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By
JACK LANCASTER. ‘

(Our Readers are informed that the charsc-
fers in the following Story are purely
imaginsry; @0 rolerence or allusion
is mada to any liviag person. ~Actual
psmes may be unintentionally men-
tioned, but the Editor wishes it to be
distinelly understood that no adverse
pecsonal reflection is intended.]

CHAPTER 1.

An Appeal for Help.
Gmnm.\' GRAYLE, betjer known

s the Panthe Yas  SUPPOSCC
, be busy. 1, Geoffrey Martin,
friend, and sometimes his
oading while he scrib
r after lotter.
Almost simultaneously the Panther
id aside his pen and I set down my
ook, and we both listened The
sht footsteps of a girl were ascend-
g the stairs.
The Panther's housckeeper bad
wen givon strict instructions to admit
hody. her she had risked the
Juen of disobedience or had
n eluded wo did not know.
We heard the girl pause outside the
She did not knook ‘at once.
s at cach other, guessing
st she was very flustered and ner-
us, and afraid to rap at the door
esently the knock came—more a
d»!u than a knock, very low and

in!” said the Panther

The
0 was a girl of nineteen or twenty,

opened, and sho entered.

and of medium height. She
_ been pretty, but the
i out of her face. She
«d by some blow,
infinitely pitiable.
spare me o few
said, in o tone half
apologetio. *‘ I can see
are but—but I will
£ D you many minutes."”
Dlaced a chair for her, and the
uther invited her to sit down.
i ’_\“h,uu' is ut your disposal,” he
Please tell me in what way I
i serve you.'
you heard of the great
ond robbery in the City?’ she

i 1 understand that John
ord has been arrested in connec-
' with the affair, I have not gone
z;}mcly into the case, but things
%3 to look very black against

: ¥ look black enough, Heaven
.. she answored.  ‘'‘Ho no
:‘dld it than you. I—I am en-
; h; him.”

N that case T sincerely hope h
mocont, If you wish me tomhnls

perh i
pherhaps you would not mind re- [ HERH

108 my memory 8s

ablo to o
Yes, Tll tell you all about it,"” sho

 brightonin; consi
ke et Vo Broibar s Bl | oy touigy o

dontial clork to_the f wenty thousand
I"ry & khart. He obhi:"d .c: :nlu'g
“ntial introduction to tho firm, | monsy o
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rtnership at no very distant dal
of the safo often re-
T da,

yestorday a friond | to change into his evening clothes. g
Ho told the carotaker, and arrang clusive.  But he didn't do it, Mr.
and was | with her to lot him in after helad scen Graylo; 1'm convinced he didn't c{o

e only

was extremely

neccurity until some

was cutrusted implicitly. There

#me talk of his being taken into 1‘;&&.

stones
tohun.bon)dhgf.i
his “fri Lockhart's presence, diamonds
his kecping | wero found to have dissppeared. Tho ' you,

W

— i»
g ’ : “ Nt

g = | A LEAP

- FOR LIBERTY !

S

| the diamonds.  They were put into

te.
in him
samo . ovoning  Jack was Jack was immediately arrest.

at the office after the others had gone

scem to bo

home—I live at

was 8 | mo it,
offo that ho could take the bag in which | one who helicves in his innoc
worth of | ha' _%tcl.md his morning clothes “Not the only one, if you will
home with him. Wall,_msnwl morning, | excuse my saying 30, the Panthor
m

d [ when the safe was r.

nd,

rmli‘oulcr koy was in the possession

lh'n' le:‘lud left therc. o(“ r. Agbury, the sleeping partner.
ily whic) to certain | oined in his ion for to- | taking me ta  theatre. o remained | Ho possossed the key to the fo; |

ich a busy ‘man Iike mysell PO e o Tie R tiea thio. oMsa sttt soidnight?

tho evidonce against him scems con-

nmit a theft
s would have

im,” she said
nvicted it will

poke quite calmly, but she

k we will adopt the good old
v dic,” the Panther
ally. . ** Now, my
z , I want you to do
st Lo ansSwer one or two ques:
nd then I will do my utmost
the truth of the whole busi-
ou know the name of the
wh ft the stones

s p ssion 1"

as telling me about
him. His name is Lazarus Lievens;
his office is somewhers in Hatton
Garden."

“Thanks! And now, if you could
tell me about the time which Mr. Wil
ford would have reached the City
after leaving you, it might help &
little."

“* About onc o'clock, T should think.
He reached Kensi at twelve
thirty, and left mediately in a
taxi.’!

