Ok, ddo ! murmured Potter. _

Horace Coker made his way to Wingate's study, in the
Sixth-Form pessage, with a lofty but at the same time benevo-
lent expression on- his face. Coker wes going to do a noble
thing, and he realised it. His intention, n frel, was to b
generous. i L

He tapped st Wingate's door, and opened it. (arue, of
the Sixth, was in the study with the captain of Greyfriars,
He looked round irritably as Coker entered.

“Halle 1" said Wingate. _

“Hallo 1" said Coker cheerily.
old chap!™ ) )

H T'i."ellil,'what do you want?” asled Wingate, not particu-
Iarly pleased at being addressed as “old chap ” by Colker, of
tha Fifth. :

“ About that little trouble on your mind!™ said Coker
agrecably. )

Wingate jumped, and Carne started back a little.

@ About what?*” exclaimed Wingate. )

# About what'e been worrying you lately 1" said Coker. "I
can set the whole matter right, Bnd I'm going to do it!”

“What the dickens do you mean?” growled Wingate,
“YVau don't know anything about it!"

Coker smiled genially. . ;

“Y¥es, I know all about it!" he said,

# You—you klmw;.?” cjaculated Carne.

# (Yertainly I do !’ . _

“ Have Flgu beon spying, too?" shouted Wingate, spving-
ing to his feet.

Coker jumped. _

“Spying ! What do you mean? It docsn't need much spy-
ing to eeo that you're bothered about our prospects for the
44, Jim's match [ he said. *

Wineate stared at him for & moment, and then burst into
8 laugh. For a moment he had supposed that Coker Lknew
the secret of the hidden convict in the sea-cave,

H¥ou ass ! said Wingate. _

“Took here, Wingate, I quite understand how you fecl
about it,” said Coler; " but you needn’t have any wmieasiness
—none at all. I'm an accommodating chap [*

““What on earth are vou driving at?'" .

“ About the cricket. You feel that the team isn’s completo
without me, but after refusing my services in a foolish and
obstinate way, you don't feel melined to ask me to play for
Greyiriars. 1 understand perfectly. Well, T'm going to put
my pride in my poclket, for the sake of the achosl—"

“Eh¥™ )

# And offer mv serviees again 1" said Coker magnanimonsly.
“There you are! And here I am. D' at your service for
the 8. Jim's match, Wingate [” s

“ Fla, ha, ha!” voared Wingate, while Carne grinnped,

Coker stared. :

#Where docs the cackle eome in?"” he demanded warmly.
#Don't you understand, Wingate? ID'm offering you my
gervices a5 a cricketer,” ] 1 .

“Many thanks!™ zaid Wingate, laughing. “I'm net in
want of them ab present, When I'm plaving a givls’ schicol
ar n team specially passed by Army docters, 'l call on you,
Coker; nobt before 17 z L

“You don't want me " ejaculated Coker, in astonishmont,

H'Phanlks, nal” _—

¢ But—but I thousht that was what you were worrzming
shout ™
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Wingate laughed, . ) .
“You've mada a shight mistake, that's all  Good-bye I

" Look hepo——*"

“There's the door ! hinted Wingatoe.

“ Biow the door!" said Coker wrathfully. “I've come here
to talk ericket to you, Wingate., If you haven't sense cnough
to play me in the flirst eleven, it's time Greyfriavs had o new
captain ™ -

“Well, when Greyfriars has a new eaptain vou may bave a
chance of playing for Greyfriars.” said Wingate; “ not beforg
that. At present yvou'd better go and offer vour services to
sorne comic cinema mevchant ! Good-bye 1™

“You silly ass ! roarcd Coker.

“ Buzz off I

“You crass dummy ¥

“Get out !’

“I've a jolly good mind to mop up the study with you?!
I've a——  Yarooh! JTezgo! Why, I'll smash you! LI
— Yoooop I ‘ :

(oker sat down in the passage, and Wingate closed his
door. (oker sat for some momentg recovering his breath.
Mr. Black came along the passage, and nearly fell over the
great man of the Fifth. He uttered an angry exelnnation.

“What arc you doing there, Coker? How dare you play
such childish tricks!” cxuclaimed the mathematics master, “1
shall voport this to My, Prout! Gol"

Uoker went, gasping. _

He came into his study with & brow like a thunder-cloud.
Potter and Greene reparded him with smiling mguiry.

“TrHd Wingate jJump at vour offer?™ asked Potter.

“Or did he jump ot you?"” queried Greene. '

Horace Coker did not reply. His feelings just then were
too deep for words in the English language, Only German
could have done justice to them.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mr, Black Makes a Request!

L 00K here, Carne——"'
Wingate broke off suddenly, as another tap came

4 &t the door.

2 “Come in!" he rapped out.

Wingate was feeling restive.  Carne, of the

Sixth, had come to his 5tudly, and the Grepfriars caploin
linew that he haed come to make terms—his price for keeping
the secret of the hidden conviet, .

Tt was Mr. Bleck who entered -the stwdy in vesponse to
Wingate's sormewhat surly invitation.

He nodded to the two seniors.

“1 wish fo speak to »ou, Wingate I

“ Yes, sir.”

(‘nrne made & movoment towards the door, but the mathe-
matics magter signed to him to remain. ’

“Tre not go, Carne.  You may hear what T have to sy,

“Vory well, sir!” said Carne, somewhat wonderingly.

“Vou are aware that o conviet has recently escaped from
Blackmoor Prison " said Mr. Dlack. ;

The two Sixth.Formers exchanged an involuntary za:l_-ﬂu':um*+

* Yo, eir,” said Carnc. “We heard the gun on W cdnes
day."” i

'!;T]m police, so far, have beon unable to irack him, Elmugﬁ.
assisted by men lent by the Commandant ot Wapshot Camp,
eaid the ruthematice master.  *OF course, such o man belig
at liberty is a danger to the neighbourhood. It may lead to
school Lounds being restricted. For the sake of ti'lrl'!‘ whola
countryside, the man ought to be caught as guickly =e
possible.” . ) !

Wingate nodded without speaking. He did not agpree with
the mathematics master, but he was nob disposed to argue
with him. : ;

“Now, I have not bren long at thiz school, awl 1 linomw
little of the lic of the land in this vicinity,” went on Mr.
THack, “but many of the Greylriars boys, of course, know
the countyy thovoughly.™ _

“ hJogt of ws do, sir!” sau] Wingale,

“1 have thought, thercfore, that somce of 1he nhiﬂ-“ha
might offer theiv nid to the police,” said Mr. Black. “The
prefocts of the Sixth, for example, You yoursclf, Wingate,
mighi e very usefnl”™ ;

“ Porhaps g0, siel” said Wingate drily, . ]

“1t ie, of course, your duty.- May I take if that yon will
Juvete your next fmfi-hn'lidag.r to hclping the police in their
soarch for this dangerons man $"

Wingate shook his head.

“ We're playing cricket, siv 1™

ale. Black's brows darkened.

"COKER’'S CONSCRIPTI" *&iitn e vanuk tonanse”
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“You will not place a pame before your duty, I suppese,
Wingate I - s

“71 don't vegard it as mv duty, sir!” said the Greyiriavs
captain bluntly. “If the Head should agk me, that is =
Hifferent matter !

The mathematics master fushed.

“ You would accede to a request from the Hlead, when you
Fefuso one from me ! he exclaimed.

“1t would be a different matter, sie. I don't fecl in the
Yeast inclined to lend a hand ﬂﬁﬂlnﬂt the poor wretch !

“What do vou say, Carne ™ asked Mr, Black, turnng his
back on Wingate.

“T'Il help vou with pleasuce, sir!"” said Carne cordially.
“T've 20 doubt at all that the scoundrel ought to be secured
s so0y- a5 possible [

“Very good. " Walker and Valence have also promised to
assist,” miid Mr. Black. “T have done what T could myself,
but mw lack of knowledge of the country hoe been in my
way. I am disappointed, Wingate, to see that you have so
Little desire to lend assistance in upalmi-:iing law and order.”

“I am sorry. sif,”" said Wingate.

“Porhaps vou may think fit to change your mind !’ ex-
claimed the mathematics masier angrily.

“T think not, sir,” ssid the Groyliriars captain calmly,

“This iz impertinence, Wingate I

Wﬁl!gﬁta remained silent. He lad nothing to say to that,

Mr. Black gave him an expressive look and quitted the
studv. Wingate looked rather puzzled. Why thoe new
mathematics master of Greyfriars should be so keen in hunt-
ing for the unfortunate zefugee was & mystery to hum,
Carne, too, felt perplexed. He could not understand Nr.
Black's motive.

“Evervhody doean't seom to regard escaped convicts as
you o, Wingate," Carne remarked, with a laugh.

“I can’t understand why Black is specially down en him,”
said Wingate,

“Bame here. Sense of duty, I su ' grinned Carne.

“Mr. Quelch and Prout and the ﬁead aren't troubled by
a meddling sense of duty in the same way," said Wingato
drily. “The man has done no harm, so fer, and it's plain
enough to anvbody that he is not a dangerous ruffian.”

“He ought to be secured, and you know it!”

“In an ordinary ease, ves. But this is not an ordinary
ecase. The man risked his life to save mine.”

Carne yawned.

“Yea; so you told me™

“That makes a differonce to me,” gaid Wingate quietly.
#T believe what he told me—that he is innocent.”™

“What rot!”

