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ENTER 1927.

Q it's happened! We have stepped off from the last
bit of track owned by 1926, and got a footing in tho
New, Year of 1927. HBome people call & new year a
terra incogmia. I don’t care if it 13 terra cotta or

anything else so long as the newcomer is given a [aiz show.

e start away with good wishes all round. "Then we got
doewn to brass tacks apd bumness, Bome fellows think they
can leave things to the New Year, and that all will come ont
all right, but thet 13 net the way to tackle the problem,
‘This is a jolly old co-partnership affaiv, and don't forget it
You do your bost by 1927, and it will do its best by you.
In the ancient legends the New Year was represonted by o
cheery little nipper with a dinky smila of confidence, who
hopped up the steps and rang the bell when the last stroke
of midnight in the old year was heard. It is cricket to give

the stranger a real good show. It is a time to stand by and
see fair.

Prass 11 922}, Ltd!l
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THE WORLD WENT VERY WELL THEN !

Here's n letter to hand from a champion stand-by sup.
porter. ke has taken the Magser since 1908, That was ils
first year. The twenlieth anniversary will be rung off next
season. It iz something to think over with pleasure, Frank
Richards has been turning out top-noteh yarns of Greyfriars
for close on two decades, and I ean tell all my many friends
up and down the world that the New Year running of the

fan}_uus auther will beat all the other piled-up records of the
past.

A TIP IN TIME !

GGood resclutions are on the menn. It's no good making a
whole lot of these, and thon chueking them overbooard long

hefore we have sailed out of Janvary, THo better way ia Lo
fake & few—as in the si:ff exame, and concentrate with blue
fury on, sav, p]ag‘*ing ihe game for all you are worth, and
giving any lame dog a {riendly jolt over the awkward slile.

Mext Monday’s Programme :

“BOUND BY HONOUR!™
By Frank Richards.

Yon will enjav the next long story in the series which
features the Gane Kid, Young Dury bas not had the educa.
Lional advantagos uf: .I'i5 Form-fellaws, bt his heart 15 as
gold,  And ids swprising to what lengiliz the Gamwe [Xid will
go to serve Cedeie Hilton, the dandy of the Fifth, who has
given hin o wod and a Triendly 2mile on occazions. Tha
faame Kid thinks the world of (edeie Hillon for that, ant
kreroowor-hips him,  Don’t nedss this deamatie story, choma,

« THE MYSTERY OF FLYING V RANCH!”

Look out, too, for the nexb stirriog in<ialment of onr
Wild West deteetive story; it's full of thmlls and exciting
situatrons.

[T S,

“ BENEATH THE TIRANT'S HEAL !"

Thet’s the title of e next sereamingly funny slery of
Jaclk Jelly & Co., frewm the youibhful pen of Dicky Mupgenl.
1f wvon are in need of & lavgh Uns “rliort coplete ** will <)
the teick,  Chdey your eopy of the Macrsr carly, clhinms.

Chin, chin!
YOUR EDITOR



KOT WANTED AT GREVFRILARS !

Inoclk-out blows gave the Game Kid a living when Te fought in Huging® Ring ;

buet Trnock-out Blows don't bring him popularity now that ke is af o public school! His Form-fellows don't Like
hiis pugilistic ways, or his boast thet Tie can take on the whoele of the Remove and lick them !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The “HKid !I™

(1 A, ka, ha!”
There was & sound of mer-
riment in the Bag.

Dick Dury, the new junior
of the Remove, had reached the door of
thet apnrtment and was about to enter.

Ho stopped as that loud laugh fell
upon his anrs.

A good many of the Remove were in
the Hapg, and they seemed to be in a
merry oo, The door was half-open,
and Dury eould see the crowd of laugh-
ing faces,

He hesitated, with the colour flushing
in his cheeks,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™

Bob Cherry came along the passage
and ctapped thoe new junier on the
shoulder, Bob was exuberantly cheer-
ful, as he generally was, Ilo gave the
new fellow a genial grin

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Enjoxing hife "

“Um ¥ zaid ﬁmjn

“How do you like Greylrviars

L1 Hm !?i‘

“Change for the betler, or for the
worse i asked Bob.

1] Um !!‘J

Bob Chorry chuckled.

“What does *um ' mean evactly!”
he inquired. I hope it docsn't mean
that vou're fed-up with Greyiriars, after
Leing here only three or fovr days”

% U'H e

“Nobody besn rapging vou—what 27
asked Bob, with a grin,

Dury grinned, too.

The rather remarkable new boy al
Greyiriar: hod many difficuliios to face,
but ragging was not one of them. No
fellow in the Remove-—or in the Jourth
aor Fifth, for 4hat matter—would have
carcd to undertake the task of handling
the fellow who, before he came to Grey-
friaes, had been known as the “Game
Kid ¥ in Hugging' Bozing Riog.

“I've been 'ere more'n three or four
days,” said Dury., *You young genta
'ave only been back a few days, but 1
was "ere & week afore that.”

“I hope you like it better now we're
back 1"

“Um ™ ‘ .

# Must have been a bit solitary here in
the vae, with all the fellows away,”
said Bob. :

“¥es: but—" The Kid pauvsed.
“The "Tad was very kind,” he said,

“The Head's an old sport,” said Baob.

“One of the very best. Still, we're
rather nice fellows in our way.”
“You are,” assented the Kid.
“Thenks!” said Bob gravely. * And

my friends are not bad, you know. You
get on all rmpght with Wharton and
Nugent and Bull and Inky "

“Oh, yes!

“And your study-maies, Ogilvy and
Russell, are xood chaps,”™ said Bob.

“ Um—-yes ™

“Then what's the trouble ¥

£{3 Um :?'

“Feel as if you miss the ring and the
boxing and punching—what ¥

“Praps, a bit,” confessed the Kid.
“8till, it was very kind of the 'Ead to
bring me ‘ere and give me a chance in
:léfn£ ﬂ:}hlﬁke is bound to {eel grateful.

L=

“Buat it's not all lavendor?™

113 Um [.'}

“YWell, Hfe isn't all lavender, any-
where and anyhow,” said Bob., ¥ What's
the odds, =0 long as you're happy I

“Um !

“ My dear chap, you're 1'|:peatim¥ FOUr-
zelf,” saul Bob, with o chuckle. “ Come
into the Hapr. There scems to be some
merey joke on

Dury's flush deepened.

From the Rag came a continual
chortle, Obviously there was some joke
on; but the Kid did not seem anxious
to loarn what it waa.

“Cloma on!"” said Bob.
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A Powerful Long Complete
Story of Harry Wharten &
Co., of Greyfriars, introducing
Dick Dury, better known as
the * Game Kid,” of Bobby
Huggins' Ring!

By
FRANK RICHARDS.
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Bob was not chummy with the new
junior; in fact, ho hardly knew him.
He had his own friends and cccupations,
and had not taken much heed of the
one-time “Game Eid ¥ hitherto. But
the sight of anybody “"down in tho
mouth ¥ was enough to make Bob take
a little trouble about him. And un-
donbtedly the Game Kid looked down
in the mouth,

*1 ain't going ! muttered Dury.

“Why not

“Um!” o

The Kid teok refuge again in the non-
commmittal monosyllable. Bob regarded
Lim with surprise.

The Rag was used as a Common-réom
by the (ireyiriars juniors, and the new
fellow bad as much right there as any-
one else, Bvidently he had come along
to the door of ihe Rag with the inten:
tion of poing In. Mow, itor reasons
inexplicable to Bob, he scemed daunted,
and did not want to enter. The Game
Kid, who had walked into the roped
ring many o tine o face an opponent
ageinst whom no Greyiriars fellow
could have stood, was daunted by the
sight of o crowd of carcless, laughing
foces.

“0Oh, come on!™ said Bob., " There
seens Lo be some sereaming joke on, o
judge by the way the fellows are cack
117

“Ha, ha, hat” came from the Rag.

“Pr'aps I'in tho joke,” sald Dury
grimly.

“Eh v

“1 shouldn't wonder. Tiokes ‘epc
ain't all like you, Master Cherry,” said
the Kid., * T?‘tﬂ,}' make fan of a covey
hecause he don’t speak like other blokes,
That there Skinner, and DBunter, and
Snoop, and the rest. They'd fall down
dead if I was to ‘it them,” added the
Kid restively. “There ain't a foller
pmong "em what could put his "ands up
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t0 me. But they make fun of & cover,
all the zame.”

Eob's face became grave.

“Tt. wouldn't be a fair fight between
you and & Remove man,” he said; " The
odds are too heavy on you, after your
training in the ring. You ought to put
that right out of your head, Dury.”

“The 'Ead's told me s0,” said Dury,
rathor sullenly, “I ain’t ’it anybody,
‘ave 1?7 'TPhere would be a.‘h]mkmg
ambulance wanted if I did. I've stoo
a lot of chipping and a lot of cheek, and
1 ain't give any covey my left. Onco
would be enough.”

Bob Cherry smiled.

*My dear man, yau can afford to take
it easy,” he said. I helieve yoi could
knock out the best man in the Fifth, if
you chose,”

“r the Sixth either, if you coma to
that,” seid the Kid coolly. *I've looked
‘e over, and there ain't a man at
Greyfriars what could stand u a{!n
mo for two rounds—not even that big
bloke, Wingate, the captaiu of tho
school, as you call him?

There was rather a hoastinl ring an
the Kid’s voico, which jarred a hittle on
Bab Cherry.

But the matter was probably as he
stated. . f

It was o strange cnough state o
affairs, and one wﬁﬂuh the Head had
probably not contemplated when he
placed the Kid in the Lower Fourth
Form at Greyiriavs. The fact that

ih as a fag in the Lower Fourth
who could, if he liked, knock out the
captain -a% the anc:hm'i in a fistieal

encouniter, was & fact that waa likely to
lead to some trouble, Boxing was
almost the only thing the Kid couvld do
and do well, and there was no doubt at
all that he was a terrific fighting-man.
And it was only to be e:p;mtud that the
quecr new junior would be tempted 1o
make much of the one thing that he
could do, and in.which no other Grey-
friars follow could equal him, or even
approach Lim.

“They're lavghing at a bloke now,"
went on the Kid resenifully; “but if I
was to get rorty, they'd soon be laugh-
ing on the other side of their muys,
wouldn't mind taking on zeven or cight
of them at once.”

Baob's face grow graver.

“Dury, old man,” he =sand, © that
tan’t the kind of talk that will go down
at Oreyiriars. A fellow oughtn't to
awank.”

[} H'Ilm II‘.I

“Besides, what do 2 fow cads and
their silly chipping matter?” said Bob,
“You'ro & better man than Skinner, any
day in the week. If you break wp the
King's English a little, Skinner breaks
half the rules of the schoal, and that's
a much more scrious mattor,™

£ H!m 11!‘

“As for Bunter—Bunicr's dislike ix
a compliment to any fellow,” said Dob.
“Pm not a particular chap, but I
thould cobject very strongly if Bianter
took a liking to meo.”

The Kid grinned.

“¥ou don’t want lo be touchy, yon
know,” said Bob comforlingly.  *‘The
fellows are cackling over some joke—
hut why the dickens should you jump
0 conelusions? dare say they're
cackling over the way Coker of the
Iifth was playing footer yesterday.”

LY P! riam !!I

“Ton't be tevichy, old hean, and come
i and kee,” daid Bob, And he linked
Ins arm in the Game Kid's and miarched
Fichard Dury into the Rag.

Tre Macxer Lisnary.——No. 386,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Skinner Asks For It!

& ERE he 131"
™
There was a voar of

laughtor in the Rag os Dick
Dury came in with Bab,

The Kid's rugged face-crithsoned.

A dozen. fellows were gathered round
a notice that was stuck on the wall of
tha Rag; but they all turped their
glanced on the Kid as-he came in, and
there was a [resh Durst of merriment,

Bob Cherry coloured uneoinfortably,

It was nok, after oll, & case of sensi-
tiveness on Dury's pavt, Obvieously now
the Game Kid was the “joke™ over
which the fellows ware choviling, He
hai;:i felt sure of that, though Bob had
not,

" Here's the jolly old pug!" chuckled
Stott.

“This way, Bill Sikes!" culled out
Bkinner. *This will interest you 1™

"He, he, he!" chuckled Billy Bunier.

“What's the joke?” demanded Bob
Cherry gruffly. He was a little uncasy
at the sight of the dark, threatening
look that had eome over the Hid's
rugged face.

Diek Dury had seemed to Harry
Wharton & Co. 2 good-tempered, good-
humourved sout fellow. But the
Famouz Five, naturally, had not chipped
him about his rather peeuliar manners
and customs, and his distinctly weird

ronunciation.  Other fellows in the

wer Fonrth were not so pavienlar.
Home of them, from sheer thoughtless-
ness, made game of the queer new
fellow, without meaning any karin, and
never stopping to think that the gueew
fellow had senzitive feelings which might
be wounded., And there wore some, like
Skinner & Co., who found entertainmeant
in persecuting anvbody or anything from
sireer mahicious ill-nature,

Such fellows were foew in number, but
they knenw how to make thomselves ax-
cessively wnpleasant, And the Geme
Kid, who would. have known how to
handle Wingate of tho Bixth with the
wloves, certainly did not know how fo
keep his end up apainst sneering malice
in & new world which was wholly slrango
to him.

It was no wonder, perhaps, that the
Kid, feéoling himself helpless against
banter, allowed his reseniful mind to
dwell upon tha fact thnt"'mmﬂ wortld
be enough ” if he nsed his left on any
of the jeering fellows who se in
him to be hiz enemies.

Bob Cherry stared angrily at the papoer
on the wall. It was writton in capital
letters, which gave no clue to the hand
that had written it; but he had little
doubt that it procceded from IHarold
Skinner, Ib ran:

“LOST, BTOLEN, OR 8THRAYED!

A large number of aspirates! Dr-::u?pm]
at Greyfriars School by E. Dury, ol the
Remove,

Anyone finding same is :'-:c}m*stml to ro-
turn them to the said B Dary, who is
badly in want of them."

“1 suppose ithat's meant {o be Dy,
Skinner?” growled Bob Cherry, with 2
glare at the homarist of the Remave,

“ Probably 1" assented Bldmer.

“Well, I don't eall it fonny.”™

“Porhaps you haven't o sense of
hummour, dear man,” suggosiod Shkioner
impertorbable, “ Why, I've zeon you
look in the gluss without langhing, That
shows you don’t appreciate what's really
firnny !

“¥a, ha, ha!”

#Y¥You cheoky ass—m

“You unecdn't get your rag out, Bob
horry,” said Bolsover major. “¥i's
.'lf?:.‘nt your H's that are being advertised

L

“Ha, ha, ha)”

“It’s too bad, though,” said Ogilvy,
though he was laughing, “I call this
kind of joke rather rotten,”

“Just  lika  SBkinner ¥
Russell,

“0Oh, just!” sald Squiff of the Re-
movea,

o My dear men,” seid Skinner blandly,
"ﬂ_!]illj’ put 1t down o mo especially?
should imagine that it was Dury wha put
up that notice. It's his H'; that have

baen dropped ¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

YOy, choese 161" snepped Bob Cherry.

“Look 'ere—" began the Kid.

EF:: There b mﬁﬂtdﬂcr]!” qrnéaimmi
wner 1d anybody hear 1t drop?”
:'ﬂ-!a. ha, ha!" Fﬁ“ﬂli the jmlim'a?F
'Logk "ere—" repeated the Kid, his

eyes glinting under his darkencd browe,

“‘Thera’s another !

“Eu,l ha, liaI;

“"Qeilvy's study must be fairvle car
Ileml:!].:ﬂu;:;h %‘a‘l” Rln;;id F%kinnmg Y

ek with “em mned BSnoop.

“Ha, ha, ha!” & :

Dick Dury stered round at the lungh-
ing faces, and made a sudden grasp at
Havrold Skinner.

His grip closed on Bkinner's shoulder,
and it felt like the clasp of an iron vine.

Skinner almost crum{FI&ﬂ up i ik

thEEE§3T['M 8 red and furiona face aon

“Let go!™ he shouted,
shoulder, you hooligan ™

The Kid grinped at him—a rathor
savage grin. All his rugged d-
humour bad vanished now., He felt a

d deal like 2 baited animal; and,
ike & baited animal, he was showing
his teeth at his tormentors,

“¥You've asked for it!” he snapped.
“It was you put that there paper up on
the wall, wasn't Tt—hey "

:%mz*qutﬁ” fnﬁr]akd Skinner, -

at’a'w 'm asking you,” said the
Kid. *“Was i you§” i

“Go and eat coke !

“Dury1” murmured Bob Cheriy,

The Kid paid him no heed. His ayos
were fixed, with & very unpleshant

tint in them, on Skinner’s furibus face,

kinner was looking alarmed now. as
waoll as  furious, w grip on s
shoulder seomed slmost to erack the
hone, and Skinner had an uncomfortable
realisation of the fact that he was abso-
lutely helpless in the hands of the fallow
be had provoked. He felt, and know,

romarked

“Lel go my

that the Kid could have pitchod him
acrosa the Rap like an old sack if Le
had choson..

“Lot go!” panted Skinneyr.  “Do you

think you can handle fellows as you
like, you rotten brute, becouse yowwn
been a prize-dighter? If vou don't take-

your paws olf me, I'll complain to My,
Q‘umhm"

“¥ou'll take ithat there papor
down,” zaid tho Kid.

*T wou't!™

“You will, vou cheeky "ornd 1™

“Oh, my hst! What lavguage!™
murmared Mazeldene,

“Take it down, Bkinner.” said Dol
Chevry. “"It's a roltem joke, und yon
ought to boe jolly well ashawicd of your-
solf. Take it down !

“1 won't!” howled Bkinner. * Do yan
think I'm going to be ordered about hy
this dashed hooligant™ _

“*Ooligan now, am T said the Kid,
“Orlrvight! " You'll jolly well do what
the ‘ooligan tells vou, ov you'll e the
wuss for b, Kim on ™

With a jerk of his powerful.arm the
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** Lot Skinner go ! " rapped out Bolsover, The Game Kid's eyes gliftered and bljﬁ hold on Skinner’s arm tightened. *‘I've

go at onee, or I'H make you ! roared Bolsover,
Fot of you together couldn’t make me ! " said the Kid derisively.

told you io shuf up, Bolsover ! ** he said.

“* Lot him

“ Why, the "ols

(See Chapter 2.}

Kid wranched Skinncr towards the wall
where the peper was fixed. Thero was
an angry murmur from-the juniors, and
they gathored round more clesely, The
Kid did not heed them.

“Tghﬁ that paper down, you rotber!™
he said.

“I—I won't!"

“T'll bang your *ead on the wall till
you go !

“Leggo!™ roared Bkinner.
you fellows ™

“Leave him go, you ruffian!” shouted
Lolsover major.

“You shut up!™ said the Kid tersely.
“I ain't afraid of you, big as you are,
nor of 8 dozen hke yon, Shut up! Are
you taking that there paper down,
skinner T

“No!" hizxzed Skinner.

"“Then 'cre goes!”

Bang!

Bkinner's head smote the wall just
under the offending paper. If was a
flapd  swite, and Skinner yelled with
angwish,

Y Yoooooogh !

“*Now arc you taking it down®"

* Back up, you funks{"™ yelled S8kinner,
HAre you golnpg to let a Hemove man
be bullied Ly a dashed prize-fighter 3"

" Roscug,

Bang!
“*Ow! Oh! Yoooop!™
Bolsover major shoved forward.

The big, burly Rewmovite was by no
means sure thot he was not & match
for the new fellow, though he had his
doubts. The bully of the Bemove had
eyed the Kid surlily many times in the
faw days since Lhe opening of the term,
vory much incensed by the knowledge
that there was & new chap in the Form
whom he could not venture to bully or
“chivey.” Now Boelsover was taking
the chance, cncoursged by the support
of the ecrowd of juniors round him.

Skimner, certuinly, had given the provo-
cation ; but the schoolboy boxer’s heavy-
banded methods were not at all fiked.

“*GFo it, Bolsover!" said soveral voices.

“Tet him go!'"” rapped out Bolsover,

“I've told you to shut up, you!" said
the Kid.

“Iet Skinner go at onee, or I'll make
vou!™

The Kid laughed derizively.

“Why, the 'ole lot of vou logether
couldn’t make me,” he said. “I'd mop
up the whole crowd as soon as look at
vou, if I hadn't promised the "Ead to
keep ont of rows, Better let & bloko
alene. '

“You wou't keep out of & row if you
don’t let Skinmer alonc,” =zaid Bolsover
major truculontly.

YT say, vou fellows, he's a funk!”
squeaked Bunter.

Bang! .

HThat does it!" zaid Beolsover major,
the Kid banged Skinner's head on the
wall apain, Bkinner’s yell rang through
the Rag and far beyond itf.

“That does it!" said Boelsover major,
and he rushed at the Kid, grasped him,
and dragged him away from Skinner.

Skinner staggered away, rubbing his
head in anguish. He was hurt.  For
& moment the Kid, taken by surprise,
went recling in Bolsover's grasp, and the
bully of the Remove spun him round
and sent him sprawling,

The Kid went at full length on the
floor of the Rag.

Bolsover major grinned down at him
victortously, There was a murmuar of
applanse from the juniors. It seemed
that there was, after all, a Greyfriars
fellow who could handle the * prize-
fighter.” . ;

Dick Dury scrambled to his feet, his
face red, his jaw square, ayss blazing.
He came at Bolsover major wish

hands up, and the bully of the Remove
stood on his defence. But beforo ho
reached Bolsover the Kid scemed to
recollect himself, and he dropped his
bands and unclenched them.

“You've asked for it, you!" he said
thickly. *If you got what you've acked
for you'd be sorry, But I ain't ‘itting
you."

And turning his back on the aston-
ished Dolsover, the Kid took down the

aper from the wall, crumpled it in his
hand, and crossed over to the firc with
1.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Enocked Out !

ARRY WHARTON came into the
H Rag, and looked about him
surprise.  Frank Nugent and
Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh came in with him. FPrep
was over in the Remove studies, and the
Co. had come down to join Bob Cherry.
They found an unexpected scenc of ex-
citéinent going on in the Rag.
“Hallo? What's tho trouble?” asked
Harry Wharton. -
“Ow-ow! Wow ! was Bkinner's re-
mark, as he rubbed his head, His head
folt considerably damaged.

“Don't you butt in here, Wharton,”
said Bolsover major loftily. “I'm hand-

ling this!”
“Bullying  agein?”  asked Frank
MNugent.

“You shut up'

Bolsover major strode across to infer-
cept Dury, The new _ Jumior :
crumpled ESkinner's offensive paper in
his hand, and was about to toss it into
the fire. The burly Removite inter-
v
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“ Stop that!” he commanded.

Dury looked at him., His cyes wero
glinuang, bt he was keeping his temper
in gontrol.

“You butting in
“You'd hetter "op it
urt you.” i

Bolsover major laughed seornfully.

All his doubts wera resolved now; he
helieved that he was more than a match
for the schoolboy boxer, and he strongly
suspected that Dury was a funk. How
clse was he to account for the fact that
the Kid had allowed himself to be
thrown to tho foor without retaliating ?
Bolsover major was o powerful fellow,
and he had always used his strength
recklesaly and unscrupulously, He could
nat understand a follow restraining him-
«olf aimply becande ba was conscions

ing strength.

ﬂrﬁm:gspapar ;bn-:;i " he sald,

[ L1 wﬂt?'ﬂ

“You've no right to touch that
paperi” said Bolsover mujor. H"Fut it
back where you took it from!”