“ And now,
address of
hart, I thir
catechism, N
“T'm s

)

if you can give me the
. Agbury & Lock-
that will conclude my

she said, “ T have nok
told you my name. It is Miss Brian,"*
Sho went on to give the addross of

offices as the Panther had re~
quested, and then handed him her
card

“If you have good nows,” she said,
* you will let me hear from you at

U , Mr. Grayle!"
the Panther an-
rust that it may be my
t to keep you wailing

I will crtainly do my best
nd Mr. Wilford 1"

% hands with us both, and
nthor showed her out

as he came back
into the room, ' you've about

it now. You've got enough work to
last you for weeks, and now you've
undertaken another case."

It can't bo helped,” he answered.
“ Hore's a case of an innocent man in
prison, and unless someone londs him
a hand he'll be quodded as sure os his:
name's Wilford." 3 4

“You scem pretty cortain of his
innocence,” T said. 3

“Y am, for the reasons I cxplained
to Miss Brian. Well, Martin, supposa
we don’t waste any more time ng.
Shout down to the housekecper and ™
tell hor to call a cab, and then
your hat and coat on. We a
to do ourselves the honour of
upon Messrs, Agbury & Locki

We did not exchange anot!
dozen words until we werp
down Fleet Street in a taxicab.

“ What we want to discover,’
Panther said to me, ** is the name
tho maker of the safe. b
of a safo being open
apparent _violence I'm always sus
picious. On sonmie of these safos there
are scrows at tho back under a coat-
ing of enamel; tho burglar has only

swer 2
good fortune

Sho s
then the
““ Well,

** You mean,” she exclaimed, ** that
% "

i Contlaucd on the next page.
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TeTgalteear:
~ _jusion of this

opulair School Story.
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THE

. j'enwyn, A
Dk L ish Ind who
to n Council-
bains a_schol-

iy at St Wodo's,
L that the fel:

great school
upon him.
¢ the [riend-
o *Bunny"
| “lowerer, he
‘pis way into
larity . by sheer
wnd his Form
cone 1o regard
lero, nll‘l exeept l;lzngd.~n,
Ule of the Fourth. *I'm rot
o D) v ansiking (o do with a
E0% elool outsider ! says Dlag-
G Bereely.

(Izead on from here.)

i

epl
Jark,
llows

[

| Blagden's Enmity.

| w ELL, said Corton, “he's got
{
|

ting so jolly popular, that
the question seems o me
to bo whether he'll have
# to do with you. But shut
and come down to the
kot

0k, all riaht!"
Pen and Bunny came out of the
Heuse, tho latter with bat under
L arni, _ Blagden looked at them
with lowering brows.
1 that outsider

adod
i licard the words, and flashed

“playing?" he de-

d

. Ifawko has told me to take part
i the Form practice now ericket's be-
poning,'’ hio said, looking directly at
Blagden.

Dlazden shrugged his shoulders.

“ Are you follows going to stan
lie d

ed.
said Corton's reply.
Well, not!" said Dlsgden.
“I'm ot goiog to stand the cad. 1
be plays, T don't.  You fellons can
take your choice.”

As" Dlagden was captoin of the
junior team, Lo seemed to regard this
s a clincher. But the other fellows

RIVALS OF S*WODES

CHARLES
HAMILTON,

Author of
“THE RIVALS
OF St. KIT'S."

arm throuzh Pen's, and leading him
off towards the playing-fields. ** You
won't dn anything of the sort!"

* Faith, and yo won't!" said

0O'Danovan.

“'No," said Corton. ** Blaggy will
come round, and I don't see why you
shouldn’t play. Besides, it's no good
asking Hawke—he's dead determined
on juniors keeping up the practice.”’

And Ten went down to the fields
with the ericketers.

But Blagden was not in his place
there.

The erstwhile caplain of the Fourth
Form at St. Wode's had tramped
away by himself, and he was alone—
with a strange fecling of being
friendless and solitary, which he had
caused 'en ta feel often enouglh.

But it was Blagden's first experi-
ence of that kind, and he did not like
it. Dlack bitterness was growing in
his heart—a furious and unreasonahln
hatred of the Council-school boy at
8. Wode's

They had been foes from (ho start—
and cverythiog had scomed to be in
Blagden's favour—his rival had no
chance agninst him. Dut the rivals
of St. Wade's had clianged their posi-
tions now. It was I'en who was in
the stronger position now—en wha
had  m friends—Pen  who could
rezard his rival with conteript if he
chiose. ¥

Nagden realised it only too clearly

o turned back towards the schoul
at last, and paused on the bridge over
the little stream to rest.

