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 The Amzigamaiad
HE WANTS TO EE A TARMER]
BTAUNCH Megnetite finds himselfl in a quandary.
_ He's received a very good offer from his ralations
in Australin to take up ferming and to smake theiv
home his home. Now he's mighty keen to be a
farmer, is this ebum, but he hates the idea of leaving his
people in England., It iso't that he's afreid to leave his
old home on his own account, but he's real worried to know
what will happen to his pesple if be takes the trip to
Australia, Apparently his mum and ded are elderly, or
ﬁ-ttl_ng on that way, and they think the world of thair boy,
e in turn worships the ground they walk on, and wouid
hate to give them & moment’s puin or unnecessary anxiety.
My ecorrespondent feels that he will be sorely missed if he
takes advantage of the Austrelian offer. His people arc
lonely enough as it is, he remarks. “How will they take it
when I am Ba you think I ought to stay in
England or jump st this opportunity I've longed for?”
These questicns of my chum are too difficult for me fo
apswer in any definite fashion, He must know the cir-
eumsatances better than I do. His peoples’ one concern, I
should imagine, is for his happivess and sdvencement. And
his is for their wellare. Moreover, he's doing well at his
present job, I think the best thing to do is to have a heart
to heart talk with your people, my chum, and then your
aown common sense and good heart will belp you to make
o ddedicion that you won't regret.

“ MISERY !

That's the nickname a number of fellows have given to
a loyal Magnotite, and he feels rather semsitive ebout it.
At his locul school the boys chip him about his “long face.”
He can't help his free, he tells me, and of course he's right
in that. And it gets his “poat,” he declares, to be called
“Misery ' by the chaps. lgﬂ’.‘-: anything but miserable by
nature, he hasiens to inform me, but he was unfortunate
enough to be born with a very serious chivey. Well, what
f you are not miserable by nature, my chum—
angd I can see El‘ett:.r plainly that yeu are not, or you

ing the Macxgr—why worry about this
trifle of & nickname? Why, every boy, practically, iz given
a nickname some Lime or another, g:}me of them stick (o
their owners like glue, others fade away. And a nickname,
generally speaking, means that the owner of it is popular
with the people nmongst whom he mixes. Don’t let this
“Misery ” business get you down. They used to call me
“Bireak ¥ at school beeause I was so thin; they still eslled
me streak when I put on weight, but T didn't get rufiled,
Don’t you get ruffled !

For Next Monday :

“THE GAME KID'S TEMPTATION !"
By Frank Richards.

You'll enjoy this iong complete yarn of the chums of
Greyiriars Lriﬂe_w;] for next week, It shows the Game Kid,
once of Hugging' Bexing Ring, fighting a stern hattle with
himself.  And at this tvpe of yarn Frank Richards is
extra !

“THE MYSTERY OF FLYING V RANCH!*

And yeu'll enjoy next week's stirring instalmont of this
amazing Wild est deteclive serial, believe me. Fervers
Locke has set himself a stiff tazk; it’s o battle of wits
between him and the mysterions Wolf, and wt that zort of
game Ferrers Locke 15 all there!

“THE REBELES OF ST. SAM’s!"™
By Dicky Nugent.

Young * Dicky 7 piles in with another cereamingly funn
story dealing with the adventures and nusadventures of Jae
Jolly & Co., the herces of Bt. Sam’s. Mind vou read it!
Chin, chin, chums!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Takers!

ILLY BUNTER rolled into Study
No. L, in the Greyfriars Remove,
and closed the door after him
very carafnlly. :
Then he blinked through his big spee-
tacles at Wharton and Nugenk, the
owners of the sbudy.

Wharton and MNugent were ab prep.
They glanced up a5 Bunter rolled in,
and immedistely glanced down again
to their work.  Apparently, they had
no time to waste on Bunter.

Latin prep was not, in itself, speci-
afly atiractive, DBut it was guite fas-
vinating in comparison with the con-
verzation of William George Dunter.
%o Harry Wharton and Frank Nuogent
went ahead, regardless.

Billy Bunter's manner was impres-
pivie, and in faet a little mysterious.
It lonked as if he had come to Study
™o, 1 to meksa a very impoértant com-
munication. Evidently he had closed
the door so carefully, in order that
other cars should not hear. With his
back te the deor, Bunter blinked at
the captain of the Remove in hiz most
imprassive moanner, But it was searcely
Fm.-aibla {o imopress the top of & hent
iead, and Wharton did not appear to
be impressed,

“I  sar,
DRuntor,

“Chaek ik!"

“ By M

The two answers came simulianeonsly.

“Rut, T saw T2

“Prep, fathead.”

“It's rather important—"

“"Hook it!"

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Haven'ts you anv prep to do, fat-
hpad?! inr!uir&:! the captain of the
Remove. “{ut off and do it. Cui off
anvhow.”

Buntey did not eng off,

vou fellows——" began

“1 don't call thal grateful, Whar-
ton, when 1've left prep, to come here
and do you a favour,” he said.

" Bow-waow ! 3

“I'm chancing it with Quelchy,’
said Bunter, “Never mind prep. This
i3 more impu‘rtﬂ.n't. than prep.”

_ “What is, ass? asked Wharion
ltﬂ?ﬂ.llﬂnﬂ}'. .

“The favour I'm going fo do wvou,
old chap.” said Bunter. *If you knew
what I was going to tell you, you'd
jump.” )

“1f you knew what I'm going to do
if wvou don't eclear, wyou'd clear!”
vemarked Wharton, looking round for
a missile.

“Dan't play the goat, you know,”
said Bunfer. “It's a.ﬁm:t- Dury---="

“Bother Dury !

“That mﬁﬁﬁﬂg prize-fighter that the
Head has lat into Greyfriars,” said
Bunter. “How would you like to give
him a jelly geod hiding, what?"

Wharton staved at the Owl of the
Remove.

“Nobody at Greyfriars could do
that,” -ha said, *1 fancy even Wingate
of the Sixth couldn’t?  Whal are you
driving af, yvou fat duffer®”

“T can tell vou how,” sald Danter,
with 'a fat wink.
~ “Potty? asked Frank Nugent, slar-
ing at Bunter.

“I know what I know!" said Bunter
mysteriously. |

“Wandering in your mind?” asked
the astonizhed captain of the Remove.

“0h, really, yvou know--—" '

“Wander in the passage instead !
suggested Nugent. “Youw're wasbing
time, Bunter™

“If wou fellows don't want to hear,
T'll go and tell Bolsover rosjor,” said
Bunter. * RBolsover would jump at rha
chanee. I Wrow that. He's still pof o
blue chin where Dury punched him.
But I'm giving vyou the frst chance,
Wharton, because you're an old pal,
vou know.” _

“First, I've heard of it.”

Complete Story of the
)| Chums of Greyfriars, with
|l the Game Kid, once of

Huggins' Boxing Ring, in
the limelight.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

* Look here, you beast——"

Both Wharton and Nugent gave
prep & rest now, Bunter had suc-
mgnd in exciting their curiosity, at
least.

“What do you mean, if you mean
anything, Bunter?

“It's & secret, you know,” said
Bunter. ' Nobody knows excepting me,
and I'm going to tell yon out of {riend.
ship. Of course, one good turn deserves
another, If I help you to put that
prize-fighter votter in his place, I shall
expect you to treat me as a pal. I'm
expecting a postal-order—-~"

“Oh, my hat !

“Naturally, I should expect you to
lend me the ten bob till the postal-
order ‘comes,” eaid Bunter. “LLittle
enough, too, 1 think. Just think of
the glory vou'll get, if you give Dury
a jolly good hiding—the fellow who's
been & boxer in the ring, and haas
licked PRolsover major ut:ﬁ Caker of
the Fifth. Think of it.”

“But what——"

Wharton was gquite puzeled,

He was not keen on  tronble with
Dick Dury, the naw fellow in the Grey-
friars Remove. But undoubtedly there
were many Removites who would have
gi!:ien a great deal to lick the “Game
Ki 'ii

Clertainly, any fellow who Thad
thrashed the one-time “pug™ of
Huggins’ Ring, would have captured
an imméense amount of kudos. ut it

was equally certain that there was no
man ot Greviriars who could have
done it
Dury was not popular in the Remove.
Home of the manners and customs of
Hugging’ Ring, which he had brought

with him to Greyfriars, were not
exzcilv liked.
And it was not gratifving to ihe

Remove, who rather prided themselves
on Dbeing a fighting Form. fo know
that there was & new fellow among
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thern who could have handled three or
four of them at onee with ease,

“You see, I'm the [fellow that
knows,” oxplained DBunter. 1 gener-
ally get on to what's going, you know.
I've got on to this,”

“To what?”" demanded Wharten.

“This valuable zecret,” szaid Bunter
mmpressively,  ““You hknow that Dury
has licked Bolsover major, and Bob
Cherry, and Coker—he could walk into
this study if he liked, ond take you
two fellows and knock your heads
iogether, and you couldn't touch him.’

“Oh, cheese it 1" ]

“Well, vou know it, don't gnu?” anid
Punter. “Aned yet, you know that
Dury let Temple of the Fourth punch
I nose--actually punch his nose—and

never touched hun for it,  Temple of
the Fonrth is swanking no end about
it—he thinks he's o terrific warrior, you
know., Now, why de you think Dury
let Teomple punch his noset™

“Can't make it out,” said Harry.
“He may have thought that Temple
would break if he hit him, and didn't
want to be bothered with an mgquest.”

Bunter chuckled.

“It wasn's that, Of course, he could
chuck Temple anywhere he liked, and
he's el ’.l'f:m|’1[-.*: think that he's funky.
I know why,’

“"Well, why, then®”

Wharton was undoubledly curtous to
hear,  All the Remove had  been
anrazed when the redoublable Kid had
allowed Ceril Reginald Temple to tap
s nose with mnpunity, ]

About twoe or three dozen Ceeil
Reginalds would have heen required to
handle the Game Kid, if he had chosen
to ont up rusty, Yet he had taken =
punch on the noso like 2 lamb.

Cerlainly it was amazing, and the
Remove were still wondering about it
Apparently, Dunter knew the mysier:-
OIS TFOAS0N.

“Its a promise,” said Bunter,

“A  promize?”  repeated Wharton
blankly.

“That's il! TDury was ealled over
the coals for disfiguring Bolsover
mapjor—Mr. Quelch was going fo report
it to the Head, and ask for ham to be
sent away from Grevlriars. Dury was
awlully cut up about it, and he begged
Quelehy not to et the Head know,
and promized that he would never fight
a Greyirviars fellow agoin”

“And how the thump do vou koow ™

“1 happened to hear—-"

“You eavesdiopping bounder.”

“The fact 5 I went along fo
?H-Elﬁ:hj"s study when Dury was there,
thinking the brote was up for a
licking,” s=said Bunter, "1 wandered
whether he would let out s left at
Quelchy., No telling what this prize-
hghting ruffian might do, you know.
It would have been a lark if he had
punched Quetehy, wouldn's 187

" reat pip !

"Only it wasn"t & heking,”  said
Bunter. I heard all they said, Quelchy
agreed not to report Dury to the Head,
on condition that he promised never fo
get into o fght again,  Hee¥”

“I sec,” said Harry, slowly.

“Of course, they never supposed that
anybody would be ass encugh to hunt
for irouble with the prizefighter,”
chuckled Bunter., *“Nohoedy but that
idiat Temple would have thought of if.
Hut for his promize fo Quelchy, Duory
would have smashed him, of course.”

“"He must be a deeent fellow, to
Leep his promise wnder such provecation
a3 that,” said Nuogent. Temple
actually punched his nose™

“Well, if he breaks the promisze, he
goes up before the IHead,™ said Buntor.
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“Alr. Queleh doesn’t approve of his
being let into Greyiriars at all—a fellow
whe's boxed in the ring for a living.
I Quelehy put 1t to the Head, Dury
would have to go. The way Bolsover
was damaged was altogether too thick,
you know, Dury knows that if he hits
a fellow again, it’s him for the long
jump. ™

“1f thiz gets out, he will have a
rather lively time, I imagine,™ said
Nugoht.

“I'm telling you,” grinned Bunter.
“You see how the matier stands now,
Wharton. This boxing beast can knock
any fellow out with one finger, if hs
lilkes; no end of kudos if you wallop
him. Temple never knew—he tackled

him berause he’s a born fopl. Dut you
know now Tve told you. My idea is,
EL]

you corncr the brute in the Rag——
“Eh
"Piteh into him——" went on Buntor.
“What 1

“And thrash bim thoroughly. ¥ou
see, he could knock wou right across
the Rag, and all the fellows know it,
so toey’ll think you no end plucky for
tackling him. Buf, as a matter of fact,
he won't lift a finger ; it's the long jump
if he breaks his word to Quelchy. See?
You don't run the shightest rizk, and
you put the cad in his place, and you
can swank sl over Greyfriars as the
fellow who thrashed the prizefizhter.”

The expression on Harry Wharton's

face, as he listened, was growing quito
extraordinary.
_ He did neg doubt Buntey’s statement ;
it was, Indeed, the only explanation
of the fact that Temple of the Fourth
had been able to punch the Game Kid
with impunity.

It did neot dawn upon Bunter’s fat
wind that the captain of the Remove
was not the fellow to reap cheap plory
by thrashing another fellow whe was

prﬁ_reni:ad from standing up for him-
2edr,
Nugent regarded the Ow! of the

Remave curioushy.

“Bo that’s the chance you're offering
Wharton 1 he asked,

“That's it,” said Bunter. “The
chanes of a hfetime, really, you know.

Nobody knows anything sbout Dury's
promise to old Queleh. See? Safe as
lonses, Of course, T shall expect

Wharion to play uwp, now I've told him
this—my postal order——"

“I'll play up?™ gasped Wharton.

"That's all right, old chap.”

The captain of the Remove rose from
the table. He glanced round the study,
and picked up the fives bat.

“"You won't want that,” =zaid Bun.
ler misunderstanding.  * Perfectly safe
to tackle him with your knuckles, now
F've explained how the matter stonds—
ow-—oh—yaoh-—wharrer you up {03

That question was really saperfluous:
it was guite plain what the ecaptain
of the Hemove was up to. He was
grazping  Dilly Bunter by the collar,
and bending him over a chair.

Whaek !

“Yoooop ! reared Bunter,
fives bai roze and fell.

Whack !

“Yow-ow! Help!™

“¥You fat® villain ' roaved Wharton.

Whack |

“ Yow-ow-goooooop I

“ You—vou-—-you think T would thrash
a [cllow who could lick me, because
his hands are tied by a promize, you
fat rascal! Take that!”

“Yarooooooop !

“And thet—="*

“Whooop! Help! Leggo! Yarcoogh !
voarad Bunter, wriggling frantically.
“(Oh crumbs] Oh crikey! Yarooch!”

as the
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Whack ! Whack ! Whack!

"Yow-ow!l Heipl Firc!
Resoue 1™

Harry Wharten released the yelling
Owl at last, and threw open the door
of the study.

“Now cuf, yvou fat villain’
not gone in two seconds—"

" Yow-ow-ow "

Billy Bunter was gone in one seeond.

Murder !
If you're

— gt =

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Skinner Tries It On !

ICHARD DURY, of the Hemove,
turited out at the clang of the
rising-bell in the morning. Bob
Cherry gave him a cheery grin;

but he was the only fallow in the
Remove dormitory who took any hepd
of the one-time boxer of Hupgpging' Ring.
Ogilvy and Russell, who were his study-
mates, ignored hiz existence; they did
not like their new companion in No.
% %mﬂy, snd made no sceret of the

k.

Bolsover major, whose prominent
chin was black and blue, gave him o
sgcowl, and that was all. Many of the
Remaovites disliked the Kid; most wern
indifferent to him; nobody, certsinly,
wanted to be on Iy terms with hin.
Ouly Bob, whose kindness of heart was
without limit, ﬂ.-n]-:nuwlgdied his exis-
tence; which was really kind of Rob,
for he had been roughly handled by
the Game Kid, and he had fallen from
his high estate as the champion
fighting-man of the Greyfriars Remove.
Bob, sturdy as he was, hefty boxer as
e was, had simply crumpled up before
the Game Kid, and it was not exactly
agresable. But Bob was not a fellow
to bear o grudge,

But Dury did net zeem to be much
troubled by the dislike and indiference
of the Form to which he belonged.

The Game Kid was, accustomed io
baking the rough with the smooth,
and probably in his early career ae a
boxer there had been more of the rough
than of the smooth. And though %m
had mneo friends in the Remove, there
was ab least ane fellow at Greviriars
whom he liked and admired, Cedric
Hilton of the Fifth Form. Friendship
beftween a Iifth-F'orm man and a fap
of the Lower Fourth, was not a possible
thing, of course; bug the Kid, in whoze
eves the Fifth-Term sport was a hero
and almost a god-like youth, wis econ-
tent to admire from afar] more than
econtent with an oceasional nod or a
kind word,

S0 long as the greal man of the
Fifth threw him a careless, kind word.
Tury carad little what the Lower Fourth
thought or did. And if they despiscd
him 25 & hooligan, he on his side felt
some scorn for them as milksops,

Certainly, the Remove fellows were
not mitksops. But to the rough and
tough  boxer of HugFins' Ring,
they seemed what he celled & “sols
lot,” and that opinion expressed very
candidly, had irritated thoe Remove
fellows intensely., Just because the
Game Kid lockod on them as saft, many
Removites would have been glad to be
able Lo *lick him,” to show that they
weren't so soft as he su]llgmsud. DBut
they could as ecasily have licked Demp-
soy or Tunney, as the Game Kid.

“My hat!” explaimed Skinner sud-
denly. "He's washing "

The Kid looked round, and so did
many other fellows. 8kinner was staving
at the Kid apparently in great aston.
ishment,

“He's washing 1™ he repeated,
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There was a fat ecackle from Billy
Bunter.

“He, he, ha!™

The Kid's rugged face reddened.

“He's picking up our manners and
customs, you see,” went on Skinner,
afrily. "1 dare say he will gpet quite
civilized, if he stays at Greyiriars a
couple of hundred years, or so.”

Bome of the fellows laughed.

Harry Wharton gave SBkinner a quick
look., Skinner had been “down™ on the
Kid from the boginming of the term,
till the Kid had lost his temper, and
seared the snob to such an extent that
Skinner bad decided to leave him
revarely alone. i .

Now the amisble Skinner was begin
ning again,

The olther follows were astonished,
but the captain of the Remove thought
that he underatood.

Biily Buniter had found no takers,
so to speak, in Study No. 1. It looked
as if had imparted to Harold
Skinner the wvaluable secret for which
Harty Wharton had no unse.

Indeed, that was tho only way of
asccounting for Skinner's temerity.
Dvidently he was not afraid of the
schoolboy boxer now.,

sald Frank

“Zhut up, SZkinner
Nugent.

“My dear man, I suppose a fellow
ean express hia surprize atb seeing o

pre
.

slam  hooligan  waoshing  himaself 7"
drawlad Skinner.

The Kid's face grew redder and
raddar,

“Oh, cheese it!" =aid Johnny DBull
“Why can’t you let the fellow alone?™

“The let-alonofulness iz the proper
capor, my <steemned and ridiculous
Skinnor," =aid Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh gently.

“['m neot touching him,” said Skinner.
“Why, I wouldn't touch him with a
bargo-pole t™

“He, he, he!™

Stott and Snoop, Bkinner's chums,
staved at him in absolute amazement.
“_!']113; wauld as scon have stepped into
s tiger's cage g have provoked the
Game Kid in thiz waxy.

“You s=illy ass, Bkinner!” whispered
Snoop, “Ilo you want the fellow to
burst your nose or knock in your teeth?
Let him alope!™

“Mind your oye, you ass'!” muttered
Stott.

Skinner laughed carelessly.

To the amazement of the Removites,

3

the Kid took ne heed of Bkinner. He
dressed with a very red face, and left
the dormitory. 3

“Not such a piddy champion as you
men supposed, what?" yawned Skinner.
“I'm nobt wasting any civility on the
rotter, I know that.” 3

“Blessed if 1 can understand him
lately,” said Peter Todd in perplexiby.
“Hao let Temple of the Fourth tap his
boke. MNow he's lek you check him,
Skinner. And he could mop you up
with his little finger,”

“Oh, rats!” said Bkinner. “I'm not
afraid of him, il you are, Toddy.”

“1 don't think I am,” said Peter,
“and I don't allow you to suggest thak
I am, dear man." And Peter Todd
whizzed & wet sponge at Bkinner, who

Py

- —r
e ———

“Beeatse he got info trouble over
hammering Dolzover, and ho's promised
Mr. Quelch not to get into & light again
with any Greyfriars fellow.”

“Myv hat!? shouldn't have thonght
ha was s0 jolly pacticular about keeping
a promize,” said Johnny.

“He zeems to be; and it's not only
that. If he damagez another chap Lo
is io be reported fo the Head and seni
away from tho school.™

“0h, that's a giddy geepee of anothor
colour,” said Hob Cherry. " Does
Skinner know all that?”

“It's pretty plein that he does. Bunter
found it out, and he told ug in Etud’y
No. 1 last evening, " satd Harry, “He'a
let HSkinner into ik now,™

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“And Bkinner's out for a little cheap
glory—ragging the prize-lighter now he
daren’t hit out, Just like Skinner. His
glory will fade away pretty fast if wo
tell the fellows.™

“But I don't Lnow about telling
them,” said Harry. * 3kinner isn't the
only cad at Greyfriara; and if it gets
penerally known that Dury i3 te be
sacked if he hits out at any chap, he
will havo & lot of ranginlg‘ to stand, OF
course, it's his own fault—he oughtn’t
to have marked Bolsover as he did.
But it's hard cheess.”

“ Yes, rather!”

Bkinner and Bnoop and Stott came
out of the House. Skinner was locking
round him, and he spotted Dury stroll-
ing by the elms, and startad towards
b,

** I shall expect Wharton to play up,’’ said Bunter. ** I'll play up!*’ said Wharton,
“‘ You won't want that,”* began Bunter, misunderstanding,
Wow ! Wharrer you up to ' Wharton grasped the fat junior and
“* Yoooop | ** roared Bunter, as the fives

?}ci{iﬂg up & fives hat.
‘0w !
bent him over & chair. Whaek !
bat rose and lell.

{See Chapler 1.)

—

yelled as lie received it on his thin
foatures.

Harry Wharton left the dormitory
with his comrades, frowning a litile.
Skinner, evidently, waa not so particular
a5 the captain of tha Remove, and he
was taking full advantage of the in-
formation imparted by Bunter.

“Well, my hat!” DBob Cherry ro-
marked, a3 the Famous Five stralled
into the gquad befora breakfast. " Fancy
a funk like Skinner starting to get the
merry prize-fighter’s rag out!”

“Tt's rotten.” sald Wharton, knitting
hiz brows. “Dury can’t touch him--
Skinner knows that.™

“Why cen’t he, then ™ asked Johnny
Bull.

Snoop and Stott looked quite nneasy
as they went with him, Evidently,
Skinner was rather keen to “show off ™
before his comrades.

Dick Dury stopped on the path by the
clms, with a dogged, angry look, as
Skinner came up. 2

“Stand aside, Dury,” said Skinner.