“You're & focl, you arel” said the
Game Kid, “You ie-ep on saking for
it. “i'_mll‘ﬂ get it if you don't leave &
bloke alone.”
; “Pu: that paper beck on the walll™

“Oh, stow 1t!"” said the Kid.

in againi’ he said.
1 don't want to

Bolsover major made a step towards
him. Har harton stepped between,
and pushed the bully of the Remove

“Let's hear the trouble,” said the cap-

tain of the Remove quistly

“I've told you not to butt in, Whar-
tom1"” &na Bolsover. | _

“You cgﬁut-a]l me till you'ra biack in
the face, but it won't make any differ-
ence,” said Wharton coolly. ™ happen
to be captain of the Form, and_ You
happen to be o beastly bully. Now,

what's the trouble {"

“ Dury’s taken a paper down from the
wall,” =zaid Snoep. “He's no right to
take a notice down—unless he puf it up,

of course.’” And Sidocy James Snoop
chuekled, as did some of ithe other
fellows,

Wharton looked puzxled, .

“It's one of Skinner's rotten joles,”
explained Bob ‘Ei]ﬁrrg;. “Tury's quile
right to chuck 1t in the five.”

“I say he egha’n't!" roared Bolsover
1 H]QF.

“*0Oh, ]g:m can go and cat coko
swered Bol.

“Lot's cee the paper.” said Harry.

“Rot!" zaid the Kid. “I'm going
by chnek it in the Gre. and you ain’b
zoing to stop me, wors than any other
foke.”

Wharton coloured.

“Thet's ono for
rrinned Hazeldene.

“ Don’t be an ass, Dury,™ said Joehnny
Bull, “Wharton's eaptain of the Form,
Show him the paper.”

Dury hesitated, but he realizaed,
apparently, that he was Fruﬂec!ding to
yuarre] with friends ags well as foes, and
vhanged his mind., He handed the
vrampled paper to the coptain of tho
Remove.

Wharton logked at it, and lLiz brow
darkened.

“A rotten, smeaking joke,” lie eald.
' sorvy this has Im;lpulmd, Dhery,
Chuek itin the fire, kid’

“I say, he sha’'n't do anything of Lhe
sort!” roared Bolsover major.

“You chessa it, DBolsover!” said
Wharton tersely. “Can't you cver bs
auything but a beastly bully? Get out
of the way!l”

“1 wor’t!" hooted Bolsover.

“You will t¥

The captain of the Remave gave
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his Joghness!™

Bolsover major an uncercmonions
shiove, and Bolsover hed to wield
ground. The Kid tossed the crumpled
pRper into the btre. ‘Then, with =
medy  brow, he walked towards the
door.

“You funk ' voared Bolsover major,

“Shot up, Bolsover ™

“ Funk ! bawled the hully of the
RBomove. “You can handle Bhkinner,
but you're jolly well afraid to hendle
me. Fuank 1™

The Kid turned back

"Will you give o bloke a rest?"” he
suapped.

“I'll give you & licking,” retorted
Bolsover major, pushing back his cuffs,
“Comae on, you hoolizun I

“1 don't went to serap with you”
said the Kid, hesitating.

“1 know you don't,” agreed Bolsover
major, with a speer, “but you'ro jolly
well going to, all the same.”

“You silly azs,” said Harry Wharton.
“Dury could make rivgs round you.
Ho handled Coker of the Fifth his first
day here, and Coker didn's come back
to ask for any more”

“Hea can’t handle me,” snecred Bol-
sover mejor, “¥ou can be ms civil to
E‘u;m we you like, if you're afraid of
1 —

" What 1” cisculated Wharton,

“Tut if thar hooligan thinks lie can
carry ot as he likes in the Remove,
becaunso he's been n prizefighter, he's
mistaken,” said Bolsover major, “and
I'm jolly well going to lic him to
make him ondersiand if, seel”

“¥ou cheeky cad—"

“Oh, ring off I

Bolsover major stroda. up to tho
hesitating XKid.

“Put up vour handz!" he said.

The Kid kept his hands down at his
eides,

“¥ou won't?

“No, I"won't!” muttered Dury.

*“Then you'll take the coward’s blow,
wou roiten funk ™

ho Kid's eves hlazed,

“Give it himw, Dolsover!™ sgueaked
Ea].!,)' Bunter,

“"Ands off 1" znid the EKid between
his tocth.

Bolsover major laughed mockinely,
and struck full at the red, angry face
of the Game Kid. Bolsover was quite
conlident now—over-confident, uas o
matter of fack.

The Kid's hand came up like light-
ning. DBolsover's blow was warded,
and the burly Removite atarted back
with a hawl of pain, clasping his right
wrist with his left hand. ']i.rrhat--aharp
rap on the wrist had almost numbed
Inm. ‘The Kid g'rinrmd faintly.

“That enough ¥ he jecred.

Belsover’s reply was a gpring at him.
Bully as ho was, Perey Bolsover had
plenty of plock.,  IMe sjpra.n at the
Kid, hitting out savagely. he next
moment they were fightine.

The BRemove [ellows gathered round
in_ a breathless crowd. Almost every
fellow there hoped that Bolsover major
would get the best of it. The bully of
the Llemove was far from popular, hut
he was & Remove wan, standing up
against this queer optsider. But in a
few moments it was quile clear that
Bolsover major, hefty as he was, had
not the faintest chanee of gelting the
bhest. of it.

Heavy and hofty as he was, and hard
and fast as he rushed at Dury, it was
noticeable that the Game Kid did not
roceds an inch. iz feet seamed rooted
to the floor of the Ragw MNeither did a
singlo one of Bolsover’s ficree blows
rcach his mocking, jeering face. For
some  mwoments he contented “himself
with barring off the fierce attack, and
Lie did so ‘with perfect ease. Then, all

of n sudden, hiz Jeft came out, and
Bolsover major went spinuing back-
wards as if a cannon-ball buad strock
him.

Crash !

The bully of the Bemove was on his
back on the floor.

“Oh, my hat ! gasped Bol Cherry,

‘;{:rea.b pip ™

The dgrﬁt-pipfu{uesu i terpHic!”
murmurad Hurrce Jamset Ram Higeh.

The Kid dropped his hands with o
grin, his manner indicating that ho
knew the ficht was over,

The fight—such 25 it had been—cer-
tainly was over. Bolsover major lay
helpless on the fHoor. He did not even
aliempt to rise. That one drive [rom
the Game Kid's left had completely
knocked him out. The juniors gathored
ruplld him with rather anxious facos.

"My bat!" murmuored Harry Whar-
ion, as he bent over Bolsover major.
He had known well enough that the
Game Kid wes a» dangerous fighting-
man; he koow enough, from his looks,
to be awarp of thet. And he knew,
toa, that the Kid could never have
earned lns daily bread in the bozing-
ring unless he gu.d been far and away
superior to any Greyirisrs junior in
the fighting line. , But 'Whavton had
net looked for this. Bolsover major
was a8 hopelessly knocked out by that
one drive as if & mule had kic him,

lay bhalf stunned on the foor,
breathing in spasms,

*You've hurt him, you brute!” mut-
tered Smoop; and then Sovoop jumped
back hestily Lehind the other fellows
as the Eid's eye turned dsuvgcrously
on him.

“*Urt him, "ave 13" jeered the Kid.
“And what was he going to do (o me
if hlg could ¥

“Prize ring stunts won't do lere,”
said Peter Todd, o

“0Oh, he aint 'urt!™ said the Kid
contempiuously. “He would have been
‘urt 1f I'd hit him hard. You ecan lav
to that.”

Bob Chorry blinked at him,

“You den't call that hitting herd "
ho asked.

The Kid langhed derisively.

“That? That was a tap!” ho an-
swered. “I'va took o dozen like that
in ona round and never tool: any notiee
of them. My oys! You cdveys are-
soft at this "ere show!”

“Oh, are we? an ped Dob, con-
gitdarably  mettled.

‘ ne  Greyiviars
Remove constdered themselves anything
but soft.
“Hoft as putty!™ =aid the Xid

“Why, if I'd given that bloke my leit
in real earnest, it would ‘ave lifted
him across tho room. I jest give
2 tap to teach 'im manncrs.”

i crumbs " said Vernon-Smitl:.
“If that was a . tan, I'd rather oot
know what it's like when you punch in
carnest, Puary,”

“Well, it was only a tap,” said the
Kid, “What's -the bloke sprawling
there for?- Malingering, whati”

him

Therse was & gasp from Dolsover
ML O ‘Mulmgn‘:n:ig most _certainly
was nat in Bolsoaver's line. He would

have ot on his feet 1f he could have
dome s, hut he could nof.
“You jecring sotter!” he
“Vou hulking pricefighier! In nn
match for you, but you're a rotler--
& rotten brute and hoolizan, and yon
ought to bo kicked out of the sehool.'”
And Bolsover major wonnd up with a

anfed,

groan, and pressed one hand to his
chin. where the Kid's terriblo blow
had landed.

Dury made & stride towards him.

“ 24111 calling me names?™ hie sald
savagely. “You ain't ‘ed enougl,
‘eause I've leb you off casy?”
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“You jeering rotter ! " panted Bolsover.

calling moe names [ ** he =aid savagely.

] “* You hulking prize-fighter—you cught io be kicked out of the school.”
Bolsover major wound up with a groan, and pressed one hand to his aching ¢hin. Duty rade a stride towards him,
* You ain’t *ad enough *cause I've let you off easy ¢ "'

And |
& gtill

(e Chapler 3.)

Bolsover made an cffort to rise, but
he sank back again helplessiy. His
head was spinning, his chin folt as if
it was smashed. Ho was jarred f{rom
head to faot by the shock, and utterly
epant. But his ecyes blazed up at the
srhoolboy boxer.

“Yon rotter!™ he gasped. “You
rotber 'V

“Belter <huck that, Boisover,” said
HMarry Whavion quietly. ™ You asked
for the tromble. Dury tridd to keep
out of it. He let you pitch him over—
and it turns out that he can handle
you like & baby. Better shut vp. You
were to blame.”

“I don’t e¢laim to be_able to handle
a prizofighter,” said Dolsover major
painfully and bitterly. “He oughtn't
to he let inte & decent school—a brute
and ruffisn like that”

“That's enough!” said the XKid
savagely, “ You acked for it and you
pin't pot "arf what wyou asked for.

Pullying and ragging & cove when
von're Aas soft as putty! DMy eve!
What would ‘ave ‘appened to vou if
I'd really 'it you? You ought to be
in & girls® school, you ought.”

Bolsover meajor panted with rage
and shamo. With the assistance of
Qkinner and Vernon-Smith he stag-
gered to his feet, leaning heavily on
hoth of them. With a last glare of
dofiapce at the fellow who had defeated
him so easily, tho bully of the Remove
ﬁlng,'g{'-mﬂ out of the Rag.

Laey glanced round him.

Almost every facs there exnressed
Aizlike and contetnpt. Havry Wharton
% Co, looked very sombre.  Bolsover
wajar hod been utterlv to blame; be
kad provoked the trouble in the most
wanton way., DBut the sight of a Ee-
move wan crumpling up under a sinele
Llaw was unpleasant enough o the
othar omovites. and il they could
have forgiven that, they could not for-
give the joers of the victor, To he

told that they were soft as putty, and
that they ought to be in & girls’ school,
was bitter hearing for the Remove,
who prided themselves upon being a
fighting Form. After all, thers was
littla cradit in the Kid's easy victory.
A schoolboy was not supposed to be
able to stand up against & pugilist
trained in the boxing Ting.

The Came Kid looked at the lowering
faces, and the anger in his own face
grow darker and darker. Fiom his
point of view he had been patient and
forbearing—as indeed he had—he had
been driven into using his strength, and
now these fellows blamed him even for
hitting in self-defence.  All that wax
worst in the Kid came to the surface, as
he stared at the condemning faces.

“Soft as putty!” he said jeeringly.
“‘Pho ‘ole ok of you—soft as putty ¥

Wharton looked at him quiet]y.

“That will do, Dury !” he said.

“ Oh, let him run on,” said Hazeldenc
with & sneer. * This ia jolly pleasant to
listen: tn. What was the Head thinking
of, letting him inte Greyfriars at all?”

“ Rottenr shame '™ said Snoop.

*(Oh, cheeso ik, you fellows ! said the
captain of the Remove, “Afler all, the
chup tried to keep the peace. I suppeso
he wasn't ealled o to let Bolsover punch
him, was he?” )

“Wa don't want a prizelighter here,”
sald Trovor.

“That's nob for you io seitle. Lel the
chap alome ™

“0Oh. T'H let him aloce fast enough,”
snecred Trevor, “T'm not going Lo have
anything to do with him, T know that!”

“No fear ! said several voices.

The Game Kid burst into a derisive,
mocking laugh.

“ Any bloke like to try 11 on, like that
other bloke?” he asked tauntingly.
“Two at a time, if yvou like—three or
four at a time—I don’t care! You're

very 'andy with your tongues—why nob
try your "ands?” . .

“7f you think that kind of thing will
go down at Greyfriars, Dury—" began
Johnny Bull hotly. :

“Oh, can it!” said the Kid contemptu-
ougly, “INd I ask for n.n:rr trouble ?
Didn't I tri to keep clear of it? If 1
couldn't take care of mysclf, I'd be
licked at this blessed minute. Plenty of
blokes 'ere would pitch into me now if
thev dared. But they don't.”

Wherton bLreathed hard.

The captain of the Remove had re.
solved to befriend the strange new junior
a: much as he could, and make his diffi-
cult way at Groviriers easier for him.
He was changing his resolve now. It
was very hard tuﬂhavu to listen to brag-
ging defiance like this: and to know, ub
the same time, that the braggart could
casily make his words good.

“They don't darel!” jeered tho Kid.
“They can snecr ot & bloke, and make
rotten jokes sbout 'int. Dut thero ain't
a feller in the room what would eare to
stand up Lo my left and chanco it

“ Tsn't thore?” cxclaimed Boh Cherry,
with a blaze in his eves. “TI'Il jolly well
stand up to it and chanco i1

“Come on, then!" jeered the Kid,

“ Stop it, Bob!” The captain of lhe
Remove caught his chum by the arm and
dragged him back. “8top it! You
haven't an earthly ™

“1 don't care! He's not going to say
that the Remove are alfraid of him,
prizefighter or not!™ roared Bob, “Let
Lo gc- i

“Biop it I tell you!”

“8a they are afraid!” jeered the Kid.
“ A soft lot—=Ffunks all round, and as soff
z5 a girls' school 1"

Certainly, the unpleazant side of the
(iame Kid's natuve was very unpleasant
indeed.
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“You hear him?” panted Bob, 'l
don’'t cart if he amqghfﬂ mt;r—i m going
o his crowing if I canl” :

; "‘HE}II? try it on!” tounted the Kid.
“Tpry it on—any three of you &t once!
It's & lark to me!” :

Bob Cherry dragged himscli loose
from Wharton, and rushed on. His eyes
were blazing. Bob was the hest fighting
man in the Remove; even Belsover
major had bad to take second place to
him. There was a breathless buzz as
the champion boxer of the Lower Fourth
took up the challenge, and there was
not o fellow in the Rag who would not
have given a term's pocket-money lo sec
the prizefighter go down uvuder the
uttack, .

Bat there was no chance of i, as the
next few minutes showed.

The Kid gave ground for a moment
under Bob’s ferce attack, and a blow
camie home on his grinning, derisive
face. But hiz hands camo into play like
hightning, and PBol's attack was ne-
whoro.

Good boxer as he was, angry and
determined as hoe was, Dob found that
he could not get at the Kid.,  Dury
stallod him off with the utmost case,
and Bob exhausted himself in vain
attack, with a feeling that he might as
well have been attacking a stone wall,
And all the time it was clear to the on-
lovkers that the Kid could have put in a
Lnock-out blow if he had chosen 1o do
w0, DBob was almost as much at his
mercy as Bolsover major had been.

But the Kid did not hit out.

He contented himself with kecping off
Bob's attack, grinning at him derisively
from behind the lichtning-like fists that
Bob could not pass, with all his efforts.
Bob Cherry, the boxing champion of the
Remove, was hopelessly outelassed. The
fellows looked on with grim [nces. As
if to irritate them, and hia opponent,
more, the Kid let out & light tap here
and there, tapping Bob's fBushed and
angry face whenever he chose—and any
of the taps might have been & knock-out
blow had the Kid so desired. A rather
harder tap than usual drew a spurt of
crituson [rom Bob's nose.

Bob Cherry panted for breath,

The Kid's mocking ?rin roused his
thoepest an}gﬂr: ail his friendly feelings
for Diek Dury were gone now. He
would have given worlds to send the
prizefighter spinning along the lloor.
But it waa not to be.

Bob Churri dropped his hands at last
and H-EEP!JE'CI ack. The scene was grow-
ing ridiculous; he could mot toueh the
Kid, and Dury was contemptuously spar-

g him.

“*Ad enough?” grinned the Kid.

“Yes!"” breathed Bob. * You're foo

ood for me. Brag as much as you like;

can’t stop you.”

_“Any more want a lurn?” jeered the
Kid, his scornful eyes straying round at
the ring of grim faces,

There was only a sullen murmur from
the Removites. It was useless for any-
one else to fry, where Bob Cherry had
failed.

“Soft as pulty, the lot of you!™
tannted the Kid.

There was another mwurmur, gnd a
movement-among some of the follows, as
if they would cloze in on the prisefighter
i & body., The Kid was not duunted,
lie grinned jeeringly,

“Come on, the "ole mob ™ he sneered,
“There'll be some bunged-up eves and a
few missing  tecth ‘'ere aricrwards!
Come on ¥

*Dury, dear boy,” came Lord Maule-
tgri:r’s guiet voien, ™ Do you think thag
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this sart of thing is in the best tasic?
Only ashin’ 8 question.”

The Kid glanced at him, snd secmed
for a moment disposed to give Mauly
the benctit of his left. But he hesitated
and coloured. The cool, quict look of
Lord Maulevercer disconcerted him.

“1 never asked for trouble, did I7"
be muttered defensively.

“Still, there's o limit, old bean,” said
his lordship placidly. “ Aren’t you get-
tim’ over the limiti™

Lhe Kid gave him 2 Jook, glanced at
the lowering faces round him, and then
turned and walked out of the Rag. And
there was a general breath of rolief
among the juniors as they watched Lim
oo,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Burprise for the Fourih !

64 ET out of this!”
G Hilton, of the Fiith Form,
coming along the Fifth Form

passage towards  tho  stairs,
glanced round as lie lieard Horace
Coker's voice. Horace Colker had a
powerful voice; armd at the present
moment he was speaking with uwnusual
cinphasis,

At the ¢nd of the Fifth Form passage
was a deep window.reecess, where a big
window looked out over the gquadrangle,
There were seats under the window, and
in sammier 1t was & pleasant lounging-
place for the Fifth. In tho winter it
was dark and rather drsughty and
generally descrted.  Dut someono was
evidently thero in the deep dusk; for
Horace Coker stood facing the deep
alcove, and he was addressing someono
i booming toncs of anthority. Hilton
glanced at him with a slightly cynical
grin. Coker of the Fifth was by nature
an authoritative fellow; he loved giving
orders. Coker would have been guite
shocked and pained had anyone called
him a bully. But it was often quito
difficult to draw any distinetion between
Coker’s lofty authoritativeness and mero
builying.

“What's the
drawled Hilton,

Horace Coker glanced rgund st him.
He glanced with strong disfavour.
Between Hilton, the handsome, well-
dressed dandy of the Fifth, and Horace
Coker there was s striking contrast of
looks.  Coker, certainly, was not a
dandy, and he did not give much atten-
tion to dress. Indoed, his chums,
Potter and Greene, considersd him
slovenly., The big, rugged Horace had
a lofty contempt for Cedric Hilton's
good looks and good clothes. He had
& still stronger {'-:mz'emFt. which was
inere justificd, for Hilton's manners and
enstoms—Cedric Hilton being of =&
sporting turn of mind, much afﬂicma to
dropping into billiard-rooms, and back-
ing “goegees” in secrel.

Meost of the Fifth knew that Hilton
was booked for the “long jum_p " if the
Head knew as much about him s his

trouble, Coker®

Form-fellows did: and Coker never
troubled to conceal his contempt foy a
feliow whe dabbled in racing and

gambling. Coker’s heart was all rviglht,
if—uas Potter and Greene agrecd—thers
wasn't much to be zaid for %ﬁs head.

Coker gave a snort of contempt in
reply to Hilton's drawling question. e
was not disposed to waste his valuable
timo on a well-dressed lounger.

“Don't you bult in!” he apswored.

Hilton smiled again.

“Bullyin' somebody,
askoed geaially.

“If you call me a mliy, Iilton—-"

ald Dean¥ Lo

¥ Dear man, don’t get your reg out,”
seid Hilton. *1'm in a rotten bad tem-
per myszelf. Is it a fap there? Let's
bully hm together.”

“ ¥ou silly ass!™ snorted Coker,

Ho turned his back on Hilton, who
laughed, and gave his attention again
to a shadowy figure in the window-
rocess.

junior was there, scated on the
bench under the window, in o spot
whore no junior certainly had any
business to be. Juniors were barred in
the Fifth Form quarters. Why & junior
should bo lurking in that lonely,
shadowy spot, far from all other fags,
was & mystery. Coker naturally con-
cluded that he was up (o some mischief.
Whether he was up to mischief or not,
Coker wns conung down heavy. Coker,
as he often esaid, hed a shert way with
faps.

MGet out of that!” repeated Coker
“Fags ain’t allowed here, you checky
young sweep! Geot out of 1t!”

“1 ain’t doin' any ‘arm ‘ere, I sup-
pose!"” came a sullen voice from tho
shadows of the window alvove.

Hilton started.

“Good gad! Who's that?" he ejacu-
lated. *1s it the boot Loy thore®”

* No, it #sn’t; it’s that new kid in the

cmove '™ snorted Coker, “The ki
who's been a prizefighter,”

“0Ob, Ive heard of him!” said
Hilton.

“What are you sneaking about this
passage for, Dury ¥ demanded Coker,

“I min't deoing any ‘arm.”

“Well, get out 1"
. From the sbadowy elcove twa glint-
mg  eyes looked from a pale and
troubled face. Hiltom looked i at the
fag, and ho could see, if Coker counld
not, the signs of distress in the youthful

face.

“Let the kil alone, Coker,” said
Hilton.

“Mind vyour own bizney, Hilton !”
roared Coker. “I tell you, fags ain't
going to mooch about the Fifth Form

c!JI

“Can't you let a2 hloke alone?™ mut-
tered Dury. “What 'arm am 1 doing,
I'd like to know® :

“Got out !

“Let him aolone, I tell you, Coker!™
Hilton, with all his faults, and their
name was legion, was s good-natured
fellow. “The kid's in some trouble. I
suppose he's been licked. and he's got
into a corner to blub. Let him alopne.®

“He's not gaing to blub here!™
snorted Coker.

“1 ain’t blubbing!” exclaimed the
kid, “Eetch me blubbing !

“You'll jolly soon have something to
blub for, I wyou douw’t clear!” roared
Coker,

“0Oh, can it!” said Dury. “T 'andled
you tha fust day of term, and I'll *andle
you egin fast enough if you give me
too much of wvour chin. Tet a bloke
alone when he's doing no arm !

