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Your Editer ¢4 always pleassd to frésr from his chums.
Mvm whem you are 1 trouble or mbell advies. stamped

A arnd

addruoesl *hys will smaura a »  Latiers should ke
Tne Etr T MAGHEY Ciaraky, barters should b
Flﬂiﬂﬂ“ Hoewed, Tavringdon Blireet

HE DOESN'T WEAR A HAT!

diciree v :
Fress (1932), Lwd, T
EOM Newport comes a ripping letler in swpport of tho
Mugrer.,  “1t'zs the finest paper in the world,”
declares my enthusiastic correspondent, “and all my
. thums are meking a peint of giving & regular order
for it to their newsagent.”  Bravo, New I Isn’t it
wonderful what & little recommendation will do? Having
said heaps of other nice things about his favourite paper
my Newport chum goes on 40 say that he doesn’t wear s
hat; that he has never worn a hat for years, *Js it
harmful to beeout in the open these cold days without a
hat?” he asks. Not if you are accustomed to it, my chum.
You would have found out if any ill effects were coming
your way as a result of going out into the open air without
& cap long before this. “The next little confession my corre-
spondent miakes is that his hair is always untidy, TIt's curly,
he says, and although he keeps it “cropped,” somehow or
other it always seems to be “all over the place.” Don't
worry about such a trifle at your age, my chum. Ii your
hair is curly, if you keep it “cropped,” as you put it, it
can't really look too-bad. After all, boys are not expected
to walk mbout logking like an oil painting. Arnd I feel
certain that you spend umpleen hours with a brush and
comb trying to make that rebellions hair of yours lie down
when occasion demands that it should be extra tidy. As 1
said before, don't worry. Curly hair looks tidy at any time
of the day providing it iz kept short.

WHY ?

Between you and me, chums, I've got a headache now,
I've just waded through a lengthy letter from a * Dis-
gruntled * reader, who asks me at least a score of guestions.
Mot that T mind answering questions, Buot these really—
well, here's & specimen. “Why does Bob Cherry possess
large feet ¥ Clan any of you answer that? Here's another.
“Why doesn’t Wingate of the Sixth go into the Army "
Thirdly, “Why izn’t Mr, Prout headmaster of Greyiriars?”
And there's a whale heap more of similar queries—maost of
them of the unanswerable variety. I rather fancy that
“ Disgruntled ™ iz having me on & hit of string., If such is
the case I'll fergive him for thie headacho. 1f he's really
gerions I recommend him to take certain things for granted
in thiz world, otherwize he will be asking me why I'm not &
Chinaman or something, or why his pet dog isn't & pot
lamb !

Neoxt Monday's Programme :
“THE CALL OF THE RING!"

This iz the fnal story in the remarkable series Frank
Richards has given us, chronieling the adventures of Dick
Dury, hetter known as the Game Kid, You'll enjoy every
word of it, take it from me, hoys!

=

«THE MYSTERY OF FLYING V. RANCH!"

Look out, too, for ancther fne long instalment of (his
sensational Wild West detective yarn, Ferrers Locke s in
the thick of things next week, and the plundering carcer of
the mysterions Wolf is destined 1o comn to a sndden end,

R —

“THE TRIUMPH OF JUSTISS I*
By Dicky Nugent.

This “shocker ¥ concludes the barring-out servies in wiich
Jock Jolly & Co., of 5t. Bam’s, have been hgnring,  Yan
will Jangh until yvour sides ache over this yowliful * oazer.
piece.” Don’'t miss it. whatlever yon o'l

Cheerio, chnms! . »
YOI EDETOR.



FEET (OF LAY !

Tihe Botfont s knecked out of the Game KEid's litHle world sohen he realises that Cedrie Hilfon, irkam

Ive Iras idolised, 43 o werong ‘un !  Lnt even then the Game Kid stands by the shady Fifth-Former !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Good Advice Not Wanted !

6 H.—‘L}fl:_.ﬂ, halle, hallo! Enjoying
1e?™ '
Bob Chearry's cheery voice

indicated that he, at least,
was cujoving life; as he generally was.

But Idick Dury, the new fellow in the
(ireyfriars Remove, certainly looked az
il hie was not,

Bob came on him standing at the
window at the end of the Remove
passage. staring out into the darkening
anad,

Duary's face was darkly elouded, and
he seemmed to be buried in decp and
gioomy thought, when Bob's powerful
vnina startled him, and he turned round
quickly.

Baol: Cherry gave him a cheery grin.

“What's the jolly old trouble?” he
askoed. ;

“Trouble®” repeated Dury.

“Thinking of the merry past, and
finding it rather tame at Greyiriars
afier being a boxer in the Ring?™
asked Bob,

“Oh, no!" sawd Dury.

“ Quelehy been ragging yvou ¥

Dury shook his head.

“No. Mr. Quelch is very kind to a
bioke these davs,”™ he said.

Mo tronble in the study Y

Again Dury shook his head.

“1 get on better with Russell and
Oeerdvy than did,” he answered.
“They ain't bad coveys. I dessay they
fnmlc.i me a bit rough at fivst. "Tain't
ihat."

T needn’l ask you i anvbody’s heen
Licking you®" said Beb, with a chuckle.

Iary grinned,

+‘3\_|}..,:

15 1t fhie haee, and hoe ' 17 aszked
Bol. *1I suppose Latin grammar is
rather a change from knoecking out
boxers in Hugging' Ring, whair”

“It is, rather,” assented Dury, "and
¥ can't say 1 take to it very kindly.

A Magnificent New Long
Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co., the Chums

But T'm dein’ my best. I'd like the
‘Ead to know I'm grateful for his kind-
ness in bringing me to Greyfriars,” He
sighed. “But 1 wish I hadn't never
come "ere, all the sams.™
Bob Cherry's  cheery
SOTLIOIS,
Dick Dury, once the Game Kid of
Hugginsg' Ring, had not made himself
pular in his Form at Greyirars.
ut follows were gebting nsed to ham,
and they liked him better when they
knew him better. The Kid bad been
extromely rough-and-ready: but he had
toned down a good deal. If he siill re-
garded the Remove fellows as “soft,"™
he no longer told them so, at all events.
There was real trouble now in his
thoughtful, clouded face, and Bob was
sympathetic. He knew there were ster-
ling qualities under the Game Kid's
rough exterior, and he rather liked the
new junior, guéer as he was In many
ways, And Bob would have extended
a helping hand to friend or foe in

chistress.

“Look here, old scout, give 1L &
name,” he said. "Iz there anytlnng a
chap can do? You've lad rather a
rough time here, and it was partly your
own fanlt, vou know. ™

“1 know,"” assented Dury.

“But vou're getting on,” said Bob.
“What's making you feel fed-up with
Giroyfriars now '™

“'Tain't cxactly that,” said the Kid.
“But—" He paused. “You're a
docent ehap, you are,” he said slowly.

“One of ihe best!” amenicd Bob
gravely,

“¥You go casy with a bloke,” satd the
Kid. “I crowed over you when vou
comldn't stand up to me, and it was
rotten; but you ain't the felier to bear
a grudge. You know I had a rough
trainiug, and you made allowances for
a covey like me. I understand a ol
of things betier now.™

Bob emiled.

“That's all right.” he said, *I waunt
you to show nie that trick with your

face Deocame

of Greyfriars,

introducing
the * Game Kid.”

By

Frank Richards.

But I shall have o go
tnto training a bit before I have the
gloves on with you.”

“You're a decent cove,” said tho Kid.
I ‘spose if you kuowed what the
trouble was with me—" He paused,

“Look on me as vour Uncle Roberl,
and toll me all about i," said Bob.
“I'll give vou my vory best advice. Ko
charge.”'

“®'pose a bloke made & promise,”
said the Kid, “5'pose he couldn't keep
it arterwards?"

Bob's face became very grave. ]

“MNo good supposing that,” ho said.
“A fellow who makes a promise 1
bound to keep it."

“1 knowed you'd say thab”

" A decent chap could hardly say any-
thing else.”

“Yes, But—"

“Look here, Dury, old maun,"” seid
Bob, "I know you've promised your
Form maater to have nothing more Lo
do with that man Huﬁgiuu, that Loozy
oid boxer, who is still banging about
in the neighbourhood for some reason
or other. That must be the promise
wou're speaking of ™

The Kid was silent.

“The man has no claim on ;;mh" said
Bob, “You've left Huggii!ua Ring tn
come to Greyfriers, and chuck vup that
sort of life. If he had been a respecl
able man, the Head wouldn't objoct to
yvour keeping on friendly terms with
him. But when vou chucked him, he
had been sent to %imn for being drunk
and dizorderly, ash it all, Kid, thai
isn’t the kind of man for u Greyiria:
follow to want to speak to.™

“I don't want to speak to him," sand
fhe Kid, with a sigh. "I'd rather
never soo his mug agnin,  But—""

“Well, then, give lim o wide berth,”

'] '[_'[ Eﬂ.n’t.”

“Why not?"

* Becanse—"

The Kid broke off, his rugged Face
more darkly clouded than before.
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* Beeanse what ¥ - :

“rTain’t any good talking," said the
Kid, “You wouldn't understand.”

1 think ¥ do understand, all the
same,” said Bob Chermy, very quietly.
“VYou've got into asseciation with &
senior fellow since you've been here,
Dury, and that's never a good thing for
4 junior. Hilion, of the Fifth, s no
4:1131 of a swell, and I darce say he seems
a maguificent fellow to you. But be’s
2 bad hat, all the sme, and if the
Head kunew what & lot of fellows could
tell him about Ifilton, there \u'nu!d jolly
«non be a vacancy in the Filth Form.”

'The Kid's face sot doggedly.

“He's been kind to me,” he said.

“T believe he's 8 good-natured fellow
in hig own way,” said Bob.
a rank bad egpg. and the prefects havo
am eye on him. Wharton thinks it was
Hilton who sent vou eutsof bounds that
night, when you bagged o fAogging.
ihink he's right.”

The Kid did not answer,

“I'm pretty sure that Hilton of the
Fifth 15 hand-in-glove with thai shady
mob at the Three Fishers" said Hab,
“[ know you've been there with him
and Price. And that man Huggins is
thore now. Look here, Eid, it's that
Fifth Form rotter whe's putfing you in
fouch with Huggins agamn, I can see
that. For goodness’ sake don't play the
gout, The fellow is only making usec
af yon, and lLe'd threw you over like
a shot if it suited him. Keep to your
own  Form  when  you're naking
friends.™

YW an wouldn't underztand,” mutfered
the Kid. .

“1 understand that you're headin
for bad trouble, if you kecp on with
ihat outsider of the Fifth,” said Dob
carnestly, “Give lim a miss.” )

“Don’t you say a word agin Masier
Hilion,” said Dury., “It's kind of him
to take any notice af all of a bloke like
e,

Bob smiled famntly.

He could easily wmnierstand how the
rough, uwntulored Kid lhad  been
“bucked 7 by the notice taken of Inm
by the dandy of the Fifth; he could
understand that in the hapless Kid's
cves, the superb sportsman of the Fifth
was a maguificent fellow who could dJdo
0 WO, .

But he, knew that the Fifth Form
spovtsman’s  infuence had  been the
rgrze of the more serions troubles that
l:ad falleny to ihe Kid's lot at Grey-
friays. :

Hilton, of the IMifih, was good-natured
el nasx-gmﬂ%: kind and generous i &
careless way: but he was as Bob zaid, &
“bad hat,” and certainly not z fellow
with whom & junivr schoolboy should
have had any association,

Bob was nof likely to ba able to make
the Gerie Kid sce thaf, however, But
e tried.

“Ilink a hit, old bean,” he urged.
" You're up agaipst breaking your pro-
wise to Mr. Guelch now. You don't
want to break it. Apart from its being
a dirty thing to break your word, it
means had trouble if vou're howled
out.”

“I know that.” _

“And bat fer Hilton of the Fifih, you
wouldn't be thinking of breakiing your
word at all.”

The Kid was silent.

“Baesu't that show youn that the
follow is a bad egg?” said Bob, “For
goodness” sake, keep clear of him! It's
had form, anyhow, l:nr jmlipra- to mmx
with seniors, Give him a missl”

“He ain'l & egg,” =aid the Kid
»uilenly, “and I don’t want to 'ear you
sav ansthing agin him., Chuck 1"

Tue Macxey LipRany.— Xo. 989,

“But he's

“Look here, Dury—-=" .

“Oh, chuck it!" said the Kid angrily.
And bho walked away without giving
Bob time to reply.

Bob Cherry breathed hard as lie
looked after him. He took a friendiy
interest in the new fellow who was so
strangely out of place at Greyiviars,
But the Kid was not a fellaw whom it
was easy to help,

"HHMW Wharton looked out of Study
No. L,

“Tea!" hoe called out. :

And Bob dismissed the Game Kid
from his mind, and went cheerily into
Study No. 1 to tea with the Co.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Sportsmen of the Fifth !
CEHHI{: HILTON, - of the Fifth

I'orm, moved restlessly ahout his

sidy, There was a frown on his

brow, and he held an unlighted
cigarcide in his slim fingers. Price, his
stidy-ate, sai in an annchair with a
sullen face, L

The two Fifth-Formers were waibing
—and they had been waiting for some
time.  And they were waiting for Dury
of the Remove—ib was a mere fag of
the Lower Fourthh who was keeping the
two sportsmen of the Fifth on teoter-
hooks of anxiety. ] .

“He's lettin® us down!™ said Price
at lask, setting his lips.

“Rot ! wmultered Hilton,

“He's never been keen on i, and
fe's letting uz down, now we're for i,
and it's too laie,” growled Price. “DBy
gack, I'I1—

“1 know he's not keen on it, but he's
not letiin' us down, I tell you Dury
will do anyvihin® for me,” said Hilton,
“ Pidn’t he save our necks at the Three
Fizhers the other day—knockin' oub
Wingate of the Sixth? If Wingate had
seen him an’ recognised him, what
would have heppened to him? Well, a
kid who will take a rizk like that, won't
let us down.™

There was & slep in the passage.

“And here he comes!” added Hilton,
in a tone of relief which showed that,
in spite of his words, he had begun to
share his companion’s doubts,

There was a knock at the study door,
and it opened, DBut it was not Richard
Dury of the Remove who presented him-
self.  The pewcomer was Wingate of
the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars.

Hilton sterted and gonawed his HE‘
The cigarette disappeared from sight
as if by magie.

Wingate stepped into the stundy. The
Groviriars captzin’s face still showed
the signs of the blow he hod received
from an unknown hand, nearly a couple
of weeks ago. Ft was still a mystery
al. Lireviriars, who had konocked oui the
captain of the school: the blow had
been struck in the dark, and Winpgare
had not seen lis assailant, Hilton and
Price of the Fifth could have teld him ;
ao could Dury of the BEemove, o one
else  knew—though Harry Wharion
suspected,

The Sixtl-Former's manner was
friendly encugh now. Hilton and Price
did their best fo look as if the wisit
was weleome., "They could not afford to
be on unfriendly terms with the ecap-
tain of the school, if they could avold
it.

“You
checrily.

“No, wo haven't stavted prep yet,”
said Hilton, “'Take a pew.”

He bhad been anxious for the arrival
of Dick Dury, Now he hoped feryentiy
that the Kid would not arrive while the

men busy?”? said Wingate

capiain of the school wes there, It was
very amportant fo keep from Wingate's
knowledge the fact that the Fifth Form
men had “taken up ” the new junior.

Wingate sat down. His manner was

enizl, and it surprised the two Fifth-

‘ormers.  They knew very well that
quite recently Wingate had been deeply
suspicious of them to the extent of
keeping them under observetion. Some-
thing had apparently oeccurred  to
change the estimation mm which George
Wingate held the precious pair.

*Ahout the football,” said Wingate,
“Oh Y

“We're playing Lantham Ramblers
next Wednesday,” I want you in the
leam, Hilton,”

“Oh!" repeated Hilton,

His eyos glinted with suspicion.
Wednesday wes a date reserved by the
Fifth Form sporisman for an afair
which most assuredly he could not mens
tion to the ceplain of the school.

It was on Cedric Hilton's lips to re-
fuse. DBut he caught an expressive
glance .from Price.

To refuse a place in the First Eleven
was o little too unusual. And it would
be a pretty elear indication that some-
thing of very unusual importance had
beenr already srranged for the date.

“Oh, good!”  exclaimed  Price.
" That’s top-hole! You don't happen to
want me, too, Wingate ¥

Wingate smiled,

“I'm afraid you're not up to the form
we want for that mateh, Price.”

“Then I'll stand around and cheer,”
said Price, with a laugh. * Hilten's in
toppin’ form."™

Hilton stared at his comrade. It was
true that he was a good winger, and he
had heen assiduous at football practice
of late—for the sole purpose of throw-
ing dust in the eyes of the prefects,
Crertainly, he had not the shghtest in-
Elentmn of playing foothall on Wednes-

BY.

*“The fact i5,” went on Wingate, “I'm
rather sorry for some things I've
thenght about you, Hilton. You know
there have been rumours of a Grey-
friars man being scen at a zhady place
up the river, where the boxing men
meet, I told you that vou had come
under suspicion. I warned you io take
care. Well, i1t scems that I was on the
wrang  track, and so I'm naturally
sorey.”’

“0Oh 1" ejacalated Hilton.

“Rome Greyiriars man has bheen dis-
gracing his school,” went on Wingate,
“Thero seemz fo be no doubt abouk
that. DBut I'm quite in the dark about
it. I mean to get to the bottom of it,
I can asaure you; the Head has put it
up to me, and I'm going io see it
through. "

“Wish vou luck,” =aid Prico cordi-
ally.

“T may as well tell yon,” went on
Wingate, “that that day I went up to
the Three Fishers I suspecicd that you
were there, Hilton., A lot of little cir-
cumstances seemed to dpoiut to it.”

Hilton breathed hard.

# Bome Greyfriars man was there, T'm
cevtain, and I jolly nearly ran him
down. Bul, as yvou know, I was knocked
senseless in the dark by szome boxing
man, and that ended the chase.™ Hep
passed his hand ever hizs brow. "I've
still got the marks, But I made some
inguirtes afterwerds, and I found that
vou two fellows had been at a scientific
lecture in Counrificld at the time, Well,
azs I'd made a mistake, I don't mind
owning up. It was zomebody eise.”

“Gled you can see it,” gasped Hilton.

*1 den't want to say anythin’ offen-
sive,” remarked Price, “but I must say
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Tap ! The study door opened and Dick Dury appeared in the doorway.
glance of Wingate turned on him.
Dury, realising that his presence In a Fifth Form study wounld have to be explained.

off a5 the surprised

™

(See Chapter 3.)

** What do you want ? ** snapped

** Master Hilton——" he began, and then he broke

Hilton. ** I—I—I—" stammered
*“Oh, cut off I* growled Hilion.

I think you'll find the man in the Sixth,
Wingate, not in the Fifth."

"I've bogun to think so mysell. I'm
sorry, especially az I've noticed the
way youwve been shaping al footer
lately, Hilton. Now, you ﬁnnw that it
isn't all beer and skittles to be head
prefect; Dr. Locke gave me a protly
unpleasant duty to deo, and I had to do
it. If I suspected the wrong party, it
conldn’t be helped; I hope there’s no
grudge on the subject,”

“None at all,” said Hilton, *I-—I'd
Lelp you if T could. Bub I'in sure that
the man you want isn't in the Fifth."

“Then, it's settled about Wednes-
day,” said Wingate, rising. “T'm put-
ting vou in as outside-right, Hilton,
and I'm sure you'll give o pood account
of yourself against the Ramblers.™

“Hilton's jolly glad of the chanee,™
satd Price. “IF I were a bettin® man, I'd
lay two to one on Greviviars, with my
pal in the eleven”

Tap!

The study door opencd again, and
Dick Dovy appeared in the doorway,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
To Flght or Not to Fight !

i ABTER HILTON-——"
Dury  broke off, as the
surprised glance of the cap-
tain of Greyiriars turned on

him. e had nof noticed Wingate for
the moment,

Filton gave him a furious look,

Nothing could have been more un-
lucky then the arrival of the Kid while
Wingate was in the study,

“"What do  you wantl”
Hilton.

F e=l-—="" i1 Wicd sfarmmerad,

“0Oh, cot off and don't bother!™ said
Hilton.

“Yes, Master Hilton,” said ihe Kid
humbly.

“Hold on,” smid Price. Stephen Price
had o much more level head than his
associale, "I dare say the fag's come
to  roturn  the you lent him,
Hilton, Glve him a chance to speak.”

Hilton took the cue atb once.

“Oh, if it's that—" he said.

Tl J=T—" stuttered the Kid, quite
taken aback and nonplussed,

Hilton recovered his self-control at
e,

“1 didn’t mean te shap at vou, kid,"
he eaid pood-temperedly,  “But vou
shouldn't butt into & man’s study like
that. If vou've brought back the book,
chuck it on the shelf and elear.”

“1—I ain't got the book, siv,” stam-
mered the Kid, Dury realised that his
vigik had to be explained te Wigare
somehow., “I—T was goin' to ask you,
sir, if you'd let me keep it till to-
LY Dy’

“Of course! You needn’t have come
here to ask me that, Shut the door
after you"

snappetd

And the CGame Kid withdrew from
iho study apd closed the door. The
Filth-Formers were greally relieved to
see him go, anxious as they had been
for his arrival & quartor of au hour
carlier. = .

“You're not goin' vel, Wingate,” said
Price amicably, " Now at  little
trouble you spoke of has blown over,
give ns ten minutes of vour waluable
time, old bean.
the Sixth.”

Wingate laughed and sat down again.

“That's o quecr little cuss,” said
Price, “1 suppose yvou've noticed him,
Wingate—young Duory,”

“Yuz, rathor ™ said the CGreyiriars
captain, " A bit unique for Greyiriars;
but I believe he's & decent little kid
in his way."

“1've heard thal he knocked out some
of the Remove when he was first hero,
and was looked on as a sort of holy
terror,” smiled Price. “Hc seems o
have got a lot of limelight for & new
kid in the Lower Fourth. Quecr his
Lein' here at all”

“Queer, and no mistake,” agrecd
Wingate. “But it secmns that he was
brought to Greyviriars a3 a sort cf
veward; heo did some service [or tho
Head in the vacation, slter Christmas,
Dr. Locke was set on by a gang of oot

ads, and that kid came along and
ielped him, I understand that he waa

THE MaGxeT Lipnary,—No, 389,
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a Loxer with an old pug vamed

Huggins at the time™”

“iEiE{.‘H, I supposo tha Heed knows
what he’s abour; but that young mer-
chant is rather o queer character for a
wehool ke ]‘:his. ) Bui  about the
Lanptharn mateh-—- 2

And Price led the talk to the subject
of foothall. ;

A quartev »f an lhour later Wingale
of the Sixth lefi the study, after what
Tad been—io him—an agreeable chat
with the two Fifth Porm men.

As soon @s the door had closed
helind the captain of the school, the
wnile  drooped  from Cedrie  Hilton's
fuce lilke a maszk. Ile turned an angry
and moody stare on his ebun

“What the thump Jdo you mean,
Petee? Lo grapted, “You kaow jolly
well 1 ean't play for School on Wadnes-
dday, az it’s the date of the fight at the
Tliree Fishors™”

Prive smiled, ] .

“ [ know thal Wingate's suspicions
have goue to sleep, but that they would
wake up again fast enongh if you re
fiacd a place in the first eleven, you
ass " he answered.