“"Look 'ere——"

Skinner raised his hand. -
“Pon't drop your h's sll round me,
e said., ®I don't like it, Just get

out of the way and shut up.”

The Kid's hand clenched hard. and
Skinner felt a deep qualm, If the fellow
lost his temper, and forgot or disre
gorded the consgguences ]

Tax MaoweT LiprarY.—No. 987.
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But. the Kid did not {orget.

Ho vnelenched his hand and ﬂepﬁcﬂ
quictly off the path, and Skinner walked
past him, with Snoop and Btott grinoing
trinvmphantiy.

“Well, my hat!” snid Bnoop inamarze-
ment. .

“ What on earth iz the brute standin’
your check for, Skinner?™ asked Stotd.

Skinner shrugged his shoulders.

“h, he's learning to behave himself
among hiz  beulers,” he explained.
“The fact is, we've been too kind to
him. A rotter like that ought to be
put in hiz pluce, and kept in at”

“ Rlessed if T eateh on,” satd SBnoop.

“My dear man, the brote simply
dare nob vaise his paw against a gentle-
maen,” said Skinner airedly. “Jle knows
better, you see”

“Lm!™?

Skinner grinned eheenly. i waus

evident that with the “sack ¥ impend-
ing over his hemd the Kid dare not
gob into a “serap ™ apain. Whether ot
was the lear of the sack, or his promize
te lus Form master, clearly the Game
Kich was very anxious indeed to aveid
tronile. A fellow who had poweriul
molives for avoiding trovhle was exactly
the fellow Skinner was likely to fasten
a quarrel upon.

Akinner turned on the path and walked
back towards the spot where Dick Dury
staod, a dark, degged frown on his face.

“DNon't lounge sbout there,” said
Skinner. _

The Kid eyed him like & savage Bbull-
dog restrained by a chain. \

“(an't you let a bloke alonc?' he
demanded, Ny

“YWhat a pgiddy flow of language!
sighed Bkinner, *'Didn’t you learn to
speak English in your slum, Lury 17

“(h, stow it!™ said the Kid. * You're
asking me 1o ‘it you, and if I did, there
wouldn't be imuch of you left, you
skinny blighter!”

“Doen't give me any check!” said
Skinner. “T'd rather not touch you—
you're not really ft to touch—hutb if
vou give me any impertinence I shall
cuff you!" :

“Cuff me!” the Kid blankly.
“Yout" ; .

“Yas, I, so bear it in mind,” said
Skinner in a bullying tons, worthy of
Belsover major at his worst, * When
g follow like you shoves himsell into
2 decent school among lhis betters, tha
least he can do is to be eivil and quiet,
and mind his manoers. Not that you've
got much in the way of manners to
trnd, ™ ) .

“Not much,” said Snoap, taking his
ceue from Skinner. If this fellow was
to bo ragged with lmpunity, Skinner's
friends were gquite ready to join in the

e. “Jnzt shut up, Dury!"”

“You cheeky  whipper - snapper 1™
raared the Kid.

“Haold vour tongne!™ said Stolt.

“Look 'ere——"

“That's roough,”  seid  Bkinner,
“ Just hold your tongue when you'ra
told, and don't be cheeky !

His promise to Mr., Quelch seemed
hkely to cost Richard Dury dear. And
if tha!t promize wns broken the report
to the Head would fallow—the Head
who, in the kindness of hiz heart, had
taken wp that queer youth, and placed
him n the Lower Fourth Form at
Greylviars to give him a chanece in life.

MNever had the Game Kid been so
keenly desirous to let out his dreaded
ﬂluft.”

Bui he did not think of deing so.
There was oo much at stake. The IKid
breathed hard and deep, bul he con-
trolled his anger,
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“Artor all, what does it matter ¥ he
murmured,

“[h, here you arve, you low rotter 1V

It was Billy Bunter's voice.

The Kid spun round and starcd at
Bunter,

William George DBunter eyed him
lofiily and scornfully theough his big
spectacles. DBunter, in spite of the
knowledge he had gained at the key-
hole of Mye, Quelch’s door, had boen
doubiful about bearding the lion in his
den, as i were. Buat Skinner's success
had encovraged him. Skinner had “ got
away with 1t and so there wrs no
reason why tnoe fat Owl of the Remaova
should not get away with it also. And
i was a great delight to DBunter to
slang ithe fellow at whese {rown he had
tremblod

“YWhat's that ¥ rumbled the Kid.

“ Liow rottor ' said Bunter.

“Why, you- you-—" _

“Don't talk ta me ! said Bunter, with
ernghing conternpt,  “I'm rather par-
tieular whor I speak to! I bar prize-
figghters and low rotters! ¥ah!”

Bunter rolled on, with his fat little
nose high in the aiv.

*Well, my eve ! murmured the Kid,

He tramped away savagely, with his
hands deep in s pockets. Three Fifth
Forin men came out of the House—
Hilton, Fitzgerald, and Price, The
black, savage look faded from the Kid's
brow as he glanced at the handsome,
careless face of Cedric Hilton of the
Fifth, The handsome, well-dressed
Fifth-Former looked cheery and care-
free. Only the Kid knew in what
troubla l—filtun had recently been
plunged; only the Kid knew that
twenty pounds, saved from his earnings
as & hoxer in Hugging' Ring, had helped
the Fifth Form sportsman through an
emargency, and saved him from debt
and possibly the "sack.”

There was a pride and & delicacy in
thoe Kid wnder his rough exterior that
few of the Hemovites would have sus-
pected to exist. IHe made no movement
towards ‘the seniors, gave no sign of
recognition. Had he done so, probably
Hiiton would have cut him without
seruple.  What the Kid had done for
him had saved him from the disaster
brought upon himself by hiz own reckless-
ness, but such a service from a fag of
the Lower Fourth was very irksome to
the dandy of the Fifth. Any atiempt at
familiarily 1 consequence would have
moved Ililton's deepest resentiment.

But there was nothing of the kind to
[ear from the Kicd.

Hea stood aside for the Fifth-Formers
to pass him with a respect he never
showed even towards the great men of
the Bixth, and it was lelt to Hilton ko
recognise him if he liked, and pass him
nnrecogiised 1f he did not like.

But the Kid's face brightcned wonder-
fully as the Fifth-Former gave him a
amile and a neod,

“Halblo! JIs that young Dury?®”
drawled Hilton. " Geitin® on all right
herg—-what ?*

Iilton pessed on with his comrades
without watting for an answer, but he
left the Kid with a happy face.

The Kid was Jooking very cheerful
when he went in to prayers. Ilob Cherry
gave him a grin,

“Halla, hallo, halla!
said Bob.

"1 ain't grousing.” said the Xid
cheerily.

“Like Greyiriars?”

“{Ih, ves!” said the Kid brightly.

And Bob wondered a Jittle what the
Kid, in his peculiar circumstances, found
to like at (Greyfriars.

Enjoring life "

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rough on the Kid !

i JT'S getting thick ™

* The thickiulness is terrific !

1t was teatime, and Bob Cherry

and Hurree Jamset Ham Singh

were chatting in the doorway of Study
No. 13. HRemove fellows were coming
up to the studics te tea, among others
Richard Dury. And as Dury came up
the paszagpa from the Remove steirvcase
a cushion whizzed along and landed on
his nesk,

The Kid staggered and almost fall
In surprise and wrath, he glared round
him, and his glance fell on Skinner,
Snoop, and Stott—a cheery group,
Skinner had "buzezed ” the cushion at
the new junior and very nearly bowled
him over.

“You checky "og!" roared the Kid.

“Ha, ha, ha!™
“L.ﬁm_',rbﬂ-d:y seen  an  H!"  asked
Slkinner. “'There’s one missing !

“Ha, ha, har

The Kid knitted his brows, and went
on towards his study. He passed Billy
Bunter, who turned up his fat little
nese and sneared & tremendous snecr ab
him. Micky Desmond was edming down
the passage, and the EKid brushed by

him. Micky jerked away his arm and
frowned.

“Keep vour distance !V he snapped.
The Kid breathed heavily.
“Think I'm dirt{” he gasped.

ef YE’E- !JI

“0Oh, crumbs ! Ull—"

Micky Desmond gave himm 8 con-
temptuous look.

“Well, what will you do? he
demanded.

“ Nething I'' said the Kid quietly.

And he went into Study No. 3.

Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamsct Ram
Singh looked at one ancther. Evidently
the story was spreading ;: Dunter was
not the fellow to keep news to himself,
Micky Desmond plainly had heard what
Skinner had heard, and was taking
the zame advantage of 1.

The Game Kid's life in the Remove
had not been pleasant hitherto. It
fm:illce:d like bhecoming more unpleasant
still,

*It's too thick I grunted Bob, " Not
ong of those cads would have dared to
look the fellow in the face if Bunter
hadn't spied cut his promise to Quelchy
and told them !V

Hurrae Jamset Ram 'Bingh naodded.

“The too-thickfulness iz great!™ he
assented. “DBut it is not our esteemed
business. ™

“T've & jolly good mand-—-"

“¥You fellows coming along to tea?"
Frank Nugent called from the door of
Study No. 1.

“ Coming ™

Aud the two juniors went, and Dick
Dury was dismissed from their minds.

Dury found Ogilvy end Russell in
Btudy No. 3. Contrary to custom, the
two juniors nodded to him civilly as he
OANG I

As a mafter of fact, they had heard
of Dury's promize to his Form master,
like most of the Remove by this time,
anidl they wanted to make it clear that
they were nrot following the noble
example of Skinner & Co.  Certainly,
they did not hike their study-mate, but
taking ety mean advantage of lLis
peculiar position was not guite goed
enough for fellows like Russell amd
Robert Donald Ogilvy.

Dury had his tea at one end of the
study table, Russell and Ogilvy at the
ather end. The oceupants n¥ Study
MNo. & were rather like oil and water,
and did not mix,
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Thera waz a sound of chuckling
outside Study No. 3.

Fellows were gathering there, and,
from mutiered and wliaspered words
that were heard, it was clear that they
weare walting for Dury to come out.

PBausszell and Ogilvy smiled at one
anpther a little. There was 3 “"rag™
impending, and Dury was to be the
victim of it., Skinner and Snoop and
Stott, Bunter and Trever and Desmond,
Fizsher T. Fish, and one or two other
fellows were there. Ounly too plainly
the newsz was spreading in the Remove
that the Kid's hands were tied by his
promisze to his Form master and the
dire consequences of breaking that
promize. In the opinion of his study-
mates, ik was his own fault, and they
did nob sympathize very much, tlmugit
certainly they would not have joined in
the rag.

Dury finished his tea and rose from
the table, but he seemed to hesitafe to
leave the study. Bub as he ceught the
subdued grins on the faces of Ogilvy
and Russell he flushed, and crossed to
the door.

There was a buzz in the BRemove
passoge &s he threw the deor open.

‘“Here he comes !

“Collar the cad!™

“*Ands off I shouted Dury, as the

raggers closed round him, laughing, and

two or three grasped him at onee.

*{xive him the frog's-march |" shonted
Skinner,

“Good e

“Collar m 1"

The Gama Kid clenched hiz hands,
and his cyes blazed. Skinner grinned
at him mockingly. He dared not hit
out, and Skinner knew it: and indeed
Skinner would have been willing to
take even one of the Kid's Eﬂfrf
punches, for the pleasure of seeing him
sacked from the school afterwards.

“Leave a bloke alone, will you?”
axclaimed Dury.

“ Frog's-march ! shented Snoop.

Dury gave him a push, and Sidney

T8

James Snoop went reeling.  Another
push, and Fisher T. Fish sat down sud-
denly.

Then the Kid jerked himself away,
and hurried towards the stairs,

“After him!'” shouted Skinner.

Thero was a rush.

“Stop, Fou funk!” yelled Billy
Bunter.
Dury went dewn the Remove stalr-

case three av & time.  The sight of
Wingate, of the Sixth, on the lower
atairs, stopped Skinner & Co.'s pursuit,

and they reireated to the Hemove
passage agan.
“1 guess we'll make that paloot fed

u‘p with this hyer school, before we're
}?{nl:llgh with him,” grinned Fisher T.
1z,

" Yes, rather.”

Skinner chortled.

“We'll jolly well vag him in dorm
to-night,” he said. “He won't be able
to back out then. And if he kicks up a
shindy, and Quelchy comes up, ha will
only think that the brute has lost his
temper again, and broken out like a
giddy hoolizan as he did before.”

“T{a, ha, ha'”

“1 aay, you fellows, we'll make him
1un the gauntlet in the dorm, and givae
him the slipper,”™ chuckled Billy Bunter.

“What-ho!"

“Mind he doesn't Jolly well lose his

femper and hil out, though,” remarked
Bnoop. “I don't want a chin like
Bolsover's.”

“If he does, all the better—it will he
the long jump for him,” said Skinner,
“Quelechy’s & man of his word--we all
kriow that.”

“"Yes, rather”

PRICE T
TWOPENCE,

“Ha, ha, hat”

And Skinner & Co. were quite
anxtous for dorm that night, with the
prospect of ragping the Kid at their
own sweet will, Owing to the peculiar
circumstances, the fellow they disliked
and fearcd was at their merecy; Skinner

Co, unexpectedly had the upper
hand, and they intended to uze ik It
E@g not & happy prospect for the Game

id.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Troubles of 3 Transgressor !

EDRIC HILTON, of the Fifth,
locked at  his  wateh, and
illanned from his study window.

15 study-mate, Price, gave him
a rather curicus look
“zomn’ out?” he asked.
Hilton nodded.

“T should have

thought you were
ferl

un,” yawned Price, “Oaly the

inportant this ovening. I've got to
zee Cobb, or mizs a good thing.”

“Better miss a good thing, than pisk
bein’ missin’ from Greyiriars for good,”
said Price sagely.

“Oh, rats!™

There wes & knock at the study door.

“Come n!™ called out Priec: while
Hilton frowned impatiently, Hea did
not want any callers, when he was
making his preparations for slipping
gquietly out of the school, Reckless as
he was, the sporteman of the Fifth had
to be very careful to keep his visits to
the Cross Keys very secret.

He started, as the door opened, and
Wingate of the Sixth stepped in. It
was very unusual for the head-prefect
of Greyiriars to visit that study.

“0Oh, you're here, Hilton,” said Win-
gate.
~ “Natuerally,” answered Hilton, rais-
ing his cycbrows a little. *"Just goin’
to begin on prep.”

Wingate glanced at the teble, There

EE'E"&*E'%%*@*&%% SR et S o et el Do e o o e o e e P e e e

front of you,

A CERTAIN CUR

You mulfin’}; possibly be miserable
with this ripping volume of scheol,
sporting and adventure stories in

It's full of mirth and entertain-
ment, and is famed the world wide

FOR
THE

HOILIDAY

1927 ANNUAL 1927
o GIRLs

for its astounding value, Harry
Wharton & Co., of course, are to
be found within its 360 pages,
and in addition there are tip-top
yarns of Tom Merry & Co., of
St. ]im's, and }imm}f Si]'-’ET & C{L.

BLUES!?
3
:

should have.

s e e o e e e e e T e Pt P T e T e

other day yon were grousin® and
groanin’ over vour roktien Juck.”

“The other day isn't to-day.”

“PBlessed if I koow how you got out
of yaur sorape. How on earth did
vou reise the wind at the last minute?™
asked I'rice curiously. .

Hilton coloured faintly.

“Oh, the luck turned at the end™
he said lightly, Hilion had no mten-
tion of confiding o his Iriend that he
had raised a loan from a junior in the
Hemove,

“I say, I'd give it a miss for a bit,
if T were you,” said Price, shaking his
head. “ You're going it altogether too
gfrtong, vou know. My belief is that
the prefects have gob an eye on you."

Hilton shrugged his shouldeors,

“(d Prout, too,” said Price. “I've
geent him give you some guesr looks,
Twice lately you've been missed, amd
wsked guestions. If you pile it on too
thick, you know, the way you're goin’
leads to the sack.”™

“My luck's always held good,” suid
Hilton earelessly, *and it's rather

of Rookwood. A bargain at six
shillings, * The Holiday Annual”
is a book that every boy and girl
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were no books there for prep. Then
he fixed his eyes on Hilton. ]

“Borry to interrupt work—if you're
going to work,” he said, “"I've g few
words to say to you, Hilten”

“Go shead!” i

“8it down, Wingale,” said Price,
pushing a chair towards the captain of
Greyiriars,

Wingate shook his head.

“Phis is a friendly call, T hopei"
said Price,

“That depends. I really came to
speak to Hilton, but you may as well
hear what 1 have fo say,” said the
Greyfriars captain, “Your Form
master, Mr. Prout, has his eyo on this
study, and the prefects have an eye on
it, too.™

“8a kind of you to bother about us,”
drawled Hilton.

Wingate's eyes glinled; and T'rico
gave his chum a warning look, It was
nob advisable to get the Greyiriars cap-
tain's “rag * out. 1

Hiltonn stood by the mantelpicce,
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leaning on i, a very E:cg_';lllt- figure.
His manner was (uite careless and un-
concerned, and his Jook a little Lored.

“Yosterday you were out after lock-
up. Hilton,” said Wingate,

“1 believe T was”

“ihe same thing happened the day
before.”

*1 florget.™ .

“ Thero's a certain amount of discre.
tion allowed to the IFifth, as seniors,
wenb on  Wingate,  “But there's a
Fimit 1

“Then you haven't come here to tell
mo to bend over®” asked Hilton.

Price grinned imrc:luutan!{. }
“That's meant for cheek, I suppose,
said Wingato quictly. “But it might
comn to that, all the same, Hilton. A
Fifth Form man who kicks over the
traces is liable to be called up for a

prefect’s beating.”

Hilton's eyes glinted.

“To put it short, it won't do,” went
on the captain of Greyfriars, “ There's
a story of a Greyfriars man—more than
one—having been seen at the Cross
:Keys; and I've heard a yarn of somo
juniors who saw & Fifth Form man
talking to the boxers at the Thrce
TFishers, up the river—a dp]m‘:e that's
very strictly out of bounds for Grey-
friars men, 1 daresay vou could pgive
me the name of the Fellow concerned,
Hilion.™

Hilton naodded calmly.

“I daves:ay ! he asented.

“What rot!” broke in  Priee un-
eastly.  “What conld Hilton know
about it, Wingate? They have boxing
contestz—practically prize-fights—at the
Three Fishers. I suppose vou don’t
think we'd get mixed up in that kind
of thing."” : 5 "

“I hope not.” said Wingate. A
lot of shady blackguards gather thero
to bet on the glove lights, and 1 shouitl
be sorry to think that a Greviriars man
would join thenn. I should like Hilton
fo pive we lis word that e never goes
up to the Three Fishers.”

“Might have taken a stroll that
way,” sald Price uncasily. “Dash it
all, the place is on the tow-path—any-
hody might-——7" ,

‘' not speaking of strolling past
the nlace, but of drvopping in and
mixing with the blackgoards whe con-
grogate there,” said Wingate, * Will

on give me vour word about that,

iltan "

No roply.

The Greyfriars
harder.

“YVory well,” he said, after a pause,
“it's not my busineis to caleclnse you,
Hilton——"

“Just  thoopght  of
Hilton.

“Dut it's my business, as captain of
the school and head-prefect, to see that
no  Greyviriars  man  disgraces  his
sehiool” zaid Wingate., “I'm jolly well
going to see to that, too, if I have to
veport vou to the Head, Hilton, and
get you bunked from Greyiriars.™

“dear me ! said Hilton, unmoved.

“If wvou choose to play the game
nothing will he said aboot what you may
or may not have done,”™ sald Wingate
gteadily. ““DBut if you keep up this
gante yvou can look out far trouble—jolly
serious trouble. The next time you are
missed from the scheol, without speecial
leave from ]‘fl:m'r Form master or the
Head, after lack-up the matter will not
be passed over. You will be reported
to the Head for inguiry.”

“Indeed M

“If you've got any sense you'll cnuck
it here and now,” zaid the prefect. " I've
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captain’s face set

that®™ smiled

warnped vos, and the thing's in your own
hands.  Tlat's alll™

“Thenks!™

Hilton's manner was unmoved:; his
tone was mocking, But the prefeet did
not heed 1t; he turned quietly to the
door and left the study., The door closed
cn Wingate of the Sixth.

Price whistled softly.

“That puts the id on 1" he remarked.
“1 warned you the prefects were getting
restive, Uedric. You'll have to take care
now, You'l] have to lie jolly dlow for a
bit if you're to risk goin® up to the Three
Fishers for the hght next week."

“Hang him!” muttered Hilton
gloomily. "1 tell you I must see Cobb
at the Cross Keys this evenin'!”

“Oh, you're a silly ass!” said Price
impatiently. “If you get out of gates
this evenin’ you go np before the Head.
Think that Wingate won't have his eyes

open, and the other prefects, too—
especialiy  after the way you checked
him."

T3 II;ng him !Hl

**As lngh as Haman, if vou like, and
if he'll let you,” grinned Price. * But
ton the line, old hean. Safety first, you
kngw 1M :

“‘I shall have to zend & message (o
Cobb.™

“Who'll take it, yvou ass?

“What about you?” . )

“No jolly fear!” said Price emphatic-
ally. “I'm toein’ the line for a it, as
iE§ woere scitin® up to be a shinin’
example o the Form. No Cross Keys
in mine, thanks!™ .

“1 tell yvou the message must go!”
sai¢d Hilton savagely. “It's important.”

“You might pet o fag-——"

Hilten shrugged hizs shoulders im-
paticntly. Fle took 2 cigarette from lis
case and lighted it, and smoked moodily.
Prien wat-::%ad him with a lurking grin.
Evidently Hilton was tryimg to think of
a possible messenger to cavry that very
important message to Mr., Cobb at the
Cross Keys. The Fifth Form sports-
man's face suddenly cleared.

“That kid!” he exclaimed,

Y What kid ?" asked Price.

“That new kid in the Remove.
What's his name ? Dury. 1 believe he
woutld go if T asked him, and keep mum,
too.”

1 wouldn't trust him to keep mum.”

“You wouldn't trust anybody,” said
Hilton, with a earl of the lip. “The
kid's a little raffian, but he's as troe as
steel., 1 know that, And—and it
wouldn't be so rotten sendin’ him as
sendin’ any other kid. Fle's been in such
places before, it stands to reason. Heo
was some sort of hanger-on in a8 boxmw’
show when the Head dug him up and
brought him here. Dury's the man to
do 31"

“I'd give it a miss—

Y 0Oh, rats!”

Hilton left the study te scek the new

emove junior. Prica shrugzed s
shoulders and sorted out itz books for
prap.

It was half an hour later
camme back to the study.
to the table 1o prep.

“All serene?” asked Irice.

“Quite

“Rlessed if I eatch on.
the kid do a.n;.rl:hin’ for you?
him fGve bob?

“No need. He would do anviliin® for
me for the askin’.”

id lvh?'}l!

Iilten langhed.

“ 1 chipped in when Coker was ragging
him one evening. That's why., Fle's a
guoer Dittle cuss. He's grateful™

“1 know he knocked out Uoker.

KF

when Lilion
ITe sat down

Why should
‘Tipped

He

L e — = e W —

didn't need much protecting, I should
say."

ke didn't need any.
kindness he appreciated.”