From the bridge he could sre the
top of the pavilion on the St. Wode's

oschanged uncasy glunces.

o

Well,” h;\ln.l Blagden fiercely, ** is
b goiny to play?"

Tlawko says he is to," said Bam-

fond X .
“And you'ro going to play with
Lo

|
supposo s0."

J “You mesn that?" shouted Blag-
den.
w0l course we mean itl" szid
Corton irritably.  * We'vo got no
chuce in the matter, have we? Do
be reavomable, Blaggy!” |

“larg you olll” said Blagden.
“Ploy the cad, then, if you prefer
hum to we. 1 don’t touch o bat or 8

g

| ook liere, Blaggy

! Dlagden swung .,ﬁny without reply-
ing

Pen Ligked ved and uncomfortable.

“ Lok liere, vou follows!” he ex-
dinied  * Dlagden was hero before
me. and 1 don't want to force mysell
1to the team. I'll ask Hawke to let

e off the crirket practice.”

"Rats ! said Nevcome, passing his

around, and he wondered whether the
cricketers were still playinz.

Yen, at all evenls, wos not, Dlag-
den caught sight of a well-hnown
figure coming down the path towards
thie bridge.

It was ’en.

Tha ericket practice was long over,
and I’en was taking a quict stroll by
limsell, A large trec hid Blagden
from his sight, as Blagden sat on the
low stone parapet of the bridge.

Blazden watched him come, with
gleaning eyes. 1lis hatred and anger
Boiled up madly in lis veins.

More than once before Lie had tried

ctrength  against  that of the
Cornish lad, and had been worsted in
the contest—hopelessly worsted.

ITe hind tried other wieans of bring-

ing his rival to Lis feet. Dut all
means had failed.

Blagden clenched his fists hard,
Once more hie would try it—he wo

send liis last ounce of strength
ttempt

I'en came past the Liz troo and
stopped on the lew bridge—but hia
o was on the ground, and he di

would 5
in th

st seo IMagden.

The Imlly of the Fourth rosa from
his scat on the low stono parapet
1o stepped quickly towards Pen, and
tho first intimatiom Pon lad of his
e was o blow in the [ace.

Smac!

Ten recled back from the sudden
shock.

Wis eyes blazed ot Dlagden.

* You coward 1" bo exclaimed.

Tagden put up his hands,

* Come on 1" he said

* But—"*

“ You ead! Come un!"

No mare was said; words were not
needed.

Blagdon was atiacking  furiously,
and L'en put up his Lands to defend
himself. In a moment more they
wera fighting furiously.

Blagden  threw  limsell into the
attaclc with savage energy. Tut ho
could make little impression upon the
Cornish lad. .

11is savage Llows wore guarded, and
a heavy drive on the face or cliest sent

As hie_realised that his defeat was

"
1" he muttered.
glanco  round.

cast
Ratlier than accept defent once more
at the hands of the Councilsclicol boy,

e

n

Pen sprang upon tho parapct,
and put his hands togcthaor and
of his ald
enomy, Blagden.

the Fourth-Form Lully would have
usrd any weapon.

A leavy stone lay on the ground
near  Lini—a  large, jagged mass
Dlagden swung away, without stop-
ping to think, and leaped for the
stone. e cought it up in both
linnds, and swung back to Pen.

The Cornish lad started back.

“You madman!" he shouted
“What are you doing?"

Dlagden did not reply.

Te rushed straight at the Coi
Iad, both lis hands aloft, clutching
tha Leavy stone, Lis eyes blazing with

fury,
Pen watched him steadily.

Litn recling back nzain and nzaing |

steniglt st the Corpish lad—buot at
the right nioment Pen dodged asido.
Blagden, mecting no  resistance,

staggered blindly forward.
The heavy stane shot from his lands
and wlizzed down into the river. 1'ea
had been standing closa to the para-
pet, aml Nlawden, unablo 1o #lop hiin
Yelf in timo, <taggered nzainst it Llis
kneos taueled tin top af the low stono
wall, and he foll forward.

Yen gave a shout of horror.

“ Blagden! Look out!"