“Innocent men have been condemned before now,” said
Wingate. *“Judger make mistakes, like other men. And if
an innocent man ie condemned, it might be any man—your
own father, or mine.™

Carne laughed.

“It might be,” he said. “It's rather {ar-fetched, but it
might be. Such things have happened, I suppoze. But in
this ecase the man iz an ordinary rufian.”

“Hao iz nothing of the kind !

“You want me to keep the secret " eaid Carne abruptly.

“1 have said so.™

“¥You think I ought to keep it?"

“That's for vou to settle.”

“ Suppose you asked your father for adviee, what would he
advise, do yvou think "™ asked Carne, with a meocking look.

71 think he would advise me to do as I am doing.” said
Wingate calmly. *“The man saved my life, and 1 believe
he's innecent, Stay ! If you're in doubt, I'n will:it‘l]:( that you
should write to your father and tell him the whole eircum-
stances, and abide by what he orders you to do—to speak, or
not to speak.”

Carne shrugged his shoulders.

“As my father happens to have a post in Central Africa,
and T haven't seen him for years, and am not likely to, that
wouldn't be much good,” he remarked. “ But I'm not hother-
ing ebout what my pater would think. I'm salisfied with
my own opinion. My opinion 1z that a captain of Greyiriars
pught to be a hit more carcful in his condugh.”

“That’'s fer the captain to decide.” .

“ Not quite. What would the Head say if he knew 7"

“Have you come here to ask me conundrums?’

“ Not exactly. You know what the Head would do.
[ong would you remain captain of Greyfriars ™

Wingate was silent.

He wondered.

He was acting according to his conscience. Me firmnly
believed that he wasz doing right. DBat what view wounld
aothers take, if they knew—others, who had noet scen the
wratchoed man in the sea-cave, bad not read the truth in the
haggpard. desperate face? They would condemn him, he
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knew that. Dut he did not need telling that Carne held
the upper hand. He was only too bitterly aware of that
already. -

“(Come to the peint I™ he said brusquely. * Are you going
10 keep the secret, or are you not?” :

“] am—on my own terms,’” said Curne guietly, but with &
etecly glitter in his eyes. “My terms may he hard. You
‘can agroe to them or not, as you like. They won't be
alterced,”™

“You want something from me 1"

§i YEH'_!-

¥ Maoney ¥

“ No."?

“Then what?” And Wingate waited, .

Carne did not speak for & moment, but his cold eyes
glittered as they were fixed on the capiain of Greyfriars,

THE TWELEFTH CHAPTER.
Carne Makes Terms [

INGATE waited. + _
#T'm willing to coma to terma, il you are,” said

Carne at last.
* What terms do you mean?” o
“You know as well as I do that it's hardly the
thing for o captain of Greyfriars to consort with convicts,
and breal bounds in the middle of the night to take food to
them, I suppose,” sneered Carne.

“Have you come here to preach to me ?**

“No; I've come to mako terms.”

“Tm waiting,”

“Ive thuuggt the matter over,” went on Carne, “and I've
come to a degision.”™ :

“The sooner you get it off your chest the better,” growled
Wingate., “There's a limit to my patience.” 3

“1'm comiug to it. You're captain of Greyfriars. T tried
at the last election to getin—"

“ And the fellows would have nothing to do with you!"

Carne gritted his teeth, '

“1t may.be different this time,” he said.

“This time ! What do vou mean?"” :

“hat I say. You're going to resign the captainoy I

Wingate started.

¥ resign ! he exclaimed,

“That's 1" .

The captain of Greyiriare drew a deep breath. He had
wondered what was the price the cad of the Bixth meant to
nxa:_it for the keeping of the secret. But he had not thought
of this.

& that's 157" said Wingate at last. * That's what you
want dn return for saying nothing about the man in the
cave ¥ :

“That's what I want, and that's what I'm going to have,
un losg=——""

Wingate made a gesture. _ .

“You've got the upper hand,” he said slowly. “I don't
sopm to have much choioe in the matter."” :

“I'm glad you've got sense enough to see thaf, at all
events. OFf course, you can take your choioe,” said Carne,
with a sneer, “1I suppose you know it's your duty to resign
under the circumstances?” ) ]

“We neadn't discusa that,” said Wingate quictly.

“[ don’t want to, I want your answer—yes or no.”

“And if I any *No? " :

“Then I ahaﬁr go straight to Mr. Black, and {lﬂur precious
convict friend will bo arrested before he's an hour older!™
said Clarne savagely.

Wingate was silent. S

“You'd e expelled, too, for what you've done, if it all
came out. And you know it,” said Carne.  * You know what
tha Head would say and do. And all the fellows wheo
admire you so highly, they'd sing rather a different tune if
they knew that you palled with escaped conviets.”

“Hold your tongue!™ broko in Wingate.

Carne shrugged his shoulders,

“Weoll, T leave it to you,” he said. “Only make wp your
mind, T want a 'Yes" or ‘No' at once.” )

“I've got no choice,’” said Wingate slowly. *“I've given
my word to the man in the cave, and 1 can’t break it. I—
1 suppose it's no use making any appeal to you. That man
15 an old Greyfriars boy—->="

“What rot!"” ]

“He told me that he has 2 som ab the school now,” said
Wingate.

Carne laughed seornfully.

“ A likely story I he said. “ DBut T don't care. Tt makes
ne differenee to me. I've stated my torms. Yes or no®”

¥ ¥es" said Wingate, after & long, long pause. Y1
azree IV
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Carne’s eyes glistened, ‘
“%ﬂu':l;ﬁ going to resign the captainey
[1] E_E.T

YWithout putting up
pourse I

“Of course.™

“Good enough,” eaid Corne. “It's a go.” )
’n“l won't l;r:sﬁ you what I think of you,” added Wingate
itterly. i

“You needn't,” drawled Carne:; “it wouldn't make any
diffevence. *“*When are you going to resign?”

“I'll put a paper on the notice-board this evening.”

“That's good enough | :

Without a word more Carne quitted the study. The
captain’s scornful glance followed him, and, in spite of his
nerve, Carne did not care to meet it. )

Half on hour later o curious ¢rowd was collected in front of
the school notice-board. Pinned upon it was o paper in the
beld, strong hand of the caplain, briefly announcing the fact
that he had resigned the captainey of Greyfriars,

No explanation was given, and a crowd of semors went
to his study to demand one. They found that he had gone

out.

The Head passed the notice-board and read the notice, and
his brow contracted a little. The captain had not consulted
him in coming to his decision.

When Wingate came in he received a message that Dr.
YLocke wished to see him in his }Ludg. . .

With an extremely uneasy fecling the captain of Greyiriars

sented himself before the doctor. Dr. Locke looked at

im sharply. . ;

*“What is the reason of your resignation, Wingate?” he
asked.

“1 don't feel equal to the position, sir,” said Wingate,
loworing his oyes, “There are a good many other fellows
quite willing to fill t—Carne, for instance.’ o

“Y am_not sure that Carne would make umd captain,
said the Head. “I suppose you have reftected before taking
this step!”

“Yes, siv” ) )

“1 assume that you know your own motives best,” said
the Head stiffly. “I will fix » date, then, for the election.”

And the same evening a note on the board in the dogtor's
hand announced that an election for a new captain would be
‘held that evening.

Toe all questions and expestulations from his Form-fellows
Wingate remained deaf. He could not explain his real
motives, and he would not proevaricate, and zo he was com-

lled to take refuge in silence, which burt some of his
riends and puzeled them all

“We may have that bounder Carme in as captain!” said
E;;:uurma_v (ﬁﬁﬂﬂnﬁﬂlﬂtﬂl}‘} “You've let us in for & nice
thing ! ®

“Y don't think the &aga will back him up,” said Wingate.
“IMfaps not. But I know he'll have o hard try to get
in. He never forgave you for beating him at the poll last
time. Who's going to pat up against him "

"Why don’t you put up yourselfi”
"By ?]'{:n,va, T will IEI’ mig éam'tna » struck by the idea, “1

don't say I should cut miuch of & figure as captain of Grey-
friars, but I would keep the place warm for you. You're
off your rocker at present, it's clear, but when you're on it
sgain you can depend upon it I'll resign and let you in”

Wingato lnughed. ;

“Not at all! T hopo vou'll get in for your own sake!™

“But T mean it," declared 1!]“1‘1-‘1%}', “and I should like
to keep that bounder out, anyway. You'll do some election-
eering for me?”

Wingaie looked undecided.

“1 don't know,” he said; “perhaps I ought to keep <lear
of it.”

He was thinking of Carne, gand how he would take it.

] don't think I shall vota at all, Courtney ; but you have
my best wighes.”

“Right you are!” And away went Courtney to anmounce
himsclf as rival candidate.

Carne had already put in his name, and as yet no rival had
appeared. '

o interval before the new election was short, and so
the eloctioneering was brisk. Courtney was generally liked
in his own Form, and ¢s he was a good-hearted fellow he was
also popular with the Lower Forms. As the late captain’s
specizl chum, too, he was likely to secure the votes of all
ﬁgﬂte'a friends, especially Harry Wharten & Co.

Carne, as soon as he knew that Courtney had put up,
geonted 3 dangevous rival, His suspicious mind at oneo
jumped to-the concluzion that Wingate bhad planned Court-
ney's candidature for the special purpose of disappointing
him, and ha songht an interview with the late captain,

His disagrecable look warned Wingate that something un-
pleasant was coming.” He prepared %ur it. ;

Carne came ot once to the point. .

“Are you going to vote for Courtney? he asked.
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“I am not going to vote at all,” replied Wingate quietly.