It was the

“QOh, great gad ! said Price. * What
are you givin’ me nowi'

Hilton lauvghed again.

“That's it, all the same. I fancy he

has rather a rough time in his own
Form; I dare say the other fags make
things warm for him. Auyhow, he
would do anythin' for me—I've reason
to know that.,” He checked himsedf.
“Now for this rotten prep! May as
well make a good show in the Form-
room  to-morrow and set old Prout's
mind at rest.”

It was as woll for Hilten of the Fiith
that he had decided to cut out the visit
to Mr. Cobb that evening and devote
himzelf to wark., Half an hour later
there was a tap at the door of his study,
and it opened, and Gwynne of the Sixth
glanced in. He grinned at the sight of
Hilton working.

;'Swnt.t":r.t’--what?" he asked.

‘I generally work rather hard,” said
Hilton.

“(h, my hat!"™

“I'm rather keen to pet on in the
Ferny, you know, and my people want
me to go in for a prize.”

“Pile it on ! said Gwynne.

“Tell Wingate, won't you?" added
Hilton. " Wingate's so friendly and
anxious about me that I'm sure he'll be
pleased to hear it,”

Gwynne laughed and walked away.

*“ Keeping an oye on you,”™ said Price.

“Looks lthe it. Gwynne didn't half
expeck to find me here,” said Iilton,
with a wod. 1 dare say I should have
a eall from Loder of the Sixth, too, only
he's most likely playing banker in
Walker's study.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

Prep over, Hilton did not leave his
shudy, as nsual. He soried out several
{reek books and put them open on ths
table; and then he began to peruse a
pisk sporting paper. lividently he was
prevared for another caller—and e was
right., There was a ponderous tread in
the passage, the door openecd, and the
portly fpare of Mr. DProut, the master
of the Filth, loomed inte the doorway.
AL the first sound of the ponderousz tread
the pink paper had wvanished into a
teawer, and Ililton, with puoeckered
brows, was hending ovor Sophecles.

“Ah! Hem ! said Mr. Prout.

Hilton Isoked up with a start, as if
his Form naster's fruity cough hud
siartled him out of deep study., FHe
jumped up respectfully.

Mr. Prout glaneed at Bophoeles, and
glanced at Hilton. His fruity counton-
ance assumed guite a benevelent expres-
S1.

“I am glad to see you so industrionsly
gecupied, IXiltan, ™ he said.

“Thanl vau, sir!"

“But we are nol prepanmg Sophocles
at present,” romarked Mr. Prout.

“T'wa fnished prep, siv,” said Flilton
maokly, T was just fuking a shot ab
Hophoeles to pass the time, sie”

Me, Proot's expression grew nore
benmign, A fellow who, having finished
prep, was faking a shot at a difficuld
Greck poet by way of pastiime was not
a fellow to be suspected of slacking, and
breaking  hounds, and  pub-haunting.
Mg‘.j[’mﬂi was guite relieved in his
mtnl.,

“Very good, Hilton!™ he said. * YVery
rood indead 1

And the porily master of the Fifth
rolled away, without mentioning what
had been the purpose of his visit to tho
Stuedy.  ITilton did not need telling why
he lad looked in, however.
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“My hat!” murmured Price, in greak
admiration. “You've bottled wup
Prouty, at any rate.”

* Now for a smeoke, as we sha’n't pro-
bably have any more callers,” wvawned
Hilton, and he punted SBophocles across
the study, with & erash, and lighted a
cigarette.

Had Mr. Prout locked into the study
again undoubtedly he would have
modified his good opinion of Hilton of
the Fifth. Fortunately, Mr. Prout did
not look in egain.

e o

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Breaker of! Bounds!

uTRDTl“ seid Bob Cherry,

It was dark and misty in the
gquadrangle, save where the
light from the windows {ell

into the winter gloom. But the Famous
]:‘ivﬁ trotted cheerfully on the shadowy
path.

The chums of the Remove were taking
a trot round the dusky quad before
going up to prep. In a cheery row, they
came along the path in the shadows,

\\\
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“Butting into a bloke " he gasped.

“Borry !"” said Whartcen, peering down
at him in the deep gloom * We didn't
see you, of course I

“The sorrowiulness iz
esteemed and ridiculous
Hurres Singh.

“3illy howls!®?

The Kid staggered up.

“You see, we didn't know an:.rbnckr
else was taking a trot here after dark,”
said Jobnny Bull.  “You were jolly
quiet, too. Sorry, ali the same i

“You're noi hurt ¥ asked Bob,

The Kid snorted.

terrifie,
I}ll.l"}r,”

my
galcl
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f"}HuH on & minute, you fellows!" he
said.

“Any old thing,"” said Bob., “What's
the row?®"

“You're not out of the House for a
trot, as we are, Dury,” said the captain
of the Remove guietly.

“Prraps T ain't,” said the Kid, "No
business of yourn, I s'pose?”

“My esteemed Dury——" mutlered
Hurree Singh.

“Oh, chuck it. and 'ook 1t said the
Kid grufly, “What are you 'anging
about for

“You're going out " said Harry.

—
—
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the room unseen.
*“The Kid I ™

iiTl:lwz Game Kid backed to the doorway as il with the intention of getting out of
But at the same moment the man in the chair looked round
and saw him. ** Great Scotit ! ** ejaculated the oceupant of Mr. Cobb’s parlour.
“You ! " gasped the Game Kid.

{See Chapler 6.)
Bump ! Ut ? Of course I ain't "urt. I ain't
“Tallo, hallo, hallg !™ made of putty, like you fellers!”
“Oh, my hat!” “Thanks ! said Wharton politely.

“Colliston on the line ! gasped Bob.

"The juniors had not expected to meet
anyone on the dusky path between the
old elms and the school wall, It was
the unexpected that had happened.

“You -silly howls!” gasped a2 voice.

The additional and unnecessary
aspirate prefixed to the word “owls”
told who it was the Famous Five had
bumped into.

“Voung Dury ! gasped Nugent.

Dick Tury was sprawling on  the

ravel. The sudden charge of the five
juniors had fairly bowled him over.

He sat up breathlessly.

“You startled a bloke, butting into
“im, that's all I grunted the Kid. * No
‘arm done. You can eut off.”

“Treok round with us,” sugpested Dlob
Cherry.

“71 ain't got the time.”

The Gamo Kid stepped aside from
the path, and stood there, waiting for
the juniors Lo pass on thelr way. But
Wharton stopped, still looking at him
curiously. Dury had an overcoat on, and
he had been approaching the school wall
softly and stealthily in the darkness. Tt
came into Wharton's mind at once that
Dury was going out of bounds,

“P'riaps I
“No Lmrh&m about it. You're goin
lo break bounds,” =said the captain o
the Remove. “You're a new fellow
here, Dury, and you don't know the
ropes veb., It's a rather serious matter
te break school bounds after dark.”

“Is it " jeecred the Kid,

“¥os, and I feel hound fo give vou
the tip,"” said Harry, “Me. Quelch
wcm'ld comne down heavy il he found it
out.”

“Are vou poing fo tell "im

Wharton breathed rather hard. He
wanted to save the peculiar new fellow
from frouble if he could; but the Kid
was not easy to deal with. Probably
his cxperiences in the Remove that day
had not improved the Kid's temper. He
seemed in & truculent mood now,

“ Nobody's uing to tell obout yon,
Dury,” he H.ig, “We're not eneaks in
the Remove. You ought to know that ™

“Come of yvou are!"™ Jeered Daury.
“One of you listened at Mr. Queleh’s
door, and "eard him talking fo me, and
told all the fellers what he eard, too!”

“That was Bunater”
“Well, Bunter’z one of you, ain't
hie 17

“HMa's not a credit to the Remore,
certainly,” said Wharton, "Dut it's
hardly fair te judze other [ellows by
Bunter.”

s otinner, then, and Bnoon. und Fish,
and the rest—chivvying a bloke ‘cause
they've found out a bloke's promised not
bo get into a scrap!™ sneered the Kad.
“Coveys I knowed in "Ugginsg' Ring
would “ave turned up their noses at such
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g game, I tell you. Let a2 bloke alone,
"Tain't your business if a bloke clears
out when he likes.” :

"I was warning you, a3 yYoure new
here, Dury,” said the captain of the
Remove., “It's a very serious maiter,”

“Lhink I don't know that ™" ]

“Well then, kid, don't do it,” said
Wharton ng—temparEdiy. “You can't
have any special business out of gates
after loek-up. What's the pood of ask-
ing for trouble for nothing ¥

“P'rlaps ik sin’t for nothing. Any-
how, it's my busineszs, not yourn.”

“(h, comoe on, Harry!” said Johnny
Bull impatiently. * What's the good ol
talking to the chap?”

But the captain of the Remove did
not go on. :

“Look here, Dury,” he said quietly.
“Do be a sensible chap. You might be
fogged for breaking bounds after dark.”

“That wouldn't "urt me o much as it
would "urt vou coveys,” said the Kid.
“I ain't soft.”

“Well, it's not easy to do you a good
turn, Dary,” said Wharton. “But if
you're being zent out by some rotter in
an Upper Form—-»"

“Oh?" said Bob. “That's it!”

“That's it, of course!” zaid Nugent.
“Thers are one or two in the Sixth whe
would do that, Loder, perhaps.” .

“1 ain’t spoke to Loder of the Sixth,”
said the Kid,

"But youre
senior has nek
of the Remove.

Mo answer,

“To take a messapge, or gel in a lotter,
or & packet of smokes, or something,”
gaid Wharton. "Is that it, Dury ¥

“ Find gut!™

“You're a young ass to do it," said
Wharton earnestly, * Nugent's minor
got into trouble ones for that kind of
thing. I don't know who's making use
of you like this; but, whoever he 15, he
won't stand by wou if you get caught
out. He wouldn't dare. He would
have to deny all knowledge of it, for it
would mean the sack for htim. You're
taking all the risk. For goodness' sake,
kid, dan’t be such a goat!”

“Oh, chuck it 1" said the Kid.

“The fallow must be an ytter rotter,
whoever he i5!” said Johnny Bull, in
disgust,

o Kid's eyes blazed,

“You shut up!” he =aid savagely.
“T've promised Mr. Quelech never to 'it a
Grevfriars feller agin, but if you say a
word agin him, you look out for
trouble 1*

Johnny Bull stared at him grimly.

“1 snid the fellow, whoever he is, is &
rotter, and I say it agsin,” he answerad.
“Do yvou think you can frighten me, you
young sweep? 'The fellow is a rotter—
an ntier rotter and cad ™

The Kid made a stride forward, his
hands clenched, hiz oyes biazing.

Wharton interposed quickly.

“"Btap that ! he snapped.

“Mind your own business, then!” ex-
claimed the Kid fisrcely, * What eall
'ave you blokes to butt in, I'd like to
know. Let a covey alona!™

HWe'll let you alone fast enough!™
said Johnny Bull contemptuously. *“For
goodness’ sake, Wharton, come on, and
Ieave him to de as he likes. What
thumping business is it of ours what he
does ¥™

“I was bound to warn him, as he's
new here,” said Harry., “But I've said
enough. Lot's got on™

And the Famous Five trotted on slong
the shadowy path, leaving Dick Dury to
his own deviees, The Kid stared after
them  angrily and truculently,. Hae
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ing out because some
vou 7" said the captain

might have felt grateful for a good-
natured warning, though he had no in-
iention of heeding it, Iiut a word or a
whisper against his idol, Hilton of the
Fifgh, roused his bitterest resentment,
o stared savagely after the juniors till
iney vanished in the shadows, and then
swung himself over the school wall, and
dropped info the road, i

darry Wharton & Co. finished their
{rot round the guadrangle, and came
back into the House. Wharton's brow
was thoughtful and a little anxious.

“1t's abaolutoly rotten,” he said, as the
Juniors went up to the Hemove passage,
“Eome senier is making use of thet
yvourng ass, and it might mean the sack
for him. Some rank blackgpuard——7

“Must be a prelity thorough rotter {o
sondd o kid out of bounds after lock.
up ™ snid Nugent, “ One of the sports-
men in the Fifth, or Sixth, I suppose.
But ¥ can’t understand Dury going.
Tle's got his head screwed on the right
way, and he knows how to loock after
himself. I didn't knoew he knew any-
body in the Upper Forms, either.”™

“QOnly Coker!” grinned Bob Cherry.

“He introduced himself to Coker of the
Fifth with his left, yoo know,™

“He's heading for trouble"
Wharton.

“Well, let him, if he wants it,” said
Jolinny Bull. “He knows jolly well
he;ﬂ doing wrong, and it's his own look-
out. "

“1I say, you fellows! Billy Bunter
met the Famouns Five in the Remove
passage. I say, scen that cad Dury?
I'm looking for him. I'm going to hick
him, vou know.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Blessed if I see anything to cacklo
atk! The rotten funk iz keeping out of
my way,” said Bunter leftily. " Fairly
dodging me, you know. You fellows
arg rather funky of him, aren't you?'

“Fou silly asg!™

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

Y20 you're looking for a fellow to
wallep, are vou, Bunter?" chnckled Bob
Cherry.  “What about little me?

i Eh?:lj

“¥You see, I haven't promised Quelchy
not to punch a cheeky porpoise,” said
Bob. *I sha'n't be sacked if 1 sirew
you along the passage. Make it little
me, Bunter, and let Doary rip.”

“Oh, really, Chorry—"

il Hﬂ-, ha ha!u

“You fellows see fair plav,” said Bob,
pushing back his cuffs. “Come on,
Buntoeyr——="

The Owl of the Remove jumped back,

“[—I say——"" he stuttered.

“I'm coming for your nose,” snid Bol,
putting up hizs hands and advancing on
Bunter. “"Here goes! Now—  Why,
where are you off to, Bunter?”

“Ha, ha, hal” ,

Billy DBunter wvamished into Stiudy
Ne, 7, and the door slammed.

““Ha, ha, ha!"' rcared Bob,

And the Famous Five went to their
studies for prep.

saicd

THE SIXTH CBAPTER.
“The Old *Un!*"

ICK DURY hurried along the
misty lane.
He kept his eyes well about
him as he went.

The Game Kid was no fcol, and,
though he had been only a few weeks at
Greyiriars, he had learned his way
about there quite well, He was perfectly
waoll aware that the school authorities
took & very serious view of such on es-
caipade as he was now engaged upon.
He knew that if he was discovered to

T — e

have broken schoo! bounds after dark e
Qogging was the leasi that he could
expect. For a flogging the tough Kid
cared hittle; but he cared very much if
the Head was shocked and grieved. For
that reason chiefly he was taking all the
precautions he couhld.

He did not, personally, regard the
matter as serious at all. The surround-
mgs of Iugering' Ring were very dif-
ferent from those at Greyfriars. In the
company of the *Old "Un,” Dury had
had much more freedom than was good
for one so young. TRxcepting when he
was in traiming for boxing, he bad kept
what honrs he liked; and it was only his
awn good zense, amid his regard for
physical fitness, that had kept him from
smoking and even drinking. Certainly
the Odd "Un was not the ﬁ:ind of man
who should have been in charge of the
traimng of youth.

The restrictions of life at Groyiriars
appeared to the Kid both irksome and
absurd, and he only respected them be-
vause he respected the headmaster. He
had no scruples whatever about break-
g any rules, so long as bhe did not, in
his own phrase, “worreit ¥ the kind old
gentleman who had placed him in the
school. By keeping his escapade scoret
he avoided * worriting * Dr. Locke, and
there was nothing e¢lse to consider—
from the Game Kid's peculiar point of
view,

At a footstep in the misty lane the
Kid dodged into the hedge, still tiock
with snow. P.-c. Tozer iramped by him,
hie lantern gleaming in the misty dark-
ness. The Kid grinned as the plump
constable went by. Had Mr. Tozer oh-
served him, certainly Mr. Tozer would
have marched him back to Greyfriars by
the shoulder—unles: the Kid had re-
sorted to his “left.” Mr. Tozer would
have received the surprise of his life if
in:;_ had come up against the Game Kid's
ait,

Fortunately, Mr. Tozer did not see
him in the hadge. and the plump gentle.
man tramped on, and his Lght disap-
peared. The Kid emerged and trotted
an tewards the village.

The lights of the Cross Keys, on the
ﬂg:tikirts of Friardale, gleamed into the
night.

The Kid avoided the lighted front of
the public-honse. He remembered
Hilton’s directions quite clearly, and he
slipped into the side lane heside the
rambling building, which led doewn to
the tewing-path the river. From
that narrow, muddy lane he entered
the garden of the Cross Keys, and
stepped into & dork porch at the back
of the house. There ha groped for a
door and knocked on it,

He had to knock several times before
the door was opened. -

It was opened at last by a beery-look-
ing man in shirt-sleeve:, who peered out
at the schoolboy standing there.

" Message for Mr. Cobb,"” said the

Kid. :

“*Op inl" said tho man ghirt-
slenves.

The Kid entered, and followed tha
besry man down a dark passage, at

the end of which was a lighted room.
The man threw open a door.

“Mr. Cobb'll along in a flew
minutes,” he said. “"You can watt
"ere. "

“Orlright "

The Kid went into the little stufly

parlour, heavy with the fumes of stale
tobacco-smoke.

A bright fire burned in the grate, and
an armchair was drawn up before it.
In the armchair was seated a man, who
had his feet on the fender, o pipe in
his mouth, and a glass of spirits on a
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stool abt his elbow., The Kid could seo
nothing of the man excepting the top
of & bullet head, where o bald spot
glimmered in the gaslight. But ha
started and stared, as if ﬁmn‘: WAS SOTE-
thing familiar in the aspect of that
bullet head with its shining bald speft.
“My eve!” murmured the Kid.
He backed into the doorway, as i

with the intention of getbing ocut of the
room unseen and waiting for Mr. Ben
Cobb in the dark passage. But at the

same moment the man in the armchair
looked round and saw him.

“Great Seott!” ejaculated the occu.
pant of Mr. Cobb's parlour, and he
jumped to hiz feet. “The Kid!"™

“Yau!™ said the Kid,

“Me, you young rascal I

“Mever expected to zee vou ‘ere, ald
'un,” said the Kid. “What the thump
are you doing in this 'ere part of the
world, Bobby Huggins?"

Mr. Huggins blinked at the Kid with
hig singla eye and grinned cheerfully, &
broad grin, which revealed the fact that
several of his front teeth were missing.

“Faney meeting you ‘ere!” he zaid.
“(rive us your An!"

Mr. Huggins held out a large hand;
and the Kid, after a moment’s hesita-
tion, shook hands with him.

““5it down, Kid,” said Bobby Hug-
gins. “Mg eve! You look prosperous,
vou dal ressed up to the nines;, and
wo error!”  The old pugilist surveyed
the Kid with keen curigsity. ' Where
did you get them clothes?”

“T didn't pinch them.”

“Course you didn’t,”
Hugging amiably, “I ‘eard from
{‘u‘:fdgcr that a topping old gent had beon
to see you at his place. That was when
vou 'ooked it. Who was he?”

The Kid did not answer.

agreed  Mr,

“SBomebody took you what?"
asked Mr. Huggins.

" Ves " said the Kid restively.

“And you mizeled, and left & covey
in the lurch-—a covey what had always
been a good friend to you!l" said Bobby
Huggins reproachfully.

“Oh, eut 1t out!” said the Kid, "1
told you a dozen times I'd chuck you
and the Ring next bime you was landed
in the stone jug. Think I was going to
waste my time waiting for you to come
out of chokey? Not ‘ari, Bobby
Huggins ™

“1 ’ad bad luck,” said Mr. Huggins
sorrowiully.

- "You 'ad,” agreed the Kid, “You
went out hunting for it, didn't you, and
wouldn't take no for answer?”

Mr. Huggins grinned.

“But what are you doin’ down "ere”
went on the Kid, with a suspicious lock
at Bobby Huggins. * Lookin' for me?”

“Never knowed yon was within a
'undred miles of the spot,” szaid the
Old 'Un, shaking his head. " You
could have knocked me over with =
feather when I see you. I'm here in the
way of business—boxing up at the Threc
Fishers on the river., Heard of the
place #*

The Kid nodded.

“Boxing, and a bit in the way of
making a book,” said Dobby Iuggins.
“Bome young gents cowe up there from
a big school in these parts, Ever heard
of Greyiriars School?”

“My eve!” said the Game Kid, * Yes,
I've heard of Groviriars School, Old *Un,
Just o few.”

“"Some sporting coves there, s0 Cobb
tells me,” said Mr. Hugeins, “ Strictly
under the rose, of course. But what's
vour game down here, Kid? You ain't
doing boxing stunts *”

“Wo!” chuckled the Eid.

up,

“But you're doing well,” said Mr.
Huggins, with another inspection of the
Kid's well-eut and expensive overcoat
and bis handsome boots. * Somcbody's
been spending guids on that clobber.”

" Bomebody has” agreed the Kid.

“The old gent who sece you at
Codder’s place, p'r'aps ¥

“Prlaps!”

“You ain’'t telling an old pal, Kid?®"™

“ Least satd soonest mended, Old "Un.
"Ow long is that man Cobb going io
keep me hung up ‘ere?™ sad Dury.
“I've got to get back.”

“Where!” asked Mr. Huggins cun-
magly.

“Where I live,” said the Kid cooily.

Mr. Hugginsg cyed him keonly, sos-
pieiowsly, half-resentfully. A [at, sguat
man came bustling into the parlour by
a door from the bar,

“Whal's that aboui a message?” ho
asked.

“ You Mr. Cobb?

"Yes," said the landlord of the Uross
Keys,

“Then this 'ere letter 15 for you.”

“Oh, all right! Mr. Cobb fook the
letter and glanced through it carclessly.
HTell Master Hilton it'a all right.”

“That all 7

“That's all.” Mr. Cobb e¢yed the
juniocr. I ain't seed you afore. You're
new at the school—what ¥

The Kid did not answer. Ho backed
into the passage. DBut the Old 'Un made
a gquick movement.

“¥What's that?" he exclaimed. “ Tha
IKid wt the school! You ain’t gone back
to school, Kid, at your time of lifc "

“Oh, rats!”  mnttered  the  Kid.
“Good-night, Old '"Un. I amn't seeing
you ap'ing and I'm done with boxing
sEuni'is, and done with it all. Chew on
that ™

“ Al school ™ ropeated Bobby Huggins
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blankly. “My ! ¥ou at school!
The Game Eiééﬁ? at school! What
school 77

“{zreyfriars is his school,” said Mr.
Cobb.  “He's jest brought me a noto
from a young gentleman at Greyfriars.
You know the lad, Huggins:” :

“Know him®" Eﬂbb;i' Hugging
ehuckled explosively, “It's the Game
Kid what I was tolling you about, Cobb,
the 'andiest kid with the mittens in the
three kingdoms, Him at Greylriers!
Ch, my eye!”

“The Game Kid? Mr. Cobb was
suddenly interested. “Here, youngster,

don't eclear of in & hurry. Come
back I

“ome back, Kid!" shouted Mr.
Hugeins in great merriment. " Come

hack and have a talk with an old pal.
Or would you like me to come up to
the hig school so that you could inter-
dooce me to your headmaster 7"

The Kid stepped back into the
parlour. He took no notice of Mr.
{Cobb, but he came across to  Bobby
Huggins with & grim and ugly expres-
sion on his rugged features.

