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Before long they came to a wooden shanty with a painted sign over the'dbor,-

s Boxing Booth.

3

announcing to all and sundry that the place was Bob Norman

The juniors went in.




retribution

. 'The bullying methods of Buster Boots, assisted
by the Faithful Five, has made the new boy a
powerful leader of the College House, and a power
to be reckoned with by the Ancient House fellows.
One by one he has broken the rebellious spirits
opposed to him among the Monks, who had now
found it better to respect his authority, swift

invariably following disloyalty to

this powerful dictator. Now there was only one

serious obstacle to Buster’s ambition to dominate the Remove, and that
obstacle was Nipper, whose leadership still enjoyed the full confidence of
the Fossils. Everyone knew that before long Nipper’s prestige would be
challenged by the iron will of Buster. The Ancient House had suffered
again and again from the persecutions of Buster and his followers. If
Nipper could not cope with this juggernaut, 'even the Fossils would
accept Buster’s rule, and the issue could only be decided in one way—namely,
a fight, It was to be the battle for the Remove captaincy.
. | THE EDITOR.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)
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CHAPTER 1.
THE CHALLENGE!

T. FRANK’S boiled within itself.

On the surface there was nothing
unusual to be seen. The daily school-
work went on just the same as ever;

the playing-fields were occupied by seniors

and juniors, and any chance observer would

have declared that the famous old school

was one of the most peaceful spots on earth.
But appearalices are deceptive.

And here, at 8t. Frank's the junior schesl
bubbled iike some slumbering volcauno. At
any moment there might be a violent erup-
- tion.

Recently, there had been great trouble,

The feud between the Monks and the
Fossils had resulted in a terrible riot in ihe
old Triangle—a riot which had caused two
or three broken limbs, and all sorts of other
superficial injuries which were too numerous

| to mention,



And

nearly two weeks had clapsed csince
that dreadful day.
The juniors had had’ very few opportuni-

ties to restart the quarrel—but this was
mainly because all half-holidays had been
stopped, and the entire Remove was confined
10 gates,

But the period of punishment was nearly
over.

Dr. Staflord, the Headmaster, was con-
vineed himself tlmt his punhhment had bLeen
eficetive—the Head believed that the juniors
were now quiet, and would forget all about
their deadly rivalry.

But the Mead was deceived—he Lkuew
nothing of the undercurrent that was insid-
“iously at work in the two Houses of the oid
sc¢hool. |
* In Study C, in the Ancient House, I was
talking to my two chums—Tommy Watson,
and Sir Montie Tregellis-West. It was tea-
time, and we had visitors in tlie persons of
Jdward Oswald Mandforth and Church and
MeeClure.

Handforth was still showing a few signs
of the recent fighting.

There was a sear over his right eye, and
a cut lip was only’just healing. Church and
MeClure were showing marks of more recent
warfare,
They generally got new marks every day.

“Things have been pretty quiet during this
last week,” Handforth was saying. ¢ 1It’s
about time we started something. I think
wae ought to get some big affair on foot—
just to show the Mopks that we’re as keen
#s ever.”

““ Yes—I agree,” I replied. “ But we shall
have to be very careful. The inasters are
all on the alert now. and at the first sign
of any activity they'll spot it. We've got
t) go easy.”’

‘“ As long as you mean {o do something,
I don't mind,”” declared Handforth. ¢ But
atl this talk about peacs is ridiculous. 1t’s
dotty. We'll have no peace with the Monks
as long at they’re in existence!”’

««Well, T wouldn't say that.”” I replied.
“ It they would only adopt a different tone,
it wouldn’t matfer so much. DBut we're
certainly not going to allow the College
lilouse to boast that they are the {top
dogst?

‘““ Rather not!*™

“IWe won’t stand that!*?

Amd that, in a nutshell, was the whole
trouble. Lor vears the '\.nment House had
always been at the top—and *this was as it
should be. For the Ancient House was
larger than the College llouse, and, as its
name implied, was much older. The College
House was qulte a recent addition.

F \]ﬂhen 1 say recent, I mean that ‘it had
on
Thg Ancient House had been standipng for two
or three hundred years, and was one of
thi: most picturesque- old piles in this part
of Sussex.

- Not only was the College House smaller,
but the boys in it were pnumerically inferior.

But this was not at all unusual. | |
1 was going

been added ahout fifty years earlier.

It was a recognised thing that the Ancient
Heuse should be the leaders. And until
just newntl:,, the Monks had never dreamed
of questioning the nuhtl‘ul supremacy of the
Fossils.,

limd then John Buaterheld Boots had come
along

}e was a new boy—and a natural born
leader. lle had got the Monks into such a
state of discipline that they would w 11]1[1;,Iy
obey his every command. And he was a

fellow who could enforce his word. For he
was a fighter of proved calibre. He had
beaten tlie celebrated Handforth with . a

knock-out, -

This fight, in a way, had been one of the
chief reason of tiie Monks’ new ambitions,
They felt they could do anything—and with
Buster at the head of affairs, they were
determined to knock the Apcient House silly.

The great J.B.B. had breught five faithful
supporters with bim. These new bhoys had
styled themseives the Supreme Six—and,
indeed, it was a good name for them. For
in the College House they were abso]utciv
supreme,

At their prcu.ous school they had been lle
cock of the walk—and they coolly declared
that they would assume the same position
at St. I'rank’s.
all out to gain his end.

The fend between the two Houses had
developed iike lightning.

There Bad aiways been a kind of rnraln—-
friendly, for the most part. But now there
was no friendlineszs left. The Monks and
the Fossils bated one another with a bitter,
intense hatred.

No atrocity was too great—no outrage too
severe.

Again and again there lhiad been minor
tussles between the two [actions. And in
the end it had led to that mnever-to-be-
forgotten riot, when nobody would have been
surprised if two or three deaths had ocenrred.
Is seemed alinost miraculous that the in-
juries were mainly trivial.

But the aflair, after it was all over,
sobered the Rermove.

The gating had helped matters. Apd so,
for the past ten days or more, things had
Deen going on quietly and smoothly. And
the masters were tellmg themselves that all
was well.

But i was only on tlie surface.

Underneath, that hatred was stronger than
ever, and very soon it would begin to show
itself. Of this there was no {uestion. But
it ';.vas doubtful if there would be another
riot.

In future, the aclivity would probably con-
fine itself to japes—ill-natured japes, no

oubt, but nothing worse. The Remove had
earned a lesson it was not likely tp forget.
Rioting did no good, and it had to be paid
for in more ways than one.

Naturally, I was determined to be the first
to make a new move. I felt that it was
up to the Fossils to show their mettle. And

had

And John Busterfield Boots



I kuew weil enough th.-nt. Buster Boots was
planuing things, too.

After tea in Study C,
more details were discussed, I sallied out
int> the Triangle with a few others. It was
a rather chilly evening, with a keen wind
blowing. On the other side of the Triangle
a few Monks were walking about, or in-
dulging in a little by-play.

As soon as I appeared, I noticed that John
Busterfield Boots moved forward. Ie had
been standing near the fcuntain in the
middle of the Triangle—just within the
- Monks' eafety zone.

Buster Boots looked quite a decent fellow—
and 1 really believe that he had plenty of
good in him. But this feud had antagonised
the Monks so much that all that was bad
ia the fellows oame to the surface. And
Buster himself was no exception.

He was a well set up junior, with broad
shioulders, and freckled face, and a shock cf
glaring red hair. He calmly strolled rigit
over into the Tossils’ section of the Tri-
angle—for in these days there was a kind cf
invisible line drawn acrozs the bhig open
space,

The Ancient Iouse juniors stared.

““That chap’s asking for trouble!”
Reggie Pitt grimly,

This was the first time that any College
House boy had ventured alone into the
opposite zone. And it seemed that some sort
of new activity was about to break out.

I noticed numbers of Fossils bracing them-
selies—ready to rush to the attack, if
necessary. And Monks were doing the same,
But they need not have bothered. There
was to be no fighting.

For John Busterfield Boots carelessly took
his handkerchief out of his pocket, and held
it in front of hkim as he walked.

His meaning was unmistakable.
“Hallo!” 1 said. “ A flag of truce!”
“My only hat!”

J.B.B, continued his stroll with all his
useal coolness, He came right among the
Fossils, who surrounded him curiously., BDut
they had dropped all their ideas of battle.

“I want a word with Nipper,” said Buster
languidly.

“I'm not sure that I want a word with
vou, Boots,” 1 replied, as I walked up to
him. * You haven’t covered yourself with
glory since coming to St. Frank’s. What do
You want”

¢ Just this,” replied Buster smoothly.

He leaned forward, and gave my cheek a
sharp flick with his fingers. I started back,
red with rising anger. And the other fellows
near by automatically clenched their fists.

during which no

said

“I sunpose you want to fight?” I asked

grimly.
“That,” <said Boofs, “is the idea.”
¢“All right—when you like!”? I snapped
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The juniors were enthusiastic.

L hecame known
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“I'm not the kind of fellow to turn (low
a challenge.”

“Let me make mjyself thoroughly clear,"
satd Buster Boots, carelessly. [ mean to
fight you, and 1 am willing ‘to abide by the
result,”

“What do y u mean?”

<1 am the leader of the Monks,” contumed
Buster., ‘I have been considering matters,
and I have come to the conclusion that this
feud is rather a foolich business. We are
the leaders—and we will fight! If you win,
all well and good—I will accept your letnuc_l-
ship without further question.” _

“QOh!” 1 said, with sudden interest. < It
we meet in a fair fight, and I beal you,
vow'll drop all your attempts to attack the
Fossilg?

‘“ Absolute,” replied Boots. “0On the c-tlwr
hand, if I beat you, I shall expect to become
captain of the Remove automatically. 1s
that agreed?”

¢ Certainly,” 1 said promptly., < The man
who wins will naturally be sh:pper This
fisht, I take it, will be a batsle for the
captamcy?”

“That was my idea of issuing the chal-
lenge,’” said Buster. ¢ But there is one other
point that I wish to make perfectly clear. 1
am hoping to win this fight, as you probabiy
will guess. If I do win, I shall demauxl
complete loyalty from the Ancient House---
1 shall expeet to rule the TFossils just as I

am ruling the Monks., I, in fact, shall
Lecotne supreme leader!”

“ Agreed—if you win,” [ said.

“IHear, hcar!” shouted the Jossils. “ We

all agree to that—it’s fair. 1f Buster wins,
he becomes captain end supreme leader!®
For tuey
were supreme in their confidence—they knew
well enough that I shonld beat this ambitioils
newcomer, And once he 1was completely
whacked n fair fight, his power would fads
and wither,

“That's all right, then?” said Buster
smoothly, ¢ 1 should like to armange the
details of this Lght at once, il you are
willing.” '

“I'm willing enough,” 1 replied. “But I
think we ought to do it in style. This i~

no place for discussing such a matter. 1
sugeest that we each appoint a committc:
of three-—representing the most hnportant
studies in each House—and mnieet in the
gympasimin in fifteen minutes.™

Buster Boots nodded.

éGood!”? he said briskly. “That’s the
kind of thing I like., You're a business man,
Nipper. In fifteen minutes, then, 1'li be in
the gym. with two other Maonks. I shall
expect you to be there.”

He turned, and strolled away.

And a buzz of subdued excitemcnt ran
thhrough the eatire Remove when the facts
It seemed that big events

were brewing! - . _
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CHAPTER II.
ARRANGING FOR CHE BIG FIGHT!

; RCHIE GLENTHBORNXNE
shook his head doubs-
fully.

- “The fact is, dear
old lads, 'm not so dash:d
enthusrastlc,” he remarked.

L : — ‘] mean- to say, these bally

Mcnks ain’t what a chappie would call

- s¢rupulous, what? The blighters are quite
- rapable of doing something pretty poisonous.
()ne never knows how to LICJI mth such
bonnders!?? '
“You can trust Nipper {o be c.mtu:ms
said De Valerie. ¢ Personally, I don’t thmk
there’s any tIILkCl} about this affair, Bu:ter
Boots wouldn't be such a fool as to attcnips
treachery.”
‘“ Al the same, we’ d better keep our eves

skinted for trouble,” =zaid Alfred Brent.
“We’ll be on the alert all the time, in case
we're wanted.” -

** Absolutely,” said Archie. ¢“That, Al

is the scheme. And if ther¢’s any bcmppuw
9 be done, T'll do my bally old bit!”

The jnniors were talking just inside the
lobby of the Ancient House. Groups were
dotted about in various quarters, all dis-
cussing the prospect of a fight between the
two rival leaders.

It struck most of the juniors as being au
axcellent solution to the problcm.
“Something like a big war,”? remarked
Brent. “Two armies hcrhtmg against one
ancther, hating one another like poison, aud
yet they ve gut no real reason for it. The
Monks and IFossils have becen keeping up
this feud ever since the term started—and
yet they don’t really need to.”

“0f course not, old scream,”
““In fact, absolutely not!”’

“So why shouldn’t the two leaders fight it
cut,  between themselves, and decide the
issue?” went on Alf. “That’s what they
onght to do in a big war—the two Prime
Ministers or Presidents ought to scrap, and
tinish up the war in that way. Look at tie
- trouble it wonkl save.?

*“ Absolutely,” said Archie. with approval.
“fhe scheme, dear old onion, appeais {o
~me scwewhat fruitily. At the same time,
it seems to strike the old bean that it
wonldn't work., A priceless ideal, and all
- that sort of rot, but immprac. What do you
tay, Clarenee, old bird?*’

Clarence IPellowe, the talleat junior in the

Remove, nodded.
“1 must confess, as vo guess, the
** But

you ean
scheme itself seems fine,” he observed.

- all the same, when & comes to fame, a
battle royal sublime. A pair of Kipngs, or
such like things, righting to the end, wouid
bardly make, my life 1’11 stake, a pdge of
lnstm} grand!”?

said Archie.

Clarence was a most peculiar fellow—iie

vouldn’t say a sentence without bringing in
& shyme or two. Jt was sort of second
nature to him, Quite frequently, the junior:
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spoke to him on purpose to heat his quaint
doggerel,

“ Qadzooks!?? ejaculated Archie. “I mean
to say, that's rather foul! Without wishing
to be critical, old darling, it's a rather
1:1cvhtful 1)]’01]0'%113101] to make ‘ grand ’ thyme
wlth ‘“end.” I mean, that Lmd of thing
isn‘t really done!”

The lanky junior looked penitent.

““The rhyme was bad—it makes me sad!’
e replied. I must admit I'm wrong But
all the same., I'm not to hlame, whcn
rhymes won't come along.”

“You do pretty well, on the whole,’
chuckled De Valerie, “Well hcre coines
Nipper. Don’t let those Monks play any
tricks with you, old man,” he added.

“Youn needn't worry,” I =said briskly.
““We can look after ourselves.”

I had TNeggie Pitt and Handforth with
me—we were the Ancient House Committee.
And we were on ocur way to the gymnasium,

I had strengly advised all the other
juniors not to start any demonstrations
antil the two committees had thoroughly

discussed the details.

We hurried over to the gym, and found
the College House Committee iust arriving.

1t consisted of John Busterfield Boots, Boh
Christine ard Harry Oidfield. There . was
no zigr ol hostility,

Mouks and Fossils stood about, greatly
interested.

But they were not admitted. Only the
siXx  committee  members entered the
aymnasium., The door was closed, and we

all looked at ome another calmly, but with-
out any indication of friendliness, A kind
of haphazard truce had been called, bnt
the events of the past week or so had been
of suck a bhitter nature that we were in

i no mood o amiable overtures.

The t{wo committees c¢yed one another
coldly. -

Buster Boots was as calm and collected
as ever—nothing seemed to ruffle his
collected composure. He had occupied

the positim of leader in the ranks of the

Mouks by sheer force of personality—and
brute strength.

Any boy who failed to do Buster’s
bidding was promptly {felled. Buster had
a tremendous reputation a3z a fighter—a
reputation that was well deserved. For
he was indeed, a fighting man of the first
rank, )

This Had been proved beyond question
by the fact that he had smashed Hand-

forth—one of the
the whole Femove.

most deadly boxers in
It was painful to admit

the fact, but John DBusterfield Boots had
actually played - swith Handforth on_ that
oceasion. e had g.uned the viu_-tgry- with
complete ease, . ol

And Buster's conﬂdenf:e in his -own
powers was 50 supreme that he - had
challenged me fearlessly—conlident - of the
uitimate  result. He was absolutely
certain thst he would be able to deliver



the khock-out—the blow that would pgain
him the captaincy of the whole Remove.

Perzonally, I -was quite elated at the
prospect. 1 was confident, toco—ior I kpew
what I could do, and I had no fear as to
the result of this fight. I welcomed the
plan witlt enthusiasm,

For it seemed to open out a solution to
the whele problem.

““ Well, to discuss these details,”” said
Buster Boots languidly. I suppose we'd
better have everything drawn up clearly
and concisely., There can't be any mistake
afterwards if we do that.”

“ My idea, exactly,” I agreed. * The
fizht, I understand, is to he to a finish?”

““ A Lknock-out,” replied Buster. * We
fight wuntil the best man. wins—until the
loser fails to stand up at the referee’s
count. No limitation of rounds—we go on
until one of us is whacked.”

“ Good!”’ said Handforth approvingiy.
““ That's the idea. None of these decisions
en points! The knock-out's the thing!”

Buster Boots nodded.

“I suggest that the
complete dictator——""

“ That, of course, is your own affair,”
T broke in. “Il I win, things wiil go on
very much the same as at present—except
for the fact that I shall require complete
loyalty from the College House. 1f 1
win this fight, and refain the captaincy, |
shiall insist upon this feud being stopped
at once and all the Monks will agree to
accept my leadership unconditionally.”

“ (tood,’ said Buster. ‘“And if I win

“You won't!” growled Handforth.

“Jf I win, I shall become dictator!”
continued Buster calmly., ** I want to get
tiris quite clearly now—before we go any
further. When I become captain of the
Remove 1 shall make many mnew regula-
tions. And I shall demand complete
obedience from the Fossils. As captain, I
shall expect full and unquestioned

support.”’

“if you win, you can rely upon the
Yossils  accepting your lead,” I replied
quietly “In the Ancient House, Boots,
we have a cerftain code of honour. And il
vou hecome captain T'll guarantee  that
every Fossil will give you unqualified
support and strict loyalty.”

“ Well, that's settled,” said Buster
smoothly. * The next point is concerning
the fieht itself. What is your idea?
When do you suggest it should take
place?”’

“ This evening!”’ said
prompély. * Straight away!”

Buster Boots looked at me.

“¥I'm not particular,”” I replied. * The
sooner it's over, the better, perhaps. DBut
I think we ought to wait till to-morrow,
anyway. That'll give us a chance to pre-
pare things."”

Buster DBoots shook his head,

“Of course, I was expecting Handforth
to suggest having the fight at once,” he

winner becomes

Handforth
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He feaned forward and gave my
cheek a sharp flick with his fingers.
I started back, red with rising
anger. And the other fallows near
by automatically c¢lenchad their

- difference,

fists.

satd, * But T'm rather surprized, Nipper,
that you should mame to-morrow evening.
What about training¥”

“I'm quite ft.”” I replied promptly.
“Aren't you?”
“Tf it comes to that, yes,” said the

College House - feader. ““ But at the same
time, { thin® we ought to treat this affair
a little differently to an ordinary scrap.
It's a fight for the captainey—a hig stake.
You are the title holder, so to speak, and
I am attempting to wrest it from you.
I suggest to the committee that we each
have a week's training, and hold the actual
fizht next Wednesday afternoon. This will
cive the fellows an opportunity to take
a biz interest, and we shall be certain of
a good audience.” '
“Rot!’ sald Handforth promptly, “IT
don’t agree to that at all! Fancy leaving
it for a week! I vote the fight's held at%
once. .
“No!' said Pitt. “I support Boofs.
Nipper may be fit, but there’s no doubt
that a week's training will make all the
I think it’s a good idea to have
the fizht next Wednesday afternoon.”



* Hear, hear!” said Christine aﬁd Oll-
field, | |
- Well, that gives us a majority, doesn’t

. it?”? said Buster calmly.

* Four against
“1wo 0 .

“ No—I'm with you as well,” @ in-
terrupted. " As the fight is to be so
impartant, a week's training will be
bepeticial. It’s all right, llandy—don’t get
excited. There are other points to con-
sider, too.” | _

* Other points?” breathed Handforth,
glaring.

**Yes,” I said. “ We can’t rush out,

-and have this fight in the Triangle—"'

* What's wrong with the gym., here?”
demanded Handforth. ‘

‘* Nothing—except  that it’s  rather
small,”” 1 replied. * The {fellows, don'f
forget, will regard this affair as a huge
event—and, indeed, it is. We don’t have
fichts for the captaincy ‘every weeik—or

every term, even. And the fellows ought
to be provided for.” .,

-~ My idea, exactly,” exclaimed Buster.
“* While we :-wo are training, we can leave
the publicity arrangements, and all the
other details, in the hands of our respective
committees.
a half-holiday there’ll be mno nosing about
by masters, I don’t know of a place that
we can turn into a stadiom——"

“ Tort Resolute!” said Reggie Pitt
crisply. : :

“ Port which?' asked Buster.

**You don't knmow about that spot, do
von?’ grinned Reggie. ‘““ Being a new
fellow this term, you wouldn’t. Fort,
Resotute is really a barn—that place in
the meadow, just beyond the playing fields.
We ecalled it Fort Resolute during our
barring out—when we had mistresses at
St. Frank's, instead of masters.” 8

Buster nodded. 2

“*Yes, I remember mnow,” he =aid.
* Clapson was telling me about it. I've
‘never been there, so I can't judge. Do
you think it'll do?” :
"~ **Great!”’ put in Handforth. * That's
a brain wave, Pitt! As a matter of fact,
I was going to suggest it- myself, only
you took the words out of my mouth!
There's room enough in that old barn
for hundreds.” o

“ Exactly,”” said Pitt. -* We can rig up
-a proper ring, with ropes and everything—
and we can get crowds of fellows on the
work of making temporary seats. While
the two great men are in training, the
Remaove can or;f:anise, and prepare. ~ So
‘o Wednesday aftermoon, when the fight’s
held, we'll have a first class ring and a
stadium for the spectators. In faet, it’ll

be a miniature edition of the Carpentier-

Pempsey fight.”
" Qood !’ #aid Buster.
to talk about the referce.

ought to have somebody w}}gu's entirely

distinguished in our affairs—
" Leave it to Fenton,” I

And if we have the fight on-

' Now, we’ve got
: : Somehow, ‘T
think we ought to have a senior. - We

bl

e ]

interrupted. '

referee the match.

‘donsidered,” T said.