“You are backing up Courtney, though.”

“1 am stapnding out of the thing altogether. You don's
expect me to back you up, I suppose? As you scted in the
interests of the sehool in foreing mo to resign, you want

the school to select the captain i1t thinks best. You don't
want any infloence e¢xerted in your favour,”
Carne winced.
“1 dare

“Of course 1 want to get in if I can,™ he said,
say I shall make as gm:.dg a skipper as anyhody clse. ook
here, one good turn deserves ancther. I wapt you to back
me up for the election.”

Wingate shook his head.

“1 can't do it. If I did it woulda't be eny use™

Carne looked savage.

“¥ou'va been one too many for me,” he said bitterly.
#aull, Courtney is your chum, and he'd withdraw if you
asked him."

N “He might, but I certainly sha'm't do anything of the
ind.”

“Won't you? Carne's faco set grimly.
gotten that a word iz enough to send the
to pick up your precious friend theref”

“1 have forgotten nothing, We made a bargain; I've
done my part, end I expect you to do yours™

“That's sll very well; but it was understood--—?

“Nothing was understood, You've got o fair chance, and
vou can't ask for more.”

“Can’t 1! Clarne clicked his teeth savagely. "I can
see your game, You intend to keep me quiot till the election
to-morrow night, knowing very well that Courtney will beat
me. And to-morrow you're going to cut off to the cave and
warn the convict to clear out.” '

“1 shall certainly warn hjm."

“Yoeu'd better not. I'm not going to let my hold on you
slip off so easily,” said Carne, with & speer. “You won't
go to the cave to-night.” ] o

“Who'll prevent me?”’ szid Wingate, his eyes beginning
to gleam. ]

“T will. Youwll give me vour word not to see the convict
again till after the election, or I'll go straight to Mr, Black
now and tell him the truth. Black will be glad to hear it,”
said Carne mockingly., “He takes as deep an interest in
this gaolbird as you do, only in a difTerent kind of way. He's
boen spending all his Ieisuve time in helping the pcﬂim and
the warders to hunt for him.” o

“ Black has?" ejaculated Wingate in surprize.

“¥eu; I fancy he would be glad to be able to take them
the news ¥ have to give him,” said Carne, with a grin. ' Are
you going to promisei”

““Yes,” aald Wingate, I promise. And now getb out of
my¥ room, vou IITIﬁpEﬂI{n-rb]ﬂ cad, before I throw you out!®™

And Carne walked out of the room. Wingate sank into
his chair, but he did not turn to his books.

Ha:d ho made his sacrifice for nﬂthillg? He knew what was
in Carne’s mind. The convict would remain in the cave,
unsuspecting, and if Carne lost the election he would set the
law h}Iﬂmlhounf’és ont the track. That was to be his revenge
for Wingate withholding his support.

But Wingate could do nothing now, It was well known
that he wished Courtney to get in as captain, and if he
chanpged sides without a reasen to give, what would the
fellows think of him?

His situation was wretched. He could only hope that
Clarne would be swecessful at the poll, and that his own
chum would be defeated. At the same time, he felt that
the chancea were great that Groyfroirs would select Couriney
for its new captnin. And what was to happen thon?

“Have you for-
police to the cave

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ko Chance for Cokerl

ALRRY WHARTON & CO. were astounded.
Wingate had resigned the eaptainey !

" The Famous Five simply could make nothing
of it, What reason old Wingate could poseibly

have for resigning was beyond them, .
There was a erowded mecting in the Rag to deal with the
muatter.  All the Remove turned up, and o swarm of the
Fourth and the ‘Lhird.  The whole Lower School of Grey-
friars was intensely cxecited, For cvery fellow in the school
had a vote, and the new clection was everybody's business,
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Even Wibley of the Remove was willing to put off a rehearsal
fixed for that c¢vening, and cven Fisher T. Fish gave up somo
deep calculations he was busy upon, and William (zeorge
Bunter was not heard to mention once that he was expecting
& postal-order.

“Uarnc's up as a candidate,” said Bob Cherry. * Of course,
Greyfriars is going to have nothing to do with a cad like
Carne. ™

“Iear, hear!” . .

“Wingate ought to be scragged for resigning 1" exclaimed
‘_I'upm Brown. *“What the merry dickens does ho mean by
it

“1 say, vou fellows, T've asked him, and he pulled my ear
and told me I was -:hue-k_v little beast !" squeaked Bunter.

““Ha, ha, ha "

“Blessed if T can see anything to cackle at!
for Carne now 1"

“Conrtney’s up,” said Harry Wharton, “If we can’t have
Wingate for captain, Courtney's the second best, I suppose.”

*Hear, hear !

Harry Wharton jumped on the table.

“LGentlemen, chaps, and fellows——7

“Hear, hear!”

“Wingate having gone off his rocker and resigned the
captainey of Groyfriars——""

“Ha. ha, ha!" )

“This meeting hereby resolves that Courtney of the Sixth
shzll he clected in his place, and backs him up through thick
and thin, specially to keep ont & worm and a cad like Carne
of the Sixth.™

Thunders of applause,

“All the Remove will vole for Courtoey, and any fellow
who docan’t will be seragged by the Form "

“Hear, hear !

“1 say, vou fellpws——"

“Berag him ! roared Bolsover major. )

“Oh, really, Bolsover—- Yarooh! [ was only going to
say—yow-wow—I'm going to vote for Courtney ! Groooh I™
* “Ha, ha, ha!"

“Mind you do!" said Dolsovér trucnlently, *We're not

oing to have a cad like Carne at any price, The Removo
ﬁna ot to roll up and vote as ope man, or there will be

¥

I shall vote

thunder in the air

“ Faith, every chap has a free choice,” said Micky Des-
mond, *gnly he's got to chooze Courtney.”

“Hear, hear!" T :

“The freefulness of the esteemed choieo is terrifie.”

“Election’s at seven,” said Harry Wharton, *“ What are
von Fourth-Form bounders going to do¥” .

»#0Oh, we're backing up Courtney ! said Ceeil Reginald
Temple, with emphasia,

“(h, rather ! said Dabney,

“ Same here ! yelled Tubb of the Third. * Why, that beast
C'arne thinks he ean pull a fellow's cars just as he likea!
Catch me voting for him !

“Same here!” chuekled Dicky Nugent, the great chief of
the ErEﬂmui, “I'm backing up Courtney! Courtney's my
man o

“Looks like a majority for Courtney in the Lower Forms,
anvwny,” grinned Bob Cherry., * Hallo, hallo, hallo, here's
Colcer ! hom are you going to voke for, Coker 17

Coler of the Fifth sirodo into the crowded Ra%

There was n very important expression on Coker's face,
Evidently Horace Coker had somcething very important to
say to the meeting. He mounted on a chair.

* Gentlomen-—""

“Yah!"

“ Gentlemen of the Lower School—"

“ (3o home!™ - L

“J am here ic make an appeal to you on this :m?-nr!.a'nt.
occasion, (ientlemen, the great position of captain of Groy-
friars is vacant.” .

“Tike your napper, old chap.” said Bob Cherry.

‘“*Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker glared at Bob Cherry.

“[-‘:i:uﬂemcn, 1 am here to appeal for your votes!"™ he
roared., .

“(Capne or Courtney 1" demanded Wharton,  **Mind how
you answer | Upon your answer depends whether you go out
on your fect or your neck !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“For myself!” roared Coker.

Y What !

“YWhich ™

“Whoi"

My hat!™ . .

“Umogoing to put up as a ecandidate,” said Coker.

* Fla, ha, ha !

“You cnckling duffers ™
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‘They left the study hastily, still chuekling.

 I1a, ha, ha ! ;

“Yoto for me, and yow'll get a_good captain!” bellowed
Uoker, amid vells of laughter. 1 promisze o win the 8t
Jim's and Hookwodd matches, practically off my owa bat!
I shall look after wou fags, and jolly well keep xyon @
order——""

The fags shrieked. ;

““ What an induccment to vote for Colecer ™ gasped Squifl.

“Ha, ha, hat” ; -

* Vate for me, and you'll wet the best skipper going. Now
then, who's poing to vate for me at tho clection?"” demanded
Horace Coker.  *“Donr’t all speak at onee. Tl take your
unames down in turn."

Wharton jumped on a chair.

“Gentlemen, I put it to the meeting that this is not the
time for Coker to appear in publie with his comic turn——"

* Hear, hear ! ?

“1 put it to the meeting that Coker be forthwith bumped
and chuclked out? s a lesson not to be funny on a scrions
Gecasion,”

* Passed nnanimonsly ! howled Bob Cherry.

“ Hear, hear!” _

“I'm not being funny!™ reared Coker. *I'm qguite
sorious ! I've thourht for a long time that what Greyiriara
roally neads is a captain like myself. I conzider—— Yarocooh!
Lot that chair alone! Yoooop "

Bump! -~

The Fifih-Form candidate came to the Roor with a loud
concuzzion. But he did not remain there. A forest of hands
wero reached out for him, and he was lifted and bumped
again, on the hard, unsyrn%&thqtm planks—once, twice, thrice
—40 an accompaniment of fiendish yells from Coler.

. ¥ Now chuck him out " roared Peter Todd.

“ntaide, Coker!™

“Yarooh! I'll—T'I-I'l—" Yo-hooop!” _

The velling juniora rushed Coker to the door, and he dis-
appeared into the passage. He picked himself up, and
cﬁa.r cd back like a wild bull. But there wero a ecore of
hands ready for him, and Coker shot forth again.  Then
Harry Wharton & Co. marched off to Big Hall for the elec-
tion, leaving Coker of the Fifth trving to get his second
wind.

