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CHAPTER 1.
When It Was Dark.

e HTEW! What a night !’

P Kildare of !nns stepped
from the tr at Wayland
Junction, and buttoned - his

raincoat tightly about his neck.

It was raining cats and dogs, and
blowing great guns into the bargain
The whole countryside was locked in the

i blinding storm,
lare battled his way against

into the old-fashioned
the clock of a neighbouring

clements
Street,
rlnu-nh tolled midnight,

“In another hour,” reflected Kildare,

i -.lm!l be in bed.  And about time,
too !

He had been to Southampton, with the

Head’s leave, to see a relative off to the
Front, and the journey back had been
leng  and  tedious, s limbs  were

mped, and he folt as if ha had been
wed up in o knot for hours together,
Think I'll strike off across the
.7 he muttered. “Confound that

Why doesn’t it run on
I should be nearly home

liele
beastly train
to R_\-]((meﬁ:.
then.”

1le had felt sleepy and muzey in the

crowded carriag wt the keen night
wind swept inte his fuce, and freshened
and revived h

The night was dark as pitch, but

Kildave knew every inch of his way.

Ile was skirting the edge of the rail-
way embankment, and peering ahead
for the familiar lights of Ryleombe,
when a shadowy figure loomed g in the

gu
Jdarkness and cannoned hm\;ly against
Jim’s

the captain of St,

There was a gasp,
attempt on the the
i to break away; but Kildur
his hand and gripped the

and an
unknown
shot
vther

out
lirmly by tho shoulder

“Hang you!” snarled the unknown.
“Let me go !
Kildare peered at the face of his
aptive, then uttered an exclamation of

<--f0m~hm1 nt,

“My hat! Knox!”

Yes, it’s me!” enavled the bullying

prefeet, “Tm; knew that at the s

but, of course, had to throw your weight

.\bﬂuf Lnt nm go. I tell you!

id Kildare grimly.
on zo I want a satisfac-

o daing

i i Emc l lfr

y “\pl.m\uun of u]mt you

“Then yon won't get it

Knox's tone was har amd exeited.
It was not difficult fo snemise where he
had been—to some low-down inn in the
m»:ghimurhn»d

t scemed lik

3y his savage manner
he had been a heavy er at cards, It
was also probable that he had tasted

something stronger than lemonade.

Silenea lasted for a  full moment.
ildere still maintained a lrm egrip on
s shoulder,

“You refuse to tell me whai yvou've
doing ont of bounds *™ asked the captain
of St. Jim's ot length

Vs
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“Then I shall regard it as my duty to
report you when we get back.”
Knox flamed up at this.

“¥eou cad!” he hissed. “You rotten

spy ! You came out to track me down!
Only o Hun would do a thing like
that I"*

“Take care!” warned Kildare, fast

|o<n|-' control of himself,

“Rats V1 suy again, you're a rotten
=Py, and—7"

Imack ! 7

Kildare’'s disengaged liand  struck
Knox's cheek.

Knox tore himself awav from his

sp like a wild beast,

of hiz recent losses at
and the humiliation
in u trap on his way
roused him to a state

assailant’s

Jim's,
of savage fury,

back to St,

lurmfw iftly, he dived at Kildare's
with the objeet of tripping him np.
e next few moments were nothing
it not lively. Kildare would have pre-
ferred a good stand-up serap with bare
fisis.

But Knox had established a firm srip
on Iildare's legs, and there was no
choice for tho captain of St. Jim's but
ta wrestle for the mastery

And then something happened.

The seniois, locked tightly together,
rolled on a grassy mound at the extreme
edge of the embankment, with Kildare

nearest to the danger-zone.

Muttering  an  imprecation, Krox
wrenched himself bodily away by a
suprema cffort; then his right hand shot

» Kildare a violent shove
With a gasp of dismay, Kildare dis
appeared o the edge of the embank-
ment, and went hurtling Jdown the green
siope on to the metals below.

Very pale, and shaking from head to
foot ‘.\Mh frar of what he Iu-d done,
Know rose unsteadily to

I I couldn’t help it he multm d,
in & vain attempt to case his conscience.
“He asked for 3t, and it's no more than
e deserves,  But—but supposing he's
killed 1"

The bare thonght of such a possibility
was enough fo turn Knox's bload to ice,

Ie bad not meant to do Kildare
grievons badily harm; he had acted in
self-defence Tk the srim foet re.
mained that Iric Kildare had been
pushed over the embankment's edge,
and that it was by Knox's hand,

Knox did not stop to think that
Kildare was probably in dire need of

help.  He could not even muster enough
courage to peep over the edge and shaut
down an inquiry.

ITe van from the seeno of  the
encounter as if pnrsued by a pack of
walves,

CHAPTER 2,
In the Niek of Time.

toan
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fy : sky.
His fall had

lay

hi

Aoyl

heen ne light one aml -vltlmuvh he had
been spared serious injury he was in far
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too dazed a condition even to crawl out
of danger.

For he ecertainly was
danger of the grimmest.

In another ten minutes the London
it train was due to pass that spot,
en more minutes! And Knox, who
might have saved him, was swallowed
up in the darkness, leaving Kildare to
s fate!

Dazed and almost stupefied though he
was, ildare realised, a e opened his
eyes, the extreme gravity of the situa
tiom.

in danger—

had no means of warning the
driver of the .n train of his presence
on the metals. A shout would be futile;
it would be lost completely in the rear-
ing wind,

But somechow or other he must estri-
i ward plight !

If only he could summon sufficient
strength to 1eil or erawl to the side of
the metals, all would be well. But he

was weakened by his fall; and the rain,
which had drenched him to  the skin
while he Jay hell nuconscicus, had stif-
fened him beyond the power of action.

Ho remained quite still for a full 1

minutes, o nng vaguely  that  his
strength would return to him in time.
He knew he was net vitally injured.

vag helpless, and in the circum-
15 just as bad,

I‘rvemn there came a  distant
rumble. Ix!hlmp feli the metals vibraie
beneath him, and he koew what that

meant.