“He's the captain of the school, and as
straight as a die. This is going to be a
straightforward  boxing contest, with
gloves, and absolutely above board. I'm
pretty sure that Fenton will agree to
We'll put it to him,
anyway.” g

‘““ Fenton’s the man,” said Buster. “I
shan't grumble if he agrees—I Eknow he’ll
give perfecsly fair decisions. And I
suggest that during our training we keep
completely apart, and maintain as much
secrecy as possible. In other words, we'll
conduct this affair in just the same way
as a big professional fight. We'll allow no
hint of our form to leak out.” :

‘* Hear, hear!”

*“ Good !’

“ That’s the ideal!”

All the fellows on the committee were
unanimous. This- battle for the captainey
was begining to develop into something
far more mmportant tHan the fellows had
recently expected. I knew well enough
that thie whole Remove would be seething

L with excitement when the details became

known., It was rather a good idea fo
pat it off for a week. It would give the
Remove something to look forward to.

* But there’s one point that's got to be
‘““ We’ve got a week
ahead of us—a week in which you and I,
Buster, will be fully engaged. During thi:
time I think a truce ought to be declared
between the Monks and Fossils in general.”
]"t_-&hsolutely,” said Boots. ‘I endorse
that.” - | .

“You needn't worry,” declared Pitt.
“ The chaps will all agree.”

““ Anyway, we'll put it to our respective
followers,”” 1 went on. ‘“In a matter of
this kind the Form ought to be consulted. .
1 suggest that we hold meetings "as soon
as this discussion is over. We’'ll put the
facts before the Remove, and if the vote
is unanimons in favour, we'll go straight
ahead.”

** Good!” said Buster

“ Providing that all agree, the truce will
automatically start from then,” I con-
tinued. ** And any fellow will be severely
punished if he starts any trouble. =~

“I’'ll look after the Ancient House
crowd, anyhow.” o '

**And I'll deal with the Monks,” saide
Buster.. ** There'll be no trouble.”

There were only a few more points to
discuss, and then the committee meeting
broke wup. _ Outside, in the Triangle,
crowds of Removites were waiting, eager
to hear the result. * o F i
_“ Herc they are!” ,in @ .
¢ Come on—they’re going- to fighi!™

“ Where's it going to.be?” . . |

ANl sorts of shouts. went up, bubt they
were coon silenced. Buster addressed the
Monks, and I addressed the Fossils. We
briefly told our followers, that - Form .
meetings were to be held at once——Monks
in the College House common-room, and
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House common-

Ancient

in the

Fossils
TCOM, , _. _

Three minutes later the Triangle was as
desertéed as a moorland scene. . . -

In the Ancient House common-room every
Fossil was shoufting at once. They surged
round as I tried to- speak.

“ What's the delay for?” yelled Arm-
strong. :
_ “Why don't you fight?' demanded
Hubbard.

““When's it going to be?”

‘““ Speechi—speech!”

“ Go it, Nipper!”

‘“Don’t worry, old man—you’ll smash

that College House bounder!’ |
- I managed to make myself heard at last,
and told the excited juniors what the
committee had decided. The fight was to
take place on the following Wednesday
afternoon; in the meantime. we were to

go into sfrict training, and- Fort Resolute |-

was to be turned
‘boxing stadium,

““ Oh, good epgg!”

¢ Ripping!” :

““* That's the wheeze!”

““Hurrah!”

“TUntil the fight, there’s to be an
armistice,” I went on, above the din.
. ““No actual friendliness, bubt no.scrapping.
Any fellow caught qguarrelling with a
Monk will be punished by the Form!™

‘“ Hear, hear!” .

I continued the address, going into the
details of the agreement—that if I won,
the Monks were {o accept me as their
leader, and if Buster won, the Fossils were
to obey- him in all things. .

The Fossils agreed heartily,
that there was no gquestion as
result of the fight.

into a’ fully equipped

declaring
to the
The confidence of the

Ancient House crowd in me was absolute.

A defeat was regarded as impossible.

““You'll win, Nipper!”

“You'll whack that Buster into 'bitsz!”

‘“ Rather!” "

They cleered me, and I couldn’t help
feeling proud. It was fine to have the
support of all these fellows. In" spite of
John Busterfield = Boots® reputation for
fighting, the Ancient House fellows had a
blind faith in my own fighting capabilities.

And [ was determined not to dis-
appoint them!
CHAPTER III.
THE RIVAL TRAINING CAMPS!
{3 IRST class!”  said
Reginald Pitt
approvingly. -
“Couldn be
better,” declared Hand-
_ forth. i
T “In .fact, dear old
screams, the place might accurately be
deseribed as the snake’s hips!” observed

Archie Glenthorne.
- We were standing in the roomy, square
apartment at the very top of the North

.
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1

Thia

Houze.
tower was the only one of imporbtance at
St. Frank’s, and only a few months ago

Tower, ahove the Ancient

it had been struck by lighting, and
partially destroyed. . '
That was the occasion when Alf Brent,

Archie’s special chum, had been seriously
injured. But the tower had heen repaired
so wonderfully that from the exterior
there was mnot the slightest sipn that any-
thing wuntoward had happened. Withiu,
however, it was different. ,

In the process of rebuilding, the tower-
room had heen made larger, with an extra
window looking out over the cloisters. A
rood deal of waste space, previously. used
for no purpose, had been utilised. And
this apartment’ in the tower was airy,
bright and cheerful.

_ We had selected it as my private train-
ing camp, - ,

And,. indecd, no place bebter could have
been found. Here I could rig up my
apparatus easily, and indulge in sparring
with various partners to my leart’s con-
tent. And there would be no fear of
interruption from any of the College House
fellows. It would be impossible for any
of . the Monks to spy, no matier how hard-
they tried.

Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell, the only
possible traitors in the Ancient Houce,
would be kept under strict guard, aad
would mnever be allowed near the camp.
Besides. I had reason to suspect that they
“ fancied ' me as a winner.

The cads of Study A had been literally
expelled from the Ancient House Ly order
of the Remove. They had been haried
and had sought temporary refuge
in the Monks’ quarters. DBut Mr. Stock-
dale, the College House master, would nob
allow the cads to remain there. Mr. Stock.

dale was sensible.

So Fullwood and Co. had come back—
somewhat subdued, and ready to submit
to any orders that were given them. They
had had a lesson, and we permitted them
to occupy their old studv. But they
would have to behave—or further trouble
would undoubtedly result. 5

There were a dozen of us in the room
at the top of the North Tower, and we all
decided that it was just the very spot.

And forthwith it was rigged up as a
gymnasium. Punching balls, mats, boxing
gloves, dumb-bells, and all manner of
things were brought up by the eunthusiastic
juniors. And before bed-time the actual
training had commenced.

The Remove was fillgd
excitement. .

Thers had never been a fight like this
hefore. As = rule, juniors’ scraps wersa
settied on the minufe. There would be a
dispute, hot words, and in ten minytex
the chaps would be at it hammer and
tongs. These fights generally took place
in the gym, or behind it.

But this was a big fight, It was to he
a grand aftair, with all the usual pre-

£

with subdued
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parations that attended a big professional
hoxing match. Since it was to be a fight
for the captaincy of the Remove, it was
~rigiit that the contestunt should go into
strict training for a week beforehand. When
the fight actually did take place, "both
Buster Boots and myself weuld he in great
fighting trim. | i

And all the other Removites entered into
the spirit ot the thing.

Beginald Pitt had appointed himself my
nanager, and he was the chief of the Ancient
House Fight Committee. Any matters con-
nected with the big boxing match were to
ba dealt with by Pitt. I was not to be
bothered by any details. AN I bhad to do
wax to get thoroughly fit.

g oo Gy
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imitation

2 in this
stuli—1I’'m going to have a proper match with
you, and knoek you out!”

¢ Ma, ha, ha!¥

gritnly.  “T1 daon’t believe

afraid that wouldn’t do me much
a training point of view,” I
chuckled, “8till, I don’t mind you having
a shot at it, old son. But I think we'll
reserve that until to-morrow.”

¢ Rats!*? said HMandforth. ¢1 just want
ty give you a few tips. Put yourseli entirely
in my hands, and you'll win the fight easily.

“I'm
good  from

¥ think your foetwork is a bit stale, and

you're too jolly slow with your right!”
“Haw do you know?’" I asked. “1 haven't
started training yet!”
*“You've got to develop the left upper-
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“You've got to have no busiuess worries,”

declared Reggie firmly,  “ Simply confine
yourself to traipning, and you can rcly on

me to see after the other details, Next
Wednesday afternoon when the fight conies
offy, there won’t be a hitch.”

“1'm not so sure about that,” said Hana-
forth. * It's really my job to be manager,
ard I'd see that everything went smooth.
But some of these fatheads object to the
idea—s0 I'm going to he your chief sparring
partner, Nipper.”

“Good!’? I said heartily.
wmark, old man.”

Handforth nodded.

‘e Just your

“ You'll have a job to beat me!” he zaig

4

cut!®? eontinned Hapdforth. “TFor example,
what you've got to do is to practise speed.
Look here! 'This is one of my special upper-
cuts that never fails!”

Handiorth whirled round, striking fierceiy
ab the air, He proceeded to give an example
of shadow boxing, punching at nothing, his
face grim and tense. Then he darted round

| the room, still punehing out briskly.

Avehie was rather late in getting out of
the way, and received a fearful slosh on
the left ear. Church was knocked flying, and
Pitt only just dodged in the nick of time.

¢ Jllere, steady!”’ gasped Church. wrath-
fuily.

¢“J mean to say, what?”’ murmured Archie.



“ Findly keep the oid ﬂ;ppura umlcr contro!,
old d:ulmg‘ Dash it all! What's the idea
of wnizzing hither and thither, and all
Kind of stuﬂ”?”

iinndforth came to ~ halt, breathineg hard,

““There you are—that's the kind of foct-
work  you ought to practise!”” he said,
igroring the various interruntions. “Wa {1})
nie againp—--=-""

““Thanks all the same,
dream of troubling youtl”

but T wouldn't
I said gently.

“Were you doing some shadow boxing just |

new—or giving an imitation of a dying
elephant? I'd ijust like to know.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth glared.

““ Dying elephant!”” he hiowled, “I'm just

showing you hoew to be light on vour feet!”
“Ha, ha, hal™
Handfortit locked at the junicrs with

witliering &corn,

“1t’s always the same!” ha said hitter!y.
““Rark, rotten jealousy! That's all it is!
All you can do is to jeer at me—just when
I'm showing Nipper ho»v t¢ win the fight!
All right! Go your own way! Blow 3—'011!”

tlacdforth thrust his hands into his
pockets, and stalked indignaatly out of the
room. There came the sound of wid yells
ard sundry bumpsg from the staircase— Handy
Faving collided violently with MeClure, who
wus just ccmning up. The only- way intc the
tower-room was by means of a narrow stair-
case from the upper landing

““ 1andy’s all right!" erianed Fiti.
only trouble is &l at hie Tias too bia
of "his own capahilities. 1ie’il nmake
sparring partner later on.””

The following day everything was
swing.

I had had several hours of keen training
in my special quarters. And, already, I was
beginning to feel more suppie and more fit.
It i3 surprising how training will briog a
fellow’s muuscles into shape.

By mutual agreement, Buster Boots and I
had decided that Mr. (iifford, the sports

“‘The
an idea
a good

in full

master, was not to be brought into the affair. |

Mr. C(Clifford, of course, was [ully preparecd
to help us in our training—but he couldn’t
very well attend to the two of us, and it
wouldn’t be fair for one comhatant to have
th2 advantage of Mr. Ciifford’s skiil. So
his services were notbt scught. ;

Long before breakfast I had been out ef
bed. And iu the early morning sunshine I
had gone for a five mile trot, accompanied
by a crowd of st 1pporters—-theae lafter being
motunted upon wicycles. They didn't see any
reason why they should run five miles before
breakfast.

Juster Boots had done precisely the same
thing—but he and his crowd had gone ia
the opposite direction. Reggie Pitt had
asiTanged’ this, Percy Bray, of the College
Lmn:e, was Buster’s manager, He and Pitt
had got together, and had arranged certain
rules which were to be strictly lrept to.

By this time the news of the coming fight
had spread throughout the schoal, Hobody

this

coaldd
of thie Ramove.
acquninted
it wasz to be a p!‘r_mc;lv sta"ed boxing cou.

notice the excited coandition
All the masters were fuily
with the coming event. But as

~ Y, ¢
Tt t";,'

test, with Feunton
(}pl:o?ltto 1 was ollered.
rothing about i,

act mg as referee, 0o
T'he masters said

but they knew all the
Facts,

And while Iandforth and one or two
others conatituted themselves as my trainers,
Reggie Pitt was looking after the business
side of the afrair. There was a great deal
ty be downe in preparing Fort Resolute for
the fight. -

At preseni the old barn was quite empty
and Dare. And Pitt went over to it with
h's committee, Percy DBray and the College
House comunitiez were already on the spot.
And they all gobt their heads together.

Thie feud, of course, was dead.

At least, it was slumbering, Monks and
I'ossils minzgled together as of yore—althiough
there was now a lack of the former friend-
liness. But this would coaon right itself.
Boys have short memories, and it wouldn't
take thein long to forget all about tlie bitter
ar‘mosity and hatred of the previous week.

“There's a lot to be done,”” said Pitt, as
he looked round the big barn.

“You're right,” agreed Percy DBray.
“Plenty of space here, but I don'v quite sec
How we can get the audience in——"!

“Well, in the first place, we've gob to

{ riz up a platform in the middle,” said Pitt.

¢ A platiorm?*?

“ Exactly—everything's got to be in
order,” continued Pitt. “We've got to [ix
up the ropes, and make the rmg just like a
professional ones. As the fight will be held
during the aftenmon,-there'll be no bother
about lights. With the doors open, there’ll
he plenty of daylight coming in. We've got
to get forms, too—and zpeecial chairs for the
ringside seats. With a litfle wangling we
can borrow all the forms and chairs we need -

from the lecture hall and the common
rccms.?? . :
““ How about tie labour?®® asked Bob
Christine.
“That's what we've got to arrange,”

declared Pitt. ¢ The work ought to be .
divided—say in shifts., A dozen fellows ab
a time—six Monks and szix Fossils. This
evening a good lot can be done—and more
to-morrow evening, and so on. By Wednes-
day afternccen il all be finished.” :
The two committeez discussed the plans,
and made full arrangements for building the
rang and providing no less than two hundred
seats. |
“We shall need all of them,” said Regzie.
‘«Over half the school will want to see this-
ﬁgnt including Fifth and Sixth FIormers.
Fags ought to be excluded—unless they tuck '
themselves up ~mong the beams.” :

After careful m m-ativ'{ments, it was fovnd
that fuily two hundred and fifty spectators
could be accommodated with seats. There
would he sbanding room for a few others.

The werk on the ring would be commenéed
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ht. once, and the seatmg pmblem would he
dealt with afterwards. The Remove enfered
into the scheme heartily, and all agreed to
do their share. There was somethlng excit-
ing in all this preparation. The big fight

st to be a kind of ahow—-au cntertainment:

second to none.

Reggie Pitt had his Imnds full.

e was fairly pestered by éager inquirers.
Iie couldn’t move a yard without somebody
or other asking about a seat for the coming
fight. Chambers of the Yifth . calmly
dercanded six ringside seats.

e Six 2 rcpeui-ed‘ Pitt. < Sure that’il be
erongh??* <5

“Well, to begin with, anyhow,” replied
Chambers. ¢ I'll probably want another
dozen before the day. But I want you to
reserve the six besb seats for me and my
special chums. See? You ought to consider
it an honour.” ' |

Reggie grinned.

“ An honour to reserve 3011 the six hest
seats?” - he Tepeated. ‘Sorry, Chambers,
‘but - the Remove comes lirst.”

“*Why, you. young sweep—-""

“It’5 cur fight;? went on Pith. “It's-a
battle for the Capt“lﬂb}' of the Remove, :and
it’s only by a big concession that we're
allowing any lﬂfth I‘ormers to: haxe seats
-413 all!’? ..

-Chiambers “ent 1ed. .

“Why, vou. eheehy young boundar"’ hc
srerted,  “T’ve a good ‘mind - not. to come
at all. n(m‘ = This’ is" all the thanks I get
for doing you a good turn!" -Why, the very

~ fact of us being there will gwe the wlho;e-

~thing a prestwe"’

* Keep .your hair (}n”’ g.rmned Pﬂ;t i |

may Lob be able to give you the six hest

seats, old son, bub I'll sce that half a dozen
good ones .are reserved. - IF it was ™ an
ordinary entel tainment, and you were payiug
for them, 1'd book vou——-” i

Pitt pdused, aud Tooked keen.

“By Jove!® he sald. “That s not a bad
idea!”?

“What do yon mem, 301 young ass?"
" U Whack out thirty. bob, and I'll.hook you
the six best ringside semto there *ue,” said
Reggie briskly. “There’'ll be no favours—
tirst come . first served; whether they're
seniors or juniors. Thirty hob, please!”

Chambers stared, y

‘““You young donkey!” he said gruflly,
“What's the idea? 1f you think I'm g,om-*
Lo pay to see a giddy Remove scrap, you’ve
made a mistake! And yowll get into trouble
it you start any games of that kind.?

Pitt remained quite calm,

“Yon want the bhest seats—we have
them!” he said genially, “As for getting
to trouble, 11 risk that. All ringside
seats five bob—that is, .the first row. The
next four rows half-a-erown, and the rest
a shilling! Choose which you like! Only
make up your mind quick, because they §
soon go!’?

Chambers glared harder than ever. By
~thie~ tima_Philling and. Bryant and a few
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other Fifth Tormers had come up,
nething of some Remove fellows.
¢ You—you hopeless asg!” said De Valerie.
“You can’t charge for scats, Pitt!”

sSay

“I'm doing it!?” retorted Reggie. “Who's
the manager of this fight, anyhow?  We're
doing' it all in style, and every seat will
be numbered and reserved. If you want six,
Chambers, you can ha.ve 'em—at five hob
each!?

Chambers tried to speak, buti cauldn’t—-—he}
nearly choked.

““On second thoughts, it would hardly be
fair to give you these scats before the rest
of the school knows about it,”” went on Pitt.
“You see, my lad—this is what comes of
hesitating. You've lost the chance now.
You'll have to apply at the ticket ofllce
when it opens. Full announcements later.’?

And Pjtt strolled off, leaving the other
fellows staring. after bhim rather dazedly—
staggered by the suggestion that seats for
the fight would have to be paid for. Such
an idea was revolutiomary, :

‘““He must be mad,” declared PBryant
warmly, ¢ The Head'll drop down on the

-whcle thing, and stop it if he finds out that

these kids are making money on the game.
Disgraceful! 1'm not paying any five bob
for a ticket!”

‘¢ Neither am I!”? exclaimed Chambers

'stoutly.

In tle mecantime, Reggie Pitt bad gone
straight to Bdgar Fenton, of the Sixth, Ths
captain of the school was to be the referee

 at. the contfest—and this fact alone gave the

fight the stamp of quality. | -
“Sorry to interrupt you, Fenton,”
Pits briskly. < Just want your advice,”

“Go ahead,’”” said Fenton.

4TIt seems that practma]ly everyhody
wants %o see this fight next Wednesday,”
said Pitt. ¢“‘The chaps are all demanding
seats, and it looks as though we shall have
a record crowd.”

‘ Nothing surprising in that,” said FemGJ.
“alf the school will be there.”

““Well, I've gobt an idea,” said Reggie.
“T think we aughb to charge for the seats—
five shillings, half-a-erown, and a bob.
They’ll all be numbered and reserved, and
there can’t be any dispute then. We N let
the fags in for a tanner a time, providing
they behave themselves, and sit on bhc
heams.*
Fenton looked rather grnn.

~_“0Oh, indeed!’” he said quietly. *“So thal's
the . ldea, is it? A pretty complete sort of
scheme, young man!?

“Yes, I've worked it all out,” said Piit
calmly. “Twenty-five seats ab five bob—-
six pounds five. A hundred and tweniy-five
seats at half-a-crown—fifteen pounds'twelve
and sixpence. A hundred and fifty seats ab
a shilling—seven pounds ten. That's three
hundred seats altogether, and I think we
can squash them in, with a bit of wangling.
Grand tobtal—twenty-nine pounds ten and
sixpence. With the Eans tanners we'll frctp :

said
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this up to thirty-two quid, No
s3 bad, eh?”
Fenton was looking - grim.

roughly,

“In another minute I'll kick you out of
-this study, my lad! You won't be allowed
- to make -any rmmoney ouf of.this fight—?""
““1'm not expecting 10,”” interrupted Pitt.
.+ But it struck me that it would be a good
. idea to charge admittance, as this will save
all bother, and completely do away with
squashing and crowding. And the whole pro-
ceeds—every giddy penn}rwwill go to the

e ————

—

| Mr. Lee about this—unofficially,

“ Are you trying to be funny?”’ he asked. |.

L sal2

will benclit. I’'ll bave a private word with
of course-—

and tip you the wink later.”

fGood!” said Pith. o 1 knew I could
count on you, - Tento:. " :

He wenbt out, “feeling \xcll content. And
less than an hour la.tel he received ¢ the
wink’” from Fenton. It was O.K. And Pitt
immediately annouticed to all and sundry that
tickets Would be available, numbered and
reserved, in due course. The},r would .be en
Saturday afternoon at three o’clock.

Ty

Y “m.

“‘r,

Mr. CGrowell, entering the Form-room while Handforth’s back was turned,
beheld the remarkabla vision of Edward Oswald punchmg ﬁarcely atl the aw,
and uttermg sundry grunts at the sama time.

’ SRt

“Relief Fund, for the PBannington Unemplo:, ed.
The -poor, chaps are having .a rough time
‘just now, what with slackness of work and
mall, tha.t—-real ‘genuine. cases of hardship.
- Thirty quid’ll: feed a good few 30ungsten,
_ '.I‘en@un .Think .of the children, you kno“
I‘enton looked thoughtful,

<« Well, of course, that’s different,” e
said. -« In fact,” it’s a good idea. As you
- say, Wil avoid all disputes and crowding at
_the ﬂght. and the Bannington  unemployed

| ai'ternoon arrwed

Tlus was a cute dodge of Pitt’s. All the
fellows would have their Saturday pocket-
money intact.

_ There was a good deal of dlscussmn on
the subject, but everybody agreed that the
idea was sound. . There couldn’t be any
jealousy about rmgmde seats. Those who
paid the price would get what they wanted.
And there was every indication that the
ticket office would be stormed When Saturda}r

at
e g - —————



CHAPTER 1V.
THE FAVOURITE!

ORK on the ring pro-
ceeded apace that
evening

The old barn was
a hive of activity. Not
metely twelve juniors, but two

' - dozen  were busy, and many
more would have been willing ¥ therc had
been something for them to do.

The juniors, in fact, had fully made up
their mind that this fegnt for the captainey
was to be the real big event of the term.
And a)l were working at high pressure to
miake it a huge success.