Dut it waa too lato,

Blagdon's rush had overbalanced
him as lis knees struck the low para-

ct. Iiefore I'en could put out s
iand to save him, the bully of tho
Fourth lnd toppled over, and- was
shooting down into the river belosw.

steady hoad and eyes, ho gazod

downward, Ile saw Dlagden
striko the water and whirl over, and
then o floating down ihe stream,
struggling feebly. Tho junior scemed
to be dazed and stunned, and ho was
king only the feehlost struggles to
kewp aflont. And lere Uhe river waa
, and _a dozen yards from the
‘o it deepened, Pen knew that
boyordd the Dhridee the waters ren
deep and strong.

The Curnish lad did not hesitato
moment as to what he should do. A
life on the Cornish const had mada a
splendid swinmmier of him, nnd Lad the
danger boen far preater ls would not
have hesitated.

o sprang upon the parapet, and
put lis hiands together and dived.

liere was a shout from the bridze,

Newcome, O'Denovan, and DBam-
ford lind just como up the path, and
they saw I'en’s nction. Bunny was
Lehind them, and he ran forward with
an alarmed face.

*Jove!" he exclaimed. ** What
does that mean?”

The juniors ran to the bridze.

Looking over, with white faces, they
saw Blagden struggling feebly in tho
grip of the current, and l'en nearing
him with rapid and powerful strokes,

“ Jove!”

My onlg Lat " sliouted Neweome.

Dick Peawyn, Hero.
EN rished to thn parapet of the
ilze. Kneeling upon it, with

“ Blaggs's tumbled in. and Pen’s
gone to fish him out! Drave,
“ By Jove! Yes! Oh, love
“But the water's deep past tho
willows ! said  Bamford, with a
trembling lip.  ** They'll both be
drowned. Let's get along the bank."
r .

** Come on!

The four juniora raced down to the
bank, sod ran along, shouling to the
SWimmers.

Pea had veached Blagden by this
time. His sirong grasp closed upon
tho struggling lad.

“ Buek up ! he muttered
Blagden pushed him feebly away.
“Let mo alone ! he muttered.

want to help you!"

* Lot me alono
* You'll be drowned."
‘1 don't care.”

And Blagden, with his last feeble
spark  of strenglh, struck ot his
roscuer.

en receded, releasing him.

Tho water closed over Blagden's
liend, and Lis breath came up in
ubbles. Pen reaclied for lim again,
and brought him up. Dladgen was
only half conscious by this time, but
bLis fury was gone.

“Tlglp " he moaned fuintly,

“ Tl help you, DBlagden!"

“Oh, I'm drowning! Save mo!"

Ten grasped him hard.

“I'll save you—or we o
he muttered.

Blogden moanad oazain, and then
Lis eyes closed. 1le was insensible.

together "

rent now, and tho waters wore dooper
and docper under him. Grasping
liagdon tizit, lio atruggled to reach
tho groen steop baok, whoro the
juniors wero racing along, kecping
paco, and lhuu;mg to bim.
* This way, Pen!"
ck up, son " shouted
Bunny. * This way! Oh, dearl”
Ten was fighting hard to win his
way to the bank. T

lunny Lhrew
his eap and jackot.

“What aro you goingz to doI"
yolled Newsame, grasping him.

“Jove! I'm going in to kelp him,
don't you scel”
*("an you swim!?
*Well, no.
“Then stay where you are, you
ass "

“ Negorra ! shouled O'Donovan.
“Ilo's all right! BDear a Land!"

A spit_of land jutted out into (he
river, with weeping willows at the
end of it, and 'en bud made an cffort
to gain that point, and rrc\‘cnt the
current from  sweeping him round.
I1e had fastened a grazp upon a droop-
ing willow bough, ond was hanging
on desperately, his other Land upon
Blagden's collar, keeping his head
above the water.

* Comne on!'" gelled Newcome.

Tho juniors dashed down to the
willows. D'en was too exhausted by
his strugglo with the water to be abls
to deag Limsell ashore. Tut the
juniors wore quickly on tho spob
Thiny spla-licd out amonz the willows,
aned grasped him and his burden and
dragged them safely to land.

Pen panted for breath.

* (et Blagden back to the school"™ =
Lie said. -

“ And
““1 can walk!
And Pen, after a few minutes' rest, |

managed to waulk, while Blagden was

carried to St. Wode's, and Bamford
dashed olf for a doctor.

Blagden lad not suffered very
severcly—a cold—and a few days in
bed set bim right. When ho emer
from the school sanatorium, Bla
found that Pen was tho hero of tho
Fourth—if not of the whalo school.

Tiven tho Blades seemed inclined to
treat Pen with some respect. In tho
Fourth there was no longer any hint
of eomity lowards the Council-school
bor. But Blagden did not care. For
it ‘was a changed Blagden that had
emerged from the sanatorium of
Woda's.

