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DETECTIVES [
HIGHLY interesting letter reaches me from a loyal
resder in Bodmin who is extra keen on detective
work. He has in mind the notion of tshing p
] this profession. T don’t advise it. For one thimg
it seems to me that if a fellow can get his livi Fne
other way than tracking down the wrongdoers ha had bette
freoze on to that alternative, There is an air of romanc
atlached to detectives and their work, which is natgrally
of interest to the boy who'is eager to do things, but the
nverage boy little realizes the lonz wyears of studvy the
qgualified detective has t6°pass throurh before he iz fit Lo
take his place among the big wigs in the detective pro-
fession. Mlost of our official detectives started cs ordinary
policemen and wose by gradusml stages to the useful jobs
they hold fo-day. It wasn't done in & day, not by any
manner of means. There are heaps of setbacks to the
would-be slenth, and the honours come only to the cxpert;
the patient, clear-headed, far-zeeing fellow with sufficient
imagination to explore the boumds of possibility and
probability. It i3 easy to think that s detective's job i3 a
“eushy * one when we rcad the newspapers which tell us
after the event exactly how this or that crimme was done,
but how many of us would be able to do the job if we had
next to vothi to start on, as is the case in so0 many
modern mystevies? The newspaper gives us a sketchy
outline of how a certain detective tracked hizs man. It
cloes not tell of the ceaseless hours of searching, clue sifting,
the following of wrong trails, the rebuifs—thesa things,
naturvally, are not “newsy.” So if my chum holds o good
berth now I strongly advise him to stick to that. Detective
work 15 wnob just the magnifving glass, the revolver, and
the handeuffs—not by a long chalk!

A FISHER T. FISH YARN!

“Aunxiows,” of Liverpool, writes and fells wme that he 13
looking forward to another “Fishy * story in the Macxer.
He aszks what lias happened 1o our Pranzatlantic chuin.
“He's not dropped our of ihe Remove, has he?™  Reost
casy, my “Anxious " chhwun—Fisher Tarleton Fish is very
much alive. He's busy thinking out new wheozes, and one
of them will form the theme of & speocial MAGNET yarn
that will follow closely aiop of the Uame Kul series of
storiez which is now xunning tn your favourite paper.
Glad vou wrote; it°3 nice to learn that smne of the lesser
tirrhiz in the Cireviviars Bewove are n doand,

Nexi Monday's Programme :
“ LOYAL TO THE LAST!"™
By Frank Richards.

The Game Wil is gradoually begioning 1o find ont the
gsort of [ellow Cedrie Hilioo =0 bot he eannot forget thab
the sporting member of the ifth at Greyfriars onee showed
ki & little kindpes<.  There are starvtling  developments
in next woek's rramd store of the clms of Greylrioes,
You'll enjoy every word af i, take i1 from me!l

“THE MYSTERY OF FLYING V RANCH!™

And this serial of onrs—izn't it & scorchoer? Don't vou
look forward to vour MaagxiT with addivional zest these
davs? What-ho!  Welll next Monday's instalment of this
topping Wild West and Detective Adventure yarn is hetter
than ever, Thrills.—voi’ll gel all you want in that line
next week!

“JACK JOLLY'S BARRING OUT!™
By Dicky Nugent.

Once again young Dicky pravides a number of hearty
langhs for his thousands of Maoxer admirers.  You can
affard to miss trains sometimes, for thers's Hal_l:!.ﬂ_? _:mr.rihl:r
ane following on elose hehind, but if yon miss this story
frone Dicky’s pen yor'll feel ¢ross with yonevaell whon yonr
particalar pal tells you how goad it waz  Cheerio, clims!?
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ABKING FOR IT! Under the influence of Cedric Hillon of the Fifth the Game Kid looks like developing info ot cerd ™

for the sack! Buwl the Kid Lhordly thiaks of kimself in his eagerness fo serce his elegant friemd in the Fifth ; hardly
thinka cithier of the promise ke has moade fo kis headmaster !

A Grand New Long Com.
plete Story of the Chums of
Greyfriars, dealing with the
Game Kid, once of Huggins'

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Just Like Bob!

1 WH.-'LT about Dury?"
(11 n‘h !H
“Um 1"

Bob Cherry  asked the
guestion, and Johnny Bull saad “ Oh!”
and Frank Nugent “Um!" Harry
Wharton looked thoughtful, while
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh zmiled and
nodded his dusky head.

“3Why not?” urged Do,

“Hem "™

* No pal of oursz!"” zaid Johnny Bull

“No; but——-"

ki B.}Fh [JJ‘

“The boshiulness is not tereific, my
eateemed Johnpy [ murmured Hurreo
Singh, “Why not?®” .

The Famous Five of the Greyfriars
Rewove, were chatting in the old quad
before dinner. They were discussing
what was lo be done with the aftornoon,
wiiclt was 8 half-holiday, And they had
settted that they were going to take
their skates up the river. which was
frozen hard & mile above Grey{riara.

Bob's pood-natured glance lingered,
several times, upon a lonely Eigun:
lounging by the leafless elms- in the
tistanoe.

It was Richard Dury, the new [fellow
i the Remove, who, before he came to
Creviciars, had -'r.n:vuu:n.+ known as the
“raine Kid " of Huggins' Ring.

Dury’s faco was a little elouded az he
lounged by himself. The Kid was a
cheory and sociable fellow, and liked
company. DBut nobody in the Remove
was koen on bestowing his company on
that somewhat peculiar new {ellow,

“I dare say the kid can skate,” said
Bob., “If he can’t we'll teach him, I
dave say he's got some skates. If he
hasn't we'll lend him some. I hate to
H!;m a chap mouching on his own like
that.”

“Tell him so, and he’ll probably fap
vou on the nose ! grunted Johoany Bull.

Tiob Cherry laughed.

“Well, I'm not going to tell him so.
™ would be a cheek, anyhow. All the
same, I tinhk we might take the chap
along this afternoon. Why not 1V

““fhe  why-notfulness——"  began
IMurvee Bingh.

“Is  terrific!” prinned DBob.
“ Bxactly !"

“0Oh, leave it to Wharton!” said

Johnny Bull.  “I can’t say I-like the
chap. DBut don’t mind me."”

; Harry Wharton looked very thought-
ul.

“The fact 15, Dury’s got on the wrang
sicde of the Form,” he satd. * He thinks
we're all soft spooneys beeause we're not
up to the fighting form of Hugging'
Ring. and he says so.  Fellows can’t bo
expected to like it. But bhe's all right
in his own way. Onlv, youn szec, Dob,
vou can'l very well tako up a chap oue
day and drop him the next.”

“Well, no. But—" .

“And you can't explain to him it s

positively for one occasion onply !
chiekfed I"'-'-.'ugeral.
“Btill—" said Tob.

“atill, I don't think Dury has really
had a fair chance here,” said Harry.
“He has carried on a bit like a hooligan,
but we can't deny that he behaved him-
seff all vight until some cads ohipped
him and got his rag out. Az far his
guocr wavs, they're his ewn business,
not ours ™

“That’s so!" agreed Nugent.

*“He has a protty bavd time,” went
on the eaptain of the Remove. **DMr.
Queleh bhaz been down on him like a
sack of coke ever since he was floggoed
for breaking hounds at night. Quelchy
thinks he’z a bad hat.”

“He shouldu't have done it said
Johuny DBull.

“Quite zo. But we've broken bounds
oarselves at times, " said Wharton, with
2 amile.

“ Mot for the same reazon™

“iWall, we don't really know what

Boxing Ring.
By FRANK RICHARDS.

rury’s reason was, though I suspeck
that he was sent out on a message by
some senior fellow—one of the Fifth oz
Sixth,”

“ He shouldn’t- have gone.”

“1 know. DBut——"

Grunt, from Johany Bull. Johany
had s rather ancompromising nalure,
Right was very clearly divided from
wrong in Johnoy's mind; and he had
little sympathy to waste upon fellows
who miszed the dividing line.

B Well, what's the wverdict?" asked
Bob., " The dinncr-bell will be ringing
soon, old bean, and we want to ask him
before tiffin, if we ask him at all,”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Let’'s ask him,” he seid, "It will be
rather rotten for him mouching about on
a half-holiday on his own. Only, if we
take him along we shall have to be civil
to him afterwards, We can't play rotten
tricks like Angel of the Iourth—speak-
ing to'a chap one day and ignoring him
the dav alter.”

“Weall, we can be civil, I Eu[f) DEe—
with an effort, of courze,” sajid Bob. with
his ehepry grin, *The chap's a bit out
of his. element here, and he’s made
rather a bad beginning; but he mnust
have gome good in him or Skinner and
Thapter wonldn®t dislike him so much,”

“Ha, ha, hal®

“The askfulness is the proper eaper,”
said the godd-natured nabolb of Bhani-
VT,

: “Come on, then,™ said Bob.

And, the guestion being decided, the
Tamons Five bore down on Richard
Dury, of the Remove,

The Game Kid stopped in his walk
and looked at them as they camoe up
rather suspiciously.

“ Booked for this afternoon, old lad?"
asked Bob Cherry.

Davy shool his head.

“Wa; Mr. Queleh ain’t detained me—
for onee,” he said, with a bitter note m
hiz voice. :
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“That's good [ ; ,

“Blnking old Tartar, ain't he?” said
the Kid. “Bul, of course, you fellers
don’t think so. He ain’t down on you.”

“Well, vou got Quelchy’s rag ous,’
said Dob, rather uncomfortably. “It's
a bit gerious hrea.'l-:mgi bounds after davlk
and refusing to explain wherg you've
heen. You've made him think badly of
you, you know." .

“Let him 1" grunted the Kid. “Who
cares 7"

“But never mind Quelehy,” went on
Bob cheerily. “On a hali-holiday
we're entitled to forget the existence of
Form mesters and all other unploasant
things, ﬁ'ﬂu know.”

The Kid grinned. _ .

“We'ro going on the river to skate,”
said Bob. “‘Like to come slong i

Dury stared. :

“'You don't want me,” he said.

“Hem! Weo'd like you to come.”

1 ain't got any skates.™

“T've an old pair I can lend you.”

“I ain't never nsed any.”

“I'N show you how” .

“But I can slide,” said the Kid, his
clouded expression fading away and &
cheery look teking its place. “ Look
‘ere, you blokes skate and I'H slide—
what? I'd like to come.”

“It's a go, then!™ said Bob, “We
miigale at two, That suit you, old
béian '

“Buit me & treak!” )
g . them ! said Havry Wharion,
“Fhe donefulness s terrific!” ;

And ss the dinner-bell began to yving
just then the Famous Five turned to-
wards the House, and the Kid walked in
with them, his rugged face much more
chearful.

“I1 pay, vou fellows!"

Rilly Bunter met them ss they came
in, He blinked at Harry Wharton &
Co. ostentatiously, taking no nobice of

Richard Dury: The Gamo Kid was
miles benesth Bumnter's aristocratic
arotice. i ]

“J pay, vou fellows, i you're gmn_ﬁ
skating this efternoon, I'll come,™ sai
Bunter,

“Oh, do!” said Bob Cherry. “The
pleasure you will confer will he
enormous—in fact, terrific.”

“h, reslly, Cherry——"

“Jolly good idea!™ eaid MNugent, “H
the ice will bear Bunter, it will bear
snything. We'll roll bim on first.”

“Good eggl”

“You'll Jend me some thates, Bob,”
said the fat jupior. “*I've been looking
&t your skates in your study, and they
+oom all right.”

B‘;JI'H lend you my old skates,” smd

QL. }
“Don't be selfish, old chap” =aid
Bunter,

“ Why, you fat duffer—-" ;

“If there's anything I can't stand, ii's
gelOshness,” seid Bunter. “Don’t be
solfich, If the old skales ave all right,
I suppose you can use thom. Anybody
clse coming®”

“ Ouly I.}HTF-”

“You're taking that prize-fighter
excloimed Bunter,

“Well, you needu’t mind a prize-
fghter, it;’ he doesn’t mind a price
porker,” said Dob. “Do yon mind a
prize porker, Dury

Dick Dury chuckled.

“"Look here, i thal outdider 13
coming, T notl” snorted Banter,
“Mind, I mean it. If vou have Dury,
you don't have me.”

“That settles it,” said Bob. “We
wouldn't part with Dury new [or any

Tee Muoker LiBRART.—0. 388,
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consideraiion whatever. You've pui a
premium on him, old fat man”

¥ Hﬁ; hEn_. hﬁ- e

And the juniors weni cheerily inio the
dining-room, Billy Bunter smihing as he
followed.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Vials of Wrath ! _

i URY 1*
D *Yesz, sir®
“Kindly do wot shufle your

fect at table,”

“Yoe, sir!” .

Same of the Remove fellows grinned.
Skinner winked at Snoop, The fellows
who were neavest to Mr. Queleh hept
their faces as coxpressionless as they
could,

Dick Dury's face was flushed. Cer-
tainly, he had been shufing his fect &
little; Dury wad not accustomed (o
keeping still, and it irked him. But
othor feHows shuffled their feet some-
times, without drewing the special
attention of the Rewove master.

There was no doubt that Mr. Queleh
had 8 “down ™ on the new fellow, and
a very heavy down.

In the Brst place, e had doulded the
Head's wisdom in placing the one-time
hoxer at Greyiriars at all. He had npoi
been pleased 1o have the hoy pugilist
in his Form.

But, from a sense of duly and ndeed
kindness of heart, Mr. Quelch had done
his very best for Dury

It was troublesome enough to ligve a

follow in the Form-room who was nob
2qual to the work of the Yorm, and Te-
uiredd Epecial  attemtion.  Bot Mg,
welch had given Dury special alblen-
tton, and even extra toeition in his spare
time.

He had tried hard not to be pre-
judiced et the bor on account of
Lia rongh manners and hizs waird
variety of the English language. e
felt that he _img done &ll thet =a
coneciention: Formm master <ould do,
and perhaps a little more.

In return, sccording to My
view, Dury had been disres ul and
ungrateful. HMHe lLed b i school
bounds after dark, and refused to ex-
lain his reasan. That wes proof, 1o

r. Quelch’s mind, that ke wee keeping
up  undesirable ecgueintances oukside
the school, )

It was not to be wondered at, in &
boy of hia antecedents, but i was ex-
tremely out of place st Greyfriars.

That he should be provided for, in
return for the great service he had
rendered the Hﬁnﬁ during the vacation,
Mr. Quelch fully agreed. But he
should provided for eleewhere,

The Head of Greyfriars, who gener-
ally reiied upon Mr. Quelch’s judgment
and very often acted on his pdviee, had
not seen ¢ve to eve with the Remove
master on-this occasion.

Dury stayed on at the school apainst
his Form master's advice and against
hia wishes. :

The Head had been kind and tactful,
But he had been firm. My, Quelch, had
u fecling that he had been snubbed,

For a dignified gentleman like Mpr,
Quelch to feel snubbed on account of &
rugged ragamufin who ought not ie
have been in Lhe school at all was very
painful and unpleasant.

The Form master's dislike of that
peculiay member of hiz Form became
fixed and pronounced.

Certainly, Mr. Quelch would never
wva been unjuosk, He would never
have found fault with Dury withoud
Case,

Suei-:.h's

But the wnfortunate Eid gave him
pleety of cawse. In the Form-reom, le
always had the ﬂhagxeat edge of Mr
Queleh's tongue, ut of the Iorm-
room, he aveided Mr. Quelch as muach
as he could; which Mr, Queleh, of
vourse, observed and aitribvted (o a
bad conscience,

The Kid ceazed to shufile his fect, and
zat with crimson cheeks, quite conecious
of the lurking smiles on many faces a2k
the Remove table,

Indeed, fellows were glancing over
from other tables: Mr. Queleh’s voice
being, though not loud, extremely pene-
trating, and hizs remarks having becn
hieard by others beside the Remove,

Tewnple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourih
gritmed at one another. Hobson of the
Shell winked at Hoskins of that Forne.

* Dy I

“Oh, ves, air!" )

“If vou put your fingers in the salt
again vou will be sent away from ilm
table,™

“0h, yes,
wrotched Kid.

He kuew very weall that lie eought nat
to put his fingers m the salt, but Lo
had nol learned good table manners i
Huggins® Ring. Old  habils  wore
skrong. .

* Disgusting ™ murmured Bkinner.

“Horrid ¥ agireed Bnoop.

Those remorks were intended tn
Mease Mr. Quelch. But the Removae
manter was rather uncertain in such

siv!”  mumbled il

meatters, He glared st Skinner end
Snoop,

“Kindly do mnot pass remaeks at
table!” he snapped. ;

“Oh, very well, sir!” mumbled
Skinner, _ -
And some of the Removitea grinned
again,  Attempls to "“curry favour"
with the Remove master were hot

always snecessful, ;

The Eid's_ru'gfad fece was burning.
Two or-three Filth Form fellows wers
glencing towards hun from a distance,
and he wondered whether Cedric Hiitoi
of the Fifth hed heard what Mr. Quelth
had eaid. Hilton of the Fifth wes the
only Greyfriars man whom the Kl
liked and respected, and he had not
shown “much judgment in selecting
Hilton as the object of hiz admiration.

Dury was very careiul indeed &5
dinner proceeded. But all of & endden
he gave a jump and a velp. )

r. Quelch's gimlet eyes fized on him
at once.

“1ury, if you cannot behave yourse!f
vou cannot remdin at this table. How
dare you, eirl!”

“1 couldn’t 'elp it, sir——"

# Nonsense 1

“RBomebody  "scked my
gasped the Kid, .

“Tho yon mean that someone kicked
yvou under the table?” asked My, Quelcl
coldly. ]

“Yes, siv) 'acked my shan”

“Indeed! And who did so?”

“Bome bloke, sir,” stammered the
Kid. He had a strong suspicion ‘that it
was Skinner’s boot that had hacked his
shin, but he was not sure: and in auny
cese the Kid was no tell-tale

“I have told you many times, Dury,
thet I expect you Lo speak English now
that you have been some lime at Grey-
friars,” said the Remove master. * You
will take Gfty lines for using such an
expression as ° bloke,” ™

“Yea, sir”

Phe Kid was glad when dioner was
over. Dining under the sunlet eves of

gin
'

shin, @ir

Mr. Quelch almost toolt away his
appetite.
But sz the Remove f{ellows were

going out, the Form master called to
himi
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All of 3 sudden Dury gave a jump and a yelp. Mr, Queich’s gimlet eyes fixed on him at once. * Dury, il you eannot behae

yoursell you cannot remaln at the table.
Quelch,

How dare you, sir 2.*

“1 couldn’t *elp it, sir——"" ** Nonsense ! *” snapped Mr,
* Somebody *acked my shin, sir,”* gasped Dury.

(See Chapter 2.)

“Gio to oy study, Dury, and wait for
me. there.”

“Yes, sir.

“Hard cheese, old bean!” murmured
Bob Cherry, as the juniors went out,
? But carry on—Quelchy’s bark is worse
than his bhite, you know!"

The Kid nﬂd}-;ied 1g']vl:nr'.:u'ﬂ'l:'[::.', and went
to the Form mester's study to wait for
him, Mr. Quelch came in In & few
minutes,. The Kid was sitting oo the
ecdge of the TForm master's wriling-
table, which most certainly he should
not have been doing. Form master’s
study at Groyfriars was no place for the
ilrgeaa,udaeasy menners of Hugging'

ing.

Hg detached himself from the table
immediately Mr. Quelch entered.

“Upon my word!™ said the Remove
master. “This passes all patience!
Have you no manners at all, Duyy?”

“8orey, sir!” mumbled the Kid.

“You will take ancther fifty lines,
Duary 1

“VYeq, sir."”

“You will write out wour lines and
bring them to me in an iuur’s time."

“It's & 'arf-'oliday, sir—"

“I do not expect o boy of my Form
to argue with me, Dury."”

“I—I was going out with some—-""
Thoe Kid stopped the word *“blokes ™
just in time. *“With some (fellers,

Bir——
“ Qilence !

The Kid was silent. He had s deep
and bitter semse of injustice, though
assuredly Mr. Quelch had no intention
of being unjust,

“1 have lo speak to you, Dury,” said
Mr. Quelch. ' Your former employer—
a Mr. Huggins—is staying in the village
of Friardala.”

¥

Trary,

HThat ain't my foult, sir.”

“71 did not say that it was yvour feult,
Kindly do not interrupt me. It
15 most unpleasant for this person to be
staving %0 near the school. He has, as
you know, called at Greyfriars once——"

“I warned 'im off, sic.”

“On that oceasion he fgreed lhis way
in, and threatened me with violenco,™
said Mr, Quelch. ""He uttered lawless
threats when I turned him away, You
are well aware that you are forbidden
to hold any communication with this
person.”

“ Suttingly, sir.”

“I require to know whether you have
met him since the oocasion yon con-
fessed to the Head®™

"“MNo, sir.™

“Tt i3 vory singular that he should
be remaining in an ount-of-the-way vil-
Inge like Friardale, unless it is for the
purpose of keeping in communication
with you, Dury.”

“He's on businesa there, sir. It's the
boxing,” smid the Kid. *The 0ld *Un
has & "and in the boxing matches at the
Three Fishova, up the river, sir.™

Mr. Quelch frowned, He krnew all
about the unsavoury reputation of that
inn up the river, where glove fights
sometimes took place—and fights with-
out gloves, aecording to rumour—amid
a general gathering of all the dingy
blackguardism of the neighbourhood.

‘It is extremely unpleasant and dis-
concarting,” he snapped. Y However,
s0 loog as you have no communication
whatever with this man Hugging, I de
not blame you, Dury.”

“Thank you, sir,” zaid the Kid, with
a note of sarcaam in hia voice that was
not lost on the Form master. -Mr,
Queleh’s eves glinted.

“If you are found to have any com-
munication with this man, or any of
his associates, Dary, you may expect to
be sent away from the school ab once,”
he said. * You may now go and write
vour lines, PBring them to me when
written,"

“¥es, sir.”

And the Game EKid quitted hizs Form
mester's study, ﬁ;lad to escape. He
found Harry Wharton & Co. wailing
for him at the end of the corridor.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Here he 15!"
said Bob. “Come on, old scout!™

The Kid shook his head dismally,

“I've e 'undred lines,” he said,
“Thev've got to be took in a3 soon as
wrote.

“0Oh, rotten ™

“You coveys had beiter hike off. and
leave me to it," said the Kid, with &
sigh.

Harry Wharton & Co, exchanged
glances. They understood betier than
Thry did why the Form master was
down on him so severely; they could see
more justice on Mr, Quelch’s side than
the Kid could see. But they sym-
pathised, all the same. Any fellow who
had Mr. Quelech down on him  was
naturally an object of sympathy.

“That's all right, Dury,” said the
captain of the Remove. *You cut off
and do your lines, and we'll wait.”

“We'll wait for you," agreed Nugenk,

“(Good !" said Bob. * We can go and
punt & footer about fill Dury is ready.
Come down snd fetch us on Little Side
when you're finished, Dnry."

“ Right-ho!” said the Kid brightly,
And Harry Wharton & Co. went ont
Tur Magwer Lisranry.—No. 885,
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into. the frosty aiv, while the Kid pro-
ceeded. to the Forn-room to write oub
his imposition,

—— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Sportsmen of the Filth !

¢4 OT!” said Price of the TFifth
R hotly. _ .
Cedric Hilton smiled, and
blew out a little cloud” of
smoke from. his ciparette. 'The sports-
man of the Fifth was leaning back in
the armchair in his study, his elegantly
trousered legs s‘t‘-retehe-dy out and his
hands behind hiz head. FPrice, standing
before him, locked angry and aunoyed.
“That scrubby little waster!™ said
Price,
* Bxactly!”
“ Rubbish 1" . .
o man, just listen & minute,"
said Hilton. "It will be a treat for
the poor little beast. I believe the other
faga in his Form give him the cold
shoulder ell round.” .
“*No wonder!” said Price,
washed little rufian—-" .
“I helieve he washes,” drawled Hil-
ton. “Anyhow, he took s flogging the
other day, rather than give me away.
If he'd told his Form master that I
sent him to the Cross Keys with a mes-
sage to old Cobb, he would heve got
clear all right—and I should have got

“An un-

it in the meck! He's a gamo little

ruffian.” .
“Pip him, then; but den’t take him

ap, @nd don’t land him on ¥our

friends!"” grunted Price.