“ Bt I can't play, T tell you!™

“Tie cnough 1o tell him thﬂ!-' next
Woednesday,” =aid Price coolly. “ You've
vk Lo stick fo games practice hard till
then s and on Toesday voun get crocked.
Basy enougl if Coker's at practice; any
fellow’'s hiable 1o *FEL crocked  with
oker bargin” aboul.’

Hilton langhed. .

7 suppose ilni's the besk way,” he
said. r

“Of ecourze it is3 leave b o me.
Ain't 1 your guide, philozopher, and
feiend ¥ grinned Price. “ Who fized up
that lecture at Uourtlicld—all ready for
Jear old Wingate to make his inguiries?
It was unlucky the Kid bultin® in when
Wingale was here; but we've IJL:”E'L'
iho waol over his eyes. Wingate's not
a suspleious {uiinw,_thnugh hie goes it
rather wlen le fancies he's on the track
of o bad cgg! I sappose Dury will
have sense cpouph to eome back now
he's meone™ 3

“ Potler wail™ o

Tt was half an hour later thal a {imid
jap came nl the door of Hilton’s study,
and the Kid canme 1.

“Bhut the door,” said Price hastily.

Dy shoart the door.

“You wanted o Mazter
Tlilton®™ he said.

“Yea: but for goodness’ sake tako
care not to butt in when there's a pre-
fecl on the scene.™

“I neyver hnowed-—

“1t's all right. We were wailing for
vou,” said HFilton. * Have you seen old
Hugging yoli" :

a1 saw him last Satorday,” said the
Kid, with a clouded face,

“ Good 1

* Put—bnt it wasn't as you wanted,
Waster Hilton. Ol Huggins had been
pushing back toe muech whisky, and he
went for My Queleh in the lane. I
ehineed in and gave him my left.”

“Oh gad!™

“Yau voung foul M pxelaimed Price.

RKiclurd Dury's face became dogred,

“T wasn't going to sce him ’andling
1y Form waster,” he sald, * When the
i Un hos been drinking, he's liable
o oo some damage, I can tell vou, T
luidd "t out, and serve him right.,”

“Tb won't  imiprove matters” said
Ihilton., "But I dare say Huggins will
put business first, know he's anxions
lo take you in hand again, Dury, and
pui you in the ring agamsl the Banbury
Mot

Pimrv's fece was deeply distressed.
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“It can't be done, Master Hilton,
It can't, reciy.”

“The nrran%qments_ are all made,”
sard Hilton coldly, I suppose you're
not going to let me down ai the last
moment 1™ i

“I—I told you, siv, that I'd promised
my Form master and the 'LHad, too, to
kecp clear of the Old "Un,” said Dury.
“What would they think, =ir, if they
knowed that I took on 4 mateh in the
ring, me a Greyiviars feller now,™

“They won't know.” j :

“But ain’t it taking them in, sir?
Ain't it as bad as telling them lies®
mutterad the Kid. .

“Did you learn to be so particular
as a broizer in Huggins' Ring i sneered
Prica,

The Kid flushed, and gave FPrice ol
the Filth a [licrce look,

“Don't you give e any of your
sneering, Priee!” he said, "I amnt
taking any lip from you! You aln't
Master fli!tun. :

“ Why, you cheeky young eub—"
Lepan Price savapgoly.

o made a step towards Dury. The
(rame Kid cyed him grimly. ]

“You lay & linger on me,” he said,
“You'll want a bed in the 'ospital
arlerwards.  Td spin you across the
room as soon as look af you!” )

“Weep wyour temper, Price,” said
Hilton. * k here, Kid, you simply
can't let ane down., I'm relying on you.
Everything's fixed for the hght to take
place on Wednesday afterncon.  Cobb
is managing for the Banbury Pet, and
Hugging is taking you in hand. I've
made bets on the fight already; I'm
backing you for all T'm worth.”

“ O, sir!” said the Kid miserably.

“Jg it o case of funk?” asked Hilton.
“ld feet? Are you alraid Lo face
the Pet?”

The Kid's eyes flashed.

“Me afraid " he exclaimed.

“You've told me you're certain you
van beat him.”

“1 know I could hbeal :
Trury. “I've watched him iig:htmg,
and [ know he ain't my class. I've got
o stall him off for four or five rounds,
atd then it's my fight for the askin'.”

“ Nobody else thinks 50,” ssild Hilton.
“Wecan got long odds against you from
the sporting men at the Three Fishers,™

“1 know what I'm talkin’ about.”

“[ believe you,” =zaid Hilton. “Ii's
& hig thing for us, and I'm sure you can
pull it off. Bo far as I've been able to
ik outb, nobody at that show knows
what a hefty little tervor you are, and
we shall simply rake it in. You stand
in for a share.” .

“1 don't want nothing.”

“Then what's the inatter with you "
cxelnimed Hilton irritably, “ Are you

oin’ to let me down for nothin® 1™

The Kid was silent.

“T should have thought zyou were
keen on a fight, after being out of the
ring so long.” n

“Sg T am keen, eir. I like it like
anyihing,” said the Kid.

“Then what's the trouble 7

“The 'Ead brought me ’ere, sir, to he
a Greyfriars feller,” =aid Dury. *He
thinks I've chucked it all up. T've pro-
mised io 'ave nothing more to do with
it. I #'poge & gentleman hike you, ar,
wonldn's think that a promise mattered
much to the likes of me?"” added the
Kid with a sigh,

Hilton felt & {winge. .

“It's only for the one occasion,” he
said. "I understand how you feel. But
it’s only thizs once, and nobody will

him,” said

know. Dash it all, Dury, is it decent
to let & man down like this? You can’t
do i, You've said more then once

ihat you'd do anythin' I asked of vou,
That’s a sort of promise, tsn’t it? One
promise is 85 good as another.”
“Quite,” said Price.
The Kid gave Price na heed, save for
a quick look of dislike.

“Play up this once, Dury,” said
Hilton. “I tell you, you can't let me
-:31:.111-l.'nJl ab this stege. I'm relyin’ on
you,’

I)u:-]y drew a deep breath.

“Fil do what you want, Master
Hilton.™

“That's right,” said Hilton, with a
smile, I knew you'd be a sport. And
‘ou’ll make something jolly handsome
or wvourself if you beat the Baubury
Pot.’*

“1 wouldn’t touch it, sic!" said the
Kid. “T'llight the Pet, and boat him,
because vou ask me to, sir. That's all”™
- “dust as you like, of course., Then
1tz settled ¥°

“ ¥es, sir,” said the 'Kid heavily,

Angd he left the stndy with that. His
loyal devetion to Hilton of the Filih

been put fo & severe strain, and
perhaps it had weakened. Xn spite of
hiz determination to see no wrong in
the dandy of the Fifth, to beliave that
whatever “ Master Hilton 7 did was
somehow right, the Kid's faith in his
superb friend in the Fifth had received
a shock. But what dark and troubled
thoughts were passing in the schoolbay
boxer's mind did not  affect Codric
Hilton. The Game Kid would la.? up,
and that was all that I:ﬁﬂﬂl}i‘nﬂtf him.

“ Al serene, Price," he said, when
the Kid was gone.

Price nodded,

““ Nobody knows the Kid's form,’ said
Hilton, hia eyes glistening. * It will be
a regular harvest for us*

“Looks like it,” agreed Price. “ But
after Wednesday, Hilton, for goodness’
snke drop that rogped little ruffian.
He won't be of any move use to us, and
I'm fed-up with him.”

“I'm not keepin' on with him for the
pleasure of his society,” said Hilton
sarcastically.  * After Wednesday he
can go and eat coke!™

Which would not have been pleazant

hearing for Richard Dury of the Re-
move had he heard ik

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton & Co, on the Warpath,
i SAY, you fellows——"

I “Kick hi

him!”
“Hut T say—"
“You've pot the biggest feet,
Bﬂh.];’ said Frank Nugent. “1t's up to
YOl

“Turn round, Banter,”

Billy Bunter did not turn round, He
had sn,m;:\]ed Bob Cherry's boot hefare,
ane he did not want any more samples.
He backed into the Remove passage,

“Look here, wyou beast!” he ox-
claimed, blinking wrathfully into Neo. I

Study through his bhig spectacles. “J
know there's something on.™
“Travel 1" rapped out  arry

Wharton.

“3h, really, Wharten—"

“Hook i, Bunter! You're dead in
this act,” said Johony Bull.

“Oh, really. old chap—""

Slam!

The deor of Study Na. 1 ¢losed sud-
denly, and Bunter jumped back jusi i
time to save his fat little nose.

“Teastz!" he roarcd.

“1la, ha, hal™

There was a meeting in Study No. 1
in the Remove, and Bunter was assured
that there was something “on.”
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“ Groocoogh ! Hocogh ! Wooeogh ! ™ spluttered Coker. Ho sat up on the carpet and glared at Potter-and Gresne who
were regarding him with smiles. ** Grocooh ! Why didn't you back me up ? ** ** My dear chap, you dign’t want

our help to handle a dozen Remove fags,’’ said Potter blandly.

Doouch !
** Groooooough

T 8F

* gasped Coker. (See Chapler 5.)

Netorally, Dunter wanted to know. As
1t did not concern him in the least, the
Uwl of the Bemove was very keen to
learn what was on.

The Famous Five wore all there, ana
Vernen-Smith and Tom Redwing had
pned themn, and Ogilvy and Hussell,
angd  Peter Todd and Squiff. Btudy
No.o 1 was Faiely full when all the meet-
ing had gatherod there, There were no
siens of o feed: besides, 15 was Just
after tea. But there waszs “something ™
on, and Bunter did not want o be Jeft
oub.  II it was & secret, he was preparad
Lo swear secreey-—as & preliminary to
retailing it up and down the Lower
Fourth studies.

“ Now that fab boundes’'s pone, lel’s
rol bo business," said Dol Cherry.

“What's the game!” asked the
Bounder. “We've come here, but I [or
ong don't know what's up,”™

“Foaid on the Fourth?" asked Ogilvy.

“More trouble with Coker of the
Fifsh?" inguired Russell.

“Give it a name, ™ said Petor Todd,
settling himscell on the corner of the
study table. “Buat first of all, 12 it a
sppret BT

“Not exaclly a secrct,” said Flarry
Wharton, “DBut we don't want it talked
up and down Greyfriars"

~ “In that case I should sugmest open-
ing the door, and kicking Bunter to the

other end of the passage. He's at the
kevhole—if [ know him."

#1 ain't!"” howled Bunter. *I can't
hoar a word you fellows are saying, I
I mean——-7""

““Ha, ha, hal"”

Bunler's fat ear was evidently at the
kevhole.

Bob Cherry jerked the study door
open. aud Billy Bunter fed for his life.
There was a slam as the door of Stody
No. T closed, up the passage, and the
kev turned in the lock there. -

“He's gone!" grinned DBob, coming
back into Hudy Wo. 1.

“Now to business,” said Sqmff, “Go
ik, skippert"

“It's rcally Bob's wheeze, but 1 ap-
prove of i all aleng the line,™ saud
Harey Wharton. “It's sbout that
young az Dury."”

“Ragging him "’

“No, fathead!"” said Lhe captain of
the Remove., “The fact is, we're going
to look afrer him a bit.”

(M, my hat! I should think that
gicdy prizedighter could look after him-
self,  without our help,”  said  the
Bounder.  “He could knock out any
two of az, and not half tre”

Tt'e nod o matter of Dsttenffs, " znicd
the captain of the Remove. “lIn that
hne Dury doesn't want any help. He's

uile able to take care of himsecli—a
little too much s0, in fact.™

b

“The too muchfulness is terrific,”
apreed Hurree Jamset Bain Bingh.

“3¢ean to say you've brought us here
te hother about that vounz rufhan?”
cxelaimed Russell warmly,

“Well, he's a bit of a ruffien, per-
haps,” admitted Wharton, “He's got
on the wronp side of a good many chaps.
But he's new hera—he docsn’t know the
ropes, and, in his own way, he's uotb
a bad sort.” .

“In his own way " said Russell with
a sniff. I don't like his ways, 1n my
study.” -

“Hame here.” agreed Ogilvy. “"As
yvou're so fond of hun, Wharton, you
ean have him in vour study, if you like.
We'll hand him over.”

“With pleasure !V said Russell,

Harry Wharton lnughed.

“I'in not fond of him, and vou ean
keep him!” he said, ™ But though he
hasn't made kimself popular, all you
chaps will agrec that he ought to have
fair play.” '

“That's all right. of course,” said
Squilf. .

“Well, lie's made a friend in the
Fiith Form," satd Harry. “I needn't
tell vou chaps that Hilton of the Fifth
iz a bad hat. Yon know that.”

“"We do-—rather " zaid Peter Todd,

“The ratherfuloess is terrifie 1™

“ Fifth Form inen don't take up juriop

THE Macset Lisrary, —No, 989,



8 OUR MOTTO: CLEAN, WHOLESOME LITERATURE

kids for any good reason,” went on the
captain of the Remove, *and Hilton's
making use of that young ass. I'm prec-
tically certain that it was Hilton who
gent him out of bounds the night he
bagped a flogging. And 1 know that
Hilton and Price took him one after-
noon with them to the Three Fishers.”

“ Dingy little beast!™ said Ogilvy,

“Well, hiz carly training was a bit
gueer,” said Wharton., “He must have
been in all sorts of queer and shady

laces before he came to Greviriars.

hat's all the more reason why he
shouldn’t fall inte bad company here.
The long and short of it is that he's
got in with a blackguard in the Fifth
Form, ond it's rotten all rpundi The
way he's going, under the influence of
that cad ﬁiltonh leadsz to the sack for
him.™

“Which wouldn't be quite a disaster
for Groyfriars!" commented Russell.

“It's not fair on the Lkid” said
Wharton. * Naturslly, o rough little
hoggar like that thinks Hilton of the
Fifth no end of a swell. It's not sur-
prising that he's under his influence, as
Hilton has taken the trouble to take
notice of him. DBut we don’t wani the
Remove disgir::.r;ed by a Remove man
geiting expelled to please a shady cad
i & senior Form M

" Hear, heari” ,

All the meeting were in accord with
the captain of the Remove on that
point. That was clear,

“Dury's got some gueer ways, and
he's not cxactly popular,” continued
Wharton. “DBut I'd stand up for any
Remove man in the zsame cires—a fool
like Bunter, a rotter like Bkinner, or
a young ruflian like Dury; I don't care
who. Tt's not good enough, and I think
it ought to =top. It's no good t&ll_ting
to Dury—we've done that. Bob's idea
15 to talle to Hilton of the Fifth, and
' backing him up, and 1 want yon
fellows to do the same.”

“Fat lot of good talking to Hilton ™
said Vernon-Bmith, *He wouldn’t even
listen 1™

“When I say talking to him, I mean
something  rather emphatic—szuch  as
* shi Ip%ng * his study.,”

kd I I.J:I‘

“ood egg!”-

“ Hear, hear !

“Phat’'s the wheeze," zaid Bob Cherry.
" Now, there's o meeting of the semor
debating socicty on this evening, and
Hilton and Price will be there. Just
the time to call on their study.”

“Jolly pood idea!” said Poter Todd.
“Tt will be a tip to them to leave
Remove men alone.™

“0Of course, we don't want a lot of
talk about it,"” said Harry Wharion,
“It's no hizney of onrs te give Hilton
away to the beaks, and we don’t want
to risk getling Dury inio irouble, We
just want to tip Hilton to leave our
Formr alope. If he wants to send mes-
sages to the Crozzs Keys or ta got
smokes smuggled into the school, he can
munage it without & Remove man to
help him. The faet that Dury is willing
nm{‘m no difference. Hilton's got to let
him nIplm. We'll give him the tip—a
plain tip—and sce what comes of it.”

“It’s a prothy serious business ragging
a senior study,”-said Ogilvy.

“I don't think Hilton will make a fnas
avout 1t; he won't want the beaks to
inf!r:ire why we did it.”

“Oh ! That's so, too,™

“ Anvhow, that's the stunt!” said the
ceptain of the Hemove., “Hilton's got
to drop Dury before he leads the silly
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ki inte some rean hoarm. Are you
{etlovis backing up?”

“ Hear, hear!™

* Passed unanimously 1" said Redwing.

A quatrter of an hour later Har
Wharton & Co. marched into the Tift

Foroy passapa on the warpath !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

“ Shipping ™ & Study !
OBRACE CGKER of the Fifth
I—-I glanced out of his study door-
way. The brow of Horaeo
Uoker wore a portentious frown,

“What do you fags want here?”™ he
demandesd.

Coker was surprised, and he was
anpoved. Juniors were not supposed to
congregate in the Fifth Form passage,
and here were no fewer than eleven
membaors of the Lower Fourth marching
along the paszsage as if it belonged to
them.

Coker, who had a short way with
fags, felt called upon to chip in. Horace
Coker often felt called upon to chip
inte matters that did not concern him.
Hometimes the results had been guite
painful for Coker.

“What do you want here?” he de-
manded, “Cut off 1"

“My ocsteemed Coker—7"
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

Coler waved a lofty hand.

“ Mo back-chat! Just hook it !™

“Dear old Coker !” said Bob Cherry.
“Coker really imagines we're going to
hook it hecause he tells us to! What
an imapination 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you want me to boot you along
the passage——" roared Coker.

“We do!” said Bob cheerily.

“We doez ! chuckled Squiff,

*Come on, Caker!”

“The bootfulness will be a shoe on
the other foob!™ chuckled Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh.

Forth from his study doorway, like a
lion from his lair, rushed Coker of the
Fifth. Coker never counted odds,

But the odds were there!

Coker, as he had often done before,
woke up & hornet's nest. The heraes of
the Hemove were not booted along the
passage @3 Horace Coker intended.
Coker, instead of being the booter, was
ithe bootee, so to speak. Before he knew
what was happening, Coker of the Fifth
was sprawling on the passage floor, and
eleven boots were maling rapid and
onerpetic play on his bulky person.
Coker felt like an iil-used foothall by
the time he rolled info his study in &
breathless and bewilderad state.

“* Good-bye, Horace ! said Bob Cherry
sweetly.

And he drew Coker's door zshut, and
the Removites scudded up the passage
and swarmed into Cedric Hilton's study.

“Grooogh! Hooh!  Woooooogh ¥
spluttered Coker.

[Me sat up en the carpel and glared
al Potler and Greene of the Fifth, wha
ware regarding bim with smiles from
the table where they sat at work.

*Grooogh! Oococh! Why dide't vou
back me up ¥ roared Uoker.

“My dear chap, you don™ want our
help to handle a dozen fags 1" said Potter
blandly.

“Grooogh 1™

Coker stagireved to his feet.

began

“¥ll smash themm! Tl pulverise
them! I'll spiflicate them!| I—I—
IF'II E ]

. Coker tore the door open and rushed
into the passage,

DBut the Tilth Form passage was
etnpty. :

“They're gone !" said Coker.

“ Lucky for you!l” murmured Greene.

“What

“I mean, lucky for them, of course !
said Greens hastily.

“Cheeky litile  scoundrels !  said
Coker, eoming back into the study.
“They knew better than to wait! I'd
have smashed the lot of them! I've a
jolly good mind to follow them back to
their passage—only I—I won't !

And Coker slamuined the study daor,
and proceeded to set his collar straight,
arrd to tig his tie, and dust his clothes,
which needed it.

Meanwhile, the Remove raidera, far
from having scudded baek to the
Remove passage as Coker supposed,
were swarming in Hilton’s study. The
door was closed, to prevent general
observation of their proceedings. Hilton
of the Fifth was fairly well known in
his Form as & “bad hat,” and the Fifth
did not approve of fﬁm or of his
manners and customs. But they would
never have allowed a fag raid on o
Fifth Form man's study if they could
have stopped it. It was judicious for
the Removites to proceed with caution.

“Not too much row!” sald Bob
Cherry. “If you break anything, break
1t guietly I

*“The guiztness will be great, but the
breakfulness will be terrﬁinl" grinned
Hurrce Emgih

“Pile in ! said Wharton.

“Lota of time,™ said Johnny Bull
"“Hilton and Price are safe for half-an-
hour at least, with the senior debatin
society. Sull, let's make the most o
tha time.”

And the raiders proceeded to malke
the most of it.

“"Shipping” a study was not a new
experience to the heroes of the Lower
Fourth ; they had shipped studies before,
But the shipping of Cedric Hilton's
study was rather a record.

The dandy of the Fifth was an
elegant and expensive follow, and he
spent & good deal of money on the

adornment of his oguarters. It was
probzble that he would have to spend
& good deal more, when his visitors
had finished.

Crash !

The study table went over into the
fender, and a wvolley of books and
papers shot in all dircctions, with pens
and maps and an inkpot.

“Quiet I grinned Bob.

“Ha., i::&, a 172

The expensive -r:'.at‘:_!‘:c-t was jerked up,
and draped over the tablelegs, and
several bettles of ink and gum upended
aver it. A handsome pair of window
curtaing were jerked down and added:
and three of the Removites seized the
bookease and brouwght it down upon
the pile,

The bookcase had glass doors. There
was nol much glass left in the doovs as
it sprawled over the table-legs.

Bob Cherry picked up Hilten's marble
clock from the mantelpicce,

“HBeemis a pity,” he remarked.  *But
clocks wern made to go.”

And the clock wenb—with a crash?

Chairz and other arlicles were piled
on the stack. Crockery was sorted cut
af the study cupboard, and toszed on
the mile, In innumerable fragments,
Rooks wore added, and pileiuees, and
hassacks, and all the ink thai the raiders
counld discaver.

A guarter of an hour made & mar-
vellows differenee in the aspeet of Cedrie

ITilton"s study.
When the Bemovites had arvived
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there, the study had been the most

elegant annd expensively-furnished =t
Greyfriars. Now it looked as if an
ﬁart{‘:qunkﬂ had struck it—hard.

“f fancy that will do!” said Harry
Wharton, surveying the havoe with a
laugh. “ This will surprise Hilten when
he comes home, 1 think.™ _

“The surprisefulness will be tervific.

Bob Cherry glanced round, ,

“Mothing else to burst? he said.
“It's astonishing how much you can
get through in a short time, if you set
vour mind to it. We'd belter leave
Hilton & message, or he won't know
why we've paid him these kind atten-
tions. ™

“Better let him know,” chuckled the
Bounder. ' It may save him from going
to hiz Form master with a complainf.
which would bring out more Lhan ho
would like old Prout to [earn.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bob Cherry fook 2 picce of chalk and
seriblled on the plass--now seriously
cracked—over the %rnplaue, in ecapital
lothers:

KEEP CLEAR OF REMOVE CITAPS,
FRIENDS IN THE FIFTH NOT
WANTED!

“That's clear enough, without men-
tioning names,” said Bob, “Now we'd
better bunk, I think.,. We've takeon u
lot of trouble, but I don’t expect
Hilton te be pleased when he corues in.
It's an ungrateful world '™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Harry Wharton & Co. marched
cheorily out of the wrecked study, and
last na time in geitine back o their
own quarters,

They settled down to prep in a cheery
and coutented frame of mind, such as
foilows duty well done.

Certainly, the “shipping™ of a Fifth
Formn study, on such a seale, was [airly
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certain to earn the Remove party a
flogging all round, if Hilten laid a
complaint before his Form mastor. But
they had the best of reasons te think
that Hilton would take it “lying down."”
If the raggers were called before the
Head, they would justify iheir action
as well as they could: and Hilton was
not likely to want that. But whether
there was trouble to follow, or notf,
Harey Wharton & Co. were satisfied
with their proceedings. Hilton of the
Fifth had been given an exceedingly
plain “tip"—and if he did not heed it,
there was more to follow. On that point
the chums of the Remove were quite
resolved.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Taking It Quietly !