“You going to give a bloke trouble-—
what 7 he asked. * You'd better cut it
out, Md 'Un. You come along fo Gray-
friars, and look out for my left. You'll
want a new fsce arterwards. Gob
that "

“Only joking, Kid,” said Mr. Hug-
gins, backing away. ““Jest a little joke,
nothing else. 'Course 1 wouldn't give
you ahy troubls.”

“Better not,” said the Kid briefly.
“It won’t be healthy for you if you do,
Old "Un, Keep clear of the ring, old
man "

And the Kid went out and banged the
door after him,

His face was sombre as he started for
(irayfriars up the misty lane. A meet-
ing with the Old "Un was about the last
thing the Game Kid would have desired,
now .that he“was a Greyiriars fellow,
Matters were not pleasant in  the
Remove now, and certeinly they would
not be improved by the ove fellows
sccing anything of Mr. Bobby HugFma.
The %ﬂid had desired that none of his
old associates should know that he was
at Greyfriars School. But for teking
that unlucky message for Hilton of the
Fifth ha would never have met the
old 'un again, Mr. Huggins would
have come and gone without ever kuow-
ing how near he had heen to his former
protege. Now he knew where the Kid
weas, and Dick Dury wondered uneasily
what might come of it.

But it could not be helped; and he
did not think of blaming Hilton of the
Fifth for the unlucky meeting. What-
snever came of his meeting with the
0ld 'Un, he did not rsgret that he had
done what Hilton asked—he would have

dona much more for the Fifth Form
fAporisman.
The Kid reached Greyfriars and

climbed in over the wall. The House
was closed. Most of the Romove study
windows were dark. Frep was over 1mn
the Remove. The Kid realised that it
was very near to bed-time now, It
would not be an easy matier to dodge
into the House unnoticed; but the Kid
kndw where there was a window he
conld negotiate. He dropped from the
wall into the shadow of the tress, and
started towards the House, and the next
moment uttered & startled exclamation
as & hand dropped on his shoulder.

“Htop!” said g cool, guiet voice.
" You're caught !

It was the voico of Wingate of the
xth.
Tae Magrer Lirzany.—No, 987,
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Caught !

INGATE  held the junior's
shoulder with one hand in an
iron grip, with the other he
Hushed on the light of an

eleetric pocket-toreh, He gave a start
a5 he recognised the new BRemovito,

" Pury !” he exclaimed. :

The Kid looked at him surlily.

“Legge ! he mutiered.

*“¥ou've been out of school bounds.™

“TAve you guessed thati”

“ Whera have you been?™

“Jest ontl” said the Kid, :

Wingate kept the light on his face,
scanning him. He had caught a breaker
of bounds, but Dury could see that the
prefect had not made the eatch ho ox-
E‘fctﬂd to make. Wingate was astonished

find thet the junior in his grasp was
Richard Dury nll' the Remove.

Dury woundered whether the head-pre-
fect of Greyfriars had ecxpetied Lo
capture not a junior, but a seénior. He
know that Hilton of the Fifth was under
suspicion, and that was why the Fifth-
Former had sent & message to the Cross
Keys instead of going himself,

“Will you tell me where you've been,
Dury i” said the captain of Greyfriars
'fEI?' quietly.

0 ANSWEr. .

"I suppose you know that I have a
right to question you as u Bixth Form
prefect ¥ said Wingate paticntly.

“1 know."

" Answer me, then,” <

“I ain’t done any 'arm,” said the
Kid. “What do you think I've been
doin'f 'Olding up & bank ¥

“I don't want any cheek from you,
Dury,” ssid Wingate. “I want to know
this—have you been out -on your own
account, or were you sent by an older
fellow 7"

The Kid caught his breath. o

Ha knew whom Wingate wao thinking
of. Hilton had told him that he was
undor suspicion—-that the prefects wero
locking out for him. To ‘the Fifth
Form sportsman’s wrong-doing the hap-
loss Kid gave no thought. To the poor
Kid, Hilton was & sporting young gen-
tleman, like the “toffis” he had some-
timos seen making bets on the boxing
contests in Hugging' Ring. Only Hilton
of the Fifth waa tho most magn-
ficent and admirable *itoff ¥ that Dury
had ‘ever encountered, and that magnifi-
cent fellow had been kind to him, and
had condescended to accept & service
from him, . Not for a ¢rown and a king-
dom would the Kid have run the
slightest risk of betraying Cedric Hilton.
He knew, too, what the result would he
if* the truth cime out. For himself; it
was doubtless a flogging for Hillon it
would be cxpulsion from the school and
indelible disgrace. ;

His rugged face set obstinately. .

“1'm waiting for your answer, Dury 1"
said Wingato of the Sixth, his eyes still
fixed on tho schoolboy boxer's face.
“You haven't struck me as a kid to play
the goat like this of your own accord.
I suspect very stroangly that you've been
led into it by an older fellow. Have
you taken 8 message anywhere this
evening ?7

No reply. ] _

#Very well; follow me!” said Win-
gate. *I shall take you to your Farm
master,”’

NSWERs

“I'm arter you,”™ said the Kid.

And he followed Wingate to the
House, _

His thoughis were busy, az he went in
with the prefect. Mr. Quelch would
gquestion him in turn, and H he reiused
to satisfy his Form master, he would bo
taken before the Head., Ho could not
refuse to answer the Head, and he counldl
not betray-Hilton of the Filth, There
was another resource—to utier false-
hoods: but that was not a resource for
Dury. He knew that he could not faco
the Head with a lie on his lips.

Two of the Fifth were lounging and
chatting by the stairs as Wingate canme
in with the Kid. They glanced at the
prefect and the junior; and both of
them started.

“(Great gad!” muttered Hilton.

Prica whistled softly, and strolied
away. Hilton remained whera he WAS,
his eves fized on the Kid, the colour
Huctuating in his chesks. It was obvious
that the Kid had beep caught; and
Hilton's heart elmost died within him at
the -thought of betrayal. He had felt
cortain that he could trust the rugged
voung ruffian, as he regarded him; but
now that the Kid wes caught and
up against punishment, he did not fecl
50 EUTe

But Hilton controlled his rising terror,
He smiled as he met the eyes of Georpge

Wingate.
“Hallot What's the trouble¥” he
asked eastly. “What's the fag been up

to, Wingate "
“Caught bresking bounds!™ said the
prefect curtly.

“What a young sweep!” drawled
Hilton,
The Kid, with the eye that waz

farthest from Wingate, winked., It was
but an-instant’s deflection of the eyelid;
but it was a signal that the Fifth Form
sportsman understood. He breathod
||i?re freely. The Kid was game, aiter
il

Wingate walked on to Mr. Queleh's
studly, nd the Kid followed him. Tl
HRemove. master was there, and ho leid
dewn his pen as Wingate shepherded
the delinquent into the study.

“What is it, Wingate?!'" he askod.

“Thiz boy, belongming to your Form,
sir, has been out of bounds,™ said Win-
gate. “I have ]xmst caught him getting
in over the wall.”

“Ppon my word!" exclaimed Mr.
Quelch, greatly scandalised.

“You are aware, sir, that the ead
has received some reports, which have
caused him to warn the prefects to bo on
the wateh,” said Wwgate. *I had no
idea that Dury had been out of bounds;
I was thinking of quite & different
porson, in another Form. I think, how-
ever, that he may have been sent on a
message, or something of the kind, by
some fellow who could not venture to

take the risk of leaving the scheol
himzelf.™
“T underztand,” said Mr. Queleh
quietly.

He fixed his eyes on Dury.

“Wheré have you been, Dury ¥

“T went down to Friardale,
muttered the Kid.

“For what reason?"”

“J—I jest went, sir.’

“WYou are new hers, my boy, and your

sin,""

training has not been that of & (zrey-
friars boy,"” sayd the Form master
kindly. "If you have acted under the

influence of somecne older than your-
self, I should not be severe wilh you,
But you must tell me the truth.”
“lﬂaha’n"t tell you any lies, sit, any-
how,” said the Kid,
“¥ trust not!” said Mr. Quelch dryly.
“Now, do you wish me to believe that
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vou broke school bounds at this hour
simply to go for & walk?

The Kid did not answer.

“You have been to some place ¥V

“ Ye-es, sir.”

"What place

Mo reply.

“Do yvou refuse to answer me, vour
Form master " asked Mr. Quelch, with
a glint in his eyes.

*1 min't got nothing to say, sir,”
answeared the Kid stubbornly.

“Very well,” seid Mr. Quelch, com-
pressing his lips. “You will be taken
before your headmaster in the morning,
and doubtless Dr. Locke will know how
to deal with you. You may now go to
your dormitory.”

*“Yesz, sir."

And the Kid left the Form master's
study, and joined the Remowve fellows,
who were on their way to their
dormitory.

A1)

e S

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Not & Suceess !

k4 SAY, you fellows, here

squeaked Billy Bunter.

“He's turned up!”
Skinner.

“He had to turn up for
chuckled Bnoop.  “Wait till
gone, though!’

**Y ez, rather

Dick Dury did not heed, even if he

he is1™

grinned

darm !
Loder's

[!J

deal of excitement, suppressed until the
prefect was gone.

Skmner & . had planned a dorme-
tory ragging, of which the Kid was to
be the wictim. A couple of dayvs ego
they would as willingly have ragged a
grizely bear as the Game Kid. But they
felt that they had nothing to fear now,
and that made all the difference.

After lights-out, and when the foot-
steps of Loder of the Bixth had died
away, Harold S8kinner sat up in bed,

“Turn out, you men!” he said
cheerily.

“IWhat-ho !

There was a sound of half o dozen
fellows turmng out.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
called out Bob Cherry.

What's ont"

heard, thoe remarks of SBkinner & Co.
He had matters on his mind which guite
hanished the cads of the Hemove from
his thoughts.

His rugged face was very sombre,

He was booked for an interview with
the headmaster in the morning, and
what he was to say to Dr. Locke was still
a mystery to him, To refuse to answer
the guestions of his headmaster, the
kind old gentleman who had brought
hitmn to Grevfriars and given him a
chance in life, waz not zasy. Punish-
ment matfered little enough to the Game
Kid; but he felt a deop pang at the
thought ‘of disappointing and grieving
hig kind old friend,

On the other hand, he did not even
ihink of betraving Hilton of the Fifth.
Whatever might happen, even if the
flead sent him away from Greyiriars,
e could not and would not do that.

Loder of the Sixth was seeing lignts-
wut for the Hemove that night. Amon
sotte of the juniora thore was a goo

“ A jolly old ragging, dear man!”

Skinner snra.tc'.heg a match and lighted
a candle-cnd. There was a glimmer of
]iggnt in the big, dusky dermitory.

noop and Stott, INish and Desmond
and Trevor were out of bed. They wero
grinning with cheery anticipation,

Harry Wharton sat up.

“What's this game, Skinner?” he
demanded. “You'd belter get back to
hed, you fellows!"

“I guess nmot!” said Fisher T. Fish,
“1 guess we're going to put that g.ﬂh;:ut-
Dury through a course of sprouts!”

“Turn out, you bruiser!” sgueakod
Billy Bunter. “Now, then, are you
turning out, or shall I come and piich
you out?”

Dury sat up as the raggers gathered
round his bed. There was & dangerous

lint in his eyes under his Lknitted

rOWs,

“You coveys had better let a bloke
alone!” he mumbled. “I ain’t asking
for any trouble with you."

. ra——— -
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“What choiee language!" simpered
Bnonp.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Have him out!™ chuckled Skinner.

Skinner dragged the bedclothes fromne
the Game Kid's bed, There was a growl
of wrath, as the Kid turned out,
" Btop that!" rapped out Harry Whar-
ton. “There's been enough of that,
Skinner—a little too nmwuch. Let Dury
alone,” X

1 ain't asking wyou to chip o, that
I knows of 1" snapped the Kid.

Whearton reddened.

“If that's how you put it, Dury——""

“ Jest like that!" snapped the Kid.

“Then you ecan take your chance, and
bo hanged to you!” said the captain of

the Remove: and he laid his head oo
his pillow again.

“¥You could get clear by glving me
away,”’ said Cedric Hilton. *'1I
ain't likely {o do thaf, sir,”’ said the
Game Kid. ** it means a flogging,””
said Hilton, with a very curious
look at the junior. ** That's all
right, sir,”” replied the Kid. **Don’t
you worrit, I've stood worss nor thai
when 1 was fighiing in Huggins®
Ring 1™ (Mes Chapler 9.)

“The manverfulness of the estecmoed
Dury is not grateful or cowiorting,”
murmurad Hurreo Jamset Bam Singh.

“'Ands off "' growled the Kid, as
Skinner & Co. closed round him.

“1 say, vou fellows—collar him1!"

“Rag thoe cad!™

“Tond & hand, Bolsover!” called ont
SlmuF‘

Bolsover major gave a snort. :

“Let him alone ! he growled, * You
know jolly well he's afraid of the sack
if he hits any of you. 'That's why
vou're 8o jolly plucky 1™

“ (h, really, Bolsover—"

“Shut up, Bunter!"

“¥rog's-march first!” said Skionor,
“Now, then, up and down the dorm,
ahd mand wvou tap him hard on the
floor! We'll ma o the
fod-up with Greyfriars belore
done with him."

The Kid breathed hard and decp oa
the rageers collared him. Still he did
not hit out. Bub all of a sudden he
threw out his arm and grabbed Skisner.
Thoe weedy slacker of the Remove sud.
denly found himself jerked off his feok
in the muscular grasp of the Kid.

((rontinucd on page 17.)
Tax Macxer Liskary,—No. 987,
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napping. He was a brilliant skoller, and
the answers to Mr. Savvidpe's gueschuns
came trippingly to his tung,

“Jolly ! " gaid the Form-master.
“Recite the passid of Shakespeer,
which I called upon Barrell to recite just

now."

* Certainly, sir !’

And Jack Jolly rattled off ithe famusz
lines, beginning :

“ Lot me have men about me thal are
fat,
Fat-headed men, and soch ag gleep
o' nights,™

It was no uge, Mr. Savvidge trying to
catch Jack Jolly out on Shakespeer. Ho
know hiz Shakespeer by hart, and could
yuote to order irom * The Merry Wives of
Othelle,” “ The AMidsummer Night's
Tompest,” or " The Taming of Macboth,”

But Mr. Savvidge was conning and

erafty. He switched from Sh eer to
Joggraphy, and from joggraphy to history,
until he discovered which was Jack

Jolly's weak point.

Jack had never been strong on history,
¥t was & subject which Mr. Lickham had
rever taught, bekowse he was so hary
about dates himself.

“ Wow, Jolly,” =aid Mr Havvidge, o
sinmstor amile playing upon his features,
“Pell me the name of Lhe first King of
England * "

Jack Jl::lll_'f wag tied up i nobtis, hot e
friced o shot i the daek,

" Wipg Tut, sie! ™ he ansered,

“Tut, tut ! gaid Mr. Savvidee, with
a frown. " Such iggnerence is appalling,
Jolly | Burely you are aware who wag
the firat monark to wicld his septer over
Lngland "
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No big football club peys more atten-
tion to local talent than West Ham
United, and at the present moment they
have fourteen players on the staff whe
liave been picked up in the distriet.

Alee Jackson, Huddersfield Town’s
rirht-winger, iz but £2, but he has mors
honours than most players. At school
in one season alone hae secured six
medals. Later he got medels in
America, and on returning, had only
Leen a member of Aberdeen's side for
five months when he was selected to
play for Scotland. Neow he has seven
vaps, and o championship medal with

Huddersfield Town.

In scason 1924-5, which was the last
under the old offside rule, there wero
only two casos of cutside wing men doing
tha hat-trick. During last season as
many a8 nine “hat tricks ¥ were regis-
tered in the League by players figuring
either at outzide-right or outside-left.

Tottenham Hofspur are the wealthiost
club at the present time. LThey own
their pround, and could, if necessary,

Tug Macxer Lisnary.—Ng. 987.
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“0Old TWing Cole, sir!" gaid Jack,
slespritly.

“Go and eat coke ! gaid Mr. Savvidge
angrily. ““Old King Cole was merely a
mithical monark ; he had no ag%aiatenea
in fact. The first king of Eng let
me inform you, was King Solomon !

This was news to gome of the Fourth-
Formers, and they blinked at Mr. Savvidge
in  sstonishment. But thoy dared not
conterdict him,

Mr. Bavvidge proseeded to fire further
queschuna at Jack Jolly, dealing with
hysterical subjects. Jack was hopelassly
fogped, He was in a mist, and could not
remember the rains of the various kings.
His answers were a frost, and he would
have been wiser to dry up, rather than
parade his iggnerence.

“#tand out beforo the clags, Jolly!™
said Mr, Ssvvidge at length., He had
fairly cornered his prey at last, and he
almoat purred with delight as he picked
up & cane,

Jaclk Jolly stepped out from his place.
His face wag pail, and there waa & dangerus
glean in his eyes. His hands wera
tightly clenched, until the nucklea stood
out - sharp and white. He had suffered
enaft at the hands of this tirant, and he
dasided that it was timea fo kick.

“Hold out vour hand,
thundered 3Mr., Savvidge.

Jack's jaw set deggidly. Deliberately,
ha put his hands belind his baele

"I won't be caned !

Our hero's voiee rang throush the Form.-
rooim.

There wea o gasp from the class, partly
of admiration, partly of horrer,

Jolly !

Mr, Bawvvidga glared at Jack Jolly,

E'T'lur exmapression on the Form.mnaster's

fnee was (rooly foroshusa,
Do you dare to defy me, Jolly ¥"7
he eaid, m mezzured tones.

U Wes ! eried Jack, U You're a beastly
tirgnt, and T won't nuekle under to your
tiranny any longer, so thers |

Mr, Savvidee waisted no more fime in
words, He seezod Jack Jolly by the
collar, and hiz eano lashed soeross Jack'a

sholdera,

lay their hands on cighly  thowsand

pounds,

John Wall, the Bury forward, con-
siders the Bolton Wanderers' ground his
lucky one.  He has scored at least one
poal there every time he has appeared.

Luton Town ran  their first pro-
fessional team in 1891, the wages of
the players being 25, 6d. per match,
with Bd. exira for out-of-pocket expenses
when the team was away from home,

Arthur Wood, the Clapton Orient
goalkeoper, relinguished the caplainey
of the team because he found -from eox-
perience that as o goalkeeper he could
not keep in sufficiently close touch with
the team in genoral for hiz leadership to
ke effective.

In the first two months of the present
season three clubs—Everton, Ashimpton,
and Welson—each tried six different
ventee-forwards,

A cerfain  scerclary-manager
Southerrt Third Division side was given
a Dbenefit not so long ago, and be
arranged a match between past and
present players of the club,  After 1t was
all over the bencficiare was five pounds
out of pocket.

By the end of the present season
Bolton Wanderers will have paid in

of a

lienefits to their players sinee the War
a sum of twenty-one thouzand pounds,
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“ Help ! rosred Jack Jolly, ™ Deskew !
Back up, you fellows ! ™

Merry and Bright sprang to their fest,
and rushed to the assistance of their chum,
A duzzen other fellows followed soot, and
instantly the Form-room was in an uproar.

The cane was renched from Mr.
Sevvidge's grasp, and the Form-mastor
was bowled over like a skittle, Deown he
went, with a duzzen juniora sprawling
on top of him,

“ Hellup ! * roared Mr. Savvidgs, berried
beneeth o struggling mess of arms and
legag, *“Thig is mutiny! I'll have you
all flogged end dispelled for this ! Gerroft
my chesat, you young rascals !’

* Burap him ! " roared Jack Jolly.

The juniora’ Lhud was up now, and law
and order were thrown to the winds.

Mr. Savvidge would have stood an
eggsellent chance of being linched, had
not the door of the Form-room been
suiddenly thrown open, to admit & majestick
figger in cap and gown,

It way the Head !

The juniora scrambled to theic feot,
blinking E:I!Eﬂ!ﬁ.ﬂ]'ll_'l.' at each other.

“Yo-hoo!”  snid the Head, hoaving
Mr. Bavvidgo to hig feet. ** Here's & protty
kettle of fish ! What have they been doing
to you, Savvidge ¥

“ L hawvo beon fizzically assanited, sir!™
hooted  DMr, Bavvidge. ' These young
rascals have rebelled againat my orthority.”

* 8o it seeme,’” eaid Doctor Birchemall
grimly. **I think I'd better birch 'em sll.
Can’'t have this sort of thing going on in
a sivvilised achool.”

And the Head despatched one of the
juniora to fetch the birch-rod from lis
sludy.

We will draw a vale, dear resder, over tho

ancfal soen that followed, [t was a
agging oll round the Fourth—even for

L those who had teken ne port in the man-

handling of Mr. Savvidege, And it was o
flogging which would be remembered for
all time by those who reseeved it.

The Head had stampoed out the rebellion
—ag he thouglt—and now he stamped out
hirngelt, leaving the Fourth in o wvery
chastened frare of mind, 0 groan benecth
the tirang's heal,

THE END.
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The Port Vale club do not subseribe
to the view that young players are neces-
sarily the best players. ThE% recently
HL?'HEEJ on goalkeeper Tloward Matthews,
wio 18 forky-two years of age. Arthur
Bridgelt played for the =aome club when
he was forty-seven; and Tom Holford
when he was forty-six.

A lot of footballora have the chewing-
gum habit, and Sam Chedgzoy, who used
io play for Everton, once pot, his stuck
in his throat, and nearly cnoked.

Eul‘l‘lhi__;f recently signed on & player
named Durley. They ought to put an
“n" to his name to make it perfect.

West Bromwich Albion  Loeld the
record for having scored the groatest
number of goals ever obtained by o First
Division elub in one season, Thizs hap-
pened in the first normal scason after
the War, when the * Throstles ¥ scored
104 geoals. This has not even beeon
befnben sinee the change in the offside
Luig,

There was once in oxistence a rule
that no club should be allowed to pay
more than £350 for the transior of a
plaver, but the rule was only in exist-
ence for one year. LClubs soon got
round it by buying two players from the
same club—a star and a “dud "—for

£700.

derr——r
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(Continued from page 18.)

Next moment there was ¢ g from
the reggers .and a wild howl from
Skinner as the Game Kid whirled him
aloft with one hand and held him there
as easily as if he were a bhabe.

“0Ow! Legga!” howled Skinner. “FPut
me downl" ;

The rest of the raggers jumped back,
If the Kid's femper was breaking out
to the extent of making him regardless
of hiz promize, and of the impending
“sack,” the ragging was off-—very much
off. Dut the Game Kid was not using
his fists. He held the wriggling junior
at arm’s length, and in his steellike
grip, Skinner was quite helpless.

The ‘terriied Bkinner struggled
spasmodically ; but he struggled in vain.
“Leggo!” he screamed desperately.

“What's the 'urry?” asked the Kid,
with & sour grin, “You asked for this
ere, didn't. yout"”

“Ow! Help! Hescue, you fellows
howled Skinner.

Maost of the Romovites were sitting up
in bed now, watching the amazing
scene in the glimmer of candle-light.
There was a ripple of laughter. along
the dormitory. .