Hilton laughed softly, He remem-
bered having heard of Coker™s cncounter
with the remarkable new junior on thao
first day of term. Coker of the Fiith
had gone to the Remove passage to—as
the juniors expressed it—throw Iis
waight about. Dury had run him out of
the Remove passage sud relled him
down the Remove sizirease. It was a
remarkable performance for a junior
and it had caused a great Jdeal of
vemark. It was peobable that the recal-
lection of that unfortunate episode made
Horace Coker very keen Lo display, at
Dury's expense, his celebrated short way
with rags. Coker was a burly and reck-
less  fellew; even Sixth Torm  men
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treated Coker, as a rule, with some cir-
cumspoction,  Naturally he nourished
weath atter being jerked mbout by the
cpllar by o mere fag of tho Lower
Fourth,

“Fve told you to get out, Dury!®
said 'Horace Coker, bresthing hard.
“And I've told you to can it!” said
Dury,

"Are yon zoing?™

“Na, I ain't!™

“Then 1'11 jolly well thrash youl”
roared Coker.

And Coker of the Fifth made a for-
ward stride; only to swing back again,
as Hilton grasped his arm.

“ Chuek 1, Coker ! said Hilton.

“Let go my arm.” ]

“Chuck it, 1 tell you!” exclaimed the
dandy of the Fifth i Fﬂtlanﬂy. “ What
harm is the kid doin’i” .

“If vou don't let go my &rn;i‘ Hilton,

¥Il mop up the passage with youl”
roarad Coker.
Hilton's handsome and somowhat

weak face set hard, He was nothing
like a match for Coker E:wumall : but
he was not & fellow to talked to o3
Coker esometimes talked to Potter and
Gireanc.

Ho shoved Coker back from the
gleove,

“Get on with the moppin’, then,” he
said coolly. *“You're not goin' to bully
that kid.’ : i

“Are you calling me a bully?

gas Coker, in rage and indignation.
“Well, leave the fag alone.”

“Leave him alonet I'm gmngk_tu
kick him out of the Easag«u, and kick
hira 81l the way back to the Hemove
studies!” bawled Coker.

“You're jolly well not.”

Hilton’s slight and dgmm[ul figure
was between Coker and the fag now.
Ceartainly, he did not look as if he could
stop & vush of the heavy, hefty Horace.
But he was quite cool and determined.

# Are vou shifting, Hilton?’ demanded
Coker.

E1] Hu [?:'

“I'll jolly soon shift you, then.”

And Coker came on, with his big fists
1 Cedric Hilton faced Kim coolly;
l:li;:mg‘h he was quite well aware that he
had wo chanee against the muscular

Coker. But as it happened, Hilton wasg
not mqluimd to gtop that heavy rush.
A sturdy, stocky from

figure emerged
the dugky alcove, ﬂ{shad ast Hilton's
elegant figure, and met Horace Cokor
half-way.

What lLapponed noxt seemed like a
miracle to E:.:'E!‘]ri-l: Hilton, and like an
earthquake to Horace Coker. Some-
thing that seemed like the hind hoof of
a mule jammed on Coker’s chest, and

he d d on hiz back with a bump
ti?ﬂt. S wed ealong the Fifth Form
passage from end to end.

ow " gasped Coker, -

“Oood  gad!™  ejaculated  Hilton,
staring blankly.

- e Game Kid grinned at the hand-
gome Fifth-Former.

“Don't vou mind ’im, sir,” he said.
#] can ‘andle him and two of the likes
of him."

“Good gad ! murmured Hilton again,
almost more overcome by the Kid's
weird language than by his smazing

prowess,
Coker sat up.
“Wha-a-t was ihkat?™ he gasped.

Horaee Coker really did not scem guite
io know what had struck him.

“Only little me,” said the EKid, " Van
asked for it, didn't vou? Lots more on
tap if you want any more.”

“By gad! That kid iz a scorcher!”
said  [flilton, storing at the schoolboy
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boxer. . “Is that an arm you've pot
thers, Dury, or a jolly old piston rod®”

The Kid chuckled.

Horace Coker staggered to his feet.
He leaned breathless against the wall of
the passape. Coker had a deep and
powerful chest; but there was an ache
in it pow, and he was quite knocked
out. He stared in almost horrified
amazerment ab the Kid. Dury, with his
tirick-set, stocky figure, his obvions
muscular development, his bullet head
and square jaw, looked stromg—strong
as a horse. Still, it was amazing where
the strength had ecome frem that had
felled the biggest fellow in the Gray-
friara Tifth like an ox

"My hat!” breathed Coker. “0h
crumbs! My hat!”

Half a dozen of the Fifth had come
out of their siudies, drawn by the terri-
fic erash of Coker's fall

“What's the giddy trouble?” asked

Blundell, the captain of tha TFifth.
“What's that fag doing here?”
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“Wow I" was Coker's reply.

“Only Coker askin' for it," drawled
Hilton,  “ Coker's always askin’ for
somethin', and generslly gettin’ it

“Hallo, that’s the young prize-
fighter, isn't it?” asked Potter, staring
at Richard Dury.

“(oker's just found that out!™
smiled Hilton.
*“You don't mean to say that that

Remove fag has
demanded Bland,

“ Just that!”

The Game Kid eyed the crowd of
seniors  warily. Potter and Greenc
grinnod at one another. They seemed
to find something entertaiming in the
fact that Horace Coker had been
punched by a fag and evidently did not
want any more. But the other Fifth-
Formers looked grim. They had the
dignity of & senior Form to consider.

“YWhat's the fn‘f doing hero, any-
how ¥ asked Blundell, as Coker leanegd
heavily on the wall ghaapmg for breath,

“No 'arm!™ suid the Kid,

“No what "

punchied Cokor?”
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“Oh, my hat!” saild the caplain of
the IPifth. “Well, harm or not, coi ofs

Fags can't hang about bere”

The Kid looked sullen.

“I'm doing no 'arm. [ #'pose a bloke
ean sit down under a winder if he

likes,™
"Ye gods™ murmuored Fitzperald of
the Fifth.

“Cut off I snapped Blundell.

The stocky Ei:'igum did not move.
Undder his knitted brows, the Kid's cyes
giinted at the Fifth-Formers,

Hilton touched the junior lightly on
the shoulder,

“Better hook it, young ‘un,” he
murmured. *“Thesé quarters belong to
the Fifth Form, yon know; and
juniors aren't really mupposed to
mouch about here. Better cut.”

“I'll geo if you tell me, &ir,” said
the Kid, with unezpected submission,

And he turned and walked away at
O,
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Cedric Hilton stared after him.
From a good-natured impulse he had
and the
overbearing Coker,  The mattor would
have passed from his mind in a fow
roinutes; and certainly he had not sup-
posed that it would mako any impres-
sion on Dury's, Bui a kind word and
a kind action, howscever trifling, meant
more to the hapless Kid than Hilton
could have imagined. The Game Kid,
who bhad knocked Horace Coker spin.
ning without ceremony, obeyed Hilton's
voice as if ik were the voice of a
maafer.

The dandy of the Fifth stared, and
then he smiled with amusement, and
strolled away.

Coker went to hiz study, quictly, with-
out & word, Colker was in a stato of
astonishment from which be was not
likely to resover in & hurry; alse, Coker
was hurt. For the rest of that evening
Potter und Greeno found Coker in &
very  unusually  subdued mood; and
Coker said nothing on the subject of
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Vury of the Remove; giving nob the
slightest hint of any intention of scek-
ing aut {hat checky youth and thrash-
g him as he descrved. Coker of the
Fifth, who hkardly cver knew when he
had had enough, realised, on ihe
yresent  aecasion, that he had had o
ittle too mach. And it was guite clear
that Coker of the Fifth did not want
gy more.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
And a Surprise for Wingate !

ARRY WHARTOXN & CO. wore
H in the Remove dovmitory when

the Kid came in. 1lichard Dury

was the last to arrive; the
Remove had secn nothing of him since
the shindy in the Bag. .

The Kid gave a gquick look round him
as ho entered, and raw cnly averted
faces and curling lips. 'Fhe gloomy ex-
pression  settled” more darkly on his
rugeed face.

Bolzover major pave him a  black
scowl, and turned his Lack. Polsover'a
chin was quite a peculiar chin to the
view. It was black-and-blue, and the
bully of the Remove had an ache in his
jaw thet was like a dozeu toothaches
volled into one. e

Skinner and Snoop eyed the Kid, but
were careful not to look (oo offensive.
They felt a mingling of hatred and
borror towards the fellow whom they
had wantonly proveked, amd who, under
provoeation, had developed a ruflianly
gide of his character that they lad not
looked for. They &knew what to look
for now; and not for worlds would they
have guarrelled with the proprietor of
that terrible ‘'‘left.” 1f there were
ways of retaliation, Skinner & Co. were
not likely to neglect them ; but they did
not want any open trouble—very much
indeed they did not want it

The Kid, however, gave little heed fo
Bolzover major or Skinner and his
iriends, He looked at ilvy and
Ruseell, his study-mates: and both of
them avoided his glance. He looked at
Harry Wharton & Co., and the Famous
Five did not scem to see him.

He breathed hard and deep.

But tho angry, boastful spirit of the
Raz was gone; the Kid was far from
sceﬁiug' more trouble. He was miser-
ably conscious that he had lowered himn-
self in the eyes of fellows he hiked;
that he had made them despise him
after they had been friends Lo him,
Lord Mauleverer’s words, as much as
anything else, had brought to the Kid
& consciousness of his offence. Knock-
img a fellow out in a fight was one
thing: boasting and jecring over o
fallen enemy quite another.

The Kid could not quiie sco it as the
Groyfriavs fellows saw it; bat he had a
dim consciousness that he had put has
foot into it 10 & way that was beyond
repair. He was miserable, and at the
same time resentful. He had not sought
trouble—he had tried hard to  aveid
trouble. But when ha had been driven
to bay. and had loat his temper, he had
acted in o way that disgusted the Grey-
friars fellows, and he hald o wretched
feehnﬁ that their disgust was justified ;
that he was, in fact, what he would
have called a “low covey * butling in
among his betters,

Great and glortous had scemed the
chance that the kind-hearted Ilead of
Greyfriars had given him; but now,
from the bottom of his heart, the Game
Kid wished that he had never come to
the school ~ He had not been wholly
happy, perhaps, in his punching days
mm Bobby Hugging' Ring; ut never, 1n

THr MagXET LsRary.—No. 086.

AR B B e & S

* had

hiz worst days with the “old ‘un
he felt

he folt so actutely  miserable as
TOW,

But the Kil had learned, in o hard
sechaol, not to show when he wasz lurt,
and {o take all that came with a grim
couanimity.

He wmﬁd have given worlds for a
kind word from any of the Removites,
even Skinner or Bolsover; but that fecl-
ing did not show in his face.

Hiz rugged face harvdened inle a
snear; and as the Lower Fourth took
ne notice of him, he {ookk none of
thein,

He zat on hiz hed and kicked off his
boots; quiet and grian-faced:; utterly
alome in the midst of a crowd,

Wingate of -the Bixth came in to put
the lights out for the Remove. Bol-
sover major was sitting wp in bed, rub-
ling his damaged ehin; and the eaptain
of Greyfviars noticed the domage at
once.  Jb was rather foo conspicuous to
éseape even a casual eye.

“ Bolsover ! rapped out the prefeet.

“Yes, Wingate!” mumbled the burly
Removite,

“What's happened to you

* Berap ! muttered Dolsover.

The captain of Greyfriars came over
te his bed, an:d slood staring ot Lis dis-
colourad face,

“¥You don't mean to say that vou got
damaged like that fighting, Bolsover ™
he rapped out.

Y

“With
then v

The guestion waz hardly neeessary;
Wingate's eyes were already turning on
the Game Kid.  Bolsover major did
not answer; bitter as he felt towards
Dury, he did not want to complain to

whom were you [bghting,

o prefect. But Wingate was not to bo
denied,

“Have wou been fighting  with
Dury ™

" ¥es,” mumbled Bolzover,
 Wingate came over to the Kid's hed-
side. Dury was in bed, and lie looked
up sullenly at the Sixth-Former's stern
ace,

“You did that, Dury " asked Win-
gate very gquietly.

I give 'im a tap,” said the Wid.
“Ile ashed for it—hegged and prayed
for it"

Wingato knitted his brows.

"¥ou young rascal! Do you ihink
you can knock your Form-lellows ahout
because you've been trained in  the
boxing-ring ¥’

1 never started it," muttered the
Kid, “I wouldn't—I pramized the “ad
1 wouldn't ™

“And that's
provge 77

The Kid lookod savage and sulkv.

“1 was throwed about like a sack of
coke,” he sald. “I let the covey do it,
and never touched "im.  All the blokes
know it!"”

“The row wasn't Dury's fanlt, Win-
gate,” put in Iarry Wharton quictly,
“Ho tried to steer olear of a row.™

“Takely enough,” said Wingate, "I
suppose you started in to hully a new
Lid, Bolsover? I've licked you for it
before '

Dolsover major gprunied,

“But that makes no difference, ™
on Wingate. “ You could have Lhandled
Bolsover easily enough withont  dis-
figuring his face for weeks, Dury. ¥au
know perfectly well that you ought not
to have hit ke that.”

“1 nover ‘1t ham,” zaid the Kud, I§
I'd itk him~—what I ecall 'itting he
would be in a blooming orspital now!”

“What you call hitting, then, won't
da for QGreyfriara,™ saud iho Sixth-
Former; “and whal you call tavping

how you Leep your

woint

won't do, either. I hear that veu've
Boeen kicking up a shiody in the ¥ifth
Form passage this cvening, and punch-
inz a Fifth Formy man, '

There was 8 movement of interest
amwong the juniors, This was news Lo
then.

“The Bloke conldn't leave me along!™
muttered Dury.  *“What "arm was 1
doin’ a-setilng by a winder

“What were you deing in the Fifti
Form  quarters at  all?”  snepped
Wingate,

“1 ain't wanted in my own quarters!”
said the Kid bitterly. “All the covers
‘ave got a down on nte, ‘ecause I wouldn't
let that fool knoek me about without tap-
ping 'im! I jest got out of the way;
and then that there Coker "ad to come
asking for trouble, But I wouldn't *ave
touched him, on]y=——"

Only what 7™

There was a bloke stood up for me,
and Coker was goin® for him," said the
Kid aultcnlﬁ. “I wasn't poing to sec a
gentleman bungea in the eye for giving
mae & civil word. A gentleman he is,
too—the only one I've sced at this 'era
school, and chance it!”

Wingate of the Bixth stared at him.

“Well, you're a gueer little beast, and
no mistake,"” he said. “I suppose you've
got your good pouints—yon must have, or
the Head would never have taken you
up. You'll hear from your Fomn
master to-morrow  about what you've
done to Bolsover, so I won't say any
more about that. PBut I'm bound to
warn you, Dury, that you're going the
wrong way to work to get on in this
school. You've got to bear in mind that
vour prize-ring stunts won't go down
hore,  Keep clear of the TFifth—auwd
don’t let yourself be tempted to puneli &
senior again, for any reason, "There i
such a thing as discipline, though you
mayn't have heard of it.”

“Oh, go it!" said the Kid resignedly.
“Jaw me as much as vou like. won't
touch you!™

Wingate jumped,

It certainly had never crossed the
mind of the captain of Greyfriars, the
head prefect of the schoel, that this ye-
markable junior might *“touch ™ him,
or aven had the colossal cheek to leb such
o thonght eross his mind.

“You won't what?” he gasped.

“I won't "1t vou, whatever you say,”
answered the Kaid.

“Hit me!” zid Wingate dazedly,

£
ié

“*Ave reospect for tho prefects, iha
‘Ead zavs to me,” szaid the Kid. ' And

I told "im I would. You can lick meo
if you like, Wingate, and T won’t lift
a ‘and.  Think 1 couldn't chuek yon
arross this ‘ere dormitory if 1 wanted o ?
Course I could ™

“Good gad!™

“Rut 1 ain't going to. If you savs
you'll lick me, lick away 1™ said the Kad.
"I keep my temper.”

“Oh, my hat " mormured Bob Cherry.
and there was a faint chockle from some
of the Removites, The extraordinary
expression on George Wingate's face
rather entertained them.

Wingate breathed hard.

“I'm not going to hck you, Dory,”™
he said at last; “I'l! only caution vou
not to talk to a Sizxth Form prefect in
that strain. You may not find the other
prefects so patient. And if. it's the ease,
g3 il may be, that you could handle »
Sixth-Former, don't ever let yourself he
tompted to do it, for the hrst time yvan
lay a finger on a prefect, you'll D
kicked out of the school. That's all.™

And Wingate of the Sixth put out the
light in the Bemove dormitory, and re-
tired, still with an extraordinary cx-

es=ion on his face. The amazing now
junior in the Lower Fourtlh was rather
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too much for him: and Wingate could
not help wondering whether Dr. Locke
had fully considered all the ibilities
when he admitted the youthful pugilist
io the school. In Huggins' Ring the
(ame Kid was quito at home; at 'I‘E{-
friarg he wasz likely to resemble an eaglo
in_ & dovecot, or, rather, & wolf amon

sheep.  Unless Richard Dury learne

fost, there were likely to be hectic
cpisodes ir the caveer of the Game Kid
et Greyfriars.

.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The High Hand!

R. QUELCH noticed, of course,
the state of Percy Dolsover's
visage, in the Remove-room the

following morning. A shocked

and startled expression came over Mr.

“ Asking for it, what ? ** gibed the Kid, * Well, you'll get what you're asking for and no error !
‘| and Russell put up the best fight they knew, hut the champlon of Bobhy Huggins® Ring walked over them with ease. Russell
went spinning through the deorway and bumped down In the Remove

passage, and Ogilvy was sent sprawling across him.
** Come in and 'ave another dose ! *? sald the Kid derisively.

{See O

Ogilvy

"Ere goes !

pter 8.)

|

Queleh’a face ot the sight; and the Kid,
noling it, groancd inwardly.

He was “for it,” he supposed; in
trouble all rovnd, owing to that luckless
shindy in the Rag—unsought by him.
Adl the Remove down on ﬁim. and the
lwad prefect, and now Lhis Form
mazter, If ﬂniy he had kept his temper,
as he had kept it every day since term
began, under the sneers and gibes of
Skinner & Co.!

He had meant to Leep it--meant to
avoid troubls with the otiier follows
at ahnost any cost: to make friends at
Groyfriars, and gradually to get on the
samo footing as the others.

He felt that the luck was bitterly
apainst him, and not by his own fault;
and the dark frown on the Remove
master's faco gave him a new fecling of
hopeless wrong and resentment.

Did “blokes " really expect him to
stand up like a punch-ball to be knocked
about, without putting i his left? If
they made all this fuss over a fow
bruises on a fcllow's chin, what fuss
would, they make if he had hit Bolsover
—really hit him? Nothing short of a

trial at the Old Bailey would have been
adequate, the Kid sarcastically supposed.

Mr. Quelech, however, did not ad-
dress the Kid in the Form-room. He
put a few questions to Bolsover major,
and elicited from himm what had hap-
pencd. Bolsover, to do him justice, was
quite frank-—admitiipng freely that he
had started the trouble, and struck the
firat hlow,

Bolsover was a hully, but he was no
sacak: neither would he allow the Kid
to think that he was afraid to own up
to the truth.

Bolsover having made 1t clear thet ho
was to blame for the treuhle in the first
place, why couldn't it drop? But all
the Remove knew that 1t was nob
dropped, including the Kid.

r. Quelely aaid no morn in the Form-
room, but obviously intended to desl
with the matter later, perhaps after re-
porting to the Head.

Billy Dunter whispered that the
“broiser ' would be reported to the
Head, and Dick Dury caught ithe
whiaper, and was ly distressod
thereby. The Head's opinion was very

important to him; rough and rugged as
he was, perhaps with & strain of
brutality in him even, the Kid awas
deeply grateful to the headmaster, and
regarded him with awed veneraiion.

o be blackened in Dr. Locke's eyes
was the unkindest ent of all,

He was not to blame—even Bolsover
had admitted that. Apparently it was
only the fact that he had hit the junior o
hard that was held against him. Hard?
Bolzover major certainly looked very
queer with his black-and-blua chin; but
the Kid had taken a dozen such knocks
in the ring without flinching,. Hardl
The Game HKid's lip eurled with cou-
tempt. They were o soft lot at Groy-
friars, he told himself scornfully.

He was relioved for the momont that
Mr. Queleh did not deal with him; bul
on reftection he was sorry that the
Romove master did not “let him have
it ”* at once, and pget it over. Now he
had it hanging over his hoad all day:
and the added dread that Dre, Locko was
to ba told his bad conduct—bad in ali
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oyes but his own. 'The Kid was not
happy that mormng. s, 1

Diury, as usual, did wnot join in the
T'orm work.

The cne-time boxer was not able yet to
work with the Remove., IDuring lhe
week befors the opening of the form
Dr. Locke had given him special tuition,
and opened. his eyes to some cxtent lo
whet had to bo done at Greyiriara. The
Hid was keen, intelligent, painsteking;
and he showed promise that pleased the
kind old headmastor very much. But in
&0 short a time, naturally, his progress
was limited, thopgh promising for the
future. The Kid, therefore, did not join
in'the usual work of the Lower Fourth,
but sat with the other fellows, sometimes
to listen fo the lesson, somwtimes with
& separate task to perform.

Thia, of course, added somowhat (o
Mr. Queleh’s labours; but the Ve
imaster, severs as he looked, had a kind
lweart, and was more than willing to do
what he could for the forlorn lad. Hoe
was dubious about the success of the
Head’s experiment in placing Diry at
Greyleiars at all; but he intended to do
all in his power to make the experiment
anceessful,

The Kid sat through the lessons, once
or twice %lmmi.ng i & rather forlorn
way af fellows who bhad been kind to
him before that unlucky outbreak in
the Rag. Bob Cherry, meeting his eye,
gave him a nod—and a faint smile. Boh
was too good-natured to dream of bear-
ing malice; and he always had & soft
corner for any fellow down on his luck.
Heo did not want to be hard on Dury.
But the fellow had got on his nerves,
thers was no doubt about that; the
jeering and gibing.in the Rag wes alto-
gether too '“thick.” . There was no dis-
grace in hefitllg defoated hy a fellow
trained in the boxing zing, and Bob
casily forgave that; but it was: ot so
easy to forgive or to forget the gibes
of the wictor.

When the Remove came out for morn-
ing break, the Kid shoved his hands
deep in hiz pockets and tramped away
down the corridor. Bolsover major
seowled aftar him:; Skinner sneared,
and Billy Bunter gave a jeering fat
cackle. Bob Cherry Esitated 8 moment
of twao, and then went after the Kid.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Come .and hel
us punt a footer about,” he said, wit
rather forced geniality,

The Kid's face brightened for a
rmoement. DBut it shadowed again, as he
gaw the expressions on several faces.

“You don't want me,” he muttered.

“That's all right—jein up,” s¢id Bab;
and he went out inte the' quad- #ith
the rest. &

The Kid followed slowly.

Harry Wharton & Co. punted the
footer sbout, and half the Hemove
joined in with them: but the Kid hesit-
sted, and finally walked away by him-
gelf. He was not wanted, he knew that ;
and the only fellow who spoke to him
was the fellow he had made to lock
ridiculous in the Hag the evening
before. He would have been glad of
friendship from Bob; but he did net
want his pity., There was a pride in
the Game Kid that the Remove fellows
did not think of suspecting.

He came in for third lesson by him-
self, and drﬁpll;lﬁd inko his place. After
third lesson, he rather expected Mr.
Queleh to speak to him when the Form
wera dismissed.  Dut the Remove
master dismissed him with the rest; the
“jaw,” as the Kid termed it, was still
hanging ovér him, Doubtless Bunter
was right, and the Remove master
intended to let the Head deal with the
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matter. It was a dispiriting thought to
the Kid.

At tea-time that day, Dury came u
to Btudy No. 3, which he shared wit
Rupssell and Ogilvy.