Hilton laughed. o ;

“He doesn't want tippin’. Ho's got
lenty of cash—money in the bank that
Ea's saved from his boxing days. As for
takin’ him up—that’s all rot. But this
alternoon-—"

“Is it eafe to let a fag know we're
going up to the Three Fishers? Have
& little sense!™

“That little rufian would be cut in
ieces before he would give 8 man away.

fa as houses !
1

“Took here, I don’t want him!
errowled Price. "My hat! Chummin'
with Lower Fourth fags! My hat!™

“Not exactly that,"” eaid Hillon. *'If
will be an act of kindnesz to take him
up for the afternoon; and he's got too
much - horse-sense to presume on it—
['ve scen that already. DBut there's
another thing, He's been a boxer, box-
ing for his living, before he came here,
He can give us tips.”

“What "

“That kid knows more about 2 man’s
fightin’ form than we shall ever know,”
said Hilton., “He can tell us whether
ter put our money on the Pet,
he knows, '

“Oh!" satd Price.

““"Catch on, old bean !

“That aliers the case, of course,”™ said
Price, mollified. “ Lookin' at it like
that, I don't mind.”

“1 thought you wouldn't,” agreed
Hiltonn dryly. “Bein' kind to tho kid
would naturally get your rap out, hut
makin® use of him "

“Oh, don't be an ass! 1 suppose
vou're not walking out of gates with the
little ruffian

“No, you duffer! I'll tell him where
lo pick us up at a zafe distance, of
course,”

“That’s all right, then."

“Try these smokes, old chap, while
I go an’ dig him up,” yawne
getting out of his armchair. ““And re-
ﬂ%ﬁitlihm_‘ri}w.b-}ushudvire about the Lght
“at the Threo Fishers may mean a pood
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I tell you

Hilton,

many quids to us, and put on your best
manners when yon meet him,”

Prige grupnted, and sat down in the
armchair Hilton had vacated. The
dandy of the IFifth lounged out of the
study,

Dick Dury was two-thirds of the way
through his impot, when the handsome
Fiﬂ:h-%*‘mmer‘ looked into the Remove
roam. The Kid glanced up, with a
anllen brow, expecting fo see Mr.
]Qﬂﬁl{ﬂl coming into inaoire after the
nes.

His face cleared, and brightencd, as
ho saw Hilton. He jumped up irom his
desk ab once.

Hilton smiled faintly. He knew that
he was an object of worship to this
queer little beggar, and it amused him
a good deal. In his own way, he felt
kindly towards the Kid, It was, indeed,
an act of good-natured kindnes=s that
had first attached “the oqueer HKitle
beggar ” to the magnificent dandy of
the Fifth Form.

i
said Hilion,

"Looking for me, sir,” said the Xid
ﬁrlgslfﬂf- “ Anything I can do for you,
sir

“1 find that vou're detainod—*

“Not detained, Master Hilton,” said
the Kid eagerly. “I've only got some
lines to do, and I can get away when
I've wrote them oul. They're nearly
finished, s ™

“Good,” said Hilton, “I  believe
you're havin’ rather a rough time with
your Form master, Dury. I—1 suppose
it'’s on aecount of what you did for me,
and not givin’ me awey, what?"'

“1 don't mind, sir,” zaid the Kid
loyelly., *I dessay Mr. Quelch would

down on me, anywavs. He don't
like the likes of me bein’ 'ere at all.”

“I'm no end obliged to you,” said
Hilton.

The Eid's rugged face beamed.

“That's all right, sir, Don't wyou
worrit I

Hilton of the Fifth was very far from
worrying about the -junior who had
suffered so much for his sake. But he
nodded and smiled,

"Well, 'm goin’ out with a friend
this alterncon, Dury,” he said; “1
thought you might like to come.”

The Kid stared at him blankly.

“Me? he ejaculated.

“Yes, youl”

“Meo come oot with you, Master
Hilton 1" gasipad the Kid. “You'ré a-
pulling my leg.”

“Does

“0h, pad®™ said Hilton,
tlat mean you hke idea ™

“Don't 1 just?” grinned the Kid.

" Done, then,” sald Hilton. * Finish
your lines and get clear, and get out
af the  school. ou'll find vs on the
towpath above the boat-house.”

“ What-ho ™ said the Kid blissfully.

His rug%::]d face was full of sunshino
as Cedrie Hilton left the Remove room.
Hilton was smiling himself: he was a2
good-natured fellow, and it was pleasant
to lim to give -pleasure. He did not
reflect that the excurszion for that after-
noon was not exactly ote in which o
Jjunior schoolboy should have joined,
and that a true regard for Drury’s
interasts would have led him to leave
tha Kid very carefully out of it. Hilton
was not much given to reflection,

The Kid, left alone in the Form-room,
did not immediately return to his task.
Had Mr, Quelch looked in just then, he
would have been astonished to see the
junior executing a sort of war-dance
round the desks,

The Kid's cup of joy was full. IJe
cared nothing for a frowning Form
master—nothing for scornful Jocks or
turned-up noses in the. Lower Fourth.

been lookm’ for vyouw, Dury,”

Hillon of the Fifth, whose lightest word
im & careless moment sufficed to make
him happy—Hilton was taking him out
for the afterncon: Hiiton was willing
to spend & half-holiday in company
with the fellow who was turned down
by -bis own Form., What did hiz vwn
Form matter?

The Kid went back to his dezk ot
last, and finished hiz hines, He col-
lected them carefully to tnke to his
Form master.

_And then, all of a sndden, somelhing
that he had uiterly forgotien came into
his memaory.

. "Them blokes!™ cjaculated the Kid,
in_dismay.

In his delight at Hilten's invitaiion,
he had utterly forgotten Harry Whar-
ton & Co,

The Kid's bright face lengthened.

The Famous Five were waiting for
him; waiting for his lines to be %Ir.:-ne,
wasting & pertion of their half-holiday
oni his account. They were expecting
him to jein them when he was free,

*Oh, lor'!” multered the Kid,

dizmay.
. The chums of the Remove were punt-
ing & footer about on Little Side while
tllte][.‘-l waited for himn. But on the fow-
path by the river, Hilton of the Fifth
would be waiting—and he could not
keep Hilton waiting.

As nothing waulﬁ;hmc mduced lnm
to give up the ﬁ]_ﬂrmu:l fpmspmt— of an
excursion with Hilton of the Fifth, it
followed that he had to turn the
Famous Five down,

The Kid left the Form.room, and
repaired to Mr. Quelch's study with his
lines. Mr. Quelch signed to him to
place them on the writing-table, and to

Zo.
Dury left the study.
He went for his coat and hat: and

1

‘then pauwsed. He had no time to waste:

he could not keep his magnificent friend
in tha Fifth waiting. But to leave the
chums of the Remove wasting their
time, expecting him when he would
not come, was too “thick” altogether.
But Duzﬁ' did not want to szea them,
to tell them that he had changed his
mind; it was, of courze, a dead sceret
that he was to go out with the TFifth-
form sportsman. He could not mention
that, and he could give no other expla-
nation; and if they were curious, they
might guess something 1hat he did not
want them to guess,

. Nothing had been ssid on the sub-
eot, but he knew that Hilton oxpected
rim to keep the excursion dark. The
unwritten laws of the school barred
friendship between a Fifth-form man
and & Lower-Fourth junior. DBesidas,
if fellows knew, they might guess fov
whose sake the Kjd had broken bounds,
and earned a flogging.

Vernon-8mith of the Remove came
along, while the Kid was thinking it
out. hury called to him.

“Will you tell Wharton not {o wait
for me, Smithy®™ he said, “1 wa=z
going si{ating with those blokes, buy I
can't go.”

The Bounder smiled.

“More detention?” he asked. "My
hat! You go around begging and pray-
ing for detentions,™

“They're on the football ground,”
said the Kid. “You'll tell ‘ot

*“Oh, all right!”

The Bounder went away fowards
Litile Bide; and as woon as be was gone,
Dick Dury hurried away. Onee outside
the school gates, he hroke into a pun,
and he wa.[:;.‘ﬂushed imn:i breathlesz as he
came speeding np the tow-path past the
boat-houze. In the distange, tan over-
coated figures waited, Price of the
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Fifth gave him a rather grim nod
he came up; Hilten a smole.

ek

“'Ope I ain’t kept Fyou waiting,”
gasped the Kid.

“You have!” said Price.

“SBorry—I—--*

“What rot!” said Hilton. “It's all
right, Kid. Como along!®

And the Kid, in the seventh heaven
of delight, trotted along brightly by the

side of the clegant spovtsman of the
Fifih.

-y, ———a

THE FOURTH CHARTER.
Another Engazement [

1 IME Durvy was ready, I should
thinl,* remarked Frank

MNugent.
ornon-Smith  heard that
remark oz he eame down to the foothall-
ground, and he grinned.

“You fellows waiting for the giddy
boxer? he called out.

“Ves,” said Wharton, glancing round.

“No need to wait—he can't come,”
said the Bounder, “He asked me io
tell you two.”

“{h, rotten ! said Tlob.

“Is he detained again®” asked Whar-
ton.

“8o I pathered.”

trPﬂﬂ-l’ h-E'ﬂ" ar !J‘J

“Dear old %{I,uelchjr's ot & prize down
an him,” grinned the %mm er. “Hu's
rather a jolly old Tartar when he lcts
hirnsell go. what®" k

“It's hard cheese,” said Harry.

The Famous Five went back to the
House.. They went in for their coats
and skates; but Wharton decided to
give Dury a look-in before starting. Ho
took it for granted that Mr. Qaeleh bad
not been satisfied with the Kid's lines,
and had given him the impob to write
out over again—as somewhat frequently
cecurred. If it was a guestion of watt-
ing another half hour or so, the eaptain
of the Remove was preparcd to make
the sacrifice.

He approached the Remove room
rather cattiously : it was. of course, for-
bidden to speak to any fellow under
detention., ut his eaution was wasted,
a2 1t happened; he found the Form-
roow empty.

Wharton stared at the empty desks
in surprise. There was no one in the
Form-room, so obviously the EKid was
not detained there, :

The captain of the Remove rejoined
Lis chums, whe were waiting for him ak
the Housa stepe.

"Well 7" asked Bob Cherry.

“IMe's not theve,” said Harry. “He
doesn't seemed to be detained, after all.
Srnithy didn't sav he said so0, 1 re-
member,”

YTt e would come if he wasn't kept
mi"

“Changed his mind, per‘cmra,”
the cuptain of the Remove, with a
of the shoulders.

B"t}'.iice his cheek !” grunted Johnny

Wil

“Dash it all ! said Bob, “If he
didn’t want to come, he might have
suid so before we hung about nearly
an hour waiting for i

said
shrug

him!

“The mightiulness iz terrific!™

“Well, e won't be coming now, any-
how, Let's pet off,” sald Harry.

And the Famous Five started, not in
the best of humours.

If ek Dury was not detained, as
they had suppozed, certainly he onght
to have Joined themr on the skating
exeursion. He was not entitled to
change his mind in this off-hand way
after keeping them waiting 5o long. It
did not matter a straw to the Famous
Five whether Dury went on the ice with

them or not, bub there was such a thing
05 good manners.

The chums of the Remove tramped
up the towpath, ‘There was thin ice
on the river near the hoathouse: but
it was some distance up. where the Saek
was narrower and shallower, ihat the
stream was frozen hard. They tramped
on cheerily enough, swinging their
skates,

“Hallo, hallo, ballo 1™ ejaculated Bob
suddenty,

He Eointed alicad along the towpath.

Back from the river the gable win-
dows and old red roof of the Thrce
Fishers Inn showod through the lpafless
oaks and becches, Theréd was a gate
from the inu garden upon the tow-
path, and Lthree ligures had stapped at
that gate.

Al three were well known io the
Lemovites,

Two of then ware Fifth Form fellows ;
the third was Richard Dury. of the
Remore,

“ My hat " mutvered Wharton, ™ Dury
-=with Hilton and Price, of the Filth!
Bo that's why he threw us over !™

“Checky cad !¥ growled Jobnny Ball

Hilton had opened the gate in the
fence. At a mile from the school the
sportsman of Lhe Fifth doubtless con-
sidered himzelf secure from obzervation.
He went through the gatewav, and
Price followed him in. and then the
Kitk. The gote closed afrer them,

Wharton Lknitted his browa.

“The young rotter ! he mullered,

Bob Cherry whistled, 'The ‘Three
Fishers was strielly oot of bhounds for
all Greyfriars fellows, seniors and
juniors alike. A good deal was known
or. suspected aboui the manncrs and
customs of Hilton and I'rice of the
Fifth; the chums of the Remove were
not surprised to see them there. But
they were surprised o see Dick Dury
with the Fifth.Formers.

“That explains,” said Nugent, with
g grim. “And I fancy we needn’t ask
who it was szent Durv out of bounds
the other night. He's got in with those
Fifth Form blackguards!”

“And they're taking him there !V
said Harrv. “ All three of them would
be sacked if the Head knew !

“Pity - he doesn’t!” grunted Johnny
Tiall.

“IT've & jolly oo
Wharton pansed. “That young ass
Dury doesn't know any better. *Very
likely he's been in worse placos befora
he came to Greviviars, But he ought
to bo warned—-"

“Rot "7 said Johnny Bull., * IHe knows
jolly well that hie ought not to go there:
he konows as well as we do that it's
out of bounds! Let himn rip ™

“The ripfulness is the proper caper,”
concurred Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,
“1t 18 his own esteemed and Judicrous
Lusiness.”

“1 suppose wo can't interfere,” said
Horey. ™ Hilten and Price ought to be
jelly well ashamed of themselves; but

suppose it's no ase (alling them so.™

“It's quite hikely that they wouldn't
be gprateful For a sermon from  the
Lower Feourth!” zaid Bob Cherry
gravaly.

And the other fellows grinned.

The juniors tramped on up the tow-
path. They passed the garden wall of
the Three Fizshers: bubt it was high,
and there was nothing to be seen of the
interior. They could see the roof of
the large shed in the prounds, which,
according to lecal gossip, was used for
prizefights as well as for the glove con-
tests which were within the limit of the
law. Bomewhere aboub the unsavoury
place was Dury of the Remove with

mind—*

the two Fifth-Formers, and it was im-

ogdble for the Famous Five to avouwd
eeling annoyed at the idea that tho
Kid had turned them down for such an
excursion.

They passed on, and came to the
reach of the Bark where the ice was
thick and strong, glimmering in tho
winter sunshine, There they pot on
their skates and glided out over the
frozen river,

In a very few minuates then they forgot
a]l about Dury and the sportsmmen of
the Fifth as they glided swifily on the
smooth ice, their faces roddy and glow-
ing with healthy exercise,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds!

ki OU'D betler cut!” _
“ ¥es, Master Hilton,” szand
the Kid submizsively, thougi

he was a little disappointed.

The dusk was falling on the river and
the leafless woods. Laghls were begin-
ning to gleam in the diamond-paned
windows of the Three Fishers,

The GGame Kid had enjoyed his after-
noot.

The shady and blackguardly company
at the Three Fishers «id not shock the
Kid; he had seen plenty of such com-
pany in his days in l-}'uggins" Raing.
Aund any company would have been good
enough for him if 1t was good enough
for Cedrie Hilton.

The Kid had watched the boxing in
the voped ring in the big shed with a
eritical eye. The Dunbury Pet wae at
the Three Fishers—a yvouth of about
tweoenty, with a flattened nose and n
couple of missing teeth, in whose per-
formances the Kid had been keenly
interested, from a professional point of
view., The sight of the roped ring
brought back old times to the Kid—like
the “smell of the barracks * to the old
soldier., [Ilis rugged face brightened,
his eyes shone, as he watched, and he
wondered a little whether he had, -after
all, done wisely in allowing the Head
of Greviriars to take him sway fromn
hiz old life and make a public-school
man of hitn, His old life had its own
attractions, and he felt them strongly
just then,

After the boxing was over he strolled
in the weedy, wnkempt gardens with
Hilton and Price, keeping at a vespeck-
ful distance from his nobby friends
while they talked.

It was sheer joy to the Kid to be
with the magnificent Hilton and to be
treated with carcles: kindness hy him.
Stephen Price, certainly, did not thiok
much of the Kid, and showoed him little
civilify, buat the Kid was gmte in-
different to that. His only thought of
FPrice was thaet he was o commonplace
“hloke,” who was lucky to have such
a magnificent friend as Cedrie Hilton.

The two Fifth-Formers strolled and
chatted and smoked cigarettes, with the
Kid trailing behind, guite setisfied and
coritent.  Hilton turned presently and
beckoned to him. The Kid's face fell
as the Fifth-Former told him he had
better “ ot

“You don’t want to be lale for call-
ing-over, Kid," said Hilton good-
naturedly. “¥Your Form master is
rather down on vou already, I believe.”

“I'd risk it, sir, if you wanted me.”

“But I don't wani to get vou into
trouble,” said Hilton, with a smile.
“osides, we're going into the place
now for a little game, and that's no

good to yvou.”
Teg Mucxer Lipgany.—No. 388



8

—

OUR MOTTO: CLEAN, WHOLESOME LITERATURE!

“Hook 1it, voung 'unl!™ said Price

r L3
¢ %ESEM gave no heed to Price.

But he knew that hiz magnificent
friend did not want him ag;' longer, and
that was ﬂnnﬁh for the Kid, p

“T'II cus, aster Hilton,"” he =aid.
“It's been ripmng, sir, and it was very
kind -:IE’ you to bring me along! But,
#ip——'

“ Welf

“¥ou haven't too much time to get
back for the call-over, sir,” said the
Kid anxiously, "and that bloke Win-
gate, sir—he’s jolly sharp——~

“That's all right; we've a pass out,”
said Hilton, “We're in the Fifth, you
km:m:. I'll come down to the gate with

ou.’
o Yes, M

“Don't call me sir, you young ass—
call me Hilton.”
0Ok, sir, it would scem
liberty,” said the Kid, abashed.

Hilton laughed.

“Wall, coma on,” he said, end they
turned into the path that led to the
gate on the river, the way, Dury,
{qu had your eye on the Banbury Pet.
¥hat do you think of him?®™

“Good  man, sin,” said the Kid,
“Jolly good man for hali & dozen
rounds. 1 don't think he'd stay any
longer.”

“Oh ! said Price,

“I'd undertake to hold him Ffor six
rounds, and then knock him out in
number seven,” said the Kid.

“Nou ! ejaculated Hilton.

The Kid grinned.

“Me, sir. I've 'andled 'arder cases.”

“Oh, good gad.”

“Young ass!” said Price. “The Ban-
bury Pet would make rings all round a
kid of wour age.”™

“Think s0?" grinned the I{id.

“I know he would.”

'Tain’t for me to argue with a
friend of Master Hilton,” said the Kid,
“Let it go at that, Price.”

Stephen Price bit his lip, The Kid
did not address him as “sir,” as he did
Hilton.

A very thoughiful lock came over
Cedrie Hilton’s face. The Kid's remark
had evidently put some new idea into
him mind.

“You really think vou eould handle
g man like the Pet?™ he asked.

“*Course I could, rir,” said the Kid,
confidently. “ He's got more weight, and
a longer reach; but if T could stall him
off for a few rounds, I could walk all
over him, And I could do that. Ask
the Old 'Un—he’ll tell you.”

“By gad!” said Hilton. * Afler all
Hugginz has told us a lot about this
kid, Pricey—he thinks he would be &
coming champion, if he hadn’t chucked
up the huxing."

“Grag ¥ said Price,

“I don’t think so. Loock here, if the
Pet pulls it off on Wednesday, o lot
af men here will be keen to back him,
l:‘.i'ﬂp-t?ﬁl&ilj against a lad like Dury., And
I o —

“IE ™ zaid Priea,
. Well, look at it—it might mean a
jolly good thing for us; see us right
through,” seid Hilton eagerly. “Look
here, Kid, your old governor iz at
Friardale; he's managing the man
who's to meet the Pet on Wednesday.™

like a

“If you're laying money, sir, you
back the Pet,” said Dury. “I know the
man the Old 'CUn 1z putting up, and he

won't last long enough to knock out the
Banbury man.”

“That's a tip,” said Hilton.

Price nodded, He did not hke the
EKid, but he was more than willing to
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protit by that curious youth'’s knowledge
of the ring.

" You think the Pet will beat Hupg-
ging’ man on Wednesday ™

“¥Yes, sir, if it ain’t sguared.”

“You've kept pretty fit since you left
the ring, Dury

“Fit as a fiddle, sir.”

“How do you like the idea of o

fight 1
The Kid starled.
“Me, sirf I couldn't, not now I

belong to Greyiriars,”

“It could be fixed,” eaid Hilfon. It
would taka place in the afternoon, a
half-holiday at the school. Huggins
would take you in hand, Nobody here
would know you wera a Greyiriars
fellow; you'd show up as the Game
Kid, just as if you'd never left {he
boxing. You wouldn't mind getting a
bit knocked about,”

“That's nothing, sir.”

“Easy enough to spin & yarm to
account for the damages, if any,” said
Price. "A yarn about & scrap with a
bargee, or somethin’.”

"Quite easy,” said Hilton.

" But, sir——-" stammered the Kid,

“Well, what?” asked Hilion
patiently, '

“1"he 'Ead, sir—"

“The Head would know nothing.”

“I—T know, sir. But—but he thinks
I've given all that up—he's taok it for
granted, sir—he wouldn't like—"

“The young -bruiser iz developing a
conscience,” said Prico.

“0h, rot,” said Bilton. * Here we are,
cit off now, Dury; I'll speak to you
again about this. No hurry, anyway;
nothing ecan be arranged till we =eco
whaf‘;l happens next Wednesday, Good-

bye.

Hilton opened the gate, and the Kid
went out into the dusk of the towing-
path. Hillon and Price turned back to
the inn, where they had an engagement
in the bilhards-room.

Dm'ﬁ' stood for & few moments in
thought, Dbefore he started for the
school.

Hilton’s suggestion had stavtled and
dismayed him. To =ay “no” to his
magnificent patron was hardly to be
thought of by the loval Xid.  But tho
Head——  Certainly, Dr. Locke had
exacted no promize, he had simply
taken it for granted that, when he be-
come & OGreyfriars fellow, Richard
Dury would make a cloan break with
hiz former life. He trosted him to that
extent. A Greyiriars fellow boxing
for a “purse”—the Kid could imagine
the effect such a thing would have upon
the Head, if he knew. He was not to
know—but that was deception. And
dEﬂEEtmn was much maore foreign to
the Kid than it was to the sportsmen of
the Filth.

Hilton ought never to have dreamed
of asking such a thing of him; at the
bottom of his heart, the Kid knew that
well enough. But he would not allow
himself to think so. His last thought
would have been to zet up in judgmont
upon the generous Ipatmn who lhad
taken him up so kindly.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

The Kid started and looked round,

Through the deep dusk, five figures
fcomed up on the towpath, Harry
Wharton & Co. had left the ice, and
wera starting back to school, and they
come on the Kid under the shadowy
tress suddenly.

“Dury ! said Nugent,

T

“Oh! You blokes!” suid the Kid.
“Us Dblokes!” said Bob Cherry
gravely. * You'd belter get o move on,

he late. We've cul it
Come on, you chaps.”