Secure in the knowledge that Dick
Dury dared not engage in a fight with
any Remove fellow, Skinner & Co. had
started the ragging. But they were
meeting with rather a surprise. ere
ware more ways than one of dealing
with Bkinner &. Co. for a youth of the
Kid's remarkable muscular development,
As the other raggers made a half-
hearted movement forward to help
Skinner, the Kid swung him round in
_his strong arms helplessly. Ho erashed
into Stott and Fish and Desmond and
Trevor with thrashing legs, ‘and there
was @ chorus of startled howls as the
raggers went staggering right and left.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry,
greatly entertained. “"Haven't yon
woke up the wrong passenpger after all,
Bkinner?"

(L

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, lor'!" gasped Billy Bunter.
scrambling to his feet. "1 say, you
fellows, keep him off! Oh, deart™

“Ha, ha, ha1”

Buntoer made a dive for his bed, and
plunged headlong .into it. He had had
enough of ragging the Game Kid
already. He did not want io feel the
grip of those musgecular arms round his
nodgy person. Fisher T. Fish [ollowed
his example. Fishy did not want any

more;

“Will vou let me down, vou rotter?™
howled gkinnar‘ “Wow! Oh dearl
Help!"

h }E.et him go!* gasped Snoop.

“1 ain't finished yet!"” grinned Lhe
Kid. “You was mighty keen on rap-
ging a bloke, wasn't you? You don't
seem 50 keen now,”

“Ha, ha, ha*

“look here, let him aslone!™ said
Stott,

Bump!

Skinner dropped to the dormitory
Hoor, where ha lay gesping and pant-
inﬁ for breath.

Grooog—hoooh—gug-gug 1"

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“ Ha, ha, hal” ]
The Kid, with glinting oyes, ad-
vonced on Stott, Snpoop, and Trevor.

They backed hurriedly away.

& g-t-ﬂ.nd up to at!" chortled Bob
Cherry. “¥You've asked for it, you
know 1™

“The askiunlness was terrific.™

“Tare and ounal Kape off 1" yelled
Micky Desmond; and he dodged round
the beds 1n alarm,

38Y,
“We—we—we're
alone, Dury! Chuck it!"™

“I ain’t going to 'it you!" grinned
the Kid., “Ain't I promised Mr, Quelch
not to 'it any feller at Greviriars, and
don't you know it? It's me for the long
jurap 1f I it you B

“* Keep off |

“But there's more ways of killin' a
¢xt than choking it with cream,” said
the Kid. *“IMrlaps -you'll be fed-up
with ragging a covey arter this—what?
I'm arter you!”

“*0Oh crumbs !

Stott, Snocop, and Trevor and Micky
Ilesmond dashed along the dormitnry,
dodging round the beds and jumping
over . them, amid angry expostulations
from the occupants. There was a roar
of laughter.

“What o ragging!” gasped Bob
Cherry.” * Aren't you g‘ﬂiﬂg‘ on with it,
Bkinner? Not finizshed yvat?"

“Ow—ow—wow!" was Skinnot's
reply. as be limped te his bed. * Oh
dear ! -

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Cave " called out Squifl, as there was
a sound of footsteps in the passage, The
uproar in the dormitory had been heard,

The Kid dived into bed. The vaggers
followed his example; the candle-end
was hastily blown out and thrown under
a bed.

All was datk and quiet when the door
opened and Wingate of the Sixth looked
in. -

““Woun kids asleep?™

No answer—only a sound of deep
breathing and a snore or two. Tho
Groviriars captain smiled grimly.

“OFf ecourse, vou're all fast asleep!™
he said sarcastically.

Snoro !

“If there's any more noise in this
dormitory T shall come back with a
cane,’’ said Wingate; and he ¢losed the
door and retired, o

But there was no more noise in the
Remove dormitory that night, Skinner
& Co. were fed-up with ragging the Kid.
It was clear to their minds now that
thevy had woke up the wrong passengnr,
as Bob Cherry -expressed it. The raggoers
were only too glad te have done with
that exceedingly dangerous customer;
and the Game Kid slept peacefully until
the rising-bell rang out in the frosty
winter morning.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
“For It 1™

ILTON of the Fifth was down
early the following morning,
As soon as the doors were open,
Hilton went out into the quad—
a rather unusval proceeding on his part,
for the sportsman of the Fifth was a
good deal of a slacker. But ho "had a
reazon for early rising on this eﬂir_rmﬁal
morning. He was tramping in the [rost
air, with a moody brow, wheén Dic
Dury scuttled out of the House, the
earhest riser in the Remove. Hilton
had not been mistaken in guessing that
the Kid would take the quickest oppor-
tunity of speaking to him without being
generally obzerved.

1817 gaspod
lettinég you

The Fiith-Former gave the ]iuniur the
slightest of nods, and walked away
beyend the sereen of trees, out of sight
of the House windows, As he exprcted,
the Kid followed him there. X

Out of sight of the House, Ililton
stopped, and the Kid joined him wnder
the elms.  The Kid's manner was vory
respectful—or, rather, humble—and it
touched the reckless Fifth-Former a
little, Although the EKid had done him
g service, and trouble impended in con-
sequence, there was no air cc_mﬁdmltla]
tamiliarity about him, as might hove
been expected, -

I couldn’t get a chance of speakin
to you last mgght. sir,” said the Kid
apologetically. * But the bloke =aid it
was all right.”

“The—the what?” ;

“That old covey Cobb, sir.”

“QOht  Yes, that's all right,” said
Hilton. “Never mind that. You scem
to have been bagged by & prefoct as

¥
[l

you came bac : ]

“Tt wasn't my fault, sir, reely it
wasn't,” said the Kid earnestly, “Of
course, 1 never knowed Wingate was
on the watch.” : ;

“I'm not blaming you,” said Hilton,
with a faint smile. “But 1t means
tronble, Dury.”

The IKid nodded,

“What did you say to your Form
master I

* Nuthin' sir”

“But he must have asked you—-

“] never told him nothing, str, and
I ain"t going to”

“But it can't stop at that, Dury
That means that you will be up before
Mr. Locke™

“1 know, sir.”

“What will vou say to the Hend ¥

“Qame as Mr. Quelch, sir—nothin’!®

Hilton moved uneasily.

“You'll get a Hogging, Dury.”

"1 know.” . o

“You could get clear of it by giving
me away,” said Cedric Hilton, with a
very curious look at the Game Kid,

“T ain't likely to do that, sir.”

“YVou're a gueer little cuss!” said the
Fifth-Former, “There's not many fags
at (reviriars would have gone to the
Cross Keys for me; but those whao
would havo goue would give me away
to save their skins.™ A -

“I*raps, sir. I ain't saying nothin’.”

“It means a flogging.” ;

“That's all right, sir,” said tho Kid.
“Pon’'t wou worrit. It amm't the flog-
ging that's worriting me. I don't want
thoe 'Tad to think——" He broke off.
“That's all right, sir. What's a fog-

ing? I've stood worse nor ihat when
f was fightin’ in Huggins' Ring."

“1 suppose you have,” said Hilton.

“Lots worse, sir,” snid the Kid cheer-
fully. *That’s all serene. I—I thought
I'd tip you the wink, sir, that it's all
0. MNobody will know that I went
out on your business, Master Hilton.
Ooly if you'd excuse me taking the
liherty, sir, I"d Like to say——"

Ha paused,

“a on,” said Hilton,

“Wingate wasn't expecting to land
me, sir,” said the Kid. “But he was
watching for somebody, and I reckon
I know who it was. ¥Wou want to be
careful, sir. It would be more serwpus
for wyou than for me if you was
copped.” :

‘Tt would mean bunking”
Hilton.

“That's it, sir, and you want fo keep
your eyes open,” said the Kid. * 'Course,
it ain't for me to talk to a gentleman
like you, sir: but—=but that mob at-the
Cross Keys ain't reely good cnough for
you, sir.” Ho broke off ss Hilton
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knitted his brows, *'Skuse me, sir, I
Lnow it ein't for me to speak to you
albiout that.” i

“Never mind thar, you gqueer litilo
beggar,” said Hilton, with a faint smile,
“ {1 thinkin' about your seecing thae
[lead. I can’t leb you take a flogging
on my account.” .

g "L’gu can't “elp tit, sir,” gaid the Kid.
“1 ain't grousing !”

“1 nuu]g Lelp i% by ﬁm'ng‘ to the Head
and owning up that I sent you out of
bounds with a message,” muttored the
I'ifth-Former.

The Kid looked alarmed. ‘

“Don’t you think of it for a minute,
sic 1 he exclaimed. “Why, sir, you're
mad to think of it! Tt would ruin youl
What would your people say if vou was
booted out of Greyfriars? You kﬁﬁg
mur, sit—T tell you I can stand it, an
I'd stand more'n that, sir, to see you
clpar.”

“Oh, you're a young ass!®
Hilton,

Dury grinned.

“That's all right, sir,” he said. " You
leep mum, and leave it to me.™

“T'—I'll make it uwp to you some:
how, Dury,” mutterced Hilton.

“You can do that, sir, by EEEEin
mum, and keeping clear of frouble,”
atd the Kid, “Don't you worrit—I
can stand it, and willing. You give e
vour word, sir, that you won't say
nothing * ]

Hilton nodded; and the Kid, with a
checry face, hurried away.  Fellows
were coming oub intoe the quad now, and
it was necessary that the two should not
Le seen in talk. Price of the Filth
jeinced his chum under the elms.

“ Al sercne? he asked.

“Bo far as I'm concorned, yesa™

“You've squarad it with that scrubby
little ruffian to keep mumi"” asked
Price. “It's ‘worth springing a quid,
or a fiver for that matter.™

Hilton laughed rather harshly.

“He didn't want sguaring—he was
enly too anxious that ? might give my-
sell}'a_wa:.r to get him off, and made me
promise nob to™

“Oh, great gad!™
astonishment,

“But—but I feel like a cowardly
rotter, lotting him get it in the nec
like ti:-is,” muttered Hilton, “I've a
jolly good mind——"

“Dion't be an ass,” said Price. “A

said

sald Price, in
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flogging won't hurt his tough hide
much. What does it matier to a little
ruflian like that? Bui, by gad, thers
must be something decent in the kid.”

“More than there 13 in you or me!"™
rrunted Hilton. ]

Price laughed.

Hilton of the FHth glanced neross at
the Remove table at breakfast. Dick
Dury was sitting there with a quiet,
composed face. He did not onece look
it the direction of the Fifth. Among
the Removites, & good maeny eyes were
turned curicusly on the Kid. It had
already leaked out that he was in
trouble, and was booked for an inter-
view with the Herd before clags. That
was good news to Skinner and his
friends, and they wondered what the
malter was, and Kuped that it was soma-
thing serious.

Harry Wharton & Co. knew. They
remambered the ineident of the previous
ovening, and could easily guess that the
Kid had been caught breaking bounds,

After breakfast Wharion joined the
Kid as he went out into the quad alone.
Wharton's face was grave.

“¥ou were caught last night, Dury ?”
he asked,

YA falr cop,” aszsented the ILid.

“If you were, ns I believa, sent ount
of bounds by & senior fellow, you are
entit’ad to sav so. The fellow had ne
vight to send wvou: and the Head ia
suro to ask.”

“Oh, you're dreaming!™ said the Kid
pleasant]y.

“Then why did you go out?” asked
the captain of the Remove.

‘“Jaﬁt to sce the scenery by moon-
]@ht. said the Kid, with & grin.

:The:g was na moon last night,”

‘Btarlight, then,” said the Kid.

Mr, Quelch appesred in the doorway
with a knitted brow,

*Dury!”

" Xes, sir.”

“¥ou will now come with me to the
Head, Dury.”

“Eul:-t.ing'fy, sir. ™

And the Kid went into the House.
good ‘many glances followed him, as he
woent to Dr. Locke's study with the
Remove master. Skinner grinned.

“That young ruffian’z for it 1" he re-
méarked, with satisfaction,

" Locks like it!” grinned Snoop,

“I say, vyou fellows,”™ exclaimed
Bunter breathlessly, “do you think he
will punch the Head?*

“Ha, ha, hat"

Wingate of the Bixth watched Dury
enter the Head's study. Then, wilth o
frowning brow, the capfain of Grey-
iriars went along to the Form-room P a-
sagpe, where Hilton was lounging near
the door of the Fifth Form-rouom,

“Dury of the Remaove is up before the
Head, Hilton,” said the CGreyfriars
caplain abruptly.

Hilton reized his evebrows.

“Is he?! Whe's Dury? Ob. that kid
vou bhagged last evenin'. TPoor little
beast I

“My belicl iz that he was sent out by
gome senior fellow.™

“WNot really ?”

“Home fellow who had had & warning
that it was not safe for him to get out
of bounds,” said Wingate grimly.

Y Jh, padt™

“YE that's so0, as T suspect, it's pretiy
rokten of & senior fo let the kid take
& flogging.” said Wingate.

?mte the limit,” agreed Hilton,

“I faney Dury doesn't intend to give
the man away, whoevér he is. That's
all the more reason why the man should
speal out.”

nI a ¥1

rge. :
“Yell, if you know nothing about it,

Hilton—"

A

“My dear fellow, what should 1
know ?™ asked Hilton in surprise. *The
man you speak of must be & pretty
rotten character, if you're right.”

““T think I'm right.”

“For the credit of Greviriars, I hope
not,” seid Hilion amicably, * As
you're confidin' the matter to me, Win-
gatbe—which I'm sure 13 very kind of

op—may I ask which follow in the

ixth you suspect ¥

“In the Bixth?"” repeated Wingate.

“Yes. OF course, I know nothin' of
such things, but I've heard that there
are some spertsmoen in the Sixth,' said
Hilton gravely.

Wingate gave him a penctrating
look, but the calm, smiling face of
G{:drm‘ Hilton exprossed nothing but a
mild intercst. The Greyiriars captain
turned away without answering, won-
dering whether his suspicton of Cedric
Hilton was unfounded, after all, or
whether the Fifth-Former was the most
consummate hypocrite he had ever
encountered, Hilton smiled after him
genially as he went,

But when he turned into the Fifth
Form room the smile faded from
Hilton's face, and a dark, troubled,
almost haggard look took i1ts place.
Hilton's conscience was not powerful
gnough to make him do the right thing,
but it was sirong enough to tmub?‘a
hitm [or doing the wrong thing. It was
not a happy morning for the sportsman
of the Fifth.

ot p—l —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Before the Head !

R. LOCKYE'S face was very grave
as the Game Kid stood before
him in his study.

The Kid was grave, too.
For the impending flogging he cared
nothing, or next to nothing., That did
not trouble him,

But it troubled him deeply to see the
grave, concerned expression on the kind
old face, which had never looked on him
save in kindness. Few would have sus
pected the rough and rugged Kid of &
tender heart and sensitive feehngs. But
under his rdough exterior he had both,
and it gave him deep pain to “ worrit ¥
the Head, as he phrased it, But there
was no help for it, Whatever the Head
thought of him, he could not give Hilton
away, That was not to be considered
for a momant.

Mr. Quelch stood in the study with a
grim face, his features locking as if they
ware cast in iron. Mr. Queleh had been
doubtful—very doubtful indeed—about
tha wisdomr of tho step faken by the
Head in placing the boxer in tha Lower
Fourth Form at Graviriars, He had
haent willing to do all that he conld in
making the strange experiment &
gueeess. MNow it aipenrad to him that
the failure of the ecxperiment was
palpable, and that it was time for the
headmaster {o put an end to it

The esrly surroundings of the Eid
had undoubtedly been rough and law-
less, and probably vicious, ho was
to remain at Greviriars it was nocessary
for him to prove, more than auny ordi-
nary follow, that he was to ba frusted.
And he had proved that he could not
be trusted.

That, to Mr. Quelch's mind, settled
the matter.  Breaking school bounds
was a scrious offence. Uerlainly, bounds
were somekimes broken by way of e
“lark,” for some forbidden but harm-
less puipesc, such as a “rag,” or smug-
gling “tuck " inte the school. But if
that was the explanation of the Kid's
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escapade, he hod only to say so. And
he had not said so.

The inference was that he had got
gut of the school for some rcason that
he dared mnot explain to hizs Form
master; that he had undesirable asso-
ciates  outside  Greyfriars—probabla
enough in view of where the boy had
come from,

The Head's face waz grave, very

rave, but not nearly so severa as Mr,
%:lﬂlﬂh'ﬂ. Dr. Locke could not forget
the reason why he had brought the
Gamea Kid to Greviriars; he could not
forget how the lad had saved him from
ill-usage, perhaps rerious injury, at the
hands of a gang of tramps,. in the
Christmas vacation. He was shocked
and pained, but he was anxious to take
as lenient a view as he could. He
hoped that Dury would be able Lo give
soing  harmless explanation of what he
had done.

“Dury, your Formn master has made
& very serious report to me,” he said.
“ It seems that you left the school, with-
out leave, last evenming, at the time
'Pf'hﬂ::l-‘l you should have been at prepara-
tion in your study.”

“Yos, sir," saini‘ Dury.

“How did you leave the school I

“1 elimbed the wall, sir.™

“You are aware that no junior is
allowed to leave the precincts of the
sohool after lock-up?®

“Yes, sir.”

The Head coughed.

Y Now, I wish you to be quite frank
with me, Dury,” he said. “Please tell
me truthfully why you went out Inst
evening.”

“T—I jest went out, sir!"

“You were alone?”

“Oh, yes, siri”

“You went to the village 1™

“Yes, sir,™

“To Mr. Clegp's shop there?"

“MNa, sir."

“To what place, then?"

The Kid was silent.

* Anewer me, Dury.”

But the Kid did not speak. He
coloured and shifted from one leg to
the other in great discomfort. Dut he
did not spesk.

“Do you venture to refuse to answer
cur headmaster, Dury?” asked Mr.
%u&lch in & decp voice.

“1—I ain't got nothing to say, sir!"
faltered the Kid. “I know I did wrong,
sir, and I'm ready to bo flogged, sir.”

“It iz not merely a question of that,
Dury. The Head has to decide whether
you are Bt to remein at this sehool.”

The Kid's heart beat faster.

“You ain't sonding me away, siri”
he muttered, his eyes miserably on the

reve face of the headmaster. “"I—I'va
eard, sir, that other blokes have done
what I cfld. and there wasn't all this
trouble, sir.”

“Any boy discovered out of schoel
bounds at night, Dury, would naturally
give a full explanation, if he had one
to give,” said the Head. “If you can-
aob or will not explain, I cannot believe
that this was merely a thoughtlass
escapade. If you will not mention the
name of the place to which you went,
I can only conclude that it was some
place you dare not mention—some place
that iz forbidden to Greyfriars boys,”

“Oh, sir! mutiered tha Kid.

“I am bound to make every allowance
for your early associations, Dury,” said
the Head. “Bot I hoped and belicved
when I placed you at Greviriars, that
any stuch associations would he entirely
dropped. It pains me very deeply to
think that I made a mistake in bring-
mg you here."

= =
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“I—I've never done any 'arm, sir[”

faltered the kid.

“You have formed acquaintances ouk-
side the school?”

“No, sir.”

Dir. Locke raised his eyebrows.

"o you tell me, Dury, that you meb
no one, spoke to no one, while you wero
out of the school last night?”

“No, zir, I don't mean that, I—1 did
nieet somebody I knowed,” stammered
the Kid.

“* A new acguaintance, I presume?”

" No, sir, I knowed him long age.”

“¥ou had never been in thas part of
the conntry, Dury, befors you ecame to
Greviriars. Youn have told me 0. How
then could you possibly have an eld
acquelntanes in the village of Friar-
dale?™

The Eid hesitated.

his own way, and I should not like
vou to be ungrateful, Ceortainly, you
should have gone to see him n the
daytime, and you should have asked
your Form master's permiszion. Bug if
vou assure me, Dury, that you went
out of the school to see Mr. Huggina
—" The Head paused,

Dury stood sifent,

“Well? said the Head.

“I met him accidental like, siv.” con-
fessed the Kid, “You could ‘ave
knocked me down with & "smmer when
[ saw the (d '"IIn a-sitbing there.”

“Where? rapped out Mr. Quelch.

N0 &nsywer.

“In somo resort forbidden 1o Grey-
friars boys! In s public-howse, 1 pre-
sume

The Kid did not epeak.

“¥ou must answer more frankly,
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“"Heo ‘appened to come along, sie,
that's 'ow ﬁ& was,

“His name,” said the Head.

“Tt=it was the Old 'Un, sir,” stam-
mered Dury.

“The what ?" cjaculated Mr. Quelch.

“Bless my s=oul!" zaid the Head.
* Do yonr mean Mr. Huggins, with whom
vou were once cmployed as a boxer?”

“Yes, sir.”

Idr. Liocke's face cleared a great deal.

“Mr. Hugpgins iz not a man it is
desirable for sou o continue to sec,

Dury,” he said. “He has been in
prison, and I understand that he
drinks."

“He puashes one bhack ooceasional,

sir 1" admitted the Kid.

“Ahoem! Buat if vou heard that Ar.
Hugging was in [riardale, and you
desired to see him for old acguaintance
sake, thore was ne great harm in it,”
sald the Hoad relieved., "1 undersiand
that Mr, Huggins treated you well, in

m e T T R T T

Dury,” said ihe Head, with a sigh.
“¥Your Form master supposes it possible
that you were sent out with a message
by some senior boy., If this is the case,
I cornmand you to tell me.”

Bilence.

“Wingate sup osed  zo,  sir,” said
Mr. Quelch. °* I?c:rr my own part,
fear that this boy was led on by his
own Jawless propensities. This is the
first time he has been discovered; bub
1 am far from zupposing that it iz the
first time ha has broken school hounds.™

“It's the first time, sir,” said the
Kid guickly. "I ain't never wanted to
go out, and I ain't never done it afore.”

“For the last time, Dury, have you
any lurther explanation fo give, or any
oxcuse to offer?” smid the Head.

“MNo, sir!” said the Kid, in a low
VI,

“¥ou are aware that you will be
severely pumshed?™
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“I know that, sir. I ain't complain-
ing. A flogging won't 'urt me so much
a: you thinking bad of me, sir,” said
tho Kid miserably. *‘But it can’t he
Jcri H-.ﬂ.-'t !H

‘he Head's stern faco softened.

“If vou really value my good opinion
go jauch, Dury, surely you must see
that you are bound to be guite frank

with me.”
But—"

“1 know, air.

“Well?™ . .

“1 ain't got anything to say, sit.”

Dr. Locke's face hardened again.

“Very well, Dory. ¥You are a (Grey-
friars boy now, and must be treated
like any other Greyfriaxs boy, i you
remain here, You will be flogged.”

“ Very well, sir.” -

“RBut in the peculiar eircumstances,
Dury, you have & right to ask to be
sent away instead, if you so desire. Ii
you feel that o mistake was made in
placing you at Greyfriars, I am bound
to listen to you.” ;

“Oh, no, sir!” gasped the Eid., “I—
I don't want to go, sir! Nor it don't
seem to me fair to send me away, sir!”?

“Speak roore respectiully to your
headmaster, boy!" rapped out the
Bemove master.