Hitherto, those two juniors had Laken
tha Game Kid ratber as & joke than
as anything else, They found enteriain-
ment in his strange pronunciation, they
smiled over spme of his manners and
customs, and they were cheerily civil
1o him in the study. That wes changed

NowW.

As the Kid eame up to the study, he
heard the voiees of tha itwo juniors
through the doorway, the door being
half-open.

“Teg-ing in hall, Oggy ¥

“Well, 1 don't see why o fellow
shouldn’t tea in his own  study,”
grunted Ogilvy.

“Not with that outsider.”

"Well, no!"

“The fellow is the absolute limal.”

"*Tho Yoy outside edge.”

“ Pretty thick, shoving him into dur
study. If he had any decency, he would
tea in hall and le¥ us alone™

“But he hasn’t any, old bean.”

“Well,. I don't like tea-ing in Hall
cvery day, and I'don't hkeé tea-ing with
that bruiser, either,” said Ogilvy. “Wao
m’ﬁht Bx it to have our tea half an houx
early, and then leave him the study.”

“Not a bad wheeze. Let's—"

The Kid had halted in the paseage,
his face flushed, and his heart beating
painfully.

 These were fellows who had been
civil to him, almest friendly; follows
he had ltked. This was what they
thought of him.

It came into the Kid's mind that he
would down fo tea in hell, and. leave
these Eﬁio -3 their study, as they did
not want him. They seomed to expect
that of him; they would consider that
f decent. But a dogged anger roze in
his breest. What had he done to them,
to be treated in this way?

“80 you don't want me ‘ere?” he
sneered.

Russall coloured uncomifortably; but
Robert Donald Ogilvy looked coolly
and quietly at the new junior. .

“Right on the wicket!” he said, with
& nod.

“ Because I punched a bloke what was
punching ma®”

*Not at ell,” said Ogilvy ieily. "I
you want to know, it's because you're
a bullying, bragging hooligan.”

The Kid clonched his hand.

“Jest a tep with this *ere, and what
wonld 'a;gmn to you?™ he said thickly.

Ogilvy did not stir back an inch; his
cool, contemptuous look became maore
contemptuons,

*Cut it all out,” he said. “You could
knock me sk%-{hhigh—-*l haven't trained as
a bruiser. vou think you're going
to make follows afraid of you, because
of that? What do you think any
Remove man cares for your rolien
threats? Go and eat coke ! )

“You're asking for it, you arc,” said
Dury.

G'Eilvy laughed contemptuously,

“That sort of thing won't make
fellows afraid of you, if thet's what
you want,” he said. “It will only make
them des%gae you.'

“(Oh! You despise a bloke, do you?”

*“Certainly 1*

"Hear, hear ! said Russell,

NSWERs

The EKid eved them,
like an irritated buolldog.

“And I could take the pair of you,
and knock your 'eads together till they
cracked 1" he said.

“Wall, and whet of that®" agid
Ogilvy, with cold scorn. “X could do
the same to any two fogs in the Becond
Form, if I were brute encugh, and bully
enough.”™

The Kid seemed a little struck by ithat
remark. He onclenched his hand,

“I ain’t asking for trouble, am 11" ho
sald resentfully. “P'v'aps I let myself
go o bit yesterday; di(ﬂft I try Taxd
to keep that feller from serapping with
me? 1 only want a cove to eivil.”

“¥ou're not a chap it's easy to ho
civil t0,” answered Ogilvy. **Nearly
every man in the Remove was down on
Bkinner for his snesking trick yester-
day. And, in return, you bullyragged
the whole Form. Bob Cherry was
standing up for you, and you trested
hitn worst of all. You don’t seem to
care whether you quarrel with friend or
cemy, when your beastly temper's up
—and you've got tho temper of a
hooligan, That sort of thing 1sn't goed
enough for Greytriars. You'll liave to
act o bit differently, if you want fellows
to be civil to you.

The Kid stood silent,

“*No need for rows in this study,
anyhow,” went on Ogilvy. “Thougl
:.*-::n_u-maim it hard for a ciap to be civil
—H a fellow gives you a civil word
you're az likely as not to think lie's
afraid of your prize-ring stunts. Get
that out of your head ss sson as you
can.  You ecan frighten a funk Jiko
Bunter or Skinner—you can't frighten
me, though I know quite well that you
could knock ouwt my front teeth. BSo
could Coker of the Fifth, only he's not
brute enough or idiot enough to think
of it. We're not hooligans here.”

The Kid's lips quivered. He was
realising miore and more how he had
offended against the sense of good
‘form ™ in the move. He liked and
respected the Scottish junior, and it was
bitter to him to see the scorn in Ogilvy’s
face.

“Now about tea in the study,” went
on Ogilvy. " You've been put in this
room, and it can’t be helped. You're no
friend of ours, and I don't supposo you
want to be, Russell and T are going
to have our tea esrly, and then leave
you the study, if you want to tea here.
That suit you?”

“No ! muitered the Kid.

hen you can tea eoarly, and we'll
tea late,” said Russell.  “Is that all
right

“No!” the Kid muttered again.

“Look here, what do vou Wgﬂ-ﬂli then "
asked Ogilvy impatientfy. “You can
tea at the uswal tea-time, and we'll
leave you the room—I suppose I can't
say fajrer than that!™

The Kid's dogged look returned.

"You've tes'd with me up to now,"”
he said.

“1 know that.”

“P'r'aps you don't like the way I put
my knifo in my mouth, when I ’appen
to forget?"” said tha Kid angrily.

“As you ask me, no, 1 don't like it,”
said Ogilvy coolly. “But the reason
why we won't tea with you is because
we den't like youw, and don’t want td
ascociate with you in any way. As vou
want it plain, there it is.”

The Kid crimsoned.

But he restrajned hia rising anger,
and moved away towards tha study
window, and stood for some minutes
staring out into the dusky quad. Ogilvy
and Russell waited for him to speak, but
he did not speak. The Kid's rugged

g good deal
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face was growing redder and roddor;
thev could see that his ears were burn-
ing, The passionate temper which had
Lroken out once before, was breaking
out again, the two juniors could see
that; but it only gave them a feeling
ol angry contempt. 1o bo ‘aupamd to
Lo afraid of this rank outsider's anger
was & little too much for their patience.

“(h, lot's have tea and get out ! said
Russell, )

“Let's!” agreod Ogilvy.

The Game Kid turned round from the
window. His jaw looked very sguare.
arl his eyes had a dangerous glint,

“¥You don’t like me, and you don't
want to associate with me, whai?” he
said, between his teeth., * You want me
Lo got out of the study when
‘ero—durn your blooming cheek. Yo
don't wani to associate with me, I
ain't asking you, Buat I ain't letting
vou stdy ‘ere, torning up your cheeky
uoses at moe, and yvou can lay to that.
Travel 1

“What "

“Ehi"

The Kid pointed to Che door.

“Get oul I he rapped. :

“{et wul of our own study ¥
lated Ogilvy blankly. ] _ '

“Jest that ! said the Kid, with grim
coolness. *° And sharp, too! IF yon don't
go out on your feet, you'll po oumt on
vour neck, and you'll stay out till you
jearn to be civil to a covey., Got that?

Opilvy burst into an angry laugh.

”g‘r'h:,n vou fool——" ;

“'Nuff said!” interyupted the Kid.
“oing 17 .

“No!" roared Ogilvy.

“Then you'll be put!”

“You cheoky hooligan!”
Ttussell,

* Outside [ jeered the Kid.

The Lwo juniors jumped together, and
put up their hands, as the angry boxer
advanced on them. Both of them were
sturdy fellows; but they knew well
cunough thal the Kid was more than a
metch for the two of them, But to go
out of the stndy—their own study--at
the-order of this fellow was more than
Rash and blood could stand.

“ Asking for it, what?” gibed the
Kid. “Woll, you'll get what you'ro
asking for, and no error. "Eto goes!

The two Removites stood up to it
gawmely. But they did not stend up io
it for more than a few seconds, ]

The champion of Bobly Huggins'
Ning walked over them with easo.

tussell went spinning through the door-
way, and bumped down in the Kemove
pagsage. Robert Donald UEII\'f put up
the bost fight be knew, but he went
spinning out after Ruasn'!f, and sprawled
arross him in the passage.

The Kid grinned at them savagely
from the doorway.

“Come in and ‘ave another dose!” he
rribed.

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Russell,

tle scrambled up, and Ogilvy followed

ojacu-

sliouted

his example. They rwshed licerely al
the %l:inning bozer in the dooruay of
No.

The Kid's hands went up like light-
ning, and ho let them have it, right and
left. Russell and Ogilvy went sprawl
'i;t\% again helplessly.

Dury laughed jeeringly.

“T'U 'it you pext time ! he said.

“I say, you fellows!™ yelled the ex.
citedd voice of Billy Bunter nlong the

Remove passage. “That hoolipan is
1.t=.mInE Ruszell and Ogilvy oul of theiy
sbudy '

Ogilvy  picked bimse'f up  vather
painfually.

“Bhut up, Duntor I” he panied.
The Kid stenped back into the study

ow'ra P

ohearve it

and slammed the door. Ogilvy and
Eussell looked st one svother dubiously,
and then went guietly down the passage.
The malter was not at an end yet; but
for the presont, st least, the Game Kid
wae trinmphant, and he was lefi in un-
disturbed poszession of Btudy No. &

I ——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharion Takes A Hand !

ARRY WHARTOXN tapped at the
H door of “8Btudy No. 3 and
entered.
Dick Dury was sitting at the
talile to & solitary tea., A sardine, im-
aledd on the point of a knife, was on
its way to the Kid's mouth when the
captain of the Romove looked in.
ury glanced round, and coloured,
and lowered his knife. Then, with =&
dogged look, ho procceded with his
peculiar  method n]fj disposing of sar-
dines. Ilut Wharton did not appear to
It was no business of his if
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the Kid ate with his knife, or with the
lirashovel and tougs for that matter.

“ You want something I asked the Kid
surlhily.

“Only a2 word or two, Dury,” an-
rweredd Lhe captain of Lhe Hemove.
“Don't leb me interrupt your tea.”

“I don't mean to.”

Wharton coughed,

“You know, I believe, that I am
captiin of the Remove ¥ ho asked,

“I knows it.”

“That's why I've looked in,™ gaid
Whartor, as amicably as he could.
“You seon to have some trouble with
yvour study-mates.”

“MNot a bit,” answered the Kid coolly.
“They've started {rouble with me, if
that's what you mean.”

“Well, 1f comnes to much the same
thing. T—1 suppose vou're mnob sericus
in turning them out of the study ¥

“I jelly well am!” said the Kid em-
phatically. *They zays as I'm not-ft to
nssocinke with,  Let 'em go and asso-
cinte with soraebody who's fit, then, [
air't asking for their company!”

“ You can’t turn & man out of his own
roory, ey

“Looks as if I can,” grunted tho Kid.
“ Lot ‘e come back, that's ail, and sce
what will "appen to thom 1

Wharton looked at hum steadily. Ile
hacd been disposed, at first, to do any
friendly offices he could for the Game
Kid, and quite resolved that the now
fellow should have fair play in the
Bemove, Dut the revelation of the
peeuliar inwardness of the boxer's
character had chilled him very consider-
ably. Certainly, he wished the fellow
well; but he could not help fecling, as
the rest of the Remove felt, that the
Kid was out of place at Greylriars,

The hapless Kid wes accustomed to
vory rough-and-ready company, whoere
a word was quickly followed by o blow,
and where physical strength counted for
more than anvthing else. In his own
way, he was a good-hearted and well-
meaning fellow; but his way was not
the way of the Groyfriars Remove., His
impression that he could punch his way
through, g3 it were, was quite & mis-
taken mpreesion, and it roused the iwre
of fellows who really wished him well.
Fiven Bolsover major, the bully of the
Lower Bchool, had never dresmed ol
venturing upon such high-handed
methods a3 geemed quite natural to the
one-time boxer of Hugginy' Ring.

Kxactly how to deal with the fellow
was rather & preblem to Wharton. But
he had to be dealt with somehow. The
captain of the Form at Greylriars was
expectod to keep some sort of law and
order in. tho Form studies. As head of
the Remove, Wharton's post was not by
any means a sinecure. EHe had to deal
with this matter. whether he liked it or
not. And the fact that the Kid could
have knocked him out with a single
punch from his left, did not make the
slightest difference though the Game
Kid was unable to realise that.

Dury turned back io his sardines,
furnirg his back on tho captain of his
Form, with a econtemptuous indifferance
that brought a flush into Wharton's
cheeks, But the cdptain of the Remove
Lept his temper, + 2 - _

“Thia won't do, Dury,” ho said, after
a long pause. < ° _

“Won't it 1" jeercd the Kid. * Wall,
let 'em come back, You'll sea how Fll
‘andle them if they do. If a bloke can't
be civil he must take what's going.”

“Ruesell and Ogilvy have their prop
for this evening,™ said harton
pationtly, *“They Lave to work in this
study, you know.”

“Let 'em work somewhore else, then,”
said the Kid. " They ain't butting in
Tore [

Wharton breathed hard. .

“71'd like to talk to you reascnebly, il
you'd listen to reason, l}uel;lv." ho said.
“You've been badly troated by two or
threa fellows. That’s no reason for
rowing with the whole Form, is it$”

“Thom coveys treatod mo like dirt,”
said the Kid sullenly. “They won't sit
down st the table with me. hat 'ave
I done to them ? They asked for trouble,
and now they've got it. If they don'l
like it they can lump it!” He gave
Wharton an angry stare. “I'm going
to be jawed by the 'Ead for punching
that ‘ound Bolsover. Did I want to
puneh 'im? He throwed me about, and
I never touched him till ho drove me to
it. MNow I've got to -be jawed by the
'Bad! I can tell you I'm fed-up. I
ain’t taking any lip from nobody now!”

" Bot——"

“Oh, give us a rest!” said the Kid
rudely. “Them blokes ain't coming
back to this study unless they wants &
get Turt, thet's ariyl."

(Continued on poge 11
Tue Maover Lasgany.—No. 980
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YOUR PAL WOULD LIKE TO MEET JACK JOLLY & CO.!

A RIFT IN THE LOOT!

(Continued jrom previous page.)

The rvelerer was a (Freyinars prefect,
with weerd and wunderful ideas on the
subject of football, He couldn’t have
been fammiliar with the rools of the
game, or he would mnover have sont
Fowler off the field for a harmless but
nessessary fowl,

Fowler was tackled by a Greylriars
back, and he promptly swept his oppon-
ant's legs from under him.

“fiood man!” shouted Jack Jolly.
“Thai’s the rtuff ta give "em!"

Aud then, to the horrer of the Ht.
San's players, the referes blue his wissle,
and pointed io the dressing-room.

“Got off the field, Fowler!” ho said.
“We don't allow those tatticks at Grey-
friars IV

Fowler walked off, like & fellow in a
dream. And 8t Sem’s, with eorly ten
men, labered under a terrible handycap.
Their forwards were all at sea, and
Fowlor was sersly missed.

There 13 1o need to describe the game
in detale. Jack Jolly's team, instead
of returning te Bi Bam's victorious,
happy, and gloricus, went home with
their tales between their legs, Greyfriars
having whacked them to the funo of
ten goles to nothing.

When the eleven roturned, covered
with mnd and chaggrnn, they met with a
hostile reseption.

“Yah!”

*Csall yourselves footballers®”

“Ten goles to mll!" said Merry
skornfully. “It wasn't a match; it was
a mazsaker! Thias iz what comes of leav-
ing ma out of the team !™

“Wa done our best,” said Bright, with
a groan. “But wo lost Fowler after
five minnits' play, so what could you
agaspect 7

There was guite an angry demonstra-
fion against Jack Jolly, He was told,
in the pleinest of plain langwidge, that
if 3t Sam's lost their next match, he
wotld be chucked out of the captiney,
and a new skipper elected,

In these serkumstances, Jack Jolly
wia dezpritly ankshus to win the next
match—a home fixtare against St Bill's,

He chose the same team which had

e e
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gone down against Groyfriars, | Fowlor
was oulside-left; Morry was atill leit out-
side |
But Morry had no intention of taking
a back seat on this occasion.. He plotted
& deep, dark plot wearby he heped to
lay in Fowler's place, and he confided
is plans to his chum Bright.

"On the afternoon of the match,” he
said, "1 shall kidnap Fowler! I shall
arrange for a taxi to wayley him at the
achool gates, The tari-gﬂuer—mﬂhiy
bribod by me—will haul Fowler into the
taxi by the scurf of his neck, and drive
hinmy away to thoe Pryery Ruins, where
he will ba locked 4n the seeret chamber
for the afternoon!”

“My hat!” eggaclaimed Bright.
“Isn't that playing it a bit low, aold
man?"

Merry shrugged hiz sholders,

“T'm not konserned with the morrality
of Lhe zziness,” he ssid. “I am only
kenserned with the 8t Bill's match, I
have matte up my mind o play in
Fowler's place,”

“But Jack Jolly won't let you—-»"

“Fle won't know I'm playving,” said
Mlervy, witlh a grim chuckle. * You soe,
I'in going to disgmise myself as Fowler.
I've hired a woolly wig, and I’ve pot
some dark stanc to make up my com-
plexion. ' the some hite and. build
as Fowler, so Jack Jolly won't have the
slightest su=pection that there has been
g cliznge of eve-dentity. You'li keop
thiz dark, won't you. Bright? Not a
word to Jolly, or all my plans will come
unstuck ™

Dright pledged himsclf to secressy, and
botween then and Satterday Merry com-
pleated all bis plans.

After dinner on  Eatterday, when
Fowler came out inte the quad in his
fogter togs, he notissed a statiorery taxi-
cab outside the school gates. The driver
was bockoning to him furiously, and
Fowler sprinted up to ses what the
fellow wanted. No szooner had he done
50, than he was seezed by the coller, and
bundled neck-snd-crop inte the cab,
Then the driver pressed a button, and
the car raced away down the road, and
was gone before you could say, “I
wonder why the taxi-driver grabbed old
Fowler by tho scurf of the neck and
bundled him into the cab, and then
drove away with him in snch a misterions
manner T

Moanwile, Merry was busy with his
make-up.  Standing bLefore a cracked
mirrer in the woodshed, he staned his
tace until it was the same chocklitt hue
as Fowler's; then he donned the woolly
wig, and survayed himself in the mirrer
with grate sattisfaction.

“Fowler to the life!” he chartled.

The door opened, and Bright came in,
He gave o violent start when he caught
site of the Tellowr m the weoodshed.

“Why, owler,” ho eggsclaimed, 1
wnderstond  that you had Dbeen kid-
napped !

“Ha, hn, dia!
ass—1"m Merry !

“Grate Seott!” pgasped Bright.
“You're a giddy marvel ab make-up, old
man! Not even Sexton Plake himself
wonld penvytrate that disguise I

It wa= time for tho kick-off, so0 Merry
and Bright Lurried away to the infanls’
playground. Jack Jolly and the others
woere waiting for them, and the St. Bill's
team had arrvived.

“Lome on, Fowler ! cried Jack Jolly.
“I shall eggspeet you o do the hal
trick to-day ! We've got a decent referec
this time—mnot an iggnerent fool who
iuzzant. know tha rools of the game,
You can fowl as often as you like, with-
oul any fear of being sont off,”

I'm not Fowler, yon

The Loguss Fowler grinned, and lined
up with the rest of the team.

It was a fast and thrilling game, Thea
ground -was knee-deop In mud, and e
sombled a0 quogmire, But Merry was
never hﬂ?;}iﬂr than when mudiarking.
gind his form was a revvelation. He
farely revelled in the mud, and two
glorious goals came from s boot before
the game was ten minnits old.

“Good old Fowler!” eaid Jack Jolly
glecfully. “What wunderful wisdom on
my part, to ﬁn}' you instead of that
awful duffor Maorrpy !

Tho bLogurs Fowlor grinned a dusky
grin, but made no reply.

St. Bam’'s found themselves throe goals
up at d-time, and all three goals had
been booted by the boy with the neegrow
complexion and the weolly mop of hare.

In thé second half Mer laved the
game of his hife. He t‘eﬁl fﬂﬂ Jolly
with perfeet passes, and ell that Jack
had to do was to tap the ball inte the
goping net, The seore rose by leaps and
bounds, until players and specked-taters
alitke lost count,

When the final wissle blew, Jack Jolly
and the 35 Bill's skipper, drenched with
mud, gripped hands warmly,

“Congratta!” zaid the &t Bill's
skipper. “Tt was the cloanest game I've
ever played in 1™

" Zame hear 1" said Jack Jolly, shaking
the mud off his jersey.

Then he turpned to Fowler—or, rathon
the Tellow he thouglt was Fowler,

“ After vour wunderful displuy,” eaid
Jack Jolly, “vou can consider yourselt
& permancent member of tho St Sam's
team. I zollumly prommis that von shall
play in every wmatch, right up to the end
of the seezon !

“Thanks !” was the grinning tE‘P]ii'.
“PBut it will be vather ruff on poor old
Fowler.”

Jack Jolly staved.

“Ruff on Fowler! What do you
mean ¥

And then came the drammatick dey-
noG-mong.

Merry dipped his hangkerchesl into a
pocl of muddy water, and rubbed hard
at hiz face. At the same instant ho
wipped off his woolly wig, and sicod
reveeled ax Merry of the Fourth!

Jack Jolly staggored as if ho had seen
& ghost, His cyes were farely starting
ot of their sockitta

“Merry 1" he cried, in blank amaze-
ment.

It was a tonse moment, and Bright
locked on onkshusly, How would Jack
Jolly take it?

Jack took it like the true sportsman
ho was. :

“This beats me!™ he sajd. "I pan't
think how vou wengled it, Merry., But
never again shall T say that you are &
duffer at footer. You won tho match for
ws, and saved me from being chucked
aut of the cepliney, I freely forgive you
for cutting me in the quad the other
day; my arm has quite hecled. Bhall
we shake, and let byegones bo bye-
gones ¥

For & fraction of n second Merry
hezzitated. Then their hands met in a
crushing grip, and Bright danced the
Charleston in Lis delite,

The riit in the loot was heeled at last;
and ouce again all was Jolly and Mercy
and Deight !

THE ERD.

(fonk ouf for another sercamingly
Fuany yera by Pieky Nugend nexl weel,
chruma, entitled : “ Resiceth The Tirani's
Heal ' FEowil! vatse favgls from begrne
ntng fo end.}
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{Caontinued from page 13.)
“Thiz won't be allowed.™
“Who won't allow iti” jesred the
Eid, “VYou, p'rlapst”

“L" sssented Wharton guistly. “As
ecaptain of the Formy I have to chip in”

The Kid laughed dorisively.

“You'll 'andle me, p'vaps??

“You will certainly be handled if you
keep this up,” eaid Harry, “I don't
want to hava to roport to the Form
master if I can help 1t. We always try
to keep the mastors out of any trouble,
if wo can. But you must know that if
this is reported to My, Quelch he will
order you. to  leave your study-mates
unmolested in their own study.

“P'raps he'll order them to be civil
to & covey.”

“That's a different matter,” Wharton
tried to explain. “Fellows associate
with whom they please. If your study-
mates don’t chooso to speak to  you
they're within their rights, You needn't
speak fo them if you den't chooso. But
you can't turn them out of the room
any more than they could turn you out.
Can't you see thet?”

The Kid's face grew moro sullen and

du‘g¥ .

“It's rather s disadvantage to you to
ha &0 hefty with wyour hands,” said
Harry. “I'm afraid it's got into your
head & little, Come, Dury, be a reason-
able chap. You peedn'’t have anything
whatever to do with your study-mabes;
but vou mustn't take it on yourself to
turn them out of their own study.”