Pen had saved his life—and Blagden
knew that but for the Council-school
lad, lie would Le lying at tho bottom
of thedoep river. And when he camo
out, and he met the Fourth Form just
quitting their class-room, Blagden
went straight up to Pen.

Ho hield out his hand.

* You saved my life, Penwyn," ho
eaid. " T want to be friends, il you
do. I'vo treated you like a cad, ond
1 don't care who liears mo say s0."

Pen grasped Blagden's hand.

“I want to be friends with every-
body here,”” he said. * U'm jolly glad
to hear you say that, DBlagden. Wa
can let byzones bo bygones!™
“I'vo an idea,” said Dunny.
“Let's go to the tuckshop and have
a feed to celebrato Dlagden's ro-
covery, and his acting like a decent
chap, don't you see!"

1\[;:&‘-;‘ coloured.

*0Oh, oll serene!” he said. * Pile
it ou!"
“Como _on!" said Damlord.

“ Mino's ginger-pop and doughnuts "

Bunny linked arms with Pen and
Blagden, and tho threo of them led
the way.  And it was o record feed.
And in ginger-pop was drowned the
lost sign of enmity between the rivals
of St. Wode's.

THE END,

conquer the boy he hated—tho boy

who lad never injured him—or he

Blagden smashed the stone forward

Ten was being raced on by the cur-

&

WILLIE OUTWITS THE WILY WHITEWASHER.

be old gent in
is too buay
otice the arrival

ing (o ni
A Lis dinner—

2

L

2c Wandering  Willic deoides
attend to the matter himsoll, beforo
the dioner gots cold. Dut tho un-
roasonablo old gent—

3. Beoms to object, and gives over
his whitewashing to remonatrate. In
fact, he gets so excited liko—

4. That he leans on tho pail o
whitowssh, which promptly flies into
the air, and lets the old geot down
on to his dial—bump!

Special New Stories and Articles in Preparation. 3

et 4
L Thon the il fairly bonnets the
old_chap, nm\ nfter watching bis
-gﬁn for a bit, Willie quietly rlopes
off,
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AN AMUSING CONIPLETE-SCHOOL TALE.

CHAPTER 1L
Gordon Gay's Wager.
“w'D simply knock him into a

I cocked hat!” exclaimed Frank

Monk, ting back in  his

chair, and looking indignantls
st his two study mates—Carboy and
Lane. The three juniors appcarcd
to be having an extremely Lcnml
debate, and the remark with which
this story opens was characteristic of
the con on usually heard in
any of tho Fourth Form etudies at
Ryleembe Grammar School.

“Yes," continued Frank Monk,
“I'd get hold of his woolly head,
and—and—"

Carboy grinned his
leader,

* And you'd what?" he eaid.

“I'd=—1"d—well, I'd knock him into
a cocked hat!”

“Dut _they're such
added Lane. *'It's
white men talking like
when it comnces to meet
to faco it's o jollr different thing.’
** Pshaw !" scoffed Frank Mon!
“Well, what about Jack Jehoson
suggested Lane.

at study

hefty chops.”
all very well
that; but

them face

gbout Sam Langford,

“Sam Langford!" laughed Frank
Monk. ‘““Why—why, there’s plenty
of our chaps in the Army and Navy
who could knock him out in one
round.”

“Rot!" enapped Lane, . *Why
haven't they come forward?"

Frank Monk besitated, and then
went crimson.

“Haven't they got somcthing clse
to_think sbout?’ he said at last.
“Haven't_they got their_drills and
all that kind of thing? Why, I bet
there’s plenty of chaps who would
come forward to knock these beastly
conceited black boxers out of the

xing world il only they'd got
tim:. And 1 tell you plainly that if
any black kid dare come to Ryl-
combe Grammar School, I'd knock
him into o cocked hat beforo he
could say lightning! My hat, if only
1 had the chence I'"d—""

“Not gas nonscnse!™ interrupted
B ruddenly; and the three
Fourth-Form  juniors turned their
heads with a jerk towards the door
of their comfortabla studyr. Frank
Monk sprang to his feet as he caught
sight of the owncr of the voice which
had interrupted his cloquent flow of
conversation.

“Now, then, Gordon GCay, sou
bounder,"” he cried, ' out you go!"”