1] HAT o
W “Good gad!™
The mecting of the senior

debating society was over.
Hilton and Price, of the Fifth, lounged
along the Fifth Form passage to their
study, little dreaming of the sight that
awalted them there.

Hilten threw open the door, and
turned on the light; and then he stood
transfived. Btophen Price glared into
the study with smagzement and rage.

“What the thump—-—" he gasped,

“Great pip !

“Who's done this?" yelled ITilton.

“Why, I—I-I-T'l—" stuttered
Price,

The room was an absolute wreck. Not
an aritcle was in its place—few articles,
inderd, remained in one piece. Never,
im the history of rags at Greyfriars
Hchool, had a study been “shipped” so
extensively and thoroughly end conscien-
tionsly.

£f It:-s

some jumior rag!” gasped

ICES!

-
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Hilton. *“Some of those young =coun-
drels of the Fourth or the Remove,
But, why—what——"

e fairly gasped.

“I'fl call Prouc here! Prout had
better see the room before we touch it
Thiz will have to go before the Head ™
panted Hilton.

“Hold on o migute,” said Price, more
quietiy.

|1=I t'&“- :!”:'“_'__"

“Hold on, I say.
tha door.™

Price drew his comrade into the study
and shut the door. He pointed to the
inscriplion on the looking-glass,

Hilton stared at it, savagely,

“What does that rot mean?™
snapped.

“It means that the less we say about
this, the belter,” answercd Price,

“What! I tell you. I'll have the
voung villains flogged all round !} roared
Hilton, furiously.

“Yon may bag the same for vourself,
with the sack to follow,” said Price
cobily.

“What do von mean, you fool "

“Haven't you any sensc ¥ demanded
Price testily. *“Have you [orgotien
what Wharton:of the Remove said to

1

vou, only last week

“Hang Wharton of the Remove ™

“Hang him as high as Hamay, if he'll
let vou,” said Price sourly. “ But don't
play the goat, He told vou to chuck
Dury of his Form, or there’d be trouble.
Wall, thiz 1z the trouble.™

Coadrie Hilton glared at his friend.

“IDo vou think T'm goin' to be dics
Lated to by a cheeky voung cad in the
Lower Fourth? Do you think——"

*I think you'd hbetter Jeave off
shoutin®.” Price tock out his handhker-
chicf, and rubbed the inscription from
the looking-glass, “Hetier gob that out
of sight. If Mr. Pront saw that. he

Tre Masxer LipraRY.—No, 983,
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would want to know what it meant.
Weuld you like to tell hine 7

“What do you mean " snarled Hilton.
“In there any harm in speakin’ to a
junior kd 7

“That depends,” said Price dryly.
“That impudent young oad, Wharton,
takes the view that you're doin' Dury
no goot. He thinks you sent the kid
dut of bounds, that time he was flogged.
Do you want him to tell the Head he
thinks so?"

Hilton gritted his teeth.

"There's no proof; and Dury would
never peach, It's safe enough.”

“Dury might let it out if he was
guestioned by the Head, and asked the
question point-blank. Wa don't know
how much those young cads know; but,
whatever it iz, how much or how liitle,
wa don't want them telling it to the
Head, We don't want Dr. Locke to
have it explained fo him that our stody
was shipped by a pang of the Hemove,
because they fancied that one of their
Form was being led inte mischief by
g Fifth Form man. Don't be a fool,
Hilton—we can't afford to face an in-
quiry, and those young villaing know
it, or they'd never have dared to handie
our study like this.”

(13 Rﬂti!}

Stephen Price shruﬁ:ed his shoulders,

“Well, go to the Head, if you like.

him have Wharton and that gang
up before him, and let them tell all they
know or suspeet., It will be a rosy
vrospect for next Wednesday.”

Cedric Hilton bit his HI?IP

“I'm not goin' to the Head,” he said
sullenly, “ But we cen’t stand this sort
of thing."

“We can take i out of the cheeky
young rascals in onc way or ancther,™
answercd Price. “Buot we can't afford
an inquiry, and you know it, and they
know 1t, too. ‘hat's the good of
foolin'? Thev're in the right, and the
Head would jolly seon see it too.
Dury's heading for the sack, the way
he's goin’'—and he's goin® that way be-
causa we've taken him up. Is that what
you wanb Dir. Locke to know? Are you
tired of bain' at Greviriars?"

“0Oh, don't be a silly idiot I growled
Hilton. “Are we goimn' to sy down

under this sort of thing?"
“No choice in the matter, so long as
we keep up with Dury of the Remove,”
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answered  Price.  * After Wednesday
we shall bave done with him, and he
Cin and eat coke. The less wo sce
of him after that the better, He's a
cheeky cub, anyhow. Drop him like
a hot brick when he's outlived his use-
fulness.  Buat till Wednesday, take it

amilin'.™

Hilton of the Fifth grunted, but he
conld see that Price was right, and he
gave in, ‘The way of the transgressor
15 hard, Any other Fifth Form man
whose study had been " shipped ” by the
Remove would have had the satisfaction
of seeing the roggers flogged for their
exploit. Dut the other Fifth Form
men had no guilty scorets to keep.

Hilton's influence over the Game Kid
was doing the junior harm and leading
him inte evil. Harry Wharton & Co,
knew it; and Hilton did not want the
Head of Greyfriars to know it

S0 nothing was said outside the study
of the Remove rag;: the two luckless
sportsmen set their study to rights as
well as they could, and Mr. Prout never
knew what had happened,

_ In the Remove studier a good many
juniors were wondering whether they
wera to be called on the carpet.

But nothing transpired.

_ In the Remove dormitory that even-
ing, however, Billy Bunter had news.

“1 say, you fellows, there's been a
rag in the Fifth!” said Bunter.

_ *"Not really " exclaimed Bob Cherry
in astonishment.

“Gammon ! said Peter Todd.

. “Where did you hear that, Bunter 1"
inquired the Hounder gravely.

“1 get to know things, you know,™
seid Bunter, blinking at the Removites,
“¥ou fellows never hear anything. I
hesrd Blundell of the TFifth te%"ling'
Potter. He went in to speak-to Hilton,
and found the study fairly up-ended, so
he said,™

Dick Dury looked round quickly,

“Hilton's study *" he exclaimed.

“Yes; your pal in the Fifth,” grinned
Bunter. * According to Blundell, some-
body's been shipping Hilton’s study in
record style. Dut the queer thing is,
that Hilten isn't complaining about it.”

“That's very queer,” said Harry
Wharton seriously,

“The gqueerfulness 15 terrific.’

" Yes. Blundell couldn’t make it out,”
said Dunter. “Hilton’s a good-tem.
pered chap, as a rule; but shipping a
man’s study, you know—""

"“Who did it?"” asked Bob Cherry
with the gravity of an owl.

“ Nobody knows, T Hilton knows,
he dide't tell DBlundell. Blundell told
Polter that he offered 'fo report it to
Mr. Prout, and get the follows flogged,
whoever they were: but Hilton said he
didn't want o fugs.”

“"Now, I wonder why he didn't want
a fuss,” said DBob Cherry, very thought-
fully.
, " Price, too," said Bunter. “Price
isn't & good-tempered chap al all, you
know, but he's taking it like & lamb—
just like Hilton. I say, vou fellows, I
faney it was some Shell chaps did it,
Hobszon's gang, very likely.”

“1 wonder,” said Bohb.

The next morning, when Harry Whar-
ton & Co. walked out 1n the quad afier
breakfast, they came on  Hillon and
Price. The black looks they reccived
Iram the Fifth Form sportsmen showed
that tha two soniors were in no doubt
about the identity of ihe raggers.

*Hallo, halie, halle!' bawled Bob
Cherry. “I hear that your study’s been
shipped, Hilton.”

Hilton scowled.

“And I hear that it's likely to Lappen

again, if you don’t leave Remove men
elone ! added Bob cheerily,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the chums of the Remove walked
cheerily away, leaving the two Fifth-
Formers scowling. Evidently there was
to be no trouble as & result of the ship-
rmg of the Fiith Form study. The
sportsmen of the Fifth were taking it
like lambs,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

For 1t !

HE Game Kid had given in,

But in the days that followed,
although he said nothing to
Hilton on the subject, there was

sore trouble on the Kid's mind,
. In fact, he saw very little of Hilton
in the following days.

The sporteman of the Filth gave him
a hint to keep clear of the Fifth Form
fﬂﬁﬁﬂgﬂ, and in the guad Hilton never
|

heeded him any more than any other
junior.

The shipping of Hilton's study had
been & strong hint from the Remove,
and Hilton had taken the hint.

far &as Harry Wharton & Co. wers
able to observe,” all assoeiation had
dropped between Hilton of the Fifth
and Dury of the Remove.

When it was necessary for them to
speak, to dizcuss the arrangements for
the fight on Wednesday at the Three
Fighers, they met in some secluded spot
in the cloisters or outside the school
walls.  Hilton realised how necessary
it was to be very careful, The bare
thought of anything goimg wrong with
the arrangements for the fight on Wed-
nesday was dismaying,

20 the heroes of the Remove were
retty well satisfied that their emphatic
emonstration had had the required
effect,

In the meanwhile the Kid was sorely
troubled. 8o far as the fight itself was
concerned, he was quite keen on it
More than once he had wondered
whether he had seted wisely in accept-
ing the Head's generous ofier to place
him at Greyiriars. Many & time he had
missed the exciternent of his old life—
missed it keenly. Greyfriars offered
him better prospects in life, but nothing
in exchan for the excitemcnt of the
ring, tha thrill of the strenuous combat,
the glow of victory, the sheer joy of
cheers rinp:inﬁ in hiz ears. The Game

Kid would have given wmmuch to be
asllowed to changpe back to his old life
for once.

But he knew that it was impossible,

The Head wonld have heen shocked
giiel grieved had he known that the boy
even desired it. But epart from that.
the thing was unthinkable. Dury was
a Gireyfriars fellow now, and the boxing-
ring was pone for ever. Hiz old asso-
ciations were considered B disgrace
among hiz new associations. ‘The Kid
was no fool, and he understood his new
position eclearly enough—he knew thet
he could not run with the hare and hunt
with the hounds.

Left to himself, he would have put
the thought fram his mind with & sigh,
perhaps, but guite resolutely. He had
promized his Form master, and he wonld
never have dreamed of breaking that
promise on hix own account. The influ-
ence of Hilton hiad done him more harm
than Harry Wharton & Clo, suspeeled.

For the promise was broken now.

The Kid had slipped out af the school
to mect Mr. Bobby Hugging and he
had done so maore than once. .

Mr. Huggins, with an eye to business,
had forgotten—or affected to have for-
gotten—that the Kid had given him his
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“left ” a week or two before. Indeed,
he war e glad to have -the boxer in his
hands again that he was qll_tlitﬁ prepared
to forget and forgive. -He welcomed
the Game Kid like a lamb returning to
the fold. :

The Kid was extremely careful in
these exeursions, and he was in little
danger of discoverv. Mr. Quelch trusted
him now, and no longer turned a sus-
picious eye upon him. :

Safety was not everything, however,
Dury would almost have preferred his
Form master to distrust bim and watch
him. It would have made his conduct
seom less decoitful in his own eyes. To
cutwit a suspicious master was nol so
bad as to deceive one who trusted him,

The Kid was not happy in these days,
though, at the same time, when his con-
science forgot to troublé him, he found
hunself looking forward with zest to the
fight with the Banbury Pet,

Having made vwp his mind that he
eould not refuse what Cedric Hilton de-
manded of him, the Kid kept to his
resolution, though with & troubled mind.
Ouee the fight was over he waould bo free
again; it was, as Hilton had said, for
the one oceasion only. ]

After that, no more deccption, no
more  frickery, no more surreptitious
meetings with old associates outside the
school.  Hilton eught never to have
asked this of him; but though the Kid
knew it well, he would not acknowledge
it to hizs own mind. Whatever other
fellows maght think, to tho loyal Kid
the dandy of the Fifth was still the
persenification of all that was admir-
able. When a doubt forced itsell into
the Kid's mind, he drove it passionately
AWAY.

Hilton himself, the Kid thought,
would never do anything dishonourable
—not really dishonourable, for the Kid
wade generous allowance for the roek-
less sporting proclivities of the Filth-
Former., Breaking bounds, betting and
gambling—these were natural, the IKid
considered, to a  high-apirited g.-'m]nf
gentleman impatient of control.  High
and honourable himsealf, Hilton did not
realize that a promise meant anvihing
to a rongh and rugged fellow hke the
Came Kid.

That was how Dury locked at it. or
forced himself to look at it. He could
not aliow himself to realise that Hilton
was acting basely, without losing his
faith in hiz idol. And that faith. that
loval devolion, was the bright spot in
Lis existence at Greviriars.

It was & couple of days before tho
date fixed for the fight that the Kid Lad
n gleam of hope. He found s number
of follows pathered round the echanl
notices on Alonday, and found that thev
were looking at the list the captain of
Groeyfviars had put up of the plavers
in  the mateh with the Leantham
Ramblers, A pood many voices com-
mented on the factk that. the name of
“{". Hilton* appearad in the foothall
ist.

The Kid's face brightened.

Tl Lantham match was on Wednes-
day afternoon; it would be taking place
at the swme time as the ficht at the
Three Fishers. If Hilton was plaving
e Uwe metch, he ecertamnly could not be
at the inn up the river; and 1t looked
as if I had throewn up the idea. Tn-
less Hilton wanted him to ficht the
Janbury 'et, the Kid certainly did not
intend ko fight, Ie had vo compunction
in throwing over tha “0id 'Un ™ and
Stephen Price; neither of them mattered
{o hin. And.surali,;. if Hilton was still
keen on the hghd, ke moost intend to be
wesent., and he could not be present if
w was  playing Soeser in ingato's
team.

“Putting in Hilton! Coker of the
Fifth remarked, with & snort. 1 told
Wingate 1'd play if he wanted me. ¥ou
heard- mo, Potter.™

“Y did, old chap,” smiled Tolier.

“And lhe's playing that dresséd-up
dandy, when he might have had me ™
satd Coker.

“*Hilton can play footer, when he
likes ¥ vremarked Greene.

“MNot like me, I suppose?’ rapped
Coker.

“Qh, my hat! Wo; not like youm,
Cokor,” assented Greene, at once, ™ e
wc:illiin't be in the First Eleven if he
did.”

“What " roared Coker.

“I—I mean—"

“You silly ass!” :

Coker stirode away in wralh, leavin
Potter and Greene smiling, Blandell,
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on, and Harry Wharton & Co., wlo
were looking st the notice, smiled al
one  another.  Bland was evidently
rather sove at being left out of the team
to make room for Cedric Hilton. Dut
the Famous Five knew-—if Bland did
not—ihat Hilton of the Fifth wazs a
brilliant winger when he was in the
mood, at least.

“All the same, T'd rather play Bland
if I were football captain,” said Bob
Cherry  thoughtfully, “He's not sn
showy as Hilton; but he's & jolly good
deal more reliable. Hilton’s the kind
of man to let n football fvam down if
he felt like that.” ) :

“That ain't troe!™ broke m Duory
fiercely.

The chums of the Remove glaneed
round ; they had not observed the Kid
standing bebind thicm,

.
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the captain of the I'ifth, gpave a nad of
approval as he read Hillow's name.

“Good ! he said. “Hilton's a jollx
good winger. And he's been sticking o
games practice like glue.” _

“My name izn't there,”" granted
Bland, wiro was the chum of the captain
of the Tifth.

“YWall, 1 agree there's not enough of
the Fifth in the first eleven,” assented
Blundell, I ecould suggest a few
changes for the better.  Still, it's a

ood team; and you'll admit, old chap,
that Hilton's got more pace—"

“I don't admit anything of the soct,”
said Bland., " He ties his necktie better
than 1 do, if that's anything in Soocer.
1 admit he's alwavs turned out better
for church parade. Wingate's an ass!"

The great men of the Fifth walked

“] didn't know vom were there,
Duary,” said Bob Choerry quietly, “and
vour can stand up for Hilton. or any.
body ¢lse if vou like: but you musin't
talk like that, my lad, If vou don'i
agree with & fellow, you den’t eall him
a liar—not in the best circles.”

oury coloured.

“Borry [ he blurfed. “1 didu't mean
to do that, not at all. Pub vou ain’k
right about Hilton, He wouldn't let
anvbody down” :

“That's hetter,” spid Bob., " Dhffor
omees of opinion are allowed. old bean,
We'll agree Lo differ about 0™

#If there's any betting moen hepe, T'0
give two to one that Iilton doesn’t play
an Wednesday," said Skinner of tho
Roemove, with a chuckle,

Tue Macker Lasrany. - No. D80,
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SEEN THIS WEEK'S BUMPER ISSUE OF THE " GEM™?

* How's that? asked Wharton.

“Beeguse I've heard from a High-
cliffe thap that there's a fight on at
the Three Fishers that day,” grinned
Skinner. “Hilton will be there, if he
can dodge the beaks. And all the
mora chance of dodging them, with
mosi of the prefects fixed up at ter.”

“RBut hiz name's down to play,” said
Nugent.

“Well, you'll gee,” answered Skinner.
“1 know the merchant. Two to one in
dough-nuts that he drops out béfore
Wednesday,”

The Game Kid walked away, the
brightness gone from his face. He
could willingly have punched Skinner
for what he {I&d gaid; but Skinner’s
moecking words found an echo in his
own thoughts, Hilton's name in the list
for the [ooithall match was a blind—he
mew it now. The Fifth-Former did
not intend to play [ootball on Wednes-

&Y.

He knew the truth beyond doubt the
next day. Wingate's eleven were atb
ractice with A team picked from the
gilt.h and Fifih, and 1 the course of

ectice Hilton was barged over. Ha
imped away, and FPrice of the Filth
hel Iim back to the House. Appar-
ently Hilton had damaged his knee.
After the practice, ingate of the
Sixth dropped mto Hilton'’s study. He
found Hilton seated in an armchair,
with his leg resting across another

ir,

“ Bad " he asgked.

“0h, nothin® to make a soeng about,”
said Hilton. “But I'm a2 bit uneasy
sbout to-morrow, Wingate., My knee's
pretty  erocky. It's too absolutely
rotten, after vou've given me a chance
to play for School.” :

The disappointment end chagrin in
Hilion's faco were quite artlstically
vendered.

"Well, it's votten,"” said Wingate un-
suspiciously,  “Rotten luck for you,
Hilton, and no mistake.”

“No good me offerin’ to take Hilton's
place. I supnose?’ sad Price amicably,
“Hem! NWo: thenks all the same.
shall have to plav Bland after all. He's

s good man, anyhow.”

And Wingate went along to sce
Bland, and tell him that he would ba
wanted, much to that youth’s satis-
faction. And that evening the name of
C. Hilton disappeared fromn the football
Tist, and “B. Bland ™ 1ook its place,
And—what was very unusual in such
eircumstances—the change was  satis-
factory to hoth the fellows concerned.
AQkinner brought the news to  the
Remove paesagre with a cvnical prin on
s face. And the Game Kid, when he
heard it, realized that the matter was
sebtled and that e was " for it.”

e rvTeTmAr

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
At the Three Fishers !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. were
H among the swarm of juniors
who had decided to honour the
Lantltam metch with their
resence  on Wednesday  aflerncon.
Nhen they had no match of their own
on, the heroes of the Remove were quile
ready to cocourage the seniors by look-
ing on snd cheering.  The Lantham
match was guite a big affair in the
senjor List, and fellows of all Forms in-
tended to line up and watch the game,
A crowd was alveady beginning to
gather on Big Side when Hilton walked
out with Prce—still limping & little,
His disappointment, apparently, made
Hilton unwilﬁng{ to be a spectator at the
Tre Macner LIRRARY.~—No. 389,

match in which he could pot play. As
for Price, he never cared about games,
But in the swarm of Greyiriars fellows
the absenco of the two Fifth-TFormers
was not likely to be specially noted.
Still less was the absence of Richard
Dury of the Remove likely to attract
ang attention. : " -

utside Greyfriars, Cedric Hilion
ceased to limp, and walked on quite
briskly with Price.

Both the sportsmen were in
cheery spirits,

With the Lantham match going on
that afterncon, there was little to be
feared from the vigilance of the Sixth
Form "prefeets; even if Hilton's recent
devaotion to Soeccer had not thrown the
dust in the eyez of Goorge Wingate so
suecessfully,

But they proceeded cauntiously.

By a roundabout routa they reached
the tow-path a good distance up the
Sark, and zlipped in at the gate of the
Three Fishers aftey cautious glances up
snd down.

X Within the gale, Dick Dury awaited
11T,

Hilton gave him & nod and a amile.

The Game Kid looked very fit, and he
seemed in.a cheerful mood., MNow that
he was “for it,” the Kid had driven
other considerations from his mind, and
was thinking only of the coming fight.
And there was a glow of anticipation in
his face, He had never felt so strongly
the eall of the ring.

“"Tealin® fit 7" askod Hilton.

“What-ho, =ir!” said the Kid, with
& grin. “Fit as o fddle "

“That's pood 19

“I've had a look at the Pet while 1
was waitin® for you, sir,” said Dury.
“ Ha thinks he's on to a suve thing, Old
Cobb and his friends are backing hun,”

“Let them,” said Hilton, with a
smile. “The mogre the merrier, Burg
you weren't seen comwn’ here, Dury ¥¥

“1 was jolly ecareful, sir”

“If the Pet damages yvou, vou'll have
to =pin & yarn about a serap with o
bargee,” said Price.

The Kid's face clouded for & moment.

"1 know ! lwe said curtly.

“Do wou think he'll damage you
much ' asked Hilton,

“Well, he's a good man,” zaid the
Kid. “I'm pretty certain that I shall
walk over him; for bless you, sir, T've
stood up in the ving oftan enough to
know my businesa. I faney seven rounds
will do for him. But in the first two or
three he will punch me 8 hit.”

“You know all about it,” .grinned

Hilton.
. U Well, eourse T know something about
1t, =ir, htairlg as it was my Dbusiness, and
I livedd on 1t when ¥ wasz with the (ld
"Un,” said the Kid cheerily. “The
Md "TUn’s here, siv, but he ain’t so merry
and bright as he was about it.”

Hilton, who was moving on, paused.

“Why's that!” he asked. “"Huggins
doesn’t think you're going to be beaten,
doos he '

The Kid chuckled.

“He koows I ain't,” he answered,

"Then why——"*"

“ He's been laying money, of course,”
said Bury. “Buat he ean’t get the odds
lie was expecting. You see, I ain't
known in this part of the country,
Huggins' Ring never travelled this way.

ANSWER
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The Pet hein' older and bigger, the
blokes ‘'ere naturally faney  hins
especielly as they know his style. IF
nobody here knowed me, it would be pie
for the OId "Un.  But it turns out that a
;;.MH’H here, after all, who's seen mo

ox,™

“(h !" said Hilton.

YA book-makin' bloke named Banks,
sir,” said the Kid. “ Hea's puttin® money
on me, game as the Old "Un—youn see,
he Enows me. And that has rather
cooled off Cobb’s crowd—they're begin-
ning to think they've hit up agin a darlk
horse in me.” And the Kid chuckled.

Hilton frowned.

“That means we szha'n't get long
adds,” said Price,

“You're safe at oven money,” said
Dury. “If I don't beat the Pet, you
can use me for a punch-ball ™

Price grunted.