Dury, you'll
tather fine,

The Famous Five went down the
shadowy path at a trot, and the Kid
went with them. He did not know that
the juniors were aware that he had
been with Hilton at the Three Fishers.

“I-I say,” he stammered, "1 was
sorry I couldn’t come—you got Ly
message from that covey Smithy, didn't

FGU ?’]‘
“We got it all right,” said Wharton
rather dryly.

“I—L eouldn’t come, you kugw™

“Oh, cot that out,” said the captain
of the Remove, curtly, “It didu't
matier & rap whether you came or not;
but you ought not to have gone to that
show with those Fifth-Form black-
guards. We saw you going in,”

“Oh? said the Kid, “You see—I
WA G

“You're heading for the sack,™ said
Wharton. “Those two rottors will got
1t sooner or later, and you're a Ii:mf;(ii
you geb 1t along with them. I should
have thought you had moro sense, if
not more -decency.”

The Kid Aushed.

“They ain’t rotiers,” he said. At
least, one of "emi ain’t. That Price ain't
muech class, and he don't do Master
Hilton any good, I know that.”

“Hilton’s the higgﬁr blackpuawd of
the two, for choice,” said Johnny Dull.

“Ho ain't,” saigd the Kid ferecly,
“and who are you to talk about Master
Hilton, you cheeky young idjit. Yeu
ain’t fit to black lns boots, vou ain't.”

“0Oh, my hat!” said Johnny Bull, in
astonishment.

The Kid dropped hehind the Famous
Five., He did not want to quarrcl with
the chums of the Remove, but he was
determined to hear no word against
Hilton of the Fifth.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! exclapimed Bob
Cherry suddenly. “It's raining Grey-
fl'l;:'ﬁ; men f{o-day, Here's eold Win-
gate.”

Wingate of the Sixth was n?u:rmine; up
the shadowy path with long strides.
He signed to the juniors fo stop.

"We're not late, Wingate,"
Harry.

“Just time to cub in for call-over, if
vou don’t keep us listening {0 o lecture,
old bean,™ said Bohb.

“Where have you ashed
Wingate curtly,

“Bkating on the river.”

“No harm in that, what®' grimned
Bob., “We passed the Three Fishers on
the way, but we didn't drop in {or a
whisky-and-soda.”

And the juniors chuckled.

Wingate smiled.

TAnybody with vou?™ he nsked.

“Only that new kid Dury.”

“Have you seen ony Greyfriars
fellows thiz way 1

The juniors exchanged plances,

“ Any seniors, I mean,” zaid Wingate,

“Only wou, old bean,” said RBob:
“and I'm sure vou're not going to
break bounds, Wingate. I can frusg
you."”

“Ila, ha, hal®

“Well, cut off, vyou cheeky voung
gweaps ! said the captain of Greyiriare,

And Wingate of the Sizth went on his
way up the river and vanished inio the
shadows,

saiql

heen

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Absent !
ARRY WHARTON & Co.
H looked at one anolher,
Dick Dury  siood staring

. after the stalwarh Ggure of the
captain of Greylriavs, lns face auxigus
and uncasy.
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hat ! ' muttered Wharton.
Price of the Fifth !
(See Chopler 4.)

** Eallo, hallo, hallo I ' ejaculated Bob Cherry suddenly.
He pointed ahead along the towpath. Back from the river |
the old red roof of the Three Fishers Inn showed through the
There was a gate from the Inn garden upon the tow-
path : and three figures had stopped at that gate. »
* Dury—with Hilton and

So that’s why he threw us over I ™

(3] 'MH

What was Wingate doipg there, at a
time when all Greyfriam fellows were
going into the school for call-over?

“The jolly old beaka are on some-
body's track,” said Bob, with s chuckle,
“ Wingate's on the warpath.” .

“I can guess who it is, teo,” said
Johnny Bull, with a scornful =miff.
“Those blackguards we saw this after-
noon, ™

“Hilton and
with a nod.

“0Oh,” said Harry, “I'd forgotton
that! When Wingate asked us, T
thought he meant had we seen any
seniors just recently—"" .

“8o did 1" chuckled Bob: “‘and it's
a couple of hours sinee we saw that

recious pair, But I fancy he's after
filton, all the same”™

“Looks like i£.% . .

“The lookfulness iz terrifie,” ve-
matrked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The esteemod prefects do nob know
that common or garden juniors have
oves and ears, Butb the i}rel‘uiness and
the earfulness ave terrife.

Price,” said Nugent,

© Most of the Lower School

The chums of the Remove chuckled.

knew, as a
matter of fact, that the Head had been
vory perturbed lately on meccount of

certain rumours and suayiv’iciﬁnﬂ that had

been afloat, and that the Sixth Form
prefects had been dirceted to exercise
unusual vigilance. .

Buch matters were not within the pur-
view of the Lower Behool, and juniors
were neot supposed to know or think

anything about them. But they did
know and did think & great deel that
they were not suppesed to know or

think.

As a matter of fact, almost every
Groyirines follow was aware by this
time that prefects were on the war-
path, as they described it, and certain

reckless individuals had t.a.kcn'wnrninf;.
b'§

Angél of the Tourth was careful

keeping within bounds; Skinner of the
Remove had hidden his supply of cigar-
ettes in a remote box-room; Clancy of
the Shell had burned the pack of cards
that he usually kept in his study. There
arg black sheep in every flock, and

Greyfriars was not without them; and
the black shesp were wisely bowing
thoic heads to the storm, as it were,
and waiting for that outburst of aus-
picion and vigilance to blow over.

It rather entertained the jumors to
zee the great authorities of the Sixth
proceeding  on their solemn way  in
ignorance of the fact that their pro-
ceedings were observed and discussed in
the Lower School studies,

“Well, 1 wish Wingate luck.,” said
Johnny Bull. “I wouldn’t give a man
away: but I hope he will catch those
cads at the Three Fishers, The sooner
they're bunked from Greyirinrs, the
hetter all round.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Thai's where he's going, of course,”
he said, “He's on their trail. No
Business of ours, luckily, Come on. We
shall be late.™ .

Aund the juniors started again et a
run along the shadowy path, They had
barely time to get into the athool
hefore actual dark.

#* Pome on, Dury!™ called out Bob

Cherry, mnoting that the Kid hed
dropped behind again. " No time to
lose now.”

“71 know.™

“Pub it on, then.”

And the Famous Five put on speed,
taking it for granted that. Dury was
following on. They came up the path
by the t-house, and arrived at the
school gates panting and rather breath-
lesa,

Cosling had come down to the gaies,

and several fellows were going in
hurriedly.

"Hold on & minute, Gossy, old
duck,” seid TBab Cherry. " Another

chap just behind us.” _
“Wot I says_is this "ere, horders is
horders,” said Gosling stolidly, “Them
%al;tm_are going to be closed, Master
erry."” ]
“Give Dury & minuie, old bean”
“Tf the 'Ead wanted me to give &
Tue Magyer Lipsanr.—No. 565,
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young rip a minute, the 'Ead would
pive horders according,” said Gosling.

“* Look here, Dury will be up in a few
seeonds I exclaimed ‘Wharton, * He's
dropped behind us, that's all.”

“\Wot I says iz this ’ere; them gates
‘ave to be closed on time,” said the
Greviriars porter. " You get out of the
way, young gentlemen.”

running  higure came
shadowy road, )

“Here he is,” =aid Nugent.

But it wes Squiff of the Remove who
¢ame in. He nodded and grinned to
the Famous Five.

“Just in time,”
“Thanks for keeping the gate open.
You can shut it now, Gossy.”

“I'm going to,"” grunted Gosling.

*“Dear old bean, hnn%‘)nu for a
minute more,” ged b Cherry.
*Dury 15 close behind. will bo
hoys, you know, Think of the time
when you were a boy yoursclf, in the
reign of Henry the Eighth,"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

William Cosling glared. It was truc
thaet he was an ancient gentleman, but
it was not true that he dated back to
tho reign of Henry the Eighth. That
was an exaggeration.

“Will vou get out of the way of thet
there gate, Master Cherry, or will you
not get out of the way of that there
gate? demanded Gosling categorically.

“Iid you drop that bob, Gosling?
asked Johnny Bull

“Eh! Where!

“If you didw't drop it—"

“1 dessay I did,” eaid Gosling. “ You
point it out, Master Bull” Gosling
biinked down at the dusky earth,

Wharton looked back inte the road..

There was no sign of Dury. Evi-
dently he had fallen far hehind the
Famous Five 1 the race to get in,
Wharton was rathenr surprised, for Ilvi).‘}'
was an active fellow, not only with lus
hands. But the Famous Five had cer-
tainly put on a breathless speed for the
last fow minutes,

“I ecan't see any
Gosling, blinking anxiously.
did wou  see ithat shilling,
Bull#*

“Eh! T didn't see any shilling.™

“¥ou didn't?' hooted Gosling.

“"MNo. I asked vou if vou'd dropped
one,”  said Johnny DBull innoceptly.
“Only asking you & civil guestion, old
tulip.”

Giosling breathed wrath. He compre-
hended that the imaginary shilling was
& little dodge to kecp the gates open a
few moments longer,

“IF you don't let & man shut this "ero
gate, I'll report yer!” roared Gosling
wrathfully.

And  the chums of the Remove
cleared out of the way at last.

“Mothing doing,” seid Wharton.
" Dury must have dropped a lot behind ;
we did rather cover the gronnd, you

up  the

he  remarked.

gt

shillin",” =smd
“Whero
Mastor

knew. I thought the kid could sprint
8 !!‘H"[i:. too. We'll we've done all we
could,”

The gates clanged behind the chums
afl the Remove as they went on to the
SAchool Hounse,

They were none too soon to jein up
for eall-over in Big Hall, Mr. Prout,
the master of the Fifth. was taking tho
roll, and when he called the name of
Dury there was no  answer. The
juniors noticed that Mr. Quelch, who
stood with the Fifth Form master,
turned his eye on the Lower Fourth
with a gleam in it. He had noted at
once . that the boy he disliked was
abzart.

Tug Migxer Lisrary.—No. 988,

“Dury ! repeatod Mpe, Prouwt, in his
ponderous volce.

Harry Wharton made a step forward.

The proceedings of Richard Dury that
afternoon had not pleased the captain of
the Remove. Rather the reverse. But
he was unwilling to let the vials of Mr.
(Juelch's wrath be poured out again on
Dury’s unlucky head, if he could prevent
it.

“If you please, =iz, Dury is
coming i, said Wharton,

Mr, Quelch looked at him, and made
8 sign to be silent. Mr. Prout marked
I]l.li,]rj as absent, and went on with the
rall,

But when calling-over was Ainished the
Remove mastor E-ei:!u:mal to Wharton
as the fellows filed out,

“Dury is absent, Wharton,” he said.
“Da I understand that you know where
he iz, and why he has not come ip?”

“¥Yes, sir,” said Harry, "lﬁe Was
coming in with us, and we had to run
for it, and Dury dropped behind. He
may be in any minute.”

“If that is the case the matbter ia not
serious, of course,” said the Remove
master. “'Dury was returning to the
school with vou, Wharton "

“Yes, sir; with my [riends and me."”

“YVery good!" sabd Mr. Quelch. 1
amn glad to hear that his fault, on the
present oocasion, i a trivial one

Wharton followed his friends from the
Hall. ‘He was quite aware, from Mr,
Queleh’s expression, that the Remove
master had ‘been suspicious, and he was
glad that he had spoken up for the ]%Li‘d.
It occurred to him, rather late, that Mr.
Quelch might conclude, from his words,
that Dury had espent all his time out
of gates tn eompany with the Famous
Five, though Wharton had not said 'so,
or meant to say so. However, it was
not his business to say more, and he
ogined his chums and went up to the

crove passage to a rather late tea, in
the course of which Richard Dury was
quite forgotten,

——

just

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Game Kli's * Left** !

ICK DURY had not, as the chums
of the BRemove had supposed,
fallem behind in  the race
Irome., ‘They had believed so, as

a matter of course; and Wharton had
told the Remove master zo in od
faith. But a3 & matter of fact the Kid
had turned back en the dusky tow-path,
and while the Famous Five were racing
for the school Dury was hurrying back
towards the Three Fishers.

Dury knew—hbetter then the Famous
Five—that Winpgate of the Sixth was
“after ™ Hilton. And he did not share
the [celing of the other fellows that the
SOONET lfilh:m was  “hunked ' from
Greyiriars the better for all parties
There were few things the Kid would
not have faced to prevent such a
vatastrophe to his patron.

To himself the loval IKid gave no
thought as he turned back. hat ho
would be missed at call-over, that he
woilld have to account for his absence to
a rigorous Form master alrendy pre-
judiced against him and suspicious of
him, maticred little to the Kid when the
fellow he liked and admired was in
danger. Leaving  Greyfriars  himself
would have been a lesser disaster to the
Iid than disgrace and ruwin {or Cedrig
Hilton. All the more becavze he was
lgoked down upon by the Lower School,
the Kid had centred his affection and
admiration upon the handsome, elegant
Fifth Form man who had treated him

with kindness. For Price of the Fiith

he did not care a straw: Price might
have been *“bunked” without the Kid
piving the matter a thought. ~But to
z=ave Hilton from that ignominious fato
the Kid was prepared to run any risk.

He ran hard up the towpath till he
sighted the dim figure of Wingate ahead
of him. The big Sixth-Former weas
tramping on at & good rate, but he was
still at & considerable distance from the
I'hree Fishers.

That the disreputable inn was his
destihation hardly admitted of o doubt.
It was the last building along the river
till Higheliffe was reached; and Win-
gate could not be going to Higheliffe.
He suspected that the Fifth Form sports-
men were at the Three Fishers, and ho
was going there to see for himself, The
Kid had noted the suppressed anger in
Wingate's face. The task that had becn
set lnm of detecting the blackguard whe
was disgracing his school was an ex-
tremely repugnant one to George Win-
gate. As head-prefect 1t was his duty,
and he did not shrink from deing his
duty; but it was repugnant and wun-
pleasant, and his feelings on the subject
were bitter,

Certainly the young rascels at the
Three Fishers had no anercy to expect
from him if he spotted them flagrantly
breaking the -laws of the school, fre-
quenting a disreputable place which was
not only out of school. bounds, but was
avoided by all the respectable residents
in the neighbourhood, If Cedric Hilton
was caught he was done for at Grey-
friars, the Kid knew that.

And, with & pass out of gates up to
eight o’clock, Hilton was certain to be
still there, His fate was sealed unfess
he was warned in btimo. That was
enough for the Game Kid to know.
His own rick mattered nothing. In eare-
lessly and good-humouredly befriending
the “queer littla beggar,™ Iilton had
unconsciously cast hiz bread upon the
:;'ﬂ-tars, and it was returning after many

ays.

The junicr ecould not pass Wingate on
the towpath umnscen. He turned from
the path, clambered through a hedge,
and ran on across fields and threaded his
way through a dusky fir plantation.
several times stumbling and falling, and
picking himself up again and dashing
on. Therc was not a second to waste,
he knew that. Wingate was walking,
hut he was going al a rapid stride, and
logsing no time.

The Kid came out on to the tow-
path again well shead of the eaptain
of Greyfriars,

He stopped, breathless, at the gate;
but it was fastened inside, and did not
open to his touch. He made a jump
to it, caught the top, and clambered
over. He fell, and picked bimself up,
and raced across the dark grounds to-

wards the lighted windows of the inn.
The billiardsroom of the Three
Fighers had french windows on tha

garden, and the Kid knew that Price
and Hilton had been going to play bil-
liards, He came panting up to the
window. It was enrtained ; but the cur-
taing were ill-Atting. An ﬂpcning gave
the Kid a full view of the lighted room
within,

Hilton of the Fifth was there, takinge
a shot. A horsey-looking man, with
whom Hiltan evidently was playing,
atood with hLis hand resting on s cone.
Price was smoking a cigparette and talk-
ing to a fat, greasy, billiards-marker,

The Kid's heart throbbed.

If Wingate had been in his place ! And
he might bLe standing there in & [ew
minutes! Dury tapped on the gloss,

Thae horsey man, the merker, and
Stephen Price all glanced towards Lho
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window as they heard the tap. Cedrie
‘tlilton, unmoved, made his shot, and
potted the red.

Tap! Tap!

Price crossed hurriedly to the french
windows, and opened them. He stared
in angry amazement at the Ead.

“¥You! What have vou come back
for, you young ragamuffini”

“Tell Master Hilton—quick!” The
Kid's breath came in throbs. *“Tell him
—there's only just time—Wingate—"
he panted.

Price's face paled.

“Wingate! Comin’ here?” i

“Yes; and only a few minutes behind
me,” panted the Kid.

HGood gadl”

“ He knows—at least, he snspects—"'

“That's epough!” )

Price hurried back to the billiards-
table. Hilton was poising his cue for
another shot. Price dmshed it away.

“What the thump—" oxclaimed
Hilton angn'!i;; T

Price breathed s word in his tellow-
eulprit's esr. Hilton started, and then
shrugged his shoulders,

“There's a quid on the game,"” he
said.

hissed Price. “Do you want to be
gacked? Get a move onl” .
“Keep cool!” said Hilton, with &
touch of contempt. * We're not fags, to
be frightened by a prefect's foolsteps,
1 supposa 7" _
Price gritted his teeth, :
“I'm goin’, anyhow. Teke your time
if you choose.” : :
nd Price hard.ll?" stayed to jam on his
overcoat before he pungﬂd_ into  the
darkness of tho.gardens and disappeared.
Hilton’s lip ecurled; but he put down
his cue. He would not appear to share
his comrade’s terror, but he knew therc
was no time to waste,

188

“Play or pay!” said the horsey man,
with & grin.

Hilton nodded, and the marker gave
him a hand on with his coaf. The. Kid,

{rom the doorway, watched him almost
in agony. He admired the nerve of the
sportsman of the Fifth—his coolness,
when every second was precious. Dub
he was in terror of hearing Wingate's
footsteps.  The Greyfrviars prefect
might onter the inn by the public
entrance ; bubt it was gquite hkely that,
if he was thinking of catching the-cul
prits by surprise, he might enter as the
KKid bad done. And he must know thal
he was not likely to catch them at all
unless he caught them by surprise. It
was only too probable that he would
swing himsclf over the gate from the
towpath. And if he appeared i1n time
to see Hilton emerge by the lighted
french windows—

“rTrry up, sir!™ breathed the Kid.

Hilton nodded to his late opponent,
said & careless pood-night to the marker,
and joined the Kid outside the windows,
In his eagerness Dury seized his sleeve
and dragged him oub of the light, with
a strength that ratner surprised the tall

Fifth-Former,

“By gad, w've gobt some musclo,
kid 1" said Hilton, with a light laugh.

“'Urry,. sir="urry!" breathed the
Kid. “Wingate will be ere in a tick!
O eHtkey, he's et alraady 1"

There was a sound in the distance.

“He's hiked over the towpath gate,
same as 1 did,"” said the Kid. *“He
must feel pretiy certain you're here, sir.
For merey's sake let's get out of sight!”

He dragged the Fifth-Former away,
and Hilton yielded to his puidance. His
own heart was beating fast now; though
he wounld give no sign of uneasiness.
In the leafless garden there was little

“What fdoes that matter, you fool?”

in the way of cover; bul the darkness
WaS igruwiug thicker every moment.
Outside the radius of light from the
windows the Kid drew Hilton inic the
cover of & mass of scrubby evergreens.

“Crouch down, sir!"” he breathed.

Hilton hesitated & moment; his pride
was strong, though il did not keep hin
out of shameful scrapes hke this, The
humiliation of hiding from a prefect
like & scared fag of the Becond Form
was almost too much for him; especially
in the presence of a junior. ut the
Kid's energetic grasp dragged him
down ipto cover.

“¥ou can't risk it, sir,” whis
thg Kid. “It's the sack—them fellow's
said .so, and they was right. Your
friend's e already, sir; he dida’t mind
‘ooking it in a "urry.”

Prica had long sinea wanished, and
was undoubtedly by that time out of the
precinets of the Three Fishers, and head-
ing at his best aﬂae-i for Greyfriare.

“It was jolly decent of you to come

and give me the tip, Dury 1" said Hilton,

“You'll get into 'n row over this.”
“ As if that mattered, sir?™
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Hilton laughed sofily.

“Most fags would think that it mat-
tered. Bub how——"

He broke off, as a rough hand was
pressed over his mouth.

“r8kuse me, sir!” breathed Duory.
“Quict—oh, quiel!™

Footsteps wire coming up the rough
i1li-kept path by the clump of evergreens.
In the shadows & stalwart Bzure could
be discerned by the tweo crouching
theve; and-they -knew “that it was Win-
gate of the Bixth.

Hilton hardly breathed now. His
careless, coolness, his insolent pride,
deserted 'him for the moment, as it was
borne in upon his mind what it mecant
if Wingate did not pass him unseen.
Disgrace at Greyfriars—stern condemna-
tion by -his headmaster—a hurried re-
turn home' from the school lte would
never be allowed to enter again. And
thea his father!

There was a feeling like 1ce'in his heart

at ‘the thought of facing Colonel Hilton
with the story that he had been expelled
from school in disgrace. His father—
what. woull his father sav? :

The féotsteps had stopped.

The Eid suppressed a groan,

rod

Instead of going on towards the
lighted windows W?ngatﬂ of the Sixth
had slopped, and was [scing towards the
clump of bushes. He had heard some-
thing—he knew that someone was there.

Hilton saw him stop; saw hizs alert
look as he leaned & little in the direc
tion of the clump, watching, listening.

“The game’s up!”

Hilton breathed the words wrelchedly,
The game was up, and the certainty of
it, the horror of it and of what must
follow, completely unnerved the sporis-
man of the Fifth.

Wingate was coming swiftly towards
the bushes. To emerge from cover was
to court discovery and recognition; to
remain was to postpone the inevitsbie
for 2 few more moments.

Hilton crouched where he was, wn-
nerved at the end of his tether; but
the Kid moved. He half-rose, =
dangerous glint in his eyes—a glint that
had been well-known by the Gama Kid's
adversaries in the boxing days of old.

Wingate was.perting the bushes now,
IIE'EHE!‘? as he came; and suddenly,
from tlre darkness, a blow was styuck,

The Greyiriara captain did not see
who struck, he had no time. He was
only conscious of a blow -that. sent him
spinning backwards.

Crash!

Wingate waz on his back in the ragged
grazs, One faint cry came from him
as he went down; then there was silence.

The Kid's grasp closed on Hilton s
{1rIm.

“Come!™ he breathed.

“But--but what—-""

“ 0ok if}!" hizsed the Kid.

And Hilton, dazed and bewildered,
hardly knowing what had happened,
found himself dragged away throvgh the
shadows. A couple of minntes later they
were on the towpath, with the river
gleaming icy close at hand.

—.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Safe !

ILTON dm'[::]ped hiz. hand on the
Kid's shoulder.
His face was white.
“What—what did vou do®"
“That's orleight, sir,™” wlispered Lhe
Kid. “¥You 'ook it now--vou've gol &
pess eut of gates, and you've all right if
vou ain’t found ‘ere.”
“ Rut—but Wingate—"
"He never saw you, Ssik—nor mo
neither!” The Kid gave a curl chuckle,

“He won't see anvthing [or sone
minutes yet, 1 lay!”

Hilten felt a thrill of horrer,

" You—vou struck him'"

“T it him,” said the Kid. “It was

the only way, sir; another tick, and he'd
have becn f::;ir on te you!

* But—but—but——"  Hilton stamn-
mered. **Do you mean to say that he
was stunned ¥

“That, or very near it, sir,” said Lhe
Kid. “I give him my left. He won't
“]::urn‘:r:; you for a while, he won't. arfer
that.

The Fifth-Former pushed the {Game
Kid away from him,

“¥You young ruffian! he breathed.
“You young scoundrel!”