“I've turned "em out, and I'm keep-
ing "em out!” said the Kid stubbornly.

*“Then we shell have to deal with the
matter,” ho asad. '

“ And 'ow {” jeered ths Kid,

“Much more simply than you seem to
think,” said the captein of the Remove,
“You're guite mistaken in supposing
that you can do as you choose because

ou've been trained i the prize-ring.
ussell and Ogilvy will come into this
study for their ;.u'ep.“

“ They won't !

“They will! said Wharton ealmly.
fAnd if you interfeve with them tha
whole Form will take it up, and you
will get & Remove ragging.”

"Will I?” seid the KEid, his B’:}:l,'es
gleaming. " There’ll be some smashed
noges and some tecth lknocked out, I
fﬂ.l'lﬂ}',”

“You'd better put that fanoy out of
vour head, then,” said Wharton midlﬁ.
“If your knocked out a fellow's teeth,
Dury, vou would be turned out of the
school the same day: We do a good bit
of scrapping in the Remove, but we stop
shovt of that, and you've pot to stop
short of it.”

“Got to " repeated the Kid fiercely.

“Yes, pol to, saul Harry. “'i"m
warning yvou for your own good. No
fellow here 13 & match for a prize-
fighter, but that doesn't mean that you
can bully vour way along, nob by long
chalks. on'll never get any decent
fellow to give way an inch to you
because youn can knock him out. Good-
ness kiows where you picked up such
ideas; but I tell you plainly that they

won't do for Greyfriars. If you carry
on thiz game you'll get &8 Form ragging,
and it won't be pleasant. Think it over,
kid, and stop playing the giddy ox.”

With that the captain of the Remove
left the study He closed the door after
him, leaving the Game Kid to his medi-
lationa.

There were a dozen or more of the
Hemoevites -in the passape, and they
were buzding with excitement.

The Game Kid's high-handed proceed-
ings had roused the wrath of the whole
Form. Even Bunter and Skinner and
Bnoop shared in the general indignation,
though they were not likely, perhaps,
to share in the ragging if it came about.

But there were plenty of fellows ready
and cager £0 “rag ¥ the bruiser, regard-
less of his terrible “left,”

The Kid's idea that he could “carry
on” i the Remove passage like the
champion bruiser of a slum, roused the
deopest ire of all the Removites.

“Well, are we going for himi®
demanded Bolsover major.

Wharton shook his head.

“Why not?” demanded Bolsover.

*“ Are we going to let him welk over
wa, Wharton ?* asked Hazeldene.

“No. I've put it to him plainly, and
given himn tine to think it over,” said
the captain of the Remove., 1 dare
say ha will see sense and come round. If
ho doesn't, we give him a Form rag-
ging.”

“(Good!” said Johomy Bull, ;

“You're going jolly easy with him,"”
gneered SBkinnor. “Not in & hurry to
lay hands on him—what "

#1 don't expect to see you on the
gcene at all, SBkinner, when hands are
laid on him,” answered Wharton c¢on-
temptucusly.  “I'm jolly certain that
vour hands will never be laid on him.”

Thore was a lawgh at Skinner’s
expenee, and the cad of the Remove
seowled. ; :

“L suppose L ghell join up with the

rest,” ho grunted.

“hast likaly to have & pressing
engegement somewhere else,” said Bob
Cherry. “Cut ‘it out, Bkinner; we all
know youw.™ _

“I say, you fellows, I think that rotter
ought to be ragged at once,” squeaked
Billy Bunter,

“You do i asked Bob.

“Yes, I jolly well do,” said Bunter
emphatically, “Loocka to mo as if
you've ﬁc-l:- cold leet.”

“Right-ho!” said Bob. “You can
begin the rag, Bunter. This way!”

Bob Cherry caught the Owl of the
Raemove by the collar and swung him
towards the door of Study No. 3. Buntes
gave a terrified yelp. '

“Yow-ow! Leggol® )

“This way for the ragging,” said Bob
cheerily. * ¥You begin it, Bunter.”

“?ﬂw-ﬂWl Iﬁggﬂ l!l :

o Ekiuﬂer’s eager and anxious to back

uoup.

Akinner walked away rather quickly.

“Yarcoh! Leggo!” roared Bunter.
“I’'m not going to touch the brute, He's
not fit for & gentleman to Jay hands on®

"But he may be fit for you to lay
hands on, all the same,” chuckled Bob.

“Pesst! Leggol”

“Open the study door. Frarky, and
T'll pitch Bunter in to begin the rag-

“Yargooh! Help!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter tore himself awav from
Bob's prasp and fled for the Romove
staivcase. A roar of langhter followed

ging.”

him,

The Owl of the T}amavc h?d smg.cﬂnlded
in introducing e little comic relief into
n seriows situation,

“I'm ready to begin, if you fellows
are,” growled Bolsover major.

“Préep at hali-past seven,” said the
captain of the Remove, “We give the
kid till _half-past seven to make up his
mind. Wa don’t want a2 shindy if it can
be hel And you can shut up, &ny-
how, Bolsover. It was your ratten bully-
ing that started the trouble”

* Look here——"

“(h, cheesa it said Wharfon un-
ceremontously.

And he walked back to Stndy No. 1,
leaving Bolsover major scowling.

-t

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
A Friend in Need !

i HAT the thurmap's a {ellow
goin' to do?"

The Game Kid started.

That low voies, mutterin
in the gloom under the elms, reach
his ears like a whisper from the night.

Dury had gone out of the Housa in

the deep winter dusk, and was* ' mooch-
mg ¥ under the leafless old elmn in &
black and bitter mood. The HKid's inten-
tions had been good. Hea had meant to
do well at Greyfriars; he had been pre-
pared to ba good friends with every
Iﬁllng_ 3?1 Eire;.'fll;ia.ru, t'ﬂ:-m t.E:-e headf tlfj
tho ixth to the smallest fag o
Secdhd,

During hia week at the school in
vacation time he had loocked [orwerd
to the return of the Greyfriars crowd
with mingled hope and unessiness.
And for the first few days of term he
had done fairly well. 1f maiters had
gone wrong it was not his fault—in the
first place, at least., But for the
tatthing of Billy Bunter the school
would never have koown that he had
been a boxer in the ring at all. He
had wanted to keep it dark, and he
had restrained any -desire to “show
off * his prowess. It was not by hia
fanlt that things had gone wrnng—’tmt
they had gone very Wrong indeed. He
way an outcast in his Form, disliked
by all the Remove, disliked by fellowa
he had liked.

He had played hiz tromp eard re-
luctantly, e feit that he had been
driven i:(a the use of force. If he had

overdone 1t whose fault was that?

But he realised dimly that he was in
a new world now whera physical force
counted for something—for & good

deal, in fact—but not for nearly so
much as in the world he had left, In
the old days in Hugging Ring even

the “old 'un™ himeelf had to keep a
wary eye open for the Kid's left if the
Kid was provoked.

Among his rough acguaintances the
Game Kid's prowess had been gre&t;i!y
rospected, Now he was in & new world.
Lord Mauleverer, for instance, a fellow
who might have fallen dead if the Kid
had hit him as he oould have hit, had
not the slightest fear of him, and
would have F&-ughﬂd with amusement at
the bare idea of fearing him. It was
puzaling to the hapless Kid. Strength
and courage and determination wera
good, but they were not all. There
wore other things to be considered, and
the Kid was only. beginning to per-
ceiva them. . i

His triumpha left a bitter taste in
hia mouth. It was strange enough, to
hig ideas, that a follow whom he could
knock out with a singla blow should
despise him., It was strange, and it
perplexed him. He felt thet ho was
amangst strangers and enemics. Grey-
friara was very different {rom Nobbw
Huggins' Ring, Here, he could nol
answer 8 mocking look with an angry
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blow, A fellow who could not stand up
to him for ten seconds, had the “neck ™
to despisc him, and the neck' to show it.
But at least, he told himself angrily
and navagelfv, he would play hiz trump
card for all it was worth—if he could
not keep hiz end up with words he
could keép it up with his hands, and
he would.

And yet, all the time, hooligan as the
Romovites considered him, the Kid
was feeling his isolation de-enldv. His
nature was expansive and friendly, and
ke would have given worlds to be
smong friends instead of foes.

' was thinking blackly, bitterly,
aavagely, as he moved about restlessly
under the shadowy elms, when that
mutter of words from the darkness fell
upon his ears. Heé started, and stood
guite still. Faint as the voice was—
the voick of & fellow who helieved him-
self alonue, talking to himself—the Kid
recognised the cultivated tones of
Hilten of the Fifth.

There was another fellow under the
dark trees—a fellow in trouble like
himaself, theu[gh undoubtedly some dif-
ferent scrt of trouble. The handsome,
olegant, polished Fifth-Former was not
likely to lack friends at Greyiriars,
whetever clse ho might lack.

The Kid stood wvery still. Hilton's
act of carelesa hindness the previous
evening had touched the Kid strangely.
The Kid was a rough diamond—very
rough, but a true diamond. Cedric
Hilton was eertainly anything but
rough—but he was not a diamond by
apy means. Buat to the eves of the
Came Kid, the dandy of the Fifth
reprasented all that was admirable in
cxistence. And that god among fellows,
as the Kid regarded him. had been
kind—had taken notice of the unhappy
vouth who was despized and dislived
by el with whom he came in cantact.

Probably Cedric Hilton had already
forgotien the existence of the queer
juntor whom he bad carelessly be.
friended for a moment. DBut the Kid
had not forgotten,

“It's the piddy finish!” went on the

muttering  voice from the shadows
iy e game's up with a vengeance!
Well, I've asked for it. 1 suppose 1

needn’t grouse.” There was a note of
cynical mockery in the muttering voice,
It the tone changed the next moment.
iy gad! What am [ goin’ to do
—what am I goin’ to do?” It was
mlmost a groan.

Tho Kid moved forward in the
shadows. His benefactor was in trouble
--it black trouble, to judge by his
words., It wrung the EKid's heart to

r him.

" Master Hilton ! he whispered.

A shadowy figure moved snddenly.

“What—what—who's that?”

“Only me, sir”

A white face peered at the Kid in
the deep shadows. He cauglit the glint
of angry, startled eyes,

“You young rascal! What are you
doing out of your House " Hilton of
the %‘ch cered more closely at the
JURiGT. "[Bh. 1t's you, young Dury!™

“Yes, sir,” said the Kid humbly.

“You startled me™ said Hilton,
speaking calmly with an effort. I
thought T was alone hore. ¥You ought

to be in vour House at this hour™

T *eard you, s

Hilton set his lips.

“You heard—what "

“Onlvy a few words, sir,™ said the
kid, “but I knowed from what you
was saying that you're up =agin it.
g™

Hilton was siloent for a moment, then
ha loughed.

“ A+ dear kid, T have & bad habit of

Tae Migser Lisrsry.—No. 536,

talking to mmyself sometimes,” he
drawled, *“[ didn't know there was a
feg mouchin’ about hére. Cut off IV

“*You was kind to me vesterday, sir,”
said the Kid. *I ain’t & fool, sir—I
kuows you're up agin it. 1f there was
anything a bloke couid de, sir—"
2 E'DLIIJ'GI.IIIE
Wg agait, "1l'm not up agin it, as you
to elogantly express it. And i 1 was,
it would be no business of a8 Remove
fop, 1 auppoze. Cut off, and don’t be
cheeky.”

*I never meant to be cheeky, sir,”
said the Kid earnestly., *“Crimes!
wouldn't be cheeky to & young gentle-
man like you, sir. I'd cut off my "and
first."

“Oh, gad!” said. Hilton. *“You're
rather a charseter, aren’t you, Dury?”

“1 don't know what you mniean by
that, sir,” said the Kid quietly, “but
L do know that if I eould do anything
te 'elp you, sir, I'd be willing to jump
mio the river to do-it. And don't he
afraid of me talking about earing you
say whet you did, sir. I knows ‘ow
to keep a close mouth.*

“h, gad!™ rﬂpaated Hilton.

“Course, I ain’t a bloke ft for you
to speak to, sir,” said the Kid.
knows that., But I knows you're up
agin it, sir, and if there was anything
I could do to 'elp, yoa'd only 'ave to
give it a name, sir.?

“You're a good little kid,” =aid the
Fifth-Former,  half lnugﬁing, but
touched at the same time, *1 wish
some of my own friends were as keen
to help me as you are, Dury. But
there’s nothing you ¢an do, thanks—
c¢xcept keep your mouth shut about
hearmg me talkin’ like an ass,”

I’ do that, sir,” said the Kid, “I
pn't one to chatter. Loock ‘ere, sir,
nobody ean see or ‘ear us—you needn’t
be ashamed of speakin' to me, like I
was ouc of vour friends. Den't you
be afraid I'll take the liberty of speak-
in' to you agin, sir, I'm rough, but I
ain’t that sort, P'r'aps I could 'elp,
1T,

“You voung ass !
it r*psﬁs it's like my check to say so,
sir,” said the Kid humbly. *If it was
some bloke has done you down, sir
you've only got to say the word and
I'll shape him for the ‘orspital.”

“Oh, my hat!” ejsculated Hilton,
and he laughed again. “You're a
character and no mistake, Dury, I
believe you'd do it, too.”

“Yon believe me, sir, T wonld.”

“Buot 1 don't want anybody shaped
for imspltal,” chuckled Hilton. "T?iit
wouldn't help me out of my szcrape,
Dury. ™

“P'r'aps there's something else, sir,
that a2 covey could do,” urged the Kid.
“Course, a gentleman like you wouldn't
be "ard up for money, It ain't that! T
wish it was,™

“You wizsh it was? That's kind of
:;"{]l:l.”

"I mean, I could 'elp if it was that,”
said the Kid wistfully, “ But, of coursze,
it ain't that.”

Hilton peered at lim again.

“You're a queer littlho blightar,
Ditry,” he said. “But I'm sure youm
menn well. But vour bobs and half-

crowns wouldn's be any vse to me, kid.
You couldn't lend me twenty pounds.”
He laughed.

“1 eould, sir, easy !

“ What ! . . .

“Easy and willing, sir,” said the Kid
eagorly. “If it's that, sir, you let me
'elp you out, I1'd take it as a favour,
gir, and you het I'd never say & word
and never take the liberty of speaking
to you, sir, where your friends could
seo, You trust me, mr”

ass,” said Hilton, laugh-

1] -{

“You mean fto say that you, s Re-
move fag, could raise twenly pounds,
and would Le idiot enough to lend it
to me?” ejaculated Hilton.

The Game Kid chuckled.

"1 ain’t been loug in the Remove,
sir,"” he answered. *I was in ‘Uggins
Ring afore that; and you can bet that
I made the old "un whack out my sharo.
Pve got the dibs, sir.”

“¥ou've got twenty poundsi”

“IMore’'n that, sir, in my box, and
more still in the Post Office bank,” said
the Kid,

“reat Scott!”

There was a long silence. Hilton of
the Fifth pecred strangely at the Kid,
Hiltonn was up against it, moro sorely
and seversly than the schoolboy bozor
could have imagined. His recent specu-
lations on thoe elusive “ geegees ™ had
ended in & crash that left tho sportamian
of the Fifth face to face with ruin. He
owed money among hiz friends that Le
could not pay; he had exhausted his
credit in the Fifth, He owed money
outside the school that he could not pay,
but that he had to pay if he was to save
himself from exposure and expulsion
from Greyfriars. In the gloom under
the elms, the Fifth Form sportaman
had been thinking out the situation; and
the result of his reflections was that the
game was up,

d now——

One careless, thonghtless act of good-
natured kindness had brought him &
friend in need,

“Great Scott!” repeated Hilton, “If
—if you mean that, Dury—"

“I mean it, sir,” zaid the Kid eagoly,
“Let me cut in and fetel the dibs, sir,
and T'H be ‘appy and thankful if you'll
take them, sir.”

“You're a young ass! I mav not ha
able to pay up for weeks—porhaps not
thiz term at all.”

*What does that matter

“0Oh gad!” said Hilton. “It would
matter a lot to my friends in the Filth
if T asked them for a loan. You're tho
aqueerest little begzar I've ever struck,
and no mistake.”

“Let it go at that, sir, only let me
'elp you oub,” said the Kid.

“I—I can't! There's g limit:; I can't
borrow money from a fag,” mutterad
Cedric Hilton, shaking his head., *I
cant’'t! There's a limit,”

“Oh, sir 1™

“But—but—it's the sack!” mubtered
Hilton miserably,

The Kid started in horror.

“The sack for you, sirl
mean that."

“1 dot said Hilton grimly.

“Oh, my eye! The push for youw,
sit!” said the amazed Kid., “I should
think tho 'Ead was proud to ‘ave you
in the school, sir.”

“Oh gad! You'll be the death of me,
I think,"” said Hilton, breaking into a

You doen't

laugh. “Look here, Dury, if—if you
mean it, I—=I'll say yes. Tl squara
somchow—'pon my honour! T've got

down go jolly low that I can’t ocfford to
be too particular. But—mot & word.”
He peered anxiously at the Kid's face in
the shadows. *“I can trust you? B
gad, if it should got out that I raise
a loan in the Lower .]E:"nu!'th-:—"

“MNot a syllable, sir,” said t.he; Eid.
“You trust me, siv, Shall T cut in and
get tho dibs, siz?”

There was a long panse,

“Yes!” seid Hilton, at last.

“Thank you kindly, sir,” said the
Kid, as if it were he that received the
obligation, And with a joyous fece the
Game Kid cut across towards tha lighted
Houge, leaving Hilton of the lE!}'i[tlj
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pacing under the shadowy trees, his feel-
m%S o mingling of shame and intense
relief that he had cscaped the ruin that
had seemed about to overwhelm him
utterly.

L ——

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
No Ragging !

1 ERE hs comes!”
" Now, then—-" .
* Here's the giddy bruiser!”

“1 say, you feliows, here ha
comoes M squeaked Billy Bunter, hlinkiug
out of the doorway of Study No. 7.

The Eemove passage, outside Etudy
No. 3, was erowded with fellows when
the Came Kid came along from the
stoirs. Inside Study No. 3, Ogilvy ond
Russzell had taken up theiy stand. Out-
side, the Removites swarmed, ready o
deal with the Game Kid if he sought
to “ecarry on " as he had stacted. Harvy
Wharton & Co. were there in full foree:
the captain of the Remove was pre-

red to put his feot down, and to put
it down hard. He still hoped that the
Kid would see reason, and retreat framn
an untenable position before it came to
an actual tussle. But if the Kid did not
see -reason, there was poing to be a
“ragging ¥ that would be rather a
record in the Lower Fourth.

“Halio, hallo, hallo! The jolly old
prize-fighter looks no end bucked,” mur-
mured Rob Cherry.

“ Looking forward to a scrap with all
the Remove, perhaps,” grinned Squil.

Dick Dury came along the passage
towards his study hurriedly.

Undoubted!y his rugged [ace was very
hright.

The Removites were not likely to
guess the reason., That the black sheep
of the Fifth had condescended to accept
IIEI%EfI'um him; and that to render help
to Cedric Hilton made the guileless Kid
a3 happy as & prince, uﬁhndg was likely
to guess. It was difficult, therefore, to
eccount for hia sunny looks as he hurried
up the passage towards Study No. 3.
But all the icllows could see that he
locked, as DBob expressed it, no end
buched.

The Kid glanced at the war-like crowd
of juniors, not understanding for the
moment, In hiz keen interest in his
kind friend's affairs, ho had forgotten
his own.

He rosched Study No. 3 and throw
the door open. Ogilvy and Russell ex-
changed a quick glance and Dbreathed
hard. They were ready for war.

But war, as it happened, was the last
thing that the Game Kid was thinking
of then. He had eomo to the study to
get something oul of his desk, and ke
was neither thinking nor caring for any-
hniiiy in the Lower Fourth.

o glanced at the two juniors and
grinned, and crossed over to his desk—
8 handsome oak desk, which Dr. Locka
had given him when he camo to the
mhmf He felt in his pocket for a key.

“You covers back
grinned the Kid.

¥ We've come back to our study,” said
ﬂqlivy shortly.

‘And all them coveys outside ready
to 'andle me if T kick you out ¥’ chuckled
the Kid.

“You can do as you like, if you want
a Form r:.’r.gi;mg," said Russell, with a
‘eur] of the lip.

The Kid chuckled.

_“ Bless your little "earts,” he szaid; “I
sin’t touching you. I recken I ain't
caring what the Form could do; if yon
think I'm scared, you ¢an blame well
think s¢, Yhat deoes it matter to me?

again, whatt™
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Btay 'ere if you want, and be blowed
to you ™

“1f you're poing to behave yourself,
ihat's all wo want,” said Ogilvy icily,
“Keep to yourzelf and leave us alone,
and there necedn’t be any trouble.”

“I'll leave you alone fast encugh,
said the Kid scornfully. “1 don't care
a rap‘whether there's trouble or not;
but I ain't botherineg my 'ead about
a mob of fags. 1 got something elso to
think of. Go and eat coke, the lot of
T’c’u !JI‘

The key clicked in the desk, and the
Kid opened it. He kept between the
desk and the juniors, so that they should
not see him taking out the money.
From & little box in the desk the Kid
drew four five-pound notes, and slipped
them into his pocket without Ogilvy ond
Russell observing them, Then be re-
lockod the desk.

Harry Wharton & Co. eved him rather
uncertainly as he came out of Study
No. & The Kid gave thon a sarcastic
Erin,

“Waiting for me? he asked.

“Waiting to sco how the cat jumps,’
explained b Cherry, with o cheery

rin.

“Im glad there's not to bo any
franble, Dury,” said Harry Whadrton
frankly.

"l juﬂq well knew a Form raggin%
would bring the brutc to lis scnses!
growled Bolsover major.

The Kid's eyes glittered.

“You're bound to keep on asking for
it, ain't you, you DBolsover? heo said
threateningly.

“LCan't you shut up, Dolsoveri”
rapped out the captain of the Remove.
“I'here needn’t have been any trouble
at all but fer yeur rotten bullving. 1
can tell you that if you kecp on asking
Dury for a row, you'll be left to stand
it on your own; and you know what that
means 1"

Dick Dury turned away and 'went
towards the stairs. From the doorway
of Study No. 7, Billy Bunter blinked
after him through his %IE spectacles,

Ei

3

“I say, you fellows, are you letling
him off ! squeaked Bunter.

""Shut up, Buoter|"

“Yah!”

““For goodness' sake, ring off, you fat

idiog 1"
move.
“Sha'n’t!” retorted Bunter. * You're

jolly well funky of the brute, that's

what’s the matter with youl”

“Dury 1" ealled out Wharton.

The Kid hed reached the landing at
the end of the passage. He slopped and
locked back.

“What do you want?” .

“Bunter wants {o see you,” said

snapped the captain of the

Harry. “DBunter doesn't want to let
vou off, He's waiting for you in Study
No. 1.7

There was o yell of alarm [rom
Bunter,

“T ain't!” he reoared.

“Ha, ha, hat”

Dury grinned, and went down the
Removo staircase. DBunter slamamed the
door of Study No. 7, and turned the
key in the lock.

Bob Cherry thumped on tha door.

“Ow! Go away, you beast!" howled
Bunter. “I ain't waiting for you! I
don’t want to rag you! 1 don't, really!
I—1 hike you!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bob grinned, and thumped on the
door again. Evidently William George
Bunter was under the impression that
it was the Game Kid who was thump-
ing at Study No. 7. Thera was a locked
door between, but behind that locked
door William George fairly sguirmed
with terror.

“Ow! Go away!" he gasped.

“Pon't you want to see Duryl®
chuckled Frank Nugent.

Y No—nunno! Oh dear! Go away!”