Hilton made the Kid a sign to go, and
Dury went inte the big zinc shed whera
the hoxing was to take place, A good
meny men were gathering now, round
ahout the shed, and there was a buzz of
voices and a smell of cigar smolke.

“Confound Banks " muttered Hilton.
“Hiz buttin’-in may spoil the whole
show ™

The two Fifth-Formers mingled in the
crowd, nodding to three or four High-
cliffe seniors whomn they recognised.

They found Mr. Banks, a fat gentle-
man, with a silk hat and a big cigar;
whom they had met before. Mr. Joseph
Banks sometimes honoured the Cross
Kevs at Friardale with a visit.

The fat man gave them a genial nod
and & grin,

My, Banks was making a Look on tlha
fight, as coolly and unconcernadly as if
he were vpon the racecourse, :%am
League foothall, and loxing econtests
were all one to Joseph Banks; all was
grist that came to his mill, ﬂn!’y he had
10 exercise more or less caution, accord-
ing to the sceng of his activities.

Hilton and Price exchanged a fow
words with Banks, and then went into
Mr. Bobby Hugging' room in the big
sine building.

They found the Old *Un with & some-
‘;_'-'hat gloomy expression on his rubicund
AC.

His hopes had been dashed, as those
of the Fifth Form sportsmen were begin.
ning to be.

M TArd loel ! said Me, Huggins, shak-
ing his head.

“The Kid's all right 7"

“Iight as rain.”

“He'll win” said Hilton.

““No doubt sbout that. Almoszt wish
there was™® sighed Bobby Huggins.
“¥ou seo, the Kid bein’ o dark horse, in
a manner of speaking, I thought T was
on to & good thing ’ere. Butl some of
the coveys turn out to *ave seen him and
remember him, and now this "ere Dafiks
comes along and puats the lid on. Even
Cobb’s crowd are cvying off the Pet, IF
vou want to back the Kid, vou'll have to
put the money on, at very short odda,
sir.”

“That isn't what we expected,” said
Hiltan, biting his lip,

“PBub it's whal's gong to ‘appen,”
said Dobby Huggins * Why, that man
Banks offers four {o ome agoainst the
Banbury man. He's had o make the
pelels |~::m$ur and longer Lo book any hels
at all. The Banbury man ecan't last;
and the coveys have got on 1o i, you
see,  You'll have to put up four quids
agin one if you want to back the Game
Kid. Bigger price still if you leave if
till they're in the ring.™

And Mr. Bobly ]l.;iuggi:'.:: shook his
bullet head sadly,
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HMilton and Price moved away.

The nandsome face of the dandy of the
Fifth was dark and gloomy now. The
“chance of a lifetime ™ was not turning
out as expected.

Heg broke into a bitter laugh.

"1 suppose 16 was too good to be true,
really,” he said; “and we've raised all
we could, and come here well-hesled—
only to be let down hke this. I we've
g{:t to pitt up four quids to win one, we

on't stand to bag anythin' decent—the
game’s not worth the candle.”

¥Price nodded and gnawed his lip.

The fat voice of Mr. Joseph Banks
was heard behind them,

“Five to one agin the Banbury man.”

The two seniors moved farther off.

“Bickenin’ 1" multered Hilton, * We're
let in, Pricey. We've raised bwenly
poundsz cach to back the Wid—puttin® it
all on at that figure means nettin® four
quid apiece—the game’s not worth .the
candle. And there's always the rizsk of
lozin’.”

Price’s hard face grew harder.

* But puttin® it on at five to one, if
the Banbury man pulled it off, and we
backed him, that means & cool hundred
each,” he mutiered.

“The Banbury man can’i win. Think
that blackguard Banks doesn’'t know !
growled Hilton.

“He might.”

Price's voice, sunk to a whisper, was
s0 sigrificant in tone, that Hilton started
and stared at him.

“What do you mean, Price ¥

“Fights have been squared bofore
now,” muttered Price. “ You've told me
that that brat Dury will do anythin’
you tell him.”

“1 know he will. Hilton's
fare was white now.

“Tell him to lose.”

“Price ™

“He can stay through s few rounds to
give the thing colour. Tell him to lose
the fight.”

“You awlul rotter, Price!”

Price made & herce gesture.

" Are we goln' to be particular among
these dingy blackgusrds whe wonld
skin us down to the socks if they could?
Don't be a fool I

"It's ton wutterly rotiten!™ muttered
Hilton with white Jips,

“It's the chanece of a lifctime. We
were ready to take twe to one. We can
get five to one if we back the Banbury
man.”

“ But—but —"

* Dary will do az you Llell him.
at your orders.”

“1 know that. I've no doubt about
that. But [ ¢av’t tell him—I can't—"

“Will you ever get such a chance
again ™

™o, DBut—"

" Come and speak fo Banks, then”

Hilton hesitated.

It is well zaid (hat he who hesitates
iz lost. TFive minute: later the Fifth
Form sportsmen had completed their
dealings with Mr. Joseph Danks. Tle
die wasz cast,

But—"

He's

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Fighting {0 Win !

1 CRY !
D “Yes Master IHilton!” said
the Kid brightly.

Cedric Hilten had drawn
the Game Kid aside in his dressing-
room in the zine building.

Blackpuard as he was, low as he had
fallen, Hilion found some difliculty in
telling the Kid whal he was to do.

Not that he had any doubt of Dury's
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**1ain't a thief and a swindler, Master Hilton,"* said the Game Kid in a low vni(:n,'

**and that’s what you are!* *' You—
him.

he erled. “Now go—get out of my sight!

He moved forward and siruck the I;.tmiur fuil in the face,

you dare-—"' Hilton's rage overcame
“ Take that!"

ve done with you! ™ (See Chapter 10.)

obedience. It did not cross his mind
for a moment to doubt,

Dury was devoted to him. For his
sake the junior had deceived his Form
master and headmaster, had broken his

promise, had taken & flogging, and
risked expulsion from the schocl. By
his  prezence hore, in  these vory

moments, he waz risking the “sack”
ancw,

Devotion could scarcely have gome
furiher. Ceadric Hilton's ward was |law
io the rugged lad who was almost
fanatically devoted to him,

He had no doubtz., It did not even
enter his mind that there was o limit--
ihiat at long last even the loyal Kid
might “ kick.”

. Un that subject a surprise was await-
ing the ¥ifth Form sportzman, but as
vet he had na doubts,

His only difficulty was to put his
erders inte words: low as he had sunk,
he was ashamed. But iherc was no (ime
io lose.

“You feel sure of beating the Ban-
bury man?” he breathed.

The Kid smiled confidently,

“ Quile, sir” :

" Quite sure ! murtored Hilton.

He would have been glad to hear ot

this moment that the Game Kid doubbed
his sucoess,

“0Oh, ves. Master Hilton 1™ eaid thn
Kil. "That's all right! Why, all tha
Pei's backers are turnin’ round and
trying to hedge, they are. Tt's got out,
vou see, "

“I don’t want you to win, Dury!"
whispered Hilton.

‘The Game Eid starled violently. He
stared at the dandy of the Fifth as if
he doubted hie ears,

Tl \“lfhﬂ.-*ﬂ-ﬂﬁt vay

In spite of hie coolness, of the lofiv
nonchalance which he cultivated as a
fine art, Hilton's eves dropped hefora
the Kid's amazed stare. A faint flush
came into his cheeks.

"I—I don’t understand, Masicr
Hilion,” said the Kid slowly, in a faint
Viblod,

“I've changed my plang—""'

“Changed your plans?” repeated Lhe

Kid,
“¥oe, I-T want vou to lose.”
“You—you wanf me o lose iho

fight 7 breathed the Eid. :
HThat's it. Put up a decent show,
of course; we don't want {hem sayin’
(Fantinued on page 17.)
TAE MacyrT Lirrany.—No. 989,
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“ JACK JOLLY'S BARRING-0UT ! ™

onfinued from qrevious page.)

want cragshing to earth, taking Herr Gug-
genheimer with it,

Crazh !

“Yaroooo !" roared the unforchunit
Cerman master. “Donner und blitzen !
I beleeve I have broken my back ! ™

“Carelesa chump!" said the Head,
who waz absolutely drained dry of the
good old milk of human kindnesa. " Tally-

fone for the ambulanse, somebody !
Meanwile, wa will tie the Iladders
aain: snd I eall uwpon you, Monsure

Froggay, to go up and deasl with those
bratts [

The French master bowed curteously
and waggled his handa,

CWe we ! he gaid, I am not & man
to be played ze fool wiz, and 1 will make zeo
parcons obey me, Toot sweet !

Jack Jolly & Co, overheard that romark,
and they grinned. They had some old
seores to pay off on Monsure Froggay,
and they ware looking forward to golting
to prips with him.

When the ladders had beon pub right
sprain, the French master climbod up as
nimbly as a munky,

“{in it, Froggay ! " shouted the H‘?&{L
encurrigingly. * If you find your curridge
;_:'egins to fail wyou, sing the Marshal

Jﬂ:‘rﬁl."'

Haliway up, the Irench master’s nerves
Lecame 4 bit grogey, for he was in sminent
denger of & bombardment from the
rrbhles’ peashootera, Bo he burst into
aong, in order to keep hia pecker up.

*“ Allons ! Ong-fongs da la patroeay,
Le jore de glore est arrivay.!™

Higher and higher went Monsurs
Fropgay, and still no order to Bro camo
from Jack Jolly's lips.

The rebbles sufferad the French maater
to climb without molestashun, until st
h]fit his head popped up above the windsr-
eill,

Tlolly 1" cried  Monsure Froggay.
*Come down wiz yourseli! Ong-fong
teprible ! I eall upon vou to make ze

surrender ! Compray-voo 1"
‘ Jack Jolly larfed in the French master's
i Tag =8

Y Collar him, vou chaps '™ he shouted.

Willing hends were thrust through the
winder, and Monaure Froggay was seezod
by the scruff of the neck and hauled into
the dormitry. Ho shreeked and stormod
anel Ht.rugg'lml, bt all im vane.

“ Whet are we going to do with him,
Jacl T " inguired Drghrr:.. * Shall we mako
him our prizsener T "

Jack Jolly shook lis head.

* We'll shift the barryeade and kicl tha
=ty old buffer downstares 1" he said.

“Help!" wyelled the French master.
“1 will not auffer ze indignity of being
used 83 o football! You shall not kick
me down ze stares! Nong, nong!"™

But Jack Jolly & Co. wore in grim
Frnozst. The barryeade was dragged
vy from the door, and Monsure Froggay
was hussled through the deorway. A
number of boots clumped together on the
rear of his person, and he rolled down the
stares, shresking wildly.

Dump-bumpety-bump !

It was a long way to the botiom, and
when the unhappy French master
collapsed in a crumpled heap at the foot
of the stares, he was brooged in every
part of his snnatermy. He heard the
ioemitey door slam overhead, and the
gound of the barryeade being replaced,
and the akorpful larfter of the rebbles.
Then Mongure pickod himsell up, and
limped away to tell his tail of woo to the
Head,

If the French master egpspected
simperthy, he was doomed to dissappoint-

=y —a

ment. The Head hurled sbuse at him

YOUR PAL WOULD LIKE TO MEET JACK JOLLY & CO.!
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until ho wag brothless, Then be glaved
rount at the groop of masters.

“A Int lot of v you people are, in o
eryais 1 ha said bitterly,  ** The rebhles
are still secure in their stronghold, and all
our efforts to dislodgs them heve ended
in emoke ! "

S0 saying, the Head lit & sigaretie,
and puffed at it savvidgely.

“Why net climb the ladder wvourszelf,
sir, and bring the yvoung scamps down t "'
suggested Mr. Justiss.

“Ahem ! My ¢l imbin{; days are over,
since I tumbled from the top of Mont
Blong and busted a coller-bone,” zaid the
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N the opinion of Billy Walker, the
famous Aston Villa forward, fool.
ballers who rely on the left foot are
generally harder shots than those
who use the right foot, but he does not
fell us why tlas is =0,
[T .
Briggs, the Birmingham centre-for-
ward, and Tunstall, the Bheffield
Untted oulside-left, are brothers-in-law.

There are scveral players who have

‘never been on the winning zide in an

Infernationat match, but Hugh Gal-
lacher, the centre-forward of Newcastle
United, has a very different record.
He has plaved in eight matches for
Scotland, and his side has won every
one of themn.

In the season of 192112, the Socuthend
United club provided o novelty, as their
loading goalsecorer for the season was
a half-back., He found the net ten
times,

The next big change in regard to the
Control of foothall matches is likely to
be the appointment of two referees for
each match—one for each half of the
field. The League management com-
mittee i3z sald to be considering this
proposal,

In the opinion of Mr. . F. Moon,
one of our leading referces, goaloets
are fixed too tight, Tf they were slacker
the ball would not rebound so guickly,
would ]

and referees make fewer 1iiz-
takes.
A certain Scottish  footballor was

asked why, when he was playing, he
took sucl long strides. His reply was:
“To spve shoedeather, of course™

Finch and Corbutt, two lads who
were recently inlroduced to the Wost
Bromwich Albion first teawmn, played
together in a junior side, and wero
signed en by the Albion on the same
dav. Corbuit is only sixteen years of
age,

Joe Smith, who has played in first-
class football for Bolton Wanderers for
cighteen scasons, gives the following
among Iis golden rules: *Take plain
wholesomea food at regular intervals and
give pustry a wide lfll-.rth. Get plenty
of sleep—I have nine hours every
mght.™

When playing at home Derby County's
men always make a special effort to
get on to the piteh first, as there is a
iradition thet if they do not do so they
get beaten.

Head. T have beon strickly forbidden
to climb ladders—eggaept the. Ladder of
Buxxoss ! I am afreid there is nothing
moreé we can do, at the moment. I will
rétire {0 my study, snd think ont wava and
means of dealing with the rebbies.”

And the Hoad, sheking his fist furicusly
At the grinning faces up above, stamped
savividgaly away.

Jack Jolly & Co. woere in high spirits.
#c far, they had earried everything beforo
them. The masters had been beaten off,
and the Grate Bebellion was still going
Btromg.

The rest of the day passed without
insident. No further attempts were mndo
to get to grips with the mutinus Fourth-
Formers.

The rebbles passed nway the time in
eating, drinking, and making merey.
It waa not serprizing, therefore, that their
stock of pervisions should be exhousted
by nightiall.

*What are we going to do now, yon
fellows * % wailed Tubby Barrell, * We
can't stay here without grubb, There
1En't 80 much as & peace of tofly left.
We shall starve to deth! Boo-hoo!"

_ Jack Jolly glared skornfully at the fat
junior.

A week's fosting would do you all
the good in the world, Tubby,” he said.
“ It would reduce some of the sooperfiugus
fut. of vours. However, there's no need
to fall of starvation. When midnight
comes, 'l go down and paid the school
kitehon for frech supplies.*

“Oh, good!™ said Tubby DBarreell,
grately releeved.

Meat of the rebblez turnad in early,
and went to slesp. Dut Jack Jolly lay
foolv.dprzsed on his bed, waiting for the
sollum strokes of midnight to tinkle from
the old clocl-tower. Merry and Bright
staved awabke with their chum, and when
midnight eame thoy helped him to remove
tho boarrveade.

“ Mind how you po, Jack '™ wisperod
Merry  anxionsly.
“Pruzsed me ! said Jack  Jolly

cheerfully.

And oar hero guitted the dormibey, and
dived down the dark starecass.

Softly, silenthy, stelthily, he slunk like
a cautious ratt round the corridors, in
the opake darkness.

Little did he dream that he was walking
to hix doom ! Little did he reck of the
fate that way in store for him !

Alas for Jack Jolly ! The erafty and
ennping Mr. Bavvidge, antissipati a
miidnight raid on the sechool kitchen, had
hidden himself bebind the door.

No pooner had Jack Jolly opensd the
door, than a grip of iron fsll upon hiy
aholder, and & lworae voice egﬂ.m:iuianad.:

“ Gotcher, my besuty! You walked
very noatly inte my trap.  And now U'm

oing to take yvou before the Head., If

g anything of a profit, you will only
s06 ons more sunrise at St. Sam's 1"

With black despare gnawing at his
victualy, Jack Jolly was marchod away
to the Hoad's study.

Doctor Birchemall crowed apd chueklod,
and robbed his hands, when the laader
of the rebbles was brought belore him,

“Ha, ha! He, e! Ho, ho ! " gloatad
the Head. * 8o wyou've ecapturad the
little begpar, Savvidge ¥ Good Iuzz!
Bung him in the punishment-room for
the rest of the night. To-moreo morming
he will look hig last upon the hysterical
bilding of 3t. Sam's 1"

Avnd the unforchunitt Jack Jolly was
marched awsny in the crool grip of hiw
capter. Hope was doad in his breast ;
dark despare had token lodgings in his
hart., He feolt bitterly consbuos that this
was indeed

THE BND,

(Leak out for “THE TRIUMPH OF
JUSTISS!” nexf week, It will raise
i record Tavgh, belicee me—Eu.)
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(Continued f-::uu page 13.)

the fight was squared, But let the Ban-
bury man win, of I'm in a hole! See?”

The Kid was still staring hard at
Hilton of the Fifth.

His face was quite white.

That he would be surprised, perhaps
chagrined, Hilton was aware. PBut he
was not in the least aware of the feel-
ings that his base suggestion would
rouse in the Kid's breast,

The schoolboy boxer's lips trembled.

This was the fellow he had liked,
admired, almost worshipped—this was
the sporting goentleman to whom he had
been recklessly aud devotedly loyal, and
this fellow was proposing to him to sell
a hght—to join in an all-round swindle,
to throw away at a word his personal
honour and his professional honour |

Obviously, - his idol had {feet of clay.

It seemed like & dream to the unfor-
tunate Kid—an evil deeam. He could
hardly believe that it was Hilten
speaking,

He stared lelplessly at ihe Filth-
Former.

“You understand ™ breathed Hilton.

“Master Hilton ™ said the wretched
Rid, = Oh, sie!"

*It's ecasy enough [™

“Easy ! I've always fought straight !™
The Kid's voice was low and bitter,

“Master Hilton, you're joking—you're

jest pulling my leg, to ses whether I'm
that sort of a covey, ain’'c yvou®"

It was a last appeal. Apainst the
eviddence of Ris senses, the Kid was
clinging to his belief in his idol.

Dut the appeal drew only an impatient
exclamation {rom the dandy of the
Fifth.

“Lon't be a fool, Dury !?

* Master Hilton !

“We can't talk any longer—you
understand? T'm rpined if vou boas
the Banbwy man—I've put everythin’
on him! Keep that in mind ™

Hilton was turning away.

“You mean 1t¥’ breathed the Kid
huskily.

“OFf couree! Don’ be 2 young ass ™

“You ‘ound "

LY Whﬁ-'ﬂ-&t [H

“You cur!” said the Kid,

Hilten of the Fifth stood transfized.
It was his turn to be unable Lo believe
hia cars.

The Game Xid's eyes blazed with
SCOTH.

“Tron't you say any more ' he mut-
tered. “I'va knocked a man out for
less'n that! Leave me alone!”

* Dury—-"

The Kid turned hiz back on Hilton
of the Fifth and walked across the room,
He was surrounded 2t once by his
backers, amd it was impossible for
Hilton to address another word to him
i privaie.

The Fifth Form sportsman hardly
knew how he got out of the reom. In
the open niv, Price tapped him on the
arm, startled by the expreszion on
Hilton's [ace.

“Is it all mghti™

Cedric Hilton laughed harshly,
“All right? No, all wrong ™
“What do you meani”
“We're done !

"You—you don't mean—you
mean that he's refusedi™ said
Blankly.

“Yea!™ hissed Hilton.

"That httle scoundrel— You're
mistaken—you must be mistaken! You

were 50 sure !

“1 was too sure!” Hilton elenched
his hands. “DBut there's & chance yet!
e knows that if he fails me I'm done
with him! 1 ean't believe he will fail
me=—=that he will dare—-"

He brokea off with an cath that stertled
Stephen Price.

The crowd was pouring into the zine
building now and gathering round the
roped ring. Hilton and Price went in
with them. They were haoth deeply
alarmed and dismayed, yet neither
could guite beliove that the Kid would
venture to let them down, as they re-
garded il. Their feelings, as they
locked on at the preliminaries of the
contest, were unenviable, 1f the Ban-
bury man was beaten, Hilton and Price
were “broke " to the wide. All they
had, all thur_?' conld borrew, had been
laid on the Pet, in the firm belief that
the Game Kid would do as he was told,
If he did not do as he was told—

It was an appalling prospect for the
Fifth Form sportzmen. And there was
no comfort in the knowledpe that it was
exactly what they desewetﬁ

There was a murmur as the boxers
came mto the ring

Certainly, io all appearance, the
Banbury I’et had a good clance, if not
the best chauce. On looks, Hilton
would have backed him. A hope rose in
his breast that the Banbury man
wight, alter all, win on hiz merits,
Glady, only too gladly, would Iilten
have seen the Game Kid knocked out,
wome of the Pet's followers were still
Facking him, glad to get odds against
bFiin, There was a chance yet for the
Linele sheep of the Fifth.

The Kid looked round once at the
packed audience in the zine building,
ot the sea of coarse faces and eager
cyes.  His glanen rested on Hilton of
tha Fiith for a fleeting second.

His look was expressive, though Hilton
hardly understood what it cxpressed.
He did not comprehend that the Kid,
even then, was loth to part with his
faith in the patron he had blindly wor.
shipped—that he regretted the hitter
reply he had made, hoping apainst hope
that Hilton had not been in carnest in
his vequest.  Hilton could not have
nweant it—he could not—thot was the
Kid's lingering hope and belief,

If he had meant it, he was booked for
a_ bitter disappointment, for the Game
Kid was going o fight to win, DBut he
could not have meant it.  Dick Dury
clung to that, IHilton would be glad to
see him win,  Afterwards, he would tell
hiz kind and generous patron how sorry
he was that he hadn’t understood for
the momeni that he was only jesting.

T'o that belief the hapless Kid was still
clinging, though kis belter sense told
Lim that Hilton had been  n carnest,
ihat Hilton had wanted him to he puitty
of black treachery,

But even Hilton had to be banished
from the Kid's mind when the scconds
were out of the ring and he was facing
the slogging attack of the Banbury Pet,

In the frzt round, and the second, and
the third, it looked as if the Pei had
ihe advantapge.

The Game Kid, game as he was

cat’k
Frice

seemed wunable to stand against the
Banbury man; he was winding, and
twisting, and dodging all the time.

Hilton's hopes rose as he watched.

The Kid had overrated himself,
Old 'Un had overrated him. Joseph
Banks had overrated him. The Ban-
bury man was winning.

But Hilton glanced at the fat, satis-
fied, grinning face of Mr. Banks, and
felt a chill of doubt again.  Joseph
Banks certeinly did noet look like 2 man
wha had been throwing his money
away,

Back into Hilton's mind ecame tha
Kid's words—that he had to stall the
Banbury man off for a few rounds, and
then “walk over him."

Ha watched feverishly.

In the fourth round the Banbury Pet
seemed to have the upper hand. But
Hilton noticed that the Kid, though he
continually gave up ground to the Pet,
had received little punishment. Ile was
waaring his man down, as the Greyiriara
felllow realized.