“Oh, sir?!  [—-"

“ ¥ ou—you Oh, good gad!”™
groancd Hilton, “What have T let my-
zell in for? TFool! Fool!"

“1 did it to save you, sir,” said the
Kid, a tremble in E‘:is voice.  “"What
does Wingate mantter, or anvbody? 1'd
‘ave give the 'Ead himself my loft, if it
was {o save you, sir.”

“¥ou little fool
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P e ety

The CGamo Kid drew back, deeply
wounded. He was not angry or resent-
ful: bub e was wounded to fhe very
core of his heart, He had saved Hilten
from the results of hiz own wicked folly,
and this was his reward. Removue
fellows Lad never seen the Gome Kid
hlub; they would hardly have believod
that the fough little raseal could
blub if he tried. DBut there were tears
ait his eyelzshes now,

Hilton did not pive him another word
or look, ;

He turned away, and hurried aleng
ibe towpath in the direction of Grey-
friars, His first impulse was to re-
entor the inn-garden and see whether
Wingate was badly hurt—to help him if
lie could, Dut zelhzh considerations fol-
lowed ot once. e could not help Win-
ale withont beiraving himself ; and that
e dared not do.  But his feeling towards
the young ruffian who had siruck the
Greyirinrs caplain  senseless was only
one of horror and repugnance.

He hurried away, almost overcome
with shamc¢ and remorse and misery.
The Kid followed him in silence,

It was not till they had necarly reached
the Grevfviars boathonse ihat Hilton
iHu_rdr\erl and peered back at the hapless

id.

“T'm not goin’ in yeb,” he muttered.
“*You'd hotter cut in.  Keep this dark.
I suppose you know it's the sack for you
if it cores ong.

“1 know that, siv,” said the Kid
heavily. His voice was toneless, * [--
I wouldn't "ave done i, sir, i I'd known
rou'd rathe:r be spotted, sir, 1 never

nowed that!™

Cedriec Hilton started.

The rufftanly action made him sick
with horror: yet would he rather have
been spotted, as the Kid expressed it?
In hiz lLieart of hearts, he knew that
he would not. The Kid had saved him,
and he was eglad to be saved.

“I—1 zuppose you know no betber "
he muttered. * 1—I suppose you meant
well, you gqueer little rufian! DBut—-—
(io0d gad!”

“"That's it, sir,” said the Kid. glad
lo hear a tone of relenting in  his
palvon's voice, “I'm a rough brute, siv,
that's what I em. and well T know it
But I'd be tore in pieces for yow, sir,
if vou wanted it 1"

“Cut in now!"™ s=aid Hilton, more
calml]y., “And mnot a word—mot a
svitable ! Cuf in !

" You—you ain't wild with me now,
sie 7" said the Kid hiuwmbly,

Hilton peered at the rugged Hiile
face, with a bright gleam on the wet
eyelashes, in amazement. He was oddly
touched,

" No, nol” he mottered,

right ! Youn don’t understand, that’s
all. Wingate's the best chap in Grey-
friars! I wouldn’t have had him hurt
for anylhing. But—e—"

- But he was arter yow, sir,” said tho
Eid.

“You don’t understand. Put never
mind, Get into ths school, snd say
nothing about it."

*And=—and you ain't wild any mors,
air ™

“No, no! That's all right 1"

“I'll eut, sir ™"

And the Kid vanished. Hilton moved
on, and a shadowy figure came out of
the dusk by the boathouse. It was
Price, Evidently he had been lurking
there, waiting for his comrade.

“That you, old man?”

eF Yﬁﬂ.jj

“¥ou gol clear?” whispered Prico,

-

“Thauk goodness for that! I thought
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“It—it's all

you ware nailed, as you didn't follow.
All sorenc now, then ¥

o ':_.}II, qlﬁl.ﬂ 1" ea1id Hilton, with bitter
sareasm, ' That young rublian knooked
Wingate out before he could spot me ™

“ Wha-at 7"

“We left him lyving senseless!"™ said
Iilkon batterly., " There'il be a frightful
row aboutb thas !

Price gasped.

“That nipper knocked oub Wingatc
of the Bixth—the heftiest man at Grey-
friars! You're dreamin’!™

“1 wish T was!™

“Well, my hat!"” said Price, with a
deep breath, “That kid is hot stuff !
Come on, old man! No good hanging
about! Wo shall have to prove a jolly
strong alibi for thist™

“Thera'll he & frightful row !®

“All the more reason why we should
prrove s pood alibi,” said Price coolly.
" We've got passes oub till eight to go
to the lecture at Courtheld. Lots of
tune to get in at ‘the leetura yet, and
nobody need know that we got in late
for it. Pub it on, old bean!”

“I'm more inclined to chuck up the
whole thing snd go back to that den
for Wingate ! muttered Hilton.

“Dan™ be an ass! Wingate's started
for home by this time. 1 suppose Dury
dido’t quite kill him, did he 77

And Price chuckled.

“Y¥ou think it’s a laoghing maiter?’

“Not if we get hmﬁed out.” said
Price coolly. " Otherwise, it has its
funny side. Wingate may think twice
hefora butting into the Three Fishers
again—the Game Kid's left isn't a joke!
Come on1™

And Price hurrvied his moady com-
panion away.

Meanwhile, Dick Dury had arrived
at the school gates Tt was useless to
cnter by climbing the wall, for he knew
that he must have been missed at
calling-over. He clanged on the hbell,
and Gosling came down to admit him.

“"Which you're fo report to Mr.
Queleh I he said.

The Kid nodded, and went on to the
House.

What he was to say to Mr, Quelch
he did not know, His Form master
was certain to take the worst possible
view of his being late, and certainly
the Kid eould not tell him what had
happéned. But a surprise awaited him
in the Hemove master's study when he
repocted himself.

“"You are late, Dury!? said Mr.
Quelch, rather less acidly than uswoal,
“But Wharton has explained the
matier,”

“I=<I'm sorry, sir!” faltercd the Kid,
not km::m.'ingi' what to sav.

“As vou have zpent ﬁm aflfernoon in
company with boys whom I know that
I can trust, Dury, and as Wharton in-
formed me that you were coming home
with him and his friends, and were left
behind, I shall not take & serious vicw
of your absence from calling-over.™

“h, sir!" said the Kid blankly.

“You will take fifty lines, Dury, [or
missing call-over |

“Yea, sir!” said Duory, hardily able
to believe in his good luck.

“But for Wharton's explanation, I
should certainly mot have been satis-
fied,” said the Remove master. * You
have given me only too much reason to
distrust you, Dury. If you are secking
to make friends of bove that I can
trust, and spending your leisure in their
company, I welecome it as a sign of
amendment. ¥You may go.”

And the Kid went, almost bewildered.

" Hallo, hallo, bhajlo! Here's the

iddy wandever [ said Bob Cherry, as

ury pessed lhe open doorway ol

—

Stndy No. 1 in the Remove passage,
“Bo yow've got back, Dury 2™
:Dur:.r glanced into the study,

‘ Yes; I've pot back,” he said.

S Xou were a jolly long time after
us,’ said Harry Wharton,

= Lose your way?"” asked Nugent.
" No, not exactly ! stminmered the
Eid. “I—I did go a longer way round,
and that's a foet, I've only gob fifty
Hines. T--T say, it was good of you io
put in o word for me, Wharton ! Theve
would have beon a row if vou hadn't,”

H\;}i:mmn smiled,

" Well, T thought 1'd tell Quelchy how
the matter siood,” he ss:i.iu;II[;g ”Ij::m:]nl
sea that he was getting Lis rag out—

ﬂ:j];'l?. all for wething, as it happened.”
}‘*j‘ﬂt!mrg‘:’” said the Kid., *“(0Qb,
jres ¢ ¥+

He wondered what the eaptain of the

moeve wonld have thought had he
known how the matter actually stood.

“You haven't had your tea?" pshed
Harry.

“I bhad a snack at—at— "

_ Better not mention that show hore !
sald Johnny Buli dryly.

. “Tell it not in Cath, whisper it nat
in the streets of Askelon!™ said Bob
Cherry solemnly,

Fr Cﬂfﬁd‘: in hqrn and have anoiher
snack ! said Wharton, “We've got
ra"lih{:r a spread !

Thank you kindly!"” said the Kid.

And he came in,

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise at the School !

ki SAY, you fellows~—"

Billy Bunter was glowing with
excitement, almost bursting with
news as he rolled into Study

No. L.

“I say, you fellows heard—" lLe
gasped,

The Kid. who was finishing his tea
with cake, went on munching ecake
quietly, his eyes on his plate. He knew
what the Owl of the Remove was about
to tell; he could guess that news of
what had happened to Wingate of the
Sixth had reached Greyfriars. It wos
hizs cue to affect total ignorance of the
matter ; but, in spite of himself, a flush
came into his cheeks,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the
latest, old barrel ¥ vawned Bob Cherry,
“Has vour tal-order come 7"

“(h, really, Cherry——"

“Has your uncle,*the duke, dropped
in in the gilt-ﬂdg&rj Rolls,” asked ob
cheerily, **or has your cousin, the

marguis, in the diamond - studded
carriage and six?"
"You silly as3!” roarcd PBunter,

“0ld Wingate—-="

s Au;;thing the matter with Win-
gate !

“"He's been murdered——"

“What!" yelled the Famous Five,
with one voice.

“I mean, not exactly murdered—="

" Not exactly ¥ gasped Bob Cherry.
“¥You frabjous owl, what do you mean?
Not exuactly murdered, you [rumptious
chump! Only a little bit murdered—
about ten per cent ! What "

“He isn't quite dead—"

“Probably the quitefulness is not Ler.
rific 1* assented Hurree Joms=et Ram
Singh.

** But very nearly

“You silly chump ™

“'What idiotic yarn are you =pinning
now ™ exclaimed Wharton angrily,

13

“Qh, really, Wharlon—-—

" zaid Bunler.
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Listening. **The games up!™

Wingate of the Sixth had stopped, and was Iacing the clump of bushes. He had
heard something—he knew that someone was there.
saw him stop, saw his alert lock as he leaned a little in their direction, watching,
Hilton breathed the words wreichedly.
(See Chanter 1.)

Hilton and the Game Kid

“Has anythin

ate?” demand

BOVE,

“Ho's just coma in,” pasped Bunter.
“Bmashed up—practically hifcless—stag-
vering like anything-——"

“Buat whate—-—"

“ Attacked—knocked ont--smashod
up!”™ gasped Bunter, *It's true; you
-;'l?l:{ duffors—I saw him. Both eyes
hlack—black 4= the ace of spades!
smashed right up!”

Harry Wharton & Co. werc all on
iheir feet now, with very serious faces,
There was hardly a fellow at Grey-
friavs who wnuici' not have felt con-
cerped. to hear of an accident to the
pni?ular captain of the school.

My hat}' =aid Bob -Chorry. I
know he was: going up to the Throe
ifishers- when we pased him onr ‘the
rowpath, He's got into & row with
some of the hooligans there”

happened o Win-
the captain of the

“Or with {he fellows he went look-
i_n; for,™ said Hatry. 1

‘No fear—Hilton or Price couldn't
handie “’ing;&ta.”

“No, that's s0.”

“ Look here, Bunter—-""

But Billy Bunter was gone, to spread
the startling news along the Remove
passage.

“Let’s get down'” said Nugent.
* Bunter's exaggerated, of course. But
it's quite likely that Wingate got into
a serap ab the Three Fishers, ainjl those
ruffiaps there ‘may have handled him
badly.”

Dick Dury locked up.

. “You fellows don’t want to mention
ebout any Greviriars blokes "aving been

at that show,” he zaid,. ¥You don't
know as anvy  was ‘there, ftor tOkt
anatter.”

“ We saw you going in with those two

Fiith Form rotters,” saidl Wharton
curtly, *I told you s0.”

“*That was hours ago—="

“That's s0,” said Bob. “Thoswe Fifth.
Form sportsmen couldn't have stayed
on 3o late as this, I should think."

“They weren't at call.over,” said
Johnny Bull guietly.

“8till, they can't have handled Win-

ate” said Bol. ‘"That's impossible!

t would mean' the chopper for them.
Besides, they cowldn’t. -Old Wingate
could have -handled the pair of them.”

“Qf coyrse, we sha'n't mention their
nemes, Dury,”™ said Wharton, with a
ouvions glance at the Kid. “It's no
busineas of ours to sneak aboutb them.
Anyhow they can’t have been mixed
up-in this"” )

Mot aikely,™ said Nugent.

Dury locked relieved.

“!Course they never touched Win-
gate,” he ssid. “Master Hilton
“wouldn't, and that feller Price hadn't
the pluck anvhow.™

“Phat's about right,” aseented Whar-

ton.

“Only they'd get into a row if it
was known that they was seen goin’ into
the show——"

“*They jolly well would,” said Whar-
ton, }i'ith:hﬂ ourl of %I'E- lip, "and serve
them right. too! Bub 1 suppese you
don't th?nk that we are J:kaﬁr te play

B8Py sad informer, Dury.”
“No, no, “course not,' said the Kid
hastily. *Only you might lat 60110

thing slip. if you wasn't careful~——
[(Contiawed on page 17.)
Tax Maaxver Lisesry,—No, 985,
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THE REBBLES OF
ST. SAM’S!
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x (Continued from previous pege.) i
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al that minoit ; for the juniors had lauwl
tdown their pens, and were brothlessly
a;vr-ﬁiting the prommist signal from Jack
Vg _:p'..

Suddanly, the leader of ths Fourth
sprang to {;is faot. His oves flashed fire ;
hiis mostrills é‘;}ﬂ{fﬂd :,h h'i'_g]ﬁqm like a
vonng ajax rin o lighbtning.

S, }t,ha mh:i;.'ingj i &

Jack Jolly's voige rang through the
Form-raom,

Instantly, the fellows were on thair
frat. Tho whols forty of them rose as
one man ; and forty plances of defiance
wora huarled at M Em-uidgﬁ. Ha was
hicky to escape injury.

Jaclk Joly marched boldly to the door.

“Foll in and follow mel"™ he cried.
“ Trown with tiranta and tiearmy ! LAt
ug strike such & blow for freedom as will
i reruemberad for all time in the annuals
of the school!™

“Hurrah ! "

“ Down with Savvidga ! "

“ Confound his pollyeixc ! ™

“* U'p. the rebbles !

In wingle 6Gle, the juniors marched to
the door,  As thoy went, they poked out
their tungs =t Mr. Savvidge, ond pregsecd
1heir thums o their noses, spreading out
their fingers like fans. This woes to show
tlw scorn and contemt ihey felt for the
pnapockabla tivant.

Bo amazed was My, Savvidgo that his
rvegs nearly started out of their soekitts.
It was unheard of—it was entively without
prosident—ifor a whole Form to rise in
rehellion, and to Jarl dofisnce in the teoth
of orthority 1
“What the merry dickens 17 pasped
Mr.  Bovvidge, utterly taken abwck.
* Resoom vour seats at once, yon young
rpgeals | Come back, all of you! Come
bacl, T aay '™

“Hatta I

“ o and eat coke ! ™

The robbles marched on, iz & trinmfant
mroseszion. Mr, SBavvidge rushed to the
door, hoping to ent off their retreat. But
he could not stem that surging currant of
humanity. He was bowled over without

serremony, a&nd ihe eggeited juniors
marched on, trampling on his prostrase
form.

“Ow! Yow!
unhappy maater.

The lsst of the rebbles wiped their
boota on him, and on into the
corrider, leaving Mr, Savvidge for dead,
a0 Lo speal,

Never, in all the long hysterical carsar
of Bt. Bam’s, had such & seén been asoen,
It wag revvolution! It was a direct
challenje to orthority ; ond orthority, in
the person of Mr. Bavvidgs, lay sprawling
on its back in ths Form-room.

The trampling of fest died away down
the cerridor. Jack Jolly led the wav to
the starccasze, and in orderly fashun the
robblea marched up te their dormitry.,
They were larfing, cad singing, and
shouting. Their blud waz up; their
aves were wild, They hed fairly kicked
over the traces now—hesides kicking over
their Form-mastor—and  thoy anapped
thair fingers at the powsible konsequences,
After all, as Jack Jolly pointed out, the
Head couldn't very woll expel forty
fellows !

“Ouick ! eried the leader of the
Fourth, when the rebbles were all inaide
the dormitry,  * Barryesde the door!™

Beda and lockerz and washetands vwers
rushed to the door, and piled on ftop of
eacly other. In tha hurry, and ECULTY,
theva were one or two casualtios. Tubby
Barrell got sandwidgod between two beda,
antd a cupple of his ribbs wero stove in.
But the juniors had no simperthy to waist
ol Tubby Barrell, Heo was elways gottin
in tho way, snd it served him jolly wel
right !

OWow," snid Jacl Jollv, when the door
had been barryeaded to his sattisfaction,
“we've dug ourselves in, and here wa
stop, until the Head agrees to our torms !

* What are our temns 7" ashed Marry,

* That Savvidge be given the push from
Ht. Bam's, forthwith and instanter ! He's
B broot, & boolly, and o tirant, snd we
refuse to reconnizé his orthority ony
longez ™

* Here, hora 1"

Suddenly, thera was g furious nocking

et the door.
Bang! Wallop!

Yaroooo ' " roared the

Bif ! Thud !

“ Open thia door at once, you recklous,
young rascals!”

It was the voice of the Head!

Home of the juniors turned pail, but
Jack Jolly was as cool as a cucumber.

“Hun aeway and pick flowsrs!” he
srid calmly,

“What ! Whatt" _

“I've no wish to he disrcspeciiul to
you, sir,” said Jack, * but you're a asitly
old fool if ¥ou think you can [orce an entey
mto this dorm! You ses, we've barty-
ceded ouraelves in.'

“For why " demanded the Head,
almoat chokimng with rage.

Jack Jolly egeeplained the situation in
& fow sentences.

“ We have rebelled ageinst the savvidge
tiranny of Bavvidge, sir,” he said. ' Give
him s publick ﬁu}gring, and sack him from
8t. Bam's, and I'll eall off the rebellion.
But if you refuss, then here we stop, and
neither you, nor anybody eles. can touch
us!"

We'll gos about that ! ' said the Head
inim'l:r. “You, Jolly, are ths zipg-
seder i thizs ontrage, and I will flog you
within an inch of your lifat™

“Firet catch wour hair!® said Jack
Jolly cheerfully,

“You utterly stupid bLoy! e you
imagine for on® minmt thet you can slay
in your derrutry and keep orthority ot
bay ' How can you hope to oggsist
without food and drink 7" said the Head.

“We've plonty of both!" said Jack
Jolly, with a chueklo. * We'lve got o
cupple af plum cakes, and & bag of doo-
nutts, and & bag of jam-tarts, and a jug
of water. So we shall be able to Jwld
the fort for weeks, if nessessary ! ™

The Head hurled himself boddily against
tho door, but it rofused to budge. At
Inst, he tirad of thiz form of amusement,
for hig sholders were o mess of hroozes,

“Veary well, my pippina!® said tho
Head at lenpgth. I go now ; but I shall
return anenymously, with assistence, and
we ahiall drive you out like ratts fram yvour
holes 1 "

“ Ratta 1 " eriecd the Fourth-Formers, in
COPUH.

The Head stamped angrily away down
tha stares, and the juniors histenod to hiy
retreating footmarks, and chuekled.

The Grate- Hebellion was now in full
swing, What was going to happen next
nr:bnn?i * lenaw ; & ::fbfni}r -u}a}l::d :

At Tubby Barrell's suggestion, a hansom
gpréad wias prepared, and it was enjoyed
to the last crumb by the Rebbles of Bt.
Bam's !

THE EXD.

(A rother of these rollicking J‘Ena alories
next week, chume,  Den't mise # f)
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¥ a recent match in which three of
l theiv players were injured, every
member of the Tottenham Hotspur
team, «¢xcept the goalkespor,
changed his position in the course of
the game.

—

A budding referce is not allowed Lo
it for his prelimipary oxemination until
ic has passed his twenty-first birthday.

Jimmy Torrance, the Walizall centre-
l:nlf, has surely & unigue record. At one
time ot apother during his football
career he has actually n chosen (o
play in every position on the fiold,

Troup, the ocutside-left of Iwverton,
can dislocate his .shaulder ‘and put it
back almost at will..

‘THE MacxEr LisBaky.—~No. 938,

for the Footer Fan'i @ 3

Y, e

It wa: on the sixteenth ol Uewoer,
1871, that thirteen London wmen resolved
that a Challenge Cup be establishied
open to all elnbs belonging to the Foot-
Lall Association. “This was the begin-
ning of what we mow know as the
Inglish Cup Competition.

There is one man still appoaring in
football regularly who has én three occa-
sions been on the winning side in a Cup
Final. This iz Clem Stephenson, the
paptein and inside-left of Huddersficld

wrn. Every time he bas appeared in
a final lic kig téam has won.

Middlesbrough were the. flst club to
pay & thousand peunds fransfor fee. Al
Uotmon vvas thie plever cobcerngd, and
the amovit was paid by Middleshrough
just ver PWaniy Years g

The largost attendance at any Inter-
national football mateh was 187,307 who

paid to zee Scotland pley England at
Hampden Park in 1912,

The draw for the English Cup is not
made by placing the namnes of the clubs
inte a hat. It is done by mmeans of
little green balls which are numbeced,
placed in a lm.g. shaken up, and thon
drawn out one Dy one

In the dressing.room of a Laoncashire
IFirst Livision elub there was reecilly
placed a natice fo the offect that it was
the wish of the directors that the
plavers shonld not attend dances after
Weodnesdoy in any week.

- Willinmm Bell, the voung forward of
Leicestor City, has been very appropri-
ntely nickoamed Ding Dong by his pals
m Lhe. beamn.

Dimmock, the Tottenham Holspur
outside-left, was born not very far from
the ground, and s & boy he took every
available opporfunity .of watching the
Spurs team. To got his admission
monay he eold newspapers,
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“That’s all vight!®
Harry Wharton & Co. left the study

and huiried downstairs, Richard Dury
vemained where he was. He had no
desire to see Wingate, and to behold
the vesult of that drive of hiz “left ”
on the Greviviavs captain’s face. He
knew what Wingale wes probably look-
ing like; and he was sorry cnough, so
far as that went. Only for Cedrio
Hilton's sake would he have siruck
down tho caplain of the school; bub
for Hilten's sake, he did not regret what
he had done, ]
The Famous Five found themselves in
the midst of an excited crowd of fellows
hurrying down. Dunter’s startling news
had made a sensation in the Remove,
“There he 15-—-="
“Great pip! What o face! mur-
mured Bkinner. ]
Wingate of the Sixth was standing
in the lighted hall. The Head and Mr.
Quelch and Mr. Prout were there, and
a swarm of Grevirars fellows. Win-
gate's return to the school in such a
state had startled all Greyiriars. Tha
captain of the school was leaming rather
heavily on the arm of Gwynne of the
Sixth., IHis face was pale, save where
it was blackened by a large bruse
between the eyes. Both eyes were black,
and Wingate bliiked out of them pain-

fully.
met T,

He iried to smile 25 he
Locke's horrified gaze.

“My dear Wingate,” the Head was
exclaiming, “‘what—what—what has
happened™

“TI'm sorey to turn
state, sir,” said Wingate.
fault.” )

“I am quite sure of that, Wingate.
But yon are injured—youn have been
attacked——-"

“I waz knocked down, sir,”™ spid Win-
gate, “It—it’s not =erious. I-—1I
shall be all right presently.”

“Help Wingate to his room, Gwynne,”
said the Head, “I will telephone for
the deoector at onee. You can explain
later, Wingate—go in and rest until
the doctor comes™

“¥Yes, zir!"

“This way, old chap!”™ murtmured
Gwynne; and he piloted the caplain of
Greyiriars eway to his study.

The erowd broke up, buzzing with
exciterment.