Thump! Thump!

“Make him po away, vou fellows!
howled Bunter. “I—] was against p
ragging all the time! T say, Dury, old
chap, I=—I was going to stand up for
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¥Ou, you I.-nuw{ and=-and protect you!
I was, really !’

‘ha, ha, hat™

“Wiil sou open that door, Bunter?™
chortiesd Peter Lodd.

“Ow! Not” .

“1want to come in for prep, yvou silly
owl) 1"

*Make that beast go away frst

“Ha, hn, ha!"™ roarved FPoter.
gone, Intheod.™

“0h dear! Sure he's gono?

“Yes, ass!”

“Ha, ha, hat"

The door of Study No. T was un-
locked, and Bunter blinked out cau-
tiously 2t & crowd of laughing faces.
Ho was immonsaely relieved to bnd that
the Game Kid was not in sight. EHis
vourago returnod as soon as he was sure
of that. .

“1f you lollows think I'm afraid of
that besstly bruiser——" he began.

“0Oh, my bat! Aren't you?" gasped
Dab Cherry.

“Certainly not! He's taken jolly
good care to clear off before I camc out
of my study,” said Bunter loftily,

" Ifa, ha, ha!” roared the Removites,

""iOh, really, you fellows!™

“Suppose he’'s only stepped into theo
next study, and is just waiting for your
door to n?"” suggeated Bab.

‘““Eh, what 1"

“This way, shouted BDob
Cherry.

“Oh, crikey!™

Bunter bolted back into his study like
a fat rabbit inte its burrow. Ie
slammed the door; but Poter Todd's
boot was in the way, and the door did
not shut.  Bunter shoved frantieally
at the door.

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

pah

C s

Dury!"

“Ow! Lomme get this door shut.
you beast! Keep him off! Ow! Wow!
Help!” roared Bunter,

Poter Todd chuckled, and shoved tho
door wide open., DBunter scuttled round
the study table.

“1—1 say, Peter, kecp him off! 1
3%3, you fellows, keep that awiul beast
off! Yaroooh!™

“Ha, ha, hat"

“He's gone, long ago, you fat funk!”™
rnar&i'l +Pamr. s

“0Oh " gazped Bunter. ]

“But 1’?! call him back, if you like.”

“ Beast !

Peter Todd sat down fo prep. The
rest of the Removites wont teo their
rtudica, most of thenn glad that the
“ragging ” was off. Harry Wharton
& Ca. did not in the least share Bols-
over's opinion that it was the threat
of & ragging that had Drought the
rame-Kid to his senses. They were
glad that ho had decided to do the
ronzible thing, but they were rather
puzzled to account for his change of
spirit. Certainly they were not lkt‘;fjr
to guess the true cause—that the Kid,
infinitely * bucked " by the kindness of
the fellow he liked and admired most
of gll in Groyfriars, had no room in s
simple heart just then for resentmment
or rancour. Dick Dury’s rugged face
was bright as he slipped out of the
House into the dusky shadows of the
guad, and sought the sportsman of the
Fifth under the dark elms.

' 8re, sir,”™ he whispered.

Hilton of the Fifth was waiting.
Something erisp that rustled sofily was
sioved into his hand.

The Fifth-Fermer fushed crimson.
He had fallen low enough—he could not
fellow his chosen sporting way of life
without falling low. But faking help
in money from a Ia% of the Lower
I'ourth was beyond what Codric Hilton
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bad alwars regarded as the limit, Pouot
necessity kpows no law, and Hilton was
woll aware that it was o choice hotween
that humiliation and the “long jump.”
He was azhamed, but liz mind was
made up.

“Thank sou, soung "un,” he mut-

tered. “I—I sha'n't forget this. 1—I
can rely on vou to keep mumi”
“You bet, gir!" said the Kid.

UIE—il T ean do anythin' for you, any
time—" Hilton muttersd. “You're
helpin’ e moro than you understand,
kid. If wou ever find vourself in any
trouble that e Fifth-Form: man can help
you ont of, come to me.”

HThank you kindly, sir,” said the
Rid, "“But I sin't going o worrit
you, sir. I ain't the covey to take
advantage "cause you're kind to me, sir.
You forget all about 1, Master Hilton.”
CAnd the Kid, with a delicacy of feel-
ing fow would have suspocted him of,
vanished into the dark quad, leaving
Hilton to himself.

Y Good gad!” the sportsman of the
Fifth murmured. *“Good gad! That
young rufian—that uncouth young

hooligan—he's saved my neck, and he's
a better man than I am, ruffian as he
is! By gad, 1'll be a friend to him,
it I can, while ho's at Greyfriars!”

And the sportsman of the Fifth was
sincere in that, though whether the
friendship of a bLlack sheep like Cedric
Hilton was likely to do the Game Kid
any good was quite another matter.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Another Chance !

R. QUELCH stopped his busy
pen as a knoek came at his
study door.
"-I:-'Cll'r'll: in!”

It was the Game Kid who entered
the Hemove master’s study., He came
in very guietly with a very subdued ex-
pression on his rugged -}Enturns. Mr.
Quelch gave him s sharp glance,

“¥You should be at vour preparation
now, Dury,” he said.

“I koow, sir,” soswered the Kid.
“But I wanted to speak to you, sir, if
~if you don't mind.”

“You mav speak,” said the Bemove
master briefly.

“It's about that there Bolsover, sir,”
sald the Kid, YBome of the fellers
think yow're going to put it to the
'Ead, sir."”

“To—to what? Oh! Certainly 1
intend  to consnlt with Dr. Locke on
that subject, Dury. 1 shall see the
Heoad this ovening, and shall mention
it. ™

The Kid's lip quivered.

BIf you wouldn’t mind ‘andling me
voursell, sir,” he said humbly, I don't
mind "ow ‘ard you lay it on, sir.”

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Quelch.

“1 never meant to 'urt the bloke
much, sir,” said Dory earnestly. 1
wouldn't ’ave touched him if I could
‘ave ‘elped it, as ho told you hisself,
sir, The 'Bad's been very kind to me,
sir, and p'rlaps he would think as how
I wasn’t doing my best, if he was to
‘ear complaints, sir. I don’t mind
taking anything as you give me, sic.”

M. Queleh eyed the peculiar new
junior very corlously. :

“The matter 1s serious, Dury,” he
said, 1 am well aware that you wera
provoked by  Dolsover, and I should
have ]l;!umﬂmtl him severely for his con-
ductk had vou not wsied him so very
ronghly atready. You had every right
to defend yourzell, DBuat yvou had no
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right to inflict s0 severe an injury upon
2 Form-fellow; you could have defended
voursclf withoot that. I have mada
some ingquirles on the malter, and it 1%
abvious to me that Bolsover could nob
have hurt you at all, yet you allowed
yvourself to strike himi in a way that bas
disfigured him for weecks., Such inci-
dents cannot be allowed to ceeur at this
school, and I will tell you frankly, Dury,
that I intended to recommend Dr. Locke
to zend you away.”

“Oh, sir!™

The distress in the Kid's face touched
Mr. Quelch.

“If you care o much for the heads
inaster’'s good opinion, Dury—>"

“1 does, gir,” said the Kiud carnestly,
“1 wouldn’t like 'im to think me un-
Erataiul, arter all he's done. Jost

use I ’elped him, a3 any covey
would have done, when some iramps
was robbing him, sir, he took mo
and put me ‘ere in_this school; and
give you my davy, sir, I was tryin® "ard
to play up. I promised the 'Ead that X
wouldn’t take any advantage, air, of
‘aving been a boxer in the ring, if thera
was any rowing. And I sin’t, sie! Why,
sir, if I'd gmive that bloke my left in
earneat—"  The EKid paused, and
grinned faintly.

“ Bless my soul!™ said Mr. Quelch.

“But I knows, sir, as how you look
at it, and I knows it won't do,” said the
Kid. “Bome of the blokes jeer at a
covey, 'cause he doe:n’t speak the ssmo
as m}]mr coveya, It gets a bloke's rag
out.’

“"Oh!' murmured My, Queleh.

“But if you won't mention this "ore to
the 'Ead, sir, I'll do sanything you
like,” said the Kid eagerly, *I'll never
give a covey even a fap aguin, if you
tell me not, sie”

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips. Odd as
this new fellow was, strangely out of

lace as he soemed in r. Quelch's

orm at Greyfriars, thore was some-
thing in ks rough charaoter that
touched the Remove master. The Game
Kid's faults were chiofly those of train-
ing. or want of training; his heart,
after all, was in the right place, though
his aspirates were nof.

“I am very glad, Dury, to see that
you respect Dr. Locke's opinion.’” said
the Remove master at last.  “If you
really mean this, I shall certainly con-
sider it my duty to give you another
chance, 1f I can rely wpon you never
to allow such an incident to oceur
the future, I think I necd oot mention
this matter to Dr. Locke at all”

The Kid's face brightened wonder-
fully.
“0h, sir! I'll do anvibing you zay.”

“1 adviso vou, then, to keep out of all
guarrels,” said Mr. Queloh. " After
what has oceurred, it 15 extremely un-
likely that any boy will willingly enter
into a quarrel with you, I there iz
any more fighting. I capnot doubt thal
it will be your fault, Durg.”

“YThero won't bo  any moro, sir—I
won't fight any bloke in the school, not
if he pulls my nose, sir.”

My, Quelch repressed a smile.

“YVery well, Dury—I will take your
word,” he seid. “The incident is now
clozed. You may go, my boy.”

“Thank youn, sirl”

And the EKid went. He opencd ihe
Form-master's door o depart, and
nttered & sharp exclomation as he fairly
walked into a fat Ggure outside. Billy
Bunter jumped back.

YOw! Keep off ! he gasped.

“ Listening ab the kevhole, was sou?”
said the Kid in contempt. “That's a
Greyfriars custom I've got to learn yel,
I s’poce?” :

“ Bunter ' came Mr, Quelch's voice.
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The door of Study No. 7 was uniocked and Billy Bunter blinked out muii-:m;ly at a erowd of laughing faces. * If you fellows

think I"'m afraid of that beastly brulser Dury—"" he began.

““ Ha, ha, ha ! ** roared the Removites,

“* Oh, really, you

fellows——"" ** Suppose he’s only stepped into the next study and is just waiting for you to vpen the door,”” said Bob Cherry.
* Oh, ¢y ! " gasped Bunter, and he bolted back into his study like a fat rabbit. (Sce Chapler 9.}

“0Oh! Yes, sir! gasped Bunter. “Coasa making those ridiculous now, when I say threo! One—iwo——
“Blep into my atudy.” noizes at once, Bunter,” Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where are you
Billy Bunter rolled into the Form: «“Vowowi I—T mean, yes, =iv!” Eoing, Bunter?”

master's stody, in a state of great EDE - gasped the fat junior repressing the o Ha, ha, hal”

hension. His apprehensions intensilied, Tidicijous noises with an effort. 'That  Bumler was one.

25 he saw that Mr. Queleh was sclecting  hefty application of Mr. Quelch's cane

B cane, : :

“What were you doing ouiside my
study door, Bunier®”

“ N-n-nothing, sir!™

“I warn you fo
Bunter,” ]

“I=—1 waen't listening, sir,” gu}}ed
Bunter, “I wouldn’t, you know. I—I
1ad stopped to—to tie u
air. 'That—that's how
butt into me, sir”

“How dare you listen at my study
door, Bunter?”

“T1—T1 wamn't, siv—J mean, T didn’te—
I—I—1 waz only weiting to sce Dury
licked, sir,” wailed Humter. “I—I
thought he had come here to be Heked,
sir! Oh, dear !

Mr. Quelch understood atb Jast.

“You [encied that Dury was hore for
punichment, Bunter, and you took &
totally wnwarrantable interest in the
inatter,” .

W] ~I thought the bLeask was gelling
it hot, sir! I mean, 1 thought he was
going to get it hob, smir,  All the fellows
would be glad to sec him licked,” mun-
bled Thunter.

“You are a young rascal, Dunter,”

“1, sir? ejaculated ithe Owl of the
Temove. “ You—youw mean Dury, sic IV

“Rend over that ohair, Bunter™

“Oh, dear ™ )

Whaek'!

speak  truthiully,

my shoe-lace,
ury came to

Whack ! Whaek!
W ow-gw-ow-ow-ow [

to Bunter's tight trousers was a matter
that it was difficult to pass over
stlence !

“Now leave my study, Bunter.”

“Oh, dear! Yos, sirt”

Billy Bunter limped awagy.

In the corridor he passed Hichard
Dury, who grinned at him.

“Had it "ot? he inguired.

“Ow! Ow!”

“Berva you jolly well right!” esid
the Kid contemptuously., " Lastening ab
& keyhole, by gum!  Jf that's g’nml
enough for Greyfriavs, it wouldn't *ave
been good enough for 'Ugging' Ring.”

The Kid swung away—aud scoveral
Hemove fellows, who had leard his

remark, oxchanged rather wneomflort-
able looks.

“0Oh, my hatt™ mormured Bob
Cherey. "It hadn't oeeurred to me that
Greyfriars didn't quite eome up to the
standard of Hupging' Ring, you men”

YT say, you fellows—-" begen
Bunter.

“You fatl rolter ™

b, reaily, Squiff-——"

* Letting 1the Form dn:.vn, io thal I_'I.llll.‘_
oul=ider,” anapped Souill,. " You jally
well want kicking.”

“Good cgg!” saibd Dob. “leds all
kick together! Biand sweady, Bunler—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Temple |

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE, of
the Fourth Form, leancd back
in his chair, and crossed ouo
clegantly-trousered leg over tho

other. Upon the classic brow of Ceeil
Reginald  wss an vnusual shede of
thought. Dabney and Fry, his stody-
mates, opserved it: but they did not
inquire of Cecil Reginald what was
working in his aristocratio brain. They
woere devoling their sttention to tea in
the study, and were not particularly
interested in Cecil Reginald's cogita-
tions, whatever they were.

But they had to have it, so to speal.
As they did not inguire inte Cecil
Hoginald's cogitations, Temple of the
Fourth proceeded to enlighten them
without inqu;r;;.

“I think 1's
reamarked.

“Which®” asked Fry carelessly.

“Thosa Remove kids—" wenk o
Temple.

“(h, the Remove again!” said Fry,
suppressing & yawn, ATl right, obl
D —we' re g'ﬂihg to beat them o tha
Form match--we're poin’ to wall all
over them at Scecer.” And, under bis
Yreath, Edward Fry added: ™ Perhaps ™

Thae Muwiser Lmnant.—XNo. 366

up fo me,” Temple
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“1 wasn't poin’ to telk obout the
footer, aa it happens,” said Ceeil
HBepinald Temple calmly.

‘ry did not say: ** Thank goodness!”
He only looked il.

“There's auother matter,” pursued
Clecil Reginald, with the calm air of
guperiority that sometimes made his best
friends desire to kick him, I think :Irrs__-:
up to e, ws head of the Lower Schoo.

“Oh 1™ said Fry.

“Although theze cliccky Remove eads
don’t admit it. I suppose Ehere's no
enestion, in this shuly, that I am
junior captain of the schoel?” said
Temple, raizing his oycbrows,

“Qh, raiber!” said Dabney logyally.

Fry devoted his wsitention to cake.
e did not want an arvgument with
Cecil Beginald on the sabject of Ceeil
Reginald's lofty claims.  After all, if
"Temple chose to eall himseli junior -:a!;)-
tain, where was the harm? Hoe could
Lave eplled himsel! the Greai Paojan-
strora, if ho had liked, and it would oot
Irave huart anvbody, So Fry gave Cecil
iewinald his head. -

“This term,” went on Temple, in the
saree  lofty  strain, ““we're certainly
woin' (o beat the Remewe ot footer.
Itz up to us to put thoso fags in their
proper place in games, Wo beat them
last tevmn——

‘Iiiﬂlm!"

“What do von mean by ‘hem' pre-
cizely, Frev¥ psked Temple, with an
iey look at his study-mate.

“*Well, we don't beat them often, do
we? satd Fry. " And on that occasion
there were certain circumstances——"

“We beat them,” said Templo ealmly,
Phis termm wo're goin® to beak them
more. But, a5 I said, it wasu't football
I was goin' to speak of. You men may
have beard that therd's a new kid mn
ithe Remove”

“Prize-hghting chap,” zaid Dabnoey.

“That's the man.”

Fry regarded the captain of the
Fourth rather curiounsly. All Grey-
friars hind, of course. hioard of the peen-
liar new fellow in the Remove. But it
would bave been like Tomplo to afect
ignorance on  that  point. Ceeil

eginald genorally adopted an sttitude
of lofty indifference towards Lower
Iorms, and might bave been supposed
to ho almost completely ignorant of
their existence.  IPry wondered what
WaR coming,

“T've noticod tho
went  on Temple. * Clommonplace-
lookin®  little bounder, named-—named
—now whal 14 his rppe ™

Temple knew the uvame perfectly
well; bul his lofty attitude was coming
to the fore. It was beneath his dignity
to remember the name of a new kid in
iht lower Fourth.

voung ruffiapn,”

“Dhary,” suggested Ty,
“That’'s 1w—Dury, ov Drury, or
somothin’,” assented Temple. **I don't

usially take much notice of what goes
on among the fags, as yon know. DBut
{ hear that thia new kid, Dooley,
lias caused no end of o rumpus in the
Remove., There's a story that he was
in the boxing ring before he came here
—a rather stecop story, but there rmay
be somcthin' in  it, beeause he renlly
soems, from what T hear, (o havo scared
the fags Ladly. Nobody in the Hemowve
seoms able to stand u? to him, and T
hear that he swanks along the Remove
prassnge like & giddy little tin god,”
“Ile was a boxer ripht enougly,® said
Fry. “I've heard that he licked Dol
sover major.  There's talk about  his
{‘rl.up:hing' a Filth Form man—Coker, T
weve.
Temple raised his evebrows again,
“Cras, mosk hikely,” e remarked,
T Magser Lisnavy.—No. 986.
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“Aayhosw, ther seem to lot him pretiy
soverely nlone in the FRemove,” satd
Fry. “Nobody wanls the gloves on
with i,
 “Exactly. That's why T was thinkis’
L was wp to me™

“EhI”

“ As junior captaip—"

“Oh dear!”

“What did you say, Fry®”

“I raid *Go on,’ old chap,” said Fry
affablv. “You've awlully intorestin’,
What's up Lo you as*junior caplain, be-
sides lickin' the Remove at footerd”

"Pubiin' that voung ruoflian in bis
" oeaid Temple ealmly. “L'in not
much given o scrappin’—rather helow
a fellow's dignity. DBut you men know
that I can box a little, what i

“ A littie,” assented Hry.

“What?

“I moan & Job,*™ said Try hastily.
“No end of a giddy boxer. Bat you're
not going to box with young Dwry, I

suppose 17
“Just that!” :
“Oh, my only Aunt Sempronia !

cjnculated Fry, staring at the captain
of the Fourth in amazement and
dizmary.

“*I don't want to hurt the kid, of
conrse,”™ said Temp!e magnanimously.

“Hurt him?Y  muarmurted Y.
“Hurt that bruiser! Oh, my hat!”?
"I don't want o hurt him—he's

nothin' to me. But as head of the
Lower School, I feal it's up to me to
take a hand,” sa1d Temple, with negli-
gent calmness.  “From what I hear,
he seems to bo terrifvin® the fags, and

I feel that it's up to me to chip in.”
Fry blinked at him. He had hoard
& great deal about the svhoolboy boxer,

&nd he hardly koew whether to laugh
or &0 cry at the idea of the clegant
Cecil Reginald standing up to the Game
Kid's fists. How much would be left
of Ceeil Reginald, after one round, was
qimtﬂ e problom, But it was certain
that what waz left would have to be
carried away {0 the school hospital.
Temple did not see it.

Cecil Bepinsld Tomple never did seo
anything he did not want to see. Ha
never could see that =&t football: he
hadn't the remotest clinnce of beating
the Remove, unless by some fuke. He
could not see that his boxing, which
was rather elegant than effective, did
not make him a dangerous {iihting-
man. He had=—or thought he had—a
conviclion Lthal if he chose to exert him-
self, he could walk over any fighting-
man in the Remove. re were rmany
things that Cecil Reginald Templo
could not sce; but what ho could seo
was, the glory that would acerue to him
if he licked, and put in his place, the
new fellow who was monarch of all he
surveyed in the Bemove, in the fistical
line, After Temple had done that, the
most  rebellious BRemorvite could not
refuse to admit the great superiovity of
Cecil Hepinald Temple.

True, he had not done it yvel!

Uoheeding the amazed dismay in the
face of Edward Fry, the captain of tha
Fourth rose [rom hiz chair.

“1f you wen have finished tea we'll
Fﬂ lam look for the kid,” he said care-
essly,

"Pemple, old man "—Fry's volce was
alinozt bhesecching—"don't do it! For
goodness" sake, old chap, don't play the
gozt to that extent! I tell you the kid
1= & boxer—"

“S0 am L" said Tomple.

“Bub he's o bruiser—he's o holy
tevror—-—""

“What witer rot!” dreawled Temple.
“He may have boxed n o booth—I1
dare say he has—but he will hardly be
able o stand up to & Greyiriars man of

my sltandin', I'vo said that it’s up to
me.  'm not goin’ to bure the kid—"

“Hurt him! OQh erumbsi”

“I'in going to lick him, really for his
own good,” said Temple. *There's no
doubt that he's cheeky: ond the fags
have a right to expect o man in my
pasition to protect them. Come onl”

“Oh, rather !” said Dabney.

“Temple, old man—"
Ira. ?

Ceetll Reginald Temple did nat heed
Ho waltked clegantly from the study;
and his comrades followed bim, Dabnev
rathﬁr doubtiul, and Fry not doubtful
af all,

The three Fourth-Formers
along to the Rag.

“LDaooley hero?” asked Temple.

“Who the thump's Dooley 7 asked
Hazeldene of the Remove.

“That new kid—"

“IF you mean Diry, he's not heve
You'll find him in his study if you want
him.  What the thump do you want
Dury for1” '

“I'm goin’ to lick him ™
. Hazel stared for & moment, then burst
ko o roar.

“Hn, ha, ha!™

Contemptuously indifferent to Hazol's
merriment, Temple of the Fourth.
turned oway, and his comrades fol-
lowed him up to the Remove passage,
Every junior in the Rag followed on,
chuclding. They were quite keen to see

the elegant Temple tackle th
bae. SlOpant Luc ple tackle the redoubt-

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's on®™
called out Bob Cherry as they arrived
in the Kemove quarters,

“Temple's comin’ to lick Duryl
roared Hazoldene, !

"I{':Ia., Iilm, ha "

“Cocil, old man—" breathed Fre.
" Cheese it, old chap!® i

There was o gencral chortlo along the
Remove passage. Skinner throw opoan
the door of Btudy No. 3.

" You'ro wanted, Dury!” he shouted.

The Game Eid was slone in the
study. Ho was having his tea in soli-
tude, Ogilvy ond Russell kecping out,
is face was clouded, and he gave
Harold Bkinner a far from amiable ?m:rk.

“What's wanted 1" he grunted,
Chap  lookin' for you,” grinned
f:l!iulmﬂr. “It's & scrap.”

“I'm not going 1o scrap!™
thio E]-{iﬂ, fg‘ﬂﬂg .
Ut Man after your  gealp ' velled
:E-‘uﬁu[:l. “Come out, l}ur:’;?! Iere's
Lemple of the Fourth looking for you.”

Temple, progressing majostically up
the Romove passazo, reached the opern
doorway of Study No. 3. He looked
in at the Game Kid, who stared at him
grimly,

what 3"

T ¥ou're
Temple.