Coker crawled away to his study. Potter and Greene, who
were just leaving for the election, stared at him.

“ What the merry dickens ! ejaculated Potter,

“ Vow-ow I moaned Coker.

He sank into a chair and gaaped. ]

“ Mot an carthguake ?" asked Greene wmpa.thchcﬂlty.

“iWow.wow ! L refuse to put up as captain now !” gasped
Coker., “If the rotters came to me on their bended—yow-
wow—knees, 1 wouldn't do anything of the sort. Greylrars
can go to the—yow-wow—doga! Groogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!™ :

“You cackling duffers!" gaszped Coler.
you with & cricket-stump, and I'll— :

TPotter and Greene did not wait for the crickeb-stump.

(loker remained in the armchair, gasping. He did not feel
quite up to attending the election himself. Ilis only con-
solation wra that Grevfriars might realise some day what a
{remendoua chance it had missed of posscssing a really first-
class captain,

“Lemme get at

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Rilval Candidates!

LECTION night! Fxeitement was keen at Grey-
friars Sﬂhoof The great hall was packed, the par.
tisans of each candidature having whipped up every

sible voter. Two figures were absent—those of
the late captain, and Coker of the Fifth.

The proceedings were under the superintendence of Mr.
Black, and & teller was appointed for each side. When
Courtney was proposed there was a ringing cheer, and
Carne lut his lip. E‘?m volume of the cheer told bim pretiy
clearly upon which side was the majority. i

The counting was carefully done, till the forest of wpraised
hands wers duly numbered, and a total of » hundred and
ﬁftr-t'm:- was declared for Courtney.

Carne bit his lip till the blood came. From the number
of boys at the school, it was certain that there were not so
many left to vote for him. Hewever, his partisans put 1t to
the test of counting. .

Slowly and surely the hands raized for Carne were num-
bered, and the result was read out. Carne listened with
anxious face. _

“(One hundred and fifty-two votes for Courtney, sixty.
soven votes for Carne. Courtney is duly elected Captain of
ireyiriars School ™

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 10



There was & dealening burst of cheering from the backers
of Courtney. 3 i

The new capfain, very red in the face, got upon hia feet
snd made a little speech, somewhat confused and discon-
nected, but that was of no J;rent consequence, as nobody

ard @ word of 1t.  He was cheered till the hall rang again,
and in the midst of the jubilution Carne left the room.

The boys poured out after bhim in a poizsy cvowd, bearing
Courtney in their madst. Mre, Black went to hiz stody, and
Carme followed him there with a white, savage face.

“Come n,"” sad the master, looking at Clarne in gome
sarprize, “Ilo you want to speak fo me?"

*Yee, s,V

Carne stepped into the stody and elosed the door, 8 pro-
ceeding whi:.-ﬁ the master viewed with some amazement.

*“Well, what 13 it?" he asked sharpiy.

“1 have something to tell you, =ir,” sail Carne awhwardly.

“Well, tell me, then.”

“Voun wand the warders to find the canviet who eseaped
from Blackmoor . Prison the other day, sie,” said Careneg
rather timidly.

Me. Dlack started. ;

“What do you mean? Iow do vou know anything about
it?" ha demanded.

T saw—1 mean, someone told me—" stammered Carne.

“1lo you mean that you have seen the conviet?” asked
the master, a bight breakiog in upon him.  “Is that what yon
mean? If so, tel me at onee. T am, of course, eager to
serve the ends of justive,” Ile sprang to lus feet. **Have
you seen him ¥

“1, have not seen lum, siv, bubt Wingate has™

*Wingate ™

“Yoz. The convict i3 hiding in the sca-caves under the
Hhoulder, and Wingate has been taking him food. He hroke
bounds on Wednesday night to go down to the cave.”
© Mr. Black stared at lum in blank amazement,

“ Aya you dreamung or romancing, Carne®™

“It's true, siv. 1 followed him, and saw him light the
lantern he left in the cave, and speak to the convict.”

“Yon are sure it was the convict?”

“1 couldn't see him very clearly, sir; but I could see his
elothes, and there was the hroad arvow upon them.”

A savage satisfaction had come into the master’s face.
Carne's manner showed that he was speaking the truth.
Mr. Biack was already hurrying on his overcoat.

U Thank wvon, Carne! You have done quite vight.
You—" Mr. Black broke off and stared at Carne, a8 a
new thought scemed to strike him. ITe broke into a harsh,
unpleasant langh,  “You don't know who this conviet is,
Carne "

“{Of course not, sir,” _

“Nao, of conrse not "—Black chackled—" of conrvse not™

“1 expect Wingate will go to warn the conviet, sir," sald
Carne, at a losa to account for the master's strange manner,
“He'll puess I've come to you.”

el het I must see him, and—no, that will be s wasia
of time. Carne, will you go to the willage station and send
the police to the eeve. I shall go straight there, and aee that
no warning reaches the convict, and that he does not get
sway. Tell themn that, and tell them to hurry, There 13 no
time to lose. Take your bake”

“Yea, sir,” said Carne, hurrying from the room.

Mr. Black put on hia hat, and, clearing the stairs three at
8 time, hastened out of the School Mouse. A minute more
and he was striding rapidly away through the winter evenming
towards the Shoulder,

Carne went to the bikeshed for his machine, As he
whesled it across the Closwe, Wingate came quickly up to
him.
“Tve been looking for you,” he said.

“Have you?" said Carnc coldly, “I'm in a hurry,”

WiWhere are you gomg !

" That's my busziness.™

Wingate gripped his shoulder roughly.

“Let me go!" said Carne savagely,

“Whera are you going "

“TIf vou must know, I am going to the poliee, to sef them
on the track of your precious friend i the sea-cave,” replied
Carne, with a sneer. ;

Wingate set hia teeth and torned towards the gates. Carne
langhed m-:rfl;inﬁl}',

“Tt'a no goxd,” he aaid.

Wingate swung back guickly,

“What do you meani” :

“1 mean it’s no use your ﬁ-:ring' to wayn yvour friend,” said
Carre, with an insclent lang . "1 have tofd Black, and he's

ne to the cave to see that the raseal doesn’t get away.

#'s got the start of you by ten minutes, s0 you may =as
well give it np.” _ i

Wingate stood motionlesa for a moment, Then his arm
eame up, amd be struck out, straight from ihe shoulder, a
plow in which the anger and indignation of days was con-
pentrated. Carne went down with a evash, amd his bieyelp
clattered awany and rvolled aver
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Wingate did not stay to look at him. With rapid strides he
veached the gate and passed out, and started down the lane.
He broke into o run as he turned his face toward the
Shoulder. There might bo a chance yeb.

Clarne picked himself up dazedly, :muttaring savage words,
and wheeled hiz machmo inte the road, and mounted. Ha
et off at a scorching pace for the vif!age, and in a few
minntes he was at the hittle police-station with hiz news.

Wingate ran on swiftly through the dim night. He knew
that Carne would not be long in bringing the police, and
there was no time to be wasted. How could e circumvent
the man who was ahead of him on the road-—the Greyfriars
master whe shewed such an inexplicable animosity toweards
the hunted econviet? 2

His brain worked rapidiy as bhe tore on, but he could think
of no plan, His footsteps rang on the shingle, He stumbled,
and stumbled again, but recovered his footing and ran on.

He was close to the cave now. The Shoulder and the sea-
enves were wrapped in blackness. There was no glimmer of
light from the caverns under the <lif. Where was Mrp.
Black ? ' .

Az Wingate asked himself that question, there came &
gudden thrilling ery from the night:

“Help! Help!™ - e

For a aeman Wingate stood rooted, while dread visions
Rashed through his alarmed, excited brain, It was the voice
of Mr, Black. Had the interfering master met the conviet?
Was 1he hunted man Fﬁht‘ing for hig liberty ! Was a deed of
violenea heing done there in the blackmess of tho caves?
Wingate shoddered. ) .

“Help! Ielp ™ Fainter now the cry, with a ving of agony
in it. “Holp! Help!”

He shook off, with a strong effort, the horror that was
fastening upon him, and ran forward.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Father and Son!

MND whai was happening i the darkness of the cave
undey the Bhoulder? .
Ineonseions of the anxious boy [ollowing fast
npon his track, Mr, Black raced down the shingly
path to the cave. His ecyes wore hnrning as
van: o maliciouy satisfaction was in his hard face.

1le slopped, panting for breath, as he slodd within the
eave. The plics was strange to him; the darkness was in-
tonse, He stood, breathing thickly, striving 1o merce
gloom with his eves, .

A glimmer of light far up the ecave eanght hic oye as he
staod intently gazing—the reflection on the rock of a lantern
afar off in the cave, ;

“IVs true, then!™ Some dould of Carnc's tn_!rf had per-
haps lingered in the mastes’s mind,  *It's true ! The conviet
18 here I”

He smiled exultantly. 4

The hussted man wes there, all unsuspecting, aml here was

Lis enemy, watching the only way he eould escape from the
cave: whilo alveady on the road to the Bhoulder were the
police and the prison warders! o
“Yonr span of liberty is a short ome, my friend,™ mur-
mured Mr. Black; “shorter than the last! Yon are in the

411

toils! . :
And he advenced inte the cave, drawing cavtiously near

to the light. It was possible that there was sumne other
outlet by which the conviet might fAec when the alurm was
given, and Black intended fo be close wpon him at thad
moment ko intercept his flight. 1 ) .