In every senior study there was
excited discnzsion of the episode. In
ihe Rag, the Juniors pathered to discuss
it. 'Eiﬁ:: Bunter had been the fivst to
see Wingate come in; but Bunter did
not know what had caused the injuyv-
nobody knew., Only the Famous Five
had heen aware—ab  least, they felt

up in such &
“Ti's not iy

sure—that Wiogate had gone up to the

Three Fishers, and they pguessed that
he must have fallen foul of some of the
ruffianly habitues of ithe place. The
kept their own counsel, however. Aﬁ
sorts of rumours were aflont, and =all
the fellows were cager for news.

“Must have been a lLiefty  fellow
who handled Wingate like that,” Ver-
non-Smith remarked., “Home i;mrgﬂe,
perhaps™

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

iy

“1 suppose he  hasn't been having
irouble with Durv ! grinned Skinier.

The Bounder grinned.

“1 don't think even ocur prire-hghier
could handle Wingate,” he =aid.

“1 think he could,” said Skinner,
“and he's ruffian enough, if vou come
ta that. If T were the Head, I should
want to koow where Dury was at tho
time. "

“What rot!” said Squiff. " Ii Dury
kil Wingate, he would be sacked for 1t
—aid Wingate would have said it was
MNary, at oncee ™ _

Y eourze he would,"” said Haxel
denc, )

" Well, I supposc he would,” admitted
olinner, “All the szme—"

Al the same, you'd like to make
somneihing out of 1F, apamwsy Doy ?
Engifgﬁtﬂd Eob Cheiry. .

“Well, it’s just what that rulian
mlg}ht do,” said Bkinner sullenly.
e might,” said Bnoop, with interest,
“ Anvbody know where Dury was?
know he ent call-gver.”

"Has he come in yot? asked Slott.

“If he hasn't——"* said Bkinner, with
Erowing eagerness.

“Dury came in long ago, and he had
tea in my study ™ broke n the captain

of the Nemove.

“Oh!™ said Bkinner, rather taken
aback.

* And Dury was coming home with us,

only he drﬂEFEd behind, and came in
later,” said Wharton. *So you can euf
1t ouwt, Skinner™

gkinfher prunted discontentedly, He
would have been glad to make capital
out of the matter, against the junior
he detegred: but it secined that therve
was nothing deing.

Bobh Cherry whistled softle,

“It's just as well for Dury that he
was with us, you fellows,” he sard to
the Co, in & low voice. * He's o lawless
little beggar; and he could have done
it—if Wingate had caught him at the
Three Fishers—" '

“Dut we know Lo had left lhe place,
and was more than half-wav home when
he dropped behind us,™ "said Wharten,

“Yes, that sees him clear.”

" The estecrmed and ludicrous Kid had
nothing to do with it,” said Hurree
singh., “Buot if he had not been coming
hemefully with uz, I should have had
an esteemed suspicion.”

“Anyhow, Wingate must know whe
handled him, unless it was sonre ilotal
stranger,” said Harry.

“Yes, that settles it 1"

Thae ilumu':n'si went to  their studies
rather late for prep. In Study No. 1,
as Vharton and Nugent sat down tao
work, there was 2 sombre shade of
thought on the brow of the captain of
the Remove.

MNugent looked at him curiouslv.

“ Mothing in it, Harry,” he said.

“You know what I was thinking?”

“Y can puoess,” said Frank, with a
smile. * Pury was just behind us half-
way home, but he was a long time get-
ting in. He said he had gone rather a
long wav round—and I don’t see why
he should have. 'The wav liome was
straight enough. But it's absurd to
5U that he would have handled
l': ingate on fhe towpath. Why shenld

E'I‘

“Of course!” said Harry, “Only—
anly =

“Oaly what?™

ANSWERs

Evern Setarday PRI D

* He heard what we said on the ftow
path when we met Wingate. It was
jusk after that that we lost him, I—I1
Et!p{;ﬂ_ﬂe he eounldn’t have gone back——"

“Yhy should he?"

“To warn Hilton,” eaid Wharton
quictly. * For somo reason or other, he
scems devoted lo that seamp.”

Nugent looked thoughtful,

“12ot even then Oh, 1t's lmpos-
sible ! he exclaimed., “Ii's too rotten
to think of, Harrv! Anyhow, Wingato
ntust know who knocked him oul, and
if 1t was Dury he would have =ai:d zo
at once.”

" Yos, that settles 11, said Harry.

But his brow was still sombre as he
sib at his prep. It seemed improbable—
alirost impossible—that it was the Guina
Kid who had knocked out tho caplrin
of Greyfriars. Buf, somehow, the linger-
ing thought would not quite leave
Wharton's mind.

———r—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Mystery !

FTINCATIE was not seen i tha
gquad or in the Hixth Forne
room the next day, Al the
fellows were anxious jor nows

af him, and for noews of what had hap-
pened to him, But there was little news
te bhe had. Even Billy Dunter was
nnable to obtain mwformation, though he
was prepared {o seek it al every key-
frole 1in the Behool House,

Wingate was not in sanny, but he
was Iying up in his own guarters, and
was under the school doctor’s care. Hoe
had, as Skinner deseribed it, two lovely

black eves, and he waz soffering from

shocl. Whoaver it was that had
knocked him out had put terrible force
inte the blow. It was such a blow as
might lhave been struck by a prize-
fighter, It leaked ont that Winpgate
Lad Leen seen going up the fowpath at
dusk; and as 1t was well known that
boxing men frequented the 'Three
Fizshers, the fellows were able to put two
and two together to {hat extent. Win-
rate had fallen foul of some pugilist of
that disreputable resork, or near it

Even =Skinner, who was malicious
enough, did not venture to suggest that
Wingate of the Bixth had gong to the
Threa Fishers in the character of a
sportsman and amatenr blockguard, as
three or four of the seniors sometimes
did—or were sus d todo. Butit was
casy to guess why he lad gono there,
in view of the recent activibty and vigil-
ance of the Greyfriars prefects,

“He was after some sporfsman!™
Skinner opined. * Perhaps Loder of the
Sixth, or Walker, I know jolly well
they'va bean there at times.”

“That'a why he went."” agreed Baol-
sover major. “But a Greyiriars man
wouldn't have knocked him out—
couldn't, in fact. It was one of the
boxing men there, of course.™

“Tt's just the place Dury would go
to,” remarked Skinner.

“Only it happens that he didn'¢!"

“We, 1 supposa ha didn't!"
Skinner regretfully.

“1 say, you. fellows—-"

“ Any news, Bunter#

“Nunno ™ said Bugter. **The Head's
been io see Wingate. That's all. That
beast Gwymne kicked me out of the
Sixth Form passage. I wasn't anywhere
near Wingate's deor " :

“I hope he kicked you hard,” said
Squifi.

. “Beast! I say; you fellows, isn't it
jolly queer that nothiog's being done
about it?" zaid Bunter. '*They auchk
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to call in the police, if Wingate was
koocked out by a ruthan at the Three

Tizhers." .

“Depends on what he was doing
there,” said Skinmer. *If a fellow
butts into a low pub Jooking for

trouble, it's his own funeral”

So far as the CGreyiriars fellows knew,
nothing official was being dene in the
matter. .

Wingate was unlikely to be sble to
take his place in the Sixth for a week
to come: the matter was serious enough,

But fellow:s who had expected io asce
the police-inspector call at the school to
son him were disappointed,

Neoither was anything learned of the
name of Wingate's assailant. _

It seemed ar if the u?iandﬂ, sensational
B3 it wa3, was {0 be slowed to die awsy
into oblivion,

“There's mmething behind it—some-
thing the besks don't intend to let us
konow ! was Bkinner's opinion.

hich was very unsatisfactory indeed
to the more inguisitive spirits. Skianer
waa deeply anmoyed; and it was posi-
tively painful fo Eﬂiy Banter to know
that ing was going on of which
he could ebtain no knowledge.

Harry Wharton said nothing nof the
dark snspicion that lingered in his
mind, though that day he looked at
Dury many times curiously and keenly,

Dury did net.join in the general dis-
cussions on the subject; buk that was
not specially noticoable, as the Kid had
little to say at any time to his Form-

follows,

Even Skinner did not suspect the
(fame Kid could have cleared up the
whole mystery had he chosen, He was

not likely to choose to do so.

Probahly, the most uneasy fellow at
Greyfriars was Hilton of the Fifth,

In the Fifth Form studiés the starkling
ppisode was diseussed at great length,
]-{)iit'un and Price kceping their own
connsel, It occurred to Coker of the
Fifth that these two had heen out of
wates at the time of the hapnening, and
he came along to their study after tea
to iravire whether thov had henrenad to
soe anything of i, Forace Coker wag
very cloguent and indignant on the anb-
ject. Persopall=, he did not think very
much of George Wineate, who never by
anv chahee Fiﬁ-&ﬂtﬂd Cloker to play foot-
ball for the first eleven. 8till, Wineate
was caplain of the echool to which Coker
Lelonged, and derived importance from
that cireumstancs,

Hilton and Price wore finishing tea
when Coker butted into their study.
Hilton, who was in a Erovhled and un-
easy mood, gave him a stare thet was
far from welcoming.

"Yeou men have heard about Wingate,
of corrse? asked Coker.

““We're not deal!” said Filton.

“Eh? What? Who said vou were
deaf?" Horace Coker was not quick on
the uptake.

“Fellow would have to be stone deaf
not to hear about it, T fhink,"” =aid
Hilton,

“Oh!  Yes.. T egee. Wall, do you
know anything about it?"

di ﬁ'Mt?fl

Hillon's fare was quite white as

Coker shot that startling question at
him. He half rose.

"Yau silly Tathead,
mean?” he demanded.
I know about it?"

Coker stared at him,

YReep your wool on ™ he said. " Vou
and Price were out of gales at Lthe
time; you came in an hour or more
afterwards. Nobodv seems to know just
where and when Wingate landed inte

Tre Msoxer Liprany.~—~No. 988,

what do vou
“What should

trouble, Looks to me as if he had o
sorap with some tramp on the read."”
“Very likely, 1 thank,” assented
Price, closing one eye at Hilton.
fancy Coker’s hit on the truth.™

“"Well, that's how it looks to me,”
said Coker complacently, “I've !,hc-ugi'lt.
it out, vou know, and I fancy I can
sea a3 far into a millstone as the next
fellow, Tt occurs to me that you
fellows, being out of gates, might have
seen something of it—-or might have
seen something of the ruffianly tramp
whoe handled Wingate., See?”

“Oh' I 'see,” amented Hilton.

“But wea didn't,” said Price. “You
see, we had a pasd-out from Mr. Frout
to go to the lecture st Couktheld. We
were gittin' at the leiture, imbibin®
knwbu_df, while Wingate waa g;ﬂing
around hunting for trouble. Never
heard a word of # till we. got in.”

_ “You didn't sea any dangerous-lonk-
ing ruoffian hanging about &3 you came
back from Courtfield?™

“Nunno,”

“No hooligan lurking about, or any-
thing ¥" asked Coker, disappointed.

“Eorry-—no,’" smiled Price,

And Coker went empty away, s0 to
sposk,

“What would he sayv, if he knew?"
muttered Hilton, when the door had
clozed on Cloker. “What would the
Head say?”

Prica shrugged hiz shoulders.

“I'd rather not inguire,” he said.
“We'ro safe enough, and that's all that
mattors to me.”

“Wingate's pretty badly huoet,” said
Hillon mioodily.

“*He shouldn't butt in where he's not
wanted,” answered Price, “Ho was
after uz; and what right has he to sus-
pect us?  Like his check.”

“0h, gad!™ zaid Hilton.

“Ho's not the fallow to meontion our
names to the Head, when he was actin'
mrl;.r on suspicion,” said Price shrewdly,
“Wo're safe thore, It's clear that he
doesn’t know who hit him; the Kid was
right about that. He ecan't suspook
pibkher of us, because he kuows we
couldr't have put in such a punch to
save our giddy lives. He doesn't kyow
Dury was there. He can only suppose
that it was some boxing-man who
knocked him out,™

ITilton nodded.

“And be can't make a fuss about 1"
went on Price. “He can't identify the
man—can't give a name to bim, He
was in the grounds of the Three Fishers,
and a fellow who goes into that show
tekes his chance. If the police went
thore askin' questions, everybody would
deny knowin’ anythin' about it, and
thes'd Le tellin' the fruth, as it happem,
The only outeome would be lettin’ the
general public kpow that the captain
of Groyfriars was knocked ont in a fght
at a low pub., That isu't the kind of
publicity that the Head wants.”

Hilton grinned faintly,

“No. We're safe enough,” he said.
“T'm net worryin' about that, DBut-—t
was too thick 1

T won't hurt ws if Wingabe's
knocked off the scenc for o time,” said
Price eoolly. “The other prefects
aren’t so jolly keen and dutiinl.  This
makes it safe for us to sce the fight.
next Wednesday,  Wingate won't be
peradin’ his black eves in public ™

Hilton did not answoer,

“And there's another tlang,” =aid
Price. “I never gquite swallowed your
tdea that Duory conld stand up te the
Banbury Pet. PBut the fellow who can
knock Wingate out with one punch
conld make rings round the Pet, We're
on to & good thing, Cedrie.”

el T o W T PE_Sm—— LW R =

“I copurse
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UWith the sack o follow, very
likely," said Hilton gloomily.
“We  shall have te be carelul, of

rsu,

l'm fed-up with the whele thing—
sick of it!" growled Hilton., “It's a
mug's ﬁame-—nnﬂ! & rotten game. I
came . jolly near the sack last rﬁght, and
was saved by becomin' j‘:rl.'nulrl:u;-li||f;2 n
confedorate in an act of beastly ruffan-
jsm. I'm sick of it, I tell you, and I'm
chL:::I-:in’ up the whole thing from now
ﬂ.n‘u

Price smiled. He had heard thia sorb
of thing before from his comrade in
rascality, who was mocre than half his
dupe,

“You'll think differently by Wednes.
day,"” he raid.

And on that poiut Price knew Hilton
better then the sportsman of the Filth
knew himself. On the Tollowing Wed-
nesday the two Fifth-Formers were wit-
nesses of the boxing-match at the Three
Fishers, while Wingato was still nursing
his blackened eyes. By that time Grey-
friars had ceased to discuss the affair
of Wingate, though there were rome
fellows in the schosl who were not likely
to forget it.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Putting it Plain'!
"W

HARTON ™
1] Lk}

“Halla!™
* Know where young Dury
ig ¥

“Tell him I want to speak to him,
will you?"” said Hilton carelessly,

Harry Whazrton loaked full in the face
of the sportsman of the Fiith, as he
answered :

;I!'ji;&. I weon't!" bt e shspped
HEOn Was pasing on. Dl o 580
abruptly. Hiz handsome face reddened,
and hiz eves glinted at the captein of

the Remave,

I was Wednesday evening, and
Hilton of the Filth had come in with
a very cheerlul cxpression on Ins face,
Whatever had bheen his occupations oub
of gates (hat afternoon, they seemed
ta have had a solucing effeet on Cedrnie
Hilton. Hiz volatile mind was already
losing, or had lost, the impression made
by the disaster to Wingate, and his
comrade Price heard ne more on the
subject of “chuckin' the whole thing.”

The Fifth Form man had spoken
carelessly enough to Wharton, certainly
not expecting so curt an answer from
the junior. He flushed with anger as
he stared at (he Removite. .

“You cheeky young cub!” he said.
“What do you mean ?"

“1 mean what I say.™
Harry, 1 won't pgive Duri{
Remaore any message from a bin
in the Fifth Form!™

“A—g—a what #"

* Blackguard!” said Wharton coolly.

“Why, von—vou—" Hilton elenchod
his handz, but he staved al the junior
more in amazemenk than n anger.
“What do vou mean?™

"The less Dury bhas to do with you
the better for him." answered Harry
“ Anvhow, if you want messages taken
to him, send them by somebody clse.”

“You young ass! I'm goin’ to loend
the kid a book.” samd Hilton, “ What
the thamp do vou think I want wilk
him 1" :

U Perhiaps to zend him ont of bainds,
and pet him another fogeing!™ said
Wharton.

Hilton slartod.

*“He-—he told voon——""

“Heo's never spoken ghout it, but I've

anzwered
of the
chguard
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guessed,” said Harry coolly. * And now
vou've told me, if you come to that.”

“0OF conrse I'va never done anythin’
af the sork !

“0Oh, chuck 1t!" =aid the junior con-
temptuously. *'That won't wash. Look
here, Hilton, T've been thinking of
speaking to you about this belore.™

“You have, you impudent young
seoundrel ' said the TFifth Form man
between bis teeth,

Ho came a little nearer to Wharton
in the corridor, his bands clenched.
The captain of the Remove did not
recede an inch. He was nob afraid of
the Fifth-Former, tall as he was, and
of course, much too powerful a fellow
for any junior to handle.

“If you've got any deceney, you'll
leave Dury alone,” said Harry steadily.
“He lived very roughly before he camae
here, and it's hard enough for him to
pick up Greyfriars ways. Any decent
fellow would help him on, or at least
let him alone. He's got to forget a lot
of what he used to bo n.ucustﬁm-aid to—
he's got to keep clear of associations
that will do him harm hera. You're
?raventin&g it, making use of him to
eteh and carry, He was Hog for
breaking bounds, and I know jolly well
e pever went oul of his own accord.
Mr. Quelch has heen down on him ever
since.  You're spoiling his chances here,
Hilton. Let him alono, then”

Hilton’s better nature might ver
well have been touched by that appeal.
Dut the bare idoa of being talked to,
dictated to, by a Lower Fourth junior
was foo much for his temper. And he
was startled and dismayed, too, By the
discovery that a junior knew or sus-
pected so much.

His face blazed with anger.

“Have you finished, you young cub?’
he asked,

“T've told you what I think abouk
it,"" said Harry. “If you've gobt 2 ra
of decency, you'll drop that kid, on
give him a chance to make good here.’

“And that’s all?"

“¥Yeg, that's all.”

“ And now you've done, take thab!"
said Hilton, and his open hand smacked
savagely at Wharton's head.

But the smack did not reach homne.
Wharton's hand came up like lightning,
and knocked Hilion’s aside with szurh
forca that the Iifth-I'ormer uttered a
ery of pain.

Wharton jumped back a couple of
paces, and putk vp his hands, as the
Fifth Form man closed in on him
furiously.

The next moment thoy were lighting.

A fight between a Fifth Form man
and a Lower Fourth junior was hope-
lessly unequal; but Hilton was by no
means & first-class Oghting-man for the
Fifth, while Wharton was second only
te Bob Chorry in the Bemove, So un-
¢qual as the combat was, the captain
of the Remove gave an excellent aceount
of himself, and though he was driven
back, he gave as much punishment as
he received,

At the moment, there were only two
of them in the corrvidor: but Hilton,
in his angry passion, had forgotten that
there were probably & dozen fellows
within hearing,

" Hallo, halle, hello!™

“A fipht!™

“Wharton—-"

“And Hiltoa—="
“Bear a hand here!™ roared DBeb
Clerry.  “ Rescue, Remove.™

And Bob Cherry rushed into the fray

at onee, ] ] ]
It was time for ile big TFifth-
back to

FFarmer had driven Whavion
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the wall, and Harry was defending him-
salf with difficulty, Hilton scomed to
be beside himself with rage, and ho
was attecking the junior fiercely—all
tho more envaged by soveral hefty blows
that had landed on him. )

Bob Chorry came ot Hilkop with a
rush, and diove his_fist into the Fifth.
Form man's riba, Hilten gave a gasp
and staggered aside.

“Thanks, Bob, old man!" panied
Wharton.

“Roll up, Remove!™ roared Tob, as
Hilton, searlet with {ury, came rushing
at him.

“1 say, vou fellows, Wharion's fight-
ing & Fifth Form man!™ yelled Billy
Bunier, i great excitement,

“Pile in 1™ shouted Johnny Bull,

“This way for the cireus!™ shouted
Vernon-Smith.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Only Wharton had been on the spot
when Hilton tackled kim., But now the
passage sccmed alive with Removites,
Coker of the Fifth had often told Potier
and Greene, wrathfully, that he never
could lick one of those young scocundrels
without the other young ceoundrels buzz-
ing round him like a hornet’s nest.  Hil-
ton was meking the same dizcovery
now. He hardly know where so many
Remavites came from all of a sudden;
but he knew they were therg—collar-
ing him on all sides,

E‘rash]

Hilton of the Fifth went te the floor,
with five or six juniors sprawling over
him.

“Rap him!” bawled Squiff.

“Bump him "' bawled Bolsover major.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Down with the Filth!
beans.”

“You fags will have ihe prefects here
in & minute,” said Cecil Reginald
Temple, of the Fourth. “Oh! Ah!
Ow-wow 1

Temple of the Fourth foind himself
sitting on the floor all of a zudden.

Give him

Remove men did not like being called
fags by the lofty Cecil Reginald,

ut Temple was right; Gwynne of
the Sixth arrived on the scene with his
ashplant in hiz hand, and a wrathful
frown on his brow. There were yells
from the Removites as Gwynne laid on
the ashplant right and left. :

Hilton, sprawling breathlessly on s
back, was suddenly released. His. ossail-
anty were busy dodging the hefty swipea
of the profect’s cane.

“Hook it!"” gasped Bob Cherry.

And the jnniors scattered far and
wide, some of them yellingi{ as the ash-
plant caupght them going. Hilton of the
Fifth captured the last swipa of the
cane as he sprawled breathlesly. Per-
haps Gwynne did not potice that it was
& Fifth-Former who was sprawling
t]heir::. {n the other hand, perbaps ho
did !

“Oh 1" roared Hilton, serambling up.
“Mind what you're at, you fool!"

“Oh, you!" «aid Gwynne, “Did you
catch & swipe?”

“You silly idiot—"

“Draw it rmld, dear man,” saul
Owrnne, “ You're talking to a prefect,
and Fifth-Form men have been licked
hefara this, and may be again. What
the thump arc you ragging with a mob
of fags for? Deon't you know better?™

Hilton gritted his teeth and tramped
away without answering, He was in
o dusty and dishevelled aud breathless
state—the heroes of the Remove had notb
handled him gently. Gwynne of the
Sixth grinmed, and tucked his ashplant
under hizs  arm  and walked away.
Gwynne's opinion of Hilton was not o
high one, and he was not at all sorry
that the superb yvouth's lofty pride had
been taken down g peg or two.

“What was the row about, Herry "
asked Bob, when the Removites wore in

their own passage. “We've never
rowed with Hilton before. Is he taking
up the ju]ly old manners and customs of
Coker?™

Tre Macxer Lisnany.—No. 083,
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Harry Wharton explaified while he
debbed ki: nose, which was streaming
recd, Biob Cherry grinned as he lstened,

My hat ! No wonder Hilton got his
vigr ond 7 ke said. “The great pan-
jondrums in he sepior Forms don't like
lertures from the Leower Fourth, But
1 glad vou gave it to him steaight,”™

“Yes, rather ™ agreed Johony Bull.
“Jrary's o little beast, but that's ne
repson why a senior. should take him up
prd meke b worse. ™

1t won't make much  difference,
though,” remarked Nugont, © A queer
Eid like Dury may bo jolly wveelul to an
aistsider like Hiilon ; especially now he's
winler suspicion from the prefects.”

Harry Wharten nodded,

“Still, Dury belongs to our Form,
though he isn't much of a credit to i,
e saidl. " We ought to stop that 1f wo
Lan, .

*‘YWhat about ragming the cad?™ said
Bob, his cyes glistening. “We've
ragged Coker of the Fifth more than
ouce—and Coker 15 only & blundoripg
a3 and never means any real harm.
Hilton's a bad hat. What about rag-
ging him and “shipping " his study 7'

FPhew " said Nugent.