Dr. Locke made a geslure,

“There iz a great deal in what Dury
says, Mr. Queleh,” he said quietly.
“ Possibly I made a mistake in placing
the boy here—possibly I did not make
sufficient allowance for the attraction of
old associafions—for lawless ways ho
may have learned before he was under
proper care and superviston. If so, the
mistake was mine, not lis; and it is
not just that he should suffer for my
CTTOT. If his presence here should
exercise & bad influence on other boys,
I am bound to act severely; but your
observation has not so far shown that
to be the casze.”,

HNg, sir!™

“You will naturally keep the boy
under chsarvation,” said the Head, “1
am disappointed in him, but I siill
hope for the best. I leave hiz pumish-
ment in your hands, Mr. Quelch.”

“Yery well, sipt™

Mr. Quelch made o sign to Dury to
follow him, and left the headmaster’s
study. Dy. Locke sighed as hiz glance
followed the boy out. He was painod
and disappointed, and he was bepin-
ning to think that he had been mis-
taken in the boy. In the kindness of
his heart, in his gratitude {for the
service rendered, he had trusted him
too far. But he could not confemplate
administering, with his own hand, a
severe punishment fo the lad who had
stood between him and a gang of foot-
pads, and saved him from injury. The
old doclor sighed: and his face was
very grave and thoughtful as he made
his way to the Sixth Form-room thak
morning.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Going Through 1!

Y SAY. vou fellows, Quelchy's late!™

I “Tho later  the better,”
romarked Vernon-Smith.

“Tha old scout’s with the

Hend ™ grinned Skinner. “He's taken

the giddy prize:ighter up for judg-
ment.” 3 ;

“Wlust be & flogring.” said Encop.

“Alpst  be!” smiled Skinner, I

wonder what he's done!  No telling

:!'.'hat the rotten outsider may have

one,”

“Oh, cheese it, Skinner,” said Harry
Wharlon. ‘

Mr. Queleh was certainly late that
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morning—a thing that wvery seldom
Imp'p::mud* The Lower Fourth were
ali in their Form-room, ready for their
Form master; but Mr. Quelch had oog
arrived,

He was not sorely missed, certainly.
Tho later that lessons began, the
better for all concerned, was the
opinion of most of the Remove. In
fact many of them were prepared to
dispense with lessons altogether, if it
come to that.  But the whole Form
were interested, for they knew that Mr.
Quclech was with Duory in the Head's
study, and they wondered whether it
was & flogging for ihe new boy in the
Lower Fourth.

Dury had not made himself liked in
his Form; but most fellows were sympa-
thetic when a man was up agamst a
Hugiinf, even if the “man ™ was nob
mi iked. The Famous Five wers
fealing quita serious. gkinner & Co.
n?enl:r rejoiced. The lamentable result
of ragging the Kid in the Romove
dormitory lingered in their memories
They were not thinkingi of raﬁginfg tho
Ciame Kid again.  Although he had—
rather to their surprise--resoclutely Lept
his promise to the Form master not
Lo nnlgagu in a “serap ¥ again with an
Greytriars fellow, he ha roved too
dangerous a customer for Bkinner & Co.
to deal with. 8o the amiable Skinner
and his friends were very pleased to
see him in trouble with the * Beaks™
Even the rough and rugped Kid could
not handle the Beaks,

“Tt's rotten hard cheese on the
fallow,™ Harr,}r Wharton zaid 1o his
chums, “It's & practical certainty
that he was sent out by some senior
chap-—he's never broken bounds of his
own accord, [ know that. He's a rough
customer, but there's no viea in him
that I've seen.”

“He shonlde't have gone, all tha
same,” sald Johnny Bull,

* No; but—"

“He must be decent not to give the
chap away,” said Frank Nugent. “ I
would geb him off.™ .

“He 13 decent, in his own way,” said
Harry., "“It's hard cheese!"

“Of course, he went to a pub.” said
Skinner addressing the  Remove
generally. “He would, vou know! I
know Wingate ceught him out of
bounds—Angel of the Fourth szaw
themmn come in, and he's told me. Just
the kind of thing the young ruffian
would do, vou know.”

“Oh, just!™ apreed Booop.
“You've been licked yourself for but-
ting into the Cross Keys, and pla}i:iagg

billierds there, Skinner,” said
Cherry. " You came jolly near getting
bunked.”

There was a laugh from some of the
juniorz, and Skinner srowled.

“Cave!” called out Wibley, “Here
comes the old bean?!”

The juniors erowded fo their desks,
az Mr, Quelch's foolsteps were heard
in the ecorridor. The Remove master
entered the Form-room, followed by
Lyick Dmg To the surprise of the
Remove, Gosling the porter, followed
them in, and they noted further that
Mr. Queleh carried & bireh in hiz hand,

Skinner grionned at his fricnds. Ik
was to be a flogging, that was clear,
but for some reason—inexplicable to
Skinner—not a Head's flogging. The
punizhment was to be adiministered by
the culprit’'s own TForm master, in his
own Farm-room.

Mr. Queleh fiﬂn{:ed at his class: all
very guiet and orderly now. The ex-
pression on Mr, Queleh’s face warned
the Bemove that it was time to be on
their best behaviour, .

The Hemove master looked very grim.

His own fixed opinion was that
Richard Dury should be sent away from
tho school; and he was extremely per-
turbed and irritated because the Head

did not sec eye to eye with him on that
subject.

The Head's word, of course, was law:
and ho had assumed—in the manner o
headmasters—that whatever decision he
was satisficd with would also be satis-
factory to his staff.

Mr. Quelch had a great respect for the
Head, but he disagreed with him
cnfively on the subject of Richard Dury,
though he could not very well say so.
He did not doubt that the Head knew
what hiz opinion was, and the Head's
disregard of it was naturelly a little
mortifying.

Dury was, after all, in Mr. Queleh's
Form, and Mr. Quelch had the responsi-
bility of the peculiar new junjor on his
hands. He felt that his view ocught to
have been considered,

No doubt it bad been considered; but
if so, it had assuvedly been disregarded,
The Head had gone on his own majestic
way, regardless,

In the circumstances it was not likely
that Mr. Queleh would feel very amisble
towards the young rascal, sz he con-
sidered him, who was, in his opinion, a
disgrace to the Form.

The Head had judged that a flogging
would meet the case. Mr. Quelch in-
tended that, at least, it should not err
upon the sida of leniency.

" A punishment will take place in this
Form-room before we commence this
morning,” said Mr. Quelch acidly. A
member of this Form has been guilty of
cisgraceful conduet.™

Dury reddencd, and kept bis eyes on
the floor.

“This boy, Dury, broke school bounds
lask wmight after Jock-up,” said Me
GQuelch. " He absented hamself from the
school for reasons that he does not ven-
ture to explain to hiz headmaster. 1
trust that his excmplary punishment
will be & warning to any other boy who
may be tempted to follow his example.”

“The old bean's got his back up!”
murmured Vernon-Smith, as Mr. Quelch
furned to Dury.

The Dounder's whisper was faint, bub
Mr. Queich seemed to be gifted with
a wonderful keenness of hearing that
morning. He spun back towards his
class.

* Who spoke 1" he rapped out.

Deep silence.

#1 think you spoke, Vernon-Smith.”

H%ps, sir,"” gasped the Dounder.

# What did you say, Vernon-Bmith "
asked Mr. Quelch, his gimlet eyes glint-
g il the Bounder.

“0Oh! N-nnothing, sir!”

"“You could scarcely have said nothing
if vou spoke at all, Vernon-Smith.”

¥ Nunno, s

“Repoat the words at once !

“l—]—1—"

“ Ihnd gnu allude to your Form master,
Vernon-Smith, by the atrociously slangy
epithet of ‘old bean’?" rumbled Mr.

uelch.

“0h, dear! Yes, sir. Sorry, sir!"

The Remove sat tight. Most of them
had alluded to Mr. Quelch, at one tima
or another, as an old bean. They wers
very gled that they had not done s0 in
hiz hearnng.

“Do you eonsider your remark re-
spectful to your Form master, Vernon-
Smith "
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“Oh, no, sirl”

“Then 1t was your initention to speak
of me disrespecifully ¥ .

“Oh, no! Nat st all, sir,” .

“You will stay in the Form-room this
afternoon, Vernon-3mith, and write out
five hundred linea of Virgil."

“Oh, my hat!? ejnculated  the
Bounder involunarily. :

“ A thousand lines, Vernon-Smith
rumbled Mr. Queleh. * And i vou uiter
another word I will cane you."

The Bouwnder did not utter another
word.

Mr. Quelch turned to Dury apgain.
This time there were no whispers in the
elass.

“Gosling, take up this boy 1™

H¥essir 1™ sald Gosling.

Gosling stepped towards the new
junior with a faint prin on his crusty
face. Most of the Remove were feeling
sorry for Dury; but Gosling waz not

1?‘]

troubled by any such feelings. Gosling's
view was that most boys ought to be
“drownded,” as he expressed it; and as
they could not be “drownded,” Aogging
was the next best thing., Tho more a
boy was thrashed, in Gosling's valuable
opinion, the better 1t was for him, an
for all parties concerncd. Ho when the
warthy Gosling officiated in a fogging
he 1Iij o with nnetion.

The Game Kid eyed him, with a rather
peculinr expression on his face. Iarry
Wharton, as he caught that expression,
canglit hiz breath also.

He eonld read the thought ihat was in
the mind of the Kid, William Gosling,
however, never knew how narrowly he
escaped being up-ended by o joll from
the Game Kid's redoubtable left.

The thought passed from Dury's mind
as soon as it arose there, He bad learned
thhe differenee botween Grevfriarve Schaol
and Huggins' Ring ; and he knew thal i
would naot de.

With the moeekness of a Jamb he
allowed the schoal porter to * heist ™
Lhim in the position for the Hopging.

PRICE
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Mr, Queleh gripped the birch,

The BEemove looked on in stony silence
while the instrument of punishment rose
and fell.

Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack!

The lashes rang through the Form-
0T,

There was no sound from the Kid.
The castigation was very severe; thero
were few fellows in the ﬂt}-muv& tough
enough to have taken it witheut a cry,
But no cry camo from the Kid.

At the sixth lash of the birch he was
seen to close his lips hard, and that was
sll. He kept them closed, his teeth sef.

Mr. Quelch's lips were compressed
alzo. To his mind, the silence of the
culprit, his dogged endurance, were
added offences—one more sample of the
young rascal's rebellious disrespect to
those set in authority over bim. And

that belief made the Form master put

all his energy inte the strokes of the

birch, Tt was such a flogging as had
never been seen before in the Remove
Form-room.

But it coased at last, and ithe Remove
fellows almost gasped with relicf when
it was aver. Mre. Quelch lowered the
birel.. i _

“Pubt him down, Gosling!”

Dury was dropped fo his feet,

AMe, Queleh made a sign of dismissal
to the Grexfriavs porter, and Gosling
left the Fovme-romn,  Thoey stood quite
steatlily, his rugged face havd and sct.

ST trust, ey, that this will be a
warning ta vou” rumbled AMr. Queleh,
vaguely irriteted by the boy's quiet, sct
e

Yo, eir,” sand Doy,

“(o lo your pace.”

Richard Dury went (o his place.

T.ezzons commenced at last in the
Remove Formeroom; and even lessons
came as a relief to the jumors aftor what
they had witnessed.

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.
The Unexpecfed Visitor !
t H AI:TJ!'C‘;:aI]:}.h hi;ﬁﬂ i "
“What the thump—
Harry Wharton & Co.
were astonizshed.

It was a half-holiday that day at Gray-
friars, and the Famous Five-—in their
hest bibs and tuckers, az Bob Cherry
deseribed it—had gone down to the
school gates, to walk over to CLE House.
There was & Form match going on, on
Little Side, between the Remove and
the Fourth, but the Co. had left that
mateh to the lesser lights of the Bemove
Football Club.

Hilten of the Fifth was lounging in
the old gateway, careless and idle, as
he generally was. Buot all of a sudden
Hilton cast & startled glance into the
road, turned from the gatewsny, and
camae striding in, in such a hurry that he
almost bumped into the chums of the
Remove,

Heedless of their ejaculations, the
Fifth-Former strode on to the House
and vawished indoors.

“What on earth's the trouble?" eox-
cloimed Frank Nupent, in amazement.
“ ] suppose there isn't a mad bull on the
road "

* Qutside ! Now then, afore you're
pushed out ! * sald Gosling, blocking
the path of the old pugilist. What
happened next was like an earthquake
to Gosling. Something that seemed
like the hind hoof of a mule jolted
his chin, and he found himsell on his
back, gazing blankly at the clouds.
* Git up and say it agin ! roared
Mr. Huggins, ** Grooooooough !
gasped Gosling, (See Chapler 12.)

“2emething that's seared Hilton, at
any rvate,” said  Wharlon, puzaled.
“Let's look !

And the Famons Tive, quite perplexed
Ly Cedric Hilton's strange action, looked
out of the gateway down the road.

A rather stout gentleman was in sight
there, rolling up the road from the
village. lie was a red-faced man, he
Lad szeveral front teeth missing, and
only one cve. Ha looked like a retired
pugilist--which, in fact, was what he
wns—fjor the stout gentleman was Mr,
Bobhy Huggine. And a certain rolling
logsencss i Mr: Hugging' gait hinted
that he had been leoking upon the wine
when it was red, though he was nob
intoxteated, ITe had, in his own phr:a.:ift.
= pushed one back ™ at the Cross Keys
—perhaps more than one.

“Well, that jolly old merchant can't
have friphtened [lilton of the Fiith, L
suppose,” said Wharton,  * He docsn’t
look - very eclean, but he looks pood-
tempered,” |

“1le, he, he!”

That fat ecackle came from Billy

Bunter. .
Tue Masxer LIBRARY.—No. 08T,
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“Y sav, vou fellows, I've seen that old
ruffian before ! said Bunter,

“Friend of yoursi” asked Bob,

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“It's old Huggina [ chuckled Dunter.
“I've seen him! I saw him with Dury
in the train in the vae, you know, He's
Dury's old governor—the man he calls
the ‘0ld 'Un,” ¥

“0Oh, my hat!"

“Can't be coming hepp to seo Dury,
surely 7 said Wharton, his face wvery
grave. * Dury ean't want him here.”

“He, he, he!" chortled Bunter.
" Nice visitor [or Greyiriars—what? I
wonder what Quelchy will say !

“He can’t see Dury, anyhow; he's
detained this afternoon,” said Bob.
“Just ag well, perhaps. We can tell this
iolinny he's detained, and he may walk
hiz chalks.”

o

“Oh, let him come in!” gripned
Bunter. “Iury can speak to him from
the Form-room window. All the follows
will like to see this merchant!”

“Bhut up, Bunter !

Mr. Ht:{ggins had stopped outside the
gates and was staring at Greyfriars,
He raised a brown bowler-hat to the
Famous Five very politely, and replaced
it rakishly en one side of his head,

They regarded him very doubtiully.

The Game Kid, who had been Hogged
that merning, was detained that after-
neon ; otherwise the jueniors would have
called him down to the gates at once,
for they pould guess easily enough that
the new fellow could not possibly want
the “0ld 'Un” to penectrate info the
school,

But the Kid was in the Forin-room
with Vernon-8mith, writing lines. There
was no doubt that the Remove master
had a very severe “down ” on the Kid,
as was perhaps natural. Dury had been
very inattentive in morning class—pro-
bably as a result of the flogging, But
Mr. Queleh was hard as & rock, and he
had given the new junior detention till
teatime,

“'Arternoon, young gents!" said Mr.
Huggins, *“This "ere Greyfviara?”
“This is Greyfriars School,”

Harry civilly.
“Friend ¢ imine ‘ere”
Hugeins, “name of Dury.”

“You've called to see him?" asked
the captoin of the Remove.

sald

said Mr.

“Got it in once!"” assented Mr,
Huggins,
"Ho's under detention this afier-

noon,'” satd Harry., “He's not allowed
to se¢ anybody to-day.”

Mr. Hugginz closed one eyo,

“Pile it on!” he said,

“"Eh—I don’t understand you!”

“0h, come off I said Mr. Huggins.
“The Kid don’t want to see an old pal.
I know. Didn’t he tell me so the other
night—what #*

¥ Well, if he doesn’t want to see you,
and told you so, you don’t want Lo comea
here I said Bob,

“Ain't good cnough to see "im—what
—now he's at this ‘ere school!"” jeered
Mre. Huggins, “You po and te]l 'im
I'm "era!"

“Nobody's nllowed to speak to a
fetlow under detention,” said Wharton
patiently. “I'll give him a message
after tea, if you like.™

“I can give "im & message myself !”
said Bobby Fluggins, “I'm going to seo
im, T am! You stopping a bloke 7"

He stared belligerently at the Famous
Five. It was no business of the chums
of the Remove to stop this remarkable
visitor, and they made no movement
to do so, Mr. Huggins rolled into the
Egaloway,
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"Well, my hat ! murmured Johnny
Bull, as the stout gentleman passed the
juniors. " My only hat ! ]

“Thiry ecan’t want to see him,” mur-
mured Dob, “and I'm sure Hilton of
the Fifth didn't.”

“Hilton can’t know that awful
ruffian ! said Nugent, with a starve.

Bob grinned

“I fancy be's met him at some jolly
place, and doesn’t want to be claimed
as an acquaintance here. He's got out
of sight.’

* Phew 1™

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Here's Gosling ™

Williarn Gosling came out of his
lodge, a good deal like a lion from bhis
fair. He was almost purple with indig-
nation at the sight of Bobby Huggins
mvading the precinets of Greyfriars.

“I:Iare, you hold on!"™ shouted
Gﬂ-.s]m%; “You clear off! You hear
me ? our sort ain't allowed in ‘ere!

Get out of it !*

Mr. Huggins stopped and starad at
Gosling.

*You talking to me?" he demanded,

“Outside! Now, then, afore you're
pushed out !" said Gosling, blocking the
path of the old pugilist.

What happened next was like an
earthquake to Gosling. It was Jon
years since Bobby Huggins had ﬁgumg
in the mrgd ring, but ho had not for-
gotten sll his :J]E prowess.  Something
that seemed like the hind hoof of a
mule jolted Gosling's chin, and Gosling

found himself on his back, gazing
THE DAY
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blandly at the clouds, which seemed to
be whirling before his gaze.

“Git up, and say it ag’in!™ roared
the old 'un.
. Gosling did not get up—ho couldn't.
Prohebly he wonldn't have, anyway.
He did not want another jolt like that,

Mre. Huggrins gave him a glare of con-
ternpt and marched on. By this time
Bunter had spread the news far and
wide that Dick Dury's former governor
had arrived.at the school. and fellows
were crowding to see the Old "Un.
Coker of the Milth teck it vpon himself
to exelnde this undesirable visitor., He
dropped a hand on the stout gentleman’s
shoulders.

“¥ou cut off, my man!™ he said.

“What 7"

“ Get outside !

“Where will vou ’ave it¥#” inguired
Mr. Huggins politely.

“ Now, then .

Coker jerked the stout gontleman to-
wards the gates; and then an  earth-
quake happened to Coker,

“Man down!” grinned Bob Cherry.

Coker of the I'ifth was on his back,
too dazed to wonder how he had got
there:

.My, Huggins stared round him aggres-

sively.  From the direction of the
House a lean figure hurriedly advaneed
to the spot, BMr. Quelch, from his study
window, had seen the remarkable
visitor, and he was coming on the
scens,  Harry Wharton & Co. drew
near the spot, If the old “pug”
altempted to  handle their TForm
master, the Famous Five were prepared
to take & prompt hand in the procced-
ings.

“Who are youl?" rapped out Mr,
?uelf:‘h, in his iciest manner. “What
o you want here?”

“Name of Huggins,® said the old
pugtlist affably., “I've called to see a

%ﬂung” friend ©' mine, young Dick
ury.
“Bless my  soul!” exclaimed Mr.

Quelch, quite taken aback. He had, of
course, heard all about Mr. Hugpins
from the Head.

He stared blankly at the Old 'Un.

“Kid don't want to see an old pal,
what 7" asked Mr. Huggins resentfully.
“He =aid so hisself, the other night--
telis a hloke not to come up to the
school, or he'll give a bloke his left.
Let "im come out and do 16! I've called
as & friepd. DBut I ain't taking any
back-chat from a kid what I've taught
all he knows. Got that, you?"

Mr. Quelch gasped.

“¥ou sghould not have come here,” he
sbullered.

“And why not?” demanded Mry,
Hugpging, “I asks you, as man to man,
why not, old covey !

“You say yourself that Durv asked
Fou not to come,” said the Remove
master sternly. “That should be a suf.
fictent reason.”

“Don’t I keep on telling you I ain't
taking any back-chat from 'im! Let
im como out and sav it in a bloke's
facc!” roared Mr, Hugging indignantly,

It was clear that Mr. Huggins had
ingpired himselfi with courage for this

unwelcome visit at the bar of the Cross
Kays,

Mr. Quelch raised & commanding
hand,

“Lenve this school at once, please!”
he said,

:th come off 1" said Mr. Huggins.

D.f?

“I've stretched two blokes,” said Mr.
Huggins,. “Are you asking to be
streteched along of "em, old covey? You
won't 'ave fo ask twice.”

Mr. Quelch did not recede an inch
from the knuckly fist that was displayed
under his nose. His cool, contemptucus,
commanding look abashed the old pug,
and the threateming fist was lowered
again.

“Kindly go at once!” said Mr. Quelch,
unmoved,

"I ain't going !

“You will boe removed by force if you
do not go at once!” said the TForm
mastor coldly.

The knuckly fisk rose again. Hall a
dozen Sixth-Formers came guickly for-
ward; and Harry Wharton & Co. came
nearer. Mr., Huggins, excited and
belligerent as he was, was daunted by
the heavy odds against him. * Stretch-
ing ” two or three of the Greyfriars fol-
lows would not have helped him mueh:
the rest would have dealt with him
casily enough.

“Wingate, Gwynne, Loder, Carne—
sec this man off the premises, please!™
said Mr. Quelch icily.

“ Cortainly, sie.”

Mr. Huggins grunted.

“"You come outside with me, as man
to man, old covey ! he said.

There was a chuckle in the crowd. An
invitation to a grave, scholastic gentle-
man like Mr, Queleh to “come outside,”
struck the fellows as funny. Mr, Quelch
flushed with annoyance.

“Temove him I he said.

“I'm goin',” said Mr. Hupggins, as the
Bixth - 'ormers  closed round  him,
“You're too many for a bloke ‘ere,
But p'r'aps T'll meet you again, old
covey, some time when we're man to
man,  ¥ou look out for Bobby Hug-
gins "

“If you do not leave these premises

(Cenlinued on page 28.)



ON THE TRAIL OF THE WOLF'!

Wherever the mysterious Wolf and

his

Ieave a trail of misery behind them ! Bul Fervers Loche is close of hand ;
of this merciless gong by the hecls !

The Escape |
HE detective was gripped pre-
paratory to hm“f thrust violently
into the wolves' latr. He had the

. fractional part of = secand in
which to act. He had a vision of saliver-
ing jaws and green, lambent Ein olnts
of light in the darkness just inside the
wicket gate. Then he lashed out
savagely with a backward Lick. At
the same instant he hurled himself to
E[h& side, dregging hiz captors with

im.