Neither Buster Boots nor nyself were
troubled with any of the details. It was
ouyr task to train thoroughly, and to get as
tit as possible. And we were bolh progress.
ing well.

John Busterfield Boots’ training quarters
were situated in a quiet room at the rear
of the College House—an apartment that
lhad previously been a lumber-room. Ilere
the great Buster trained, doing strenuoas
exercises, punch-ball practlce and sparring
with eager partuers.

The same kind of thing went on in the
Ancient House training eamp.

And Pitt was busy with Perey Bray, while
they superintehded the erection of the ring
and all th2 other details,

By all appearanees, -even three hundred
scats would fall far short of the number

that wouid be required. However, we
ccildn't provide more I;]]Lan the three
hurdred, and even then 1t would be a

squash. Pidt and Bray were preparing num-
hered tickets, and every seat would be
numbered, too

There was no question as to who occupied
the position of favourite.

Three parts of the sciool regarded me as
a certain winner, The challenger was doomed
to big defeat, and I should retain the title.
That was the geueral impression. And prae-
tically every discussion of any importance
among the fellows concerned the respective
merits of Buster Boots and myself.

“Of course, Nipper’s got the nane, but
that doesn't mean to say he’ll win,”Nre-
marked Armstrong. * The best chaps
have to be beater sooner or later, and I
shmil?n't be surprised if DBuster does the
trick!” >

“ Rubbish!” said Griffith.

“You gidd
trajitor—"’ ]

“0Oh, dou't be an ass!” interrupted
Armstrong. “I'm just as keen as you
are that Nipper should win. We don’t

want that €ollege House cad.for a skipper. |

I'm just weighing up his chanees., Don’t
forget the' way he wiped up Handforth
the other day.”

‘““ Oh, but Handy isn’t in \xppers class,”
jected Owen major. * Handy’s a good
ter but he’s too impulsive—he hasn’t

fgt enough science. He's =0 jolly clumsy,

0.” _
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Armstrong uodded. >

“* Very likely,” he said. * But Buster
Boots simply played with Bandy, and
showed us that he's a boxer of the first
quality., He's got a tremendous- amount of
science, too. He’s big, Le’s got plenty of
staying power, and 'his father was a
famous amateur boxer."” )

“ Yes, there’s a chance that he'll win,
of course,” admitted Owen major. ‘I say,
that would be rotten for us. Ob, but I
don’t belicve it! Nipper will never let
that rotter whack him—I've got tons of
faith in \h,}per

“ Same here,” said Griffith. * Look at
the fights Nipper's had—look at the chaps
he’s knocked out in his time. And he was
trained by cne of the finest boxers in the
country, too.”

“You mean Mr Lee?”

“0f course I do,”” said Grifith. “ I tell
you, this is going to be one of the biggest
fights that was ever staged at St. Frank's.
1t’s got to be decided by a knoeck-out, and
there’s no question at all that Nipper will
be the winner.”

‘“ Hear, hear!”

‘“ Nipper's our man!'!”

“ He'll rull it off all nght'” -

‘“Well, I hope so0,”” said Armstrong,
“But I can’t help "eelmg a bit doubtful,

They say that DBuster is showing some
marvellous form." .
“Of course—they would say that,”

sniffed Owen major. ‘' But we can’t get
any real information—they’'re too secretive.
Even Nipper won’t let anybody into his
training quirters.”

And so it went on—discussions were leld
all over the school. Even the seniors
were talking of nothing else.

They pretended to be just casually in-
terested, and half apologised for bringing
up the subject—but this was only their
swank. In reality, they were just as
interested as any of the juniors.

It was admitted on all sideg that
Boots was a fine ﬁghter—-—he had
that ever sicce his arrival at the
But the general opinion was that Buster
lacked staying power. And it was widely
known that my staying power was good.
Trained to the point of perfection, and as
fit as I could be, I stood every chance of
winning this all important match.

Early on the {following morniug I was
up, feeling better than I had felt for
weeks. The excitement of the thing was
gettmg into my bomes, And the training
was having its due effct.

My limbs were more supple -than ucua!
—my muscles harder. I was quicker on
my feet, btoo, and great confidence
surged within me. The idea - of being
beaten by John Busterfield Boots did’ not
even trouble me.

Pitt and Handforth and Co and a few
others were out of bed as soon as I woke
them up. And in’ less than ten minutes

Buster
proved
school.



we were off—out on our daily rua towards
Bannington Moor.

My companions ‘were on bieycles, bub I
was attired in running shorts, and it was
wy intentisn to keep pgoing, and take as
mtch exercise as possible. As I ran along.
T indulged in a little shadow boxing, just
to pass the time. Handforth attempted
the same thing on his bicycle, and nearly
ended up in the ditch. - -

Our route was along the lane, past the
lonely’ house known as the Mount, and then
over a footpath skirting Bellton Wood,
and round by the old mill, on the edge
of the moor. There” was hardly
prospect of meeting anybody along
route, for it was quite deserted.

Handforth and Pitt and Watson and
tlie others were fully satisfied with my
Drogress. They were inclined to be
enthusiastic. And I must confess that 1
liave never felt more fit in all my life.

“ Keep this wup, old man, aund by
Wednesday you’ll be an invincible fight-
ing maechine,” deciared Tommy Watson.
““ Your muscles are as hard a3 nails, and
T've never known your wind to be better.
No amount of exertion seerhs to puff you
out.”

“1 think I shall be all right,”” I said
confidently. |

By the Llime we got back from the
morning run 1 was glowing with health.
Just inside the gates our crowd ran into
a group of College House fellows., John
Busterfield Boots was among them. He,
too, had got back from his morning run.

He was looking amazingly fit.

His red hair was all tousled. Lisz face
was aglow with health, and his strong,
sturdy limbs were hard and firm. His
chest was powerful. -

“ Better look out for wyourseli, old man,”
he said calmly. **I'm improving every day.
Never felt better!” |

‘““You'll feel different at tea-tilme next
Wednesday!” said Handforth  grimly.
““You’'ll probably be in bed, with smelling
salts, and plenty of bandages! Poor chap!
I'm.sorry for you!"”

- Buster grinned,

“My son, I expect to receive a good
amount of punishment,”” he said calmly.
** Nipper's a tough proposition—but I'm

this

afraid he's going under. And when I'm
the captain of the Remove—-"
“When!” interrupted Pitt. ‘ Better

wait, Buster—it doesn’t do to be too
cocky! If you ever become captain of
the Remove it'll be by a fluke! You
haven’t got an earthly!”

“ We'll see!” said Buster. *“ I'm airaid
there'll be a bit of a row after the fight
—the chaps will be demanding their money
back.” 9 -

“Why?”

“Oh, well, they won’t like paying good
cash just to see a couple of rounds,”’ said
Buster smootlly. “ But I can’t aflord to
take any risks—s0 I shan’t let Nipper
last for more than two rounds.”

any
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And Buster Boots, grinning, marchea
away with his chucklinlg supporters. Hand-
forth guazed after them, and snorted.

““The brageging ass!” he said hotly.
“Two rounds! My only hat! Didn't you
hear him, Nipper? Why didn't you biff
him, or something?”

“ The fight doesn't start until next
Wednesday, old man,” I said gently.
“And if he likes to throw his weight
about—let him. But I think he’ll have
a bit of a task to knock me cold in the
second round.”

We went fowards the
Handyv still indignant. .

“You've got to develop that left swing
a bit more,” declared Edward Oswald.
“You are pretty good on the whole, but
you’re slow with the left. I'll just show
you how you ought to practise.”

Ancient House,

Handforth stopped in his tracks, and
proceeded- to do a little shadow boxing.

-He waz 0 engaged in this that he didn’t

the fact that everybody else
marched indoors. Handforth was left out
there alone. He gave a bellow as he dis-
covered the t{ruth, and dashed into the
Ancient House to find me.

- But. somelhow or the other, he had no
opportunity of showing me his famous left
swing before lessons started. Again and
again Handforth tried to get me alone, but
it was useless,

notice

““The rotter!” muttered Handforth.
while Mr. Crowell’s back was turned. * He
knows jolly well that his left swing is

slow—and yet he won’t let me show bhim

a thing!”

“ Shush!” breathed Chureh. “You'll
have Crowell down on you!”

Handforthh breathed hard, and went on
with his work. Ten minutes later Mr.
Crowell had reaston to leave the clasz for
a few miautes, and the very instant the
door was clozsed Haundforth dashcd out of
his place, and stood facing the Remove.
“I'm jolly well going to show you that

Jeft swing!”” he declared.

**Ha, ha, hial”

“ Get buack to your place,
can't do it now!”

*“ Besides, Buster’s here!”
“You dont want to give Buster
benefit of your marvellous knowledze,
suppose?”’

Handforth started. :
“You blessed Monks had GLetter
the other way,” he said gruefily.
isn't for you—it's for Nipper!”

*“*Go ahead!” 1 grinned.

Handforth proceeded to prance
down the Form room, indulging in the
most extraordinary antics. In liis own
opinion, he was shadow boxing—but no dis-
interested obzerver would believe this.
Mr. Crowell entering the Form-room
while Handforth’'s back was turned, beheld
the remarkable vision of Edward Oswald
punching flercely at the air, and uttering
sundry grunts at the same time,

The Remove .held its breath.

you ass—you
grinned Pitt.

the
|

look
Y This

up and

L
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“And Sir Crowe]n stood there qu:la, 51,111 iJ.uaﬂlu*m it's up to us to support him,
Lis face very grim, Handforth, in supreme : love to see Nipper smashed!”

ignorance of the ftruth, continued his
wonderfnl exhibition. Turuing,' he pranced
down the Form-room again, hitting out
with sudden swinging jabs. His final blow
came within an inch of Mr. Crowell’s nose,
and the latter gentleman started back with
a4 gasp.
Handforth
CTinISON, _
““Great pip!” he panted..
know you'd come back, sir1”?
“1 am qmte prepa*od to helieve that,

and Lumed
HI—T didn't

gave ome gulp,

Handforth,” snapped Mr. Crowell. * How
dare youf What, may I ask, were you
supposed to be doing? What is the
exnlanation of these prepmterouw anties?
Have you gone insane, boy? What de
you wmean by prancing  about like a
Junatie?”’

_Handfort-h stared, stupeﬁed and amazed.

“Couldr’t—couldn’t you see what I was
doing, sir?’ he asked blankly. * That was

‘shadow hoxing—I was just showing the |
ehaps a few—-"’

“0h, indeed!” interrupted Mr. Crowell
curtiy, “And do you imagine that this is

the eorrect place and the correct tlme,
Handforth, to mdulge in these mmnastv
displays? (o back to your place at eonce,
and get o with your work. I sha)l
require you to write me two hundred lines
for stopping the work of the whele elass.”

* Bat—but——"

“ Enough!?  thundered  Alr.
‘“Qo to your place!”

Handforth went, and the Remove grinned !

Edward
about dis-

with much enjoyment. And
Oswald was not quite so keen
playing his famous left swing.

CHAPTER V.
EEilING OGN A CERT!

AL.PH L.E?DL] E I‘“lj ]-4,4"-
WOOD shook his
head,

“My dear chap,
yowre clean off the rails!”
- fe said calmiy. * Boots is

CJ  pever goin’ to win ilis
_ﬂght Its Nipper's—right from the start.”

Gulliver and Bell stared.

“Do ysu mean to say that youw'd put
your money omn  Nipper?”  demanded
Gnlliver,

* Absolutely !”

“ But—but you rotter, you
ke poison!” protested Bell,
pally with Buster—he's a fine

hate Nipper
““We’re all
chap. 1

iy,
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‘Nipper’s goin® to be beaten, but it's
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chatting in
were

The cads of Study A were
a corner of the Triangle, Lessons
over, and it was mearly tea-time,

“ When it comes to a matter of personal
likes and dislikes, nothin’ would please
me more than to see Nipper knocked out,”
said Fullwood. * But this happens to he
a fight in which all possibility of fakery
is out of the question, The best man is
goin’ to win.’

“ An’ you think the best man is Nipper?”’

*1 gdon’t think it—I kpow it,” replied
Ralph Leslie. * Much as I hate him, I've
got to admit that he’s a marvellous bmel
Buster’s pretty good, but he'll never win
this fight, It’s 1ﬁhpper% from the very
start. 'l bet all my spare cash on it,
an’ take any odds.”

“ By Jove, I believe you're right!™ said
Tniliver. “Ive been hopin’ all along tlnt
no
good dodgin’ the facts, is i6?  I¥1 take
a better man than Buster Boots to beat
Nipper.”

“Eh? What's that?’ asked Percy DBray,
strolling up.

“ Oh, nothing!" said Gulliver hastily.

o Didn‘t,,I hear you saying that Buster
won't be able to win?” anked Percy.

“ Weil, suppose I did?” asked Gulliver.
“It’s a faet., Ask Fullwood!”
Percy Bray was not alone. The other

_ - members of the Faithful Five were with
Crowell. i

hiim, John Busterfield Boots had brought
these five feilows to St. Frank’s with him,
and they were his followers in mezytmnq
Crowe and Webh, of Study P, were an
average pair of juniors, and Crooks and
Penny, of Study R, somewhat different.
Crooks - was tall and thin, with shifty
eyes; and Denny was sturdy and broad
and rather coarse in expression.

‘* Oh, well, it's not suarprising . that these
ehaps should favour Nipper—they're
Fossils,” said Crowe, with a sniff. ** But

they're going to get a big surprize on

Wednesday,”

‘"I thought you hated Nipper?” aszked
Percy Biay.

“So0  we do—the seli-satisfied rotter!”
sald Fullwood sourly. *“ But I don't aliow
personal dislikes to interfere with my
judgment. An’ I reckon that your man is
in for a whackin’. Nipper's as lot us
- mustard.

“ Keen his form lately?’ asked Deuny

eacerly.

Fullwood laughed. o

“ Tryin® to get inside information, ehi?"
e inquired. ** As a matter of fau,t we
haven't - been ~allowed  anywhere = npear
Nipper’s tr.inin’’ quarters. But ~ that’s
nothin®, 1 know what Nipper is—an’ he 1|
timply eat poor old RBuster.” -

Percy Bray looked serious.

‘* Look here, Fullwood,” you're not like
the rest of these Fossils,” he exclaimed

(Continued on page 15)



CONTAINS THE VERY BE
STORIES,

EXCITING NEW NELSON LEE SERIAL JUST STARTED!
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FOR NEW READERS.

But for a son by a seeret marriage
the heir to Lord Lasington would fall
to IPProfessor Mark Rymer, the crafty
and unscrupulous cousin of (L@ late
peer.  The story opens in  Syvidney,
Australia, with Nelson Lee and his
oppotent, Rymer, setting off in search
of the missing heir who, as Richard
Seymour, is employed as a stockman
in the interior of New South Wailes,
wmer's intention is to get Seymout
out of the way of the inheritance.
The detective and the professor reach
Giarno Downs within a few hours of
eachh other, Exciting cxperiences from
bush fires and bushrangers delay their
progress, At length, Rvmer discovers
that Seymour has been gone two yoars,
and was last heard of in New Zeuland.
In  the course of his adventures Lee
falls into the hands of a cannibal trihe,
from whom he is making desperate
eflorts to escape.

- {Now read on.) .

A clever Detective Story, fea-
tuving the brilliant exploits of
Nelson Lee versus his most
dangerous and unscrupulous
opponent, Professor Mark Rymer

“THE STONE Ol BSACRIFICE.”

T the far end of the sacred cave as

previously mentioned, stood a mou-

strous wooden idol, representing a
- gigantic old man, lying asleep with
Lis head pillowed on his arma. In front of
tiis idol stood the *‘stone of sacrifice,” 'a
massive slab of dark-red stone, supportad
o four short, thick, roughly carved wooden
legs, In the east wall of the cave was a
Iong, straight, tube-like tunnecl, about four
inches in diameter. This tunnel communi-
cated with the open ajr, aund was so
arranged that every morning, sbout the
time of sanorise, a beam of golden sunlight

passed along the tunnel and fell on the
idol's face,
The [dol was supposed to represent o

sleeping giant named Buddai. Iaserted in
each of the eyes, however, was a large and
almost flawless diamond; and once a day,
when the first beamz of the rising sun fell
au  these diamonds and caused them . to

Yy sparkle, Buddai was said to be -awake.
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Needless to - say, he did not remain
“awake ’ for long. As the sun rose higher
above the horlzon, his 1ays no longer passed
through the tube-like channel, and the
moment the ‘diamonds ceased to sparkle
Buddai was said to have fallex asleep
again,

On those mornings when the sky
clouded and overcast, Buddai never ‘ woke »
at allt On the brightest and sunniest morn-
ing, and at the most favourable season of
.the year, he was never ‘‘awake’ for more
than a couple of minutes. And
during these two minutes, or less, at eer-
tain seasons of the year—that human sacri-
fices were offered up to him.

After this brief digression we reiurn. to
Nelson Lee. When his stupor passed away
he found that the natives had once more
bound him hand and foct and carried him
back to tlie sacred cave, where they had
laid him on the stone of sacrifice., Dargo,
similarly pinioned, was lying by his side,
and had appareutiy rccovered consciousness
some time before,

twilight, which was brightening
moment, and which seemed to suggest that
the hour of cunrise was very near at hand,

The witeli-doctor was kneeling in front of |

the idol, with a long-bladed knife in one

hand, and a silver bow! in the other. Hualf }

a dozen uatives were standing on cach side
of him, each man armed with a hollow
gourd, which was partly filled with pebbles.
Behind the stone of sacrifice, covering
every inch of the floor space of the cave,
was a grovelling crowd of men and women,
all of .
hind their heads, and their forelieads close
pressed to the ground.
- ““What's going to happen?’’ asked Nelson
Lee, addressing
whisper. )
-*We going to be offered to Buddai,” ap-
~swcred Dargo, without the slightest trace
of emotion in his voice. ‘“‘Buddai sleeping
now. By-and-by de witch-dactor gib de
signal, and de people dance and shout and
sing and make music. Dat wake Buddai.
Den de witch-doctor euf out our hearts wid

dat knife, and put dem in dat bowl, and.

offer dem to. Buddai.” . _
+ He had -scarcely finished speaking ere the
witch-doctor rose to his feet and signed to
the men wih the gourds. These - men

promptly set to work to rattle the pebbles |

- inside the gourds, and thus produced .the
“‘musie¢ '’ to which Dargo had alluded, and
which {s the only kind of instromentail
music known to the Australian native.
When the “‘music? had lasted two or
fhree minutes the witeh-doctor made another
-sign.  Imstantly the grovelling natives
leaped 1o their feet,  and hegan {0 dance
- the **Corrobaree,” or “Dance ¢f Death.”

- - Presently, at another sign from the witch-

doctor, they broke into & low chant, which

gradually grew Iouder and louder, until at-

last every man in the cave. except the

wias |

it was

Nay was evidently break- |

ing, for the cave was filled with an cerie]
every

them with their hands clasped be-

Dargo in a low, 1icnse.

1

T——T

1 to the stone of sacrifice.

Y

—

| menacing

-
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witeh-doctor and - the two prisoners, was
yelling and sereaming at. the top of his
voice in a laudable attempt to wake the
sleeping Buddat.

Suddenly the witchi-doctor held up his
hand, and the uproar ceased as if by magiec.

For five—ten—fifteen seconds the natives
gazed in spellbound expectation at the idol’s
hidegus face. Then a wild, exultant shout
burst from their throats. :

The diamond eyes had’ suddenly flashed
mnto dazzling, eoruscating points of light!

“Behold!” cried the witch-doctor, peint-
ing to the glittering eyes with his knife.
** great Buddai wakes! In answer to our
suppheations the mighty one has returned
from the land of dreams to receive his
people’s afferings! What shall we offer
unto him?” *

““The hearts
man !*? _ ,

The answcring shout reverberated through
the echoing ecave like the roar of a storm-
tossed sea.

‘1t is well!” said the witch-doctor, bow-
ing his head, ;

With slow and solemu steps he advanced
He placed the
silver bowl on the slab, and laid one hand
on the detective’s breast. With the other
hand he raised the knife in the air, and
was just abeut to plunge it into his vietim's
heart, whenp—— |

The- idol spoks!

“ Beware!” it ecried, in 2 low-toned,
voice. “Your offering is an
abomination unto me?! Both Dargo and the

of Dargo and the white

| white map have found favour im my eyes.

If a hair of their heads be injured I will
blow npon this mountain with my breath, and
wilil cause it to fall upon ye and overwhelm
ye¥

It is hopelesa to attempt to deseribe the
terrific sensation which was produced
amongst the superstitious natives hy this
stariiing and apparently supernatural phe-

{ Honmenon,

The reader, of course, will ha'r_dly need

{ vellinggthat there was nothing supernatural

about 1t at all. ' , |

As a matter of fact, the whole perform-
ance was simply a clever trick “on the part
0f Nelson Lee, who was making use—not
for the first time in his career—of his skill
as_a ventriloquist. _

The natives, of course, had no suspicion
of this, for ventriloquism was an art of
whichh they had mever evem heard.

_ The result was that -every native pregent, .
including hoth ‘Dargo and the: witch-doctor,

‘was firmly convinced that -a miracle had
 taken place, and that the ' words recorded

above had bheen: uttéred- by-their deity,
For one brief instant they stared at the

wooden effigy in ~“awestruck ‘stupefattion,

their mouths wide opén, thelr “eyes pro-

truding from their sockets, and their bare

knees  hoocking together Tike castanets.:

N shuddering moan cf fear,
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they flung themselves on their faces in ab-
Ject grovelling -terrer. )

fter waiting for a moment or two, In
order to let the ‘‘miracle” sink in, the
detective once more threw his voice, as the
saying is, and made the idol qpeak

“ Hear now my commands!”’ he said, very
slowly and deliberately. - “Let the white
man be released and treated as an honoured
guest. Let Dargo also bte released and re-
stored to his position as your chief. As for
thie man who would have slain them, ye
shall suffer him to dwell -amongst you no
more, for his works are evil and his teach-
ing false., Ye shalt not melest him if he
hasteneth away before the hour of noon,
neither shall yé follow him to do violence
unto him, but if he tarry in your midst
beyond the hour of noon ye shall slay him
with your spears.”

Not a native stirred. TFear held them
spellbound. Nelson Lec glanced at the
wooden face of the idol, and saw that the
diamond eyes were begmnmg to grow dim.
Buddai would soon be ¢“asleecp ™ again.

““ Whercfore do ye tarry to obey my com-
rmands?”’ he thundered. *‘Thou worker of
evil, thou who wouldst have siain my faith-
ful servants, rise and flee, lest I send my
lightning to consume thee!”

The witch-doctor leaped to hiz feet and
fled from the cave in panic-stricken terror.

““ Now set the prisoners free!”” continued
the voice. #Quick, ere I breathe upon these
solid rocks and cnuse themn to fall down
upon ye!”’