“L'm Dury !" growled the Gamme Kid,

“Btep out into the pessaze, will
vou T

o, I won't! You *ook it!M

Temple smiled penially,

“I'mm not goin' to hurk sou, Dooloy,™
he said reassuringly,

“'Urt me! You!”
Kid.

“But you scem to have been putiin®
on & lot of airs, and that won't do in
a vew kid in a fag Form,” said Temple,
“1 hear that yow're a terrilic fightio’
inan.  Woll, come out into the passago
and let's see. 1 warn vou that if vou
don't come I shall come 10 to you”

Harvry Wharlon arrived on the scene,

“Chuck  thiz, ‘Temple!” he eaid
tersely.

implored

walked

growled

Dooley, drawled

ejeculated the

(Continued on paye E2.)



THE MASEED RIDERS! Although he hag been vescucd from the Tands of o gang of. snurderous gumnen Fevrersg

Locke discovers that
worae fafe cicadts i [

Kis snasked ** rescuevs ' are the emissaries of the mysterious Wolf! And this men 15 thel o

A Powerful New Story of Wild West and Detective Adventure,

The End of the Fight !

N hoar dragged by, =and
A Ferrers Locke kept a solitery
vigil in the outer room. From
the veay come the almost in-
cessant bhark of revolver fire. The
attackers had left but few across the
sireet and had concentrated on the rear,
Suddenly Jonaa dashed into the room.
One glance at his faco told Ferrers Locke
that something was amiss,

“They've set the building on fire!”
snapped the lawyer, “There's a blank
wall which we could not cover with our
fire, They've piled siraw agamst 1L
Wa're trapped [V

As Jonas spoke the detective was con-
solous of a pungent smell and o faint
erackling which was not gun lire. He
kuew that any attempt to sally forth
into the open would be met with a
Fuziilade of bullets. .

“Looks like a case of heing either
burned to death or baing shot!™ he re-
narked grimly.

“The relief party cannot possibly geb
liere in time,” said Jones. “Can you
snggest anything 1™ )

“Yes, " replied Ferrera Locke steadily.
“Wa'll stay here till we're forced out by
the fire, then wo'll finish it in the street.”

“H'm! Wa have not an carthly
chance !

“No. I agree with you there.”

The fire inereased in volume i1l 1ts
roer could be plainly heard in the outer
affice. Caister, with Jack, clumped nto
tha room. Fervvers Locke noted that the
rancher was very pale.

“We're ripght up against it, 3r. Hen-
['Iq'grs-_'.:)u £ h_"ll] !,'.!H-': Iat[cr.

"The detective nodded,

“alhall we waik or do vou preler (o
walk onl now 7" he asked,

* oo chanee of locking ourselves in the
wranl ¥
T oNane at all,  We'd be roasted to
deaih ! )

“P'h* shunks bave siopped shooting,”
went on Caister. He gloance:d ont through
tha shattered glas of ile window and
added : " Gash snakes, il whole crowd’s
o’lected in front here!™

“Yes, wailing for ‘us o come out,™

remarked Terrere Locke. % Well,
gentlemen, which is it going to be? Do
wa walk out now or wait til we're
driven out by the heatt”

Already the room was becoming un-
pleasantly hot and swirls of blinding
smoke were drifting in,

“Us'll follow wyou, sheriff,” saud
Caister. ™ Reckon that goes, gents!™

“Yes,” agreed Jonas and Jack,

“Well, 1 think wo cannot do better
than to walk ocut now,” roplied the de-
tective grimly. *“The relief party can-
not be here for hours yet, so as it's death

[

THE OPENING CHAPTERS,

FERRERS LOCKE, ke Jamous Baker Street
delective, and Mg clever gony assisland,
JAOTHK DRAKE, take up gquarters i Trezag fo
ineestigole the mysterioiy raide smade wpoi
the callle ranchez in he neighbourhood o
Wolf Point. A cord bearing g woll s ;
with bared fange, feft af the roene of sach
cilbrage, 18 the only ofue the defective hos fo
work en. He has kardly been at Wolf
Point five minutea, hweorer, before an

aften il ix made on his Lfe,

MAT DITEE, the eherili, saves ke gifuation,
Butl fr go dodig i3 Riwsalf fotelly shot by o
pereere  tenknowos.  Pelfoing  oa secomd
allernpl on the deteclive’s Life, Drake rushes
gt whith the nepe thed the Welf is raiding
the Flying V ooutfif,  focke aiel the olfer
vunchers hasten to e soene only to find the
Wolf kas fled, Ieciing any castalties. AL
fhe ineliguticn af

SILAS CAISTER ond two other weallhy
ranchers, Loeke iz asked (o bake on the job of
Sherldl of Wolf Foird, Thig fo does wider
the asstnred  wame of HENDERSON.
Hefore very long, however, Ais atfention {g
brongld fo e foot ol & shooling affray
hag taken place at the Silver Dollar Soloo
o ganehiing den ran by MONTY FEARL
e ERat con adtempt has been made wpon the

Life of

EID, ove of the Flying ¥V hands. The sheriff
oaeerining the faels nwnd orresls KILLER
HLAUSPER, whom b imprisons,  Fearing
eerinin information anight leak ouf, FBerl
nigtie the paol with a proposition fo pud
befere the sew shariff.  The contversalion 15
inferricpded, howerver, by the sudden o pprar-
aree of fhe Welfl, who shools Earl. ' The
shertff 18 wecwsed of e sirder, pid in
crmsequess 8 faresd to barricads his rooing
oguienat an offaek by & awed of gurmen

ek b}i
PANLALES, Earl’s secreluryy and wanoger.
{Noiw read on.)

either way I think we'd belter show
tlivse fellows that we aren’t scarcd of it.”

“We'll at least drop with our guns in
our hends,” asserted the little lawyer
valiantly. )

Caister pglanoed agein out of thoe
window,

“Yeugir! We'll sure drop! Ev‘rq
blamed cuss has his gun trained on th
door ! he said tersaly.

He broke off in & {it of coughing as tho
gwirling smoke eddied with rencewed in-
tonsity.

*Well, gentlamen, it's little use wait.
ing,” sald Ferrers Lociie quietly,
“Caister, I would like & word with you
alone.”

Caister glanced at him sharply.

“Bure!"™ ha agreed.

The detective moved away from the
window and the big rancher followed.

“Guess I know what you want, Mr.
Henderzon,” he said, an eager note
his voice. ** You said this morning that
vou'd gel th' Wolf in a weck. ou’ro
gonna tell me who that hombre ia, hey ¥
Reckon us goes west and he lives.
Mighty tough endin', Mr. Henderson i

g[ cannot tell you who the Walf is,
Caister.” replied Ferrers Locke. 1 can
bt tell you my theory as fo his
idontity.”

“Waal, I sure listonin’, Mr. Hender-
sort. Eire right sbead !

The detective smiled grimiy.

“1t iz only the necarnesa to cerfain
death that makes me speak,” he said.
“Qtherwize I would have preferred to
have gradually forged the links in tho
chain of evidence which would have
brought this nonster to justice, before
tne ranchers’ court!™

Caizter nodded gquickly. ]

“Yos, sheriff. 1 get that!™ he sand
cagerly. “ But hiz name? Tell o i
name of th' coyote !

Defove the detective could reply ihero
came & startlod shout from the little
lawyer wlo was squinting through tho

window.
Hiiosh aunakes ! he evied, Y Hyae!
Look hyar!”

Forrers Locke sprang for the wiwlow,
Tre Macxer Lassany,- -0,
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IS YOUR PAL READING THIS GRAND SERIAL?

Tie gang of gunmen outsido were scat-
buringg in & frenzied dash for cover.
'There was nothing to account for their
action, but the detective dived for the
door.

“Clome on ™ he snapped. © This is our
one chanee !

He wrenched it open and stepped out-
eide, followed by Jonas, Ceister, ond
Jack. He glaneed up the street, then
stiffenesd.

Terping grimly towards them at full
gallop was a party of men, They rode
ity silence, their guns in their hands. In
front of them rode & tall man on o big-
honad, bay horse. But what riveted
Locke's attention was that overy man
was masked, A thought sprang inte hisg
raind, and simultaneonaly Caiater voiced
it.

“The Wolil”? ho whispered huskily.
“Tho Wolf 1"

A rattle of firing broke oui from the
liouses opposite as the masked party
swept past. Tha latter returned it with
vigour, Lbut kept on, zave for two who
reeled in their saddles and dreopped to
the ground, to be dragged & few yards
by the stirrups.

en, with one accord, they reined in
their horses in [ront of Ferrers Locko
and his companions.

“We want th' sheriff I’ said the leader
harshly.

"Yeou, replied the detective steadily.

“Come easy, wiout drawin' a gun, and
soro pards go free. Us drills th' fore of
vnh at th' fust move I

Ferrers Locke knew that resistance
was hopeless. The crackliog, burning
butlding was behind him. An srmed
party of more than & dozen men were
in front of him, and, emerging slowly
from cover and watching the sceno
ecuripusly, were Panzales' toughs,

“T'H come with you !™ he said quistly.

“MNat!" shouted Jack, springing lor.
ward. * No!”

“Leave thia to me, my lad!™ said
Farrers Locke sternly. Ik is the only
way !

* Bnt,
death 1

“He shore 13! grunted the masked
lEEdEI’_ELLTﬂE,’Ef,}'. “A bullet's too good
for him, cusa him fer an interforing
gawg ™

Ope of his men had got hold of the
roins of one of the riderless horses.

“Put up yvore gun, sheaiff, an' git up
on that thcere hoss!” commanded the
leader.

Calster stood biting his nails in im-
potent bary. Jonas was pale, but he
kept his hand away {rom his gun
halster,

“Steady, lad ™ he murmured to Jack.
“ Leave sheriff alone!”

Slowly Ferrors Locke stepped forward,
oVery gun nqv&rinﬁ him. Slawly, delib-
erately he hoisted himself into the zaddls
of the waiting borse. One of the masked
men leant forward and ticd his hands
eccurely behind his back.

“Now, git Panzales!™ gritted the
leader. “Theso fwo skunks dic t'gether !
They'll dia slow 1™

The Threat !

T the word of command half a
dozen of the masked gan
whoeled their horses and move
acrosa the  street  towards

Panzales’ men,

“We want Panzales!” spapped one of
them praffly.

“He aint hyar! He lit out soon's
he sced yuh comin'l” prowled one of
the gunmen.

Tae Macwer Lisnarr.—No. 986,

sir | You're pgoing to your

“Is thasso? Waal, get this! If an
of yul coyotes starts a-gunmin’, us'll
clean up th* town!” :

Jack was watching the scens in
ostonishment. The masked gang were
heavily outnumbered, wet Panzales
men made no effort to shoot them down.

“Them fellers 13 scared of the Wolt
and what he stands fer!” prunted
Caister in a low voice. “HReckon they
don’t know jest what he has behind
him. That skunk =ses as how they'll
clean up th' town. I'm figrerin® o
could ‘most do it, and them hombres
knows it!™

He relapsed into silence as the masked
leader shouted:

“B'arch them buildin's! If he ain’t
thar, then git right after him! DBring
him in!”

Jack was lorn between z desire to
visk a shot at the leader and his own
common sense which whw]imn:-.d

ridence. He knew that, even should

18 shot be successful, it would be {el-
lowed the next instant by the deaths of
himself, Caister, and Jonas. It could
not help Locke, either, in any way. He
caught the detective’s coye, and tho
latter cast him a reasssuring look.

" Caister ! barked the leader harshly.
“Reckon I said leng ago thet some day
I would git yuh! TI'm lettin® yuh go
free jest now ‘ecos T kin come fer yuoh
when I'm ready! As fer th' kid an'
that shrimp of a lawyer, guess they
jeat don't amount to nothin'! Caster,
I'm aimin’ to give yuh one chance! Gig
out o' th' cattle eountry, and take them
snivellin' skunks. Peters an’ Jefferson,
wi' yuh! T'LL giv® yul jest twelve houra.
If you ain't quit by then, by gosh,
yvou'll croak!

“Git thet? T means it! Yoh talked
big about th’ law, Caister. Wasl, this
is th’ on'y law what'll rule in Wolf
Point—masked law!  Lynch law, th'
law what acts wi' guns, and ropes wi’
runnin’ nooses! Yuh cain’t beat me,
Caister, an’ yore dandy Britisher sheriff
15 gonnae realise thet 1 g migliy pain-
ful way!®

He broke off as, from one of the
wooden buildings, his  searchers
appeared, dragging 2 sereaming, terri-
fied Panzales.

“Let me go!” shricked the Mexican.
“"Leot me po! Sacramento! Lot me
gol”

He threw himself on kis knecs in the
dust at the feet of the leader’s horse.

“T'Il run with you!” he screamed.
"Wolf, Wolf, I'll run with you! It was
not me! It was Earl's schome! I tell
vou it was not me! He said—-"

"Btop vora tonguc, weevil, or, by
eripes, 1'll eut it out!” snapped the
leader harshly, " I'm wise to yuh, yuh
snoakin’, thievin' desert rat! Earl got
liz las’ nmight! Yo're genna uncover
this hyar mail eoach hold-up Ieot, an’
then, by gosh, yo're gonna die 'long wv'
th* Dritisher!™

He jerked out an orvder. In a moment
the howling Mexican's mouth  was
gagged by o dirty handkerchicf. He
was hoisted to the back of the other
riderless horse. Two men picked up the
bodies of the dead raiders, and laid
them across the front of their saddles.

“Remember Coister!  Jest twelve
houra ** the leader snarled. “0Git owtk,
an’ yuh'll live! ®Btop, an’ yub'll die!

He turned to the crowd of gunmen
and barked

“Remember, Caister iz my meat!
Any of you skunks aimin' to still carr
on this hyar hight, what 1 interrupted,
he'd shore better think again!™

With that, he whecled his horse. The
next moment the masked gang wera
pgalloping up the sirects towards the

en country, And in thelr midst, a
ose prisoner, rode Ferrers Locka.

On the Trall !
6 AAL,"” drawled Caister, turn
ing to the lawyor, “I1

reckons usg can get & plumb

cooler spot than thist The
blamed building’s gonna fall in any
minute I

The Hfames had new reached the
outer office, and, even as he spoke, the
roof fell m, sending a cloud of sparks
swirling skywards.

“What are wo ping to do?”
demanded Juck urgently.  “We've got
to rosewe him 17

“Yes,” chipped in the hittle lawyer,
“we'll ride out and meot the Flying V
boys, or some of vour boys, Caister.
They should be on their way by now.”

“Bure!™ nodded Caister., He turned
fe  the dispruntled pgunmen and
snapped: “ Waal, you lowed vourselves
to be led by th’ nose by a feller like
Panzales! Much good i1's done you!
That Wolf's a skunk, but, br heck,
le's more'n & man than the whole
b'iling of you put Fgetheg!”

Bereft of their leader, the mob dJid
not koow how to act. If one of them
had had the nerve to have pulled a gun,
then Jack, Caister, and Jonas would
have enjoyed extremely short shrift.
But Caister's undoubted personality
dominated them for the moment. and
they contented themselves with glaring
at him in surly silence.

“Uone onl” continued the rancher lo
Jack and the lawyer. *Us'll hike
along to Smither's stable an® get threo
cayusos

Vithout mterference from the otlers,
they set off quickly down the " atreet
towards the stables. .Ten minutes later,
having commandecred three  horses
fram the deserted stables, thoy wore
!'I,r.h:‘:&' at full gallop towards the Fiy-
ing

iL

“Bhouldn't one of us attempt to trail
this gang*” suggested Jack, as they
cleared the straggling buildings _and
emerged on open country.

“ No, son!" snapped Cawnter decizively.
“That foller]l suro leave a few of his
men back 'long his trail! He'll reckon
on 18 [ellowin’ hin, and i us deoes, with-
out o posse, it'll on’y mean r bullel
through yore head from ambush.™

“I'H risk that!” sawd Juck grunly.

Caister looked at him and smilecl.

“Yes, I guess vou would, son! he
drawled. Dot [ reckons I knows
more'n you about this game, an' I guess
I'mv kinda responsible for syou nowl
Soy, vou ain't golta chance in a tlon-
sand of gottin® near  that hombre.
Nope! You wait for a posse™

With rebellion in his heart, Juck rodde
omeavds. Half an hour later a swivl-
mg cloud of dust marked the approach
of n body of horsemen., They came
rapidly nearer, and Jack recogntsed the
wiry Bgure of Spad, riding grimly aliew]
of the others.

They dashed vp and reined in theip
Totints,

“"Yo're safel” snapped Spod, tlen
added guickly - “Where's sheriff v

“The Woll's got him!” replicd Jack,
In a few beief, clipped sentences he
told what had ha[;pened.

“Lrosh '™ breathed Spud. “0
Smithers veached us nigh all in! Alf
made fer th' Caister vanch! Say, lot's
pet on!  Which way themn hombres
headin' 1

“Towards th' Iulls " snapped Caiztor,
“¥eou pushin’ ont™

“Yep! Reckon yuh best get wo're
lads, ister, an' come arvnmin’' ! Us'll
pick up th' trail where vs can !’
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“* Put up yore gun, sheriff, an’ git u;r; on that thers boss 1 commanded the masked leader. Slowly Ferrers Locke stepped
orward, every gun covering him. (See page 24.) 1

Heoe jerked out & word to he dozen
cowboys who were with him, and,
clapping spurs in their horses, they
shot off, heading towards the distast,
low-lying range of hills.

ack wheeled his horse and started
after them,

“Kid, where're you going ¥ shouted
Caistor,

“I'm going with them !” veplied Jack
grimly.

Caister tuwrned to the little lawyer
with & grin.

“Reckon there's sound stuf in that
lad I” he remarked. “Heo'es hed a real
bad time yet he's astill game !

“Ves!” assented Jonas, “Ha's troe
blue, that kid. Say, vou and me parts

here! I'moan old man, and T'm push-
ing on to the Flying V1 I'm about all
in 1™

“"You da jest that, Jonas," assented
Clalster svmpathetically. “I'Il get in
touch with my fellers and us'll follow
Spud. ™

“What ahont yvou're twelve liours to
T

“Tmy stieckin® ! renlied Coister
stornly. " He dou't scare me !

e —

The Wolves’ Lair !

HEN Ferrers Leocke's caplovs
wore o gitarter of a mile oul of
Waolf Yoint they halted their
harses and hoth the detective

and Panzales were blindfolded.,  Then,
the prizoncrs’ movnts being guided by

lead reing in the hends of two of the
gang, the party sweplt onwards at [ull
gallop.

For hours they rode, and ihe delec
tive sensed that dusk was decpenmg
inte might.  His  horse  continually
stumb'lecf and the pace bad slackened
appreciably, It was not difficult to tell
that they wore passing over hard, rough
ground, and steadily climbing.

They rode in silence save for an occa-
sional grunted remarvk [rom one man
to another. On thevy prossed, and more
than once Ferrers Locke reeled in tha
speddlé through shoer weariness amd
exhanstion,

He knew that somewhera hehind
Jack would be following with the
Flving V outht, but even il the trail
were vwisthle on the hard pround it
would ho impessible to follow it aflor
dusk.

If the leader intendad pushiog on all
through the night then the Flying V
outlit would Dhe at lanst zix howrz bohind
whon dawn camao.

For what seemed an  interminable
age IFerrers Locke rode on, swaying
and jolting in the saddle. The thongs
which bound hiz wrist: were ontlog
o the flesh. Then, with o tingle of
anticipation, he hgard the voiee of
the leader rosp out the word:

* Dismount 1

His horse was reined in oand he wos
pulled from the saddle. The bandage
was roughly removed from his cyes.
The gang g;d halied in a stony, dry

waler eourae.  On cach side lowered
up into the night the rugged walle oi
the draw, and sbove them, in & cloud-
lesza sky, swung & brilliant moon,
“Light a fire, boss?” drawled one of
the men, whilst the rost tethered their
horses as best they could,
“Nope, fooll Ts'll feod cald an' doss
down for'n hour!™ enaricd the leader.
Ho crossed to where Forrevs Locke
stood and surveyed him grimly from
behind his mask.
“Bo!" he said soltly,
lumb uyp ‘gainst it,
E[cndermn Locke " 3
“Ta that 07" drawled ithe detective

“Reckon yo're
Mistor Ferrvers

conlly, “I'll' edmit it Jocks like your
call _ i

“Yop! An' I'm dealin’ ' eyavd o
desth! Ein yuh beat 69"

“ Pl say sol” .
The masked man stared al him in
silenco, then ho seid gratipgly
“Gosh, whata t_rmgﬁ guy yith'd hee
made! Yuh've golten o prelly nerve,
Blick Henderszon !

“Blick?* repeated Ferrers  Locke
questioningly.

The other laughed harshly.

“VYep, [ enid it!  Reckon them

coyolos way hack in Wall Paint shore
iacked thet onta yore fake neme aftor
vith heat Klauster to 14" draw!  Bow.
where s Klauster 1%
“He's dead ! .
“iaea!l Waal, T 2in't sheddin® ne
tears, Shlick Henderson,' fer bo warn's
Tre Magxer Lismiry.—No. $36,
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no pal ¢' mine, cuss him fer s sneak-
in', flea-hitten dawg £

“You're a fool!™ said the detective
irt.lc:,nrs.‘u:.t'f;.-. “He died » death you'll never

g !

SBmack!?

The masked mon strock him  foll
across the mouth with his baod, and
sharlod ;

“What yuh mean?”
"l mean he died
snapped Ferrers Locke.
U Meamin' B

“Oh, nothing ! Get oo with the Lusi-
ness and cub bhe eackle [

The deteckive was most cortainly nod
going to satisfy the fellow’s curicsity aos
o the manver of Klauster's death,

i Y&?! I'll shore eut th' cockle,
mister '™ snarled the leader. “ Yo'ro
gonoa die, but ws'll try Panzales fust,
jest to let yuh ses that it ain't no
ploasant death! [I'll laff to see yub
squirm wheon thet skunk hollers!™

He stalked away to where Fanzales
was grouching by his horse,

“Waal, yuh waller-livered greaser!”
was his geeeling. “ Whar ﬁid Earl
cache thet ther loot what yubh and him
got in th' mail hold-up?”

A crafty look sprang into the Mexi-
can's eyes,

“I'l tell wou,” he babbled eagerly,
hut T make a bargain ™

The other langhed harghly.

“Fergit it!™ he snapped " YWe're
shore mwekin' no bargains, greaser)! If
vult don'i ¢ome across right now, by
hack, I'll cut yore blamed fongue cight
out! et this! A rotten sack of mails
or two don't cut no ice wi' me! Tell
now, or I'll cut yore blamed tonguec
out ™

He pulled a long hunting knife from
% theath at his belt, and one or two of
his gang drifted idly near to wateh the

sport.

“PI tell!” howled Panzales. “I'I
tell, Woif ! T run with you, hex? You
tako me in? You'll do that? T'll speak
right now, but vou'll let me in with
vour crowd ! Farl was no good! He

like & man!™

!J‘J

“ Shet right u growled the leader.
“Whar yuh cache thet loot?”

“In a draw about one hundred yards
up Pinto Creek ! babbled the Mexican,
“You'll find it there! You can't mis-
take the spot. It's five yards beyond
a fallen, dead trecl™

“ Shore T ,

"Yes, yea! I swear ic!”

“H'm! Guess vo're in sich a scare
vo're tellin’ th' trogh !

“Tam! I swear I am!®

The leader nodded and surveyed *an-
zales in silenco for a moment. Then he
said sofily:

“Waal, it shore don't zignify either
way. If she’s thar, thet's dandy! If
sho ain't, waal, yuh won't mind ! Nossir,
it'll not worry yuh none t”

“What do vou mean?”