The new-comer grinncd plearantly,
He was_Gordon 'l‘f‘, the leader of
Study 13, and o deadly rival of Frank
Monk & Co. The two factions were
in a continuous siate of warfare,
slthough everything wazs done in
nportsmanliko good nature—the war-
faro consisting, in fact, only of
japes. lowevar, » visit to a study
was nlwars greeted with suspicion,
and for a full minate Gordon Gay
sood grimming by the open door at
Frank Monk, whose face had gono a
deep crimson.

“1 eaid- onl you gol" repeated
Frank Monk at last. “If you aren't
ﬁlu:do__ by the time I cBunt tenm,

** Not

as nonsenro " interrupted

at Rylcombe

ng complele Story are purely lmazicary. and no referenze of allasion is

sltesioy
the Editor wishes it (o be distiactly upder

THE FQURTAH FORM'S
BLACK CHAMPION

A Splendid, Complete Tale of Gordon Gay & Co.,

Grammar Schoel.

By PROSPER HOWARD.

“Yon bounder, I tell you I'll—
‘“Not gas nonsense!” broke in
Gordon Gay's voice again, and Car-
boy and Lane cach gave a smothered
giggle.

* Look liere !" gasped Frank Monk,
as Gordon closed the study door
and then seated himsell on the edge
of the table in the erntre of the room.
“1 don’t know what.the game is,
you bounder, but you might have had
the decency to L.nn,gk on the door

before stumping i

*Sorry, kid replied  Gordon
Gay. *“But to tell you the truth,
heard that you had gone out, and as
I wanted to borrow your French
dicker, I came stumbling in. Beastly,
sorry, but I couldn't help hearing
your absurd remark, Monkey."

* Absurd?"  snapp the
leader. *“Do you think, then, that I
couldn’t knock a black kid out in a
boxing matchi”

“¥out"

**Yes, me!" snapped Frank Monk.
“I tell you, Gay. that black men are
getting “the upper hand too much,

study

Gay heartils.
“Of course,” snapped Frank Monk,
“nobody but an ass would imagin
that a dummy like sou would see the
seriousness of the matter; but 1T
maintain that the black: peril is a
real peril, and—"
“Oh, dry up,

Gordon Cay, with a laugh

EMPIRE—NO: 20

fathe
A

rupted Gordon Gay.
think that you had
Johnson and Langford in two rounds.
What on earth is the good of talking
that rot when you know jally well
that some of them are better boxers
than we are?”
**Rats!”

“Well, aren’t thes? What about
TFacka—arr

**Shut up mentioning that johnny's
name for poodness' sake!™ inter-
rupted Monk. “I tell you that a
black boy any weight of any chap in
this school wouldn't stand an earthly
if he came to Ryleombe. I'd take
him on at once, and would show Lim
how white chaps can box if they want
to.”"

Gordon Gay’s forchead puckered up
into_s frown.

““You say you could knock out a
black your own weight?” he said at
last. **Well, I say you wouldn't and
couldn’t. Do you bet me a study
feed you could, if I produced a
nigger?"

I'rank Monk grinned and puffed
out his chest.

*! Produce the nig.," he said, * then
wa'll talk biznay. But let ms tell you
that blackies don’t grow like cabbages
in the neighbourhood of Rylecombe."

“But I could find a chap not, a
quarter of o mile revay from here
who f’ould eond yod through the

ropes.
“ Rats 1" : )
“ He'd send you through the ropes,
and then take on n chap who knew
how to box."
produce

the nig., you
bounde: suid Frank Monk.

“Well, will you make the bot a

dnd&(rcd?"
i " Yes; a loed for a «i:nzfn if I gqn't
ay out any nigger kid you bring
forward to [!IRM. Ha, hal There's
something jolly wrong if a_white
man can't knock ouf = beastly
nigger.''

“ Right-ho!” sid Gordon Gay.
“That's o wager. I'm ta find &
nigger your weight by to-morrow
ovening to fight you with gloves in

ho
Frank Monk.
hter-house,

*“The gym. 1" scoffed
“ Bettor call it the sl

CHAPTER 2.

A Manufactured Nigger.

“ HEN you've Jost the bet, you
T howling  dummy!”  cried

Harry Wootton. .

*And you know jolly well
we haven't got n rou to_bless our-
selyes with 1" added Jack Wootton.

Gordon Gay looked up.

“I'm jolly sorry, kids,” he said,
“but T quite expected to be able to
get Peter aleng. We know that he
would have put up a_jolly good fight
against old Monkey it he could have
Leen here.”