The night irain was approaching!

It was high time he mad
supreme effort to avoid the danger.
ting his teeth tightly togeth he o
:lr-nuurv:] to move. but sank back again
with a gasp of pain.

It was useless. The shock and ex
vosure had praved too much for hini.
and he was * whacked.”

The captain of St. Jim's tried to
sign_himself to his fate: but he conld
not help letting his mind dwell on the
things that were*about to be ended for
ever. Cricket, footer, his loval chum
A few bricf moments, and his lense
life would have v;v):(ml.

The rumbling was nearer now. Tt had
grown in \z'lumz‘: minutez had becn re-
duced to seconds,

Yet again Kildare strove ta free hin-

sell from his terrible position, and th's
time he partially sneceoded.

But although he rolled over iwice,
after an almest superhmman offort, b
wos not vet clear of the line.

‘T give it up!” he muttered painfnllv.

‘I all for the best. T cuppoze. Thero
are thousands of fellows not much oides

than me facing  death in Flanders-
Heaven bless ‘em!—and I'm nat going
iine because the cail has come 1)

eould the approaching
it swung round a curve—the red
w from the eng e ﬂ\m” sparks
Kildare turned

e

awa

steep, dark slope of the emhanl

nd the heard his name ¢
and a tall form ecame bhonnding down
the slope a few rds further aléng,
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where it was lesa steep, and hastened
towards him.

It was a- St. Jim's fellow, Kildare
knew, for he caught a glimpse of the
oap. e assumed that it was Knox,

returning at the eleventh hour to his
rescue.

*Go back!” he panted.
Ist'_‘ It's ‘no gooc{ trying !

“You're too
Go back T

A Lhundsrmx deafening noise was in
his ears, and the whole earth seemed to
be undergoing an upheaval.

And then the captain of St. Jim's felt
a pair of strong arms encircling him.

The next instant he lay on the green
grass at the foot of the slope, and the
night train thundered by.

e was safe!

For quite a minute he could mnot
speak ; then, aware that his rescuer was
by his side, he blurted out:

“Ileaven blesg you for this, Knox!
You've saved my life ! But Eor you, I
should have been—why, it isn’t Knox at
all!  It's-—Monteith !”

it

CHAPTER 2.
Thou, Too, Brutus !

T was a night of surprises. 3

I “I¢'s me, tight enough,” said
Monteith. “By Jove, that was a
clese call! Another few seconds,

and—""

His voice trailed off nervously.

“T.ook here, Monteith,” said Kildare,
when he had sufficiently re('mu.rrd from
his amazement to speak ngmn, “that was
ripping of you, old man! I don’t want
to go into heroics, or be seuumenml
but I'll never forget this—never!”

“Tone down,” said Monteith
lightly. “There wasn't much danger
for me."”

“What? You know as well as T de
that in another few ticks we should both
have been killed! It’s no use your try-
ing to make light of it.”

Ronteith made no reply. . He .took a
flask from the pocket of his overcoat,
and put it tn Kildare's lips.

'Hmnd‘ ' he explained. “It'll buck
you up.”

The captain of 8t. Jim's took a couple
of gulps, and the blood went racin
through his veins once more. With
Monteith’s aid, he was able to walk.

T proceeded in silence’ for gome
moments in the direction of St. Jim's.
Th ldare said

“ guess it's time for explanations.””

“Just what T was thmnking,” eaid
Monteith calml; “What thunder
had you been ii’olm: to get, stranded on
the metals like that?”

Kildare told_his story.

“T came back from Suuﬂmmpton,’ he
said, “‘and was walking in from-Way-
land, when Knox bumped into me. I
asked him what he was doing out of
bounds, and words led to blows—or,
rather, to a sort of wreqthng match, T
went spinning over the edge of em-
bankment, and was too dazed to do any-
thing after that.”

“And Knox?”

“He ran away.” Kildare's lip curled
contemptuously. "llmte juet the sorb
()f m en game one might expect him to

1
s Mnnt( ith nodded.

“Knox is a cad and a coward,” he
said.

Kildare leaned -rather heavily on his
resr'lu-r's arm.

“T draw the line at revenge,” he said,
“but Knox has kicked right over the
' this time.”

‘ What shall you do?”

“chort him to the Head.” - -
“0On what grounds?’
shail report him,” said Kildare
deliberately, " for bsmg out of bounds.’
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Monteith laughed . There was more

uf bitterness than mirth in the smmd

“Then you'll have to report me, too!”
he said. You scem to forget that I was
out of bounds as well.’

Kildare looked startled. In the rush
of thé past fow moments, it had not
occurred to him that Monteith was also
a breaker of bounds. Tt came as some-
thing of a shock to him to realise that
Monteith was guilty of the same ofience
for which he_ threatened to report Knox.

The captain of St. Jim's was stumped
for a reply. He turned the gquestion
over in his mind, scarcely knowing how

to act.
“But—but your case is different,” he
blurted out, at length. “Knox was

One Penny. 3

“What's the use of worrying? Are you
trying to make up your mind not to
report me? If so, Tll sprre you the

trouble. You can go right ahead and
expose me. 'Don’t ﬁ(‘t that litile inci-
dent on the railwayline make any

difference.”

“But—but ¥ don’t wunderstand,?”
faltered Kildare. “You've never siruck
me as being a fellow of the pub-haunt-
rt, Monteith.”

e played the fool!” said Mon-
teith bitterly. * This game has been
going on longer than you think; but to-
night's the last straw. Not only have T
lost every giddy penny I possessed, hut
T'm heavily in debt into the bargain.”
Kildare's eyes. opened wide.

you wouldn’t be out of bounds without
good cause.”

“I don’t know so much,” said Mon-
teith. *“What would you say if I told
you that I'd been on the razele with
Knox 7"

“M-m-my hat!”

“Tm afraid that’s the case,” said
Monteith, with a faint smile. “T've
fallen away lately, and done those

things that I ought not to have done,
Somehow or other I got into the grip of
Knox. And when you start plunging
with & fellow like that, it’s not so easy
to siruggle to the surface again.”