Almost before the words were uttered a
score or uwore of the nalives were siash-
ing at the cords by which Nelson Lee and
Dargo were bound. A moment later they
were free.

“ 1t is well! My anger is appeased!’ said
the idol, speaking for the last time. <1
now return to the land of dreams. Fare-
well!”

The rising sun sent a parting glcam of
like into the diamond eyes. Ior tle
hundredth part of a second they flashed and
sparkled witly all their former radiance.

Tiien suddenly the light was cuenchad,
the glittering eyes grew cold and lustreless,
and from the watching throng there - bunt
the aob-like ¢ry:

“ Great Buddai sleaps!”’

>

OX TUE TRAIL AGAIN.

HERT is nothing so fickle as a crowd
of huinan bemgs aiid nothing more
uncertain - than populantx

If the natives had 1-een canvassed
at the moment when Buddal “ woke,”” and
had heen asked to vote for the most popu-
lac man in the tribe, ‘there is not. the
slightest doubt that the witch-doctor would
lnw:, lieaded the poll.

I° a similar wote had been taken after
Euddai had ‘fallen asleep ” again, it.
equatly certain that every maa i the c‘ave

e

too!
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would have plutaped for Dargo, and never
a one for the witchi-doctor.

In fact—thanks to the “mtracle »? whlch
Nelsen Lee had performed—the tables were
comnpletely turned, and {he same men who -
had been thirsting for the blood of Dargo
and the deteetive now fawned upon them
and kissed their feet, and ultimately es-
corted them from the cave with enthusiastic

shouts of acclamation.

“This 1s a great day for you, my dusky
friend,”” said Nelson Lec, when he and:
Dargo had at last been permitted to with-
draw into the latter’s gunyah. ¢ After
what has happened this morning, you'll be
a hero in the eyves of your people for the
rest of your life:"”

“Dat's so!” said.Dargo, with a self-com-
placent wag of his head. ¢ DMe sacred per-
son now! My people nebber forget that
Buddai spoke for me! Me nebber forget it,
Plenty muchh most wonderful ting dat
ever hdppened'"

The detective smiled. For one half-second
he was tempted fc teli Dargo how the
“miracle ¥ had been performed, but, on
second thoughts, he deemed it wiser to "hold
his tobguoe, -

“Wlu should I spoil the illusion?” he
muttered to himself. ¢ Why shouldn't I let
the little beggar continue to belicve that
his deity interfered on his behalf?” i

¢“You have changed your mind oow, I
stippose?’ he said aloud.

“What you mean?”’ demanded Dargo.

““* When vou came to the sacred cave last
night,” said Nelson Lee, ‘I promised that
if you would help me to escape I would
take you with me as my servant. At the
time you expressed your willingness to go,
but you would rather stay with your people
now, 1 expect.” ;

“For sure!” said Dargo. *“Me sacred
person now! Buddai spoke for me! DMe
heap more powerful dan tefore! De witch-
doctor gone, and hiin nebber dare to come
back. Why me z20?”’

““No reason at all,” said the dectective.
¢ At the same time I hope I inay stili rely
upon receiviog your assistance.”

“ For sure!” said Dargo again. “ Buddai
say me gib you plenty much honour, and me
not going to disobey him. We do eberyting

vou say. If vou want to stay with us—-
¢“But I don’t,” said Nelson Lee, inter-
rupting him. <“On the contrar}', I'ni

anxious to be off at the carliest possib!e
inoment.””

¢“Me understand,” said Dargo, somemhat
sadly. ¢ Black,mmen no good company for
white man.”

“*Don’t talk nonsen-"-e’” said the de-
tective, laying his hand gently on the
native's shoulder. ¢ That isn’t the: reason
at all. If T were {ree to consult. my own
wishes, there is nolking I should like better
than to stay with you for a week or two.
But I have work to do—work that demands
my iminediate attention. Do . you know
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where T was going when your pecple capn-
tured me??”?

Dargo shook his head.

““Then I'll teli you,”” sald Nelson ILee.
“ A certain white man, named Mark Rymet,
is very anxious to have me killed. Yester.
day morning he went to another white man,
named Bush Billy, who is the leader of a
gang of bushrangers, and he offereidl Bush
Billy and his men a large sum of money
to murder me.

““He hadn’t the money with him at the
time, and the bushrangers refused to kill
me until they had the money in their hands,
so at last it was arranged that they should
capture me, and take me to their mountain
stronghold, and keep me there until Mark
Rymer and one of the gang rodec over 1o
Nymagee and procured the money from the
pank,

“I was captured by the bushrangers at
Macpherson’s station Yyesterday morning.
After they had captured me they lashed me
10 a barebacked horse and took me 1o
Barnby Coppice. Mark Rymer and cone of
the gang then rode away to XNymagcee,
while the rest of us set out for the bush-

rangers’ secret lair, whieh is knowa as the
Glen,”?

*« Now me understand,” said Dargo. " You
. were goiir to de Glen when my peopic
attacked the bushrangers and took jyou
prisoncr.”

“Exactly,”” <aid Nelson Lee. “When

Eush Billy saw that he could not shake |

your people off, he turned my fliorse round,
and sent me galloping hack into their midst.
He and his followers then rode c¢n to the
Glen, Do you kunow where the Glen
situated ¥’

Again Dargo shook his liead,

e
l:_'l

“Po you think your could find out?”
asked Nelson Lee.
“ Plenty much easily!”’ said Dargo. ‘‘Ae

ouly got to go to de place where my people
crptured you,*and den 1ie can follow de
track ob de¢ bushraagers’ horses.”
“Will you do sor??

~ wMe will,” said Pargo promptiy. ¢ ke
take my uarric)rs wid me, and when we
come % de Glen we fight the bushrangers
and kil dem all.”

‘‘Thacks, but I'd rather you didn’t,”
said Nelson Lee. “I werely want you to
show me where the Glen is cituated, and

then I want you to guide me to the nearest
township.”

““Me understand,” said Darga.
find out where thie Glen is, and den you
gn to de poilice-troopers
you know. >

“That’s the idea,”” said Nelson Lee.
I have ailrecady told you, Mark Rymer and
one of the bushrangers went to Nymagee
yesterday afternoon to get the money out
of the bank. They know nothing of what
has happened here, of coursze, and consc-
quently they are under the iinpression that
I am now at the Glen.
that they

o
A

chiould bring the money to the

“Yoeu .

and tell them what t

It was arranged §

Qlen at midnight tonight, nnd I want to- be
ihere, with a handfnl of treopers to welconie
them. Will you help me {to do that??

“ Me will,” said Dargo.

Ile was as good as his *mrd;
as he and the detective had satisfied the
cravings of lmnger, they took their de-
parture, the deteetive on his horse, Dargo
ranning hy his zide.

It was nine o’c¢lock when they reached
he spot where Nelson Lee had fallen into
the hands of the natives. Rain had fallen
during the night, and cven to the detective’s
practised eye the tracks- of the bushrangers’
horses were npo longer visible, To Dargo,
irowever, the trail was as plain as the nose
on his face, and for upwards of three lours
he trotted along, a yard of two in front of
the detective’s horse.

Shiortly after noon ther came within sight
of a straggling chaia of rugged apnd pre-
cipitous hills. As they drew pearer to this
rocky barrier Nelson [ee perceived that it
was pierced by a nunmber of narrow ravines,
and when Dargo eame to a halt at the end
of one of those ravines the detective knew
that the first part ¢f his task was as good as
accomplished, -

Bidding Dargo take charge of the horse,
Lee diemounted and <tole ap the ravine,
which was nowhere more than twenty feet
wide, and was bouilded on each side by
smooth, bare walis of rock, fully two
hundred feet in height.

b YWhen he reached the other end he found
that the ravine suddenly opened out into
a sort of natural amphitheatre, surrounded
¢n ¢very side by towering mountain peaks.
In appcarance it was not unlike an enormous
basin, planted in the heuart of the hills, and,
cp far as Nelson Lee could see, the only-
way of getting into it, or out of it, was by
means of the wmarrow ravine already de-
seribed,

On one cide of this rocky basin was a
row of wooden stables, with corrugated iron
roofs. On the other =side, nestling at the
foot of one of the pesks, was a long, low,
wooden shanty.

[ A man wag standizg st the door of this
shanty, smoking a pipe. If there had been
any hngering doubt in the mind of XNelson
Lee as to whether he hiad found the ¢ Glen
 or not, it would have been banished by the
sight of this man., For it was Bush Billy
 himself }

The detective erept back to where he had
leit his horse.

“So far 30 gc0d,”’

and as soon

he said, as he vaulted

into ihe saddle. ““We have found the

Glen! Now take me¢ to the nearest town

where there’s a police depot.??

. Dargo pondered for a moment,

trotted off in a northerly direction.
FFour hours later he pointed to a distant

line of roofs, interspevsed with factory chim-

L ey s,

“Dat Cohar,”

then

he saia. “ Plenty man)

troopers dere. Me go no farder 1ow, Aile
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no tike while men's towns,
my people.”

The detective accordingly took an affec-
tionate farewell of his dark-skinned aily.
and rode on unaccompanied. By balf-past
tive e was closeted with the commissioner
of the Cobar police, in the Ilatter’'s cosy
office at tlie devot. By six .0’clock he had
put the commissioner in full possessien of
tlie main facts ol the situation,

By seven o'clock the commissioner had
mustered a company of twenty armed and
mounted troopers, and had phkaced them ut
Nelson Lee's disposal,

By a quarter to twelve the little caval-

Me go back to

1
Sty Ml

Professor Rymer, and the cther was his

bushranger guide!” ;
IN THE BUSHRANGER'S LAIR!

54 O this is the Glen, is it?" asked
Professor Rymer, as Ire aund his
guide rode lelamely down the

stariit ravine.

The bashrauger, known as Samn, pondered
the question for a moment in a;leuce then
answered it withh another.

““ Supposin’,” he said, ““as I was to point
to thie neck of a botfle, and ask yer if
that was the bottle—wot would yer =say,
mister?”’
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cade, with Nelson Lee at their head, had
- reached the ravine which led to the Glen,
md had hobbled their
bouring coppice.

fhiorses In a neigh-

“We will wait here in this coppice untu‘

Professor Rymer arrives,” said Nelson Lee.
“ As soon as ue ve scen him walk 1nt0 “the
trap we will—

Iie broke off and held up & v,arning hand.
A couple of horseinen, plainly visible in the
starlight, were apprgachmﬁ the mouth of
the ravine, A moment later . they bad
vanished into the narrow defile.

“Trapped at last!” whispered Nelson Lee
exultantly. ““That manr on the rvight was

L E

“That it wasn’t exactly the bottle, butb
merely a part of thie bottle,”” answered the
professor.

“Jdizst so! Well then, this ain’t exactly
the Glen, but only a palt of it.”

“T] see. In other words, this

leads into the Glen?” ;
- “Yes About two hundred yards
further on, it widens out into a hollow,
summat like a cup in shape, wi’ sides as
steep as the walls of a house. The hollow
is wot we calls the Glen. This bit is on]y
the entrance-hall, so to speak.”

““And a capital entrance  hall,
observed the professor,

gorge

too!”
as he allowed his



eyes to wander up the precipitous sides of

the ravine. ‘“Half a dozen determined ]
men, entrenched in this wnarrow ravine,
vould have no difficulty in keeping a whole
host of troopers at bay.

“On seeond  thoughts,’ he  added
quickly, * it seems to me that the very
ease with which this gorge could be made
impregnable, is a source of weakness to
you rather than of strength. For just as
it would be impossible for the troopers to
force their way into. the Glen in face of
armed oppoysition, so it would be equally
impossible for yon and your comrades to
{?rge at“av out if the "troopers blockaded

12 exi

in a trap.” -
" Not us!” replied Sam, with a scorn-
ful laugh. * Yer don’t suppose we're sich

fools as to—-

He broke off, as though it had suddenly
occurred to him that he might be saying
too much.

_“Yon warce about to observe— 27
prompted Mark Rymer. |
“*Ne’ mind wot I was goin’ to say,’
returned Sam, somewhat sullenly. *© ’]are
we are at the Glen! See them sheds over
there? Them’s the stables for our ’osses.
That big 'un at the end is where we keeps
the plunder till we can find a market for
it. That wooden shanty on the other side
of the hollow i3 where we eats and sleeps
and” generally amuses ourselves. Coo-ee!”

The door of the shanty stood wide open,
for the night was close and sultry, with
searcely a breath of wind. The yellow
light of a paraffin lamp illumined a. couple

of windows, and streamed through the
open door. d
In answer to the bushranger's hail a
man appeared_in the doorway. It was
Bush Billy.
“Is that you, Sam?” he shouted, ' peer-
ing across the

intervening twenty yards
of darkness. e :
“ Ay, ay!” replied Sam.
"%s that the profeszor with 3'&1*?”_
4 es "y - -

*e Then put up }our nngs, and brinz him

along.”
The tno arrwals accordmnly stabled
their horses, and then walked across to

the shanty, Wwhich was built of rough-hewn
logs, and -covered with a corrugated-iron
roof. It consisted of a single loung, low
room, lighted: in the daytime by a couple
of small, square windows, guarded on the
inside by a . criss-cross of irom Dbars,
Running down the middle was a long,
narrow table, flanked by wooden forms,.
At one end was an old-fachioned ccoking-
range, which had been * lifted” from a
station fifty miles away. At the other end,
suspended from the spars of the roof, were
a score or more of untidy-looking
hammocks.

At the moment when Sam and Mark
Rymer e¢ntered the room, Bush Billy was
standing . with his baek 4o the range,
immediately underpeath a hanging-lamp.

You would be caught like rtats |

-

The rest of the gang were sitting at the
table, some playing cards, others dommoe

and others cleaning their rifles and
revolvers. The hammocks, with one
exception, were empty, .

“@Glad to see yer!” said Bush Billy,

when the two men entered “Don’t shut-
the door, Sam, for we’re well-nigh grilled
as it is! Take a seat, professor, and help,

yerself to Lhe whisky.”

He pointed to a hrown stone jar which
stood on the table with a small tin mug
by its side. The professor shook his head,
and gianced round the room with an eager,
anxious stare.

““ Where's Nelson Lee?” he asked,

¢ 0h, he’s all right!”’ replied Bush Billy,
jerkinn' hs thumb towards one of the
hammocks. * He's gone to by-by!*

The professor glanced at the hammock,
but the light was dim, and the room was
filled with a haze of vile tobacco-smoke.
All' he could see was a somewhat bulky
form, lying in the hammock a.nd coVered
with a horse-rug.

‘ Now, professor,” sa:d Bush Bllly, “* if
you’ll Jus.t hand over the spondulicks, yer
can do wet yer like with that thing in the
bammoeck—just what yer like!”

The professor produced a wad of bank
notes from his pocket. -

‘“ Seven  hundred pounds,” he
““That  was the ‘'sum . we agreed
Count it, and see that it’s right.”

Bush Billy counted, and announced that.
it was “Q.K.” He divided the money in
equal shares amongst his confederates anad
himself, then he pulled out  his revolver
and his knife and threw them down upon
the table in front of the professor. =

* Use whichever yer like,” he said, mth
a sly wink at his companions..

The professor picked up the Lmre, and .
moved towards the hammock. He stretchéd
out a trembling hand and dragged the
horse-rug aside. Then he spun round on.
his heel, with an imprecation, whilst at
the same instant the bushrangers burst
into a blatant roar of laughter,

For that which the. professor _had un-
covered was not the pinioned form of
Nelson Lee, but the lifeless carcase of a

said.
upnn.

r sheep!

For sevcral moments he stared at the
jeering crowd in speechless fury. The
veins in his high-domed forehead stood out
like knotted whipcord. His quivering lips,
half parted in a malignant scewl, revealed

two gleaming rows of t:ghtly-clenched
teeth. His eyes. contracted to the merest
slits, whilst the long, thin flngers of his

unoccupled hand twined and curled- like
the tentacles of an ‘octopus Et.ehng ror 11:3'

prey.

At last, however, w;t-h
regained 'his self-control. @ Having- +tossed
the knife on to the tah]‘e, he folded -his.
arms across his chest, arched his rounded
shoulders, and bhlinked at his tormentors
like some half awakened owl. '

“ Finished?” he asked, when the Iaughter

an eﬁorb i he



had ceased. ““ Very good! And now,
baving enjoyed your little joke, you will,
perhaps, be good enough to explain it!”

“ Explain  it!" chuckled Bushk Billy,
vhose massive hrain had planned the joke.
“ Bless yer Teart, it don’t neced explain-
mg! It explains itself! We knew as ’ow
you’d be. disappointed if yer hadn’t some-
thing to have a go at, so we pervided yer
with a sheep!” : .

T still fail to see where the joke comes
in,”” said the professor, striving to speak
calmly. " Am I to understand that you
have played me false—that you have taken
my money, and have allowed Nelson Lee
to escape?” :

““ No fear!” said Bush Billy, with a fine
air of injured innoecence. *‘ We ain't such
low-down skunks as that!”

““ But you promised LA

““Yes, yes, I know what we promised!”
said Bush Billy. * But circumstances was
too much for us, and we couldn’t keep our
promise—leastways, we couldn't keep it in
the way we arranged, though we’ve kept
it in another. The fact of the matter is
that we were set on by a crowd of blacks
on our way to the 6len, and we had to
make them a present of Nclson Lee in
opder to get rid of ’em!” _ e

“*You let him go, after promising to

keep -him until I brought the money?”’
. *“If ‘was ’Obson’s choice!” eaid Bush
Billy. “If we hadn't let him go, the
blacks would have took him just the same,
and would have took us into the bargain!”
. A spasm c¢f passion convulsed the pro-
fessor’s face., IHe tried to speak, but rage
and disappointment cheked his uticrance,

*“ Now, don’t gebt shirty!" said Bush Billy
soothinglv. ¢ You’ve nothing to commplain of!
S92 long as Nelson Lee is dead, wot odds do
it make whether yer knifed him yerzelf, or
whether he was cooked and eat hy the
blacks?”? .

“ That’s just the point,” said the professor
hugkily., It would make no odds whatever,
uf course, if I .could only be sure that It
was dead. But I can’t be sure.”

“Why  not?¥? demanded Bush Biliy.
‘“ Haven't I just told yer that he was cup-
tured by the blacks??”? |

«“ But that doesn’t prove that he is dead.””

““ Begging yer pardon, but I think it do,”
said Bush Billy. <1 know more albout the
blacks than you do, Mister Professor. The
tribe wot attacked us_are eannibals, They
Jon’t take prisoners for the fun of the thing.
When they capture a white man they treat
Lim the same as I should treat a fat young
beast—Kkill him and -eat him!*? '

““Put Nelson Lee is such & slippery cus-
tomer,” said Mark Rymer. “Jlow do you
know that he didn’t escape?’’
4t He did!”? 5 e g
- The words raag out with the clearness of
2 bugle-eall. Their effeet was. electrical.
Riark Rymer - reeled across the room as
though he had besn struck. Bush Biliy
vapped cut a startled oath, and snatched up
bie revolver., Ilis comrades grabbed their

-

fight with the professor.

of accepting my

weapons and leaped to their fest; whilst at
the same time every eye was turned towards
the open door, where Nelson Lee, with arms
akimobo, was standing and surveying the scene
with a cool and eritical stare. "

‘““ Good-evening!”’ he drawlea, with a nod
and a smile, “Quite a nice little family
party, upon my word! Eight, ten, twelve—
just a dozen, not including my -excellent
iriend the professor!” ="

His audacity took their breath away., They
thought that he was alone; that he had
blundered into the Glen by aécident, and
33 they gazed at him in mingled admiration
for his pluck, and amazement at his reck-
lessness in showiag himself,

- “Look here, my lads,”” eriel Bush Billy,
thrusting his -revolver into his belt, and
smiting his horny hands together, 1 like
this fellow's grit, and I'd like to give him
a chance of saving himself. Wot d’yer say
if we make a ring, and let him and the pro-
fessor fight it out between ’em?”? :
" Before his confederates coul
detective spoke again. -

“ Pardon me,” he said, in his most winning
voice, ‘“you appear to be labouring under a
delusion. I haven’t come to the Glen to
I've come to hring
you all an invitation to the Cobar lock up.
See!”? ;

He held up bis hand, and in the twinkling
of an eye four rifle-barrels crashe% through
each of the two windows, whilst four more
of the troopers, who were standing just
behind him, levelled their weapons over Iis
shoulders. i -

‘““ Every man in the shanty is now covered,
except Mark Rymer,’? continued the detec-
tive, as he whipped out his revolver and
levclled it at the professor’s head. ¢ And
he’s covered now! TUnder these circum-
stances, You will doubtless see the advisahility
invitation without any

reply the

furtber fuss.?

Bush Billy, who was standing under the
hanging-lamp, suddenly flung up his hand.
The trooper who was covering him immedi-
ately pressed the trigger of his carbine, Buat
th2 bullet merely grazed Bush Billy's cheek,
and the next instant, with g single blow of
his ponderous Ilist, he had smashed the lamp
into splinters, and plungest the room in inky
darkness, . = .

““Look out! They're going to make a rush
for it!’? yelled Nelson Lee, springing back
from the open door. ¢ Stand hack a few
yards, and give them a volley as they come
oug!” - .

The troopers hehind him retreated ahbout
a dozen yards from the door, and raised
their rifles to their shoulders. Instead of
the rush predicted, however, the door was
instantly slammed to, and barred and bolted
on the inside. g :

¢ Stand hack from those windows!* roared
Nelson Lee. ““Quick! Down on your faces

“or elze-—-"?

- (To be continuedd) -



THE UNKNOWXN TRAVELLER.

T a quarter to three o’clock in the

afternoon there came out of the

Hotel Furstenhof, on the quay at

. Coblentz, a tall, well-built gentle-
man -of Teutonic a.ppeamnce.

‘“One minute to three,”> he murmured.
““I hope the fellow isn't going to dis-
appoint me. Xt is not likely that he will,
though.”’

He had hardly more than spoken when
his  expectations were realised. There
appeared to his right, from round & corner,
a man of medium height and heavy build,
with a brown mousfache. H= came briskly
on until he was in front of the hotel, and
a3 he was about to enter it, the three police-
men, who had glided across the roadway,
suddenly closed around him.

The man had been taken into custody.
He flew at once into a rage, and as he was
protesting indignantly, declaring that a mis-
take had been made, the gentleman with
the shaggy beard and tbe spectacles,
hastened down from the terrace of the
rurstenhiof and pushed into the little group.

“What are you doing?’’ he angrily
exclaimed. ¢‘I heard wbhat you said. It
is an outrage that you should arrest this

person. I c¢an vouch for him. HMe is a
respectable citizgn.- I have seen him more
than once 'in Berlin. Release him, or I
will—-"?