He folt his way cavtiously. He felt with his foot in
advance each time before taking a Suddenly he felk
his foot slip on a mass of wet seaweed. He drew it back,
but stumbled at the samo moment. His other foot slipped,
and he made a desperate effort to regain his balance. In
vain! He fell blimﬁy in the darkness, but not upon the
rocky Hoor of the cavern. He fell into space, with a wild,
ringing shriek that wolke every echo in the hollows of the
{']iﬁ‘i

Down he went with a rush that choked his breath; and &
terrible seream of agony foated up from the blackness, Then
a still more terrible silence fell upon the cave.

A light came flashing from the gloom; a voice called ouk
A man! in the hidcous broad-arrow garb appearcd, lantern
in hand.

He stopped wonderingly close by the ¢reviee into which
Dlack had fallen. A sound enme from below that made him
start amd shiver.

“Help! Help!”

* Heavens ! muttered Conviet 27,
Tt i3 he !

“1 know his voicel

11
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He stood hesitaling on the brink of the chasm. A straggle
was going on in his mind, visible in the spasmodie working
of his features. From below came a deep groan, echoing
perily through the gloom. The sound seemed to decide the
kunted Engitive [rom Blackmoor.

He turned away along the edge of the rift and reached the
extremity of it, where the doscent, timu?h steep, was not
precipitous; and, holding the lantern in his hand, he com:
menced to descend carefully into the black depths.

" Active and daring as he was, it occupiad some minutes for
him to descend to the bottom of the crevice. He moved
along in the direction of the EI‘GILTIEI!}IZ man. The crovies wasl
web, and-there were pools and puddles in the hollows of the
rook, but that was all. It was not flooded by the tide.

. The conviet Hashed the light about him sz he advanced.
The rays fell upon-the hapless man, lying on his side amid
the boulders and splinters of roek. His face was contracted
with agony. He tuwrned his eves upon "the man with the
lantern. and started.

*Youl”

“Yeos, I, Henry Black. The man you have wronged—the
mnocent man you gent to prisen to lhide your own erime!”

The wretched man groaned. The conviet stood gazing at
hira, aml hiz expression somewhat softened: for 1t was
evident that Black was very near to death,

There was a sound in the cave above,

“ My, Black, where are you? ‘What haz happenad®”

The oonvick rose and flashed the light above his head. e
Enew Winpgate's voles.

HTake care! Lo called out.

“ Where s Mr. Black?*"™

“He is here.”

SN ot—not——"

* Wingate faltered and broke off.

“I have not harmed him,” said the conviet, understanding

the bor's alavin.  “He fell into this crevice in the dark.

Arthur

1t is death to fall 1

But he came, | believe, to harm moe:

“Hiy '™ cried Wingate. “The police are coming!
Carne has betrayed you!"

"As Wingate =poke the warders
conviet.

“There he 15! Surcrender, Twoenty-seven 1™
. Tiera was a rosh, and he woas surrounded. Flight was
impoisible now. And the sight of the boy with the police
seemed to have petrified the conviet. He stood rooted to the
ground, hiz eves fixed dazedly npon Carne.

Thé warders' grip was upon ham.

“Gob vou!" said the chief werder, with prim satisfaction.

ught we should have you. 1 don't know but what rou
might have led us a longer dance but for the kid. You
won't geb away ihis time, Twenty-seven, my man!”

e handeufls c¢linked on  the convict's wrists. He
ghuddered.

“Take me away!” he said hoarsely.
guackly [

The warder looked at him enrionsly.

“WNo such hurey. There's a chap here came to look for
you. Where is he? Have vou done him in, Tweniv-seven?
I don't see him."”

“ Mr. Dlack has fallen into the erevice,” said Wingate.

“Perhaps Twenty-seven knows how he got in, then,”
sneered the warder. “This may be a murder charge. Keep
him tight, boys, while I go down.” :
- The police had come provided with ropes. A ecouple of
them began to lower the chief warder, lantern in hand, into
tha rifi.

Meoanwhile, Carng had drawn nearer the conviet, enrious
to look at the man he had been the means of sending back
to a lifé in death. IIe looked hard at the worn, haggard
face, and the colour gradually deserted his own.

\'I"'in#ate loclked at E.im in wonder.

“ What's the matter, Carne?"”

Carne took no notice.

- “Who are you?" he said hoarsely, staring af the conviet,
“In Heaven's name, who ave you? I know your face. It
i3 exactly like the portrait I have of my——"

The conviet gave n groan.

"My poor hoy!™
* arne clenched his teeth,

" What do you mean? What are vou talking about?

“1 have praved to God that you should never know,™
gaid the man, 1 o low vaice.  But now the secret need not

caught sight of the

“Take me away

ba told, Arthur. Wingate will keep it: no oite clzse need
!-muw a word. My poor boy! But, beheve me, T was
mnacent. Dr. Locke believed that T was innocent, and when

my u:‘.is,:::iam fell upon me, Arthar, be waz true, and he took
Fyou, and——" ) .
“You gre mad! My father has a post in Ceniral Africa,™
gaid Carne shrilly, * He—=—"
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The boy broke off, realismng the futility of hia words, Ha
knew now that that was only a fiction: that his father stood
belore him.

“I was nocent, Arthur! Befora Heaven, T was innocent,
and the guilty man was Henry Black—the man who came
here to hunt me down, and wheo lies at the bottom of thas
crevice |-

Carne stood like one stunned.
~ This was.the end of his spite and.malice—~he had hunted
down his own father and delivered him into the lands of
hiz enemies!

Carne groaned aloud in amguish of epirit.

- " * L] - - - ¥ -

© During this strange scene the police were busy  Four men
had descended into the crevies, and between them they
earried the injured man up the steep slope of the extremit
of the rift, and laid him upon the foor of the cavern. Blae
was ¢leadly white, and his eves were [everish. One of tha
men was hurriedly despatehed to the village for a stretchar.
Black lay breathing with evident effort, and the faces round
him weare grave, for it was easy to zcc that ho had not long
to live! .

He looked at the handeuffed convict, and a bitter smile
came upon his coleurless lips. '

“Bo they've got you!”

“Ye:,” said Hubert Carne quietly, “they've got me™

“ & nel vet you do not ask me to speak?”

Wil vou speak? ;

[1] YE-S.."‘

There was a pause. The injured man seemed gathering his
strength for an effort.  His lips moved again, and all %)efnt
to listen.

*1 call upon you all to witness my words.” His voice was
low, but. ¢lear. **Hubert Carne was innocent of the crime
iaid to his charge. 1 alpne was guilty! I contrived to caat
the blame upon him, ‘partly because I disliked him, partly
to save mysclf.” ]

“And you helped ws to hunt for him!"” muttered the
warder inveluntarily.

A eynical look came upon the ghastly face.

“I knew that if he was free there was danger of the truth
coming to light,” said Black faintly. ' That was my reason.
If 1 were going to recover now, I ehould say nothing. DBut—
but I know that I am dying. All of yon witness my words.
I was guilty, and Hubert Carne was innocent! [ camc here
to track him down and watch against hie escape, and I fell
into the crevice. Geod have merecy upon me a sinner!”

" His eyes closed.

There was a deep silence in the cavern. Carne drew nearer
o E{lis father and clasped his hand. The convict pressed it

ard. -

“ Heaven has been very merciful to us," he whispered.

It seemed an age before the streteher arrived, and the
village doctor with it. The doctor shook his head at the
sight of Dlack. It was evident that there iwas no hope. The
injured man was placed upon the siretcher, and with him and
their prisoner the police made their wey out of the cave
under the Shoulder. .

The two boys turned their steps towards the school.
Several timea Carne glanced at Wingate as they walked on
in silence, and his lips moved. At lnst he stopped and spoke,

“ Wingate, I've had a lesson to-night that I don’t think I
shall ever forget. I—I've acted towards wou like a rotten
cad ! T've been punished as I deserve. Will you look over it
and let bygones be bygones, and let us start fresh 7"

Wingate held out his hand.

¢ YWith all my heart,” he said cordially. “And T'm jolly
glad to hear you speak like that, Carne!”

Carne pressed hia band, and they finished the walk in
silence,

The story of the happenings in the gea-cave under the
rocks of tho Shoulder was a nine days’ wonder at Greyfriars,

A few days later Courtney resigned that brieily-held post,
and George Wingate was re-elected withont opposition—even
(oker of the Fifth refraining from putting up oz a rival
candidate. )

Mr, Dlack survived a fow daye, and confirmed the confes-
sion in the erve, and at length Carne’s father was released,
without a stain on his character. Even in his most reckless
moments afterwards, Carne was not hikely to forget the lesson
of that night.

It was owing to Wingate that he had found his fathor,
and found him an innmocent man; and with all his heart he
repented of what he had done when he held the Upper Hand,

THI EXD.

(Do not miss Y COKER'S CONSCRIPT!" naxt Mons
day's Grand Story of the Chums of Greyfriars, by
FRANK RICHARDS.)

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 1%
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cent New Adventure Serial Story.
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The First Instalments Told How ]

DICK DAUNT and DtTDLEY DREW, two -::!I':J_:n‘|.!ahII g
oover a letter in a bottle which they have extracted from ths
body of & shark,

They are informed by its contents that a certain
MATTHEW SNELL is marconed on an unnamed island in
the Keys, and he offera o substantial reward to any persons
effecting his rescue.