“But you ought to have found cut
when the kid was leaving Jackson's

Coffee Stores,” remonstrated Harry
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fixed permanently for an hour, at
lenst.

Applying this misture had ocea-
sioned a good deal of chaff from the
two_brothe but Gordon Gay had
made up L nd to carry the thing
through, =0 ho ignored the banter
from the s of tho Australian
juniors.

Frank Monk & Co. were surpris
therefore, when they ealled at Sty
13 at six o'clock to_find such a fincly-
built nigger waiting patiently for
th

1.

Where's  Ga said  Carboy.
“Ile ouzht to bring his man along
now, as there's a big crowd waiting
in the gym.

o |
lip

Gay come along

as
eah!" replied the negro, leapin

the floor. ** Tell dis chilo to go along,
sah. Go in and win is my motter—

that and always merry and bright,
sah!"

*Right-ho!" said TFrank Monk,
after a pause. ““Coma on, kids;
bring the nig. along!”

CHAPTER 3.

The Fourth Form's Black Chempion.
ARRY and Jack Woontton fell
H into step on either side of the
black junior, and the whole
party proceeded to the school
gymnasium. Tho place was literally
packed with Grammarians, and they
raised a hearty cheer as Frank Monl,
dressed_in hoxing attire, entered the
improvised ring.  The cheer had mo
sooner died down than it was fol-
lowed by a roar of laughter as the

o =

Gay made up as the black

The remarks thac tho two Australian junicrs made ns Gordon
we but 1

0
:

Iz

Wootton.  “You knew he was the
only black kid in these parts, and yet
you wagered on producing him al o
moment's notice. It's all rot!"
There was a long silence in the
sludav, and it was not broken uatil
Gordon Gay leapt out of his chair
with a yell.
::'I have it,” he ecried—"I have

“Have what?”

‘“Why, T'll be Massa Peter from
the Coffee Stores,” said Gordon Gay.
STl be Peter. I've got black
tights, black paint, and—"

. "' But—but are you game to box?"”
interrupted Jock Wootton.

“Game!" cried Gordon Gay.
* Why, of covrse I'm game! I don't
mind fighting old Monkey with gloves
on, especially after he bragged so of
what he would do to a nigger kid if
he came to this school.”

Gordon Gay's remark seemed to
pacify the three juniors somewhat,
and there was peace in Study No. 13
while the leader of the faction ex?
plained how he had gone into the
town to invite & nigger-boy, who was
employed at tho local coffce-stores,
to come up to tho school Lo fight
Monk. Gordon Gay told his chums
how he had been disappointed to find
the nigger gone, and then the juniors
fell to discussing how tho evening's
arrangements were to be made. That
every littla detail was well discussed
was proved by the fact that when
Frank Monk & Co. called at Study 13
at six o'clock that evening, they were
surprised to find a. nervous-lookin
negro boy sitling on the table, Anﬁ
tho two ttons and Horace Tad-

o ding at ono end of the room

I u“‘v;kil"
“Well, wait and sco!” laughed

Gordon Gay. And ho left l":nnk

MankI hlhco. 'lho eor;:lnu? thoir debato

on whether tho whit i

he blaok. whilo is superior to

Please

r:ln adminng group. Such a mr-
fectly satisfactory state of affairs had
neeessitated & deal of hard work.
Thero waa tho ent make-up paint

to bo made, and this took somo time,
82 it had to be a preparation which

disguised
opponent.

* Hi, golly!" exclaimed tho nigger,
looking around in pretended sur-

rise. “What hab dis chile done to

e larfed at—ch?"”

** Ha, ha, ha!"” laughed Carpenter,
who was seated quite close to the
ropes. ‘‘Go it, Day and Martin !"

** Go it, Johnson!” added another
unior; and the uproar which fol-
owed had to dio down before the
seconds were ablo to tell the referce
that their men were ready for the con-
test.

Carboy, who was reputed to know
more about tha rules of hoxing than
any other Grammarian, had been
selected, as a matter of course, to per-
form tho dutics of rel, and he held
is hand for silence.

Kids,” he cried, us there was a
momentary hush, *' this great contest
is betwcen Mr. Frank Monk of the
Grammar ool, who is on my
right, and an unknown black cham-
pion, produced by Mr. Gordon Gay.

Tho rules are as those used at the
| National Sporting Club, and Mr.
Frank Monk is seconded by Mr. Lanc
and Mr. Preston, while the Unknown
is seconded by tha two Woottons.
would ask—""

** Bow-wow " cried one of the spec-
tators. ‘' Get on with the washing !

** Hear, hear!"

Carboy grinned, and then glanced
at his watch.