“Yoes; if he doesn’t drop Dury,” said
tle captain of the Remove. "“'The kid
1= heading for the sack all through
Hilton, He was harmless enough when
he was let alone. ID it comez to the
gack, you ecan depend on it that Hilton
will keep a safe distance, same as he
did when Dury bapged the Hogging.
It's jollv well going to stop. It's up to
us to look after the new fellow who
doesn't know his way about, even i we
don't like him personally. We don't
want an oxpulsion in the Rermove.”

H¥Ng fear!'™

“T shouldn't be sorry if the fellow
lefe,” yemarkod Johnny Bull. * But we
don't want an expalsion in fhe Form-—
the Ponrth would never let ua hear the
end of it. We'll jolly well stop it=—if
it poes on.  If Hilton's got any sense,
he'll take the tip and chuck it; if not,
o' ll rag him and wreck his study ae &
earning.”

“Hear, hear!®

And =0 it war agreed by the Famoue
Five—a decizion that would have made
the dandy of the Fifth stare if he had
known of it: and which certainly would
not have elicited any gratitude from the
Gamo Kid.

It was o couple of hours later that the
Kid, having received & message by 2
fag in the Second Formm, made his way
to Hilton’s study in the Fifth, Hae
found Cedric Hilton slone there; Frice
had gone down, ‘Hilton was spotless
and elegant as usual; not a sign re-
mained of the scuffle with the Rempvites
save & mark on his cheek where Harry
Wharton's knuckles had landed. And
he seemed to have recovered hia temn-
per: he was cheery and smiiin!:;.

“Come in, Kid!" he said. *"Shut the
door. I had good luek thiz afternoon.™
E_‘;ﬁi’m glad to ‘ear that, sir,” said the

id,

Hilton smiled.

“I took vour tip, and backed the Ban-
bury Pet against Hugging' man,”  ho
saic, “I've cleared a handfnl of money,
You oukbi to have somethin'.”

The Kid shook his head.

Yo fear, mir!”

“Anvhow, I can square the fwenty
vou lent me a8 week or two ago,” said
Hiiton. *Theat's why I wanted to ses
vou, Dury. I'm jolly glad to get it
cleared.”

The Kid crammed the currency notes
into his pocket, hardly looking at them.
Hilton tossed & book across te him,
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“Put that vnder your arm when vou
go—yon cami here for a book 1 am
lendin’ vou, veu know.”

T RKid 1;:;::jm:c-:l.

*Nesspe L

He left the stedy with a thoughliul
brow., He was giad that his patron had
had good luck ; glad that his adviee had
browght it aboutr, He was glad to sco
Hilton zo cheery and genizl. But he
was troubled by the way the Fifth-Yorm
sportsman was going; and though he
would pol crittetse Hilton, even 1n his
thoughts, he would have given mueh to
spe the dandy of the Fifth throw over
lis Dluekgunrdly emusemnents, if only
for safety’s sake. Dut it was not for the
Kid to offer so magnificent a fellow
advice, a3 he hunbly realised., And it
did not occur to his sim;;:le: mind, that
his own character was likely to suffer
from association with the youth he
wdolised,

“¥on! What the thump do vou want
here?”  Coker of the Fifth looked out
of his study and frowned at the Kid,
Coker had not forgotten how that sur-
prising junior had knocked him spinnin
on one oocasion; it was a painful mlﬁ
unpleasant memory to Horace Coker,

The Kid showed the wveolume he
carried.

“Master Hilton wes kind enough to
lend me this ’ere,” he said. *I came to
fetch it.™

“Well, cut off !" snapped Coker.

And the Kid cut off. It scomed =0
netural to him to carry out * Master
Hilton's ¥ instructions, 1.lﬁmt. it hardly
accurred to him that he had told Horace
Coker an untruth,

A preat many untruths and a great
deal of deception would be needed if
his association with the sportsman of
the Fifth was to continue. Certainly,
Harry Wharton & Co. wers right mn
thinking that the sooner it ended, the
belter; though the Kid himself was not
likely to share their view. Pob Cherry,
who was chatting on the Remove land-
mmg  with Peter Todd, noticed Dury
coming ot of the Fifth Form passage;
and Bob mentally decided that the
:iuhi pping ' of Hilton's study waa about

e,

gy

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

In Doubt !

é“ TURY 1"
Mr. Quelch rapped dut the
name in the Hemove Form-
TOOI O Eaturdﬂ;.r MOTRIng.
The Kid suppressed a sigh as he
answered :

“Yes, sir,”

“Will you

“I'm tryin
meekly.

“You are aware, Dury, that in any
case you give me mors trouble than any
sther boy in the Remove,” said Mr,
Queleh acidly. *You are unable to
share in the general work of the Form,
and T am obliged in most matterz to
pive you separate instruction—>="*

“That sin't my fault, sir,” said the
Kid. "I try "ard, sir.”

“You need not interrupt me, Dury.
When the lesson iz one in which von are
able to share, in spite of the backwird
state of yonr knowledge, the least you
can do is to give attention.”

“Buattingly, sir.”

“But you are not giving attention!”
rapped out Mr. Quelch. I have had to
speak to youn several times, Dury. llo
not let it ocour again.”’

“Yory well, sir.”

And the Kid strove to fix his thonghts

ive me your attention?”
to, air,” said the Kid

upon  geazvaphiv: an o amporiant matter
m the Form master's eves—not so im-
portant in the Kid's. There were other
matters ont Richiard Durv’s mimd cf
which s Forn msster diud not dream.

The 10d wonld have had a difficult
fime at- e school, in the best of cir-
erunstanees,  Bol probably 1he worst
thing that could have happencd to him
was  what had bappened—his  being
“taken up " by a sentor.

His devotion to Hilton of the IMifth
was unchanged and unabated; but it
was coming into collision with every-
thing else. Already it had led to his
disregarding the rules of the school, to
his receiving severe punishment, to his
earning the distrast and dizlike of his
Form master, and cauwsing dizappoint-
ment to the kind old Head who had
done so much for him.

But there was worse lo come,

Hilton was quite decided in his mind
that theve should be a match at the
Three Fishers, between the Game Kid
and the Banbury I'et. Bobbhy Huggins
was keen and eager to take the Kid in
hand once more, and pobk him in the
ring; and it was certain that the
patrons of the Three Fishers would back
the Pet heavily., The whole affair, of
gourse, was to be a dead secret—the
deepest of dead seqrets.

The schome appealed a good deal 1o
the Kid. He was by nE Means umn.
willing to display lis prowcess in the
roped ring once more; his heart beat
faster at the thought of standing up in
the rinE again with the gloves on,
under the eager eyes of o watchin
growd. Had the thing been permitted,
the Kid wonld have enjoyed it from
start to finish,

But it was not permitted ; the Head,
if he knew, would be shocked and
horrified. And the Kid was grateful 1o
the Head, and bLated the thought of
deceiving him,  Neither did he like
the burden of secrecy. Discover
meant expulsion from Greyviviars fer sll
parties concerned; and soch a seeret
Was a h,lr::rel-m to Dury's mind.

But that was not the worst. He had
to seek oot Bobby Huggins, his old
trainer. The Old 'Un was to take
charge of him [or thoe afair when it
came off; and the arrangements were
proceeding, regardless of tho Kid's
dissatisiaction. The prospect  of
“making & book” on a “dead cert”
had excited both Hilton amd Price;
they were already revelling in  tho
thought of “ropin' it in,” as Price ex-

ressed 1t.  The Kid would beat the

anbury Pet, they were certain of that;
and they were going to book big bots
at long odds, putting "their shirts ” on
it, as Price sald, It was the chance of
a lifetime, .a::c-c:rqimg to Price, and they
were_going the whole giddy unicorn.
The Kid's timid objections had not even
boen listened to. )

In good faith Dury had given Mr.
Quelch his word that he had now
nothing to do with the Old 'Uny
that he would wmever have anything
more to do with him.

That promise he was to breek, and
it troubled him deeply. That wag what
was on the haplezs Kid's mind, in tho
Form- . while DBIZ eleh was ox-
pecting him to devote his concentrated
attention to geography. :

That afternoon, according to Hilton's
instructions, he was to see the Old
"Un, and fix malters up definitely.
And though it was impossible to the
loval Kid to say ** No" to Hilton, he had
not quite decided that he would do ns
he was told. To refusc Hilton secrocd
impossible; to break his promise tﬂil“l’.
Queleh  seemed almost s impossible;
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Cherry rushed np—at the right moment.

Ii-i-Th
{fee Chapter 11.)

staggered aside.

Hilton had driven Harry Wharion back to the wall, and
the junior was defending himself with difficuily. Bob

into the Fifth-Former®s ribs, and Hilton gave a gasp and
old man | ** panted Wharton.

He drove his fist

e
I

gres Forony :
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and the wreiehod Kid waz f-;tl-iviug io
think of zome middle conrse whera
there wes npo middle course 1o be found,
It was not swyprising that he was in
tronble i the Form-room that morning.
“Dury.” came My, Quelch’s  voico
agani.

The Kid, deep in dismal reflections,
did not even heer hum this time. He
was staring glumly at his desk, deaf
to s sorroundings. s

“Prary " rambled the Remove mastor,

Bob Cherry reached out with s fook
and gave the prececupied Kid a good-
natured shave. Idary started.

“Try ! How dare you not answer when
I address vou ! thundered Mr, Quelel,

“1 didn't 'ear you, =iv,"” stemmmored
Pary.

“Are you deafi™”

“MN-n-no, s

“Then why did vou not hear me®

“I—I was thinking, ~tr—I—"

“Phis 13 beyond all patience, Bury,
Yo seem to he delermuined to give e
all the trouble you can. Hold ont your
hand.”

Swish!

“If you are guilly of one more fault
during class, ]'fl:ry. I shall detain you
for the whole afternoon ! snapped M,
Queich,

“0h, sic! gasped Dury, with such
dismay in his face that all the Remove
noted it as well as the Form masier,

“Pear that in mind, Dury.”

* Yes, s

Dury made a great effort to give My,
Gueleh his attention after that. To be
detained for the afternoon meant that
he would o unable to carry out Cednie
Hilton's instructions if he decided to
:Ilc:- 50. He could not afford to risk
that.

Me. Queleh did not fail to note his
dismay at the suggestion of detention,
or the effect that 1t had had upon him.
Distrusting the boy as he did, it was
natural for the Fovmn master to suspect
that Dury bad some very particular
engagpement for that half-holiday, and
that it was an engagemcnt thab he
would not carve to explain,

He had uo further fanlt to find with

Dick Dury that morning; but his eyes
glinted suspiciously at the Kid's rugged
face & good many times before the closs
was dismissed.

Idismissal came at last, much to the
Kid's relief, He breathed more [recly
when he was once out of the Form-
rootn, and away [rom the gimlet-ayes
and snapping voice of the Remove
master.

Aficr dinner, when he went out into
the t}uad. Bob Cherry tapped him on
the shoulder. ]

“(iive 1t a miss, old lad!” said Tiob,
with & grin.

“What do yow mesn?” grunted the
Eid.

“If you've got any stunt on this after-
noon, give it a miss,” sald DBob
geriously.  “Quelchy is suspicious; [
could see it in his eye. If you play the
goat to-day you'll be nailed, Don't be
a young ass, Dury.  "Ware beaks”

And Bob walked away to rejoin his
chums, having given the Kid that good.
'Ilﬂ'[.'lﬂ'-ﬂl.'l "I.".'H.rﬂ]ng.
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The Kid frowned after him ploomily.
He knew that Bob meant him well, but
it was not possible to profit by the warn-
inz, unless he made up his mand to
break with his friend in the Fifth, And
that he ld not resolve unpon.

A little Jater he went away towards
tlhie gates. A peir of very keen eves,
from Mr, Queleh’s study window, fol-
lowed him. Harry Wharton called to
the Hid before he reached the gates.

“Dury! Coming down to see the
footer 1

“NoM

“We're playing the Shell this after-
naon,” said H}nrr:;. “It will be a game
worth watching, Dury. ¥You haven't
done badly in games practice, and you'd
meke o good foothaller if you were
keen,

Dury shook his head.

He was still ondecided whether he
wonld interview the Old "Un or not,
and certainly he would have preferred
to go down fo Litile Bide and watceh
the Removo foothallers at Soccer. Dut
he shook his head, and went out at tho
gates,

At his study window Mr, Quelch stood
with a contracted brow. He had seen
Ilob and Harey Wharton spesk to the
Kid in tuen, and Dury had left them,
and gone out of gates by himsell, Mr.
Queleh thought for s few minutes, his
faca hardening and hiz eves glinting.
‘Then he went for his coat and hat, If
Iichard Dury was secking disreputable
associates  that afterncon, affer his
promise to avoid them, Mre. Quelch in-
tended to know—and then even the
Head must see reason, he considered,
and send the boy away from Greyfriars.

Dury, as he tramped across the fields,
had forgotten Mr, Quelch. If he was to
see the Old '"Un, he had to visit the
Cross Keys: and it troubled hum, and he
continued to hesitate, undecided, unable
to decide. Bub at the samo time, as 1f
hiz subeonscious self had already made
up its raind, he was drawing nearer and
nearer o the place, as he strolled almost
airnlessly about the field-paths, with his

honds in his pockets and a decp wrinkle

in his brow.
i s

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coals of Fire!

ke LD cover! Youl!™
Ale. Huggins grinned.

"“he Old "TTn eame guite un-
expectedly on Mre. Quelch.

He had not seen the Remove masker
sincs the occasion when he had visited
Greyiriars and Mr, Quelch had ordered
him off. But the Old 'Un had not foc-
gotten. He had threatened Mr. Quelch
then, and the Form master had' treaked
his threat with cool contempt. But in
such matters Mr. Bobby Huggins was a
man of his word,” especially when he
fiad, to use his own phrase, * pushed one
Lack.” Two or three whiskics induced,
in Bobby Huggins. the state of mind in
which he was prepared to knock off o

oliceman’s helmet, at the risk of retir-
g from the public view for a2 month
afterwards, In this frame of mind, he
came suddenly on the “old covey ™ who
had ordered him out of Greyfriars, hav-
ing declined his invitation to “step oul-
gite” :

The stout old boxer pgrinned,

lanted luz bulky form directly in
&ut-h:h'.-; path,

“ Faney meeting yvoinr!™ he said.

The Remove master eyed him con-
tenaptuoushy,

“Bitand aside ! he snapped.

¥Mot ‘arfl” said Mr. Hugeins, his

and

M.

single eye gplittering.  "“Lhere was a
crowd of blokes avound vou when I come
up to the school, Now we'vre mon to
man, my covev, aml 1i's o different
story. I was hustled out, I was—shioved
and pushed. Don't you turn up your
nose a4t me, old covey ! I ain't a bloke
to be scorcd of you like one of your
bovs, 1 ain'g!®

Mr, Queleh compressed his lips.

The mecting was a vory unfortunate
onc.  The old pugilist simply did not
understand that a pentleman in Ay,
Queleh’s position could not “step ouwt-
side,” as he termed it, and engage in a
scutle. Moveover, though his imprudent
support of the drink traffic had ended
Bobby Hugging' career as a hoxer, he
was mich too helty shill for Mr. Quelch
to deal with personally. ‘I'wenty yeavs
i‘r-:_-,rller Mr. Quelch could have handled
.

And the man—the ruffan, as Mr.
Guelch consideired him=—evidently meant
trouble. He threw his hat inte the
grass, spat on his hands, and squared up
to the dignified Form master.

Mr. Quelch backed away a pace or
tvo,

Cortainly, if the old "pug” man-
handled him, he would be pursucd by
all the rigours of the law, and =zent to
prison for assault and battery. But that
would not cure a black eve or a squashoed
nose, or replace a missing tooth, My,
Quelch grasped his ambrella kard, To
run for it was impossible—it was far
too undigmfied. But to be knocked out
by thiz old bruiser that was the alterna-
five. In_ the quiet fanc, there was no
help iu sight. Mr, Quelch backed away
farther, and the old boxer followed him

up.

“Stand back, you seoundrel!” said
the Greyifviars master, between his
teeth,

Mr. Hugping came on with o rush.

Crash!

The umbrella crathed on the boxer's
Lullet head, with such force that it broke
into fwo pieces; and Dobby Huggins
staggered under the blow.

The next moment he gave & roar of

rage, and rushed om the Form master.
_ In the fistical line Mr. Quelch was not
in the same stroet with Bobby Huggins.
JBut he defended himself as well as hae
could, falling back step afler step vnder
a rain of angry blows,

His face was set and bitier. Al Ahis
was dus to Richard Durv—the wrotched
boy who should have been sent away
from Groyfriars. But for Dury, this old
ruflian would never have called at Grey-
friarz at all; would never have met Mr,
Quelch, Indeed. but for Dury’s sus-
%'Jlf.'lﬁll.ﬁ' condoct, Mr., Quelch would not
wve been taking a walk abroad that
afternoon at all; he would have been
enjoying a leisure hour with Buripedes
m his study.

LThere was a sudden erash in the hedge
by the lane, and wnn active figure came
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Ieaping out into the read behind Me,
Crueleh,

It was the Came Kid.

“Help ! panted 2Mr. Queleh, who
heard him without seeing him., He only
knew that somseone had leaped into the
road frem the field.

*Leave 'im fo me, sic!”

Duory came up with & rush,

He passed BMe. Queleh, and engaged
the Old *U'n at close guarters, taking
him off the Form master's hands in a
momeoent,

“The Kid!" pasped Bobby Huggins.
“{h, crimes!™”

He went stappering back under the
Ciame Kid's swift attack.

‘Yhe Kid had boeon still undecided
whether he would meet My, Huggins or
not that afternoon, Now he had met
him under very uneapected clrcum-
stances,

“You boozy old rogue,” said the Tid
savagelv., “Can’t you keep vour "ands
off your betiersi Take that!”

By gumn! I'll smash wou!™ roarcd
My, Huggins,

“Come on and do it!” jeerad the Kid.

And Bobby Huggins did his best,

I'I-'Irr. Quelch staggered against a tree,
panting for breath, dazed and bewil-
dered. Like & man in a dream, he
watched Dury of the Remove standing
up coolly to & powerful man more than
twice bis size,

It seemed inevitable that the sechool-
boy wmust be rushed down and over-
whelined, But to the Form master's
bewildered amazement, the Kid*showed
no sign ol being overwhelmed. He
stood up coolly to the old pugihst, a
grin on his rugged face,

“Bless my soul!” murmured Mr.
Quelch.

For zeveral minutes, there was hard
fighting; for Bobby Huggins was in a
furious rage, and he dif his very best
And he was still & hefty man, and had
net lost his old skill with his knuckles.

Beveral of his fierce blows came home
—blows thaj would have knocked ont
any other Crevfriars man; but which
hardly seemed to trouble the Game Kid
at all, It was like & dream, or rather
a nightinare, to bMr, Quelch, as he
watched breathlessly.

The Old *Un was on the alert. Bobby
Huggins was looking out for his “ left ™
—he knew the Kid's lefi of old. Buk
Dury’'s chanee came at last, and the
Old "Un staggered back vnder & blow
that almost jolted his head from his
shoulders, and went with a crash into
the middle of the road.

The Kid langhed breathless]y,

“You asked %ﬂt‘ it, Odd "Un " he said,

Bobby Huggins only greaned.

The Kid turned his back on him, and
camsa towards AMr. Quelch.

“It’s all right pow, =iz

“Take care, my bov,”
Remove master. **That ru
attack vou again——"

The EKid chuckled.
~“He won't, sir,” he said cheerfully.
“I've give him my left. He won't be
agble to crawl "ome just yet, sic.”

“Bless my soul!” said Mr, Queleh
faintly.

There was another groan from Boebhy
Huggins, and he sat up in the road.
The Kid did not heed !El)im_

“Safe onough now, sir,” he said. *I
"ope he ain't ‘urt you, zir! He's been
drinking, =ir, or he would never ave
touched vau The Old "Un ain't reely
a bad sort, sr.”

“Bless my soul!” s=aid Mr. Quelch
again.

He pazed hiz hand over hiz brow.
He was not hurt; the Kid had come up

(Continwed on puge 28.)

he zeid,
asped the
an—he may



T GUN TED?! Fervers Locke Tas adopled inpumerable disguises duiing the couvse of s edventurous caveer,
baf nonie guite so trae to lfe as his impersonation of en  oui-of-work 7 gunman who drops in of Wolf Point for

a sheoling job I

An Old Pard's Advice!
s 0, a0 it's Caistor, hey ?' says
another  fellow, migh
polite like. * Guess yuh
ain't shapin’ fer lightin’
out th' eounntry, Caister 1" Waal, Caister
comie back wi' a mighty slick euss an’
thet feller zes to his crowd ° Grab himV
So they prabs Caister. *Yuh got jest
twelve hours fer guit, Caister,” he ses,
“an’ vub haven't quit, so yore shore
ontia quit fer good!” Waal, reckon
they keeps ws covered, o3 hedn't a
chiance. They pegs Caister down on th’
turf like a blamed hide stretched out
ter dry, Say, did Ceister sguirm?
Nossir, he cusses thet feller fer & low.
down  shunk. 'Aw shet yore frap,
Caister,” drawls th' leader. * Yore shore
gonna boller in two minutes!” Waal,
they hacks ws away, leavin' Caister
pegged down on th' ground. © Stampedo
them blamed steerz ! shouts th' leader,
(Gosh, ws ecould most hev fallem off'n
our cayuscs when us heard Lthet, but
they'd gotlen oue guns by 'thet time. Us
couldu't do nnthim’. Waal, they milled
them stecrs, then headed 'em at full lick
right over Cai-ter. {(Gogh, it was gwiul!
When th' cattle had passed they picked
up what war left o Caister an’ th’
leader ses: *Thar, fake thet to yore
hlamed shorift an® tell him 'va. gotia
worse packet comin’ ter him!"! 8o us
eleared wi' Caister, ond thar he is!™

He hroke off with a shudder. Ferrera
Tocke's oves had never left the man’s
face during the whele of the recital,

“And what did this gang do alter
that ¥ he ashed guictly,

“Lit ot like bigees infér {h' davk ™
growled the man.

The detective nodded, aod, with an
alinost Jmpercepithie jerk of Mz head,
he beckoned to Cai and Jake to follow
him. Leading the way back into the
living-vommn, he cloced the door and
Faced the vaneliers,

TWell 7 hie said calmly,

“MTain't vo vae lightin' ont after them
skunks !" growled Cal, B¢ most iniles
pway by now "

presence of yourselves and Hank

Locke and Jack Drake.