On poing to the island, however, they are unable to find
Mr. Snell. 3

EZRA CRAY, a moonshiner, and his scoundrelly colleagues
then visit the island, and, finding that it contains pold,
sttempt to kill the two chuma.

Having previously hidden their boat, Dick and Dudley seck
refuge in & cave.

Lepving the cave in search of food, they are capiuved by
the gang, but eventuelly succeed in escaping.

Hungry and exhausted, the chums are resting on the heach,
when Dudley notices a movement of the sand, as though it ia
being pushed up from below.

{Now go on with the story.)

—

A Rude Awakening,

Both waited breathlessly, and in about a minuke & small
round head appearad, net unlike that of a snake. It was
followed by a thick bedy, covered with a brownish vellow
shell, and next moment the creature showed complete as a
good-sized bortoise.

* A gopher [ exclaimed Dudley ; bnt before he conld move,
Dick had lunged forward and captured the queer-lockine
e Here: breakfast, old 1

“Here's our breakfast, old son,™ he said, with an attem
at cheerfulness, ' rpt

Dudley looked at the ugly Least deubtfully,
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that e might not miss,
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on the trigder, Simnl-
tancously the snake's
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“I mean 181" said Dick.
've nédver tried one, they say they're guite good. Now let's
find a place where we ean light a fire withont being spotted.”

¥ Niggers cat "em, and though

“Gruess we'd better o round the <nd of Look-out
Mountain,” suggested Dudlew.

“Guess again,” replied Dick., *No," he continued more
sevionsly, *‘that would be feolishness.  Cray will take it for
granted that we shall be hanging around for a chance to collar
the schooner or cur old boak, and the first place he'll lock
for s will be this end of the lsland. Our best plan, it scente
te me. will be to go to the castern end.”

Drdley nodded.

“I reckon you're shont vight,” he said, “Come on, then,
and bring the breakfast!” '

There was not much risk of any of Cray's folk being up
and about so early, and, anyhow, the serub was thick.

The two made straight up the backbone of the island,
passed the enmp half a mile to the south of it, ercesed the
creel, and got into the thick woods bevend. Here, whers
there was small chance of smoke being noticed, they camped
in a little glade, and, Fathering dry sticks, lighted a five.

Their knives had been taken from them, bul thevy stitl had
the two picces of heop-iron with which Dan Girayeon had
provided them. “With one of these, and & big stone, Dick
managed to break the under ghell of the gopher, and to clean
it. Then, leaving the upper shell etill on, he buried it in the
emhbers, gand raked the hot ashes over it.

e made Dudley vest while it covked, and he himeze'f went
np on_the hillside, a little above the glade, and kept a lonk-
apt, Thers was no sign of any movement near by, and after
about an hour, he eame down again, and disinterred the
gopher from its fiery hed,

“Gee, it smells like chicken ! declared Dudlev. as the
aavoury fumes reached his nostrils, '

A Grand, Long, Domplote Btory of M
Wharton & 00, By FRANK RiDaaARae Y
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“And tostes like it, too!” added Dick, as he tested a morsel
on ‘thn cnd of his finger.

They were not far wrong. The gopher turned out excel-
lent, and as there was qguite three pounds’ weight of meas
inside tho tough shell, made a good breakfazt, even for two
really hungry people.

Dudley threw away tho last clean-picked baone.

“1 feel o heap tter, Dick,” he said—**a whole heap
better.  But I'm mighty tired, and if you ask me, the best
thm%:. that we can dois to find o quiet place and get a sloop.
Wa haven't had any to speak of for forty-cight {murs past,
and we don't know when we're going to get any again, so
it's up to us to store some up while we've got a chanee!”

Dick nodded.

., 1 was thinking the same thing myself.
18, I don’t just know where we can fie up.”

Dudley glunced at the blunt-topped hill above them.

“There ought to be tidy holes somewhere round here, The
scrub is mighty thick."

“We'll try,” replied Dick, and serambled stiffly to his foct.
“I vote we go up the brook, It's _Fcrin.g'; to bo infernally hot
aoon, and we must keep near wiiter ™

The woods were marvellonsly quict and peaceful as the two
made their way through them, keeping up the left-hand bank
of the stram.

It was difficult to imaging that loss than o mile away Cray
and his rastcally crew had their headguarters.  This part of
the island looked az though human beings had never yet set
foot there. )

The ground became steeper, and the brook came tumbling
doewn from above in a series of tiny waterfalls, Then guite
suddenly they came to its source,  This was n good-sized pool,
l'whiﬂh had been artificially deepened by a dam of earth and
0gs.

A biggish free had been felled across the outlet, and this
had been the begineing of the dam. which had been finished
with smaller stuft, stones and the like.

The boys stopped and looked af it

“1 wonder who did that?" said Dick,

“Old Bnell.” Dudley answered promptly,

“How do you know it wasn't Crav?”

“Look at the stuff growing on it. That's been mada
months—maybe a voar ago.”

“Industrious D](i, chap ! remarked Dick “Jove, it'z a
pity ke gob wiped out!  If he was still on the island, he'd be
very waeful to us!"

“1 reckon he wouold,” allowed Dudley.
became of him?"

“Don't you suppose that was his skeleton that we found?"

Dudley shook ft;m head.

“Bhucks, Mek! That fellow had been dead for weeks!
And old Snell had been in his house less than twenty-four
hours befores we arrived.  Why, the meat we found open
hadn't had time to go bad!”

- * Pd forgotten that,” said Dick slowly.  * Well, he's gone,
anyhow, and 1t's up to us to get out of this ugly hole by our
own two selves!”

He stopped as he spoke by the edge of the dam, and, kneel.
ing down. put his foce to the water, and had a long drink.
Draelley followed his example,

o Y That will keep us going for a bat,” smid Diclke,  * Now,
what about lying up in those trees beyond? I don't fancy it
likely they'll vun into us there,™

"1t Jooks good to me,” agreed Dadley; and after a look
round they pushed on again

The pool lay at the lower end of a long, nareow, heavily-
wooaded ravine, which had high sides thickly covered with
brush, It seemed an ideal place in which to hide during the
heat of the day, and they thought i1t was abont the last place
where theic enemies would think of leoking for them. The
brush was so thick that it was out of the guestion to. walk
through it.  They had to creop on hands and kaces.

Fifty wards above the pool they found a tiny open space.
Above 1t waz n tree, 2 sort of evergreen oak. with a thicl
trunk anmd a great spread of branches.  Underneath, it waa
cool and delightfully shady.

Y Right heee is my bedroom,”™ said Duadley,

U Couldn't find a better zpat,” rejoined Dhek. )

They flung themselves down on the ground, which was
thickiv carpeted with dead leaves, and within Jess than a
minute were dead asleep. :

The sun rose higher, the shadows shortencd, and began to
lengihen again, but the two worn-out youngsters did not move
a single inch,

It was veatly four in the afternoon when Dick sbirrad and
slowly opened his cyes.  For a moment or two be lay guite
still, =taring up into the branches above. :

He shivered sliphtly.

The only troubls

“1 wonder what

He turned hiz head, and was about to sit up, when all of &
sudden he froee. A fainlt gasp of horror escaped his hips,
and, leaning on one clbow, he rematned absolutely motion-
less, staring with wide-open eyes at the sight before him.

Dudiey Doubles Back.

Ten feet from him—not half a dozen from Dudlex™s head—
was cotled a large smake. Its colour was a pale buff, and
on itz back were black marks in the shape of diamonda. It
did not need the ugly, triangular, fAat-topped head to tell Dick
that what he was looking 1t was the king of the pit vipers,
the dreaded dinmond rattlesnake.

The brute’s head was raised a few inches above the coil.
Its tail wus just visible, with the bony rattle at the end.  So
neat was the creature that Dick could actually count tha
rattles.  They were twelve in all, showing thet the reptils
was twelve vears old.

For several seconds Dick stared in fascinated horror at the

reat snake. It must have been nearly six feet long. The

ite of such & ereature meant death to the bitten within as
most half an hour.  His blogd ran cold. Dudley was within
easy reach of those terrible poizon fangz, and if ho so much
as moved in his sleep his death-warrant was scaled.

Without moving o muscle, Thek looked round for the rifle,
It lay betweeon hirn and Dl:diﬂ}'. Ho know that it was loaded.
Iz had seen to that before he lay down to sleep.

The ¢question was, could he pick up the riflo and am it
without enraging the serpent or awaking Dudley?

There was no choice. It wasz the only thing to do, and ke
braced himself for the effort.

Huardly daring to breathe, he siretched out his lefi hand for
the rifle. Hé moved it but an inch at a time. He knew
that any abrupl movement would mean disaster,

The snake did not stir, but Dick felt the brute's deadls
eyos upon him. Horrible eyes they were, ¢old, brilhant, and
uwnwinking, with a suggestion in them of deadly malice,

He got his hand upon the rifle, and drew it towards him.
At the same time he rose very slowly and graduslly, so that
he was sitting upright.

And still the spake did not move.

Then he had to ralse the rifo to his shoulder., And now
the rattler seemed to grow uncasy. Itz head rose a ]irﬂe, anﬁ
sme

he could see its forked t-:rnpgue licking in and out.’
like that of fresh-cut cucumber filled the air.  This is charac-
teristic of the rattler tribe when angered.

The strain on Dick was awful. At any moment Dudley
might move. He was always a light sleeper.