As the gentleman Spoke he roughly shoved
one of the policemen, who first threatened
him with the flat of his sword, and then
gsrasped him by the arm. R

‘““We will  arrest you, too, herr!”’ he
declared. “ You will see what -you will
get for interfering with us ‘in our duty! I
dars - say you also are a suspicious
Still loudly

character!?’ -

Argument was of no avail
protesting and followed by a noisy crowd,
the two prisoncrs were marched through the
town and into the police-station. The door
was shut behind them, and the crowd
) (l1spersed.

a @ [ ] ¥ L

At four o’clock that afternoon, two hours|
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"making it .clear to the

“THE WRECK OF THE
COBLENTZ EXPRESS !

after his arrest, the beard=d gentleman
with . the spectacles was led out to the
street and put into a closed cab. Accom-
panied by two policeman, he was driven to

- the headguarters of the French commandes

in the Wilhelm-platz, and, .after a brief
parley with an attendant, they were
admitted to the building,

A young officer appeared and spoks a few.
words to the policemen, whoe took thejr
departure. The gentleman was led along a
corridor and ushered imio a small room,
where a middle-aged Irench officer in a
brilliant uniform was seated at a desk.

The latter rose to his feet and stared in
bewilderment at the gentleman, who re-
moved his glasses as he stepped forward:

He whipped off his faise beard and
moustache, and deftlvy replaced them.

“Well, major, herz I am!” Lz said
guietly. '

Major Bertrand offered his hand.

““So it is really you, Monsieur Clyde?”’
he exclaimed. 1 could not helieve zt for
And yet it was your writing
in the note I had. WkLkat of the policc?
Are they gone?’

“Yes, thanks to you,”” Derek Clyde
replied. f<The telephone messaze you sent
to the station, after you received my letter,
gained me my {reedom. The charge of
obstructing the police wasg mthdrumz, and
I was brought here and released.”” -

“* And what does it all mean, monsieur?”’

“I will tell you presently. I have been
playing a little game. I was in need of
assistance from some influential person and
I hit on you, as you were an old friend
of mine, and I knew that you were on the
staff of the commander of the 1+renc11 troops
in Coblentz.”’

Clyde sat down and bE"'ln his e‘planw
He spoke first of the difticuit and
dangerous task on which he was mgaged
major in " few
words that at the request of the Foreign
Office in London he had undertaken to

| exterminate the gang of criminals whao, in

the guise of Bolshevists, ard -under the
leadership of the notorious Charles Priest,
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were working against the interests of thke
Allies throughout the Continent. He also
mentioned his adventures in Paris, Amster-
dam, and Cologne,

It was at Cologne that I got a clue that
brought me here,”” he continued, “ and
ithere I obtained a list of the principal
members of the gang, most of whom were
known to me by name and by sight. I
arrived at Cobleatz fousr days ago, knowing
that at least several of the gang were in
this town, and for some sinister purpose.

““I took a room at the Hanover Hotel in
ithe name of Herr Spitzier, and on. the first
day, as luck would have it, I saw and
recoguised one of the miscreants, a man
whose 1ight name is Max Vonheim. I
ascertained that he was staying at the
Furstenhof in the name of Conrad Fel-
macher, and I promptly shifted my quarters
1o that hotel. _

‘““Day by day I shadowed my man, but
without success. He certainly has accom-
plices in Coblentz, but he was too shrewd
to hold any communication with them. He
invariably had luncheon alone at the cale,
and at a quarter to three o’clock each
afternoon he left there, and walked back
to the hotel. And that knowledge suggested
to me a scheme which I carried out.

“J] was anxious to gain the man’s confi-
dence to some extent, and I foresaw how
it niight be done. Last night I sent an
anonymous letter to,h the police, informing
them that Herr Felmacher was a Bolshevist
with forged papers, and telling them where
and when it would be advisable to take him
into custody. And the trick worked like a
¢harm. T wish yon had been there when
the fellow was—7?

Clyde broke off and laughed. He gave
an amusing description of the scene in front
of the Furstenhof Hotel, when he had
mterfered with the pelice, and been arrested
with Herr Felmacher, '

“We were searched at the station,’” he
went on. ““I did not lose my papers, as I
had left them at the hotel. But what docu-
ments Felmacher had in his possession were
confiscated, and then he and I were locked
in the same cell, as 1 had anticipated would
be the case.

“ Grateful though the man was to me,
and utterly unsuspicious, lie was very
~disereet and close-mouthed. I could get
nothing from bim at first. He evaded my
guarded questions,

*“It appeared that he was desperately
anxious to gain his freedom at once, how-
ever, and when 1 had told him that I had
~an influential friend in the town and that I
was sure I could have both of us speedily
rcleased on  hail, he admitted that he
wanted to be at {he railway-station at

nine .o’clock to-night to meet a certain |

RETSOR: whe was coming
from Frankfort.

by express train

/*80 much I gleaned from Herr Fel-
macher, and with that I had to be con-
tent. 1 then hammered on the door of my

>

cell and had a short conversation with an
ofticial of the police, who let me write the
note o you, and promised to have it
delivered. He kept his word, and here I
am. As for Herr Felmacher, he is waiting’
in hopes of being set at liberty in the
course of the afternoon. And he will wait
a long time, I imagine.”’ |

Clyde paused again. His face was very
grave now.

“I have a clue to the plot, at all events,’’
he resumed. ¢ The person who is expected
to-night must be of some importance. In
other words, his existence is for some reason
a menace to the Bolshevists. They have
had orders to assassinate him, and pro-
bably beeause he has secret information
ohtained in Germany or Russia.”

THE WRECKERS AT WORK.

T twenty minutes past eight o’clock
that night the express from Frank-
jort stopped at the little town of
Dortseck, and when it pulled out

of the station Derek Clyde was on board,
disguised as he had been before. _He had
travelled to Dortseck by the six o’clock
train from Coblentz, and he had been wait-
ing there for more than an hour.

He was doubtful if his quest would
succeed, yet he had some hope that it
would. Starting at the front of the train,
which was a corridor one, he walked slowly
through it from carriage to carriage, glanc-
ing carelessly yet furtively at the occupants
of the compartments.

In the third carriage he noticed, in
company with several other gentlemen, -a
lean man of middle-age, with sinister eyes,
and clean-shaven features. He hesitated for
an iastant, scanning the person with vague
suspicion, though not because he imagined
that he might be the man to whom Conrad
Felmacher had referred. |

He passed on, and when he had moved
a little farther, and had gome' half ihe
length of the same carriage, he paused in
the aisle and lit a cigarette. The door of
a compartment on his left was partly open,
and within, sitting alome, was a well-built
young man of about thirty, with® a ruddy
ccmplexion, and a fair moustache., He wore
2 cap and a suit of grey tweeds. He was
smoking a briar pipe, and by his side was
a Kkithag.

An ordinary observer would not have
guessed what his nationality was, but to
Clyde he bore the unmistakable stamp of
British. There was a - rather uneasy
expression on. the man’s face, and from a-
side-pocket of his jacket bulged something
that resembled a pistol. _

As he perceived the detective his hand
slipped to that poeket, and Clyde, who had
previously judged that this was probably
the person he was seeking for, was now
certain that it was. He at once entered the
compartment and sat down opposite to the

-—
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voung man, who gave .a quick start
whipped out a revolver.

““Move a finger and I'll shoot you!"™ he
said in a husky whisper.

“ Put that back in your pocket,”’ Clyde
calmly replied. ‘“*You have nothing to fear
from me.”’

“I'm not so surc of that,”” muttered the
other, lowering the weapon.

*It is quite all right. My namne is Derek
- Clyde. It is familiar to you, perhaps?’’

“Yeg, it is. But I am certain that you
are not thce Scottish detective of that name,
for I have seen more than onc photograph
of him.”’ : _

“I am glad you have. What do you think
of me now?”’

With that Clyde took off his beard and
moustache, and for a moment revealed
his clean-shaven features. The young man
was staring at him in bewilderment.

- ““By Jove, you really arc Derek Clyde!"’
he exclaxmed

¢ Hush, not so loud!’’ hade
“* Are you satisfied now?”’

““Yes, of course T am. I beg vour nardon.
But uh}f are you in d:sgulse“’

“To protect you, for one reason, il you
arz the person I take you to be.’

“] don’t know about that, Mr.
have no idea what vou mean.”’

““You are travelling to Coblentz,
not?”’

““That’s r:ght I am going to stop there
for the night, on my way back to Lntrldnd i

“Are you in any danger?’® Clyde con-
tinued. ‘‘Have you any ground for fearing
that your lifc is in peril?”?

“I have, as it happens,’”’ the young man
answered. * That is why I was suspicious
of you at first. I will Rpeak candidiy. My
name is John Sharlatt, and I am a special
correspondent on the 'staff of the London
“ Mercury.”” For some months I have been
in Germany and in Russia in an assumed

name, travelling from. city to city. I have

the detective.

Clyde. 1

are you

.Llwav suspected that spies were on my
track, and I was warned in Berlin, some
days ago, ithat there might be an attempt

on my life at any time. It iz fortunate that
I have met you, as obviously a trap has
been set for me at the railway-station at
Coblentz.”

“In all likelihood such is the case,”’ Clyde
assented. *‘There will be some\I‘rench
soldiers at the station, however. 1 have
scen to that.”

“Have I nothing to fear, then? Or had
I not better get off the train before we
arrive at the town? We could have it
‘stopped.”’

¢“1 must consider Alr.
any

that question,
Sharlatt.

I don't want you to run

risk. One .or more members of the gang.

may be travelling with us.
has already  been . drawn to
“character,

My attention

a suspicious |
I will leave you now and return

later. IL is unwise for us to be scen to-
gether.”” -~

“Can I give you my papcis?
easier if I do.”’

“* Very well.
if you like.”?

John Sharlatt produced a bulky envelope
that was sealed, and handed it to the detec-
tive, who shpped it into his pocket. He
left the compartment and passed from onc
carriage to another.! And as he was walking
along the aisle, considering the s1tuation,
and wondering if the precautions he had
taken would be sufficient to protect the
enterprising journalist, there was a tremen-
dous - crash followed by a shattering
concussion.

it was as if the world was in convulsions.
The train was rocking and pitching, heav-
ing like a ship in a storm, running on a
zig-zag course. - Suddenly it carcened and
turned over. The detective was fung
violently against the side of the carriage,
and the rest was a blank to him,

T shall feel

I will take charge of them,

TilE CAPTURED MAN,

HEN Clyde came to his sensez,
after a short interval of uncon-
sciousness, he was lying beneath

a litter of splintered wood aund

" broken glass, and above him was a smashed

window that was only a ragged-edged gap:
Having collected his confused wits, and
remembered what had occurred, be dis-
covered to his relief that he was none the
worse save for a few bruises. He had had
a miraculous escape from death..

“It was no accident,’”’ he told hlmself
“It was the work of Prleqt and his gang,
of course, and I know what-their motive
was. I must find Sharlatt. I am afraid
the poor fellow has been killed.”’

He could barely reach the window. By
strenuous exertions he climbed out of it
and looked about him. It was a ghastiy
scenc that met his gaze. The train had
rolled down a low embankment, and was
sprawled like a monstrous, dismembered
serpent at the crest of a wooded slope,
beyond which the shimmering surface of the
Rhine was visible. -

Steam was  hissing from fhe capsized
engine. Passengers were swarming, scramb-
ling from the shattered carriages, some of
them limping, all shouting™ wiidly. And
those within, buried in the debris, pinned
fast perhaps, were shrieking in anguhh and
calling frantically for help.

Where was Sharlatt? IIe must find him.
As he was groping along the line, seeking
for the compatrtment in which he had left
the young Englishman, he saw him within
a dozen yards. He was standing there. as

if. dazed, his kitbag in his hand. And a
moment later, as the detective was
.approaching, the dusky -fizures of three mcn

appeared in the murlﬂ gloom
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They Jeapt suddenly upon the journalist,
whose startled ery was drowned by the
screams i the vielinis of the disaster. 1In
a trice he was gone, dragged inte the black
shadow uf the trecs.

Clyde pressed after him, still suffering
from the shock he had sustained. Me could
nol see c¢learly where he was going. He
iripped on a ecarriage door, pitched over
i, and fell heavily.

He lay there for a little time, and then,
rising to his f{eet, he hastened into the
woeds at the spot where he had seen Johin
Sharlatt  disappear.,  Bilindly, snrouded in
sy
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OUR DETECTIVE STO RY SECTION }*

Ssome of the erew wrecked the train, and
others are waiting at  the station at
Coblentz jn the event of the attempt fail-

immg. Whai am I to do? How can I save
poor Sharlatt? By heavens, how? They

want his papers, and they will murder him
when they find he hasn't got them. For his
sake, 1 wish he hadn’t given them to me!”’

He was in dire perplexity. His head was
swimminyg, yel, his mind was c¢lear. How
wis he o rescue the journalist? He must
think., He felt for his revoiver, and it was
not there. It must have slipped from his
pocket when tlic carriage overturncd with

la iree, the {ramm went

thundering

And 2s he staggered across the footway with his burden, and reeled

against
and crashing by. ; =

darkness, he made his way down the rugged
slope amongst thickeis and boulders, and
Cemerged from the cover on a strip of gravel
that skirted the river, :
Beyord him, out eon the shadowy water,
a boat eould he dimly perceived. It was
moving diagonally up and across the Rhine,
with a faint spilash of oars. And in that
‘hoat, of course, were the journalist and his
“eaptory. His eaptors! Fiénds of hell who
had spilt -blood, risked a hundred lives, to
-aceomplish - their object.
no bounds.
¢The misereants!”? he panted.
Priest] Priest and his  devils

“ Charles
inecarnate!

Clyde’s fury knew

him. Looking beyond him, he saw one of
the massive raihway bridges by which the
iine from Frankfort crosses and re-crosses
the wide river from side to side.

He knew that the boat had gone in that
direction, iowards the farther bank, and
suddenly an idea occurred to him. He was
unarmed, and he would have three
desperate men, three blood-thirsty ruflians,
but he gave no thought to the risk. There
were others to render assistance {o the
passengers of the wrecked train. He was
not needed there, -

“1I'H do my hest,”” he <ald to himself,
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“¢There 18 a chance of
“just a slim chaace.”’

IN DEADLY PLRIL.
braised and

S fast as he could, ised
shaken though he was, Clyde
hurried 'tlong, the sandy shore of

the Rhine. As he went, horrid
cries rang to his ears from the scene of the
disaster. When he had gone for two or
three hundred yards he toiled up the wooded
embankment and set ofl across the railway
bridge.

After brief hesitation, he turned away
from the Rhine and began to ascend a cteep
embankment that was clothed with bushes
and stunted trecs. As he was climbing
he heard a low, confused sound of voices,
and when he had mounted higher and
reached the crest of the slope. he crouched
in the thickets and peered through them.
He was close to the railway line, and a
little to the left of him three men were
stooping over a fourth man, who was lyving
{lat. The detective knew at once what the
were doing.

““The dastardly fiends!”’ he said to him-

self. “If only I can foil them. I believe I

can!®’ :
He had not long to wait. The men pre-

sently withdrew, and when- they had

vanished into the cover, at a distance of
thirty to forty yards from Clyde, he darted
to the spot at which they had been stand-
ing. It was the journalist who was lying
here. Ile was stretched across the line, a
handkerchicf bound over his mouth, and
hiz wrists and ankles tightly tied to the
metals,

The young Eunglishman was conscmus, and
was gazing at Clyde, who did not delay to
takse off the bandage. He fumbled in a
pocket for his knife, and found that he had
lost that also in the wreck. And now to
his consternation,. there floated to his ears
from up the river a rumbling, rattling noise.

‘““ By heavens, a train is coming!’’ he
muttered.
spare!’’

" Dropping to his knees, he tugged and
strained at the fetters with which John
Sharlatt was secured to the rails. He
worked in feverish haste, rubbing the skin
- from his aching fingers; and at length, as
the cords had fortunately not been knotted
tightly, he accomplished his task.

Meanwhile the frain had been drawing
rapidly near, and a blazing light was shining

on the scene from the lamp on the front of ;

the engine, A deafening noise was ringing
in Clyde’s ears. The light blinded him, and
the earth beneath him was shaking. He
was in smminent peril.
must inevitably be killed if he delayed for
another moment.

———tete e — = T e e S

saving Sharlatt; l

did!

“1 haye precious little time to

It seemed that. he

- — — e e

OUR DETECTIVE STORY SECTION

But his courage dld not falter. He
grasped the journalist by the shoulders, and,
inch by inch, by desperate exertions, he
dragged him clear of the line. And as he
staggered across the footway with his
burden and reeled against a tree, the train
went crashing and thundering by. Three
seconds more and the two “ould have been
ground to death,

BAFFLED CONSPIRATORS.

LYDE was dazed and dizzy {for a
bricf space, and then, pulling him-
self together, he tore the handker-
chief from the young man’s mouth.

John Sharlatt stared at him in the murky
gloom, panting for breath, trembling like

a leaf.

“Mr. Clyde!”” he pgasped. ¢ You—you
have saved my life; saved me from a
terrible fate! Thank heaven for what you

How did you get here?’’

““I saw you carried off in the boat,’’ the
detective hoarsely replied. ‘I crossed the
river by the bridge and -searched for you.
Those scoundrels were enraged, I suppose,
because they could not find your papers.”’

¢ Yes, that was it. They were in a mad
fury. 1 can’t tell you how I felt when they
had left me lying there helpless, and I
heard the train coming.”’ -

““Well, I am very glad I got here in
time, Sharlatt. The miscreants have gone,
and we had better be off ourselves.”?’

“We are safe now,”” he said. < We have
nothing morec to fear.”’

An hour later, having floated down the
river in the boat, because they were afraid
to land anywhere in the vicinity of the
disaster, Clyde and the young journalist
landed at Coblentz. They went to the
Hotel Furstenhef, and the next morning
they learned that the wreck of the express
had not been as great a catastrophe as
they had feared. Two passengers- had been
killed and a number had been more or less
seriously injured. -

Meanwhile, the detective having made a
report to Major Bertrand, the police had

‘been instructed to search for the Bolshevist

agents. But not a traee of them was dis-
covered, as Clyde had anticipated.

The next day John Sharlatt left Coblentz,
with an escort of two soldiers, on his way
back to London. And on the following day,
a slizht clue having been obtained from the
man Felmacher, who had been arrested,
Clyde travelled eastward in a fresh dis-
guise and in another assumed name. He
was going now to Berlin, and what his
task there would be,. what deadly perils
would dog his steps, he had no idca of at

* the moment.

THE END.
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(Continued from page 14)

quietly. ““Ju fact, you and your pals were
over on our side for a bit, and I rather
fancy vour sympathies are more with the
Monks.”"

“Yon bet,” said Fullwood. * We'd love
tc see Buster runein’ the Remove.”

““ Hear, hear!” said QGulliver and Bell.
““ And yef you think that Buster's going
to lose?” asked- Crowe.

“1t’s a rotten thame, but there's no
question about it,”” said Fullwood. * My
dear, pitiful asses. It's rather pathetic to
]h..ten to you Monks talkin’ about the vmtory
you're goin” to have. It’s only makin’ the

shock all the lngger Let me tell Yyou
somethin’—Buster's goin’ to lose!"” '

“Rot!” growled the Faithful Five.

‘* Buster’s goin' to loze, an’ T'll bet on
it, too!” said Fullwocd calmly. * Five to
one—in quids, if you like. There You
are—that's fair enough, ain’t it? 1’1l bet

you flve pounds to a pound that XNipper
wins!”’

“Pone!’”’ =zaid Percy Bray promptls

“I'll risk a quid Tike that, too!™ zaid
'rooks. |

Gulliver and Be]l had some hets, also.

]n fact, they_ wagered all their spare cash,
with the cxception of a few *-hll]ll]"*-
Two disinterested juniors were q_uu‘n!y
found, and these fellows agreed to hold
the stakes. Funllwood, who was rather
flush, handed over as much as fifteen
pounds—practically all the money he had
vecently won on a horse race.

“It’'s easy money for us,”” =zald Percy
Bray confidently, as he and the other
members of the TFaithful Five went off
towards the College House. *° And even if
we lose it’s only a quid each.

“ Fullwood's dotty-—Nmper can’t win,”
declared Crooks. * They don’t know the
way in which Buster’s been improving.
Why, he's a holy terror now—he can fight
like mad. He’ll knock Nipper out in ]e:.qu
than three rounds!”

1f Fullwood and Co. were confident, so
were the Faithful Five. They went to
Buster Boots’ trainin- quarters, and told
him all about it. e listened, and was
rather thoughtful.

“Of course, you're going to win that
money,” he said. “I know what I can
do, and Y'm pretty sure that I’ll bheat
Nipper. But I've got to admit that this
has given me a bit of a knock.”

““A knock?’ said Percy Pray. ** Why?”

““ Because Fullwood wants me to win as
-much as any of you fellows,”” said Boots.
“ He wouldn’t lay five-to-one on a bet like
this unless he was downright certain of
Nipper winning. It wouldn't be a. bad
cidea if .we could get hold of:some deﬂnite
-inform.ltmn of Nipper's ferm.”
- ““But how?” inqguired Crowe.
ihose ehaps will say anything.”

Buster Boots smiled.

“We can’t expect the Fossils to give
_anything away,” lhe gaid. “ But there are

ke l\one of

] ways and meansg,

Ny 2

my sons, " Leave it to me,
and we’ll get the info. Just a little brain
work is required.”’

“ Of course, we've seen Nipper after his
morning runs,” said Crooks. ‘“ He looks
fit enough—but you can’t-judge by appear-
ances. I'd like to see him epamng 1
hear that he’s as quick as lightning

“It isn't necessary for any of s to
see him,’ said Buster calmly. <““We can
get better knowledge than that. Get

recady—we’ie going out.”

““Where to?” asked Percy Bray

““ Never mind where to,” said Buster,
“You're all with me, I suppoze? You'll
back me up all along the line?” = F
‘““ All along the line!”’ zaid the Faithful

wlive loyally.

‘“ Good!” .

And Jolm Busterfield Boots was =zoon
ready for a jaunt, He and his followers
started out on their bicyeles, and toock a
ran  into  Bannington. On the way,
Buster spoke with confidence on the subject
of the coming fight, He was perfectly

convinced that he would be able to win
the day. _
But there was something in this very

certainty ef his that was rather suggestive.
1t seemed that he wos attempting to buoy
himself up with false bopes—knowing full
well that he was in for a licking. The
manner in which he kept reiterating his
own superiority was sigunificant.

*The . Faithful Five had complete con-
fidence in their leader. John Busterfield
Boots himself had shared this confidence—
until he learred of those bets which
Fullwood and €Co. had made. He remained
perfectly calm, but the news was a big
of» a shock to him, .

For Fuliwood, as Buster well knew, was
hoping against hope that Buster wonld
win, The fact that he had wagered five
to one on the match was a sure indication
that Fullwood was certain of ihe College

‘House leader’s defeat.