It was in the fifth round that the Kid
at lazt took the initiative,

In the sixth, it was the Kid who was
E.E-tﬂ!:klng all the time, and the Banbury
man had hard work to keep clear. In
tho seventh round the I{fg’s lefe gob
home with terrific foree, and the Ban-
thrI_:,]' Fet was stretched out, and Hilton,
with g throbbing heart, saw him taking
the count. But the man was game. Hoa
came up to the scrateh, and lived
through the round. and came wp to the
call of tima for the zeventh,

But from that round it was “pie  for
the Game Kid.

His opponent put up a good fight,
but he was out-clessed, and that fact
was growing clear to all who cared to
spe,

Hilton looked round for Price. But
Price was gone,. He knew the worst
now, and he had edged out of the crowd
and gone. Hilton resolved to wait for
the finish., It could not be long delayed
now,

It was not long delayed. The «ighth
round was the last, There waz a deop
breath throuwghoot the excited erowd as
the Game Kid's lefi thudded home, and
the Banbury man went down like an

OX.

It was the fnizh.

Hilton struggled somehow out of the
buzzing crowd, hia brain in a whivl, his
heart throbbing with rage, and disap-
pointment, and fury. Broke to the
jﬂ.‘ldr:, with debts and difficulties impend-
ing over him—in the place of the “har-
vest ” he had promised himself. Iae
clenched his hands as he strode away,
hardly knowing whither he went. This
was the end—this was the end—thie end
of scheming, and cunning, and dissimu-
lation, and rascality—the end he de-
served. It waz for this that he had let
down his foothall captain, iaken the
risk of expulsion from his school—to go
hack to Grevfriars ruined, in debt and
dificulty for the rest of the term.

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
The Last Blow 1

i ARTER HILTON Y
M The Kid's voice was

humble,
Hilton sterted, and turned
hiz Licad.

He had left the precinets of the Threa
Fishers, only anxious to gebt away [rom
the scene, But he was in no hurry to
return to Greyfriars, In the falling
winter dusk he leaned against a tree by
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the tow-path, staring at the glimmering
river, & prey to torturing thn’q&htﬂ,

He did not see or heer the Kid as he
came along; but Dury suw him at once,
and came timidly up. .

Hilton fixed his eyes on the junior,

* Master Hilton——"

“¥ou!” muttered the Fifth-Former.
He alnost choked with the rage and
hatrad that surged up within him.

“I'm sorry, 31 3

“VWhat "

“I knowed you never meant what you
said to me back yorder,” faifl the Kid:
I knowed it as soon as I thought over
it, sir. You was only pulling & bloke's
lﬁg‘u

Hilton panted.

“1 answered you cheeky, sir, thinking
for & minute that you meant it," said
the Kid. “I'm sorry for that. I ought
to have knowed that you woulda’t go
for to do such a thing—a gentleman like
you, ser.”

The Kid's eyes were fixed eagerly on
Hilton's white face, in the shadow of
the tree.

He did not believe what he was say-
ing, but he was trying hard to beliave it.
Tt was a forlorn appeal to his idol to
save hig faith in him. A word from
Hilton would have been enough. The
Kid was ready to believe—he wanted to
believe—he passionately longed (o0
believe. n

"But that ward was not fortheoming,

Hilton only stared- at him, with &
deadly glitter in his eyes. His hands
were clenched convulsively,

“ Master Hilton, -you'll speak a word
to & covey!” muttered the Xid
misarably.

“You young rotter

“ Master Hilton !

“Don't ° Master Hilton' me! Get
away irom me! Yon ruffianly young
hiaciguard. vou've ruined me! et our
aof my sight t" :

The Kid stood quite still, 1

“Then you meant it, sir?” he said,
after a long, long pause. " You was
reely asking me to sell & fight?

% You voung sconndrel | Would it be
the first you'd sold?" hissed tho Tifth-
Former, * You unspeakable little hooli-
gan and rotter!”

The Kid guivered. _

“ I've always fought 5t,rai§ht,” he said,
in a low voice, “Why, back yonder,
ol Clobb came to me. he did, and 'inted
at what you asked me; but he saw 1in
my eve that if he put it plain he'd get
my left. And so he would have, he
would ! I may be u young 'ooligan and
a tvotter, but I ain't a thief and a
swindler, Master Hilton, and that's what
vou aral”

“You—you dare——"

Hilton’s rage avercame him.

He moved forward, and struck the
junior full in the face.

The Kid reeled back from the blow,
with a low cry,

“Take that! Now go! Get out of
myv sight! I've done with you!”

The Kid straightened up at once. His
Land: were clenched, and his eyes
Lilazed. ]

But he dropped his hands.

“1 won't it wou, sir,” he said, “1
could knock you across this “ere path,
aned easy, and you know 1t. You say
vou've done with me—and you 'ave!
T've got no use lor you now Pve found
otk i%-](; kind of covey you are. You
cat’t "urt me with your ‘ands, but good-
ress knows you've 'url me enough. T'm
done

And the Kid stepped back, and
tramped down the tow-path towards
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Greviriars, without another word or
look.

Hilton sent o savage stare after him,
and gave him no further thought.

The Kid tramped on drearily.

He wos tired after the exertion and
excitement of the fight with the Ban-
bury Pet. That would have been lttle
enough to the hardy Kid. His face
bore signs of the damage received in
the ring: he was conscious of it. The
Kid's real hort was deeper than that,

At Greyfriars, whers he was alone in
a ecrowd, he had found one fellow to
admire, to worship, to whom he could

ive his humble friendship, ssking and
desiring no return for his devotion, So
long as his idol justified his devolion
that was all the Kid asked. And now
his faith was gone. Hid magnificent

atron, the superb fellow whose nod had

#en an honour to ham, was a common
n:rh@a_t. ardd l}lﬂi;!]{gtl.ﬂt'd: and the Kid
despised him—could not help despising
him from the hottom of his loyal heart.

Hilton of the Fifth was nothing to
him now-—nothing but an object of
contempt!

But i losing his faith it secmed to the
hapless Kid that he had lost evervthing;
and life looked wery dark to him.

~ With a clouded face Dick Dury came
in at the school gates, and tramped across
to ithe Houwse. Dusk was thickening,
the football mateh was long over, and
the Lantham men were gone,

In the House the Kid found a crowd
of fellowsd discussing the game, He saw
Wingate of the Bixth standing by the
ficepluce in the hall, chatting cheerily
with Blondell and Gwynne, %‘H’ingate‘ﬁ
face still bore the traces of the blow
that the Game Kid had given him weeks
befora, when he had sitruck down the
captain  of Greyiriars, unseen in the
dark, to seve Cedrie Hilton from dis-
covery., The Kid's eyes rested on that
mark for & moment, and he felt a pang.
For whose sake had he struck the
blow ?

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™

Bob Cherry greeted the Kid on the
Remove stairease.

“PBeen in the wars, old bean?®”

“Eh?"

“You've bagged a prize nose and eye
from somewhere,” said Job, staring at
him, *and your lip's cut.”

“Is it *" said the Kid indifforently,

“Ay bat!” sard Horry Wharlon, from
the Remove landing, “Have vou woke
up some passenger who was able (o
handle you, Dury?"

The Kid did not answer,

Price had arrangoed a stovy for him—
of & fight with & bargec—to account for
any damages in the fight at the Three
Fishers, DBut the Kid wasz not disposed
to tell that storv. He was dome with
Hilton of the Fifth now, and he was
done with lying and deceit.

“¥Who was the happy victim, Dury *™
asked Dob, with a grin. “DMust have
boen a hefty merchant.™

"The heftiness muost have been
tervifie!™  said Hurree Jamset Dam
Singh.

Dury did nof answer; he passed

through the juniors without a word,
leaving them staring. He went to his
own study. Ogilvy and Russell had
finished tea there, and they looked at
the Kid as he came in.

“Hallo! Where did von get thaf
nose ' oasked Ogilvy.

“Find ouk!"”

“What lovely mapners!" murmhured
Bussell,

The Kid looked at him.

PBut he wurned gquietly away, .and

threw himself into the armchair.  The
two Juniors regarded him  curtously.

THERE'S A GREYFRIARS STORY IN TO-MORROW'S “'POPULAR!

There was something they did not quite
understand aboub the Game Kid now.

sat  still, staring before [lvin.
There was a black cloud on hiz brow. a
reflection of the dreary misery in his
heart.

“1 zay, anviln wrong, olid man?”
asked Ogilvy good-naturedly,

The Kid did not answer,

“Had your tea?”

“Fealing down—what **

“ ¥Yeou."

“Look here, we'll jolly well geot you
soma tea!" said Russell.

“I dou't want any, thankas!” said the
Kid. “If vou ain't wanting the study
jest now, you might leave aﬁ)hke alone
for o bit."

“Any old thing!” said Ogilvy.

And the twe juniors Jeft the study,

The Kid was glad to be alone.

His features were working. He had
been wounded to the very heart, and the
Eﬁin'nf it was almost mere than he could

ar. ere wore tears in the Game
Kid's eyes when he was left slone—and
the tears ran thick and unchecked down
his rugged cheeks,

i

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Fallen Idol !

" SHIPF}}JN{% a study—"
(1] .i"'l-:.H
“Bhipping & study,” said Bob
Cherry  oracularly, “is the in-
fallible cure! It touches the spot.”

YYWhat the thump——""

“ Look !

It was morning, and the Famous Five
were in the quad. Bob Cherry gave 2
nod lowards two figures on the path by
the elms.

Hilton of the Fifth was walking thers,
with his hands driven deep ituto his
pockets and a dark line in his brow. He
was thinking—doubtiess of hiz lozses tha
provious day and the “hele " they had
left himy in.” His expression showed that
be was not in a pleasant mood.

Fram the opposite direction Dick
Diery of the Remove came wp Lhe clin-
shaded path. ;

That the “lriendship ™  belween
Hilron of the Iifth and thudjmﬂ'{rr he
had taken up wes at an end was ap-
parent to the Famous Five at a glance.

The two did not merely pass one
another without Tecognition;  there
would not have been anything unusunal
in that, for the Kid had always been
very circumspect about lLiow be recog-
nised Hilton in public.

They looked at ope another as they
approached, and the expression on their
fares rathor startled rrv Wharton

Hilton's face grew black and bitier;
there was zsomething very like hatred in

the look he pave the Kid.

Buarv, on his part, gave the Fifth-
Former one glance,. in which something
of sacness was mingled with dizlike anpd
BCOET.

Thewv did not speak.

Thiry moved out of his way, to avowl
?uﬁbiilg nenr lhe Fifth Fern man; then
illl:: passed on, without another glance at
1110,

A hal! murmured  Harry
Wharton, in surprise, with a smile,

“The troublefulness must have been
forrific ! apined the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“The esteemied and shady Hilton nas
got his rag out—-he looked asx if he
uv.:]ri:l{il” like to deal with Dury punch-
fully!

“He did, and no mistake ! remarked
Johony Bull, with a whistle. “Thev'ro
fed np with oue another, that's plain,



“Bhipping a study is & good stuni—
what?” grinned Bob Cherry. " Hilton's
learned his lesson from the Hemaove!”

“He doesn’t want ony more of it,”
said Johnmy Bull, * He's chucked Dury,
that's clepar!"

Havry Whaerton shook
thoughtf

hits Thead

ully.

“There's more in it than that,” he
said, “Shipping Hilion's stady may
have helped. gut from tho loock of
things it was Dury who's turned Hilton
down, not Hilton who's turned him
down. He seemed to me to look at
Hilton as if he was dirt.”

“That struck me, too,"” said Nugent.
“It's jolly odd. Dury was no .end
bueked sbout Hilton takimg him up.”

*““May have found him out,” grinned
Bob., " Hilton must have seemed no end
of a stunning swell to a kid like Dury.
EBut at bottomn he's rather a shady
blackguard, and perhaps it's dawned on
Dury at last. e's & rough bounder,
but he's straight—and Hilton isn't.”

“J shouldn’t wonder,” said Harry.
“T'm sure that Dury wouldn't have been
so taken with Hilton if he'd kiown Lim
as we knew him."

“T remember he looked f{ightfﬂﬂy
down and out when he came in yester-
day,” =zaid Bob. *Something hap-
pened vyesterday afterncon, 1 fancy.
You know Hilten dropped out of the
Lantham maoteh: and I noticed that he
wasn't on Big HJide to seq the game.
He was blagging with Price, of course,
and Dury was out, teo. Another trip
in company to the Three Fisher®, very
likely. Bkinner heard from a Higheliffe
chap that there was & prize-fight on nt
that show yesterday—e fellow called
Banbury Pet scrapping with some boxer
or othor. ¥ dare say the Kid would bLe
interested in that, as it's his line of
bueiness. Iilton took him there once
hefore, as we know: he may have taken
him again, and this time they've fallen
out. I'm jolly glad of it!™

“Samo here—Dury was heading for
the sack under thai rotter's influence.”
said Wharton. “Jolly good thing for
him it's over!”

The Famous Five strolled on, rather
mterested and puzzled.

It was clear that between Hilton of
IMifth and Dury of the Remove all was
finished. Careless patronage on ore
side, loval devotion on the other, had
given place to deep dislike and aveid-
ance. Obviously, something must have
happened—something  serious. The
“shipping” of Cedric Hilton's study by
the herpes of the Remove certainly did
not oxplain the startling change. It
might have helped to make Hilton
“fed-up ? with the Kid; but it could
have no connection with that look of
contempt which Dick Dury had given
his former patron as he passed him,
The phase of hero-worship was over;
Dury, it was evident, knew Hilton now
in his true colours, and wanted nothing
more to do with him. For., as Dob
Cherry had  said. the Kid was
“straight,” and Hilton was not: and
apparently the Kid knew now that he
was nol.

“Hallo, halla, hallat

Bob greeted the Kid cheerily as the
clims of the Remove came on him
under the lealloss elms,

Dury looked up and nodded.

“Enjoying life, what?” asked Bob,

“Mo, I ain't!” said Dury.

“Well, you don't look i, said Boh.
' Not chumming with the Fifth these
days, what ?”

The Kid's brow darkened,

“Nol!™ he said briefly.

“All the better for you, old bLean!”
said Nupent.

“I know that.”

—r——

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

TWOPENCE. 19

“Trot round the guad with us before
classes,” said Bob. ]

The Kid shook his head, and walked
away by himself, Evidently he did
not want company; even such  dis-
tinguished eompany as that of the
Famous Five of the Remove,

Wharton looked after him rather
curiously,

f‘dThal: chap’s becn through it,” he
said,

“Through a scrap, you mean? Hae
looks it. Quelchy will want to know
where he got that nose.” said Bob.

“I don’t mean that. He's been
through something harder than a
serap.”  Wharton wrinkled his hrows,
. He's found Hilton out, I suppose, and
it’s a blow to him. Poor kid! He's
not really a2 bad sort”

Tha Famous Five walied on in 2 suhb-

dued mood. They had seen the signs,
in the Game Kid’s rugged face, of tho
mental stress he had boen through. He
had suffered, and it could be seen that
he had suffered. 1t came into the
minds of the juniors that heneith tha
Kid's rough looks and rugged manners
there was & sensitive nature: a heart
that could be wounded, and that had
been eruclly wounded,
In many ways the Kid knew ten
times as muech of the world, and of the
hard ways of the world, as a Greyfriars
fellow. ~ In other ways he had more
simplicity than & Greyfriars fellow had.
Not another fellow in the Remove
could have boen taken in by Hilton as
the Game Kid had been.

The dizcovery he had made was a
dreary one to the hapless Kid, Even
when Hilton had asked

| bim, ar
rather ordered him {o break his
promige, he had clung to |lis

faith; he had thought, or tried to
think, that a magnificent fellow like
Hilton could not be expecled to under-
ttand thai a rough-and-ready lad like
Dury had a sense of honour. But the
miserable trickery at the Three Fishers
had completely opened Dury's eyes.
The fcllow was a cheat—a rogue—io he
classed with swindlers and welshers.

Now Dury only wanted to keep clear
of him. But the place in his heart that
his worthless idel had ocecupied was
empty now. He had made noe friends
at Greyfriars—only that one magnifi-
cenl friend whom he had humbly wor-
shipped. And now there was nnt;u-rly---
nothing ! From the bottom of his heart
the Kid wished that he had never some
to Greviriars: that the Head had loft
him where he found him!

But the Kid, hard hit as he was, was
not the fellow to wear Lis heart on his
sloeve,

When he eame in to morning classcs
his rugged  face was  compoted amd
almost expressiouless.  What he was
leeling was buried deep in his own
breast.

Some of the Removites grinned as le
cama into the Form-room. The marks
ot Dury’s face were very visible o vhe
eye: 1k was plain to all the Form ihas
the Game Kid had been fighting, My,

ueleh had glanced at him sharply ax
the Remove breakfast-table, but Lad
made no remark then.  His remarks
wef:ﬁ to mulm latér.
~ The Kid had been fighting—bui nos
in the school. That ﬁnﬁ Eﬁrtain, as
Skinner  remarked, as no  Greyiriars
fellow was poing about looking like a
I]ﬂ_f;flt-ﬂ‘.l Case, :

Many of the Removites wers wonder-
ing who the " happy viclim @ had becn,
Ceriainly, it must have heen a rather
hefty individual, to have suceceded in
marking the Kid, Thers was no man
at Greyfriars, even in the Sizth, who
could have done it.

- e ——

“Where did you pick up that eﬁr-.
Dury? called out Vernon-Smith, as {he
Kid eamme mto the Form-room.

Dury gave the Bounder a dark look.

“Y¥ou'll know soon enough,” le
answerad,

"Been in a prizefight?” chuckled
Skinner.

oo d 8k

“YWha-a-at aspe inner.

“Oh, my hntl%

" Mind what g;:ru eay Lo Mr, Q}:mluh,
Dury,”  said atk  Linley, indly
enough, “He is sure to question
_"F'l}l'.t—"—'”

"I know. I'm done with lving. I'm
going to tell himn if he asks me,” said
Dury grimly,

“But you don't moean——" exclained
Peter Todd, staring st the Kul.

“Caye ™
. There was a hush as Mr. ?mﬁ-k‘h earme
ih and the juniors took their places.
The Remove master's gimlet-eye singled
out Richard Dury at once. The marks
on the new jumier’s faco were rather
too comspicuous to be passed over.

13 Dur}' I!:

“Yes, sir,” said the Kid,

Mr. Quelch’s glance was questioning,
but it was kind. The Remove master
had been unvaryingly kind to the new
fellow ever since the day that Dury
had szaved him from being kammncred
by the “0Qld *Un.”

“You have been fghting Dury ™

“Yeos, sir”

“TI am sure, Dury, that you havae
Ir:Eﬂt the promise you made me not io
hgﬂ t with any Greyfriars boy.”

: En kept ;t-i.I mr."‘hi|=
. Ahen you have been engaged i
fighting oulside the school 1" saged

“ That's so, siy.”

“I am bound te question you, =
hoy; you will understand that,” sai
the Remove master. “Please do not
think that I am comdemning you: I
am well aware that vou are not =
guarrelsome boy, and I am well awsgre
also that you do not use your VOFY
inustal physical powers to domincer
over other boys—as I feared once would
be the case. But I must ask vou, Dury
with whom you have been fighting."™ '

" Not a schoolboy, sir,” said the gl{id,
with & faint grin, It was a hloke
whos gould stand up to me, siv,”

“His name? said the Form masier
rather sharply.

“I don’t righily know his name,
but he's called the Pet.”

" The—the what¥”

A The Banbury Pet, sir,”

Richard Dury meade that answer
cabuly, Mre, Quelch stared at him,
speechless: and the Remove wondoered
whetlier they were dreaming. Tor o
long minute a pin might have been
neard to drop in the Remove-room at
tireyiriars,

BIT;

(]
:

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Clean Breast Of It !
MH UELCH found his voice at
“Dury!” ha stultered,

. es, sir”

“What—what name did you say

“F am unacquainted with such o
name said the Remove master, his
eyes beginning to glink, “But T pre.
tome prizclighter?”

A boxer, sir”

“ Does 1his mean, Dury, thet in spiie
boy, in :pite of your promises to the
Head and to me, you have taken uvp
ciee more your old way of lifed”

azt,
“The Banbury Pet, air®
simme that it is the name, or Litle, of
of vour laving become a CGrevfriavs
TBE MAGRET LIBRARY.-~No. 539,
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“Neog, sir.”

Coolly and calmly the answer came.
Drly teo obviously, the Kid was done
with deceiving and shuffling. If he was
to remain av Greviriars, he was to re
main in his true colours, at least.

“'I'hen it wai oot some chance on-
counfer—"

“No, sir”

“Where did this—this

an

I fight take
place!

‘* At the Three Fishers, sin,”

“Is it possible? You are well aware
that that disroputable place 13 sbrictly
out of bounds for all Greyfriars boys.”

“1 knowed that, sir.” )

“¥You thave fought, in the ring, with
a professional boxer, at the Three
Fisherz 7" gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir”

“ Bless my soul 1™

The Remove master stared blankly
at the Kid., All the Rewovites were
sraring at him, hardly able to believe
their ears. i

“My hat!™ murmured Skinnee, “A
Highcliffe man told me that there was
hoxing at the Three Fishers yesterday.,
I didr't know it was a Greviriars’ man
fighting. My hat!l”

“ Silence t*

Mr. C%:wlch fixed his cyes on Dury
again, Never had the Remove master's
eves seemed so like gimlets,  They
alinost bored into the schoolboy boxer,
standing there quiet and calm and self-
possessed.

* After thiz confession, Dury, I need
scarcely ask you whether you have re-
newed your acguaintance with your
former trainer and employer, the man
Huggins,” he said, “You have done
so

“ Yoz, sir.”

“And your promise to me?”

“I'wva broke it, sir.”

“Plegs my  spul! Are  vou not
ashamed to leok mo in the face and
iell me 0¥ thundered the DRemove
niaster, ;

“I'm ashamed of what I've done, sir,
but T ain't ashamed to tell the troath.”
said Dury steadily, “I know this means
that I've got to go, sir. I 3'pose it does,
But T'll go without telling any lies™

“Tless my soul! said the Form
master again,

He was completely taken aback and
puzzled,

“You are aware that I must roport
thiz to Ih. Locke, Dury,"” sad M
Quelch, after a long pause.

“71 krow, sir,” said Dury, in a low
voine,

“Very well, the malter will rest $ill
after classes,” soid the Bemove master.
“We shall now proceed.”

And the Remove procepded,

Dut. Mr. Queleh had a very unusually
inattentive class that morning. Dury's
confession had astounded the Henovites,
and not a fellow in the Form doubied
that it meant the “sack ' for lim, It
could not mean anyvthing ¢lse. Why he
had confessed, was a mystery o the
juniors—perhaps to their Form master
a3 welll. He could have "spun a yarn”
to account for the damages to his face
~—a fellow who would break a promise.
wauld hardly *3ib” at telling an un-
truth abont it alterwards.

It really locked as if the Game Kid
was fed wp with Grevirviars, and wanted

te be "huyuked.” But that could
searcely be the eaze. It was all
rvsterions  and  purzling; and  the

Ytemove wore in & state of cxcitcment
which thoy found it diffieult to suppress,
Morning classes passed off 1n a stale of
tension.
When the Remove were dismissed for
Tir Macxer LisRary.—No. 989,

morning  Lreak, Dwary was suerounded
by & crowy o1 curliops [plipws, as he
went  ostt. pug he dacdly answered
any of the remarks made {o him.  He
was looking avout him, as he went nto
the quadrangie, and as soon as he saw
Wingate of tne Sixth, he weni up to
him, A score of the Bemove were at
his heels, as if they felt unable to take
their eves off the junior who had sud-
denly leaped inte such prominence. Tho
captain of Greviviars glapced round mn
cvonziderabie sorprize, at tho sipght of a
mob of the Lower Fourth marching up
(2 him in yupa,

“rEkuse me,
said Dury.