“\\fhn :re have you been?” asked
Kilda

b 'lo thc‘ Horse and Dragon in Way-
land. I had a bit of a tiff with Knox
on_the way back—that's why he was
walking in front. T heard a scuffle on
the top of the embankment, and when T
saw Knox scooting for dear life,
guessed something had happened. ‘But
I little dreamed 1t was you whom he'd
shoved over the edge. = I thought it
was one of the village louts.”

Kildare nodded, but did not speak.

“Bpck up, old man!” said Monteith.

[ ’ Knox Qoes for Gussy!

! : (.Sz':: Chapter 4. ) ¥

out of bounds for mno good. He's “T'm sorry to hear that * he said.
probably een smoking  and  gam- [ “TTow much do you owe?"

bling in _some Wayland pub. But “Thirty quid!”

1
The captain of 8t. Jim's gave a start
of surprise.

No  wonder
hopeless |

With such o debt hanging like a mill-
stone about his neck, it wasn't likely
that he would feel nphmntlc

“The crash is bound to eome,” he
went on. “There’s a fellow they cail
the Sniper to uhom T owe most of the
money. He gives me a fortnight—not
a day more. I dare say I could scrape
!ogethex thirty bob in that time; but
I've about as much _chance of mustering
quid as the Kaiser has of -lttmg
in stage in Buckingham Palace !

Kildare whistled.

“You're in the dickens of a tight
corner old chap!” he said. “I wish I
could help you!”

“You can help me;" said Monteith,
“by reporting me to the Head, and get-
ting me kicked out of the sehool in
rawrd time. That will save lots of sus-

Monteith  seemed o

1

pen:

‘Oh rats " said Kildare. * You're
]opkm;, on the very blackest side. of
things. Keep your pecker up, and wo'll

Tae Genm Lisrapy.--No. 493,
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find a way out of this mess somehow. T
confess I don’t quite see how, at the
moment; but there’s a fortmight to do
something in.” y

Monteith’s heart jomped.

Was it possible that, through the
ageney of Kildare, he might be extri-
cated from his wretched position? The
captain of St. Jim’s was not wealthy;
indeed, it was very doubtful if anyone
in the Sixth would have been able to
produce thirty pounds te order; but
Kildare might be able to suggest ways
and means for raising the sum,

“1 feel that it's up to me to do what
1 can,” said Kildare. *Dazh it all, you
saved my life at the risk of your own,
and T should feel a worm to leave you
in the lnrch!™

They had reached the school wall now,
and Monteith, clambering to the top,
gave Kildare a helping hand.

“\What are you guoing to do about
Knox?” he asked, as they passed
through the silent quadrangle,

“Nothing.”

“ Because you're afraid of incriminat-
ing me, I-takp i1

-+ suppose so.” N

Moved by a sudden impulse, Mosnteith
shot out his hand.

“You're one of the very best, Kil-
dare!” be said. “If only you can think
of a way out, so far as this gambling
debt’s concerned, 1 shall be eternally
grateful i . . -

“That's all right,” said Kildare.
“Rely on me to do my best.  Good-
vight, Monteith !”

“ (ood-night !” .

And the two seniors, whe, ia the past
had been rivals, never cxactly chums,
felt that esch had a better understand-
ing of the. other as they went their
gevéral ways.

- CHAPTER 4.

Knods for Enox,
NOX of the Sixth awoke nextd
morming in a very bad temper.
He kmew that Kildare had re-
turaed to the school. That was
obvioss, or there womld be » hue-and-
cry about his abeenoce. )

{1ow had he extricated himsel from
hiis terrible position on the railway-line?
Tt was a puzzle to Knox, who forgot sll
about Monteith for the moment.

‘hatever had happened, ome point
was clear. Kildare was back, and he
we probably carry out his intention
of reporting Knox to the Head,

The thought goaded the cad of the
Sixth to fury.

He wished now that he had taken a
different Hoe in his conversation with
Kildare overnight. He had been light-
headed and reckless at the time, but in
the cold light of the morning he saw
that he had done himself no good.

“He's bound to tell the Head, hang
him 17 enarled Knox.  *Still, T don’t
cuppose that'll mean more than losing
my prefectship. My hat! Tl heve a
jolly good final fling, anyway !”

Monty Lowther the Shell was the
first victim of Krox's wrath,

Monty was descending the stairs by
the swift and least harassing method—
except to the seat of the irousers—eof
sliding down the banisters.

As the humorist of the Shell had
already thot down from a conple of
fioors in this way, e had gathered a
great deal of impetus, and was unable
to apply the brakes, so to speak.

He rounded a sharp corner just as

~ Knox came into view, and his right leg,
shooting out suddenly, caught the pre-
fect in the gmall of the back, causing

him to double up. 5
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“(Goal !” chuckled Jack Blake,
was following in Monty Lowther's
wake. “G—oodgfcl' you, Monty! Let's
see if I can score another!”

So saying, Jack Blake jerked out his
foot, and Knox got it again—in the
shoulder this time.  Ie was furious
with rage and pain.

He was about to rush down the stairs
and take summary vengeance on Blake
and Lowther, when the great Arthur

Augustus D"Arcy came sliding down
with & mighty rush.

In ordinary circumstances _Arthur
Aungustus would have regarded it as

infra dig to slide down the banisters,

thereby endangering the set of his im-

maculate trousers; but Monty Lowther

had dared Guasy to take the plunge.

Not wishing to be outdone, Gussy had
en it.

Bui Knox was forewarned this time.
and he meant to check Gussy’'s head-
long career.

‘Turning swiftly, he caught the swell
of 8t. Jim's in a firm grip, and swung
bhim on to the stairs. &

“Got you, you cheeky young cub!”
he mutlered, botween his teeth.

“Weally, Knox! Do not be so ill-
bwed, I pway! Unhand me at once!”

But Knox bad mo intention of doing
m!ything of the eort. He on
grunly.