And Boots began to have doubts him-
self. And it was his intention now to
set theze doubtz at rest once and for
all.  And it was impossible to get any
information from the Foszils direct, But
there were other -methods. And when it
came to ingenious frickery, John Buster-
field Boots was all there. o
Arriving in  Baonington, the Supreme
Six put their bieycles in- a garage, and
then strolled away from the High Street
in the direction of the lower part of the
town. Before long they came to the
Bannington Palace—a low-class music-hall.
Quite close to this there was a wooden
shanty with a painted sign over the door,
announcing to all and sundry that the
place was Bob Norman’s Boxing Booth., 1t
was just the Kkind of establishment that
one would expect to find in such a districet.
The juniors went in, and Mr. Bob
Norman was  present—a  big, broad-
shouldered individual of about fifty. He
wus well past the fighting age, but in
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former years he had been a well-known
pugilist,

Nowadays he confilned his attenfion fo
training youngsters, and promoting minor
bouts in the town. Upon the whole, Mr.
Norman made a.fair amount of money,

*“* Always pleased to see young gents
such as yourselves,”” he said genially, as
he "eyed the juniors. ** What's this I
hear about the big fight that's coming off
at the school? Everybody’s talking about
it.””

Buster Boots grinned.

“I didn't know our fame spread as far
as this,” he remarked calmly. * Well, the
fact is, Mr. Norman, I'm booked to fight
Nipper—for the captaincy of the Remove.
The bout’s coming off next Wednesday.”

Mr. Norman looked interested.

“You've got your hands full young man,”
Le said grimly., ‘“I've mnever had the
pleasure of seeing this here Nipper, but
they tells me as he's pretty hot. ’Tain't
iikely that you'll win.”

““1T want to be certain on that point—
I want to find out Nipper's form,” said
Buster. ““ Nothing fishy, of course—l1
wouldn’t think of doing any dirty work.
But I'd just like to satisfy myself. And
vou can help me, Mr. Norman.”

“I'Ill be pleased to, young gent,”” said
the ex-pugilist. “Butt I don’t quite see
how——"" -

“T1 think you’ve got a professional boxer
in training just now, haven't you?” ashed
Boots keenly., *“ 1 saw something about
it in the local paper—a chap named

Weston—-""

“0Oh, the DBabe!” interrupted Mr.
Norman. “ You bet I have! The Babe’s
going to be the champion lightweight of
the County—and he’s got a big futuare.
One of these days he'll be a man of
international fame." -

““ Well, that's the fellow I want to see,”
said Boots. * Look here, Mr. Norman,
I'll make it worth your while, and worth
the Babe's while—"

“Cut that oubt, young ’un!” growled
. Mr. Norman. “If I can do anything to
help you, and it ain’t off the leve]l, I'm
only too willing. But, mind ye, mo
crooked stuff, or out you goes!”

John Busterfield Boots talked with Mr.
Norman for several minutes, and, finally,
the latter nodded. :
% Sguare enough,” he declared. * Just
a simple way of finding out Nipper’s form,
eh? All right, Master Boots—it’s a go.
T'll go and fetch the Babe straight away.
He's game enough for anything.”

‘Exactly ten minutes later John Buster-
fleld Boots was half stripped, and Mr.
Norman was adjusting some boxing gloves.
Opposite Buster stood Babe Weston, the
coming champion. He looked it, too He
had great broad shoulders, he was as
. lithe a3 a panther, and a professional
boxer to the finger tips.

Mr. Weston was mot a gentleman by
pirth—on the contrary, he had been picked

Boots was not far behind,

up from the gutter by the far-seeing Mr.
Norman, who had spent quite a lot of
trouble and time on the Babe’s training.
Weston was fair, with a clear skin and
twinkling eyes. In his own way, he was
a simple soul. - -

In a very short time the pair were at
it. It was, of course, an unequal con-
test, for Babe Weston was a professional.
His footwork was splendid, and he was
much heavier than Buster Boots. But
Buster himself had been trained by a
famous amateur. '

“Pretty—pretty!” declared Mr.
as he looked on.

The sparring -was of. the first quality.
Babe Weston found that this schoolboy
was trained to a degree that surprised him.
And although the Bahbe was the superior,
At the end of
Babe knew all that

Norman,

fitteen. minutes the
he wanted to know.

“Youll win!” he declared confidently.
““Why, mate, that right swing o’ yours
is a rare beauty! " This 'ere Nipper cove
won't stand .no blecomin’ chances! I didn’t
know as a kid of your age could box like
this! ’'Tain’t likely there’s another as
good.”

“ Well, you wait and see!™ _said Buster
calmly., “ You know my form, don’t you?
As soon as you've found out Nipper's
you'll be able to judge between us—and
then you can let me havé your report.”

‘“Right!” said Mr. Weston. * But the
fight’s yours all right!”

CHAPTER VL
THE BAD NEWS!

66 EADY ?" asked
Reginald Pitt
briskly.

- ““Ages ago!” 1
said, ““ Come on
slackers—we’ve |

' 4 six miles this
feel fit enough to do twenty!”
It was early on the following morning,

vou
got to do
morning. 1

and there were several of wus in the
Triangle—all waiting to start off on the
usual morning run. It was dull and
cloudy, and rather cold, but this made

no difference to our programme,
As usual, I was in running shorts, and
the other fcllows all had their bicycles.
They saw no reason why they should go
into strenuous training. While I ran,
they escorted me, making all Kkinds of
critical Temarks in the meantime.
Handforth and Pitt and De Valeric and
Tommy Watson and two or three others
were my escort. And before long we were
proceeding along the lanc towards the
moor. The plan was to make a complete
detour round Bellton Wood, and then pass
through Edgemore, and back to St.
Frank’s by means of the bye-lanes. o

- We left the hedged country road behind,

and emerged uwpon the open moor. Just

vaway to our left lay the old broken down

1 Y TR



mill—that tumbled structure which had
figured in many adventures of the past. -

** Hallo!”” said Handforth, staring ahead.
* Who's this?” -

We all paused, and stared ahead. A
solitary figure, attired in running shorts, was
coming along the moorland road. He was
trotting steadily—in just the same manner
28 I had been trotting.

The stranger came up, and paused. He
was quite unknown to us, but he gave us
a genial smile of welcome.

“0On the same game as me, eh?” he
remarked. “ I reckon you’re some o’ them
young gents from the school, ain’t you?”

‘“Yes,” I replied. “ Just doing a little
training.”

80 1 =ees,’” said the other. ¢ Well, I'm
Bahe We:ton — matched against Tom
Tields pnext week. I reckon yow must be
Nipper, eh? TI've heard about that fight
{3‘1'131;’3 comin’ off between you and another
_l ‘!,

‘“Yes, I'm Nipper,” 1 replied. * L've
heard about you, too—although I've never
met you before. The papers say that
you're going to do some big tkings soom.”

‘ Mebbe,” grinned Mr. Weston. * 'Tain’t
always safe to believe what the papers
say, though. Look ’ere—I'll tell you whab!
What’s wrong with having a little sparring
bout, eh? Do me good—and do you good!™

I smiled. i

“I've no objection,” I replied, * but we
haven’t got any gloves.” -

“Don’t matter about gloves,”” said the
Babe. “ We can—"

** Wait a minute!” interrupted Handforth
eagerly. “ It’'ll only take me five minutes
to whizz back on the bike. - You chaps
go to the old mill, and wait there—I'll
bring two pairs of gloves, and be back in.
no time. You can’t miss a chance like
this, Nipper—this fellow's a pro, and
he'll give you some points.” .

All the juniors were guite keen upon
the idea, and I was rather amused. Never
for an instant did I suspect that this was
all part of a prearranged scheme, There
was nothing sinister or wrong about it—
but, at the same time, it was {ricky.

John Busterfield Boots had known well
enough that my supporters would be only
too glad to avail themselves of this
opportunity—to see how_ I should shape
against a professional. And by the time
we had got to the old mill, Handforth.
was well on his way back with the gloves..
¢ Of course, there’ll be no necessity to
talk about this afterwards,” I said. ** You
see, the Hght isn’t coming off until
Wednesday, and I don’t want anybody to
know a thing about my form.” ‘

. Babe Weston winked. . :
 *““Lummy! - You don’t need to. be afraid
o’ me!” ye grinned. “’Tajn’t of any
interest to me what your form’s like. I
thought mebhe it would be a bit of a
preak for us. And I've heard such a lot
about vyou, Master Nipper, +that I'm
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gurious, You can trust_me to say nothimg.” |
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I couldn't trust him—and I didn’t. Bug
this did not deter me from the bout.
After all, what did it matter? It was all
very weil to be. secretive up to a point,
but there was no sense in carrying it to

“an extreme.

And in a very short while we had our

gloves fixed, and a t{emporary ring was
formed within the old mill. The Jgulli()l':-
stood round in a cirele, watching. And

Babe Weston and I started on the job.

I was just feeling fine, and I had badly
needed a good sparring partner. And the
Babe was far better tham any of the
Juniors who had previously been assisting
me in my training, ‘_ |
I found that he was as quick as lightning,
nimble, ayd .rained to a point of per-
fection thdt was good to see.

And the Babe himself was -astonished.

He didn’t say much, but I could easily
tell by his expression that he was sur-
prised by my form, Again and again he
attempted to rush me—to confuse me—but
I always anticipated his every move.

Towards the end of the bhout he tried his
very utmost to deliver some stinging blows
—just to prove that he was a far better
man. But, somehow or other, he couldn’t
quite reach me. I always defeated his
purpose.

And I detected the fact that the Babe
was getting exasperated.

He didn't like being foiled by a mere
schoolboy, and some of the {riendliness
went out of his boxing. He tried, really
earnest, to deliver several telling
punches, He wanted to show me that he
wasn't going to be played about with.

I' received two severe jabs  aad the
juniors stood round, excited and shouting
with enthusiasm. And in a moment the
friendly sparring .Jbout became something
very mucl like a real fight.

“Go it, Nipper!” roared Handiorth.
‘““ Great pip! You're better than he is!”

I saw tie Babe’s eyes glint. He didn’t
like that remark of Handforth’s—and this
was not surprising. Weston came forward,
slashing out viciously.

Jab! Jab! -

Two punches went home, and I staggered
back, momentarily getting the worst wf
things. My own blood was rising now-—
hitherto I had Kkept smiling all the time.
But if the Babe. was -going to hit hard,
so would I. :

Crash! Biff!

Swift as lightning, I brought my left
round in a feint. 7The Babe dedged, and
received my right squarely on the point
of the jaw. And even as le staggered he
got another heavy blow in the chest. The
Babe staggered back, caught .his heel
against an uneven board, and sat down

violently.
“ Hurrah!” yelled Handforth. '
“Sorry!” I gasped. ‘1 didn't mean
& Crikey i” exclaimed Mr. Weston, sitting
up. _* ¥ou ain’t ‘arf hot!” .- ° |
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his feet, his -momentary
And he was smiling all

He rose to
viciousness Over.
over his face again.

i “Go on—you haven't finished )et said
‘Handforth warmly.

. 4¢Sirikes me I've ‘'ad enough!” grmned
mate,
of yours is good enough for the proiessienal

the ﬁabe * Lummy, that punch
ring!. You're a lot better than I thought
you was. Sorry if I got a bit nasty like,
But, blow 'it, you made me riled whea I
couldn’t git near you!”
- “That’s all right!” I smiled. *“ No mneed
to get serious about a friendly affair like
this. Thanks for the bout, old man. -I
wish you every success in your next

contest.”’
“You're the right

-sort, you are,”
declared Mr. Weston. * And, what’'s more,
I 'opes as ‘ow you wins this ‘ere ﬂght
Not as trere's much question—there can’t
be anmother "young bloke as good as you
are.- -Why blow me! You're
mustard! That's a fact!”
- "Babe . Weston - was .still |
considerable astonishment. 'And when he
took his departure there was a .kind of
wondering expression in his eyes. I was
feeling decidedly pleased.

- “I'm glad we had -that little bout . |
said. “ 1 think I could have knocked him
out if- I had ‘chosen—and if I ecan-do that
to . a professional, - there’s not
queshon as i‘-o what’s gomrr to happen to
Buster.’ ‘

“ You bet there isn't!”
Pitt ‘delightedly. - “ You're
old man.. This fight's going to be as easy
as mnlung for wou. If Buster only ]sglew
the truth, he’d .go-green!’”

Later in -the day, John Busterﬂeld Boots
did know the’ t-ruth
. It -was Saturday, and a hali- holiday, of
course. As spgon as dinner was over the
Faithful Five got' out their bicycles, and
started off for Bannington. 'The College
House fellows were very anxious to hear
the Tesult of the early morning affair—
which Buster Boots had planned.

Buster's’ supporters “had kept their ears
open all the morning, but they had heard
absolutely mnothing. Not a single word
had Qll]}ped out from any of the Ancient
‘House fellows, The Faithful Five had no
real certainty that Babe Weston had kept
his part of the contract.-

But as soon as they arrived in Banning-
ton they knew. the truth—they heard the
bad news.

Percy Bray, and the other Monks had

been supreme in their own confidence of
Buster Boots. They were fully expecting
the Babe to assure them that Boots was
dead certain of winning the coming mateh,
But the Babe's first words were extremely
‘discouraging.
' Mr. Weston was in fhe booth, doing a
little exercise -with a punch ball He
paused, and looked at the juniors as they
entered And a cheerful grin spread it
self over his features.

' grmned Rerrgle

‘otter than

in a state of

much.

in great form,

ain't

i Your pal

‘““What do

“ Crickey!” he said.
‘arf in for a licking!”
“ What!”’ said Percy Bray.

‘you mean?”

“ Ain't he here?”

“ No—he's traiming  this afterncon,”
Crooks..

“I'm sorry for that there bloke!” -said
Mr. Watson. *‘‘Come Wednesday afternoon
he'll be just about ready for the ‘orspital.
Take it from me, mates—Nipper's goin® to
cat him up!”

The Faithful Five looked startled.

““Tell us what happeuned this mormu&., |
said Percy Bray quietly.

“I'd best tell you what didn’t “appen!?
grinuned the Babe. < That kid nearly outed
me! Me, mind yer! I never seed anything
like it in my._lil’e! Nipper’s so bloomin' ‘ot
you'd burn your ’and if you touched himn!
Talk about mpp} I never seed such speed!
I takes my 'at off to that kid! What kind of
flowers would your pal like for his funeral??’?

““Oh, come off it!” said Crowe grufily,
“You're trying to spoof us, ain’t you? We
know jolly well that our man is the hest.”

The Babe roared.
¢ Strikes me as you're a bit too con-
fident!* he chuckled.  * See here. I've hoxed
with your pal, and I've boxed with Nipper.
I kuow both of ’em—I’ve got the ‘ang of
their form right down to the last punch +

““And what’s the verdict??” asked Percy
Bray. ¢‘Honest, now—what’s the absolute
verdict, all ]okmg aside?”.

Bahe Weston looked serious. .

“1It ’urts me _to be frank, but since you
want it, T'l1 let you have it!, Kids, your man
ain’t got a ‘thance! 'E .ain’t in the saIe
class as Nipper. If that fight lasts 1more
than two rounds, I'll be surprlsed Nipper's
just about four times as good as your pal &
“* Great Scott!” said Tercy Bray, startied

o lou—-}ou mean this?? :

““ Never spoke a truer w ord”’ declarcd Mr.
Weston stoutly.” ¢ Best resign .¥Jourself to
a whacking, my lads. Nipper's the real
goods—first quality, gilt-edged, a.nd jewelled -
in every bloomin’ ’ole!”?

The Faithful Five took their departure
after the Babe had gn’en a full and vivid
description of the morning’s encounter. .And
the College MHouse fellows  were looking
allost pale with concern. Buster Boots had
schemed to find cut the truth—and he had
got it!

Babe Weston had given an ent.u‘cly unpre-
iudiced opinion,

Back at St. I'rank’s, the J.B.B. was taking
an easy spell in Study Q. He was qmetlv
reclining in an easy chair when the. Faithful
Five entered. The very expresswns on -their
faces was enough for him,

““Bad as. all that?”’. he asked smoothl:,.

- Percy Bray shut the door. = -

““That boxer chap tells us: that- Mpper is
a terror,” said Bray. “Ue’s -got  vou
absolutely outclassed, and you don't stand
an earthly. Something’s got to be doue,
Buster.*. o

said



Buster Boots nodded.

“Yes—we've got to go ahead with our
training,” he said. “By Wednesday I may
~ be able fo beat Nipper’s form—?*

“X tell you it's impossible,”” juterrapted
Bray, with great comncern. ‘“We heard <the
full trath, and it’'s no good trying to spoaf
yourself. To a fair fight, Nipper will smash
you up.”

Buster shrugged his shoulders,
“I'm willing to take my chance,”” he said.
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“Look here, if you think I'm
start any monkey business, you’ve made 2

aoing to

mistake!” declared Boots eurtly. “I'm
guing all out to win this fight. I'm pob
particularly scrupulouas, but I’'m hanged if
I'll risk any dirty work. It’s altogether too
much of a chanee. Everybody knows how
keen I am on winning this fight, and if
anything happened to Nipper I should be

suspected at once. No, it can’t he done--1

won’t cven think of it.”
“Then you’re in for a licking!® said Percy
Bray curtly,

* You’ll win !’’ he declared confidently. ‘' Why, mate, that right swing o'
This 'ere Nipper cove won’t stand no bicomin’

yours is a rare beauty!
chance ! *’

“This is going to be a2 fight for the cap-
taincy, and——??

“But—but you car’t afford to lose!®
interrupted Denny tensely. ‘¢ Look here, now
that we know the truth, we wight be abl¢ to
d¢o something., One thing’s certain—you've
g¢o%5 to be the wmner!?”

Boots looked at his foliowers grimly,

*l"\:]."hat do you mean—do ‘sonlething?’? hic
ASHCEH. ' .

“Well, there are all sorts of thiggse.*

DIRTY WORK.
OHN BUSTERFIELD
J “Tf I'm in for a lick-
ing-——then I'm in for a
“It’s no good trying to alter
tlie facts. We've found out

CHAPTER VII.
BOOTS rose to his feet.
licking?!? he - sald quietiy.
tie truth, apd we don’t like it. But you
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dou't,thiuk [ take this idiot's word, do
you?'’

“ Which {diot's word?”’

“Why, "Babe Weston's,” said Boots.
“ After all, we've only got his opinion to
g5 ou. He's nobuody much—and I'm dowa-
right certain of my own capabilities. It’s
a bit rotten that ¥ou fellows should lose
faith in me.”

This was a severe blow to Buster’s chums,
. “We—we baven’t lost faith in you!”
stammered Percy Bray. °‘“We know you're
jolly good, buf the Babe says that——""’

“Blow the DBabe, interrupted Buster.
“““You've overlooked one point. When I
sparred with hLhim yesterday I didn’t aliow
him to see my best form. I held myself
back all the time. And I suppose Nipper
went all out., That's .just the difference.
The Babe judged according to what he saw,
But I'm going to whack Nipper, and this
news lasn't disturbed me in the least.”

The Faithiul Five stared.

“ Then—then you didn't show the Babe
what you could do?” asked Deany.

“0f course I didn'$.”

“ You—you gly bounder!”
adwiringly, ‘1 can see the gnme now. In
case the Dabe gets talking, Nipper's pals
wil]l believe that the fight is his. Ard then
you’'ll spring a surprise?”

- “IExactly!” said Buster Boots,
calm nod. .

His supreme confidcnce was a bit of a
revelation to his chums, They fully expected
that their news would be a blow to him.
And soon afterwards, when Percy Bray and
(reorge Webb were alone, they got talking.

““Pretty cute of Buster, eh?” grinned
Webh. ¢ He didn't show his best form to
the Babe—"’ :

“Don’t you believe it,” said Bray curtly.
. “*Ehi? . '

“Just a bit of Buster’s spoof,” declared
Percy Bray. ¢ Do you think I don’t know
him? Haven't I been his pal for years? 1
know what he can do—and I know jolly well
that the Babe's verdict is true. Unless some-
thing’s done, Buster's in for the biggest
licking of his life.”

Webb was rather startled.

“I say, this is a bit too thick,” he pro-
tested. ¢ First I think that Buster’s as good
as whacked, then I get my confidence back,
and now you're saying that he’s going to be
licked. I'm blessed if I know what €o
believe.? | - .

‘“ Buster doesn't like to admit that he’s
the under-dog,” said Bray quietly. That's
;ust the long and the short of it. But in
1is heart he knows it. He's pretty certain

saild Crooks

with a

that he’s going to be licked on Wednesday— |

but Buster's game—game to the giddy core.

He'll try his best to win, and after he's

whacked he'll make some excuse or other. I

know him.,”’ -
Webb took a deep breath, - - &
“Then Buster's going to be licked? he

asked. . : - T Ve

*“ Yes—unless we do something.”

'LEE LIBRARY [Jrces

p——

““ But what can we do?’”” demanded Wehh.

“ Buster wouldn’t hear of any trickery—and,
after all, it’s a bit of a filthy game to try
any foul play. Too risky, too. Somebody
would get to know—-"
- % There's only one thing possible,” inter-
rupted Percy dreamily. “'I heard about il
years ago, and it’s so jolly simple that it
doesn't really amount to foul play at all
It’s safe, too. Anyhow, I'm going to ftry
it. Buster’s got to win this fight, by hook-
or by crook.” ’

““ Better, go easy!” said Webb uneasily.
“If anybody found out that we were trying
any dodges, it would mean the sack. 1It's
an awfully serious businesss to attempt
games Of that kind. Better drop it, Percy.”

“’Rats!” said Bray. ‘Just leave it to
ine.”’

Percy was quite a decent fellow in mauy
respects—he had the makings of a really
good chap in him. But he was absolutely
devoted to his leader. The thought of Boots
losing the fight was not even to be considered
as a remote possibility. And Percy was pre
pared to go to great lengths in order to
make certain of victory. lis sense of right
and wrong became temporarily warped. 1lis
one thought was for Buster to win. Nothiag
else mattered. .
t'And s0 Percy Bray made careful prepara-
ions.

He had decided that he wouldn’t even .tell
Webb what the scheme was. It would be
better to do it entirely on his own. And,
after all, it was so simple that he needed
nv assistance. Percy had heard about the
dodge before, and it had been successiul.
There was no reason why it shouldn’t be
successful again. -

Later on in the evening Webb broached
the subject. :

““ Look here, Percy, I've just been having
a vword with Buster, and he’s certain of
victory,” said Webb, ¢ There’s no need to
do anything crooked—-* -

- “*You needn’t worry—I'm of that opinion,
t00,”” interrupted Bray. <¢We'll just have to
trust to luck. After all, it would be a bit
steep if we tried any hanky panky. Forget
it old man—we’ll let matters take their
ccurse.”

The subject was not referred to again.