He was conscious of a startled shout.
A long, lean body shot past him, then
another ! Etriking out wickedly, bhut
coolly, with both fists, he released him-
gell for a moment from his captors,
Before their groping hands could
fasten on him agsin he lunged forward,
One hand took the leader by the breast
of his shirt, and, exerting every atom
of his strength, Ferrers Locke threw
the man violently against the side of
the cave. 'The lantern crashed to the
%mm:d and flared up in a sheet of

ame as 1t burst,

Grining his  feet, Ferrers Locke
backed against the opposite wall,
Ajded by tha eerie, danoing flame of
the burning lamp he smashed his fist
full in the throat of one of the men who
sprang at him.

“Btan’ aside ! shouted their leader.
“ 8tan’ aside, by oripes, an’ TN drill
him 1" .

The detective dropped, his hands on
the floor of the cave. At the same
instant the Jeader’ revolver barked
viciously., Hplinters of roek whirled
into the shadows. 'Then, what Ferrers
Locke had been hoping for, happened.
The flaming lamp gave an expiring
flicker and went oub, leaving the cave
in pitch darkness.

The deteckive shd forward. His ont-
stretched hands touched one of the
men, He closed with the fellow in
gilence, his hand groping for the other's
un holster. He felt the butt beneath
is hand, and, hiz [inpers closing on
it, he whipped the. gun out. Then,

twisting his leg bhehind the other's knee,
he pushed him beckwards. The man

Locke and Jack Drake.

crashed to the ground, with Ferrers

Locka on top. The detective
grimly on to the revolvar.

Someone plunged into them and fell,
ClLpIZIIE,

“Whar is he? Whar is th' dawg?"
shouted the vaice of the lcader.

Ferrars Locke struggled free, and,
rizsing to his feet, groped his way along
the wall towards the entrance. Somne-
one amidst the medley of shouls and
imprecations sald, hoarsely:

'THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

FERRERSE LOCKE, the fomous Daker Street
detective, and hiz clever young aesistant,
JACKE DREARE, take up quarlers in Texas i

iR vestinale the mysterious raids made upon
the enffle ranches in (e seeighbonrhood
Wolf Point, A card bearing ¢ wolf'z hea
wilh d fangs, laft ol the eeene of e
outrage, i¢ Wie onlyy clue they have to twork
on. They have kardly been al Wolf Point
five minufes, however, before an allempl is
made an Locko'y fife.

MAT DUKE, the sheriff, saves the silualion,
bul in go doing 5 Kimeelf fofally ahol by &
person unknown, Al (he instigation of

SILAS CAFSTER and fwo other
ranchers

hung

sty
iz apked to fill the role of
sheriff of Wolf Point. Thix ke doer 1tnder
the apeumed name of HENDERSON,
L TErY . hoteerer, arreals
KILLER KLAUSTER ,{W aftempting o
shoot one of the Flying V hands af the Silver
Doller Seloon, a gambling. den run by
MONTY EARL. Fearing cerigin in-
Jormalbion might leak out, Earl vislls (ke
goaod wth & proposition o pul before the new
sheriff.  The mecting i3 inlerrupled, how-
gter, by the sudden appearance of the Walf,
wha shootsr Earl ond dicappenrs. Locks &
aocuzed of the mtrder, and in conseqience
i# aftacked by an armed posse of men led by
PANEALES, Earl's secrelury and manoger.
The new sherifls Life ix in feopardy, when
a party of masked riders, in the service of
the Wolf, pallop wp and lake ILocke
and Panzales privongr.  Securely bound,
the {0 caplured men ave sarried doay boa
cave which 18 a zeerel hiding place of the
desperadoes. (e gection of the care serves
as a eéage for two wolves. TInto thiz cave,
armad only with o knife, Panzoles 8 threest,
The wolves soen gilence their humdn prey,
and fhe legder of the masked desperadoes
then szignals to hiz wen fo loosen Loeke's
bords, TL 18 the delective’s Luwrn to Joce (his
forrible death [

{(New read on.)

~ where the tethered horses stood.

“Git to th' entrance! Don't let him

gt out!*

It was inkv-black in the cave, and
the detective increased his spoed as
bhest he could. Someone was following
close hehind him, Then, furning =
corner, ho saw & distant glimmer of
hight. It wes the entrance to the cave,
lit wp by the moon. ¥errers Locke
broke inte a run. DReaching the mouth
of the cave, a man loomed up in front
of him and asked hoarsely:

“What's happened? Th' wolves is
loose ! What'n blazes——"?

He got no farther for the detective's
fist took him full on the mouth,

Men were coming towards him from
With
his gun at the ready he kept steadily
on. ‘Then, when within a few fcet of
them, he went forward like a tornado.
Strking owt right and left with fist
and clubbed weapon, he literally hacked
his way through. Takon cmnplet&lif by
surprise, the men resisted but feebly.

Opne, more nimbleeminded then his
companions, reized his gun and fired.
Ferrers Locke felt the wind of the bullet
as it whined byv. MNaxt instant he had
reached tht plunging, rearing horses,
and, whipping out his knife, he severed
a tether rope and leaped into the
saddle.

Jerking his knees inte the animal’s
sicles he shot forward out of the ruck
of plungin horses.  Guus  barked
vicionsly hehind him, but in the un-
eertain light, aceurate shooting was a
matter of the greatest difficulty, ‘

Stumblingly, runnin blindly, hus
mount made straight down the dried
water course. The detective gave the
animal its head. Behind sounded the
noise of purseit. Waiting till o turn
in the wvalley took him completely from
view of the gang, Ferrers Locke reined
17 his horse and EEHPIJEEI from the saddle,
Then, giving e animel & parting
slap, he dropped behind & neighbour-
ing rock. His horse shot away into
the night, and, a moment later, the
first of the purswers thundered by

Tae MaoneTr Lisrany.—No. 987,
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within a fow feet of where the detec-
tive lay.

Weaiting unti! the noise of the pursuit
died away Forrers Locke :‘;rer}‘t
cautiously from cover and made los
way back towards where the horses
had been tethercd, Reaching 2 mass
of jagged boulders within hity yards
of the spot he sank down behind them
and awaited events. He knew perfoctly
well that the wolves' den was in no
way the headquarters of the gang. It
was his intention to lie doggo till dawn,
Should his pursuers return then he
would ondeavour to trail them farther
into the hills or in whatever direction
they headed. He know that it would
not be long before they discovered that
tha horse which they were affer was
riderless,

If they failed to return, bub struck
off at once into the hills, then he would
return to the Flying V end come back
with & posse. ne thing was certsain,
and that was that the walves' den was
a pointer towards the sccret head-
quarters. There must be some trail,
however obscure, between the den and
the headguarters. .

Fighting grimly against his over-
powering  weariness, the detective
watched the night sky slowly pale into
dawn. Nothing stirred; the gang were
evidently mnot returning. ore than
oneco he wondered as to the fate of
the two wolves which were loose. Would
they head for some place with which
they wore familiar, or would they run
wild on tho ranges? In the latter case,
their death would boe but & matter of
fime. The sun swung up above the
rim of the draw. Feorrers Locke knew
that his leng vigil was at an end. Had
the gang been returning thoy would
have been back long before this. I

The gun he had taken from the feilow
in ngca-?a was fully leaded. With
this in his hand he stretched out full
length on the hard ground, hidden
from view by the crevice formed by
two overhanging boulders. The next
moment he :.Ianh into & deep, dreamless,
refreshing sleep. )

When ﬁe &wnpka the sun had elimbed
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‘to almost overhead,

His throat was
parched and dry, and he felt acutely
the pangs of hunger, Rising to his
foet, he took a steady survey of his
surroundings, then elambered to the
very bottom of the dried water course.
Here he found patches of sand, and,
with his ¢lasp-knife, he eommenced to
dig. A few feet below the surface he
menaged to find an oozing trickle of
water. Waiting until a few Inches had
percolated into the hole, he drank and
then wailted till it refifled. It waos a
tedious process, but it eased the parched
dryness of his throat,
hen for an hour or more he care-
fully inspected the spot where the gang
had & comp. ith his watch-glass
he kindled a fire of dried chips cast
amidst the boulders by tha torrent
which had once flowed down the valley.
Then, with a flaming brand in his
hand, he plunged inte the cave. He
made his way to where the wolves had
been corralled. By the Rickering lLight
of his torch he found two ﬁ:at er
muzzles attached to steel chains hang-
ing on hooks driven into the fenoing.
These he took possession of and passed
ingide the fencing. He shuddered in
spiteé of himself as his eye fell on what
had once been Panzales. The floor of
the den was scattered with foul-smell-
ing straw, His foot kicked against
something, and, stooping, he picked it
np. It was & Flying V branding iron.
Quitting the cave the detectiva paused
in the entrance and sgquinted earefully
up and down the draw, Nothing moved.
He stepped out inte the open. TFrom
somewhere far up the wall of the draw

thore soundad a faint crack., A wisp
of white smoke Hfoated wpwards,
Ferrers Locke threw himself flat on

his face as & hollet whined by his head

and thudded against the rock,

The Stranger !

0K mn hour the deteckive lay

F sprawled grotesquely in the lee

of a boulder near the entrance

to tho cave. He never stirred,

yel his eyes were alert and watchful.

Ha knew that whoover fired the shot
would come to inspect the result.

Somewhere, yards away, a stone fell
and clattered a few fect before it
stopped.  Ferrers Locke stiffened, and
his fingers tightened on his gun. But
he never moved.  Another stone clat.
tered away, closer*this time. Some:
ono was approaching. Then from the
corner of hts eyes he saw & man cinerge
from behind a heap of stoncs, He was
a tall, thin, bearded fellow, clad In a
dirty shirt and worn buckskin trouscrs.
He held an antiguated rifle at the
ready and was advancing slowly, step
by step. )

Forrers Locke lay quite still till the
tall, gaunt form loomed up above him.

“Ciot vuh, blamed skunk!™ chuckled
the stranger huskily. Il giv' yuh
enother, then put yore carcass whar th’
vultures kin git it

He pointed his rifle downwards and
his finger tightened on the tripger.
Then Ferrers Locke sprang. His hand
flashed upwards and wrenched the
muzzle away from his bodyr. The rifle
explodad, the concussion jarring his
wrisk.

The fellow struggled wildly, but
Ferrers Locke wrenched the rifle from
hin, snd, throwing it away, stooped
for his own gun.

“Now, what's the idea?"” he snapped.

The old man plared at him with hateo-
filled oyes. ;

“¥Yuh knows, hang yuh!"” he snarled.
“Go on! Plug me, yuh coyote, an” git
it over " i
“You're making 8 mistake, stranger,”

“Wolf 18 a feller wi' eddication.

said Ferrers Locke steadily. “Whoe do
vou think I am ™

“One of them blamed Wolf pack!
(sosh! Ain't I watched this hvar draw
fer & week now?  Ain't I seen yuh and
yore pards copun' in an' ont? Dt Lo
day's th' fust blamed time I've ever
gotten one of yuh alone[” i

“You are making a mistake,” replicd
the detective %uirgt v. “I'm not one of
the Wolf pack,”

The man stared at him suspiciously.

“Whe are yuh, then?” he demanded.

Ferrers Locke felt in his pocket and
gmdumd his sheriff's badge, whiclh had

een torn off in the struggle in the cave
the previous night, and which he had
picked up that morning.

“Eh&ri%!" ejaoulated the
“Bheriff! Of whar, stranger?

“(Of Wolf Point.” .

i ﬁ.?i.:; what yuh doin' hyar wi'out yore

e’

¢ Bame as you apparently, looking for
the Wolf pack 1"

The old {ellow nodded. His little eyea
naver left Ferrors Locke's face.

* Mister,"” he said earnestly, " my pard
an' I, l_ma' two ol' timers what hed quit
huntin® fer gold, settled way down thar
on the edge of the Flyin' V range. OF
Hank Herman gived us a piece o' land
an’ a few steers. Reckon us was spend-
in' the evenin’' of our days jest fine an’
dandy. Us knew the Woll, but us didn't
jest figger he'd ever interfere wi' two
fellers jike na™

The stranger drew breath.

“Waal, one night,” he continued, “ he
and his pack rides up to our hil" home-
stead an' asks fer a doss fer th' night,
and feed an’ waler fer their hosses,
Enowin' what he hed done to Hank
Herman in th' rustlin’ line, my pard
ups and ses: ' Cusxs yvuh fer a sneakin’,
thievin' greaser!” '"Twarn’t th' thing to
say, I admita; but th' Wolf plugs him
right through th' forehead! Yessir, he
<id jest that, an’ he burned down our
lil' homestead! Mea he left.”

Ferrers Locke nodded arm;j:;athatiml]y.

“"Kinda guessed 1'd feel bein' awinl
lanesome more'n I would feel o bullet,”
wont on the old fellow. “Waal, fer
months now I've ranged th' hills loekin’
fer th' covote! Las" week I sec’'d ‘em
ride in hyar! Gosh! 1 knows this draw
blamed well, but I'd suspected nuthin'
hvar! I've shore ha'nted th' place ever
since, an’ to-day 1 hes & shot et what 1
veckoned was one of em! That's yuh,
sheriff 17

Whilst the man had been speaking
Ferrers Locke had steadily been taking
stook of him. The siory was plausible
enough, but there was something in the
shifty eyes which the detective dis.
trusted.

“¥You have sepn the Wolf £ he asked.

The man shoock his head.

“T sed he rode up to our shanty,
sheriff,” he replied. "“But was it th'
Wolf? Reckon no feller ever knows.”™

Y What do you mean

“Waal folks reckon that this hri:?f

L
coyote what led th' gang th' night my
pard was shot waz a plumb, rough-
spoken coyote what hadn’t never h'ard
th' word eddication! He was masked,
like all of "em.™

He stopped short, staring at Merrors
Locke in either genwine, or wellsimua-
lnted. astonishment.

“What'n blazes yuh findin® a0 blamed
interastin® about my pants?™ he
Shia . i
“Just this!" remarked the defective,
stepping forward and picking two or
three long, greyish hairs from where
they were adhering to the buckskin of
the fellow’s trousers. “I thought you
had a peculiar aroms about you, old-
timer " |

other.
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| Fexrers Locke had a vision of salivering jaws and green lambent pin-points of lighis in ihe darkness as two lean hodies shot

past him.

{See page 23.)

Then ihe detective lashed out savagely with a backward kick, after which he hurled himsell to one side,
dragging his captors with him,

“Talk straight!” snavled the other,
stepping backwards jerkily.

“I've beon wondering who was Keepor
of those wolves,” said Ferrers Locke
{."illm1i, “and now I've found him! Put
yvour hands ap!”

He snapped his pun forward, and the
man's hand rose wavevingly above his
heacd.

“Bomebody had to muzzle 'em,”
continued Ferrers Locke. "You are a
most wonderful liar! T might have

believed your yarn, but I couldn’t recon-
cila it with the anunal smell about you
and the animal’s hairs on your buck-
skins. Now walk! You and I have a
long traii to the Flying V"

“Yore orazy, vuh blamed fool!”
snarled the fellow., “Yore hggerin
wrong ! )

“8iop talking and move!”

] The man glanced uncasily to right and
cft.

“Reckon yuh fi;i;-;m' yith war mighty
glick in gettin’ clear las’ night!” he
prawled. “Yore middle name’s luck,
mister, but git this right. Yan feller
what brought yuh hyar warn’t W
Woll.™

“I know that!” snapped the deleotive
ieilv. "“They were part of the gang,
but the leader was not the Woll. Now
hit the trail pronta!”

“Whar yub takin’ me?”

“The Flymng V.”

“Kim on, then,” growled the fellow,
snufling forward.,  “ But yub'll never

make it, Blick Henderson! Th' Weoli
cain't stand fer rizskin' me turnin' King's
evidence. Us'll meet up wi' lom
‘tween hyar an' thar!”

The Rescue Party !

B he quitted thoe draw with las
prisoner  Ferrers Locke took

caveful-note of its location ; then

) he headed for the distant range
lying shimmering in the heat almost
upon the horizon,

He kept-a sharp look-out, but by even-
ing had covered [ifteen miles over rough
ground without the slightest hint of
molestation. He pushed on till the dusk
decpened into night, then called a halt.

His prisoner had maintained a surly
silence throughout the day, though more
than onece he cast sidelong, calculating
looks at the sheriff.

“We push on at dawn ! remarked the
latter. "Bo you'd hetter get some
sleep 17

Uanits me ! prunted the man.

Without further ado, he turned over
on his side, and within a few minutes
there came from him a muflled snore,
Heavy-eyed, the detcctive sctiled him-
self to pass the long hours till a lighten-
ing sky made it possible for him to hike
forward with his caplive. .

Then suddenly he stiffencd, and his
hand crept for his gun. From some-
where out in the darkness there came
the jangling of horses’ bits, the creaking

of leather, and the low rumble of men's
voices. :

Ferrers Locke touched lns prizoner on
the zhoulder, and the man slaried up
in an instant,

“Cam't yuh let a
peace ™ he snarled. ' Guess—-—-

Tho words died on his hips, and he
encked his head in o listening attitude.
Then lus thin lips twizsted inte a mali-
Uiu[lsj blllj lﬂ.

“Hyar he comes ™ ho chuckled exult-
auily, “Reckon yore gonna meet th
Wolf at last, shertlf!1”

“Ehut up ™’ "

The detective jabhad his gon into the
man's ribs, and the fellow shufiled back-
wards into the black shadow of an over-
ltunging rock.

“Ope word from you and you're 2
dead man ! znapped Ferrers Locke, 1n
o low voice.

The approaching : ;
almeast upon him,  Their veices eame
more plainly every moment. Then, as
they loomed up onut of the darkness, the
dotective stepped forward.

*Cuaster ' he said sharply.

The leading horseman reined in his
mount alyraptly. -

“Gosh enokes, sheriff I he exclaimed
delightedly. “How'n blazes comne you
lopa ¥ )

“It's raiher a long slovy ! replied
Ferrers Locke. 1 recognised your
voplce 1"
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Sgmeone riding just behind Caister
slipped from his horss and ran forward
towards Ferrers Locke.

“By Jove, guv'nor, but I'm jolly glad
to see vou '™ he eried impulsively. “ We
bad slmost given up hope that we'd find

you alive!” ,

“I'm all right, my lad!" replied
Ferrers Locke, taking Jack Drake's out-
siretehed  hand, “ Where are you
heading ¥

“ Reckon us was making for way back
inter th' hills, sheriff I cat in Caister.
“I pot six of my hands here, and this
afternoon I hitched up wi' th' Flying V
outfit, and we decided to ride inter tho
hills, Us figgered there warn't no use
riding cireles on the range !

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“Ive got a prisoner here!™ he re-
marked. “I think vyou'd betier make
camp for a few hours ™

“Yep ! agreed Caister, with alacrity.
“Reckon us has been most in th' saddle
since they mot you, Mister Ilenderson.”

He barked out an order to unsaddle,
and the Caister and Flying V outfits slid
fromn their horses and set about tether-
ing them and preparing a fire.

“Fire all right, sheriff?” inquired
Chaizster. * Yore not expectin’ visitors?"”

“No. There's no reason why we
shouldn't have a fire,” replied Ferrers
TLocke., “How many men are riding
with you, Caister I™ :

“Six of mine and a dozen of th® Fly-
ing VI!" replied the rancher. “Here's
vora foreman!’

Spud  clumped into the firelight,
aving seen to the watering of the
hovses. He wrung the deteetive's hand,

and, after a quick, searching scrutiny of
his face, nodded.

“Yore ell fine an' dandy, I'm figger-
ing, Mr. Henderson

“YWer  thanks!" laughed Ferrers
Locke. “But I'm afraid I haven't got
tha Waolf vet!”

*“Na! Reckon von covole was waal
pritected with  his  pack!”  drawled
Caister.

“That was not the Woli ! replied the
detective guietly. * It waz a leader of
hiz. but not. the Wolf himself !"

“How you fipger that awavi” in-
quired Caister, 1n surprise.  “Reckon
when he rode inter Wolf Point, thore
warn't no doubt in my mind !

“Well, there was in ming!"”
Ferrers Locke,  “But
talking till later! T'm
and I'm joily peckish !

Over 2 plate of hot Aamjacks he
lstened whilst Jack told hew he and
Spud, with the Flying ¥V hands, had
followed the trail till il reached the
hard ground of the rising hills. Then
they were stumped. The trail vanished,
and it might have branched off in any
direction, They scouted round without
eneeess, and that ofternoon had fallen
in with Caister and bis men,

“Recken 1 was all for these fellers
spreading out, but as 1t was most night-
fall, vs eventnally decided to push inter
th' hills together and spread out in th’
mernin' ! explained Caister. " Where's
ih' greaser?"

“Dead!” replied Ferrers Locke
sombrely. and told what had happened
since he had ridden out of Wolf Point
with the masked gang.

“I'm turning in now.” he concluded.
“We'll talk in the morning 1

“Yep, reckon I kin do with a couple
of hours myseli!” drawled Caister,
“What you figger on doing with that
hombre you've gotten there, sheriff 7

“T'in taking him in. Ife may be a

stniled
let’s leave the
sbout ail in,

GREYFRIARS STORY IN TO-MORROW'S “‘POPULAR"!

valuable witness when I bring in the
Wolk £

“ Mister,” said Caister earnestly, “you
said yvou'd get this Woll feller within a
week ! Does that still go? Can us rely
on you to do jest thati” . )

“Yeos," replicd the detective steadily.
“You can!” !

Caister looked at him wonderingly.

“Then wou knows something?”
asked eagerly. )

“I have a theory,” replied Ferrers
Locke, “And it is a theory which duily

lie

/A

FERRERS
LOCKE
2 IN TEXAS.

I am becoming more convinced is the
correct ono. ‘That is all I am prepared
to say at ihe moment ! .

“Us ain’t pressing vou nohow, sheriff,”
nodded Caister. “8ay. let's se what
this hombre knows. It save a mighty
‘ot of trouble if he'll come across with
th® name of his boss. There ain't no
doubt he does run with th' Wolf, is
there '

“There is no doubt upon that point
at all. I don’t think he will know the
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Wolf's identity, however., The Yol is
not the type of leader who parades his
identity i front of every one of his
men "

“Let's tey him, anyvhow ! =papped
Caister, “Gosh, snakes, I'll make the
hombre talk! Sheriff, he's yore
prisoner, and I ain’t aimin’ on butling
in noways, but I'm figgerin® that this
coyote might lead us right to the Wolf,
or the skunk's blamed lair ™

“ All right, I'll question him "
Locke.
our time

He rapped out an erder, and the next
moment his prisoner was led into the
daneing, fickering light of the fire.

Calster’s DIMethod !

EAVE thiz covote to me!” whis-
pered Caister. “I knows jest
th' line o' talk to scare Lim!'”

Ferrers Locke nodded anm

assent and sat watching quietly.

Cnister turned to the prisoner and
roasped :

“What's yore name?"

“Zeb Hifler ! growled the man.

He cast nervous glances o right and
left, avoiding the rancher’s eye.

“Loolk at me, blame yore hide

agreed
“Taut T think we ave wasting

(e
:

IR

snapped Caister. " Yuh run wi' the
Wolf?" _
“Nope ! whined the fellow. * Sherift

ﬁggers thek Lway, ik ]"Ili} ﬂlﬂ'l:_g‘ﬂtfﬁn
no proof, I don't run wi' th' Welf! I
dunne him! Nossir; by hokey, T'm
talkin' straight! I'm——"

“Yore a blamed liar!” shouted
Caister. “TUs hev th' goods on vuhl
Hay, see that!” ] i

He whipped out a knife which be
carried in his belt and shoved it into
the red heart of the glowing fire.