“My cyeglass is missin’,” continued
Arthur Augustus, “an’ I am all in a
fluttah I

“Puck up, Cussy!” came Monty
Lowther’s voice from_ below. - “Don’t
stay there arguing with Knox for the
duration of the war.”

<1 have no choice in the mattah, yon
silly duffah " shricked Arthur Augustars.
“Rnox is detainin’ me by bwate force I”

“Sheke him off, then, idiot!”

“I—1 cam’t !’

The swell of 8t. Jim's wriggled and
writhed, but all to no p e. He was
as an infant in the prefect’s vicelike
ETip. -

“Lowthah! Blake! Why don't you
come to-the wescue 77 panted Gussy.

But Lowther and Blake had no desire
to try conclusions with Knox at that
moment. They had scored in the first
round, and did not wish to be humiliated
at the finish by having their ears boxed.

Had they guessed how Knox was about
to behave, they would have leapt to
their chum’s assistance in e twinkling.
As it was, they remained irresolute at
the foot of the stairs.

Meanwhile, Knox established a still
firmer grip on his vietim, and shook
him es a terrier would shake a rat.

“Yow-ow-ow! Don't be so beastly
wude an’ wough, you cad!” gasped
D' Arcy.

Knox made no reply. He was in such
a state of fury that mere words were no
satisfaction to him. '

His long fingers twisted themselves
cruelly round Gussy’s throat, and the
swell of St. Jim’s grew almost purple.

Lowther and Blake could not sce what
was happening, but somebody else could.

Fortunately for Gussy—for Knox's
cluich was tigé:lening- at every second—
Kildare of the Sixth cams bounding
down the stairs three at a fime.

“What the merry dickens—-" he
exclaimed in amazement. “Knox, you
cad, let go at cnce! You're strangling
the kid I

Heedless of the command, Knox held
on, and Kildare, scenting the need for
immediate action, lashed out fiercely
with his left. 5

The blow took Knox on the temple,
and the shock of it made him release his
hold of Arthor Augnstus as if the laiter
had been a red-hot poker.

Almost sobbing with relief, the swell

of St. Jim's the
banisters. 2 i

_As soon_as he could sufficiently recover
himself, Knox swung round upon his
assailant.

He ‘struck out savagely at Kildare.
who simply side-stepped, and the blow
passed harmlessly by.

“So you want some more—what!”
said Kildare. **Very well, then. Here
goes!”

And the pext_moment the stalwart
captain of 8t Jim's was hitting out
right and left with scant ceremony.

Crowds of juniors poured upon the
scene.  Tom Merry and Manners and
Talbot of the Shell, Digby and Herries
and Reilly of the Fourth, and many
others, appeared on the spot, as if by
mag}c,

Kildare was determined io teach Knox
a lesson for his gross ill-trcatment of
Arthur Augustus, :
.Knox’s blows became fecble and ifi-
timed; and Kildare grasped his oppor
tuniiy.

He hit out with all his strength, and
Knox collapsed on stairs. Nor did
he make an effort to rise again.

“Bwave " exclaimed Arthur Augustus.
“That was vewy sportin’ of yom, Kil-

re I =

“Yes, rather!”

Somebody started fo cheer, and the
gound was taken up heartily on all sides.
There “was no doubt that Kildare's
victory was immensely popular.

Knox, his brow black = with fury,
crawled away down the stairs, with the
sound of the cheering in his ears.

The juniors standing below stepped
promptly to one side, avoiding him as
if he had the plague, and Knox was
only too glad to-seek sanctuary in his

stud . .
“'ﬁuay haven't finished with me yet!”
he muttered savagely. ' Kildare's got
oo beaten now, but I rather faney
shall have the whiphand of him before

another week’s cut!”

fell back against

CHAPTER 5.

Straight from the Shoulder.

ALF an hour later Krox rose to

his feet, 4

It wouldn't be a bad idea, he

reflected, to go over to the New

House and see Monteith, from whem he

could aseertain the pesition with regard

ta the previous night’s adyenture. =

He had been kept in suspense long

enough. If Kildare had reported him,

why was there no general ‘assembly

called in Big Hall? Knox was tired of

being kept on tenterhooks, and he meant

to got bo the bottom of the affair there

and then, .

As he stepped out into the quad, Io
came in for a warm reception.

Tom Merry & Co. were punting a

footer about, and the lack of a pet was

amptly atoned for by the arrival of

Knox.

Jack Blake had the ball, and he took
steady and careful aim.

Whiz ! .

The sphere rushed past Knox's head,
missing him by the micrest fraction of an
inch. It rebounded from-the wall, how-
ever, and Levison, fastening on to it,
drove it hard and clean into the pre-
fect’s chest.

Knox staggered back, gasping. The
next moment he made a step towards
Levison; But Tom Merry & Co. lined up
in force, and the cad of the Sixth
thought better of it.

“Youre not poing to treat Levison
like you treated Gussy, you cad!” said
Tom Merry warmly. “1 should adyise
you.to get out of the firing line quick.
We'ro fed up with you!” .

““Yes, rather I”
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Knox was aware that he had stepped
into a hornets’ nest, and was wise enough
to seo that the sooner he got clear the
better. Tom Merry & Co. would be only,
too pleased to hurl themselves upon him
if he gave them the slightest provoca-
tion. | -

Muttering, Knox strodé on, and was
soon safe in tho corridors of the New
House. 5

Monteith, with rather a glum expres-
sion on his face, was in his study, read-
ing a letier from home.

is father—one of many fathers who
had been hard hit by the war—was hint-
ing-at cutting dowrr his allowance.

Monteith realised that his pedi\lc had
fallen upon evil times, and any hope he
had cherished of obtaining part of the
thirty pounds from home was now ruth-
lessly shattered.

He was not best pleased when Knox
strode into the study withowt knocking.