“Not  the
Fervers Locke. :
He crossed to & desk, and, unlocking
a drawer, produced a bulky envelope.
“Caisler gave me this the day 1 was
appointed sheriff.,” he said. *The seal
had to be broken only when he was
dead., He asked me to open it inHﬂHa-
L=

slightest wse,” agreed

man. I will act for Hank.”
He slit open the envelope and pulled

[T —

Ty m~rEaiyga OWATTESS,

PERRERS LOCKE, the jomous Baler Siréel
defective, and kit clever young assisfant,

JACK DRAKE, take wp quariers in Tezax fo
fnvestinte the mysterious raids made upon
the catfle runches in the neighbovurhood of
Walf Poird, A card bearing a wolf*s head
swith red fangs, left ab the seene aof
gulrage, 73 the only clue they have to work
o, ‘I'}:-w Rave hardly been al Wolf Pound
Jive minules, however, before an alfempl i=
wmade on Locke's 1ife,

MAT DUKE, the , sieves the situslion,
But in 2o doing i8 hemeelf fatally chot By a
pereen uwnknows. Af the insligation of

SIL4A8 CAISTER and two ofher aealthy
panchiers, Locke ix asked fo Ul bhe role of
sheriff ot Wolf Point. This he docs under
the wesumwed  nubne of MENDERSON.
Before  rer !m}g howeeer, he orresis
KILLER KLAUSTER for mmmr{.ninp 10
shoot one of the Flying V honds al the Sileer
Dollay  Seloos, o gambling den run by
MONTY EARL., Fearing certain e
SJormation might Teak owt, rl rvigits the
gael with & proporition lo vut before ihe new
shertff, The mesting €8 ttlerrtpled, low-
grer, by Uee wudden appenranes of the Velf,
who shoots Boarl and disappears. Locke i3
eeccitged of dhe qnurder, i T coRseglERse
i3 allacked Fﬂ; et mrnad posse of wen fed by

PANZALESR, Earl's saceelary amd  nuanamer.
The veiwn sherifl™s e &5 in jeopurdy, wlien
i party of wasked iders, in the serbice of
the Waolf, scatler the gunmen end fake Locke
and Panzales prisoners. Taken ta 0 fecred
cavg in - the *"dre” Poenzgles i3 theest
wmtn & seolves” Rir amd tord fo pisers by
the ferocions feasts.  Ferrers Loske, freno-
Ever, waneges o expape, and le rejoing Ais
Jriende af the Flying V Ranch, Shordl
after thizs four hande of the Crirvder Ranc
ride up fo the Flying V baaring o mangled

porpee beficeen e wideh they declare is

Cursier,

“ We swere affached by o dozer maihed
Jellerg" expluins one of e hands, " erd
wrdeied {0 ol U over Tonde, dan' us did f "

(Now read on)

out & mass of folded papers. He scanned
them, then locked vp and smid:

“'I'hese are the title deeds of Caister’s
ranch. There 15, with them, an accom-

anying letter. I will read it to you, &8
it iz addressed to you and Hank.

¥ Dear ds,' he reed,—* When you
read this h];.::n letter 1 will have crossed
the great divide. Pards, for some time
past ¥'ve been reckoning that ug i=s up
against a mighty big force in that
skunk, the Wolf. I guess I'm tough,
and if I goes west, then I gives littlo
for the chance of eny other feller what
is up against the Wolf, like me and yow.
Well, vou and me has zeen some ups
andd downs in the cattle country, but
none like this. Take the advice of your
dead pard and gut. You 15 sure up
ageinst death, and you can’t beat that.
'm giving you the Caister Ranch to
divide amongst the three of you, but
I'm making one condition. For your
own sakes, pards, sell out and ranch
where this blamed Weolf don™ run. The
whole country knows what's going on
around here, and prices aren’t none oo
good. But there's a guy, representing
a dingbuster of » syndicale way :
in New York who's offerad me a fair
Fri-:c. Karl K. Enuller is his name, and
we's square.’' ™

“1 knows that guy!” cut in Jake.
“ e offered me & price fer my 1‘3.111:1'1,:’

“Yope that's so!” nodded Cal. * He's
buyin' heavy in Texas, folks say.”

“ Pagds,’ ” went on Ferrers Locke,
confimuing wilh the letter, "“you arva
not young fellers now. I've always stood
for tha law, and maybe I've set off my
mouth a mighty lot about this skunk
what's driving us to despair. Well, he's
ot me, else yvou wouldn't be reading
this lotter. Sell out, for your own sakes,
pards, end take my ranch, as well. If
yvou won't, then sell my ranch {o Knuller
and let the money be ugzed in hounding
down this blamed Wolf. That's all,
pards. Us has ridden the ranges o lob
together, and never had no bad word
between ws, Mighty good Juck to youw
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all, and, my last word—take the advice
of your old pard, B1Las CAl8TER. ¥

Cal and Joke sat zilent as the detec-
tive came fo the end of the letter.

“Pore SBilad!” muttered Cal, after n
few moments. " Reckon he's eald
sense 1™

“Yeop,” replied Jake slowly, "he's
gotten his, at last, and I'm mighty
wegry of all this rustlin’ &and murderin’.
Sometimes I reckon it ain't worth while
goin’ on ! . .

“Sheriff,” he said hoarsely, jumping
to his feet, *as man to man, iz it worth
it? Bhall us hang on or shall us take
Caister’s advice?”

“Hang on,” roplied Ferrers Locke
steadily.  “T told Caister I would corral
the Wolf within a week., I must work in
my own way. DBut I give you my word
tonnt I will not break my npromise to
Caister. Were I to move other than
cantiously at this stage, then it would
riin everybhing. '

There came a knock at the door, ani
11, answor to the detective's “Come in "
Hrmd entered.

¥ l'here's 2 feller ridden over from ih'
Caister Ranch1” he drawled, *“He's
#3kin’ for Hank, I telled him Hank
wasn't to home."”

“What iz his name?™

“Eoller.” .

The sheriff smiled, a trifle grimly.

“Shaw him ih, Hpud!™ he said, and
25 the foreman retveated Jake Peters
aaid huskily : )

“Gosh, now, ain’t thet jest fate? An’
us jest readin’ ‘hout him in pore Silas
letter 1™

—e

The Calsier Raneh Foreman!

PUD reappeared with a stranger at
his h&aﬁ, and, after ushering the
latter into the room, withdrew,
closing the deor behind him.

The newcomer was & tall; dithe, elean-
shaven mon.  His hair was jet black,
and plastered fAat on his head, A pair
of horn-rimmed speetacles surmounted
a large and prominent, high-bridged
noae, He was dressed in a well-cut
Jounge suit, and white spats were
strapped on his patent-leather shoes.

Locke noted the level eyes behind the
spectaclos and the thin-lipped mbuth,
the severity of which was not minimised
by a small moustache. ;

“Good evening. gentlemen!” said
the stranger. *'1 hope I don't intrude!
My name is Karl K, EKaaller. My
card ! .

ITe handed Ferrers Loeke his card,
and, with & perfunctory glance at the
picce of pasteboavrd, Locke slipped it
into his pocket. .

“Well, Mr. Knuller,” he said, “and
what is your business?”

“1 came to put 8 proposition in front
of Mr. Herman, but it seems he is not
here. I hayve just been to see Mr.
(Caister, of the Caister ranch, but T was
informed that he was headed this way !

“Caister 19 dead!” said the detective
sharply.

“IDead? echoed Knuller, in amaze-
ment. “Sey, I don't get vou®"

“The Weolf has killed him !

Knuller sank into a chair, and, clasp-
ing hiz hands together between his
knees, leaned forward.

“That hombre again!™ he seid slowly,
“YWhat in blazes does the Wolf Point
shorilf think he's et? A school merm's

pi?fi'iiciu Iy I replied Lock
'MNot exa " replied Ferrers Locke,
“T am the ﬁ'ﬂlf Point sheriff i
Knuller fushed.
“I'm real sorry, sherif!” he saig
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quickly. *Guess what you said kind of
upset me!”

+E W"i.l = ?il

“Well, because I was expecting o
clinch a piece of business with Caister!”

*“The zale of his ranch!”

"¥es. Look here, sherif! These two
gontlemen have met me before. 1 re-
?rusent a powerful Mew York syndicato.

‘& aren’t standing for this Wolf ten
minutes if we become inferested in this
part of the cattle country. We want
Bteors for the beef supply of 2 good part
of the world, and we want to raize them
steers ourzelves. I'm open to buy the
Flymg V, the Caister ranch, the I{ar 8,
and the Double B, If T can buy them,
then we'll spend a million doilars, if
necessary, on cleaning up this Wolf !’

“Hm! Well, T think gou'll find that
neither Mr. Jofferson nor Me., Peters are
going to =ell!”

*I= that eo?" inguired Knuller,
awinging round in his chair towards tne
ranchers.

“Yep! Reckon us hangs on a biz!"
drawled Jake.

“Frankly, I'm disappointed!” snid
KEnuller, *I could offer you a hetler
price than anyone else in the countey !™

“Yep, an’ git a blamed bullet through
vore back ‘fore yubh'd bin hyac ton
menutes ! drawlied Cal.

“I tell you we'd spend a million
dollars in clearing out this sconndrel !
. “There's nothing doimg!™ cut in the
investigator coldly., “These gentlemen
are not selling 1

“I'm sorry—very sorry!”’
Knwller, rizing to his feet. “I
it that that iz gquite definite?™

“Quite definite!”

“Well, T'll be hiking along! I've got
a bugpy from the Camter ranch. How
far is it from here to Wolf Point 2"

“Blamed good hump, mister!™
drawled Cul.

“I'll be very pleazed to put you up if
you cave to stay overnmight!" remarked

replied
can takn

the inv{aatiﬁmiur.

Knuller -hesitataed.

U1 will, thanks! he replied.
just tell them to unharness the
tcam, if vou'll excuse me!"”

He leit the room, and Ferrers Locke
turned ter Jake and Cal

“Welll tuen in now,” he said. "We
can discuss nothing with that fellow
about the piace. You had both better
share the samce room to-night, and one
of you keep awake with a gun ready to
hand!™

“Meanin snapped Jake,

“Meaning that tho hunt is up! The
Yolf's on the prowl, as ven know.
There's more unlikely things than that
he'll be here before morning !

AR if he comes he'll come wi' his
blamed pack!™

“Perhaps; but & wolf sometimes runs
on u lone trail I replied the investigator
gquietlv.  “Anyway, be prepared for
trouble!™

Bomeone clumped heavily along the
passageway. The next moment the door
was thrown open, and there stood,
glowering’ on the threshold, the grim
figure of Alf, the Chister foreman,

For a moment he stood, his surly un-
shaven face thrust forward and his little,
red-rimmed eyes glaring at Locke. His
hands were curled claw-like above the
butta of twe heavy calibre guns which
jutted from their holsters,

“What do you want:”
Ferrers Locke.

* ¥uh, yub yaller livered Britisher!™

The investigator stitffened, but replied

steadily.

“Cut that kind of talk out! What do
Fou want?”
: _“*Iéfut. }m;i.h:p' !’;i Sutariﬂidr Mfi‘] {].;Z Why
aia't ¥uh hittin" th® trai th'
thet killed Caisteri™ SRR ALY

Y1
buggy

LR

snapped

“T'll give you a minute lo get out of
this room!” replied Ferrers Locke icily,
Leit this, Britisher!” was the enarled
response. “I'm aimin’ ter ecall yore
bluff! Caister made & mistake when he
made vuh sheriff, so did these fellows
hyar! Vore yaller, an' I'm gonua
prove it! T likes no man, an' few likes
me, bub, by heck, I'm aimin’ ter say
thet I Limug'ht a mighty lot of Caister.
And now he's dead, an' ’stead of
lightin' out alter tW skunks what did it
yore chin-waggin’ hyar! Aw, shucks,
El.th ve kidded them DPanzeles toughs,
ut yuh cain’t kid me! Blick Hender-
son they calls yuh! I'm talkin’® straight!
A sheriff whal cain't do better'n jest
talk when a man's bin killed like what
Caister was, ain't no blamed use in th'
cattle country! I'm gonna drill yuht”
:‘{.H.IE!” snapped Jake warningly.
Shet up, Peters!” pritted the fore-
man harshly, “Keep yore long noso
outa this! I'm gonna show yuh an® Cal
Jefferson jest what a blamed dawg
yur've gotten fer sheriff !™

He whecled and advanced shufflingly
towards Fervers Loeke, There was a
cﬁ‘Id light of fury in his eyes.

T mever liked yuh!” he said jorkily,

Never from th' fust day T see'd vl !
Reckon wus don't want Hritishers hyar.
Yn:ir]u Fa%&r!"

The detective was watching him
steadily, He saw the hands hgvering
nervously over the guns, The man was
in deadly earnest,

i lI”m gonna kill yuh, Blick Hender-

(£ “’}IF?"?

“:!s'rvu said it!"

“¥You are a liar!" said Ferrers Locke
calmly. “8hall I tell vou why you arc
gmng to kill me?”

Alf halted. His evil eyes glared at
Locke. A tense stillness settled on tho
ruﬂn:r’. '

5 I be real glad ter hear yuh say
so!” replied the foreman hacshly,

The detective stared at him for o
moment in silence, When he spoke lis
volce was cald.

“You are going to kill me because
lave been sent here to kill mg?ﬂ e

The foreman's hands
spasmodically,

::Gu ont" ha grated,

You say that yon are going to kil
me because of Caister’s death! That is
a lie! I repeat you have bedn zent here,
aid the man that sent you here is—"

He got no further. The foreman
Lands streaked for his guus. &
_But Ferrers Locke was on the alert,
He had been tensed like a spring.  Jake
and Cal threw themselves full length to
the floor. At the same instant there
came the vicious bark of guns in action.
Bang, bang, bang!
he acrid smell of burning powder
filled the room, and, searce knowing
what to expect, Jake and C(lal peotid
through the swirling smoke.

twitched

- r—

Jack Takes His Orders!

o BY the greal horned toad, what's

happencd 2" came the startled
voice of
doorway,

He peered forward at where the de.
tective stood, grimly erect, then blinked
foolishly belind his glasses at the still
form of Alf, which was lying sprawled
grotesquely on the floor,

““Feller drawed a gun on sheriff,”
explained Jake, rising to his feet
“That's th' feller.” -

He jerked a thumb in the direction
of Alf. There was a world of simplo
explanation in the gesture.

errers Locke dropped on his kneea

Knuller from the
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“ ] ropeat,”” sald Ferrers Locke, ** that the man whe sent you to kili me is—-"" He got no farther, lor Alt"s kands sizeaked
for his guns. Bui the deteetive was quisker on the draw, however. Crack—erack ! Jake and-:Cal - threw -themssiven full
lengih on the floor as thers sounded the viclowus bark of two guns I aclon. (See page 24.)

beside the foreman wnd raised the man's
head. Ailf's little eyes dickered open,
.]?ad E;‘:ﬂpémfully fooused his gaze upon
t‘ ﬂ *

“Yuh beat me,” he whispered. * Yuh
beat ma tar th' draw,”

“Yea, I reckon 20, amented the in-
veestigator,

He tore n the man's shirt and
wiped away the blood which was oozing

from a wound in the right shouldey,

“Yuh ain't killed him, sheriff?"”
drawled Cal, shufling forward to get
8 boiter view,

“MNo: I aimed for his shoulder, bub
I'vé got him & hit Jow. ™

Jake apponred with some hot water
and bandages, and wilthin a few minutes
Al's wound wae drersed.

“What yuh aimin' lo do wi' tlif
coyote, sherilf 1" he inquired.

“We'll keep him here ez .2 prizoner,”
snapped Ferrers Locke, "a closo
prisoner. He'll appear before ihe
ranchers' eourt when wo are readsy”

“Yapl The murdering  devill”
snapped Kouller, “IH he s o sainple
of & Texas ranch foreman, then '
hegmmng to be glad that you gentle-
mon won't el out. The Wolf we mmight
doal with, but if every blessed foreman
iz going to draw a gun whonever he
thinks he's got & grouch, then I'm iell-
ing the world that Tewas isn't Lwalbhy.
Nossir, i sure is not!”

He favonred Alf with & long, eold
stare, which the foreman refurned
ateadily.

“Reckon I won't avail myeelf wf your

hospitalisy, geotlemen,” went- on
Knuniler. “Besina yvou've fut Tveur
hand: mighty full, T'l poll out for

Welf Point right now.”

“An wyou wish,” podded Ferrers
Locke.

“¥You'll hear from me again,” re-
marked Xnuller, proffering hiz bhand.
"I'm not quita giving np hepe of get-
ting these ranches. Yes, wou'll hear
from me again.”

He withdrew, and Jske and Cal
gccompatiied him ae far as the buggy,

The detective took Jack by the arm,
and moved towards tha curtained
window out of earshol of the wounded
foraman.

“ NMNotice anything st now, Jack?"
Lie asked in a low voice.

“¥es; when Knoller gaid Lhal we'd
hear from him again, it seemed to me
that, although he was obvicusly speak-
E.'I “tu ws, he meant his remarks [or

“Why do you think that?”

“*Becauze he was glaring et Alf while
he was talking, and I’ll awear | saw his
eyelids flicker as though it wore a sovb
of signal,”

“You are qnte righl—he did mean
his remerks for AlM. Listen! I'm
going inte Woll Point in dispuise. IF
I do not return here in three days,
then, with Jake and Cal, collect as hig
a posse- a3z you can, and ride for the
draw where the wolves were kept. I
have sketched out the location of it on

this piece of paper. Somehow or other

I will get a message to you at thar
ﬂ}nﬁ I mey be waiting for yon my-

“And if we find meither you mor =
nessage, sirl™

“Then hang on for twelve hours. Ji
Lthere is ne word from me, or sign of
me by that time, I will bs dead. In thei
caze open this envelope, and act aocord-
ing to the instructions inside."

“Ia that all you can tell me, gir?”

Ferrers Locke was eilent for & few
moments, Then he laid his lrand on
Jack's. shoulder, and said earneatly:

“Yes, Jack, it is. The end is in sight,
and you will soon know the fruth. ¥You
will upnderstand thes why [ can say
nothing at the moment. I must go.
Explein to Jake and Cal, and sea to ir
that this fellow Alf is kept securely =
prisoner, Good-bye!"

He held out his hand, and Jack fook
it. Then, with an offort to keep the
tremor out of his volce, Jack gaid:

“(Eood-bye, sir, and jolly good luck!™

e i—

The Guoman [

ERRERS LOCEFR was an cxperl
in the art of disgoise, and uni
even his closest friend would
have recognised him in the down

zb-heel, vicious-looking gunman  thas
pushed opea the swing doors of the
Punchers' Rest, in Wolf DPoint, arnid
stouched td-a table,
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His face was dirty, and across it ran
g long, disfiguring sear. The lids of his
eves drooped, and from under them he
squinted to left and right, as though
ever on the alert. A flthy cotton hand-
kerchief was tied loosely round his neck.
A torn and tattered cotton shirt, greasy
buckskin trousers, and uncleaned, split
boots completed his apparel, save for
a dingy stetson hat pulled well over
his eyes, and two loaded gun holsters
swinging low to his knees.

As he pushed baek his hat and spread
his*arms akimbo on the table at which
he had seated himaself, his divty, unraly
Iair Bopped forward over his eyes.

Ho pushed it back growlingly, and
called sharply to the unfidy, unshaved
waitar, i

“Hoy! Yuh reckon I'm a-settin’ hyar
fer me health '™

“What you want?”
waiter scowlingly.

"Flapl,‘]:ncks. hot! An' don't blame
well lock at me like thet, yuh pore fish
of a dish slinger!”

The waiter backed awar, and lower-
ingly Locke glared round the room. At
an adjacent table sat Knullér, and as
‘hiz eyes rested on him for a moment,
Locke saw that the man was watching
him with interest.

The detective scowled. and allowed
his gaze to pass on. He took in the
seode or more of men who were seated
at the difforent tables, then fell to grum-
bling awiibly to himself,

The waiter returned with the plate of
flapjacks, and as he dumped them in
front of Feorrers Locke the latter
sparled :

' Say, what's this cussed burg comin’
to, hey? Tell me thet! Jest tell mo
if this is Wolf Point or Fifth Avenoo,
Noo York!"™

“What you mean? *Course it's Woll
Pomt 1™

“Waal, what's thet thar bhlamed,
dressed-up monkey doin® hvar?  Jesk
tcll me thet! Tooks like a drummer
hikin' spoes fer ol timers!™

He indicated Knuller with a jerk of
iz head, Before the waiter could reply
he continued savagely:

“DBlamo me. they telled me way baek
lr‘r.ﬂrizﬂllﬂ; thet -\’ry{!].f Point hed }gnttm
th' law., Bhucks, I laffed!
laffed too mighty guick.

dermanded the

=eoms I
Folks say

Wolf Point's gpotfen a noo shevilf. A
cussed Britishor !

“Yep, thasso!™

“His namea, bo?"

“8lick Henderson.”

“How come? Slick, hey? Mighty
fine handle thet fer a sherifi! Folks
giv’ him it, or did th’ onery cuss tack
it on hisself I

“Folks give it him, mister. Reckon he
beat & mi ht?' slick feller to the draw!"™

“Yuh don't say? He's cute, then,
hey? SBay, thiz hyar feller he beat,
hiz name, chum !*

“Killer Klauster!”

The 1nvestigator had been talking
and men wera watching him curiously.
But now he leapt to his feet and crazhed
his fist down on the table.

“What yuh say, yuh greasy dawg?”
he screamed. “ What yub say "

The waiter backed nervously away.

* Killer Klauster,” he repeated. “ Ask
them fellers!™

He indicated the room at lavpe with
a wave of his hand, '

“I3 thet right, skunks,” shouted
Ferrers Locke, “that this hyar posh
blamed Britisher gotien Killer
Klauster '

“Yep,” growled one or two voices,
whilst & murmur of anger came from the
others.

“An' warp't thar a2 man wi' grib
enuil among th' lot of yuh to give this
blamed sheriff a packet fer hissel’ 2™

An  angry growl was the only
response. and Ferrers Locke slumped
heavily into his chair,

“I min't sayin’ I war nr:i' partic’lar
pal o' Klaustor,” he snarled, *but, by
heck, thet feller eud shore feather a
gun! An’ yuh let him be potten by
a cussed, high falutin’, tenderfoot of a
Britisher ! Aw, ghueks, I reckon I'm
richn’ out hyar soon's T can. Yuh makes
me laff, yuh pore simps!”

A._nla.u stepped forward-—a tall, wiry-
looking fellow, whom the dotective
recognised as one of the loungers who
had been present at his first encounter
with the gunman, Bud.,

“Bay., yuh shore talk a mighty lot,
stranger I’ he drawled ominously.

“¥ep, reckon yuh all 15 used ter talk!
I'mt wise ter vuh. ° Let’s lynch sheriff [’
vih ses.  *He's gotten Killer Klauster,
th' biamed skunk. Kim on, let’s lynch
Iim! Y¥Yep, reckon thet's what yuh all
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ses, an', blame my snakes, it jest stops
at thet!”

The fellow flushed angrily, and his
hand itwilched towards his gun. The
next moment be found himself staring
into the barrel of Ferrers Lock's
Wea I,

“Jest fergit any sich fancy notions,
chum,” purred the latter, “I ride in hyar
lockin' ter find a crowd of real he-mon.
Bay, I'm laffin'! Fer reckon I finds a
mice, flutterin’, tea-party set o' school-
marms, ell lookin® fine an’ dandy wi'
guns in their belts. Reckon when I
strike it lucky I'll shore freight azlon
a outlit o’ popguns, Blame my hide,
reckon it's all yvore fit for 1"

“Mebbe yuh reckon yuh end talk ter
Sheriff Henderzon wi' a8 gun? gritted
the other.

“Bhore!” drawled the detective.
“ Now shut off, I'm gonna eat!"

The man rejoined his companions, and
Ferrvers Locke [oll Lo with gusio. He
kept his gun on the table beside his
plate. Then he grinned inwardly, for
the form of Knuller looked np in front
of him,

“May I join you?"” inguired Knuller.

“MNaw, I don't want no tatlor's dummy
grubbin’ "long wi' me ! growled Locke.

The Great Blufl.

EN minutes later, having wolfishly
eaten his fill, Ferrers Locke rose
to his feet and slipped his gun
back into its holster. Slouching

to the door, he pauvsed a moment and
faced the men in the room.

“I'm a plumb disappointed man ! he
drawled, "I've sed my say an' yuh all
knows jest what I thinks of yuh! 1
come hyar lookin' fer exciteraent. Secms
thar ain't none. Yore a dandy set o
tea-drinkin® school marms, an' i any
feller asks who sed zo tell him thet T'wo
Gun Ted sed so!”

He put one hand behind him and
groped for the doeor-handle,

“Reckon I'm a stranger round these
hyar parts, an’® T'm mighty glad,” he
continued. I ain't turnin’ my back
on yuh, fer I've mot yore kind afore.
Long as 1 faces yuh yore guns stays seb
jest right whar they are. If I turps
yuh plugs me in th' back an’ thinks
“Gee, amin't ws hel!” Apy feller not
likin’ what I'm sayin’ kin up an’ say so.
Tl be real tickled ter back my re-
marks wi' a gun!”