“Well, what is 1t?" asked the Sixth-
Former.

“I want to own up”

(13 'E!_..!.:J

“You never kpeowed whe if was
tnocked you out, siv, that evening vou
went up to the Three Fishers,” satd
Dury.

Wingate stared al him,

“1 never kpew, certainy,” he said,
“Do you happen to know who 14 was,
Diry %

“Yes, =ir,”

“Who was it, then?”

“:{:*-I{e, i .

ingate jumpod.

“Woau!" he velied,

“Ae ™ said the Kid, with a nod.
“You nearly rooted me out, sir—I was
"wling behiind n bush, and you nearly
had me, and I gave vou my left.”

There was a boez among the juniors.
I'his, as Bob Cherry remarked after-
wards, put the lid on. Evidently the
Game Kid was bent on meking a clean
breast of it all round.

- Wingate stared specchlessly at the
Game Kid for some moments,

*

Master Wingate—"

“Yon!" he pmosped. “You! You
were there s

“1 was there,” said the Kid.

“And  vou -sbruck e  down—youn

strick  your head-prefect—the captain
of your school—"

I did just that, sir., and I'm sorry
cooungh now as ever I did it," said the
Kid. “£d 'ave eut off my 'and sooner,
if I'd knowed then what T do now.
Ttk I did it, =iv, and T ain’t afratd to
take my gruel’

YWell, my only hat!"” said the Grey-
friars ecaptain. “And what have vou
come to me aul awned up for ¥

rCause o Pod upowith o, bying and
bamboo-ling.” said the Xid, “J did
it, and I amn't afrand to own up.”™

Wingate of the Sixth looked ot lim
long and hard,

“This ts a makter that the HHead will
have to deal with,” he said. I suppose
you know that?”

“1 know it.”

“Very well: vou can cut off."”

Dyry walked awav. leaving the cap.
tatn of Greylciavs startng after hon
blanklv. The Removitez followed him
tr a Dbuxring crowd. Two or three
seniors had beard Dury's confession, and
in p fow nonnutes 16 was known to all

the Sixth amd the Fifth, To two of
thom, at least, 1 brought terror and
npfpmhmminn. ITilton and Peice, of the
Fitth, looked at one anothor with

ghastly faces when they heard,

“The game’'s u!” whispered Stephen
Piier, " That youne scanndrel 15 givin
uz away !

Hilton clenched his hands.

“We shall have fo deny ik and stiek
fa the smime story,” mulierpd  rice,
“Te¢ will he touch amd go. if we pet

throungl. Dat—but—ean’t you do some-
thin’, Cedric?” . ]
Tl ey muttered Hilton, with

white lips.

TR R SR LT PR TR S

The dandy of the Fifth hung about
tiie Form-room corridor, wailing for
Dicle Dury to come in with the Re-
movites for third lesson,  When the
'-_H:n;l}rﬂ came along; he beckoned to the
w1,

Dury hesitated a mmoment: and then
he deft the erowd of juniors, and joined
the Iafth-Former in s window recess.
Many of the Romnovites glanced at thon
currously, passing on to the Form-room.
U What do you want?” muttered the
Kud, restively, I don't want nothing
to say to you, Cedric Hilton.”

“I—TI've heard——" Hilton's lipe were
irembling. ** You—you've told Wingale
that-—that-—"

The Kid's lip eurled.

“And you're afraid I'm giving vou
LWy, " he  smid, contemptuously.
*That's your sort, 1 s'pose vou'd give
o bloke away. T amn't said & word about
vou, not to Mr. Quelch nor yet to
Wingate. I ain’t going to.”
Cedriec Hilton Lreathed again,
“I—1 thought—I—mean—J—"
stammered,

H0h, keep a stiff upper lip,” said the
Kid, seornfully. “Nobody's going to
Enve you away, unless vou give your-
self away out of funk. They won't get
nothing out of me,™

“They'd never havo spolted you,™
muttered Hilton. * Why did vou ocwn
up, you young fool?"

“'Cause I'm fed-up with tricks and
lies,” said the Kid, *'Cause I'm
straight—leastways, I was straighc till
I knowed you. Now I'm dene with
you; I'm done with lyin’ and spoofin’!
I've made a cloan breast of it, and I
cati face the muosie "

::E-ut—hut—” stammered [Tiltan,

Oh, you necdn't be scared!™ jecred
ie Kid. “Don't I keep on sayin’ that
I ain’t telling about you? What do you
take me for "

And he turmed his back on Cedric

Lie

Hilton and followed the rest of the
Remove into the Forme-room.

Hilton stood breathing hard.

He knew he could trust the Kid's

assurance ; he was safe. He had carned
the guecr junior's contempt and scorn:
but he had nothing to fear. Hiz faco
was flushed, but a weight was gone
from his mind as he rejoined Price noar
the deor of the Fifth Form room.
fIt's all right,” he muttered. “The
kid's safe.’”

* Ho—waon't—" breathed Price.

fL Nﬂr”

*It's the sack for him, anyhow.”

“All the better; I'll be glad to see
the last of him. DBut he weon't mive us
awav, and that's all that matters.”

“You—you're sure®™ Price wasz stitl
nneasy.

“Quite sure!™ snapped Hilton, And
he went into the Fifth Form room, and
ricer followed him in, relieved but scill
cloubtiul.

At third lesson, in the Remove room,
Ihek Dury received more attention from
the junmiors than Mr. Quelch received.
When the eclass was  dismissed, Mr.
Laeleh ealled to the Kid,

“You will follow me fo the Heads
study, Dhary ™

“ Yeg, sir”

And the Game Kid followed in My
Quelel's wake, lvaving the Remove in
a buzz of excitement,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Up for Judgment !

R. LOCKYE 100k off his glasses,

D wiped them, and roplaced themn
on his nose.

To sav that the headmasior of

Creviriars was astonished, would be to

put it mildly.



EVERY
MDHDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE

TWOPENCE. 2

EL

5 o _..1':3- Fa ; .
: iz -"-ﬂs* ity
A ; 'J".- ; ny .

1 must ask you, Dury,” sald Mr. Quelch, * with whom have you been fighting 2 # > Not a sehoolboy. sir.?? said t 2
““ }{ was & bloke who could stand up to me, sir.” 3 A oF; 5 he Kid

** The—what ? ** gasped Mr. Quelch.

Dury.

** His name ? ** rapped

the Form master sharply.
** The Banbury Pet, sir [ **

** The Pet, sir 1 "' replied
(See Chapter 11),

He was more than astenished. o
was astounded. Indeed, his state of
ming would bave been described by the
juniors as flabbergasted; though eer-
taindly the Hewad would never have
dreamed of using such a word.

He had received Wingate's report; ho
had lislened to Mr. &Llelnh‘s succinet
statement.

He had no choice but te believe his
ears; but really the good old gentleman
conld scarcely pive them credit.

Dick: ury stead before him  with
Hushed cheeks and downecast eyes. The
i had taken his fate in his hands in
making a full confezsion, but he was
glad of it, Hiz mind was at ease now,

I “Iless my soul!™ said the HMead, at
ast.

Intey did not speak.

“This ie—is=—1z well-nigh ncredible,”
satd the ITead.

“It would seem g0, sir,” zaid Mre
Caeleh,  * And it should be rememberod
i the bov's favour that he has confessol
frecdy of his own accord. T certainly
should never have dresmed of suspect-
ing such a thing.” .

“MNor 1," =ald the Head.

He sighed.

“You were vight, Mr. Queleh, in
thinkinz that Dury zhould have been
=0t away from the school,” he said.
“ T hoped and believed bettor things of
hirnt T Dhave been misteken, and I am
vreatly  disappointed. T regret that 1
i not take your adviee,”

That should  have been
lwaring for My, Quelch.
not =eci wholly pleased.

“The fact iz, sir,” he said slowly.
“ihat my opinion of Dury has improvad
very mnweh. Lawless as he haz proved
i by, 1 bave discorned some very good
gualities in the boy."”

“Thank you, sir,"” satd the IKid, in o
low voice.

agresalle
But he did

“I am glad to hear you say =o, Mr,
Quelch,” said the Head. “But you do
not suggest that he should remain at
GrevEriars, after what haz ocourred.™

“'That, 1 fear, would be impossible,”
sald the Remove master, shaking his
head, “A junior boy ho has “struck
the ecaptain of the school—"

C “Wingate leaves that matter entirvely
in my hands,” said the Head,  “But

thove 1=, I think, only one course I can
possibly take™ -

He fixed his eyes on Dary,

“You have nothing to say

“Only that 1"'m sorry, sic.”

The Head coughod,

“No doubt. DBut that is hardly
enongh.™

“I 'ope you don't think me ungrateful,
arter all vour kindness lo me,” said
the Kkl miserably, “Y—I meant to do
Letter “eve, siv. Course. you'll send me
away, and o'r'aps the bhlokes are right
i thinking that this ‘ere school ame't
the plare for moe.  Bub I den't like
gomg and leaving you thinking ‘avd
abount THE, s

“¥ou have no cxcvse fo offer,” zaid
L. Locke steruly. " You were oot of
bounds, 1 & dizreputable resort. when
w{ugam came therg on Lis duty.”

“"Yes, asir”

“Fou ~tvuck him down—siraek him
seisgless-cin order to eifeet vour escape
undmsegvered. :

The Kid did not reply for 4 moment.

“Y am't denving auvthing, sie,” Le
said at length.

“Yan had vo quarrel walh Wingate—-

SF

no canse of gprievance against him?

"Moo, sie. 1 like “im, like all ihe
follers do. He's a good sort, Lo 1s”
zaid the Kid.

R T S shpend
IHow T said the Head.
The Kid wincad,

“ Yoz, giv,” he said, hia veice very low.

hima ihat brutal

“For the rest, I could find it in my
hegrt fo vardon you,” said the Hea&}.
“Your Oghting a boxer in the ring was
an outrageous thing, but I must re-
memnber what you were before you came
to the school; I must make allowances
for your tra.iuin?'. and for wyour
temptations to mingle with old associates
and resume your former way of life.
I was yself, perhaps, to blame for
taking you away [rom the surroundings
to which you had grown accustomed,
and for placing you in such a school
at Grevinars. must not condemn yon
for my own mistake. But your wanion
and wicked attack on a prefect, against
wlwan you allege no cause for complaint
—how could thet possibly be pardoned i
Vhe Bid was miserably silent.

+ It was not on his own account, nob
for his own sake, that he had struck
Wingate of the Sixth down that dusky
evernng in the grounds of the Three
Fighers, Cerizinly for hiz own sake he
never would have struck that lawless
blow,
But e could nob tell the Flead that.

He despised lilton new—despised amd
Effwlrkﬂd hini. Dut he could not hetray
1iH7.

The Game Kid wasz loval to the last,

There was a long paunse, Dury stood
firmly, wailing for judgment; knowioge
whal the jedgment must be.  He was
ol sorry, perhaps, to be leaving GCrey.
frvtarz:; more and more 16 had been
Lorne i upon his mind that & mistake
had Leen mwade in bringing him to the
scheal, The old lure of the ring was
strong wupon him; stronger than cver
siee hre Dad stood up fo e papbury
I'%:t, amid & sca of excited faces, listen-
ing to the plavdits of the crowd., Back
to Hugging' Ring—back to the boxing
—pe hardly knew whether Lo desived

Tue MacseT Linnany.-—MNo, 9849,
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that, but at least it had it ativaciion:
and its compensations. g g

It was the sorrow and disappoinbmen:
in the Heads kind old face that hii hie
hard. It had not been an casy thing
for the headmaster to place the boxor
in the Greyfriars Remove.  He bad
dona it in the kindness of Iis heart,
hoping for the best results, Awnd all his
hopes had bheen shattered; his  di--
anpointment was deep and bitter,

Tha Head spoke again at last.

“You have grieved me deeply, Dury ™
he said. " Your fiphting in the ving f
could fergive, if vou promised mie neves
to allow such a thing to veenr. Bt
vour attack on Wingate—that cannot be
pardened. I can eoarcely comprelend
how yvou could have brought yoursel! ko
risflict serious injury 1||Emn: one who haci
never harmed you—who was dolng 2
painful and necessary duty when vou
stenck bim down, Tt proves. T fear,
chat I was migtaken in you=ihat yjon
are havd and brutal at heart,”

The Kid winced again.

C =T wonddn't Cave tonchwd T, i
o=t

“Oaly what:™

“¥othing, =ie,™ said the Kid Leasals.,

“If he had dizcovered you ab tha®
pesort, and reported vou for punish-
ment, vou would doubtless have becu
Hogrod,” satd the Head. * Was 1t worti
sl an act of eruel ruffianism o eseape
vour punizghment?”

“I wouldn't ’ave done il for that.”™

“But you did it for that,” said the
Head sharply., *What other motive e
vou wish me to believe that you hadi™

The Kid did not answer.

He could not answer. If he left Grey-
friars in shame and dls%‘rac&, at least
» would leave it “straight "—he would
nol stay on as an informer and betrayer,
What he had done for Hilion's zake Il
had done, and he had to faco Lthe conze-
il airees,

“For the last time, Dury, have zou
any excuse—any plea of any kind®™

*'No, sir!” almost whispered the Kid,

“The matter ends here, then” said
the Head. " You must leave Greviriar:.
But I shall not forget the service vou
vendered me when I first met you, Dury.
T shall take care of your future. You
shall never want!”

The Kid shook his head. -

“I ain't asking nothing, sir,” he sald
“I wouldn't take nothing, 1 can feuwl
tor myself, sir. "Fain’t that. Oniyv--
only if you'd try, =ir, to think a litiie
Lkindly of me arter I'm gone, though [
know what I've done must look awia!
had to you .

“I fear that you have lost my good
upinion for ever,”™ eaid the Head zadly.
LT H_"IE._.__.I':I

Tap! ;

It was a knock at the door of the
Head's study,

The door opened and Iarry Wharto:
appeared. Ir. Quelch gave Lim a
frecping glance, the Head made a siza
for him to go.

But the captain of the Bemove came
v, heedless of Form master and head-
raster,

“Wharton, leave my study!™
ot the Head,

*I must speak, =ir,” zaid Harry re
spectfully, "It's about Dury, and I
think you opght to know, sir. Duiv
wn't 5o much to blame as you believe,
and I think you ought to know——"

There was & sharp exclamation [roma
the Kid,

“Hold on! Don't you say nothing'

T can take my gruel! You let me alane,
Wharton!"

“Bilence, Dury!" said the FHead.
Tue MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 959,
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“Wharton, do vou mean that vou know
seavwiliing abour this maktter ¥

Yoo sir," said Harvry.

“Then you may speak.”

The Lrame Kid fixed his eyes on Whar-
tr with a threatening glint in them,
Pt the captain of the Hemove did not
beod Lim as he faced the Head,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Chance !

ARRY WHARTON had consulted
with hLis chums as soon as Dury
had followed Mr. Quelch to the
Head's study. That the Kid was

cone to fake the “sack " was no seereb;
all the school knew that.  And the
Farmous Five, at least, knew that Dury
was to suffer, not so much for what he
wack done, as for his loyalty to the
vorthiless senior for whose E&iﬂl he had
cdorie 1k, Angd all the Co. agreed that
it was only “ericket V' to put in & word
goe the lLapless fellow who was so
worerely up againsg i€,

“Hpeal, Wharton,” said the Head,
wipily enough. At the bottom of his
beact, D, Locke was anxicus to hear
anvthing that coold be said in favour
of the junior whom his duty compelled
Lt to condemn.
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% gl know what Dury has done,
=11, sawl the cantnin of the Remove,
“lLut ome of us know why he Jdud i,
aitd we know that he will never sneak
about 1t—he can't. It was bad cnough
what he did, but it's not as vou believe,
siv, aud, 85 Dury's Form captain, 1 feel
potind to sey a word.”

“umire  right., Wharton, "
Croclcdy,

“ercainlvy”
coed, iy boy”

UAWe all know, =i, that Dury never
vroke boands of iz own accord,” said
Harry. “The time he was flogged a
‘ot of ws kuew that he had been sent
out of the school by another chap.
Lnow Wingate suspected it at the time,
feoara the guestions he asked.”

YT am aware of if, Wharton.”

YoArd this bhoxieg-mateh at the Three
Fisher=, #ir,” went on Wharton, ™I
know that Cury never went near the
place until ke went there in company
with  the fellow I'm speaking of—a
fellov: older than himself, who knew
betber, though Duory didn'e.”

* A senior, do yvou mean®"

Wharton hesitated & moment,

said M.

snid the Ifead., * Pro-
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“Yes, str, a senior—a fellow who had
a lot of influence over Dury.”

The Iead's face was very grave,

“This is news to me,"” he said. *You
are, of course, aware of the name of the
sentor vou mention, Wharton 2"

“OF course, sir, but I can't give the
name,” said Harrv. *You would not
ask me to do that, siv. If T betrayed
hun, rotter as he is, T should be sent to
Coventry by the whole school™

“I will not ask the name, but you
mugt be more explicit,” seid the Head.
“You desire me fo believe that this un.
fortuntate, inexperienced was led
inte evil by an older Greyfriars boy—a
senigr Y

“Yes, siv; and I'm not the only follow
who knows it," ssid Harry., *“ My
friends know it, and other fellows, too,
Some of us ragged the man to make
him leave Dury alone.”

"Bless my =oul!”

“I suspected from the first that it
was Dury who had siruck Wingate that
time at the Three Fishers,” went on
"b"'rharl.'.::m. “1 couldn't be zure, but I
couldn’t help thinking so. But I knew
that 1t wasn't to save himself. He was
there with the fellow I'mn speaking of,
and that fellow got clear. It was Dury
who {ook all the risk to save him."

:: You are sure of this, Wharton 7"
Quite, sir, and so are other fellows,
I know I can't prove it, without giving
the fellow's name. I think I would give
the name, too, only I know that Iy
has broken with hira—I know he's found
out what & rogue the fellow is, and won't

have anything more to do with him.”

“115]555 my soul 1™

The Head looked at the Game Kil.
Richard Dury's face was crimson,

I am obliged to you for coming hove,
Wharton,” said the Head at last, “You
may go, my boy."

“¥es, sir,” said Harry,

Ha left the study,

“ Dury t*

The Kid
cheeks,

Y My bov, tell me the truth,” said the
Hl:z:;i gently,

I ain't saving nothing, sir,™ said the
Ilid stubbornly. “I never asked Whar.
tou to chip in. I never was the covey to
give a bloke away, and I ain't begin-
ning now, sir.*”

The Head cxchanged a glanee with
Mr. Queleh. . *

Y1 will mot ask vou to betray anvoue,
Duary, I azk vou only this: were you
alone at the tiwe vou struck Wingatet"
N, 2ip
“Was it 1o save vourself, or to zave
another, that wyou lifted wour hand
vpainst the captain of the school ##

“Course it wawm't for me, sie,” said
the Kid, *“Think [ care about a {log-
ging? I'm tough, sir. Tt was for the
other cover, zir, and I don't mind =ay-
ing so if you don't want e to give him
F_'L".\‘EI:}'.”

i:‘{r‘. Qllﬂ-lf_'}l mllgh{‘"ﬂ.

“TI'm done with "o pow,” went on the
Iid. “I've found 'itn out—he's o rotter,
he 1=, all through! I was took in, I was,
and il was 'ard enough on me, finding
"B oont, when I admired *im so much.
And thew: I wade up my mind to make
n clepn breast of it siv—only I ain's
giving any covey away,”

“You are aware, Dury, that your
aciion, from whatevor motive, was fuw-
less and inexcusable 77

“1 know, gir, I'm sorry!”

" But—but—in the light of what I now
kinow——"" The Head knitted his brows
in thowght. "1 anst consult with e

(Contioued on pupc 28.)
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TP AGAIXST IT! In the giuise of Tiro Gun Ted, Fervera Locke sets oul fo jJoin up with the mysterious Wolf and his
plundering band of gunneen, but Pate plays him a scurvy trick ond ke meets the Wolf as a prisoner !

A Powerful New
The Bluff Works !

OR half an hour Ferrers Locke
rode, keeping as far back in the
rear as possible,.  Suddenly
he became conscious that the

shadowy form had vanished. He reined
in his horse and sat tense in 1he saddle.
Nothing stirred. At o walking pace le
commenced fo move [oreerd, He Wils
well out onr the oven range with its n-
numerable  =mall  hills and hollows
caused by the rolling nature of the
ground.

With his hand on his gun-butt he con-
finued tn advance, then froze into
immobility as a voice suapped:

“Put your hands up, promto!"”

Bguinting sideways, he zaw the molion-
less figure of the horseman standing in
the deeper shadow of a fold in the
groumnd.

“Blame iy hide, if it zin't th gentle-
man crook ! drawled Locke. * Reckon
I'd recognise thet voice anywhar.”

He made no offort to put his hands
up, and, with his gun thrust forward,
Iiouller  advanced,  and  demanded
harehiv:

“3% hat are vou teailing me for ¥

“Iow yub figger I'm trailin® yuh ¥

“You've follow me from Wolf
Point. I saw you way back along the
traal. '’

“Yeop, wvore vight,"” apgreed Ferrers
Locke., “Reckan I am trailin® yuh!™

“Why i

“ Recause, mister, it secms tor me
thet & feller what talked 'bout killin'
sheriff= same as you did has gotten sum-
thin’ more'n a blamed  bis'ness  deal
whai ain't come off ter make hin talk
thet way, I war aimin® ter find out
jest what yore gpame wa=  Vessir, ['m
aimin’ {er ride wi' yoh till I nds out ™

“Yon're a caol costomer, as I said
befove, If you ride with me, how do
vou koew that i1on are not riding to
your death ¥

“TTuh'  Reckon I'm open ter rizk
thet, mister. I'd rather blame well die
in & gun talk than hike along peac’ble
all my pat'ral. 'Tain’t what fellers was
meant for, ter act ‘long as though they
was & lot of school marms. 'm plumb
willin® ter fight, but, as T sed alore, I

Story of Wild West and Detective Adventure.,

ain't pluggin' nobody, mnohove, less’'n 1
knows, jest fer why., Yuh dide’t come
clean, yuh knows yuh didn't!”

“T could shoot ?'u!‘: dead this minute !

“1 knows thet! ¥uh've shore gotten
me covored. But yore not gonna shoot !

“ How do yvou know " . ]

“Becauso yore gonng take me in wi'
vieh! Vessir, yuh aro! I'm sayin® yuh
kin find a job fer me, when yuh comes
clean 1™

“Gosh 1" Taughed Knuller.

ot nerve !V

“You've

THE OCPENING CHADTESS.