“Time!" ho cried.

FrankaMonk skipped lightly from
his corner, and the next moment
found himself faco to face with the
disguised Gordon Gay.

‘* Come on. you grinning bounder!"
muttered Monk:g?nd ‘o mﬁﬁ”n
feint at the black's head. He reckopoed
without Gay's quickness, however, for

tho next moment his h,
With s ek ead went back

Gordon Gay joined his

and h
T Jerk 6 uttered a squeal
Tho next second the two Jjuniors

pass this popy'on to a Friend.

B |

Eveny
o'.'.'u.',{::;‘_-'v.
2

rushed at
effnctive!
On,

each ofler,
'-:nh on H'm‘l':(Irl:_l
for de v 1V 8
nizger. “Dat han
lls.., Dis_chile wipe do" g

i

ha, hat rar
"Go in, sxox;k!‘dll.“ﬁ:‘h .
N i

ped

toy
din g

instant, then st
was a sharp
ppeared t
after a qu
Gordon Ga
across the ring,
“Time!" called
respective  seconds (.
rinz to prepare they n
round, - Although e {oF th
Fourth-Former had roectye
blow astonearly send Lin dy
rlmt. look any the worse for
he came up_smiling ¥
round, while Frank Mot jo e
flushed and a and the speat’?
could sce by the'zlare in h;;]p:-.lﬂ"
thera was trouble shead] ' tht
. The round commenced weaky
in response (o the disappointe) o
of the sprctators, bathy otel crieg
opened rasily. Howevor, 20t

Lack o,
ain

- nip
proved quicker, and Frank apy -2
nvcmunl\y driven to the m,.,’,‘k‘,;"
= a

sharp serics of blows,
“(‘ame on, ol ho.

The taunt enraged Frank Mok
such an extent that he liz-‘lh"; 2
wildly, and as Gay was o o
back quickly round the ri
cheer went up from the <,
*Go on, Monk! Go on
The cries encou “rank Mong,
and while the excitement wes ar oy
height, he azain landed his L
heavily on Gay's nose.  The cheer
which” followed brouzht down tho
gzym., and nobody noticed the «
face of r. Monk, the head
hastened into the room,
ys!" he cried.
on, Monkey
key!" roared the e .
as Gordon Gay 3 a3
straight left end right on to his ¢
ponent’s chin. ’
“‘Boys!"”

There was no mistaking the tone,
and one by onc the juniors turnel
their gaze away from the ring tow
tha door.

**The Head!" gasped Laze. “My

v fat aunt!”
cried  Doctor M
does this m
Fizhting in this savaze fashic
know I don’t mind frieadly
but this appears to ba an or
pugilistic meeting.”
““Y-yes, ? assented somen!
“*And with a black boy, to
claimed Dr. Monk. ** Why—why
why, you will all do five hundred lines
each!” You will also be gated!™
“Yal, yeh, yah!" intervupted the
disguised Gordon Gay. ** Hark ot de
olg “oﬂs _Yuh, yah, yah!™

2 , yah!" roared the nig
“Me not havo the boys puniche
Me tell plecee sbout arranged boxing
fight. e have school fined for bos-
ing match on unlicensed house,  Yab,
yah, yah! Oh, golly "

Dr.” Monk staggered back. as a de-
lighted but smothered giggle went up
from the Grammarians present.

** Boy," ho cried, **leave this school

at oncal”
** Nunno, ole hoss!" interruptcd the
disguised Gordon Gay. ' Nor ull d2
punishment is removed. Me rell
pleece if olo hoss punish boys. Box
ing fights for wagers not allowed on
unlicensed houses. Yah, yah, ¥2i-

Dr. Monk put his hand up to B3
forehead.

* Tho boy is right!" he murmural
** The boy's right. and it would meaa
disgrace for the old school.”

Thero was silence for a full minuté
and tho-Head then faced the anxio¥
Grammarians, i,

“Lano and Carboy,” be s
“show this_black stranger off th8
school premises. For the time beiog
nothing more will be said in conn®;
tion with this disgraceful occurrenct.

And the worthy old "’“"d
turned on his heels, and walked ¢

for 50
o kno®

Little remains to be said,
ramnmarians were neyer t

spoken so fearlessly to
master. erhaps Gordon
realised what trouble ho woul
found himself in if Dr. Mook
out, and so from that day
as been a mystery to I
Grammar School where the
Form found its black champ:e®
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