He thrust forward his head and peered
at the sullen-locking crowd., Therc was
something dominant about his  evil-
fopking Bgure. The eyes, which squinted
here and there, were cold and hard., Dyt
Yerrers Locke was playing o part, and
playing 1t to the vtmost. He knew that
hie was risking death with every taunt-
ing word he Hung at the men.

“Waal, I reckon us is all agreed, hey?
I'll say goo'-mght! A-a-h!”

Hi: hands whipped for his guns. One
man, shielding lLis setions behind a
companion, had drawn a gun.  Two
reports rang out sunmultaneously, The
glass window in the door behind the de-
{ective shattered, but the man who had
fired the shot stood gaping in in-
creculons  dismay. Fovrers Locke's
Lullet had torn his gun from his hand,
almost breaking his wrist with the jar.

“I've gotten yuh all covered,” purred
the detective, his two pguns wavering
backwards and forwards. *“‘Any other
cuy figrer on a try out? Nope? Waal,
vore shore wise, for 1 shoots ter kill
nex' time !
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e kicked open the door with his foot,
javsed a monwent on the threshold, grine
ning, then vanished into the nighe,

Cnee ontside, Ferrors Locke shoved
his puns irto dheir holsters and ook a
long, deep breath of the clean might air.

“Phew ™ he munitored. I that
Il%ﬂ]:’i’ timpressed Knuller, then nothing
will !

He set off. sloucking sldwly up the
street, keeping o wary lookout an either
side @nd behind him., ‘Vhen =uddeniy
he stiffened, for the next moment he
had merged with the shadows of an alley
way., momeone wa: following him. As
the man came abreast of him the de-
tective noliced. that he was peering to
vight and left.

“ Lost anyihing, mister?” he drawled
softly.

“h ! came the voice,of Knillor,
“There vou are! I'm logking for you "

“Gee ! drawled Ferrers Locke. I
it ain't th® blamed tailor’s duromy "

“Cut  that ont!” spapped Knuller.
“1t potz you nowhere with me.”

" Fost t‘fﬁuk of thet, now!” deawled
the detective, *“Yore a mighly smart
Alex, ain’t yuh?”

*1I want to falk to vou™

“¥uh shore seems as though yuh've
tnken a real fapey notion ter e
mister ] Fust vuh aims on geubbin® wi’
ine, an’ then vuh u;i)ﬁ an' soz yubh wanna
talk wi' me. Waal, spall it 1"

“I ean pubt you right in the way of
making some money,”

“Aw, is thazo!”

“Ves: will you walk up the slrect
wilhe me?

“Naw, I'd be =hamod ter be seen wi’
vih 1Y

Knuller's fush
darkness. g

“Tf wou are going to act like a stupid
fool Tl leave you!l” |

“Say.,” Locke's voice was icy. “nix
ont thet kinda ialk, mister! Clear off,
vult dressechbup pup i

Knulier hesitated. When ho spoke
again ks veice was more concifiatory,

Hoay, listen to wme! T can pult you
on to a pond thing, and you'll clear up
a eool ten thousand deollars™

“What yuh gittin'  at?”  snarled
Ferrers Locke, suapicion in his voive.

“1 mean it!" ,

“Then yuh ain’t jest a blamed oty
dandy ! Seems like vore a anlomohile
erook.  What's th' gpawe, hey? Thn
holdin' up =ome pore weevil of a hank
manazxer an’ cain’t git th' lout oula th
diztrict 1 2

“ No, we cannot {alk here! Will yvou
come with nwe where we can talk:”

S shore inltrested,™  adhinniied
Ferrers Locke. Bt git this! T deills
with, puistor. Tost tinee T Liggors yore
apreein’ e 0

was hidden by the

Py onod spyueing voly” replied
Bintller, =T wive sou my word on
et '™

peet of  vub,' drawbned
YR o,

“Thet"s real
e detective surcastically.
tlen !

Tagether -y made their way up
drees dowards the ondvy hotel  which
Waolf Point hoasted,  Pashieg open the
[nar, Ieenlier  ~trode  fowanrds  the
vickety stadrenze, with Fervers Locke al
ata beels Tle noildhind 1o the hotel pra-
privior. aml, after a cuvions glanee at
Phier aletestive, the proprictor roturned
vhie nod alfably cnongh,

Fopaller bed e way along a I.:.'u!::-.‘
it eorcidor, s, thresting  open the
door of a voom, =lnod a=ide to lel
Foeveers Locke enter,

“Afteg  yab, wmister?
laltor.

Kuuller entered the rosm amd closed

¥

grawled the
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ihe  door when Fereers Locke
stonched across the threshold,

The room was  sparsely Turnished
with a brokep-down hed, two rickety
ehair:, amd a dilapidated  washsiand.
Ferrers ke slomped down on a
ciair and, leaning back, placed his fect
on the dirty Lodelothes,

“Thot's my bed!™ snapped Kunller

“Bhorve I agreed Fervrevs Locke, 1
figmered it war., Thet's why I've putton
ury feet on her? Yoh an' me’s pards,
biey ¥

“"You're a mighty cool
replicd Kouoller.

“Yuld've s at, o™

“Hearved of no man®”

“Yore plumb  hetrin'
ev'ry time Y

" Ever done any rostling?

Ferrers Locke swung bis legs  from
the bed and jumped fo s Teet.
“Now, come  olean ™ he

“What vuh gitien at, hey?”
“1 asked von & question!”
“An' I''n not aimin’ ter answer i1
Kuuller zhaved hiz hands in s
pockeis and swung pp and down the
room. Then, deawing the olher chage
np near to the one in which Ferrers
Loacko had reseatod himsclf, he =aid:

“Hay. listen! ' asking no ques-

liadd

eustomer

ith' hallseve

snaried.

fionz  about who von are, or what
vouw've done. Al 1 want to know s
are vour pame {9 earn fen thousandd
dollars*"

" How ™

* By using vour gun '™

“*Yuh sed samthin’ "hont rustlin® '™

“wever mind that just now, T heard
what von said to-right about a certamn
fullow. I alzo saw wvou [cather a gun.
Wil von feaither younr gun on that
fullaw for ten thoovsand dollars?

“Ter ten tho'samdd dollehs T’ fGgeer
ler feather a gun on any guy! Whe's
this feller yvuli're meanin’ ¥

= Slick Henderson 1™

Ferrers Locke nodded slowly.

“Yare askin' we fer plug th' sherilf,
hev®? he drawled.,  “Bay, how  yuoh
stan’ s'pose I tebl him vore Tfancy when,
ey 27 .

“He'd ask vou to prove if, and you
eonldn 't 1

Again the deiective nodded,

“Thei's e'vect. Waal, why yoh wandb
i dritbed ¥ ;

“Nover il that! Wil von deo if?
1 watehsl yon ta-night, and 1 reckon
vau' re the man for me "

Ferrers Locke =at silent o wnoment,
lis hroaws furrowed inlo o <eowl. "Thews,
leaning forwarvd, he topped WKouller on
the knee,

it tht=" he sand. " Wav hack in
Artzona I hwered of a feller called b
Wolf, A veal go gelter! Waal, T ain't
o Jaw-alddin®  ens3, nohow, an £
thet (his byar Wolf puy might T kinda
short-hinncded. T'd be veal biekled tep
death ter hileh up wi' Wm, so 1 hikes
along hyar! Gik me?”

Fonnller laughed softly,

“You haven't  answered
tin ™ L remarkead.

et T revkon TMea avmon® ter Did
i Wall, an’ affer miv gun an® sarviees!
T'w wob aimin' ter git mvixed wp In no
atner bisness, unlow ™

Acrain Kunllee banghed sofily,

“They sav, in this part of the cofile
comntry, That the Wolf s hob against
il shedi. T von kill |lick Wender-
=an, then ven'll e doing the Weoll and
mvself a favour!”

“Aw. is thasse? Waal, if ' Wolf
tolts g thet then I oebbe’s Thonk abosd
it T oain't kilin' no sherifs for yoal ™

““ Wot for ten theosamd dodlars

"Not fer twendy tlotsand  dollals!
Fuzl Tl wanta know je=t why yoh want
him plugeed 3

LRV Y LLL R
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“Weoll, i you muost know, 117s because
he's standing between mee and o bosiness
gl t™

* AMeanin® ™

“ 1 wunt to buy some ranches avouns
bers. He's persuading he ranchers not
o seli

Fervers Locke nodded, then hoisied
himself to s feet,

¥ Nosstr, ' nob standin® in, nohow [
he dreawled, saumeving fowards  ihe

door,

“Bay, listen ! ammpped  Knollor,
Forrers laocke's hand closed omn
Landle.  * Whoere von hanging outi”

“Right hyar, if T kin get [ixed up!”

“Right! Then Il ask yon in the
morning 1f yon've changed your mind !

“Have yore  Deeaih,™  drawled  the
tletrctive, “ter fight yore awn Llamed
Lrattles

With that he slamwmed the door shut
Beliund Lim, .

g
Lthe

The Shadowy Form !
FHRIHQHH LOCKE zslovelwd ddown

ihe rickety siaircase and seowiod
at the hotel proprictor, wha
witz hovering wear Hhe fool of it

“Ooita room hvar?™ Lhe demanded
1,|;'1I{'.:rh;'|'|l;[_1;, -

* Bure, mister!™

“Waal, T wan' il
later ¥

He pushied open the [ront dogr and
ambled away down the strect.  When
ont of thg glore of ibe illmninated
hokel =ign, he crossed the sbreet amd
tloubled on his tracks.

A econvenient deorway affordod him
caver and a vantage-point from which
e conled wateh the hotel enfrance with.
ot heing &een.
~An hour deagged by, then the detee-
tive grinpned mirthlessly os he  saw
Knuoller  leave the hoiel and come
strading down the street.,  ITo shrank
hack into the shadow of the doorway,
but Knuller passed without 2 glanee,
Keoping well in the shudows Forrers
Taouke Tollowed hine.

Knuller dizappoared inte the yvard of
Smithers' Jivery stable,  TFive minutes
later he veappearved, viding a big, raw.
bomed chestnut.

Letbing hun goet eloar of the premiszes
the detective «<arted inlo the stalle.
He bad left bis horse theve when he
had  vidhlen in that might from  tho
Flving V.

“Myv hoss!" he snapprd to the stable
hand,  “Say, thet hombre jest ridden
oub, el e ask any guesbions 77

"“What abonb?" growled the other.

“Hoot if wpy hombree like me had
eatlon a hosa lacated hyar®™

“Naw, e jesl asked for his hoss,
patd wp, an® Ll ouwl.” replied the other,
pating al Ferrers Taocke vacantly.

Tl detestive Bad heen backing his
own horse ok of iis stall whilst lio was
speaking,  Jumping inde the saddle, he
theew e fellow some money, and rede
ok of %}!E vavil.

He clip-clapped on fhe  sirect, but
striek off down an alloyway in arder
to make a defour and avoid the lighted
strect opposite the hotel. Reaching the
outskirts of ihe town, he reined in his
harse aswd listened intently.

From somewhere out in the night
came  Lhe faint  pounding  of hoofs.
Noting the direction, Ferrers Tocke sof
off i prsuit. Within a few mantes
hee pould distinguish the shadowy form
of o horvseman an [ront,

(Fervcra Lacke 76 dedermiaed fo find
ant what Kaollerd gameiad Fook ant
far some shurtfing developments in nexf
weeks inatolment of thia magnificend
odfirtire serivel.)
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YOU HMUST NOT

MISS " JAGK JOLLY'S BARRING-0QUT!"—NEXT WEEK'S GRAND STORY OF ST. SAM'S!

An Amusing Story of St. Sam’s, introducing Jack Jolly & Co.

5

INKLE-TINELE-TTNEKLE !

The sollum strokes of ten o'clock
boomed out [rom the old clock-
tower.

When tho last tinkling boom had died

away, Jack Jolly sat up in his bed in the
Fourth Form dormitry.

“Turn out; you fellows!™ he opps-
claimed. * Time for the socret meeting !

Thersa was a creeking of beds, and the
Fourth-Formers turned out.

“ Better distinguish tho light,' said
Jack Jolly, " Thizs meeting iz 1o be
awfully, feariully secret, We must keep
it dark t ™

Merry of the Fourth promptiy hlew out
the electrick-light, and the dormitry was
Plunjed into darkness,

“Now eraw] under your beds, all of
you!" commanded Jack Jdllv., * And
mind you talk in wispers. Walla lave
ears, vou know."

adently, stelthily, misteriously, the
Fourth-Formers carried out their leader's
destructions. They crawled under their
beds, and lay flattened out on the floor.

" Now,"” said WJacl Jolly, peeping ont
froin vmdor hiz counterpain, * we wili get
io bizzinezs ! "’

“On the ball [ ** gaad Merry, in muilled
tonea.

“Pile in ' " anid Bright.

“ And don't be too long-winded, Jolly,”
Bail Tubby Barrell. * It's heastly cold
under the bed ; and there are oll zorts of
creepy-crawly things on the floor. 1*er.
sonally, T don't see why wo shouldn’t hold
the meeting i our beds ! ™

“It's a sterot raeeting, you fal duffer ! ™
said Jack Jolly., * Btreckly spealing, wo
ought to hold it down in the eript.
But under our heds is the next hesy
thing.

“ Lot on with the washin',
deal boy ! ' drawled {he
Honmmerabla Guy de
Vere,

Tue MAiGRET .ﬁHmmEm.ch. G83.

[

Jack Jolly plunjed into his toppick
at oneo.

* This is o protest meeting, you chaps,”
he aeid, *against that awiul hesst,
Savvidge, who hos takon Mr. Lickham's
place as muaster of the Fourth. He has
only been at 8t. Sam's a cupple of days,
yet in that short time he has made hav-
vock. The man is quite a atormy petrol,
as & motorist wonld say. Almost as soon
az he set foot in the place, ho gave Merry
and Bright and me a fearful licking, just
bekawse he happened to hear us say that
he was an ugly-faced old tirant ! >

“ Bhame | '

* Down with Savvidge 1™

" Down with the old tirant, and all his
works! "

Feorce and sangry protests came in
muffled tones from bensath the beds.

*“And you al knew what happenecd in
class this morning,” went on Jack Jolly,
“ Savvidge behaved like a heeatly bar.
barien | He doled out lines and lickings
to all and sundery, and he was fairly on
the warpath, Then he tried to punish
me unfairly, and I wouldn't stand for it.
I called upon you fellows to back me up,
and we went for Savvidge baldheaded,
and bowled him over like a skittie ! "

“ Yoz, rathert™

The ¥ourth-Formers
chuckled gaily at ihe
reckerlesction.

* Then the Hend
came on the

aron,  sald
Jack Jolly, ** and
mstead of  laking
our parts, as he ought
to have done, he went and

sided with Savvides, It was
o birching all round for us, and

we shall bare tho marls of the casty.
pation for mony a day ! ™
The juniora grosaned at the memmory
of that birching, which had been trool
awliul, Never had the Head been in such
deadly forny,

** Now, the quoschun is,"” said Jack
Jolly, * are we going to take this lying

down? Shall we it dowan under

day. There's no ressen why we

Grate. Rebellion, show your

saveidge’s tiranmy, or stand up fo al %
FPerzonally, I think we ovght i0 pub ous
foot down with a firm hand ! "’

“ Here, hera !

“Wo have groaned too long Dbencatl
the heal of the tirant,” wont on Jack
Jollv, waxing elogueni, “ and now ii'a
time the positions wero roversed, and tho
tirant waz made to tremble !

* Yoo, rather ! ¥

“I don’t quite see what we can do,
deali Loy, drawled the Honnerable (uy
de YVere, * Bavvidge is 4 master, an’ wo
are meérely his pupils, bai Jove ! How
can we bring him to his nees, and maks
him tremhble 1 |

Quick as a pistol shot came Jack Jolly's
answer.

“ By rising in rebellion! DBy holding
the biggest barring-out that ever was,
and hurling defianee at orthority i ™

* Grate Scoftl”

“ It has been done helfore, and
it can be done again,” said Jack
Jolly. *“Years ago, when my
pater, General Jolly, was a hoy
at Bt. Bam's, he was tho leader
of o big rebellion. He beleaved
that the fellows in tho Fourth
ought to have certain priviledges,
guch a3  six  haoli-hollordays a
weelk, brekfast in bed, late passes
until midnight, and s8¢ fourth.
He stuck out for those priviledges,
end after a stern  fight with
arthority, the robhles won tho

shouldn't
footsteps.

follow in fathor's
Thoss in faver of a

foet 1

Jack Jolly etruck a
mateh, and-  was
grattified to see

he said prezzanily. " When old Savvidge
<tarts his tantrums in tho Form-room,
L'l jump toé my feet and shout : * Up, the
vebbles ! *  Then we'll march out of the
Form-voom, shouting defance at the
tirant, and wo'll come up here and barry-
cade ourselves in.”

“ Murrah !

“What about the grubb ™ inguired
Tubby Barrell, who hadn't a sole that rose
ashove oating and drinking. “We shall
need to lay in supplies, yon know."”

“Of corse!' sald Jack Jolly, 1
hadn’t forgetten that. A wise poneral
nover forgets anything. Now, we shan't
want any fancy foods—just the bear
nessessities of life, sueh az jam-tarts, doe.

nults, and ting of tofiy."”

“And a big plum-cake!” chimed
in Tubby Barrell, "** In fact, we'd
better get in two plum-calies, in
case  the harring-out
lasts more then a
maonth. ™’

head when he saw them. e Savvidpo
turned upon him fesrcoly.

“ What iz the meaning of this, Toallboy '™
he demanded,

Y Oh, crumbs ! =1 could have sworn
that there was nobody hers, when 1
came in to a0 lichts out, sir!™

“Pah! It seems 1o mo,
Tallboy, that your eyes must
have deseeved wou. Ave
vou zubjeet to  Luey
MNationz :

“# I—-I've never

Biff ]| Thud ! Bang ! Wallop ! * Opean
the door at once, yvou recklious young
rascals | ¥ fumed the Heaad, furlously
nocking at the dormitry door,

The juniors continued ta make their

As the junlors
marched to the

door they poked
out their tungs and pressed
their thums to thelr noses,

spredding cut their fingers liks fans.

a bare foob sticking out from Dbenenth
every bod. The Fourth were with him,
hart ane sole; there waz no gueschnun
about that. But Jack Jolly meant to
mako sure,

“1f there iz any mean-soled, white-
liveved funk here, who is afvaid to face tho
Lkonzequepees of the rebellion, snd whe
wants to stand out, let him speak up now,
or for ovor hrold his picce ! ™

A defifening silénee wag the only response.

*Wea're all in this, Jolly 1" rosred a
seore of volces.

“Good 1Y

“*When does ihe barring-out begin "
asked Merry.

‘* And where are wo poing to hold it 1™
asked Bright.

Jack Jelly reflackied for a minnit.

“ To-morrow moarning, in this dorm,*

plenz for the big barring-out., They
talked m horse wispers, so that
nobody would have suapected their
pressencd in the dormitry,

When Tallboy of the Rixth came
in to see lights out, he was serprized
to find that the light was alroady

distinguished. He flashed his elec-
trick torch into the dormitry, and
waa still mors serprized to find that
all the beds were full of emptinesas.

“My  hat!"™ gasped Tallbow.
*What's hoppened to the Fourth 7 ¥

Ha paered wp and down the long
roam, but thore was not ‘a sole
to be seen.

Grately alarmod, the prefect rushed
away in serch of Mr. Bavvidge.

That jentleman was in his study, en-
joying & quiet smole, afier the duties of
the day. Though not a canmbal, Mr.
Savvidge had a churchwarden in his
mouth |

* Biv ! * zaid Tallboy hrethlossly. * The
entire Fourth IPorm lias disappeared !
T went into the dormitry to sce lichts out,
snd all the beds are- dizoceupiod.’”

“Dless my g#blol™ clackulated 3Mn
Bavvidge.

JAnd he tossed the churchwarden on {o
ihe mantlepiece, and dashed sway (o
mvostigate.

Yhen Mr, Savvidgo reached the Fourth
Form dormitry, with Tallboy hard at his
henls, he found all the juniors in their
bads, looking as innosent as cherubs, and
snoring ailently.

Tallhoy's eyes fairly goggled out of his

heard of the
lady, sir! "

: It isn't & lady,
it’s & deloasion,” eggs,
plained  Mr. Savvidge.
. Y You will take a hundred

lines, Tallboy, for bringing me
on & fool's errand.™
Tallboy blinked at the Form-master in
amazoment.

" You—wou can't give me an impott,
air 1" he said, agarst.” *“*I'm o prefect!™

* Take two hundred lines, for argewing
the toss { "' snapped Mr. Savvidge.

And he strode angrily from the dor.
mitry, Tallboy following like a fellow in a
dream,

When the deor had closed behind them,
the innosent young cherubs of the Fourth,
sat up in their beds, and larfed loud and
long at having hoodwinked 'Fallboy of
i the Bixth, and got him inte trubble.
| For Tallboy wasnt poplar with the short

boys !

IT.

A-RA-RA-POM ! TA-BA-RA-TOM |

It was the bell for mourning

lessens ; - and it sounded like &
funeral nell on the frosty air.

In the days when Mr. Lickl:am had taken
the Fourth the lesson-bell had no terrers.
Fellows either ignored it,
lezzurely into the Form-room when the
spirit movad them.

Undor the iron rule of Mr. Savvidge,
however, -things were very different. Any
iellow who arrived in the TForm-room
aiter the bell hed stopped ringing, was
punished severely. He waz given a
thowsand lines, a licking, ond = gating,
and made to stand in the corner all the
mourning.

find that all the beds

or  strolled |

Flashing hia efsctrick torch In the dormitry

“ Bothor the hoovatiy
bell 1™ grunted  Jack
Jolly. **Never mind, you
fallowa ! Tt's tha last time wo
shall he worried byic! "

There was a stampede for the Form-
room, and the {fellows serambled into their
places,

Mr. Savvidge sat at the master's desl,
vighusly chewing the ends of his mistosh.
He was vory annoyed to find that nobody
was late. _.Wﬁm hand was itching to wield
the cane,

First lesson began, and Mr, Savvidgs
waited for g chance to pounce upon Jaci
Jolly, .Jack lLad beon the apple of My,
Lickham's eye: but ithe new Form-
master hated him like poyson.

“Jolly ! " thundered Mr. Savvidge, ai
length, *“You were talking in clasa!®
What werse you saying to Bright 1 Ba
silent, sir!" he added, as Jack Jolly
attempted to speak.

The angry Form master snatched up a
cane,

“ Answer my queschun at once ! he
roarod. * Bilonco !

The unforchunitt Jack Jolly waa
caught both ways. II he spoke up in his
dnfense, he would be disobeying the com-
mand to be silent. If he was silent, ho
eould not answor the Form-master's
gueschun |

“ For the last time, Jolly,” said BMr.
Savvidge, “*what were wyou saying (o
Bright t &ilence, retched boy ! How dare
you mﬂﬁﬂﬂ to bandy words with me 7

Jack Jolly, ﬂ.m.._...u—&.m between rilenco
and speech, blinked helplessly at M.
wavvidge,  But Jus eves were gleaming,

and his hart was pounding furidusly
against his ribba,

The time was almaost ripe for the Grato
Rebellion to be declared !

“ Come out before the class, Jolly,”
thundered Mr., Savvidge, " and I'll ent
vour jacket into ribbous for this dis-
pertinenee 1 M

Jack Jolly did not budgoe,

“Tro wou here me ' hissed Mr,

Savvidge, hiz face working convulsively
It was the only thing that was working

(Continued overleaf.)
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Taliboy was serprized to
wara Tull of emptiness,