FERRERE LOCKE, the fomons Baker Street
detectize, and hig clever votrng assisdant,

JANK DRARE, faoeg up guertery in Texag {o
intesligale the mysloriong raids made rnpon
the cattle vanches in the neighbourhood ,_S’f
Wolf Poirt. They have harily been ot Wolf
Point fire minutes, howerver, before an
affempl ig meds on Locke's Iffe,

MAT DURKE, thae eherdlf, saves the sfuafion,
but i1t so doing is himeelf forolly shot by o
person unknopm.  Ad the wnsligation of

SILAS CAISTER and two other wealthy
ranchers, Locle 18 rsked fo il the role of
sherifl af BWolf Point. This he does under
the mesumed name of HENDERSQON,

Shortly eftericords Ferrere Locke 42 dis-
cusging with MONTY EARL, manager of &
nolorious  gamdding  den, the atlempled
wmurder of one of the Flying V hands schen
the Wolf swddenly wakes hiz anpeeraue,
shewds Forl, anl then cenisfes, Locke 5
acclized of the muirder, and TH SIS R 43
affaeked by aw arimed poese af men led by
PANEALES, Earl’s secretary and manager,
T'he newo gherdfl s Life i in jeopardy wken o
'E-'Ifrw of masked ridere, in the erpee of the

olf, gmifop wupom. the sceme, sogiler the
seemaiters, dowl  fake Loecke and Porigles
frrisoners, FPonzaleg meels kis fole in a den
of wolves, Il Lecke, pulling up n sterner
fglit, makes gomd hiz escape and marnage: o0
reach his friends of W Fiying V in safeli,
No sooner has he done 5o, however, when
Jovr e of the Coddter ranch rode up to the
Flging V féaring & mangled form betiveen
them which they declare to Be Coigler, A
detley Lot Dy Claister aduining his felfow
ranchers 1o sell up arouses Ferrers Locke's
sozpicions, el he gele ol fo BReff fhe
progpective buyer, KARL K. ENULLER.

I the depuise of Two-Gun Ted, an'aud-
of-wwork gunman, Locke offera bo jofid 2p with
the myeterions Wolf and his plundering
band of gienmen. RKnuller follz an easy
rictem {0 Hre * bait," with the result #hat
when he makes kiz nexd journey oul Ferrerd
Locke follmos kard on his trail,

{Now fead On.}

He relapsed inte  silence,  then
snapped : ;
“Have it your own way., You oan

ride with me, but if any kick comes lo
vyou I puess you needn't blame me”
“I kin lock after myself, mister!?
Thore aren't no kick eoming to me”™
reptied Ferrers Locke.
* Come on, then!" snapped Knuller.
He thrust his gun back into its holster,
and, clapping spurs to his horse, set off
ZOross tﬁe range with the detective hy
his side. Dawn found them still pross-
ing onwards. They were almost to the
rising meound which marked the end
of the range and the beginning of tha
hills, They had ridden practically in
silence, Forrers Locke evincing not tha
slightost intoerest as to their destination,
Suddenly, far awey in the hills, he
caught a ghimpse of & body of horsemon
heading towards them,
“Tla iz gonna hev
grunted. .
Knuller looked at him curiously, but
did not reply.

Their progress appreciably slackonadl
a9 they encountered the rougher ground.
I'hen, without warning, & bend in the
trail bronght them face o face with the
party of horsemen whoem Ferrers Locke
had sighted carlier. There were eight
of them, and every man was masked,

He and Knuller reined in thnirjmrs-:s,
The masked gang cameo on, their guns
in their hands.

i ]

comp’'ny,” he

“Howdo!" grunted one.  who was
abwvionsly the leader. “Who's vore
pard 1"

The guestion was divected at Knuller.

“He's & real tough g'ug.” grinned the
tatler. " And he's looking for excite-
ment, He told Wolf Point just what
he thought of them. Bay, he's real
cager to meet the Wolf. Figures oul
running with him, or some such dandy
notion. Best take him along.”

The masked leader surveved TFerrers
Locke in silence, then nodded abruptly.

“ Evil-lookin' eritter!”™ he snapped.
“Us'll take nim along. Hand over yore
guns, stramger!”

“Whaffor 1" drawled Ferrora Locke.

“Ng feller rides ter th' Wolf 'leng ua
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he's packin® 2 gun!” was the harsh

reply. _ _
“8uits me,"” grinned the detective,

and without demur he pulled out his
t1IS,

: “How I know yore nob jest kiddin’

me *" he asked hesitatingly.

“Us hes no eall ter kid yub,
stranger.” ]
“anaw! Reckon that's right. Plumb

foolishness i yuh tried ter kid me.
Reckon it wnd git yuh nowhar. Waal,
Lyar's my guns!”

Ferrers Locke handed over
angd turned to Knuller.

“1 sed yuh didn’t kim clean, hey?
Ciosh, yuh can't kid me! Reckon I
knew vuli war a deep coyote; bul, blame
myv hide, jest fancy yuh settin' back
thar en’ knowin’ th' Wolf all th' time
when I was talkin'. Gee!™ I

“Come ont' grinned Kouoller, * Let's
et on !

his guns,

Rumbled !

LOUCHED low in his saddle,
S Ferrors Locke rode with the
gang, who turned their horses and
made back the way they had
come. More than once the masked men
looked at him curiously, but, s
shoulders hunched, he glowered at the
winding. rocky trail ahead and scemed

totally uuconscions of their glances.

In his heart, however, was exultabion,
His bluff had soceeeded. Lhese men
obviously accepted him for what he was
—pg roal tough gunman, willing fo join
the Wolf's pack of rustlers.

Then, without warning, came tragedy.
The trail was leading 1nto rough,
broken country, and at one poink 1f was
so narrow that the men dropped into
single file, and their horses paced care-
fully slong & narrow ledge no more
than a yard and & half wide. On the
right towered rugged rock, and on the
loft was » sheer drop of not more than
ten feet. But the bottom was huge,
Jagred boulders. .

The gang's hdrses were obviously used
to the trail, for they moved withont
the slightest trace of nervousness. Not
so Ferrers Locke's moont. The brute
jibbed more than once. ‘Lhe detective
coaxed him onwards, but, edging ner-
vously towards the edge of the ledge,
his off hind leg kicked looze a large
stone, Ferrers Locke pulled hard on
the rein, but, half in fright apd half
in temper, the brute lashed out
savagaly. .

Hiz hoofs met only the empty air,
and he squealed viciously., There came
a startled shout from the men. The
next instant horse and rider plunged
downwards from the ledge. Ferrers
Locke had a wision of the houlder-
strewn ground. Then eame a jar which
seemed to loosen every bone in hiz body.
A thousand stars danced before his eyes,
then all was blackness and sheer
ehlivion,

How long the detective was uncon-
sciopus he never knew. He came to, and
for o moment lay blinking up at the
masked faces of the men who were look:
ing down at him. Then he sat up and
took stook of his surroundings. Ile had
been carried to a spob where the trail
broadened out into a wide, uneven-
surfaced valley,

Bhakily he rose to hiz feet, and as
he did so every gun whipped out.

“Move an eyelash, and you're a dead
mian " gritfted Knuller.

Ferrors Locke stared at him,

lanced down at his own empty

olsters.
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“Meaning ¥ he drawled.

“Meaning that we've rumbled vou,
Mister Henderszon [” snarled Knuller,
“By heck, vou pulled a bluff, but we're
wise to you !”

The detective
calmmly :

“Yes, it looks as though it were vour
call, Knuller!"

“You bet it is!” snavled Knuller.
“When vour blamed horse went over
with you we thonght you were killed.
But we were not auning fo Joze a real
tough guy, 50 Spike here emptied his
water-bottle on your face. Then ats
blamed paint started to spread. Ileckon
I was mighty curicus. I give it o wipe
with myv handkerchief, and, blame me,

nodded, and  said

if it didn't start to come off? It
was then that we rumbled vou, Hen-
derson [

“That was real clever of youl!™

replied Ferrers Locke calinly.

Knuller stepped forward and struck
him fAush in the mouth.

“That's for pulling vour cursed bluff
on me, vou blamed Britisher!” he
snaried,

The detective's fists clenched, but he
kept himself under conirol.

“T'll remember that, Knuller!™ he
seld quietly. i
“Yep! Well, vou won't remember it

long ! replied Kouller savagely. ™ For,
by gosh, vou'll die this time! _"inu
wanted to see the Wolf! Right!
You'll see him, then vou'll diet™

Hao wheeled on the men, and snapped :

“ Lush him to the saddle and take him
in! I'm riding back now! Give him
to the Weolf, for the Wolf's fair aching
to see the skunk !

Ferrers Locke was hoisted into the
saddle of o horse, and his arms lashed
behind his back, whilst his feet were
tied beneath (he animal's belly.

“Good-bye, sheriff 1" snapped Knuller
savagely. * The vultures will have you
before I ride in! TI'd give something to
see you sguirm, but the Wolf will tell

me aboul ! Yeurs won't be no
pleasant death !” ;

“ No replied the detective
pleasantly. “Netther  will  wours,

Knuller ™ .

“You're 2 plumb ecrazy Britisher!™
snaricd Knuller.

He swung himsell into hiz saddle and
turned his horse's head in the direciion
they had come.

“Remember,” he said ieilv, "if that
fellow pgets away the Wolf will hang
every blamed one of youl"

"He won't gik awav!” growled the
leador of the gang. “¥Yuh kin shore
stake yuhl're boltom dellah on thet,
Knuller !”

He jerked out an avder, and the party
moved forward. Ferrers Lecke furned
his lhead, and saw that Knpuller was
riding back along the trail towards the
open ranges,

The Lair of the Woll !
LL that day Ferrers Locke's
A capters pushed on. They were

well into the hills by now,. and

the trail rose steadily. More
than once they had to ride in single
file over the vrough., uneven ground, i
was late in the evening when they rode
up o narrow valley.

Liocke mnaoted with surprise that at
sepmed to be a cul de sac. A huge
boulder blocked the end to which they
were riding. Reaching 1t, two men
dropped from their horses. Putting
their shoulders {o the boulder, they

pushied, and the huge stone swung
eastiv, as though ot a pivet,

The gang then moved forward. As
they passed the boulder Fervers Locke
saw, spread out below Liim in the haze
of the summer's evening, a wide streteh
of plain on which thousauds of steers
were grazing in green, Iuscious grass.
From a group of huts and ontbuildings
there curled an oceasional wisp of
smoke, which merged and was lost in
the haze,

From the boulder a trail led down to
the plain, At the top of it two men
were lounging, bhoth with full gun-
holsters slung al their bels, Tley
stared at the deiective, and one of them
drawled:

:' Who's thet coyote s

‘dlick Henderson, of Wolf Point !
r&qud the leader,

“Gosh I ejreulated the man,  “ Whom
blazes gob him >
MHuh! He reckoned ter comne 'long
wi Knuller! Tell yah it all later!
Say, is th” Walf hyar?”

S Naw! He ain't ridden in yot! Us's
hlm on guard more’n our time! Put a
kick inter our reliefs will yul "

:vshgrei_f” ;

Vith that the party maved down the
trail towards the huts, leaving the two
guards staring after them, and speculat-
ing loudly as to the capture of Ferrers
Locke:

Reaching the huts, the detective saw
fifteen to twenty men lounging atoul,
They came forward to meet the pang.
They were a villainous looking crowd

and displaved a lively interest in
Ferrers locke.
“8lick [enderson!” snapped the

leader, jerking his thumb towards the
captive,

“Gee! Slick Henderson !

“They've gotten Slick Henderson '™

“Gosh! Is thet him ¥

“ Any fella gotta rope?"

Theze ecries and others rose from the
lockers - on.  Thev surged alongside
Ferrers Locke's horse, looking up into
his face and sparling and jeering,

The detective met their angry looks
with stoical calm,

“Guess vore mighty sick, Britisher ™
snarled one.

“I shall be In a minute,” agreed
Ferrers Locke pleasanily., " A crowd of
skunks hke you would turn anvbody's
stomach I

An angry roar greeted this remark,

and the men pressed forward
menacingly.
“Keep back, fellers!" zhouted the

leader of the gang, *“Ho's the Woll's
meat 1™

Muttering and scowling, the men fell
back., Terrevrs Locke's horse was halted,
and lie was pulled from the saddle. Fol-
lowed by the crowd of tonghs, he was
marched to a hut and shoved inside.
The door was locked on him, and  a
couple of men were posted on guard.

With a wrv grin the detective seated
himself on the floor, His arms were stitl
lashed and his body was =tiff and sore.
Fvening decpened into mnight, and,
through the solitary windew which the
hut possesscd he saw the stavs gradually
becoming more clear.

Time dragged slowly, thes suddenly
there came a tramop of feet cutside. A
kev grated in the lock, and the door
was thrown open,

Four men appeaved on the threshold,
guns in their hands,

“Kim on!” =ald one harshlv, “He's
waiktin' for yul!™ |

“Whe 7 inquired Ferrers Locke.

“h Woli! An' he's in a partic'lar
savage mood, lemme tell yub [
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The Waolf of Texas !

ERRIERS LOCKE wes hustled ont
of the hul, and across th:z cn-
campment, towards a long, low
building, with shuitered win-

Eiu;:s, throogh which streamed chinks of
1ghit,

Iiz escort hurried him throvgh a
door, and along 2 bare, uncarpeted cor-
ridor, till they came to a closed door
ﬁkiﬂ-ﬁt which lounged two gunmen.

o latter looked at Ferrers Locke
curicusly, whilst one of the escort
Lonocked quietly,

In answer to the knock the door was
swung open, and the detective crosscd
the threshold. He found himself in a
large, laxurieusly furnished room. A
heavy pile carpet wasz on  the  Aoor,
comfortable-logking leather armchairs
and settees were scattered here and
there, A cheevful fre burned 1n 2 largo
open grate at one end of the room.
Pictures and hunting trophies were hung
on the walls, whilst one side of the room
was almost wholly taken up by a bigh,
beautifully wrought hookease.

Bui what riveted Ferrerz Locke's at-
tention was a man szeated at a bare,
polished mahogany table in the centre of
the room. He was masked, but Locke
was conscions of a pair aof eold, orucl
eyves behind the mask as the man leant
forward in the high-backed chair and
peered at him intently.

He was tall and lithe, with iron-grey
hatr, which straggled out in wisps from
under the tighi-fitting black skull eap
which he wore. Behind his chair
lounged four men, clad in red eotlon
shirts and buckskin trowsers, with full
gun-holeters slung at their belts. They
wera masked, booted, and spurred, and
wore their large stetzon hats, as though
reacdy to take the saddle,

Ai the feet of the man seated at the
table, lay a huge hound, half wolf, half
dog. He rose to his feet, and padded
eniffingly towards the detective; but. at
a curt command from the man at the
table, he =fopped, and, retracing his
faoistens, fMopped imavily to the carpet.

For g long minute the man and
Ferreys Locke regarded cach olher
steadily, then the former said harshiy:

“Bring him hyar!?

The detective was marched to the foot
of the table, Hie ezcors Igruuped them-

selvas behind him, their hands on their
guns,

“Waal! We've goiten vuh, Forrers
Locke 17

The words were sofily spoken, but the
INAN’s voloe was icy.

“ Yes,” veplied Ferrers Locke quietly,

“Yub knows who I am "

The detective’s lips curled inta a
mirthless smile.

“The Wolf, T presume 1™

“Yoep! Yuh've sed it! The Weolf of
Texas! King of th' eatrle country I”

There was silence for a moment, then
the Wolf continued :

“And did yuh think, pore fool thet
vuh are, thet yuh cud live ‘gainst me?
Did yuh think, when them hlamed
coyotes made yuh sheriff of Wolf Point,
thet yuh conld hagtie me ¥

“1 most certainly was under that im-
pression ¥ replied Ferrars Locke
courteonsly.

The Weolf peerved at him clozely.

" Bometimes, Locke,™ he said harshly,
“T veckons yore jest plum locoed ! Other
timez I reckon yore a mighty brave
man . Jt's one or t'other, or mebbe's
jest & bit of both. Howsumever, it
don’t matier a2 onéry cuss either way,
Yore gonna dia [

“Ho Knuller promised me !”

Ferrers Locke

pulled bard on the rein, but, half in fright and half in temper, the |

hi*qle lashed out savagely. His hoofs met only the empty air, and he squealed
viciously, There came 3 stariled shout from the men. The next instant horse

and rider plunged downwards from the ledge.

(Bee Page 24.)

Kruller, Reckon I wanna know jest
how yuh got wize to EKnulleg!™

“That,” replied the detective,
entively my own affair!”

The Weolf's hands clenched and un.
clenched, e leapt to his fect and
shouted :

“More'n oncet I've lried to put yuh
outz the wav, yuh blamed, ecrazy
Britisher; but, by heck, thar's gonoa
be o mistake about it this time! Them
skunks of ranchers brought yuh to the
cattle country to clean me up., Gosh
snakes, they've shore gotten gell, Tl
say !  Whar's Caister? le's dead!
So'll guh he, ‘fore long, cuss ynh! So
wiid Peters an' Jefferson if yoh badn't
corralled them hombres in th' Flying V.
Yuh beat me to that, ynh British swine,
but, by heck, I'll git them fellers!”

He slumped back in hia chair and
waved a hand towards one of the
shuttered windows,

“Out thar,” he continued more guietly,
although his wvoice was guivering with
suppressed  passion, " thar’s more’'n a
thousand head o' steers, some branded
with the Flyin' V, others the Double R,
the Bar 8, and some wi' the Caisler
brand. They all comes alike to me!
(xit this, Locke. Th' day’ll conre when
I'll hev them four ranches fer my own.
Breedin' cattle 7 Shueks, I'd

Lthe

i iﬂ

The detective was silent, and
Wolf went on:
“I've gotta reason for wantin' them

ranches! I reckon Mister Clever Locke

“Yuh pulled & mighty big bluff on mebbes knows thet reason, heyi®

Ferrers Locke stared at him steadily,
but did not reply.

“I sed yuh mebbe's hev found out
some reason for me almin' ter cotton
onta them ranches!™ repeated 1ihe
Weolf harshly.

“1 heard you the first time! drawled
the detective., *"VYou will understand
what [ mean when T say Lthat I'm aim-
g to sit Light and say pothing at this
interesting stage of the proceedings!”

With an oath, the Woll sprang to his
feet. His hand whipped to his belt,
ancdd he snaked out a gun.

“TI've hesred tell of yore nerve.
Locke® he sparled “I'm gonne sce
if it's nerve or bluff! Bay, don't flinch

none 1"

Ferrers Locke watched whilst the
Walf's finger curled slowly on the
triﬁ'ger, It tightened.

wrypr !

The pgun barked viciously, avd a
bullet whistled past the detective's

ear. His eseort had drawn quickly to
one side the instant the Wolf produced

s gun.

i 1grr3 not killin® yuh, Locke!" drawlel
the Wolf. “A bullet wud be too
hlamed casy a death. Nope; reckon
I'm jest seein’ how yuh kin stan” up
agin this|"

Bang!

Again he fired, and TFerrers Locke
felt the wind of the bullet as it almost
soared his scalp. He stood stifly crect
without fhinching.

“Waal, what wyuh think? Reckon
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thein bullets might bLe a [ eloser,
hev?” drawled the Wolf, whilst =
vamble of laughter game from the men
grouped behind him, .

I“I don't k[r{r.:-w hn.budul: '::qelng q.Fy
cloger,” responded the detective casiy.
“RBut now IJ1“:iml-. you've asked me what
I think I don’t mind telling you that
I think it's a mighty poor sport!”

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!

Four bullets whistled past Ferrers
Locke's head, then the Wolf threw the
still smoking revolver on to the table.

“Yep! Reckon it's nerve, Lockel”
he drawled. “Not bluff!  Waal, I
gonna break that nerve!”

He paused, then continued slowly,
ieily

“}";a?ure mine, Locke!
git outa this hyar guleh,

Yuoh'll naver
I'm gonna

Lreak yuh so slow thet yuh'll shore
plead f?:r death to put yuh owta yore
misery, But yore a man, an’ I'm

gonna make a bargein  wi'  yuh
Yuh'll not die till yuh welp. When
viuh yelps. then yub dies!”

“And what if I don't yelp?

“VWaal, it'll be th’ same m th' lc:r_Lig;
run,  Yub'll die—fer I'm gonna lall
vuh by inches; but yuh won't die 50
guick as yuh will if 'iyuh yelps! An
if yuh velps, then I'l shnrg say, 1
gpdten Locke's nerve af last!" ™ _

“Then I shall endeavour,” replied
Ferters Locke gravely, “to refrain
from wvelping. I should blush to think
that you werc going about saying, ‘I
got Locke's nerve!' "

“Yore crazy I snarled the Wolf. He
wheeled on the detective's escort, and
=napped: ' Git busy 1™

] —

The Torture of Ferrers Locke !

ERRERS LOCKE'S escort closed
F in on him and moved towards
tite door.  As they passed
through with their prisoner the
detective noted that the two gunmen
were still on guard outside.

Leaving the building, he was taken
AT ID5S ?gﬂ ahcampment to a  small
woodery hut. It wasz void of all furnt-
ture, save a emall table and a chair.
Oue of the men cut the hbonds on
Locke's arm, leaving only his wrists
tieed tizhtly bohind hiz back. A stecl
chain fastened to a staple in the wall
was attached to the rope between his
wrists,

Two of the men left the hut, to re-
appear in & few minutes with a jug of
milk, o jug of water, and a tray laden
with eold chicken, bread, fruit, and
other viands, L

The detective watched with intevest
whilst a spotlessly clean e¢loth  was
spread on the table and the (ood sct
out. Tho men worked in silence, save
Injr an oocasional remark amongst them-
selves,

When the table was fully laid, one
of them dumped the only chair near
Ferrars ke, and, after a last look
round, they guitted the hut, leaving an
oil-lamp burning on the table,

The detective walted grimlir till hLa
hoard the kevy turn in the lock. He
was very hungry, as he had not eaten
since the previous night. Added to
that, he was feeling lghe parched dry-
nezs of thirst.

He edged forward towards the
table, and bent down in an effort io
put his lips to the edge of the jug of
water. He could not reach it by
about an meh. Straining forward, he
narrowed the distance infinitesimally.
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“Thought so!” he grunted.

He then tried to sit down, but the
chain whick held him to the wall was
just too short to allow him to do so.
Ie  shuMed backwards =and leant
against the wall. He saw the whole
idea quite plainly. Tt would not be
long before overpowering hunger and
thirst would, unless he kept a Frip on
himself, cause him to make frenzied
efforts to gek at the food and drink on
the table. And he could not reach
1, no matter how he tried. Neither
counld he sit- nor lie down,

He wondered grimly how lonz at
would be before the sight of the food
would begin to react on him.  He
could find no solace in slecp, either.
It would be terrible toriure E@fum he

wag through with .it. Torture infi.
nitely worse than any physicel pein
whien the Wolf could inlﬁch

Well, he would bring every atom of
hiz will power to bear on keeping his
sanity, Locke knew that, should he
bo Kept hike this for long, madness
would be a very real danger.

Leaning against the wall, he set him-
self to examine the hut carefully. 1t
was strongly built of heavy timber. A
few tentative tugs at the chatn which
held him prm‘egs beyond doubt that
the staple to which the chain was
attached wasz too decply embedded in
the woodwork to move hy that method.

Once he moved towards the table,
and, curling his foot round a leg of
it, tried to draw it fowards him. He
found that the table was, somehow, or
othere, [astened to the Roor.

Hours dragged wearily by, and at
length o pale dawn came creeping in
through the window.

Ferrers Locke was still on his fect,
pele and haggard. The parched dey
nes: in his throat had inereased beyond
what he bhought was possible in the
few lowrs that had passed. He was
revenously huogry, and his arms were
agonisedly  stiff, owing to their an
natural position.

It was toward: noon that the hut
door was thrown open, and the tall,
gaunt figure of the Wolf stalked in,
followed by four men, masked as was
their lcader,

The latter stood idly tapping his
riding-boot with a horse crop.  He
stered at the detective for a few
moments, then drawled:

“ How vul stickin' 1t, Locke ™

“I've had better guarters!”