“Hallo!” he said curtly, “What
d'you want ¥

A full history of last night’s cvents,”
said Knox, leaning against the mantel-
piece. ¥

“You can set your mind at rest,” said
Monteith. - “Kildare’s not going to
report you, il that's what you're driving

ot

Knox drew a decp breath of relicf.
Ho had ~“ been anticipating serious
trouble, and why Kildare should have
swerved from his purpose was a mystéty.
However, Knox was safe, so there was
no need to inquire into the why and
wherefore, N

“Buzz off I"” said Monteith sharply.
“I'm not in the mood for conversation
just now !

Knox laughed.

“That little debt you ran .up at the
Horse and Dragon s ruffled your
feathors, 1 can see,” he said.

“Little debt! If you call thirty quid
little, T don’t! Why, man, it’s a small
fortune!  And how in thunder d’you
think I'm going to raise it?"”

Knox shrugged his shoulders.

“That's your bizney,” he said. “You
got into the mess, and it's for you to
find a way out. I'd give you a hand if
I could, but I'm in debt myself to the
tane of five quid, and I must look after
number one first.  Selfishness is the law
of life, you know!”

“1 wasn’t asking for your help,” said
Monteith drily. “It would be a thank-
less sort of job to do that. You'd be a
pretty fine specimen to have as a pal—I
don’t think! You don’t care a hang
who sinks so long as you swim. It's a
case of the weakest going to the wall1"

“Oh, yow're a hopeless case!”  said
Knox. “When . you've beeh on the
razzle as many times as I havz, you won’t
whine ‘over a debt contracted at cards.
Dash it™ all, man, you can’t expec
fortune to beam on you all along the line!
Keep going & bit longer, and your luck
will change !

“I've heard that tale before,” said
Monteith.  “And while we're on the
subject, Knox, 1'd like to say that I'm
having no more nights out with you:
P'r’aps my last experience was a good
thing for me, in a way, It showed you
up mn your true colours, and proved to
me what a blackguard you are!”

“Here, steady on!"  remonstrated
Knox. - i

“This is not a tims for mineing
words,” continued Monteith., “T can’t
think whateyer made me go with you.
Why, you haven’t a shred of decency
about you! A fat lot yon care for the
welfare of St. Jim's!"

“Hallo!” said Knox,
goody all of a sudden?”
_“Put it that way if you like. T'm
sick to death of you! Don't come over
to the New Hovse motfe than yom can

3

“Turned goody-
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help. for goodness’ sake!. You con-
taminate it !”
Enox clenched his hands tightly

together, as if he would have liked to
hurl himself at the speaker; but he had
had enough of fistic combat for one day,
and the memory of the thrashing he ha
received " at the hands of Kildare still
rankled in his mind. | .
“I'm blessed if I know what
of you to-day, Monteith!" he saj
s'pose you'll come round in time !
“There’s something wrong with .your

make
id. “I

supposer, then! I don't want to have
e.n:vt'hing more to de with you!”

‘Ho d’you propose raising that
thirty quid to pay the Sniper?”

“That’s my bizney!” .

“You won't drag me into it if there's
a row?” ~

“I'm not_a sneak!” said Monteith
curtly. “Now get out 1"

The New House prefect had risen to
his feet, and Knox could read the storm-
signals in his face. He wisely decided
to quit.

Whatever the futura run of events
might bring forth, one thing was certain.
The cad of the Fourth, in his nocturnal
escapades to the Hors= dnd Dragon, could
no longer look for an ally in James
Mont.eitsj). Y

CHAPTER 6.
Turning the Tables.

8 the days advanced, Monteith’s
position grew decidedly uncom-
fortable. bl

He seemed no nearer to getting
out of the Sniper’s debt and starting
with a clean sheet.

Kildare had promised to do what he
could, and he was not the fellow to go
back on his word.

But supposing he could do nothing?
There would follow more days of miser-
able suspense, culminating in exposure
and pechaps expulsion.

Monteith was the established head of
the New House, and, in spite of frequent
interferences from Mr. Ratcliff, the sour-
tempered Housemaster, he had a pretty
tolerable time of it. To_be suddenly
shorn of all his power, to find himself
face to face with expulsion-—the possi-
bility was hard to face! |

And all this just from a night out with

Knox! s >

Kildare was worried, too. ~He had
some regard for Monteith—a regard
increased by the incident of a few nights
before, and the ecaptain of St. Jun’s
didn’t want to see him sent packing as a
result of his escapade.

Montcith was not the only fellow in the
Sixth wha had so far forgotten himself as
to indulge in “little Hutters,” and it
would be a very bad stroke of Fate if he
were expelled. .

Kildare had given s
the raising of the t

ious thought to
¥ pounds which

‘would save Monteith; but the more he

g:\x:zled over it the less hopeful he
ecame,

The sum was so large that he could
not hope to borrow it from his chums,
Darrel and Rushden and Langton would

villingly have rallied round, and given

a good heart; but it would leave
them woefully short for the rest of the
term, and Kildare felt that he could not
sponge on them to such an extent,

“T'll go for a stroll, and tey and think

t'hi?gs out,” he told himself one evening. |

he sooner he saw Monteith clear the
better, hes reflected.  Things were grow-
ing very slack in the Sixth. The match
with Abbotsford, which usually saw 8t
Jim’s top-dogs, had ended in a crushing
defeai for them, mainly because two of
their star men—Kildare and Monteith—
were off colour.
It was a bright, pleasant evening, and

-thought, that he su

One Pennv, 5
p

Kildare struck off towacds Wayland by
way of the fields.

ﬁe did not pause till he came to the
top of the embankment which had been
the scene of his struggle with - Knox.
Arrived there, he threw himself down on
the same mound, and endeavoured to
solve the eternal riddle.

It was while he lay there, cngrossed in
enly became aware:
of the sound of voices, raised in angry
discussion. :

The sound eame from behind a clump
of furze close by, and Kildare, his train
of thought interrupted, listened idly to
what was going on.

“You ought to be in the trenches!”
somebody was saying. A fellow of
your weight should be potting Huns
instoad of loafing about here!” .

** Of conrse!” chimed in another voice.
“You're right there, Sniper! A skunk
and a slacker—that’s what he is! They
ought to have combed him out ages ago!
I reckon-—-"

At this juncture the wordy argument
ended, and the sound of a’scufflo came 1o
Kildare's ears.