“I mean's yore hittin’ th' trail fer th'
great divide, greaser! Yore snivellin'
snake's soul's shore gonna aay & blamed
Iljc;:ig ”!'umw-r:il to yore yaller-livered

At a signal from him two of the men
stepped forward and seized the Mexican.
I'wo others grabbed Ferrers Locke, and
he and Panzales were hurried inio the
shadows of the wall of the valley.

The leader lit a shaded hurricane
lamnp, and, with & heave of his shoulder,
rolled aside a boulder, which Locke saw
had completely hidden the narrow
mouth of a cave. He and Panzales
were thrust into the aporture, the leader
stumbling on in frent,

A foul, fetid odour drifted from the
farther recesses of the cave, and Ferrers
Locke's lips set grimly. Then from
somewhere, seemingly in the bowaels of
the carth, rose s long-drawn howl,

Panzales struggl desperately, but
hiz captors urged him remorselessly on-
wards. Again came the wail, If rose to
a shrill, Eig‘h-pitﬂhed note, then died
sobbingly away,

A turn in the eave hrought the fetid
smell with almost r.::trerF:»warin strength,
and, peering ahead, Ferrers Locke saw
that the masked leader had come to a

e

halt by what, dimly seen in the light of
the hurricane lamp, looked like some
stout hurdling et into the wall.

“Waal, guess yuh've shore gotien &
welcome [? drawled the man, as Foprers
Locke and Panzales were brought to a
standstill in front of him, “"Yeszir,
they've shore sinclt th' greaser!”

Bomething craslied violently against
l;!m other side of the stout feneing, which
the detective was able to see had been
conatructed to shut off & reccss, of un-
known dimensions, in.the side of the
CRVE,

“What do you mean, curse yout”
sereated Panzales. “What is that?
What is Lehind there ¥~

“The wolf, Panzales!” laughed the
other. “'Least I'in aimin’ to say thar's
two of *em! Us lost one t'other night!
Slick Henderzon, hyar, ean mebbe's say
jest how it happened, but reckon thet
pore brute's gonna be shore revenged
t'night !

¢ paused, then resumed feily :

“Panzales, 'fcrrﬁ onna die right now !
Yuh an' Earl reckoned to pull & few
hold-ups an’ shootin's in th' dark an’ lay
thet it shore was th” Wolf! Pore foolat
Reckon us was wise to thet gamel Say,
us has ears ev'rywhar, an' our fangs 1s
blamed long! Eoeckon yub’ve larn'd
thet too late now, Panzales! Waal, I'm
gonna giv' yuh a chanst! I'm gonna
giv’ ynuh & knife, an’ 'm gonna put yuh
behind thet thar fence! war's B coupla
of real blamed hungry wolves thar!
Jest see how long yuh can keep 'em from
tearing yore throat out & yuh

“You devil 1” shricked g&nm]e&.

He got no further. A hand was
clapped over his mouth, and another one
severed the bonds of his wrists. One of
the men stnod by a little wicket door,
Lraced heavily with iron. Panzales was
pushed towards it.  TFrom behind the
fencing came decp-throated snarls, Then
the wicket gate was whipped open.. A
knife was thrust into Panzales' nervelesa
hand. A quick push and the gate
slammed shut behind him. The whole
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Magnificent Metal Models
of Famous Football
Trophies Given Away!
artanpged fore all readers of the BOYS

BEEALAM. Tha hivst will e EPTEﬁEtIt'l'.'fl Wit
overy copy of this week's issue.

WONDERFUL MODEL of the F.A, CUP

handsomely carried ont in METAL. This
replica of the famous Cup iz only the frst
of 4 whole series of great football trophics,
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Out on Wednesday.
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More Model Trophies

are coming!

Afber the F.A. Cup the BOYS' REALM
will present n replicn of
THE FIRST DIVISION CHAMPION-
SHIP GUP,
THE SECONMD DIVISION CHAM-
PIDNEHIP EHIELD.

F.A. CUP.-WINNERS' MEDAL.
THIRD DIVISION [Morthern Section)
CHAMPIONSHIP SHIELD.
THIRD D!VISION (Southern Section)
CHAMPIDNSHIP SHIELD.

All these metal tmodel trophies are of
very generous size, The Shiclds and
the Cups will stand wp on the maatel-
shell in your den. Thore's only onpe
way to make sure of securlng the
futire issues of thexe unigue mmodel
trophiles -t s, o
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incident had happened with ineredible
swillness. L'auzales was in the lair of
the wolves.

Ferrers Locke, pale-Taced, Light-lipped,
stood silent. e could do nothing. His
hands weve still hound tightly Fi:ehiml
him,  To his ears there came o wicked,
litddeous snavling.  Then a long-drawn
shrick of agony and terror. Suddenly,
on a high note, 18 choked and was still,

“He ain't lasted long!™ gritted the
{lmsked loader. “ Let "em tear him, thon
it’s yore turn, Slick Henderson t™

He ]ml.lsfd ithen hizsed

“Tark ‘eim! Iark at th' fang of
the wolf E!‘tllltllll‘l th' bones of thet
tntler greaser! The Woll's fang strikes
an’ kills, Blick Henderson 1

“¥es,” roplied Forrers Locke quietly,
“30 it seems! But cven a woll's fangs
can be drawn 1™

“Waal, reckon vuh won't live to see
it 1" snarled the other. “An' thar ain’t
no man livin' what’ll deaw (I [angs of
thiz hyar Woll of '.l.mcas‘ Lennne 'jest
F'E*llkl.lh. that! Yore goin’ in behind that
fencin’ right now, mister!”

'The delective nodded, althougl cvery
muscle in his body tensed.

“ Belter let me go in with my hands

Lied I"™ he taunted. “ You'll feel safer
tlen '
""':m'.' Yore blamed nerve szhore

cives you spine  miglhty
ideas!” sparled the leader
in same as Panzales, wi'
'_‘.E'E'd '!.'l!

Yerrors Tocke's heart theilled exult-
mally as he realized thet Lis bluf had
succecded,

“Git e right,” went on the other.
“Pain't no chance of life I'm figgermn’
on handin’ yuli ! It's jest 1o sorla pre-
long th' agony as th' school books hov
it! Git me?®

high falutin’
“Yuh gooes
vore hands un-

r— i S

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“I get you exactly!” replied the
deteetive politely. ¥ Your cendid re-
marks are & real pleasure to lisien to
after the hypocritical =tulf I've heard in
Woll Point ™

“Yiih talks ﬁnﬁ and dandy ! sneered
tho other. " Guess Im real sorvy 1
cain't sit around lig'enin’® all night! It
shnm wauld be mighty improvin® !

“Youve said it,” drawled Farrers
Lacke. “But come on! Guess I'd

ralher face o wolf than talk to a
skunk !
The legder's breath whistled 1in

ihrough his eclenched tecth, and he took
a menacing step forward,

“ Meanin® me ¥ he gritted.

“Yes! DBut I'm sorry! I shouldn't
have culled you a skuhk! I¢'s a might
big insult to the skunk!” drawle
Ferrers Locke.

Une of the men langhed rumblingly,
and with a shout of rage the leader
wheeled on him.

“Lalf, yuh coyote, an', by ecripes,
yuh’ll meﬂ.‘!” he bellowed. “Put this
blamed Dritisher t'other side of that
Fancet  TUs'll see how long his cussed
sass’'ll stand in thar ™

Ferrers Locke was scized and pro-
pelled towards the little wicket gate.
His body relaxed and ho stood limply
whilst a knife sawed at his thon But
hiz fistz were pressed close toget m hia
wrists straining outwards. He el the
thongs part, and the knife was thrust
inta his hand. The man, standing ak the
gale, swung b open.

(T zpile of the danger Ferrevs Locke
i3 prepured o face his lervible ordeql
unflenchingly. Make no mizstake albout
repding next week's thrilling instalment
aof this ;mm@r}udﬁndnhw glory by order-
fng your MAGHET well in adrance.)
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Livadford,  Birmingham'’s  Interna-
tional centreforward, i3 8  poultry

farmer when he is not playing foothall
or training.

Denoon, Lhe goalkeeper of Swansca
Town, 13 & very elfective spoaker and
leeturer, his subjects including litera-
tdre, music, sports, and social topics,

Not =0 long n%’u mmebuslg asked a
direcior of the Aberdeen club if ho be-
licved in big transfer fees. The reply

was: * We believe in accepting them.”

To assist them in their training, the
players of the Clielsea club have a mudal
rowing-boat, a mechanical contrivance
in which the trainer has great faith.

Shefficld United could, if they chese,
put a8 whole attack of centro-forwards
in the leld, for they have five men aon
the books who play in that positinm.

Once a foolballer has beon sent off tho
ficld for wearing studs on his boots of
the kind not allowed, he cannot come
hack to take part in that game even
after the defect has been remodied.

When the Cup Finalists of 1823—
Bolten Wanderers aond West Tam
United—met this seasom, DBolton had
nine men in their side who took part in
fhfit Final, but West Ham had only four
4 4 =8
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“Flying Pig’

Rumbling and rosarimg the -

With F

* Flying Pig,"
porleet in every
he ralling stac

I h."s you a
I-u]I dietaila af o

The H-:rl'lﬂnl Enat: of Traina only costs 3d., end vou can obtain t -mpr from your daaler or diract,
past free, fram the Harnby Train manufacturers—Meceans Lid,,

track bwill  twilh

Accergories.

* Flyin
three miles—from Paddington to Newbury. and then on to Taunton—ninety miles without a stop |

Fig ”

and wirth
atail,

LTDHE far cattle, rru k. perishalles,
but if

raing mentioned below.
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HORNBY TRAINS

BIWE ROo58.X3.

A mindature Great Westorn
Jreight train and portion of
Haornhy
No. 2 Tanls Loco, Hornby | Ne. | L
Rolling Stock, and Hornby £

i

1

;

Spring Bu ar w M6

i Single Lamp ._l.nncr:'ﬂ o 3= 1
i Deulble Lamp Standard ,, 4/-
: gunmn-n Signal w M6 ot
i Signal - w 40 3
Ma. 1 Fuul.l:n&pe w b= k
Visduct .. - w 16
L_lf:lru:u.l Viaduct .s w Bf= %
1 [H ] m‘:l L) LR H ?.' 1
Level-Crossing e w Ble g
Signal Crebin e w 86
Foilway Statiom s P
Passenger [Platform B gfﬁ :

: Breskdown Van and Crans 4 /= :
races through the mgh'l.‘, fm' a hundred and ninety-

lm‘nl:ry Treuins and Rolling Steck Yol CAn make up and

inlreduces a mdn' rangt of types lhm
Passenger Coaches, Fullmanu. Luggage and

Ficks, nn f

in the accompanying pantl.
Hornby Boeck of

THE NEW HORNBY BOOK OF TRAINS.

Yau tmnst ?1:1: a capy of this fine back of forty-eight pages, Buuhqudy
obout Locomotives end variows reilway mechanizms, an

pvard's Yans, 5
cement -I'I'I
vou have aot already h

------ FeriFSprdHifhr e SRR

A EFLEETIEH OF HORNBY
ACCES3ORIES AND ROLLING STOCK

s b 2ok SRR L L R

Brﬂkﬂ' ‘Irll.'l am LR ] Priﬂ-'ﬂ d;"’
uggege Yan a W=

Hn. 1 Cartle Truck =

: 2 Cattle Truck 4 &
I Gunrd s Van w 3
Lattice Girdar Brniii s 1076
Ma, 2 Lumber Wagon I

Na. 2 Timber Wltm v

Hydraulis H-.'n\‘ler Staps o,

run freight trains similer to the

Hornby Accessories you can build up s complete ministure reilway system,

B other avitem. Thl:rn Are

ecial 'T;;uch for coal, timber, log
gunpowder, & lew items are liste

a copy, you sheald zend at once lor

printed in full eelours.
i addition, it eattaing

cpt Blnn:.t Road, Liverpool. II
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THE TIRANT'S HEAL!"—NEXT WEEN'S8 FROLICSOME TALE OF S8T. SAM'S!
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An Amusing Story of Jack Jolly, Merry, and
Bright, the Cheery Chums of St.

: .

ACK JOLLY sat in his study, with

.H—. & thoughtful expression on his fizz

and a lecky fountane-pen in his

fist. There was a blob of ink on

his nose, and & smudge on each cheek.

On the teble in front of him was a list

of namea. There were ten names in all,

and an eleventh remainéd to be added,

to conipleat the 8t. Sam’'s cleven for the

next match—an “away’” fixture with
Greviriars.

Jack Jolly lingered long over the last
pame, He was on the horns of a
dilemmer.

There were two candied-dates for the
last place—Jack’s chum Merry, and a
fallow named Fowler, whoe had come on
by leeps and bounds as a footballer. He
was such a brillvant ankle-tapper, and
sp smart at fowling an opponent when
the referce’s back was turned, that Jack
Jolly was reluctant to leave him out.

As for Merry, he had always played in
the cleven up till pow. Bui his form
recent ‘matches had been simply awiul
He hadin’t been able to put a foot right,
znud his shooting had been awfuily
[eeble. Moreover, he zcomed to have
forgotten the art of fowling an cpponeut
¢leanly and cleverly.

Jack Jolly ‘was torn between duly and
frendship. Merry was his boozum pal;
Fowler was a fellow whomn he regarded
with skorn and despision.

Personal likes and dislikes, however,
pught never to “way with a footer
captin: and Jack Jolly knew it. His
duty was to pick the best players,
weather they wore frends or foes. Senty-
:ﬁ:fﬁ:ﬂ not be aloud {o enter into il
ab all.

And so, after a feorce mentle conflict,
Jeck Jolly made up his mind to do the
square thing. And Fowler's name went
down on the list as the eleventh man.

“That'a that!” szaid Jack Jolly, blot-
tin the list with lis coatsleeve.
“Merry won't like being leflt out; but
ithere it is. What I have wrote, I have
wrote !

So saving, Jack Jolly rose to his fect,.
and made his way to the hall, where he
pleced the list on the notiss-board, for
all the world to see., Then, with a sigh,
hie went back to his study.

Merry and Bright, coming in a few
minnitz later from n game of leap-frogg
in the quad saw a crowd of fellows
gathered round the notiss-board.

“Hallo! What's up?” asked Bright.

“It's only the team for the Greyiviars
match,” said Merry, ‘“We shall be in
it, as usual.”

Tae Maoxer Liprany.—No. 536,

look at the team.™

The two chums strolled up to the

notiss-board, elbowing their school-
fellows aside, so as o get a close
ECTOOLITLY.

“NOTISS!

The: blokes whose names arc on this
here list will play for Bt. Sam's against
Greyiriars on Satterday. Break leaves
directly after lunch:

Goal, Stopham; Dacks, mnlmmmw
minoer and Barndore; 3-backs, Dribbell,
Tackell, and Passe: 4-wards, .Speedwell,
Fowler, Jolly, Bright, and Tearaway.

{Sined) Jack Jorry,
Captin.™

Fowler was sesred by the scurf of the

[ | neck and bundled into the cab.

Merry blinked at the list in blank
amazement.

“My hat! 1 beloeve there amust be
something wrong with my I-sight!” he
aggsclaimed. ¥ Bright, old man, I can't
see my name on the list!”

“Neither can 1,7 said Bright.

“QGrate Scott! Has your .sight gone
groggy, tool” .

Bright scanned the list of namos once
again.

“¥our name isn't there, cld man,” he
said. “ Must be a printer’s crror.”

- "How can it be, fathead, when the
list isn't printed 1"*

““Then it's a slip of the tung on Jack
Jolly's part—a ‘ lapsus lingy,’ you know.
Jack would never deliberately drop you
from the team, surely 1"
qu.wuum face grew black as thunder,
“If Jolly has played such a dirty trick
on his best pal,” he said, in mezzured

‘tones, “I'll noever forgive him! I'1I

Sam’s..

“OF corse! B8till, I'd like to have a

never speak to him again—until ._E rots
his next remittonse from liome!

And Merry stamped away furiouzly to
Jack Jolly's study, with Bright hard
st his heals,

Jack Jolly was scated on the coal-
skuttle, looking wery worried and un-
n@E?:.n.ﬁ_Fu ﬂu_.mﬁ _.ma%. ...._.mzm _..._,_._rw_“m he
thouglht right; he had put duty belore
Hum%%m_:_:m:m had mustard m_..m. bost
gleven he eould get together, witheut
fear or faver. But he could tell, from
the egpsited way that Merry rushed
into the study, that there were brakers
anhead. ;

“Jack Jolly "—Merry's voice was
tense with commotion—"1've just scen
the list of players for the Greyiriars
match., Where do I come in?"

¥ Vou don't,” said Jack Jolly shortly.
“You stay oul!”

“But-—but 've always played at
outside-lefpg——" ;

“ And now you must play at being left
cutside ' said Jack .H_nﬂ.q,. “I'm sorey,
old chap, but you must admit that your
formy has beon awfully feeblo lately !

Merry's eyes gleamed,

“J didn’t want to dvop yon,” went on
Jack Jolly. “I know how it hurts a
fellow when lie geta dropped. On cur-
rent form Fowler is & bebter man than
ol
¢ Meorry's oyes blazed. ;

“J have dona the right thing,” con-
tinewed Jack Jolly, “and I hope yon
will take it like a sporisman, wamnd not
nash your tecth and tare your hare.”

Merry's oyes were on fire. :

“You rotter!™ he eried, his volco
horse wilth rage. *“Is this kow yvou treat
vour bost pal—a fellow who bas stood
by vou through thick and thin, through
roff and smooth, through fare whetheor
and fowl ¥

Jack Jolly jumped up from the
skuttle,

“Who are vou celling a wvoiter?" Lo

4
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“You, of corsc!
If you think I'm
going to teke this
like a lam, you're
jolly well nms-
taken! I won’t be
dropped from the
team! I'll play against Greyfriars on
ratterday ™

“You won't!”

“T will1™

“No, you won't!"

“Yes, I will!”

“No, you jolly well won't!™

“Yes, 1 jolly well will!™

During this heated exchange of kom-
plinients Jack Jolly end Merry had come
eloser and closer to cach other, till Jack
Jotly's chin was thrust defiantly into
Merry's face, and vicey versa.

Bright, who was odd man out in this
stormy duel looked on in grate alarm.

It was unheard-of—it was almost with-
out president—for Jack Jolly and Merry,
the David and Jorathan of 8t. Sem’s, to
be at each other's throtea like thiz. They
bad been frends from time immaterial;
they had never had a cross-word--
egezept of the puszle varicty. But their
frendshipy was being sorely strained now
—ztrained to brakmg-point!

“You rotler” ..,.m.,..mﬁw Joack Jaolly.

“You cad!” panted Merry.

“You villan I"* hooted Jack Jolly.

“You skoundrel ! yoared Merry.

“You lying thoef!" __nrcsmm”mﬁw Jack

Jolly.
hellered

.:._..wnE
Merry.

It really began to look a3 if the frend-
ship between Jack Jolly aud Merry was
slightly in jeppardy.

Having cxhausted all thenr terms of
endearment, they prozecded from waords
to blows.

Jack Jolly lashed ont wilh his ieft,
and Merry let drive with his right; end
the horryticd Bright, taking upon him-
self the roll of piecemaker, rushed in
between the combattants, and suffered
the usual fate of piecemakers. He took
Jack Jolly's left on one side of hia nut,
and Merry's nght on the other,

“Yaroooo!"” roared DBright.
and he saw

poysomns  replile!™

His head was singing,
stars and consternations.

The next munnit, Jack Jolly’s study
was the seen of a wild and whirling
sefap.  Jack Jolly was furious with
Merry, and Merry was furious with
Jdack Jolly, and Bright was furious with
the pair ef themy Be they all set about
each other with right good will.

The table healed over like a ship in
distress; the chairs went flying; and the
erayments were swopt off the mantle-
mﬁa. . And the three fellows who b

cen such fast frends were at deth-grips
on the floor, their arms going like wind.
mills, and their legs thrashing the air,

Such was the scen of piece and tran-
quillity which grected the gaze of Mr.
Lickham, the master of the Fourtlh,
when he burst into the study. _

“My boys,” eried the Torm master,
agarst, “what is the meaning of this
wild hoarse-play? Bort yourselves out
at once, and follo me to my study!”

The three juniors scrambled to thowr
fect, exchenging plares of mutuel
hostility, Jack Jolly’s nasal piano was

Wipping off his woolly wig the junior

stood revesied as Merry of the Fourth !

Jack Jolly staggered as if he had sesn a
ghost.

crimson, and the Llud died his hangker-
cheef, Merry's right eve had put up the
shutters; and Bright's face looked ag if
it had been under 2 steam-roller.

“Wou have turned this study into a
battlefield!” e¢ried Mr. Lickham.

It was 2 grim procession that made its
way to the Form master’s study.

As if the juwmiors had not sufferad
cnuff dammidge already, Mr. Lickham
proseeded to  chastize them withoot
merey. He did tremendous execulion
with his eanc: and when Jack Jollv &
Co. crawled out of his study, scrood up
with angwish, they felt that life was
nob worth living.

T

il.

T woa Satterday mourning—ihe day
of the Greyfriars mateh. The
January  sunshina -beet down
feercely upon the aweltering quad-

Sl

rangle of St. Sam’s.

The brecch Lelween Jack Jolly end
Moery ._::_ grown wider and wider; and
now, In the sunny aquadrangle, ithey
came face to face.

Bright, from the study winder,
watched them with an ankshus hart,
Were they going to shake hands and be
frends agam, and let the dead past
berry its dead? Or would they fly at
each other’s throtes, as on a previous
occasion b

They halted within a foot of each
other. ‘Then, slowly and deliberately,
Merry pulled out his poeket-knife, and
opened the glittering blade, Bid ht,
craning his head out of the ._.___.EME..
locked on as if spellbound.

Then, with a sudden, swift MOvemen
Meiry caught hold of Jack J olly's E.:M
and pushed back his ouff. He then gave

him a slight jab in the forearm with his
penknife.

0w 1
Jollv.

Merry shut hia knife with a snep, and
restored it to his pocket. Then, with his
nose tilted skornfully in the air, he
swung on his heal and stalked away,

Bright gave a hollo groan. Thevo
could be no misteking the meaning of
Tom Merry's action,

It was the cut—the cut direct!

Fortunately for Jack Jolly it was only
a slight serateh, Some fellows hed been
known to eut cach other dead !

From that time onwards no word
passed betwern: Jack Jolly and Merry—
cggsept at the dinner-table, where they
st opposite cach other. And then their
conversation was limited to sueh for-
mallities a3 “ Pass the salt ™ and “Bhy
aver the peppper ! And when Merry
was about to pass the sauee, Jack Jolly
said grimly: “I won't take any sauce
from you !™

After dinner, the 8t. Jim's team lefli
by break for Greyfriars. Fowler of tho
Faurth went with them instead of
Merry. Fowler was a very dusky-faced
youth, with a mop of woolly hare, which
was in tight curls., There was a touch
of the necegrow about him, and fellows
wispered=—hehind his back—that he was
a <-cast. Buf, whatover his peddigree,
there eould be no doubt that Fowler waa
a fine footballer.

Jack Jolly had high hopes of leading
hia team to victory. Fe knew ihat
Herry Wharton & Co. of Groyirinrs
were hard nutts to crack on their own
ground; but he was confident that the
men he had chosen would prove effective
nutt-crackors.

But, 2 Jass! A crool and maline Falo
hroodad over the fortunes of the Bt
Sam's team that afternoon.

When the game was only five miunits
old, they loat tha servisses of Fowler.

(Continued on next page)
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gasped the astonished Jack