Still, Diek did not hurey, but continued very leisurely
ratsing the rifle.  Any hasty movement on his part must be
fatal to Dudley.

At last the gutt rested firmly in ghe hollow of his shoulder,
In spite of the strain, ho was steady a3 a rock Ha d
only have one shot, and if this did not finish the horrible
brute, the second would be too late to save Dudley. Light-
m:}g is no more rapid than the strike of an angry rattler,

e ereature’s head was higher now.,  Dick aimed, not
straight at iis head, but at its neck,  Then, if the bullet failed
to cut the spine, it wauld at any rate crash through the coils
beneath.

~With an inward prayer that he mjght not miss, his finger
tightoned on the trigger., The report crashed out, startlingly
loud in the breathtess stillness of the hot afternoon, and
simultaneously the rattler's coils quivered, then sank flat upon
the ground.

The muzzle had been within & vard of Dudley's head. Ha
fairly loaped out of sleep, and sat up, staring round with
startled eyes.

“What—what-——"" ha bogan.

Dick glid nct speak. e merely pointed at the snake.
S0 perfect had been his aim that the head lay s fool away
from the coils.  Tha bullet had decapitated the reptile.

Dudley drew a long breath, as he mentally measured the
diztaniee which separated the dead horror from his own body,

'ri‘ Thanks, Dick ! he said. I guess that was a pretty good
shot !

“UNot =0 dusiy for me,” Dick answered. ns he rose to his

foet.  He was vory pale, bhut otherwise mnch as ysual,
“ And now, Dudley, T faney we had better be shifting,  The
zsound of that shot will have been heard pretiy much all over
the island, and we want te be guite soime way off before
Cravy & Clo. arrive on the scene”

“Hush!” muttered Duodley, and held his hand
silence.

Next moment came a rosh of feel, Withouat another word,
both the boyvs plunged, head dewn, into the thick brush, and
raced away as fast az the thickness of the serub allowed.

e dodeed in and out among the

(Cantinued an Fage §ii of Covear,)

up for

“TUgh! What a dream !” he grunted.  “1 thought Cray Dicde took the lead.
had us sure ™
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thicker clumps of bush. Hometimes he was forced io burst
5 way through a tangled mass of creepers, but where he could
ho went round. Dudley [ollowed close at Ilis_hﬂﬁh.

“Keap low! Keep low!"™ whispered Dick sharply, as they
erosgsed a little open space. The warning was emphasised by
the crack of a rifle and the vicions epit of a bullet ¢lose above
their heads,

They were running up the ravine. Suddenly they came
_ face te face with a clif too steep to climb. Bick glanced
qutickly round. . The cliff was egually steep on either side.

“We'rs in a blind allay ! he goaped. -

“ There must be some way vp!" said Dudley desperately,

“No: we're boxed!™ Az he spoke Ihieck thrust fresh
cartridges into the mapgazine of ks riflo. -

“Find some cover, Bud];}y,“ ha hade his chum. “If thers
are not too many of them we may still be able to hold them

Dudley ran forward a little way, Diek s.tmd_fmrin% down
the gorge. The sound of pursuit was plain, He could hear
& number of men crashing heavily through the thick scrub.
dley came dashing back. :

“There's a way up. CUreepers hanging over.
can climb it 1™

He pointed as he spoke,

Dick shook his head.

I guess we

But

“No earthly!l It's on-the cards we can climb it
what's the use? They'll pot us as we climb.™
For a moment the two stared at one another. Dudley

realised that Dick was right. The ¢himb muat be dow and
difficult, and they would be perfect targeta [or their pursuers
a8 they climbed.

“It’s all right, bova!” came a voice from out of the acrub,
“¥'a all right! Na need to hurry! We've got the cubs
boxed !

No naec! to ask who had spoken.
Ezra Cray’s harsh, grating tones.

“I'll get him, anyway!” growled Dick between sct teeth,
Bs ho dropped flat on the ground, hia rific held firmly to his
shoulder. * Whaiever happens, he sha'n’t brag he's caonght
us a soecond time ! :

Dudley’s eyes flashed, & curious gleam lit his keen face.

* Your matchies, Dick-—give me vour matches ™

For an instant Dick thought that his chum had suddenly
EOna Crary.

“ Matchesa? What do you want with them?”

“(Give me them, sharp! No time to talk!™

Pick saw the other had a plan. He whipped out his corked
bottle, which still held about a dozen matches.

Dudley had already picked up a dead branch covered with
dry leaves. He tore up two or three handfuls of son-dried
wire-grasa, and twisted thom inta the branch. Then, striking
a match, he set fira to his improvised torch, and, hureying a
littlo way back dewn the gorge, thrust it into a clump of
dry brush.

In spite of tha rain of the previous night, eight hours’
blazing sunshine had dried out the thicket, so that it was
like so much tinder. In an instant the scrub aprang into
flame.

Dudley rushed from one clump to anather, firing everything
a8 he went, Within an ineredibly short space of: time he had
a wall of fire reaching almost from one side of the rorge to
the other., It crackled and roared, sending up showers of
sparks and great volumea of dark smoke.

The heat was berrific, but what fittle wind there was blow
down the gorge, so that it carried the smoke fowards their
pursuers,

“Now'z our chance ! cricd Dudley, as he led the way book
to the top of the gorge. “Sharp as you ean, Dick, or theyl)
be out of the lgwer end and zet round on ue ™

Dick did not wazte a moment. He geized the end of a touprh

rape-vine which hung down over the low cliff, and pulled
,ﬁimac]f up as best he could. It was a hard scramble, and
evory moment he expected 1o hear Cray or hia men open fire,

But the shouts and wells which came from below told o
different story. Jray's men, if not Cray himself, were
evidently pame-stricken by the roar of the blazing serub and
the hupre masses of smeke which were beating down upon.
them. It seemed that they had all run for it

Dick reached the top of the low cliff in safety.

“ateh ' eried Dudley, and flung the rifle up fo*lim,
Then be himeelf tackled the creeper and began to climb, Te
was slower than Dick, and Dhek could do little to help him,
It was some minntes before he reached the iop, and then he
was so done that he could hardly stand,

“fet on my back, 1l carry vou,” offered Dick.

There waz no mistaking
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“You're craey '™ reforted Dudlev.  * They'd have vs hefore
wo could get a hendred yards, No; doubls back., That'a the
scheme. Deouble right back, and le up in that thick stuff
above the pool. It's a risk, of course, but 1 reckon they'll
make sure we'vo gone straight on,”™

Dick ,eaw that ha was right. Thera was plenty of cover
all the way, and, unless there was a pretty wood tracker
amnniﬂthair pursuers, Cray would never dream that they had
gono back,

He took Duadlevy’s arm, hurried him into the thickest of
tha sceub, then t both went down on hands and knees
and crawled softly into the very heart of the stuff, whero
they dropped, panting and dripping, with exhaustion,

Next minnte they heard Cray's buzzard-like croak coming
from the opposite side of the ravine.

“IFva sen "em, Bendall? Huorry, ye fool! They can't hey
gons far! Hurry!”

“Tho smoke’s so derned thick I can’t see nothing ! Bendall
answersd hoarzely.

Dick raised his head a little. He was listening eagerly,

“Don't you worry, old son!"” whispered Dudley in his. car.
“T'Il lay my sharé of the gold they'll never catech on to our
littls double. There's mighty thick cover on the east slope
of the hill, They're dead sure to reckon we've run for it.”

Some moments passed. In apite of Dudley's cneouraging
words, Djck was in a great stew.

- Fram ilicjr hiding-place they could see nothing that was
going on, and the roar of the fire drownerd most other sounds.

Down in the porge the whole of the scrub was ablaze, and
the Hames rose fifty feet ar more inte the air. The draoght.
craused by tha heat had become a brisk breere, which swort
the fre faster and faster dewn towards the peol. Sparks
rushed through the smoke in myriads and were caught by
eddies and seattered this way and that. Even where the
boys erouched in tho serub, some thirty feet abave the bod
of the porge, and frity feet away from the edure, thay could
feel the heat.

_At last Dick coubd stand the suspense no longer. He raised
himself very cautionsly.

™ Say, what are you doing?” asked Dudley.

“I want to see what those follows are ab.™

“A sicht more likely they'll get their eves on sou!™ re-
turned Dudley, . * You'd best lio low."

Unwillingly Dick crouched down again

“1t’s petting mighty warm " said Dudley presently,

Dick did not answer. He was strainify his ears for somo
sound of their pursuers, But the crackling and snapping of
the fames in the zorge below made it imposeibls to detect
Footstepa.

The air grew stifling,
¢ 1ouds,

Suddenly Dudley started up. .

“Bay, Dick, the fire’s over the edge! The scrub’s alight
on top of the chff 1

Ho pointed as he spoke, and Dick could distinetly see littls
crimgon tongues of fire flickering through the thick stuff
within a few vards of where they lay,

“GHuces we'd better shift if we don't want to be roasted,”
eontinued Dudley,  “ It's coming our way!”

They shifted withowt delay. It was time, too. Rabbita,
snakea—all sorte of amall creatures wore coming towards
them, driven by the fire. The worat of it was that the boys-
dared not riso upright. 'They were afraid of being seen.
Fhey ducked and dodoed, making the best speed they could
under the circumstances.

All of a sudden the sernb ended, and they found themselvea
on the bare hillside, with no cover of any sort, except a few
rocks.