The captain of St. Jim’s crept stealthily
up to the furze-bush to see exactly what
was taking place,

“It’s jolly queer!” he murmared. “1
go for months without a scrap of anv
sort, and then I seem to be bronght bang
up against balf a dozen! I bet P'm in
this before the finish "

Kildare was right. When he saw that
2 small but extremely plucky gentleman
in’a blue serge suit was being attacked
by a couple of decidedly rough-looking
customers, he deemed it his duty, in the
interests of fair play, to chip

The little man” had already been
knocked down twice, but had bounded to
his feet again in quick time, and leapt
into the fray. It was evident that Ilm
was no novice in the noble art of self-
defence,

“You can keep your distance,” he said
to Kildare, not unpleasantly. “1 can
manage these two beanties all right,
Jimmy Dale never knows when he's
beaten [

Kildare saw &t a glance that the
speaker had plenty of science; but science
would avail him’little against two roughs
who lashed  out straight from the
shoulder.  He was determined not to sce
Mr. Jimmy Dale laid in the dust at his

Clenching bis fists, he hurled himself at
the Sniper, while Jimmy Dale soon
settled the hash of the other ruffian.

Smack ! Biff | d ! *

The Sniper was being sniped with a
vengeance | Kildare went , at  him
hammer and tongs, and’ gave him no
respite.  Meanwhile, Jimmy Dale sat on

he chest of his own victim, and gave the

e

8t. Jim's skipper encouragement.
‘"]Beanhful " he kept saying. ““Beau-
tifull

That's a topping straight left of
! Youve got him beaten to

Kildare could not see this at ihe
moment. Jimmy Dale knew, as any who
moved in fighting circles would  have
known, that the Sriper had shat his bolt.
But Kildare, not realising that victorv
was already his, smote with all his
strength, and the Sniper, all the fight
knocked' out of him, rolled over in the
grass, muttering imprecations.

“Curtain ! “grinned ~ Jimmy' Dale.
“The entertainment, my merry friend.
was a huge suecess.” Thanks awfully for
chipping in as you did !”

Kildare laughed rather breathlessly.

“That’s all right,” he said.  * What
d’you want to do with these bounders?"

“Let ‘em go,” said Jimmy - Dalo
lightly. “They won't worry us again.”

Only too glad to escape from the scene
of their feat, the Sniper and his
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companion slunk away; nor did they
venture on another taunt to Jimmy Dale,
“What were they gcﬁing at you
sbout ¥ asked Kildare, as he
on towards Wayland with his companion.
“1 heard the Army mentioned once or
&

twvice,

“Yes. They were trying to represent
me ds a slacker. Heavens! I've been
through Mons and the two batiles of
Ypres, and if that’s not enough to go
en with I don’t know what is. Two
months. ago they invalided me out. Of
course, those scoundrels couldn’t see my
badge of discharge in the dark, so they
etarted ragging me.” .

“ Rotters like that,” said Kildare, with
some heat, ““ought to be in the trenches
themeelves!”

“T'm a bit of a crock etill,” said
Jimmy Dale. “But it won't be long
before T become fairly fit again. Then
Y shali have to rejoin, 1 &'pose.”

Kildare nodded. A

“I¢'ll be one more nail in the Kaiser's
coffin,” he said.

"By the way,” said Jimmy Dale,
“you're a remarkable clever boxer, you
know,  You've got the m;ki.nss of &
i Jass fighting-man, I wonder you
ckle the Cockney Kid.”

“ Never heard of him,” said Kildare,
without much interest, ”

“Ye gods! Why, he’s a living marvel,
or professes to be, at any rate. He's
making a tour of the couniry, and his
manager's offering fifty quid to the
fellow who can lick him.” Of course, he's
quite safe in making the offer. Nobod:
can come near the Cockney Kid, by all
accounts. He comes to Wayland next
week.” g

Kildare listened idly to Jimmy Dale’s
rtatement; then, with startling sudden-
ness, a dazzling possibility lashed before
him.

He necded money badly, te save
another from ruin; and here it was,
¢tretched out before him like a tempting

ait.

“My hat!

he exclaimed, swinging

romud upon Jimmy Dale.  “If only

“Well £

“If only T were in training ! 1'd,go all
out for tgat. fifty quid 1™

“A few lessons would soon put you
in_ trim,” said Jimmy Dale, nofin,

Kildare's stalwart figure with approval.

“But—but whe would give them to
me?”

“I would,”

“ ¥You "

“ What-ho ! T've figured pretty
largely in the boxihg world, in pre-war
days.  And, di-»harqd soldier though I
am, there's life-in the old dog yet. If
it's practice you want, my boy, you need
lock no farther than Jimmy Dale.
Here's my address,” A

And he handed Kildare a card, bear-
ing the words: .

“MR. JAMES DALE,
1, River Street,
“ Wayland.
" Boxing and Gymnastic Expert.”

“By Jove!” said Kildare. “ Your
name seems familiar, somehow. Didn’t
you win the Lonsdale Belt three years
ago

“That’s me.”

“Then 1 should like to shake hands.”

They had come to-the old High Street
by this time, and Kildare’s eyes, as he
took farewell of the boxer, were
aglow with the light of & new hope.

“When can I come round for my
leseons # he asked. )

“You'd better make it every evening
1his week, at'nine. It'l] be a bit difficult
for you to get away from the echoel,
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strolled |

T .expect, and I'd make it earlier if T
could; but youw'll need to have a
thorough course of instruction before
attempting to tackle the Cockney Kid.
His manager wouldn't make such a
rincely offer to the fellow who could
Eeat him unless he reckoned he was
R .

Kildare laughed.

“If previous experience counts for
anything, I ought to shine,” he said.
“I've been having a perpetual round of
scrapping just lately. It seems as if
Nature intended me for a pugilist. 1f

ings go on at this rate, T shall be able
to tackle Jack Johnson in a week’s
time 1**

Jimmy Dale chuckled.