The next day was Sunday, and neither
Boots nor myself were supposed to do any
actual fraining on the Sabbath. I confincd
myself to a long walk—a ten-mile tramp
across country. And I had never felt more
fit in all my life, '

But Boots, I believe, sneaked away to -
his training guarters, and did some sparring
o the quiet. He was using every effort fo
improve his form. As for myself, 1 felt
ready—and I was only sorry that we siiil
had three days to wait. w5 * g

I was afraid of becoming stale. Over-
training is almost as bad as under-training. -
It to-day had only beern Wednesday, tho
result of the fight would bave been a cce-
tainty for me, -



But I had trained before, and I knew
exactly how to go on. And  the confidence
in the Ancient House was supreme. The
Fossils regarded me as a certain winner,

The work had been going on apace at Fort
Resclute. 'The ring was already erected, and
it Icoked attractive. Seats were being placed
in position, and all of them numbered.
Every one had been sold.

The previous afternoon Reggie Pitt had
had a fearful time., Strictly in accordance
with bis announcement, tickets had been on
sale at the given time. And every inch of
seating space had heen scld. The full
receipts amounted to thirty-three pounds and
five shillings—quite a nice little contribution
to send to the Fund for the Bannington
Upeniployed,

This money, by the way, was dispatched
at once, for there was no sense in keeping
iG.
nebody could complain of being swindled.

And when Wednesday afternoon came
there would be no ecrushing or erowding or
arguing. Every fellow had his ticket, and
his seat was numbered. Those who had not
paid for admittance would have to remain
outside. Under no circumstanccs could there
be any squabbling,

Duying Sunday evening both Houses were
all quiet and peaceful. As usual on a
Surday evening, the juniors confined them-
selves to reading, or writing letters. None
o? the customary rowdiness was allowed.
And the upper part of the Ancient Houze
was in 2 state of peaceful darkness.

The Remove dormitory, for example, was
dcserted. And there was no chance of any-
hody going into it for another full hour,
Outside a moon was visible just behind
some filmy clouds. A weak, watery light
Altered into the dormitory.

A figure crept in.

It was the figure of Percy Bray, of the
College House., Very cautiously he had
stipped into the Ancient House by means of
a store-room window. Without difficulty he
had made his way up the rear stairs, crouch-
inz in alcoves and corners so as to avoid all
possibility of being spotted.

For him to be found here would be fatal—
for his very presence would give rise to
acute suspicions., Bray was Buster Boots’
own persopal chum, and this fact alone
would be sufficient to arouse cowmment.

But Percy Bray was cautious.

He did not allow himself to be seen. And

a5 length he crept into the Remove dormi- |

tory and slipped along until he came to a
certain bed, lie carefully counted from the
cnd of the room, and nodded to himself.

. *Yes, this is Nipper's bed,” he murmured.
“ No mistake about it.”’

Percy Bray was rignt. The bed was the

The fight was a certainty, anyhow, so

.

one he wanted, and in a careful, methodical

marner, he proceeded to strip off the quilt,
blarkets and sheets. At last he arrived at
the under-blanket—the one which always
rested betwecn the bottom sheet and the
nmmattress,
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Bray took this away, and examined it near
the window. The pale moonlight was quite
suflicient for hion to see by.

“Good!” he murmured. ¢fExactly the
same—and not a distinctive mark on it .of
any kind. I &knew it all along!?

From beneath his jacket he pulled a bulky
parcel—which proved to be a blanket of
precisely the same colour and type as the
one he had removed from the bed, It was,
in fact, his own under-blanket. They wera
iderntical,

Swiftly, Bray put the substitute blanket
on the bed, and then got to work. He re-
made the bed ecompletely. By the time he
had finished, after five minutes, there was
n) indication of any sort that the bed had
been touched. _

And like a shadow, Perecy Bray crept out--
taking the eother blanket with him. Ten
minutes later he was in his own dormitory,
remaking his oéwn bed. And soon after that
he was in the common-room, and not a
scut in the -whole school knew of his recent
activities., There was no indication of any
kind to show what he had done. His scheme
ha:l been a success—so far.

Bed-time came, and the Ancient House
Remove wenb up to its dormitory im just
th: same way as usual, Naturally, prac-
tically all the talk amopg the juniors was
concerned with the coming fight.

“Only two days more now,” said Hand-
forth. “To-morrow- and the day after—
and then comes the scrap! I must say that
you're lodking in the pink, Nipper.”

“ Never felt better,” I declared.

“ Good man'!” said Handy. ¢‘Don’t you go
and get stale, or you might mess everything
up. I'll give you a few tips to-morrow——"

““Thanks all the same, but they're quite
unnecessary,”” I interrupted. “ And I wish
you chaps would give me a rest. Forget all
about the blessed fight. It doesn’t come off
till Wednesday, anyway.”

I was soon in bed, and I dropped off into
a healthy sleep at once. But long after all
the other fellows in the Remove were soundly
off, 1 woke up.

Somehow or other I wasn't quite so com-
fortable as wsual. It wasn’t particularly
cold that night, but there was a certain
dampress., It seemed to penetrate right into
the bead itself. But it was out of the ques-
tion for the bed to be damp—for the sheels
and blankets had been changed two days
earlier, and for two nights I had slept soundly
and snugly.

I set it down to my imagination, turned
over, and went to sleep again. But before
dawn I awoke again—with that feeling of
dampness stil with me. Under no circum-
stances could ¥ suspect the truth.

And the truth was astonishingly simple.

Percy Bray had merely placed a damp.
blanket underneath my bottom sheet. The
itself felt quite normal to the
touch—but was, nevertheless, in that condi-
tion whieh ig deseribed as being unaired.



But hiow was it possible for me to kinow
this—or even suspect it? o

I put my restlessmess down to myseli—
and not because of any dificrence in the
bed.

If Bray had realised the grave nature of
his act, he might have hesitated. But it
seemed to him a simple solution to the
problem—and although he was quite a decent
fellow in many respects, he had allowed
his keen anxiety for Buster to override his
sense of judgment.

- I fell into a sound sleep at last, and was
not awakened until the clanging of the rising
bell. And then I opened my eyes, heavy,
listless and feeling altogether out of sorts,

I couldn’f account, for it.

i sat up, and, rubbing my heavy-lidded
eyes, I became aware of the fact that my
throat was irritating. There was no feeling
of dampness in the bed—the warmth of my
body bhad, indeed, absorbed it all. There
was no evidence of any kind that the blanket
had been damp. Even if I had investigated
on the spot I should have discovered nothing.

I looked round heavily, feeling inwardly
alarmed. I knew the signs all right—I had
had themm often enough before. Unless I
was very much mistaken, I had all the
symptoms of a first-class eold! Considering
that I had been sleeping for eight hours on
a damp blanket, this was not at all surpris-
Ing. Dut I didn’t know anything about that
blanket. . o

I yawnced, stretched myself, and made the
startling discovery that all my limbs and
muscles were stiff. As a rule, T had just
leapt out of bed as lightly as a feather,
feeling springy and alert.

But this morning it was exactly the-
opposite.

“ My hat!” I murmured.
got a cold!”™ _

And then, in spite of myself, I sneezed
violently. ' .

Reggic Pitt, who had been lying in bed
studying the ceiling, popped up like a Jack-
in-the-box.
and dashed across to me. .

- “ What are you sneezing for?"” he de-
manded warmly. | -

““Blessed 4f I know!' I replied thickly.
“I—I don’t feel quite so fit this moraing,
Reggie =

He grabbed me, and stared into my face.

“Your eyes are bleary!” he said anxi-

*1 believe I've

ously. ‘' You—you've got an unhealthy-look-
ing flush! Oh, my goodness! I believe
you're getting a cold!”

“TI've gobt it!”’ I said sadly.

I sneezed again, and by this time half
" the fellows in the dormitory were collecting
round my bed. I couldn’t help feeling
slightly amused, in spite of the seriousness
of the situation. Never before had my
health been a matter of such concern to the
Remove, Never before had the feilows
looked so anxious. g =

! You—you rotter!” exclaimed Tommy

He simply leapt out of bed,

A
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‘window,’”" I broke in.

~had developed rapidly,

~good to ignore fhe thing like this.

L
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Watson. * Getting a cold like this—just
when you need to be so fit!"” . o
“My dear chap, I can't help it
“You must have been sitting m a
draught last night, or something!” .said
Watson. *“ I fold you to close that window
in the study——-"" i
“ There was no draught from that
““I can’t explain it at
all—I've been so jolly carefyl, too. Well,
there’s plenty of time—IL ghall probably be
heaps better by Wednesday.., If all you
fellows make a fuss like this, the cold will
pet worse! The best thing I ¢an do is to
forget it.” :
But it is not always an eazy matter to
forzet a coid!

PEP-_CY BRAY'S cyes
“ Good!" he mur-
a cold coming on even now}!"”
the results of his dirty work. For my cold
stantly. Even Mr. Crowell noticed the fact,
was only a trifle.
the other members of the Faithful Five.
ally,  “If this cold of Nipper's develops,
Buster Boots sniffed.
isn’t, but there won’t be much satisfaction.
Bray
guietiy.

CHAPTER VIII.
BUSTER BOOTS 1S FIkM!
gleamed with satisfac-
tion.
mured, “It worked! No
question about that--he’s got

The Remove was in the classroom, and it
had not taken Percy Bray very long to see

_ and I was now
sniffing and clearing my throat almost con-
and instructed me to go to the matron for
treatment. I assured Mr. Crowell that it—.

Later on, when lessons were over, Bray
grinned delightedly. He was with Boots and

“ Looks as though Providence is ta,king'a
hand in the giddy game,’”” he remarked casu-
Lie’ll be in no fit condition .for fighting on
Wednesday afternoon.”

“I'd prefer Nipper to be fit!” he said.
“O0f course, it’ll be easier for me if he
I'm going to whack him all right.”’

- ¢“1  believe you are!” aeclarcd

He had noticed the gleam of pleasure in
his leader’s eyes. JFor Buster must have

~known for days past that his chances of

success were very slight. however,
there was Fenewed hope for him, .

I continued my sparring and my other
training in just the same way as usual.
But I was alarmed at the exertion. All
my muscles seemed fo be stiff and painful.
Yesterday they had been pliable, elastie,
and fit for anything. And as the day wore
on, I prew more and more lethargic,

At last Reggie Pitt put his foot down.

“ It’s no good—you can't go on!" he said
anxiously. ** It’s - doing you more harm t'lll‘?n
: e
only way is to dose you up, and get vou
well by to-morrow night. Then you’ll have

Now,

-
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g chanee to get fit again by Wednesday
afternoon.”

“ Wednesday's a long way off yet—I shall
be all right,” I said confidently.

But 1 was not feeling so certain, by any
“means. My chums did everything they pos-
sibly could to eure me. I was rubbed with
embrocation; I swallowed all kinds of doses
of cough mmture, and, finally, I was packed
off to bed hours before the usual time. It
.was Monday night, and there was only one
clear day before the bhig event.

The fellows managed to get me a huge
howl of steaming broth, and after swallow-
ing this ¥ was told to get down between the
blankets and perspire. I was not allowed
any sheets. Extra blankets had been piled
on my bed—but the other blanket had
not been touched.

Perhaps there still remained a trifle of
dampness in - it—I don’t Kknow, At all
cvents, on Tuesday morning I awoke feeling
absolutely rotten. Instead of - the cold
having disappeared, as many {fellows had
prophesied, it seemed ten times as bad.
© My throat was on fire, and horribly sore.
My eyes were red and watery, and the tap

of my head felt as though it were splitting.;
I moved a limb, my muscles!
coughing:
The other juniors crowded round, |
| can’t do a thing!" said Pitt.

Every time
ached. And I sat up in bed,
badly.
very anxious.

‘He's worse!” caid Handiorth traglcally..

“ Warse!” echoed Pitt.
a5 if he’s got the “fiu!
Considering the dosing we gave you, you
cught to be well!”

** Sorry, old man!”’ i !
fecl beastly!”

‘““ Well, this
Handforth disgustedly.
you ever tackled, and all you.can do is to
go and get a fatheaded cold like this!

ome chapt; are brainy, ain’t they?”

* Do you think I could help it?"" I roared.

“ Yes!' thundered Handforth, *If you
had placed yourself under my treatment,
you'd have been well ages ago! You ought
to have eaten all those onions! And in-
stead of taking @ teaspoonful of that ccugh
mixture, you ought to have taken the
whole bottleful! Those pills, too! 1 ad-
vised you to have a dozen—and . you didn’t
even take one!
‘mustard-plaster?”’

““0Oh, my hat!” I moaned. ‘' Spare me,
for gooduess’ sake! Why, you dummy, if
I had done everything you advised I should
have been dead by now! Don’t make such
a silly fuss—I'll be all right by to-morrow.”

‘““You’'ve got to take tho:ae pills now!"
sald Handforth curtly. | o

“I worn’t!’. I mnared. L

As a matter of _fact, T was feeling in-
tensely ‘irritated. I ‘was ‘angry” with” myself
for getting 'a cold at such a crucial time.
Al the other fellows' were anxious and
worried. “Put never for a moment did any-
hody sthpmt .that there had heen fonil
play. ‘ngody had the slightest idea that

“ Why, he looks

I said huskily.

is about the limit!” . said

Buck up, Nipper! }

‘*“ The biggest fight

-And what ai:_:out the-
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this e¢old of mine had been deliberately
farced upon wme.

The very simplicity of the
enough {fo safeguard it. Even
had no inkling of the truth.

trick was
the Monks
Percy Bray

‘'was the only fellow in the whole school

who knew why I had a cold. And he had
done this thing for the sake of his leader—
so that his chum would win the fight.

That day was like a nightmare.

By a supreme efforf I fought the coid.
Although my head was splitting, I went
through lessoms, and when Mr. Crowell
asked ane if I was betfer, I assured him
that I felt praedically myself again. Only
by hereculean efforts, and surreptitious use
of many handkerchiefs did I refrain from

coughing and sneezing in the classroom,

By the time the day was over I felt
washed out.

All my former fitness had gone; it had left
me like a cloak. I felt that I couldn’t stand
up to even a Third Form fag. I did =2
little - sparring with Pitt after tea, and
Reggie was staggered.

**You're no good at all—you're as weak
as a baby!” he said in alarm. “ That
pu]?'ih of yours is only a ghost of its nsual
self !’

““I kmow it!"” I said huskily. ;

- It’'s no good going on like this—you
*Come on—
you're going to bed!"” :

‘But it’s only six odoek———

“1 don't care about that—you’re going

to bed!” 1n51ated Reggie. o Why, good
heavens, you're as weak as a Kitten! And
A don't like that feverish gleam in your

eye, cither! Honest, Nipper, how do ¥you
feel?”

“ Rotten!” 1 said, with a sneeze.
‘““ How about your muscles?”

““No elasticity left in ’em at all!” I in-
terrupted. ‘“* My head’s throbbing, too—it
seems to be worse. It’s a queer thing, but
when neothing depends om it, I can get
rid of a cold in a couple of da},s I can
shake it off without takmg a single dose
of medicine. And here you’ve been fairly
soaking me with stufl, and I’m worse than
ever 12

It certainly did seem a cruel trick of
Fate. But I didn’t realise how bad my
cold actually was. It was very serious
indeed: and at any ordinary time I should
probably have gone into the sanatorium for
a few days. But, being afraid that the
master would order something of that kind,
I had made light of my condition, pretendmor
to be as well as ever., And I must have
been fairly successful in my pretence, be-
cause I was not bothered.

The same performance was gone through

that night.

‘Hot brotn, blankets—and this. time a
poultice oo my chest. But nobody had any
real hope that I shounld be fit by the
morning. Indeed, it was farcical to expect

that I would recover so rapidly. Even if the
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cold left me, my musecles would still be stiff
and out of condition.

I was certainly not in any. state to enter
upon the biggest fight of my life. The
idea of meeting Buster Boots wuas
ridiculous. Three days earlier I could have
smashed him up; but now I was a mere

ghost of my former self.

In the morning Pitt was up hefore the
rising-bell had sounded. He and Tommy
Watson came over to my bed and found that

I was awake, and they looked down at e

with very great concern.

“How goes it?”’ asked Reggie tensely.

I sat up, shook my:aelf and slappsd my
chest.

"« 'Better I said briskly. * In fact, heaps

‘ better' ’

* Really?’’ gasped Watson.

‘“ You bet!”’ I declared. *‘ Not quite my-
self yet; but that sore throat's gone, and my
eves don t water.” |

They looked at me keenl}

“ Yes, I must say you look a lot better,”
said Pitt, nodding. * But you'll never he
able to ﬂet into condition by this afternoon.
The cold's gone, I can see—completely

vanished.”’

He felt my forehead, and then tested my
)ul»e
1 * Practically mormal,”” he announced.

‘ You may not know it, but yesterday you
de a terrific temperature. You were abso-
Iutely Feverish., That's all gone, thank gonod-
ness. Within tliree days you'll be fit.”

“ Give me until Saturday, and T’ll be as
well as ever,” I declared.

Rego‘xe Pltt nodded.

““ That's the idea,”” he said briskly.
“ We’ll postpone the fight -until Saturday
afternoon. 1'll go stralght over to Boots,
and put it to him., Ile’s bound to agree-—
he'll never consent to fight a sick man.

When Pitt mede this decision known there
was much enthusiasm. And all the juniors
were intensely relieved to find that I was so

‘much better. One Jook at me was enough for
all of them.

The old sparkle had vreturned to my
eyes, and that lethargic feeling had gone.
1 was.again my brisk self. But the whole
of my body was in a weakened condition. My

muscles were flabby, and there was not the

same springiness in my actions. 1 felt all

‘right, but I knew that I wasn't fit enough.
The cold had left its mark—had left me a

anere shadow when it came to fighting

‘strength.

Reggie Pitt was over in the College House
long before breakfast. But he was not
up before the Supreme Six. They were

coliected in the College House lobby, and
‘Buster Boots was looking in the pink of con-

dition.
Y Just’ a “’Ord; Boot-s.” said Plttr b!‘ibkl}’.

_'“ I suppose you know that Nipper's had a

.pretty rotten cold since Monday morn-
ing—-"’

““ Has he?"” interrupted Boots.  Why
should I kaow anything about it? 1 cer- -

| said Buster Boots dehberately

tainly noticed him sniffing a bit in the classs
room, but L _didn't think it was much!”

Pitt looked at Buster grimly. .

“That sort of thing won’t dol!” he
growied, . You know as well as anything
that Nlppers had a rotten cold on him for
days. It was only by a supreme effort that
he concealed it from old Crowell—and saved
himself from getting into the sanny.
Nipper's better thls morning, but in no con-
dition to fight.”

*Oh! sa.id Buster, with an unpleasant
sneer. “ So that's the game, is it? You
want to call off the tight, eh?”’ '

Pitt's eyes flashed.

“No, I don’t!” he snapped. °‘ There’s no
question about calling off the fight; but,
under the circumstances, I think it “would be
far better to postpone it until Saturday
afternoon.”

“Rot!" put in Percy Bray. “ I'm Buster’s
manager, and I won't even cousider it. Tlle
fight’s booked for this afternoon, and we're
not going to have any of vour bunkum. A
nice thing! Just because Nipper gets stale,
you want to—"’

“ Stale!”’ roared Pitt.
I tell yout!”

o Angf excuse is better than none!”’ jeered

“He’s had a cold,

Bray. ‘“Anyhow, if . Nipper dosn't turn
up for the -fight, there’ll be a row! He'll
cut a4 fine figure, won't he? Pretending

to be the champion boxer of the Remove,
and then funking the scrap at the last
moment!”’

“You cad!'" said Pitt hotly. * You know
well enough that Nipper is as game as
anybody can be! He’ll fight if he has to—
but if you're a sportsman, Boots, you'll
agree to this postponement.”

“I'mn not tuking any notice of your jibes,”
** And this

fizht is going to take place this afternoon—
or there’ll be some trouble! I'm not agree-
able to any postponement.”

Pitt turned on his heel, and walked away.
He was so angry that he couldn’t trust. him-

self to speak for a bit. He met Handforth
out in the Triangle, and managed to ea.plmn
what had happened.

“I was a fool to go over there at alne”
he finished up. ‘I might have known what
to expect. Those rotten Monks have gof
no decency at all,”’

““ The best thing is to have the fight—
we can't let those rotters jeer at us!” said
Handforth grimly, *‘ My hat! It's not to
thought of! Le 'S hear what Nipper says.”

They told me what had happened, and my
decision was prompt.

“It'll be an unfair confest, but there’s
only one thing to do,”” I said quletlv . § |
Buster won’t agree to a postponement, the
only thing is t.o go ahead. Those cads will
onlty start Jeermg and crowing if we in-

1’% »r

““The miserable rotters!”
Watson hotly.

** Couldn’t we report your condition to Mr.
Lee, and get him to order you into the

aaid Tomm:;r



sanny?”’ asked Handforth.
~econldn’t say anything then—" |
C“Tm an ldiot!” interupted Pitt. 1
ought to have done that yesterday. Bub
it’s ton late now—Nipper’s almost himself
again, . He’s thrown the cold off, and he
eould never get into the sanny. But, al-
though the cold’s gone, it doesn’t alter the
fact that his muscles are as flabby as dead
mutton.” ;. | | _ o
The only possibility was to carry on with
the fight. The attitude of the Monks was
such that there was nothing else to be done.
But every one of my supporters felt uneasy
and alarmed. : ‘

CHAPTER 1X.
THE GREAT FIGHT!
XCITEMENT réigned.

It was afternoon,

and Fort Resolute

. was ~ absolutely Dbe-

sieged with crowds of

animated juniors amnd
seniors.

It was practically time for thie big fight to |

commence. All the seat holders were in
their places—and thc only surprising thing
was that the sides of the old barn did not
bulge outwards. I'he place was packed. fo
suffocation. ‘

IFags were squalting along the beams far
above—many of them having slipped in with-
out paying. And outside c¢rowds of other
fellows waited—juniors who had not been
:;ble to buy tickets on the previous Satur-
day. :

A kind of extra grand-stand had been

crected outside the big open doors—a grand-
stand composed of boxes, step-ladders, and
everything else that cculd possibly be raked
together.
. For it was easy enough to see into the
Wig barn, and garze direct upon the ring.
But only a few fellows would be able to
~occupy that stand at once. However;, the
tronbles of these juniors did not worry those
within. . '

‘“(ome on—start up!”’

““Where's the referce?”

*“ Ancient House-—Ancient House!”

** Yah-—rotten [Fossils! -College llouse!”

The rival factions yelled at ome another
~with all their strength. And then there were
storms of cheering. For John Busterfield
Boots and myself had just appeared. We
were attired in our overcoats, but these we
discarded immediately upoun entering the
ving-—revealing  ourselves in full  fightiug
array: - |

Seatedd in our corpers, we were atitended
to by cur respective seconds. And I must
admit that I was feeling a great deal better
now. Some of my old- form had come back.
I had recoverdd -with remarkable rapidiiy
during the morning. My muscles -were feel-
ing stronger, and my head was steady.