“Thet’s how they makes *em talk up
north, skunk!” he continued. * Guess
there ain't no harm in tryin’ ih' meihod
Lvar in Texas! Yuh'll talk, cuss yore
onery hide, when I puts the red-hot
blade on th' soles of vore feet!”

The man shuddered, and Jack turned
questioningly towards Ferrers Locke.

“You're not standing for that, guve
'nor?’ he murmured.

“*Bsh!” whispered’ Ferrers Locke;
and, sorely puzzled, Jack relapsed into
gilence.

“YVuh gonna talk?” shouted Caister.
“Ry heock, I'm actin’ for the ranchers!
Us ’as stood all us is gonna stand, and
now vore coming clean, else folk'll hear
yvuh holler right way back in Woll

oink M

He pulled the red-hot blade from the
flares and glanced from it towards the
COWRTing prisoner.

“Now, spill the varn!” he snapped.
“Does yuh run with the Woll:™

The man hesitated: and, leaping to
hiz foet, Caister strode towards lom.
‘There was a grim determination in
every line of the rancher.

“ it back!” sereamed IMiffler. Il
come cleant! I'N tell what I knows!”

Caister turned, and, reseating himself
by the fire, snapped:

“Waal, us is lis'ening !

Jack noted that the big rancher jerked
his belt round till his full gun-holster
was near his hand. ]

“1 dunno the Woll, pents—streaight T
don’t? whined the prisoner. *1 on'v
knows thet T fed and muzzled them thar
wolves of his'n what sheriff was up aﬁm
in th" cave! 1 got my pay from a {eller
what was allus masked! He telled me
once to keep my mouth shet and io ask
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no queziions! [ reckenad I knew hang you! And run straight in koow the \Fhiy" and the wherefore of it
blamed well what I was up agin i I f{uiure!™ all, them I'll have him roeped in for you

did, so I jest kept my mouth sheti”

“How did you get in touch with the
Waolf?" asked Ferrers Locke quietly,

“It war this away, sheriff I’ whined
Hiffler. “I war onee a trapper, an’ I
knows wolves an’ their ways. gotia
il" but wav back in th' hills thar, an’
I does a Iil” pmsqectin' in them draws.
Waal; 1 sees more'n once a masked gang
ridin' th' hills, an’ so I ups an’ trails
eni.  Sheriff, 1 didn’t git far. Them
hombres nabbed me *fore I'd covered
more’n a mile, Th' leader—a tall feller,
an’ masked—questioned me, an’ b
ended up wi'ane takin® sarvice wi' hum,
or alse swinging on a rope! Reckon I
didn't hes'tate, sheriff.”

“And have vou any idea at all as to
the identity of this masked leader?™

“I hev not! T sweav it, sheriff!”

“ He's telling the truth,” remarked
Ferrerz Locke guietly to Caister.

“ 111 hlamed well make sure I drawled
the rancher. .

He whipped out his gun, and, pomting
it stroight at Hiffler, said slowly.

“Lis'en, skunk! I'm not sure that
vore comin’ clean! I'm gonna give you
till T count three! If vou cain’t think
who thiz blamed Wolf is by then—waal,
you stops a bullet. Bee?”

“1 knows mnuthin’® secreamed the
TIAT. “‘(3osh snakes, I'm talkin'
straight 1"

“Ome 1" said Caister calmly. .

The prisoner paled and cast a frenzied
glance at Ferrers Locke.

id Twulu

“ Sheriff, yuh ain't standin’ to see ma
murdered?” sereamed Hifflor. “1 de-
mands o teial in front of th® ranchers’

caurt ! N .
“Three! You gonna speaki™ cut in
Caister mldlﬁ. _
The wretched man Aung himself full

length on the ground.

“1 camn't!” he moaned.
nuthin’ 1

Bang ! . .

Caister fired, but he aimed high in the
air: then, with a mirthless smile on his
lips, he turned to Ferrers Locke.

“Yep! HReckon yore right, Mister
Henderson,” he drawled, *'The coyote
don't know nuthin ¥ _

“ YVou went too far, Calster,” said the
detective guietly.

“ Nossir, I differs with you there!”
laughed Caister. “1 know these
hombres! {Fosh, they on'y recognises
one line of talk—and that's a bullet!”

Ferrers Locke turned to the prisoner.

“flave you alded the Woli in any
way, except by looking after those
apimals?” he azked sternly.

“I  hevn't, sheriff!” whined tho
fellow. “T swear I hevn't! It was thet
or death for me, sheriff!"

Ferrers Locke nodded and rose to hus
feet,

“Right-ha " he remarked; then io
(‘aister: “We'd better turn in now.
I'he prisoner sleeps near wne,”

Five minutes later, with puards
posted, the camp  waz wrapped In
slimber,  On the detective's left lay
11iffler, his handy tied. On his 1ight lay
Uhaister, hiz gun ready to his hand.

For an hour Ferrers Locke lay slar-
ing up at the star-spangled sky. At the
end of that time he slowly pulled his

*I knows

kutfe from Ins belt and severed the
thonps on HifHer's wrisis,

“JLiffer ! he  whisperod, Ry
awahke?”

. ‘_';"4_11, TR RN W FE L the © on
Fee=pPonise, .

“T'm giving you a2 chance! Get out
of Texas! Vo't eome bock, or TN

Hiffler was silent for a moment; then
he asked in a husky whisper:
“You mean it, sheriff 1#

“Yes! Blip past the guards! Go on,
get out ™ .
“Yore a white man, sheciff! I ain’t

fergittin® this!"”

The next instant he snaked away inte
the darkness. :

Ferrers Locke oy listening lor some
time. All was silent. Then he relaxed
and fell into a deep, refreshing slecp.

A bellow I[rom Caister awoke him
when the dawn was streaking the
eastern sky:

“Thet hombre's clearved!? (Gash
shakes, he's gone! And so's my blamed
gun !

The detective zat up, and, in spite of
himself, he grinned at the angry figure
of Caister liﬂ.rir‘ng in astonishment and
anger at the empty gun-holster which
swung on his belt.

By b

At The Flying V.
ERRERS LOCHEE deftly steered

F ihe conversation away from the
escape of Hiffler to the plan of
campaign,
“Recken us had best scour these
hills I” suggested Caister. *“The Wali
niuet hev his blamed lair somewhere !

“ You've ridden the hills with a posse
many times, Caister,” the detective re-
minded him, “and nt:-thmﬁ has ever
come of it. We have the draw where
the wolves wero lodged as a starting-
point, but T think we'd better ride for
the Flying V."

B l‘;h:lel' :

“I want to get in touch with Jefferson

within a few days now.™

Caister nodded slowly, his hand
at.mkin% hiz goatea l'llliﬂﬂi. a favourite
habit of his when puzzled.

“Waal, I sure hopes yore right, sheriff |
I will say that he sing't done much since
vou comed here I

“No,”" said Ferrers Locke calmly.
“He's wanting to get me. But how to
do it without coming into the open must
be causing him a bit of worry.

“ Look here, sheriff, as man to man,
tde wyou know whe this hombra is?™
demanded Caister.

The detective shook his head.

“1 ean only repeat, Caister, that I am
working -on a theory.”

“How'd you git on fo that theory,
then ¥

“I'll talk when the time comes.”

Ten minutes later they were in the
saddle and heading for the Flying V.
Locke rode one of the lead horses and
:alked little througheout the journey.

Reaching the Flying ¥V late in the
afternoon, he instructed Spud to dis-
patch a messenger to Cal Jefferson and
Jake Peters, requesting the renchers to
ride over to the Flying V as soon s
ever posaible.

“I'm pushing on ! remarked Caister.
“Reckon I wants to see if all's well af
the Caister Ranch. I ain't fergittin’
that I've hin threatened more'n ornce!
Last time 1t was twelve hours T got to
it outa th' district! I'm sittin' tight !

“I want you to come here as soon as.
vou can,” said Ferrers Locke,

““Is it mighty particular1”

“Well, yos, tt is"

“Then I'll hike back tomnight, soon's
I've putten & gnard on my bmldings.”

(Continued overleaf)

and Peters. We
will econcentrate ab
the Flying ¥ and
make it our head-
guarters, leaving
sufficient men only
toguard the Bar B,
the Double B, and
vour rench, in caso
they are attacked.”

“Waanl, I'llride
the hills a hit with
z fow of my hands
and ride to the Fly-
mg V later,” sug-
posted Caistor.

“Moa; I want you
to come with me,” |
said Ferrers Locke
steadily. “Yaou
ranchers gave me
full econtrel, and
promised to sapport
me to the utmost, 1|
want you ta fall in
with my plans,
Caister. If we are
togetlicr at the Fly.
ing Vit will greatly
simplify matters for
me”

“Bure!”  agreed
(aistor . heartily.
“* Reckon 1 don't get
wize to yore plans
ver, Alister Hender-
sap. bt I'm real
plad to do jest as
vousay! It's all
leading to the cap-
ture of this blamed
VWolf, hey 27

Yz, If vou will
ruzt do as I ask
without wanting to

=T
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:HUGGHH old Lickham !
Jack Jolly softly.
And he absent-mindedly stierod
his toa with the sugsr-tongs.

Merry and Bright stared at him., The
three horoes of the Fourth Form at 5t
Mam’s wore at tea in their study. A cheer-
ful fire blazed .on the harth-rug; and the
curians were drawn so that prying cyes
would not gazé upon that hansom spread.
Certainly, if Tubby Barrell, -the fat boy of
the Fourth, had looked in just them his
eves would have watered and his mouth
sparkled at the proapect,

““Poor old Lickham !* repeated Jack
Jolly a4 hie dissected a doe-nuit,

This touching refference to the master of
the Fourth quite ﬁnmﬁa Merry and Bright.

Mr. I Jolliwell Lickham, B A, was not
poor, Far from it. For drumming Lattin
and Greek into the heads of hizs pupils
Mr. Lickham veseeved a sallery of fifty
pounds & wear. Apart from this, he was
reported to have private means. A welthy
svint had been considderate enuff to pop
off at the right moment end leave Mr.
Lickham a leggacy of five shillings & woek.
He lived mﬂncm:__—wr_. his only eggstravagant
taste Leing a i
always smoked Herr Guggenheimer's, the
German master’s, he was never out of
pocket in this respect. Why Jack Jolly
ghould refer to him as ** poorold Lickbham V'
was & mistery,

“ What are you babbling about, Jack ¢ 7
asked Merry. * Why be sorry for Lick-
ham "

Jack Jolly looked up from Lis plsit.

* Haven't you heard the news ? Lick-
ham's going away. He's had & tinmd
brakedown, and he's going abroad for &
month to piek up.™

mermered

*Pick up what £ asked Bright, who

was & bit dull-witted at times. .

“His health, fathead! He's goinz
abroad to recupperate. He's heon advisud
to take o aweet of rooms at Mong-tong, on
the Meditteranean., Wo shell niss hin
awiully !

Merry and Bright nodded.

Mr. Lickbam svas a very populur masieor,
Ho had a hart of osk ; snd alihough Lo
wielded the ashplant now and then, h»
was liked a good deal, Mis pupils wanll
pine in his absepce,

* Who's going to take {he Fuurth while
Lickham's away 7" esked Moerry.

Jack Jolly frowned,

* A new master areived this afternoon —
a Mr. Sevvidge,” he said.

“Eevvidge by name and gentle by
nature, let’s hope,” said Bright,

Jack Jolly shook his head.

‘.1 had & glimpee of him,’" he said, ** and
he's o feerce, forbidding fellow, 1 didn’t
like his fgce,”

“Many & kind hart beats benccth an

ugly face,” said Bright.

But Jack Joliy would not hear anything
in Mr, Savvidge's favor, He had quite
desided that Mr. Savvidge was & savvidgo
gort: of broot, who did not beleeve in
gparing the child and spoiling the rod,

“ 1 tell you, this man Savvidge looks a
regegular Tarter,”” said Jack., * He's dark
and swarthy, to begin with ; and scHool-
hoyes prefer blonds. He stands over aix
foot in his sox; he wears a gown and
morter-board, and & sinnister smile. His
oyes burn like coalg——"

“But coals don't burn thess days,”
interrupted Merry. * The forrin atuff we're
getting is very uselul for putting a fire out,
hut aa for burning——"'
~"Well, his eyee burn like flaning loges,
if you like that beiter,” said Jack .unmw.
“He's & big, berly broot, and the muagles
of ¢his brawny arme are strong &s iron
bands, a3 Shakespeer esays. It's hardly
fair to ju & man at a casual glanca,
Personally, I never ran a man down imtil
P've had a chance of knowing him tho.
roughly. But this man S8avvidge id a broot,
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iking for sigars. But as he

& beast, and a
tirant of the first
witer 1
TIndeed!™
came o sudden
voice from the
doorway.
Jask Jolly &
Co. swung ronund A
in . their * chairs,

and gaped at the mﬁ._“.ﬁ_,.vw.
introodar. ..Hﬂw..n.w\.

1t wasg the new Vv
master ! ol

Mr. * Bavvidge
fixed the juniora
with s peercing, pennytrating glance, as
if he would read their very soles, A
sardonnick smile played upon his ugly
features, Itwas a freezing smile, and it
sent cold shivers down the spines of Jack
Jolly & Co.

12 new master levelled an accusing
fourfinger at Jack Jolly.
- “You have been talking about me!™
he challenjed.

Jack Jolly said nothing.

“T've been lissening af the keyhole!
went on Mr. Savvidge, * and I heard every
word vou said! You allooded to me az o

A PowerFal, Grippind,
St Sam's” eohich will 4=

Away., 2

really, As my
pal Bright says,
many & kind
hart- beats be-
necth an ugly face.”
Mr, Bawvvidge ought
t0 have been mollyfied
by these words, But he

wamn't. He looked daggers at Jack Jolly,

* What is your name ?*' he demanded.
“* Jolly, eir,”* answered cur hero,

“H'm! Well, you won't
feel jolly by the time I've
finished with you! You will
report to me in my study
in an hour's time, and 1'11
jolly well make you sit up
by giving you a jolly good
hiding, Jolly ! *

“ Oh, eramba ! ™

*What is your name "
demanded Mr. Savvidge,
turning to Merry,

“ Meorry, sir.”

“ And yours ' {urning
to Bright.

* Bright, =ir.”

Y YWeon will report toame
alge, at tho ammne time:
and I promise you yon
won't be Merry and Bright
when you leave my study !
T will go and seleet a
bundle of stout canes, in
reddinesa for yeur
arrival ! "

So saying, Mr. Savvidge
swung savvidgely onhis
heal, and stamped out of
the etudy When the foot-
maerks of the new master
Liad died away, Jack Jolly
& Co. exchanged gloomy
glances. i

“NWow we're for it!"
gaid Jock, with & grone.

“Fancy that broot
lisgening at the keyhole!
You'd  eggspec that

t

next hour
mizzerably

LOOK OUT FOR " THE REBBLES OF ST. SAM'S!"— NEXT WEEK'S SPECIAL ‘' SHOCKER™!

fortyfied them-
selves

Bgainst
ho coming

ordesl,
They had no further
appytite for tea, and the

passed wvery
for them.

They felt like condemned fellons, waiting

to go to the akaffold.

“Time'sup ! " said Jack Jolly, at length,

And they made their
way to Mr, Lickhan's
study, which Wwas now
pceupied by Mr, Bavvidge.

That jentleman way
waiting  for them. A
feendish smile lurked upon
s hips. Mis eyes flashed
fire.  On the table was
& bunidle of canes,

Jack Jolly & Co. walked
rather awhkwardly into
the siudy, bekawse of
the bulky tomes m ihewr
trowsia, Mre, Savvidge
noted ther awkwardness,
and his emile became more
sinmister, Instead of sav-
ing " Touch your toea!”
a4 the juniors cggapocted,
he wrapped out the sharp
command :

“Heold out your henda 1"

The trio exchenged
sickly snules and obeved,

Mr, Savvidge selected
stout ecane, and fondled it
luvvingly for a minnit.
Then, swinging it over hia
shoulder, Lie broucht it

down on Jack Jolly's
pelm with & deffening
egeaplosion.

Bang !

Jack Jolly jumped
almost ag if he had bean
etruck. A wild woop of

angwish leit his lips.

“Bavvidge Ia a broot, a baast, and a tirant of the Arat
]water 1’ The new master's eyes opensd wide as he
caught the dritt of Jack Jolly & Co’s conversation

from within the study.

Ll

broot, & beast, and & tirant! Deny il if
you dare ! ™

" Ahem~—I—I certainly called vou by
those names, eir ! ¥ stammered Jack Jolly.
“ But'l waa simply judging you by your
locks: Appearances are sometimes de-
septive, and it is just _waamem that you are
quite & dear old sole.”

Mr. Savvidge frowned,

“Do you mean to gay that my appoar-
ance is that of a broot, & beast, and a
tirant ! "' he demanded.

*“ Yesair., But then, vou can't help your

appearance, can you T Mr, Lickham looks
an awiul toad, but he's one of the best,

gortt of thing of the
Head, but 1
wonldn't thin A
master would stoop 50
E,,H,H.H: o
rose 1o his
.?m_...mﬂwsn gelecied &
number of wolumes
from ths bookcase,
“ Better barricade
our bags," . he said.
“That will take some

Hnmm

atrokes,

Jack
up and

of  the sting out of
Savvidge's cane.”
Jack Jolly nodded ;

Jack Joll
jJunior »

and the juniors

N o

Then he br

.was: "8

thinking that

* Buffer and be

STUNG ™ would

have been mora

dispropriate,
ang !

Again the cane
depsonded  with
# loud eggsplos-
ion, snd Jack
Jolly bit hig chin
to keep himself
from wyelling,

The cano flow
into  fragments
at the tenth
stroke ; but there ware plenty of regerves,
and Mr, Bavvidge picked up ancther. He
laid it on with .grate vigger, doling out
twenty strokes speace- to each of the
unforchunitt vietims. The vells of Merry
and Bright, who wers not made of such
stern stulf as their leader, might have heen
heard all over 8t. Sam’s.

“There ! panted Mr. Savvidgs at
length, *'I truesed that will be o Iessen
to you! Now that I am your Form-
master, you will find that I am dead nuts
on diggiplin., I don't beleeve in bong
goft and sentyment® with boys. I shall

1

Under the kindly rule of Dr. Lickham the Fourth could
psit sach other with papar peiléts durlng lessons,
or aven hurl Inkpote at sach other |

ooooo ! M
ailent !

" snapped Mr. Savvidge.
“I'm going to ad-
minnister twenty

and 1 shall

eggspect you to bear
them with forty-tudel!™

Jolly groaned.
himaeli
glood his eyes

to & text on:.tho wall
_ of the study. The text
FER AND |
BE S3TRONG.” Jack
Jolly could not help

—— ] —

harden iy heart,-like Faro of old, and
punish all transgressions with the utmost
severity. Bare that in mind ! "

So eaying, Mr, SBavvidge waved his hand
towards the door, and Jack Jolly & Co.
crawled out of his study feeling more dead
than alive,

1T,

i ARRELL ! "
”m Mr, Savvidge .ﬂww_...mmn out the

name ; and Tubby Barreell, the

fat boy of the Fourth, ross re-
Inctantly to his {feat.

Mourning lessens were in progress in the

~euller,

Fourth Form-room, end they were as
Bollum as & funeral.

- Under the kindly rula of Mr. Lickham,
the Fourth had o fairly easy time, Mr,
Lickhem had no objection to a certain
smount of hoarse-play in the Form-room
pervided it wasn't carried too far. Fellows
could pelt each other with paper pellets
during lessons, or even hmrl inkpois at
each other—always pervided a stray shot
didn't hit the Formi-nmuaster ! Mr. Lickham
also permitted leap-frogg to be played,
end sometimes, when he felt in a Grandpa
Krooshen mood, he would join in, and have
no end of larx with his pupils,

But Mr. Savvidge was o hoarse of anolher
He ruled with & rod of iron, and
kept the noses of his pupils cloze to the
grindetone.

Lines and lickings had beon lavishly
delt out, in the corse of the morning ; and
the Fourth were fervently wishing that
Mr. Lickham had not hed s timid brake-
down.

The new Form-master had suddenly
pounced upon Tubby Barrell, who had
fertively slipped a cupple of toffiea into hia
mouth,

“Berrell! " thundered DMr. Savvidge,
* Recite to me that portion of Shakespeer
which commences, *'Let me have men
ahout me that are fat’ "

“ M-mm-m-m ! " mumbled Tubby Bar-
rall. 'That was the nearsst he could get
to artikulation,

Mr. Bavvidge frowned,

*1 am walting, Barrell!' he gaid in

Tsulferus tonoa,

Y M-m-m-m-m ! splutterod Tubby,
anefully conshus of the fact that he had &
ump of toffy wedged in each cheek,

** Bless my sole ! " gasped Mr. Savvidze.
“Is the boy dum ?  1f so, & sudden paneful
zhock n_:ﬂﬂpﬂ to reatore his gpeech. My
cana will do the trick, T think.”

Tubby Barrcll gulped wildly in an en-l-
evver to get rid.of nﬂm tofiy. He nearly
sufferknted himself in amﬂ.__ process—-—or
rether in the windpipe,

“Why, the fat razcal iz choking!”™
eggsclaimed -Mr. mwd..;..-ma. “Pat him
on the back, somebody-!

Jack Jolly obeyed. Ho patted Tubby
Barrell so hartily that the fat junior
atapgered haliway across the Form-room.
The toffy wes ejected from his mouth
like bulleta from & gun.

“Ho!"™ said Mr. Savvidpe, his eyss
gleaming. ‘' 8o you have heon consuming
sticky and unholoeome sweetmeats in the
Form-room, Barrell 7%

* Yessiz | ¥ gasped Tubby.

“ What have you been eating ¥

* Toffy-de-lucks, sir ! "

*“ Have you any still in your possession ™

* YWeasir, yessir, three bags fulll™
guoted Tubby.

“ Bring them to me'!" commanded
Mr. Savvidgs,

Tubby Barrell rolled up to the Form-
master's deck, and me,E_, hia pocketa.
Mr. Savvidge stowed the bags away in
hig desk, popping o cupple of toffies into
hig mouth as he did so.

" Go back to your place, Barreil,” lLe
mumbled. * After lesssns, yvou will writs,
out fifty times, * It iz greedy and disgusting
to eat toffy in the Form-room.""

Tubby rolled back to his seat, thankful
to have got off so lightly. He had eggs.

ected & lisking ; and a licking. from Mr.
avvidgs was no joke! BSeveral fellows
had already been licked that mouming,
and they were nmot anxious for an ong
core,

Me, Bavvidge swallowed the toffjes,
and wiped hig mistosh with a sillt haoghker-
cheef. Then he turned his attention to
Jack Jolly. He had his knife into the
leader of the Fourth, and all the mourning
he had been trying to trip him up, so that

‘he would heave an eggacuss for potting

hia cane into him o3 well,
But Jack Jolly waz not to be caught
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