“Well, we'll do our best,” he said.
“You've got a steep hill to elimb, but
yours is the spirit that wins.”

“And your terms for the tuition——"

“Are nil! I'm not out to line my
pockets. It'll more than repay me to see
En(; Jput the kybosh on the Cockney

id. .

“You're one of the hest!” esid Kil-
dare cordially. *Good-night!”

“Good-night 1"

And Kildare walked back to St. Jim's

with a light heart. The carly stars
seemed to twinkle encouragement to him
as he strode along, and he felt confident
he could give the marvelious boy bexer
a run for his money.

But it was as well for his peace of mind
that he did not know how many ohstacles
were destined to bestrew his path in his

efforts to eave a fellow-prefect from
ruin !
CHAPTER 7.
Knox’s Counter-Siroke.
NDER the genial coaching of

Jimmy Dale, Kildare went from
strength to strength.

The captain of St. Jim's had
always been a g boxer—far. better
than he himself had realised.

His first visit to Jimmy Dale’s house
was accomplished successfully, and so’
was the second; and on each occasion he
gave the boxing trainer great satisfac-
tiom.

“Yau're
Jimmy Dale, bl §
wonder you didn’'t twke boxing u
seriously before. I like your attack, :mg
your defence is everything that could be
desired. You'll be able to stand up to
the Cockney Kid for the full twelve
rounds, il necessary."” B

““You flatter me,” said Kildare.

“Not a bit of it. If you were a wash-
out, and a hopelesa case, T shouldn’t
scruple to tell you so. I never mince my
words. Coming along to-morrow night,
at nine?”

 Yea; rather!™” i

When Kildare departed on his third
expedition to Jimmy Dale's house, he
was blissfully unaware of the fact that

was being watched by at least half a
dozen juniors.

Tom Merry & Co., with Crooke
Mellish, and {{acku, saw the captain o
8t. Jim’s scale the school wall

“That’s queer,” said Monty Lowther,
©I can't think what's come over old
Kildare lately. He's been Jetting things
rip in a most disgusting way. Look at
that match with Abbotsford! It was
simply thrown away, owing to Kildare
being off his form.” -

“It beats me altogether,” said Tom
Merry, looking puzzled. *Where's he
going now, I wonder?” .

“To o Green Man, I expect,
eneered Racke.

Tom Merry spun round upon the cad
of the Shell. 2

“Don’t judge other people’s actions
by your own, you rotter !’ he said,

eplendidly 1"

shaping
il enthnainsm,

said
with .

Racke shmgqed his shoulders,
“T bet there’s something shady going
on,” he said. *“Fellows don’t sneal out
of the school after dark unless they’re on
the randan. 1've had my suspicions of
Kildare for a long time.”
“Same here,” said Mellish.
in sheep's clothing, you know.
“As a matter of fact,” said Racke,
who seldom lost an opportunity of mak-
ing himself objectionable to Tom Merry
Co., ““this isn’t the first time Kildare
has breken bounds. He went out last
night, and the night before, and wasn't
back till midnight in each case,”
“Which onlv proves,” said Manners.
“that you're a rotten spy!”
Racke ignored the thrust,

A wolf

“If you ask ‘me,” he went on.
“Kildare's  a  beastly  pub-haunter—
nothing maore nor less. I've n to

pubs mysck occasionally, but I've never
posed before the other fellows as a giddy
plaster  saint.  Kildare’s playing a
double game.”

“One more word against our worthy
skipper, Racke,” said Monty Lowther
dramatically, ““and you'll' measure your
length on the floor, my son |

“I tell you, he's a cad and a waster

Racke got no further, o
True 1o his word, Monty Lowther
leapt to the attack, and his fist shot ont,

catching Racke straight between the
eyes,
“That’s the first instalment,” ex-

plained Lowther.

ke was about to retaliate, when*
Darrel of the Sixth glanced into the
Common-room. .

" Bed-time, you kids,” he said briefly

And the discussion about Kildare was
dropped. -

Even Tom Merry & Co., however,
loyal though they were to their skipper,
could not help feeling thai something
Wi amiss,

On the face of if, things looked black
against Kildare, for if his motives weve
square and above-board, why should le
wish to slink out of the premises like a
thief in the night?

Time ‘would shew, perhaps, that his
actions were honourable : hut, meanwhile
Racke & Co. were afforded a fine oppor-
tunity of slandering the captain of St.
Jim's.

Kildare himself proceeded into Way-
land with a light heart. Al the world
seemed bright, and he little gnessed
that his excursions were being talked
about.

He felt in better trim than ever that
evening. After a turn at the punching-
ball, and a few rounds with Jimmy
Dale, the latter simply beamed witn

delight.
“ You're well on your way fo winning
fifty of the best,” he told Kildare.

“That's my bonest opinion.’

The captain of $t. Jim's started on
his walk back to the in high
feather., .

Before he had left the lights of Way-
land behind him, however, he bumped
into a tall fignre, which emerged from
the side gaic of the Horse and Dragon

“Knox!” he exclimed, with a start.

There was a chuckle from the cad of
the Sixth, -

“Good-evening |7 he said.  “Sorry
to interrupt you. I s'pose yow've been

the Crown. Pity yon couldn’t have
made it the Iorse and Dragon, and
kept me company I

“You cad!” said Kildare.

“The Crown,” continued Knox, un-
heeding, “is certainly a very desrable
show, and their port is the rveddest and
strongest in the country, ut one
wants to get some variety into one's
pub-haunting. ¥ wouldn’t do to sit in

school
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the same old lmr parlour for the dura-
tion of the war.

“Y don’t wnderstand you,” said Kil-
da “If youre trying to be funny

“I'm dead

m not,” said Knox.
scrious.”

“You know as well as anybody that
I'm not a_ pob-haunter I

Knox grinnedv

“I'm afraid,” ho said, you'll find it
rather difficult to prote thu. t.

know that you break bounds night afier
uight, they won't imagine that you're in
the hal)zt of going for innocent
rambles.”

o going to tell them you've
seen me in Wayland tonight?”