“This i3 a nice joke!” growled Dick, as he paused and
looked out neross the bara space. The nearest trees woro at
least a couple of hundred yards away., * Your little echeme
has et both ways, Dudley.”™

Dih:ﬁé}' crawled out into.the open and took a quick glance
aroarnd,

“Can't zee anything of Cray's crowd,” he said, in 2 tone-
of relref.

“Then we'd better do & bunk across the open,' Dick
replied.

Dudley shook his head.

“1 guess we can do better than that. What's the matter
with Ey,rning right round aond making back down the ereek
again?

i The way we came? You're crazy, nwman!
rizht past the camp again.™

Smoke blew down upon them in

Ie'l take ua

(Another long instalment of this splendid serial story
next Monday., The only way you can make gquite certain
of securing o copy of the MAGNET i3 to order im
advance, }
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THE PRIDE OF THE RING!!

A Maghnificent Serial Story dealing with the Noble Art of Self-defence.
By MARK LINLEY. "

_ Aldershot.

A week alter the events narrated in the previeus chapter
tho Public Schools Boxing Tournament took place - at
Qucen’s Avenae Gymnasinm, Aldershot, and Neddy - Welsh,
who fearod no one of hiz own gize and weight, went np to
represent - Earlingham. . '

He was nccompanied by Bob Sullivan, his old_friend and
teainer, still as foithful and reliable as over; and Dolly Gray,
Weston, Phipps,- and Kenrick. " And " there was one other
spectator, who was bound to excrcise a considerable influehee
over Meddy's display, and. thit ‘was Molly Ferm. The girl
had been obliged to argue with her father and the "Head
for a selid half-hour before they gave their consent oy’ her
to go; but she had won the day, and that was all that
maltered.

Mauy publie schools were represented om  that mighty
necasion.  Jton and Charterhouse,: Harrow and Winchester.
Groyiviars and St (Jim's) nH hdd vosy dreams that suceess
would crown the cfforts of their respective champions.

E}tcé}hl: for Bob Bullivan end Dolly {irn{: nobody connected
with Faplingham considefed that Neddy had a dog's chance,
The school at Jarge congidered him a good boxer, but not up
to the weight of those hailing from schools of greater yenown,
Bob Sollivan and Daliy Gray, however, knew Neddy for what
he waa worth, and zet much store hy. him, - Certain’ 1t waz
that he would fight to o finish, no matter how.heaxy the odds
wore against hin, : ] -

The tournwment opened’ with. the hc-m-jr-wmg}lts, con-
prising o sevies of tongests which lasted an hour. Then came
the middle-woights, -and then, amid g breathless hush, the
first pair™ of - lightsweights, - as -appeinted by the hallot,
clambered into the ring. _

The referce scannéd o sheet of paper in his Tand,  and

npounced the hamés:
a-‘i‘Rul:It"j‘t, Ehérr; {Greytviars) versus “H. P. Burne-Jones«

[ Fton)." : .

“ Plopeat, Eigna | came a checry volee from the gallery.

* Good,ald Greyiriara ! rose in El.l_llﬂf'lls'!.‘ffl'lllg'.ﬂt'-l'lﬂ from the
front scats, where Harty Wharton & Co. had established
themselves.

WHooconds out ! Thne ' .

The Btonian‘roghed in with lowered heart, hoping lo bring
the bout to an early issun.” But ‘Bob Cherry was nothing if
nob brilliant.  11e npet the . hexce onslaught with a defencn
hike o barn-doce, end thén his fisis shot out—right and left
i-n‘!w."i}'l‘ glibecasion. ,

*Thrown completely off his balance, Burne-Jones waverod, and
Bob Chrery. [ollowing np like a flash of lightning, landed” a
straight Iel{ﬁn the jaw, which sent the man épinmug. * There
was a murimy of amezement frow  the “audience as  the
‘Btonian ecame down with a thud and-lay ehll.

In vain his second nrged him to rise and renew the combat.

The riferee connted him, out in soleran tones, and the fght
was over, - For brévity:- the bout had almdst cquailed the
celehrated oecasion on which Greorges Carpenticr had dizposed
of Bombardier Billy Wells in the first round.

It the frkt tassie had been somewhat dizappointing 1o the

sport-Inving instinets of the crowd, tthe. gecond amply atoned
lor the deliciency, Tom Mervy, of 3t Jin's, enieirtained a
smart-locking voungster fromy Charterhouse, and they went the
full ; umber of pounds. ” ‘To the deepsdizmay of the B Jim's
fellows who wore present, Tom Merry lust the veediet,

There wore severn] more conteste, of s highly inweesting
natpee, and, then-an adjournment took place for huch,

Nedddy Welzh ate a moderate Junch., anad when., hall an hour
Tntek, he stond face to face with the Winchester boxer, he
oked in perfvet form.

The referee announeed the names, snd the nexe  inztant
the two schaolboeys were pommelling away at cach other for
drar hife. _

The boy from Winchester was a better Hghting-man than
Bol Sullivan had predicted. e was n hitle wild in his
vactica, certainly, bt his every action betokoned a knowledse
of rvingeraft. '

The firvet vonndd Nidshed with hooonrs easve In the secoud,
however, Neddy Welsh ler himeelf "go, takivge rizk: which
cveryone bt a fellow of wondecfut tlal.l'ill_;_l-,f wonld have fooels
thy of. ) -

Modhdi's {aciies paid, too. In the middic of the round he

P
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broke elean thirough his opponent’s guard, and koocked him
off his fret with a delightfnl right-hander, straight from the
shoulder. '

The yeferce brgan le count, and the Winchester boy rtifn,hla
heroie offorts.to regain his Feet, But he wag beaten, fairly
and squnrely, and never rallied from“thé effocts of that tertifi
punch of Neddy's.

“Welsh wins [ «sdid the peferce. 0

The announcement was- hailed with a terrent of appluuse.
Neddy Welsh had made o very fovoursble impression upon the
public; and those who werd blessed with powers of discrimina-
tion, prophesicd that he would reach thie sémi-final, if not the
final itseif.

“That's great!” said Bol SBullivah, hix handsome face
radiant: with supreme satisfaction. * Lopks as though yol're.
going to more than justify’ the training I've given Fou-in
the past,”

“I hope zo. Bob," peplied Neddy. “What & gorgeous

Heather in Bavlingham's cap if T win{”

That was just like Neddy Welsh, 1le always placed school
before self, and so Iu:uiz ns he could give additional lustre
to the fair name of Earlingham, he was porfectly satisfied.

Neddy: went from strepgth'-to strength. Vietory in two
mére bouts brought. him into ‘the semi-final against - the
Charterhouse vouth who had disposed-of Tom Merry.. Boxin
with consummate skill and science throughout, Neddy gaine
the verdiet on pointa; ~apd presently the referce announc
in singing tones, which sent o theill throngh the hearts of
hisz finarcrd:

“Final, Hghrweights, ‘Robrrt

Cherry,  Groviciars

‘E“hm] Lo

LI Ll

“Hurras " |

“And Neddy Welsh of Fartingham ™

S Good old Neddy '™
-W"‘ij:-’ ip the grovnd with hiny, old man ™ roaved Dolly
Aray.

The refevec raized s hand for silence.

“Beconds ont-of the ring ! Tingge 1™ _

The great boxing final; bkely to be hong remembered-in
the” atndls "of the two inmmis_‘s::lmufs cocerned; " had com-
anegeed !

Meddy Welsh looked much less it and coifident - as he
vutered the fray. against  Bob Cherry. *ﬁfiii‘ﬂ}hfbt‘[%ﬂ +hls
face had Leen Stampod with the héalthy "Anak® of youth™ it
was now drawn and hag ard, ‘and his sves*had o lick-lustri
look in them thet Bob Slliven didn't like at all.” Something
must be the matter, and the ‘good-hearted  drill-instruetor
felt gial,-a:minbl:-'_c-bﬁmquéti for his pupil.- T

Neddy Welsh coitented himsell by boxing purely on the
defensive 1o the firsd vound. . s npgmiﬂ}t: scpred severul
neat points, but on the whole -the affair was tame v Ag
Phipps remarkdd ta Weslon, the bonoders, weven’t puotbiog
enaugh ginger into it. e B ’

- Feeling bad, old bay " asked Bob-Puilivan solicitony, as
Neddy Welsh sat down heavily on hiz knecs at ihe imerval

Neddy pulled himself together with a geeat effort,

“T—moall pight ! he madtiered, T

“Yoan don’ look it What can [ do for vou?”

B Tist sponge my chivey, that’s all.”

# T should like in examing you fo se¢ if von're quite sound,”™

“No,no!" said Neddy, abinost fievcely, © T'moadl vight, 1
tell you ! : g
" And Bob Sullivan had to rest guite confent with that,

The second and thivd rownds were repecitions of the first.
Dob Cherry contented himsell with desuliory attacking, dod
Neddy Welsh fowght mainly on the defensive.  When -?u’.- Jdidd

hit out, it was uwauully with the right. Il left~secmed to
b strangely alli
“Do buck upe. Neddy 7 onrged Boeb Bullivan, as he

“Where's that
strafght left of vours dizoppraaim] tob”

MNeddy made no ceply, He lay back on bis secord’s knee,
bis fnce white and straimel bis Deearh coming amd going iu
gl:"-'?‘ﬁl' Eadps, |

": Lool: here U sand Boly Sellivaw, o oalarm,
voing  on.,  Youre not  fie Lot e
relerov———

‘“_‘h'nu'rv T
5 pxpann 1o tha

{To be Corcluded next Monday.)
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