“¥ep! Reckon vore throat’s blamed
dry,” drawled the other, “Hyar, hew
a drink!”

He stepped forward, and picking wu
the jug of water, thrust it }E:}rwaﬁd, i

‘The detective’s lips tightened, and he
leant nonchalantly against the wall,

“INo, thanks,” he replied. “I'm not
doing any funny tricks for youl”

“Meaning that you're bluffing.”

The Wolf laughed harshly.

_ “Yuh've sed 1t, Locke., I war figger-
i’ on yuh wantin® watter thet bad thet
yub'dl shore holler fer 1t Gosh, I
widit't give yubh a drink not if yuh
went on yore blamed knees, I wudn'ti®

“No, I doa’t expect you would,” re-
plied Ferrera Locke, "However, I do
not anticipate going an my knees.”

“INot kinde figgerin’ on givin® thet
1il’ yelp us spoke of, hey *"

“No, not vet,” replied the detective,
his cracked lips twisting inlo a faint
smile. “‘Horry to disappoint you.”

The Wolf shemﬂed forward and pecred
into Ferrera Locke's face.

“Aistor,” he said carnestly, “yore a

veal feller, an' sumtimes I wish yuh
warn b agin me.  Git me right. T means
I shore hate like pison io Lill o veal he
man, for, gosh, they're scavee!™

“Thank you!” replied Ferrers Locke
gravely lﬂ'iti‘lj a slight bow,

With a grunt the Wolf turned on his
heel towards the door. Then he stopped
and said over his shonlder:

“Locke, when yore merve goes, jesk
holler! ¥uh kin hev ev'ry blamed
thing on thet table when yuh hollers!"

HMThanks., I will, however, endeavour
to refrain from hollering. Apart from
auything else, I beliere that I am to
die when vou have had the satisfaction
of breaking my nerve.”

“¥ep! But I reckon thet point'll not
worry yuli none when ih' hunger pains

it o real gprip on yul, Yuh'll want
oo more'n anyvrhing else in th® world.
Wait till this arternoon!®

He strode from the hut with his body-
guard, and the door waz shut and locked
upon the captive. Ferrers Locke found
himself turning over in his mind the
concluding words of the Weolf. “Wait
till thiz afterncon!” There had been
something deeper in the remark than a
referefice to the gradual increasing
pnawing of hunger,

Ferrers Locke was about all in. The
use of speech during the last fow minutes
seermed to have drained every bit of
saliva from his mouth. He was aching
in every limb, his tongue was swollen,
and his throat dry and burning. He
craved for rest, but how could he rest,
tied a3 he was?

“ Wait till this afternoon!”

The words kept repeaiing themselves
in his brein, and with a short, harsh
laugh he tried to control his reshng,
clonding senses. Leaning agsinst the
side of the hut, he fell inte a seml
stupor. He came fo suddenly, and
started ercet with a jerk. What was
tha matter? What was wrong? THa
felt as though he were in a heat bath,
Then he glancoed up, and almest groanesd
aloud as a terrifie, concentrated sun-
shine struck him full in- the eyes,

A shutter, or roll-blind had been
drawn off & window in the roof. It was
a large window confaining & dozen pancs
of plass, and each pane was stightly
concaved 1o concenirafe the rays of the
sun, which was shining down {from
almost overkead.

The heat was overpowering, Ferrers
Tacke shuffed here and there the full
length of his chain. But nowhere was
thore any shade or escape from that
terrific, burning heat.

The deteclive was in agony.  His
throat scemed choked, and he found it
impossible to Lreathe without feeling as
though red hot necdles were being
plunged into his lungs. He glared with
Llgodshot eyes at the jugs of milk and
of water on fhe table in front of him.
He checked himself just in time to avoid
a frenzied rush forward. No, msamty
lay that way. His hunger had left hins,
and there remained an overpowerng.
agonising thirst, coupled with racking
pains in every part of Lis utterly woary
body. ,

He risked a quick glance at the blind.
ing glare of the window. How long
would it take for tic sun to pass? Two
hours at the most. Agoin and agoin
his gaze was drawn to the water on the
tablo. He shuffled forward. Then there
leapt into his heart a wild hope. The
Wolf had picked up the jug and laid it
down again. It was powsible that lis
lips could reach t!
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Tugging, straining at his chain, he
bent forward. The rim of the jar
was but an inch away! Closer, closor
he pressed. Hiz breath was coming in
great sobbing gulps. e pulled on his
chain, and felt the rope on his wrists
cut into the bruised and broken Hesh.
Then his lips towched the warm, tepid
sido of the jug. And as they did so, he
reglized with a sickening despair that
the water was an inch or more from the
rim. = It was impoasibie to touch it or
even tilt the jug with his blackened and
cracked lips,

His senses were reeling. Wild, fan-
tastic thoughis jumbled  through his

brain. The terrific, seorching heat beat
down on him with pitiless fury. The
Wolf! The devil! He checked a burst
of hysterical laughter, and it died
rattling in his throat.

He retreated to the wall and leant

1 The woodwork was blister
ingly hot. Then for what seemad hours,
Locke went through tortures which
zsickened his very.soul. Bubt one thought
was predominant in his reeling senses.
He must not whisper. Must not—what
had the Woll said?—yelp! Yes, that
was 1f, he must not yelp. Bub could
hiz nerve withstand the agony of his
body? The laden table in front of him
seamed to move forward tantalisingly,
but when he shuffied forward it recedad.

His skin"an face and neck was black-
cned and blistered. HMiz tongue seemed
to fill the whole of hiz mouth. He was
choking, choking! Then, without warn-
ing, hiz body went limp, and he sagged
forward, Outraged nature had taken
her toll, and a merciful oblivion brought
a cessation of that soul-séaring torment.

A minute later the door waz thrown
agpen and the Wolf entored the hut.

“Bring him round!” he snapped to
one of the wen with him.  * Reckon he
wing th' fust round !

against it,

A Voice in the Dark !

HEN Ferrers Locke next opened
his eyes he found himself

lying on a bunk in =&

small hut, He feit himp and
listlezs, and as he rolled his head rest.
lesgly on the pillow a man, seated by
the side of the bunk, rose to his fect
and gquitted the rooam.

A few minutes later there came the
round of guick [ootsteps, and the Wolf
entered the room.

“Yore awake ?" he drawled.

‘F?E-FJ-”

“Yorec o mighly sick man, hey ™

Terrers Locke was silent. He was
gehing in every muoscle now that con-
schonsness  was  relurning with  added
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glavity, and he {felt indeed a mighty
sick man.

“Waal, T ain't aimin’ ter zee yuh die
vet, Locke,™ went on the Wolf. *“TFer
one thing, I ain't heerd yuh Loller, an’
I'm shore gonna break vore perve “fore
yuh cash inl!"”

A man ceme 1nto the hut carrying =
bowl of some thick soup. At a gesture
from the Waolf he crossed to the buank
and held it near Locke, proffering the
detective & apoon.

The deteetive looked at the man
closely, a light of recognition in his eyes,
It was Hi{-ﬁar, the man whe had shot
at him, and whom, later, he had re-
leased. Hiffler's eves encountered those
of the detective's, and he looked away
shamefacedly,

“¥uh recognise thet hombre, Locke!”
laughed the Wolf. *“Waal, yuh shud,
geein’ thet onecet yuh hed him.  But he
shore slipped through yore fingers, hey?
Waal, he don't like yuh, an’ reckon ila
don’t like Crister. Calster reckoned to
guestion him wi' a knife! Heckon
Caister's dead !

“1 gave him a chanta to guit the
country and the service of & murderving
devil like vou 1™ snapped Ferrers Liocke.

The Wolf laughed grimly.

“*Yep, mebbe's vuh did, but no feller
takes sarvice wi' e an’ then guits.
roped this hombre in soon after he fixed
thet get-away. Th' on'y release from
sarvice wi' th' Woli is death '™

He sat on the bunk and weaiched
Ferrers Locke curionsly as the detective
gratefully drank the thick soup. The
food brought new life to him, and he
folt the blood begin to course through
hir voins.

“Don't kid yuhzelf, Locke,” remarked
the YWalf harshly. “Thet ain't {er any
humanitarian motives, nohow, It's jest
az I zay, I don't figger on yuh goin'
west yet !

“No? Whet's the next stunt on your
propramme

“L dunno yet!
red-hot irons!
feller's nerve,
iron !+

“You seem 1o know a lot abont it !™

The Wolf nodded complacently,

“Yep! Reckon T done it afore ! Gosh,
I Lranded one feller wi' nigh ov'ry
branding-iren in Texas! (ee! He
shore hollered, an® then some, when his
gkin startod ter sizzle!™

“T someftimez wonder,” vemarked
Forrers Locke, *if, after all, vou're not
just a dangerous Junatic !

The Waolf leapt to his feel, lis
clenched fist drawn back as though to
strike. Then, with a short laugh, he
dropped his hand,

Reckon I mebbe's try
Most allus breaks a
th' rved-hot hranding-

PRICE
TWOPENCE. o
“MNo  feoller but a plomb  crazy

Breitisher wud talk thet away when he's
set lile what vuh 5" he sperled, Dyt
I reckan it’s my e¢all. Lupaiic, yuh
sav? Lemme tell yub, Locke, thet th'
tday yon skuink Herman came tor yuh in
Baker Street, Lunnon, he shore sef yore
blamed feet on th’ long trail what leads
ter death. Me, I konew yuh was eomin’.
Bud was one o niy fellers, but he fatled,
Time an’ agin Pve tried ter git yub,
an’ yuh've shore stepped ‘tween me an’
th' reign of terror I was shootin’ juter
this hvar country. Bat I'm startin’ agin,
when I've tired of payin’ yuh back, an’
when yuh've cashed inl  Lunatic?
(Gosh, the Wolf of Texas, king of th’
cattle countrv, ain’t no lunatic, vuli
dirty swine of a Britisher !™

“If there's one thing I like asbout
you,” remarked errers Locke
pleasantly, “it's the astonighing clear-
ness of your remarks. You expresg yours
salf magnificently !™

The Wolf loughed mirthlesely.

“ Locke,” he said, “ho feller what sets
up ter load an’ control men kin stand &
dawg's chance of pullin® it off if he
cain't control himsalf. I've taken more
sass from yuh than I ever hev from
any other hombre! I don't want yuh
ter git me wrong. I'm standin’ fine an’
dardy, an’ I can seb tight as far as yore
consarned, an’ lissen! DBut any other
fefler wud hev bin plumb cold by now !
I'1l take it all cuta yuh wi' th* brandin’-
iromns 1

“1 see,” replied Forrors Locke, * And
when is the show to commence 1"

“Ter-night! I ain't losin’ no fimel
It's yore blamed nerve 1'm gonna smash,
an’ by heck, T'll do it!"

He¢ snapped out an order, and & man
slouched into the hut. He tied Locke’s
wrists tightly behind his back, and wiith
the Wolf and Hiffler, quitfed the hut.
The key grated in the lock, and, lying
on hisz bunk, Ferrerz l.ocke gpave him-
self uF to passing the time till his nezt
ordeal. ] )

It was quite dark outside, as he could
see through the small window ahove his
bunk. An hour pessed by, the intenso
stitlness hroken only by the tramp of &
man on gaard outside the door, or the
plaintive bellow of some restless steer
{far out on the grassy botom of the
gulech.

Then suddenly the detettive stiffencd,
TFrom the window ahove his bunk had
come a sfiflod ;

" Hast 1

He looked up,

“Whe's there 77 Le swhisperod.
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_LOOK OUT FOR “THE TRIUMPH OF JUSTISS!"-—NEXT WEEK'S BIG LAUGH!
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1 LI together, boya! ™
} ack Joly, the leader of
; the Fourth Form at St. Sam's,
and the hero of the Grato
Rebellion, was perched on his bed, His
face was flushed, and his arms_waving
lilte ‘o wiridmill. Jack had been singing a
song—with variations—from & “comic
opexa i and now he called upon_ all the
vebblea to join in, Their tuneful wvoices
rang out on the mourning air.
“Oh, a H.w.nE._ﬁ Form rebble e & soaring
B0,
As free ag & mountane bird ; ’
His energetic fist will be ready t0 resist
A Didlc'ta-torial word ! :
Hiz eyes will flash with an inborn
fire,
His brow with skorn be mugg:
He never will how down to a domineer-
ing frown,
Or the tang of a tirant's tung1”

The forty rebbles of the Fourth bellowad
tha refrane at the of their voices. A
casual observer would have eaid that they
had brekissted on bird-seed. Such waa
not the ecase, however, Their brekfast,
in.the barrycaded dormitry, had konsisted
of jem-tarts, doe-nutts, and plum-cake—
a far better brekker than that which was
uow- being served in hall to the reast of
Bt. Sem's. oy

Jack Jolly & Co, were in grate spirits,
For a day and a night, they had held
the fort suxxessiully sgainst all comers.
Securs in their stronghold, they had hurled
defiance—and various missils—at the
magtors and prefeets who had tried to
dislodge them.

~On the previous day, the Head had
sollumly vowed that he would dnve oui
the rebbles like ratts from their holes.
(Certainly he had done his best.

1t had noy been possibul to brake down
the door of the dormitry, owing to the
stoutness of the barryeade. So the Head
had ordered Jadders to be reared up to the
winders, and he had sont up masters and

feets to deal with the rebbles. Jack
Jolty & Co. had opened fire with their
pea-shoofers ; and the mesters and pre-
tects had dessended the ladder Eﬂ.n_,.. mors
roppidly than they had assended it,

The Head, who
had no wish to
be a targett fov

tlie juniors’
E ped - shoot-
ors, had

i_ wisely kept

in the hacls

operations,

groun d, and conduckted
that discretion

The Head considered

was the better part of wvaller; in other

worde, he was in & Blue funk,

Jack Jolly had very good reezons for
holding & barring-out. Hea
meerly done it ag a pleszant divershun,
~ Mr, Lickham, the master of the Fourth,
had broken down in helth, and had gone
abrond to recupperate. In his place,
the Head had eppointed a Mr. Savvidge
—a man who was savvidge by name and
sgvvidge by nature,

Mr. mm...éaﬁ had started guite a Bein
of Terrer in the Fourth ; and his tiranny
and injusiisz had driven the juniors to
this deaprit course,

With the aid of his chums, Merry and
Bright, Jack Jolly clambered up on to one
of the high winder-sills,

“I'm eggspecting another attack, you
fellows,”’ he said, *' The Head isn't the
sort to let the grass prow under hiz fect.
He means to take steps to deal with vs;
and if he can’t do it hy taking steps, he'l
take a Jong ladder. He had no luck
veaterday ; but that will only make him
all the mere determined to squash the
rebellion. 1'11 wateh from this winder,
antd give the alarm if I see anybody
coming.”

Bearcely were the words ond of Jack
Jolly'a mouth, when he saw a grim-looking
proaeasion of people, eoming across the

uad,

! The Head wasz in the ven; that is to
say, he walked on feot. His brow was
black with rage; his long beard brissled
with indiggnation. XNever, in thé course
of his seventy-five years' eggsperience
&g o headmasier, hied he been so flagrantly
defied by & parsel of jumiors, He meant
bizziness now, as he sirode feercely across
the guad.

Behind Jum came Fosml, the porter,
carrying three ladders, tied together with
atring.  Fossil prunted and pgroaned
beneeth Lis burden, and every now and
then he prodded the
Head in thoe small of
the bhack, causing
i to spin round with
an angry snarl,

Pappered

with peaw, Fosell was unable to retain a fodthold on the ladder, and
he fall with & crash to Jand on the Head of St. Bam’s.
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Behind Foszil, the porter, walked o
gollum, stern-faced groop of masters,
Thers was Mr, Justiea, the master of the
Fiith ; Mr. Savvidge, the tempery master,
who had caused all the trubble; My
Chas, Tyzer, the maater of the Third :
Herr Otto Guggenheimer, the Germat
master ;3 and Monsure Froggay, the French

e ster.

The prosession hslted underneeth the
dormitry winders. The faces of the rebblea
were pressed against the pains, and they
grinned down st the Iead and his
mermiddons,

“Top of the mourning, sirl®
out Jack Jolly cheerfully.

The Isad nashed hiz teeth, is heard
and his highbrows brissled moro than
over,

“ Jolty [ " he roared.
one more chance to
bring this Tom-
foolery to a climb-
axe. I call upon

ealled

P
A - -

Jol

ly

==

0., the Cheery
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The Head was dancing with
like a et on hot hrix.
to Foasil the porter.

“Rear the ladders! ™" he commanded,
horaely.

Heeving and eiraining, Foszsil hoisted
the ladders until the top vne vested against
one of the winder-sills,

* Now ¢limb up and felch thoge young
rascels down ! 7 hissed the Head.

Foseil hezzitated,

* Wot I says i3 this "ere—1" 1 o porter,
not & Jimmynastick eggzpert,” hie protested,
** Besides, I ain’t got no “ead for ‘eights,
The last timoe I clumb & ladder, 1 turned
giddy, an’——""

“Enoff 1" said  the
“ Do your duty, Foasil 14

“ But supposin’ the voung rips starts
a-peltin’ jne from the winders ¥ 7

rage,
He turned feercely

Head, stevnly.

“Bo a man!’
sald tlhe Hemd
*Suffer thelr
eitnelks in stlopse

it Al together, boye [ ' eried Jaock Jolly, wav : i
n g i the Fourth bollowed the refrane at the top of their voicen.

Pt

hia arma tike a windmitl,

The rebhles of

you and your compenions {o surrender 1™
“* Ratta !  cried the rebbles in corus,
“ If you surrender at once, and give us
no more trubble,” went on the Hend,

perswasively, "I prommis that you shall
reseeve no pumsiiment, apart from =&
publick flogging all round, aud the

expollution of the ringleaders !
‘And if we don’t surrendey ¥
Jack Jolly,

“ Then, in addition to heing fAogged sl
sacled, I shall hand you over to the
perlice ! ¥ said the Head grimly.

Some of the rehbles turped pail at this
terribul  threat; but Jack Jolly, with
hiz head thruet out of the winder, main-
tained his exposure, He was os conl s
a cucumber which had been kept in a
refrijjerator in the Artiek regions.

“Do your worst! ocred owr hers
defiantly. * When you sack that broot

| Bavvidge from St Sam's, the rebetlion

Lutl not

will be declarad at an end;
before ! **

“ Put that in your pipe and snoke
it 1Y yelled Merry.

cair

and digenity.  Afteesll, it vou fall off the
lacdder ond brake your neek, you will have
the seitisfaction of knowing that you
perrished in the eggseeution of your duly,
A noble end, Fossil 1™

Poor old Fossil was nod very reassuved
by these remarke. Not wishing to look
o cowherd in the eves of ihe Head and the
rnaaeters, however, he started to climb the
ladder, It wobbled perilusly under his
wait, and he speckualated gloomily what
would happen if the string broke,

Suddenly there was a sharp command
from above,

*Fire ! ™

A score of pea-shooters were hrought
into action, and Fossil was peppered with
peaz.  They rattled uwpon lhis wuu_a pate,
and he roared with angwish,

=0 feerce was the bombardment that
Foszil was unable to retain a foothold
on the ladder with his handa,  He slipped
andd fell, and if he had fallen on his hoadd,
it wontld have Been all wp with bim.
But he fell on the Heed of St Sand's
instend !

{ iy fault !

7

‘rash !

The Head and the portor came to cdvih
with a sickening konkission,

s, 1 11 ) B

“Wow !

Jack Jolly & Co., watching from the

winders, nhnoat historical with
lgriter,

The Head sat up on the lagsiones,
snorting with fury,

“You clumsy fool!?” he roared.
“Toake s week's noliss, for causing me
weevus boddily haem !

0w nE..E.M elp it ¥ " groaned Fogesil,
“You siouldn’t ‘ave gob noany way !

' Well, of all the black mgrattytude !
gasped the Head. * I broke wyour fall,
sod saved you from a broken cranium,
and then vou turn round and tell me it waa
Take another week’s notiss !

“With plezzure 1" anorted  Fossil,
picking himself up. “T shall be glad to
oot out of this ‘ecre Bedlam, An' don't
orsk me to go up that ladder no more,
‘eog I wouldn't deo it, not for an ‘undved
poundz ! 1've 'ad enufi [V

So saying, Fossil, the porter, turned on
his heal, and himped panefully away.

The grinuing rebbles at the dormitry
windery watched him po; and they wers
curious to see what would happen next,

WELR

1¥.

6 R. JUSTISS!1" Tha Head
z heckoned to tho master of {he
Fifth, with a bony fouclinger.

* Do your duby, sic 17

“ My duty,” said Mr. Justise, “iz to
impart instruckshun to the boys in the
Fiftlh Forop—not to ohim ladders and
reezon with rebbles, and make inveelf a
bigger fool than I look !”

“Mhat would he m:..w._n_mnﬁ:; P2 aneered
the Head : for Mr. Justiss bhad a face
likke & scaside peeve. ™ For
the last time, 1 call vpon
vou to do yvour duty. Go
up and fetch those young
raacals down or else hand
in vour reginnation !

“ I shall appeal to the,

guvverners !V maid Mr. Justisa loflv,
“1 have grown gray in the serviss of this
achool, and you cannot dismiss e in thi=
off -hand way,"

The Head shrugged his sholders, and
furned iz baek on the master of the
Fifth,

“Mr, Tyzer ! " he said, addressing. tho
wagter of the Third, ** Mr. Justizs having
refused to do my bidding, I call upon you
to earry out my destruckshuns.”

But Mr. Tyzer was not having any.
He took his queus from Mr. Justiss, ench
refused to elimb the ladder and repzon
with the rebbles. The heed sacked him
on the apot ; and Mr. Tyzer seemed in no
hurry to go. He snapped ius fingers n
the Head's fizz.

Y Get somebody else to do your dirly
work ! " heo said, skornfully.

The eggeasperated Head turned to Here
Guggonheimer,

* Will you also defy me ?* he asked.

* Nine, nine ! '* eaid the German master,
shaking his head, *'I vill climb up the
ladder mit mineself, and fotch der young
rascals down, Hoch, hoch ! ™

So aaying, the plump and portly -Herr
Guggenheimer waddled to the foot of the

ledder and started to eclimb it with
ponderus stopa,
“Look out, you fellows!"™ shouted

Jack Jolly, from sbovo,
on tha warpath ! ™

The German master pazended {he
ladder, hand over fist. Half way up he
pawsed, and glared up at the rebbles,

* Do not dare to pot me mit your pea-
shooters,” he said, " or I vill give you der
flogging of your lives, ain't it 1%

*"Cake my advice, Guggy, and go down,”
said Jack Jolly. " Youesaw what happened
to poor old Fossil.”

“ But you vould not dsre to attack o
maater-——"

“Tlhere is nothing we wouldn't dare !
said Jack Jolly boldly. * We fear no
foe in shining armer.”

“ (o down, sir, while vou'ro safe !
nidvised Morry.

Herr Guggenheimar promptly obeyed.
He had no intenshun of doing go; bhut
he had reached that part of tho ladder
where it was ticd with string to the next.
The string strained and snapped under the

“0ld Guggy's

{ierman raaster’s T
wait; and the i
lowest ladder
{Continucd on the

next page.}

hnnauuﬂiuvunﬂn_uﬂwunﬁa_nﬂ;nan:n:&-.um.._n__-:____a:_!_:,nMqanﬂﬂtum
perscn, and he rolled down the stares, shreeking wildly.
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