John Busterficld Boots was the very pic-
ture of health and strenzgth. And there was

“ Thes¢. cadsy.

Bray took the bianket away, and

examined it near the window. The
pale moonlight was quite sufficient
for him to see bhy. '

a smile of complete zonfldence on his freckled

face. He had cvery reason to feel certuin
of victory, for all the odds werg in his
favour. : :

And then LEdgar Fenton appeared. His
arrival, of course, was the signal for a fresh
burst of cheering. The referee was on the
spot, and now it was omly a matter of
moments before the actual fight commenced,

¢ Hurrah!” .

‘“Go it, lFenton--say the word!"!

“Buck up, Nipper—you’ll win!”’

‘““Ilear, hear!” 2 s -

“Yah! Buster's the ~hap who'll win!”’

¢ enton frowned. ‘
‘“Net 50 much npoise!” he shouted,

“ Everything ready? What’s wroung w.th

you, Nipper? You dou’t look yourself to-

day ?”

«Oh, nothing much,” T said. “I'm all
right.”’ |

“1e's had a bad cold since Sunday—*"
began Tommy Watson., - N

“Yah! Trying to cxcuse him ¥’ yelled the
Monks.

*] don’t quite like this,”” =aid TFenton
cartly. **\What's the matter here? Are you
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feliows ready to begin this fight? 11 either

of you aren’ well, you’d better postpong it

—— L
“Here, hear!” shouteld a

Fossils. '

~ “We suggested a postponement this morn-

g, Fentom,”” said Pitt. “But Boots and

his suporters won't agree to it.”

. % Not likely!” flared up Percy Bray.

“ Nipper’s fit enough—there's nothing wrong

number of

with him! If he says he's not well, it's
all bluff!” '
“Yah! He's afraid!” hooted the Monks.

“Carry on with it, Fenton,”” I said quietly.
“['m quite ready to fight cow. We don’t
want to have any unplecasantness.”

Fenton could see exactly how things were,
and he didn't hesitate. He knew well enoligh
that it would be very difficult to control this
crowd if there was any suggestion of post-
ponement now. It was, indeed, essential to
go straight ahead with the fight.

“ Time!" :

The gong sounded, and the first round
?ommenced. As Buster Boots and 1 stepped

rorl
tense, expectant silence. The fellows all
})ecalune- hushed, and stood looking on breath-
essly.

Boots and I shook hands in the usual for-
mal .manner—and the fight was on.

Quick as a flash, Boots whipped his left
round, and attempted to hook me on the
sile of the jaw. But I avoided the blow
‘with ease, and side-stepped. Boots followed
me up, and pressed the fighting.

I could see that e was intent upon finishing

this battle as soon as ever he possibly could. }

He had the idea that he had all the ad-
vantage—that he was, indeed, far superior
to me. And he thought that if he could
only give me the knockout to start with, his
victory would be supreme.,

But Buster made a mistake,

. Just at present 1 was ready for him—I
was a perfect fighting machine. All the
suppleness had returned to my musecles, and
in the excitement of the hattle I felt per-
fectly fit. '

But this, after all, was only a temporary
fithess. My weakened condition would not
allow me to Leep up the pace. After three
or four rounds I should begin to lose my
speed. I knew this as well as anything. My
only chance, indeed, was to press the fight-
ing at tlie outset.

Boots’ policy, on the other hand, ought
to have beem a waiting game. The finest
thing he could do was to let me expend my
energy. It would omly be a matter of time,

then, before he was in a position to deliver

the knockout. Once the first few rounds
were over, I should be done—I should have
shot my bolt.

Ordinarily, my staying power was -great.
But now I was In just the opposite con-
dition. I was capable of giving just oune big
burst of speed, and then I should be finished.
I knew it, and 1 worked accordingly.

Buster himself, instead of gaining the im-

our respective corners there was a.
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mediate advantage, fouad, to his dismay,
that he was compelled to be entirely on the
defensive. I fairly drove him round the
ring, hitting with whirlwind force,

Crash! Bift! Crash! |

Blow after blow crashed upon Boots. He
staggered back blindly, and fell against the
ropes. I hammered him with all my strength.
And his attempts to keep up his guard were
futile. Somehow or other, he managed to.
sli.p away, and lunged out at me with his
left. 5
Like lightning I ducked, and my famous
right swing came round and caught Buster
on the point of the jaw. He went com-
pletely over, crashing to the floor with a
thud. And he lay -there, dazed and be-
wildered.

“JIe's down—he's down!”

¢ Hurrah!”’

‘“ Buster's whacked!”’ .

¢ One—two,—three—four——-" counted I'en-
ton deliberately. . o @
~ * Stay down there until lie counts eight
shouted Bray, his voice filled with anxiety.
“Don’t get up yet, Buster—give yourself
time!”

“ Five—six—seven—-—"'

Clang!

The round was over, and Buster Boots
had been saved by the sound of the gong.
Iven his own supporters were ready to ad-
mit that that blow of mine had been a
knock-out. Buster had been saved by the
gong alone. He would never have risen at
the count of nine, for he was utterly groggy.

I went back to my corner, feeling fine.

““Wonderful!” breathed Pitt euthusiastic-
ally. “Keep it up, old man! If ;ou'd only
delivered that blow ten seconds bhefore, you'd
have finished him off! When it comes to

$2s

science, you've got him whacked:.”

‘“ Absolutely!”” said Handforth.

My seconds tended me with every care.
In the meantime, the Faithful TFive wére
anxiously attending to their own leader.
Boots was feeling much better after treat-
ment, and there was a grim look in his eye.

“ Nipper’s a terror all right!” he mut-
terefz. ‘““ fle's got a punch like a batbtering-.
ram!”’ '

“JIt's your owu fault!” snapped Bray.
“PDon't give him another opening! Keep on
the defensive for the first three or four
rounds. He can't stay the course! JIle’ll
be all right for a round or two, and thien
he’ll peter out!” :

“ All rigut—T'll remember,” said Buster.

Clang ! '

The second round commenced. I con-
tinued my policy of aggression. for I knew
that it was iy only hope. Indeed, I was
feeling the effects of the battle already.
My arms and legs were aching. Under -any
ordinary circumstances 1 should have felt
no effects whatever. T

I carried the fight into Buster's  territory
with all the force and strength of which I
was capable. At this period of the matceh I
was absolutely in the asceandancy. Buster
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Boots had no opportumity to fight back—all
his attention was confined to his defence.
- CUrash! Bang! Crash!

Again 1 had the College House leader
against the ropes. And .then he suddenly
sprang to the attack with a perfect burst
of activity. His own science was of a high
order, and his boxing ability was consider-

able. But he was annoyed by the fact that |

I should constantly keep him on the de-
fensive. Ile meant to show the ¢rowd what
he could do.

““Go it, Buster!”

¢ Hurrah ¢’

“ Nipper’s the man- -—f-o it, Nipper!”

We were going lt-—{ur all we were worth.
Fenton bad very little to do. Ile kept his
eyes - copstantly open for fouls—but neither
Boots nor 1 wera the kind of fellows to in-
dulge. in boxing of that kind. Buster, in
-spite of his guestionabie ways, was an abso-
lutely [air flighter.

Ile Junged out at me with all his great
strength. "One hlow caught me on the
chest, aind another in tihe neck. Then he
brought round a hook which jabbed me
viciously on the cheek, |

I staggered away, momnentarily at a loss.
And Buster pressed his advautage. He
drove me round the ring, both ¢f us fighting
furiously.

Buster’s winning!”’

‘““ Whack him, Boots!"”

“‘ Knock him out, XNipper!”

CUrash!

Buster didn't exactly know what lmppeued
But just when he was preparing to finish
me off with a fearful swipe, something
scemed to come from nowhere—something
which cauvght Buster on the nose, and sent
him hurtling backwards into the ropes. He
feR half through them, and nearly vanizhed
out of the ring.

‘““ Hurrah!”

“Good old XNipper!”

“1t’s the knockout—Nipper's won!’”

But Buster Boots was getting to his feet

again—and I was ready to deMver a blow
that would be vital. But, somehow or other,

I was already losing my power. Again and
again 1 punched, but I couldn’t seem to get
that sting into my blows.

That last terrific punch had taken a great
deal of my energy—and now I was teelmg
the effects far more than I cared teo admit.
- T was, indeed, petesing out at a speed which
alarmed me enormoushr it was only by
supreme will-power that I kept going.

And now I should not have the sgmpathy
of the erowd if I collapsed.

For during these two opening rounds I had
proved myself to be an efficient fighting
machine—there had been no indication that 1
was stale or -suffering from the effects of
my recent cold. Kven my own supporters
had yelled to one anobther that I had com-
pletely . recovered,

But, after all, it was a. kmd or
was' only a fiash-in the pan, as I h
from the very. start.

eer. It
knqwn

On the utller hand, if I bad been ﬂrogg}
from thie very outset the crowd would have
velled for a postponzment—they would have
realised that I was unfit for the battle. In
a way, I accused myself of foolishness for not
having insisted upon a postponement until
the following [Saturday. But the thought
of Buster's sneers had made me firm. 1
would go ahead with it.

Clang!

That sound was the most welcome I had
ever - heard. I almost staggered to  my
corner, and sank into iy seat, while Reggie

Pitt and Tommy Watson spnuged me down,
.md vigorously rubbed my HLmbs.

“You're. doing wonders!’ said Pitt en-
couragingly.

““ Keep it up, old son!"

“[ can’'t—1'my whacked!™
shan't last another round!”

They looked at mie in almost a scared way.
I only saw them through a kind of blurry
haze. My head was throbbing, and I trembled
in every litnh. 1 was staky all over—with
that kind. of zhakiness which comes with
faintness. It was an 2fiort to lift an arm.
And T knew, then, that I was doomed o
defeat. Just for a mnomcnt the thouﬂltu
seemed fo send new fire through me,

Defeat!

It was terrivle to think of—and how un-
fair! Given a proper chance, I should have
defeated Beots without any trouble at all.
Indeed, I was convinced that I could have
knoched him out in less than three rounds.
The fact that I had stayed two 1ounds

gaid Tomin;t-’.

I muttered. 1

already, in my preseat condition, was sur-
prising to me. I had not expected it.
Clang!

The third round started—and it prmed fo
be the last.

Boots adopted the aggressive at once. He
had probably seen that I was getting groggy,
and le decided to seize his advantage. He
would have dome better if he had waited
until #he fourth round, for by then, pro-
bably, his task would have been easier still,
As it was, he had a little difficulty.

As I sprang towards Boois a little of my
former. fire came back. I forgot abouti the
trembling in my limbs, and the dreadful
faintness which assailed me. And 1 rushed
in, determined to make one last, despairing
effort. I kuew it was hopeless from the very
start, but there was just a chance,

I was like a demon.

I fairly hurled myself at Buster, and for
a moment he was battered by a hurricane
of blows. He went reeling back, more sur-
prised than hurt, for there was no sting ta
my punches. But the spectators did not
know thiz. It scémed to them that I was
winning. _

““Go it, Nipper!”?

< Hurrah !*’

* Good man!” '

I only heard those voices in a kind of
dream. They seemied to be far away and
quite detdached. John Busterfield Boots

(Continued on cover iii)
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THE OLD SCHOOL AND CHAPEL, FROM 'THE TERRACE.

HARROW SCHOOL.—Founded for poor) history sport has always been a greatl
boys of the parish in 1571, by John Lyon, | feature with Harrovians., The chief sport
a  wealthy yeoman of Queen Elizabeth’s [ in Lyon’s day was archery, Lyon himself
day. The oldest of the existing school | presenting the boys with a silver arrow
buildings were not erected until 1615, Just | to be competed for every year. This
bhefore his death in 1391, John Lyomn, threw } competition was kept up for two centuries.
open the school to boys outside the parish. | Nowadays, the great sporting event cf the
‘From that time Harrow School may be | year is the famous cricket match at Lord’s
said to have started its long and dis- | against their old time rivals, the Etonians.
tinguished career as one of the world's | (Next week will appear a splendid drawing of
ieading public schools. From its earliest ! Winchester Colleoge.
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THE NELSON-

himself was a mere blur,
1 was hitting out at him—but 1
absolute certainty of his position.
giddy and faint.

We clinghed—:and Bu:,-ter bhroke away, and
then something hit me in the chest. Dw:nne-
thing else %truel\ ine' on the jaw,

1 stag rered back, defending myself feebly.
Lyerything had become biack and dim. ]
didn’t care what hapjened., And the next
moment Buster Boots delivered a .powerful
lunge- which caught me on the point.

1 crashed over, and knew nothjng.

Those who were Iooking on jumped to
their feet,
cern.

““ Buck up, Nipper—get-up, you ass!

£ Four— fne — 31X -— seven. Sl contmued
_l-cnton grimly.

He had begun LOUlltlhﬁ as £00Nn as I was
down—and now there was no sign ~whatever
of my getting to my feet.

had no
1 felt

'!}

.“Come on, Nipper; pull yourself to-
g{‘ther'” . -

!t Eight—nine--out!” said Ienton relent-
]esalv :

And then paudw.umum broh loose,

‘““Hurrah ! ~

“ (‘ollege House “-ius!”

““ Nipper’s beaten!®

“Hurrah!? : r s

‘““Beaten?”. mubtered : Pitt tensely. I
knew it—I knew it 2!l along! Oh, my hat!

This is a tragedy!”

“And—and nhe was certain of victory,
too!”’ said Tominy Watson dazedly. ““It’s
all wrong—the fight ought to he held over
again ¢? .

“1t’s no good talking now—too late!”
said De Valerie. “It’s all over—Nipper’s
beaten. He's no longer captain of the Re-
nwove; Buster Boots hecomes Laptam from
t,lus mirute onwards!”

Ile was there, and

1nd velled with alarm and con-

—-Buster .BD‘]tS
-Reniove. .

‘House,

THE EXD,

-'- — -

LEE" LIBRARY |I/ZSis:

Pitt nodded.
* Buster Boots—captain,” he muttered.

-¢¢1t see:ns that the Remove is in for some

pretty lively times!”

Crowds of juniors carried me to my corner,
and helped to restore me to my senses.

They treated me tenderly, bathed my head
and temples, and slowly brought me round.

In the' meantime, TFullwood & Co. were
glaring at one another fiercely.

“Beaten!” snapped Gulliver.. *¢ ¥You—you
rotter! Telling. mec tc put my mounecy on
Nipper! I've lost over thirty bob!”

“An’ I've lost two qmd'” snapped Gulli-
ver.

“That's rlrrht+sme* 3
< Snivel over your miserable shiilin’s! - What
about me? I've lost fifteen quid! But I
wis sure Nipper would win—an’ s0 he would.
but for that eold. 1t's a rotten shasie—he
wasn't fit to ilght—they ought to llave post
poned- it!” -

Most of the Ancient llouse fellows were
talking in .that strain—but it was no goed!
The fight had been a tussle for the (.d.ptdllwg,
and ]uhn Busterfield - Boots had won by a
fair knogk-out.. My condition at the time
of the fight was notking whatever to do with
the result. . The one concrete fact was there
Wi néw mpmm of the

snarled FFullwood.

And while 1 was led luuh mto ithe -’H][‘lt?llt
surrounded by my supporters, the
Monks celebrated. :

" Gloom prevailed in the Ancient IHouse—
and triumph supreme rioted throughout the

junior sections of the College House.

The blow had {fallen!

And it seemed that the Remove
booked for some veryv Jively times!
With John Bustertield Boots in supreme
command there was every prospect of
trouble!

was

EDITORIAL ANNOUNCEMENT.

My Dear Readers,

OQutwardly, John Busterficld Boots has
fairly and squarely knocked out Nipper in
ithe boxing contest, and is now aeclaimed
Skipper of the Remove. IHe is the hero of
the hour. but how long will his popularity
last?. We know, of course, that Nipper
would have won the fighit had he not con-
tracted a cold through DBray’s dastardly
trick. Unhappily, this cannot be proved,
and although Nipper knew that he could
have heaten his opponent had he been fit,
the ex-captain of ithe Remove is not t]lL
sort of boy to make any excuses for his

defeat.

) THE NEW CAPTAIN,

- " Buster’s rapid rise to fame and power is
the talk. of the .scheool, and the juniors
are wondering how he will shape now that
he has attfuned his ambition. It is quite
¢vident that the new leader intends to
make sone drastic changes in running the

Remove, but whether these changes will he
for the good or-ill of the Reniove remains
to be scen. One thine is ecrtain. Buster
will rule in the same ruthless ~manner
which brought him into power, and you -will
read all. about it in next week’s stirring
narrative:

‘“ A ROD OF IRON, or The Ruler of the
Remove !’

THE NEW COMPETITION.

The wonderful seleetion of prizes offered
in our forthcoming competition beats all
receords.  Just look at the imposing list of
magnificent things contained .on Page V. of
“Our Detective Story Sectmn” Your
chances of winning something were never
so great. Make up your mind now io enter
the contest. Remember that it starts in the
October 20th issue. More particulars will
be given next week.

Your sincere friend,
THE EPDPITOR.
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& The ''Big Ben” Keyless Lever Watch
g8 on THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS
ever put before the British Public ==

by one of London's Oldest-Estab- W%
lished Mail Order Houses. <R & :

— An absohitely g
FREE Free Cife "ot
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a Solid Silver English S
Hall-marked ~Double Curb L-)
Albert, with Seal attached, Q"
given Frea with every Watch, ({3

Specification: Gent's Full. {3
size Keyless Lever - Watch, (=
=—\lwproved action; fitted patent g\
- pecoil |, ciick, preventing lf
. brealkaie of mainspring (S
e - by overwinding, !
X 10 Years' Warranty. \:,
W - Sent on receipt of
W . 3d.deposit: after h:“
W approval, send 1/8 e
\ more. The balance ¥
t may then be paid; ‘\—».‘
by 9 monthly pay.’ '05‘
i ments of 2/. each. (&Y
h* Cash refunded in L-'.‘
! full if dissatisfied, =
Send 3d. now-to ?, .
(Dept. 87), (&
26 Deamark Hill, {3
Loadoen, S.E. 5. ‘t:.
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ARE-YOU FRICHTENED

of _meetinF people, mixing in company, going to
social gatherings, dances, etc.? Do vou lack %elr-
Confidence;—suffer —from - Nervous Fears, Depres-
sion, Blushing, Timidity, or Sleeplessness? Be-
come Self-Confident s full of Courage, bright and
happy by sending immediately 3 penny stamps
for particulars of the Mento-Nervae Strengthenin

Treatment,. GUARANTEED - CURE OR-MONE

REFUNDED.—GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH~ Ltd.,
{}4%.411111301‘1&1 Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London,
. ; Kol - CAE . A

7=\ HEIGHT GOUNTS
k’i ‘A in wiﬁni_ng success. Let _tﬁé‘(}irv‘a.;l
: ﬂﬁja System increase your height.. Send

P.C. for-particulars and our ‘€100

¥ iy guarantée to Enguiry Dept. A.M . P,
Can 17, 8troud GICCM(QB.(I‘.-I.O?I[I%H TN4,

FILMS Comic and Cowboy.:» 1,000 ft.areels,

: ‘!E from® 7/6. - -Large “sample¢” film, 1/3
post “ free.*#.Stamp .foridlists—TYSON &
MARSHALL, Nottingham, ™~~~ »

CHOOSE 40 -STAMPS, 6d., f{rom
packet of 500. 100 for 1/-, Send postage.
—B. L. CORYN, 10, Wave Crest,
Whitstable, Kent. -

FRETWORK
This splendid design of

a double photo frame is
presented with the Octo-
ber number of HANDI-
CRAFTS MAGAZINE,
2d, of all newsagents,
FREE. Write for booklet

Il and  free designs ta
.

: HANDICRAFTS Lutd
.Dept. P, 264/8, Holloway Road, London, N.7.

MAGIC TRICKS, ctc.—Parcels 2/6, §;6. Yen-
triloquist’s Instrument, Invisible, Imitate Birds,
Price 6d. each, 4 for 1/-.—=T. W, HARRISON,
239, Pentonville Road, London N.1.

40 SPLENDID STAMPS FREE—40!
The ‘* UNIVERSAL '’ packet, containing—Set of
8 GERMAN, BELGIUM (unused), Argentine,
MOZAMBIQUE, Cape Verde, GUYANE, Azores,
REUNION, Ceylon, GUINE, Russia, St.
THOMAS, - China, ANGOLA, and sct of 20
LIECHTENSTEIN. Send 1id. postage, and ask
for approvals.—Victor Bancroft, Matlock.

DON’T BE BULLIED
Specialoffer. Two Illus. Sample Less
sons from my Complete Course on
8 JUJITSU for 4 pennystamps.Jujitsu
2 isthebest & simplest science of self

. defenceandattackeverin.
_ vented, Learnto takecare
o 2B o Of yourself under all cir-

s ® .. cumstances and learn to
protect thesmall& weak. SENDNOW. —"YAWARA"
SCHOOL (Dept.A.P.),31.Golden Sq., RegentStreet. W.1,

"STAMP ‘COLLECTOR'S:OUTFIT FREE!
‘Also 'over .60 i Differenty Stamps, in-
cluding Vest-pocket Wallet;~-Packets of Stamp
Mounts, and -‘Iransparent Envelopes; also 60
different— Ukraine, Silesia, Lithuania, Prussia,
Slesvig, ¢te. Send PQSTCARD only and request
Approvals. - LISBURN & «TOWNSEND,
168, Islington,” Liverpool. -

WIRELESS, - COMPLETE MINIA-

1 TURE RECEIVING
SET (Crystal). Guarantced 25 miles, 3/=.—
Hayvdine & Co0.,.647, Fulham Rd., London,.

A A), MAGIC TRICKS,

ﬁ etc. Yentriloguist’s Inctrument.
Invisible. Imitates birds, beasts.
Lot,1/- (P.0OQ.).—
Wonder Co., 43, George St,,
Weston.s-Mare. (Business by
post only.)

\4

A

““ WARRIOR " PACKET FREE!-17 Stamps
+depicting Soldiers.xIncludes Sct of 9 Belgian King
s Abert in suniformt (lad: postage.)—STCCKTOXN &

| CO= (Dept.2 A), WESTCLIFF-ON-SEA.

. WOURS for 6d. ONLY
s : This' '+ handsome full - sized

Gent's - Lever.~ Watch  sent
upon , receipt. of 6d. After
- “approval send.1l/- more, the

balance is ‘- then - payable by
"6 aeamonthly . instalments
of 2/-=each. e Guaranteed 5
«~years..« Chain- offered Free with
“every watchi. Wrist Watchoes,
“eteX--on“game® terms. Cash
returned if dissatisfied. Send
1/-now to Simpson’s, Ltd.,
(Dept. 122), 94, Queen’s
Road, Brighton, Sussex.
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