Yhy mot?  What's sauce for the
goose 1s sauce for the gander.  You
chose to kick up ructions when you
met me out of bounds the other night,
so I feel perfectly justified in doing the
rame. Understand ¥

“Look here, Knox!" said Kildare
desperately.  “Don’t be a fool! You
can do yourself .mo good by shoutmg
from the hous—etopn zbout this.”

h“ You admit you've been to the pub,
then ?

“1 admit nothing of the sort. I can't
cxplain to you why I'm here. You
wouldn’t understand. But you can take
iv from me that I'm not-at your low
wate. -

“Sorry I can't believe you!”

“Then you're r:o.ng to -sprpac.l this
tale about the school?’”

“1F it suits me—yes.”

1\|I(Im o looked grim,

ou do,” he said, with emphasis,
“1il glw vou the Iu(h.u\g, of your life!”

“‘Threats won't alter my decision,”
said Knox. - “You showed me no
mercy, and T shall show none to you.
tleve, I say! Where are you going?”

But Kildaro had tanished into the
darkness, and fhe rascal of the Sixth
found lumm“ Dbhgml to complete his
journey alone.

CHAPTER 8.

. Slanderous Tongues.
RIC KILDARE awoke mext
E morning  with the febling that
this was to be one of the most
E\'Lnlful days of his school
career,

That Nc\nmg would see bhim in the
boxing-ring, hghtmg _tooth and nail
against the Cockney K

His tuition at the handa of Jimmy
Dale was .at an end, and Jimmy - had

oressed himself as being more than
du} hted at his pupil’s progress.

'i'ou re the real thing now,” he had
told Kildare. “Keep your man on the
move all the time, and hustle him off
his feet. From what I've seen of the
Cockney Kid, he’s a fair-weather boxer.
So long as ‘things are going well for
him, he’s in his element; but once he
finds himself properly up against it, he
won't take lung to chuck in his mit,
Anyhow, you'll fmt up a game fight, T
krow, my son. hope to be on the spot
to act as your second.”

Theso encouraging words came back
to Kildare while he dressed, and he was
looking very bucked when Monteith en-
countered ki on the stairs.

at are you doing over here?”
asked Kildare good bnmourccﬂy. “Get
hark to your kenmel "
“I  came, said Monteith  rather,

weatily, “to see if you'd thought of
anythmg yet to help me out of my fix.
‘The fortnight’s nearly up, you know,
and I've had a note from the Sniper to
say that if the debt isn't promptly
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sottlod he'll goms & to St. Jim's and ex-

plode a bombs! 5
Kildare scanned Monteith’'s face
curiously.

The New House prefect bore traces of
i]BS less nights, and it waa evident that
g worried a good deal. dare
[cll. sorry for him, and decided that he
had _better cheer him up without delay.
“Keop your pecker up,’ Monteith !”
ho said. “In twelve hours from meLB
hope to have you well clear of
business.”

Monteith’s eyves gleamed with hope.

“Is that a fact?” he fasped “You
—you're not rotting, Kildare?”

“I shouldn’t rot about a thing like
this, old man. Leave things entirely to
me, and I'll do my best to see you
through!™

“But how d' you propose to do it?”

“By tackling the Cockney Kid.
You've. lma;d of him, I take it? He's
performing  in  Wayland, and thateﬁ
fifty quid waiting for his conqueror.”

“My hat! Do you really think you
can llch him, though?"” added Monteith
dub‘(mﬂy

“T'N try,” said Kildare cheerfully.

“One can’t do more than his best.”

“But you're running a fearful risk!”
protested Monteith.  “ Supposing any
of the masters are there, or the
fellows?”

“Not- much fear of that. The

masters don't care for that sort of thing,
and most of the fellows have already
been. That's why T left it till the third
night. 1 shal x under an nsaummi
name, too, to keep on the safe side.”
' ripping of you to chance it for
me. old man !’ said Monteith
“Not at all! You saved m;

life, and

it’s up to me to do what T can in
return. Nuff said!
Monteith went back to the New

Hounse with a load lifted from his mind.
There was something so calm, confident,

tually the payment of the Sniper's debt,
whuj; wonlli get  him outpeof that
entleman’s  clutches for  evermore.

Jpon the whole, the prospect was quite
radiant.

Unfortunately, however, - the litile
dialogue on the stairs between Mon-
teith and Kildare had been overheard
by Racke of the Sheil,

“Keeping in the thelter of an adjacent
doorway, Racke ‘h listened to “every
word. He gave a mahmm grin,
sauntered across to the New House.

Here he suught out Clampe, who was
a_fellow after his own heart. Neither
of the young rascals was in love with
Kildare, and neither would have
scrupled to do him an ill turn, if it lay
in s power.

“Ha).ln'" said Clampe, in surprise.

‘\n early-morning call—what!"

“Yes. TI've picked up a protty. piece
of m[ormnuun “}m:h I know you'd like
to hear.”

“Good! (}af. it off your cheat!"

“ Kildare—our good and gallent skip-
per,” said Racke, thhasnecr, “is takin®
up a new ocoupation, He's going :o box
for money.

“ What !

“It’s a fact. T heard hlm assing to
Monteith about it just now. o's meet-
ing the Cockney at Vfaylnnd Public
Hall to-night. Thema a fine thing for
you! The captain of a public ool
condescendin’ to scrap with Cockneya!
No wonder St, Jim's is going to the
dogs ! -

Racke uttered the last remark with the

Qn: - leny. i

AQhLerate mtentson that it should be
heard by Mr. teliff, who was coming
along the corridor.

The New House master did hear it, and
turned instantly. to the two juniors.

What did "~ you say, acke?” he
rap| out. z
*“I eaid it was no wonder Bt. Jim's
was gaing to the dogs, sir,” eaid Racke
stubbornly.
'Why, pray?”

“ When the captam of the school gives
up games and goes in for prize-fighting
- ar,\d for money, too—it's & bit thick,
sir !~

“What do you mean?”
“Just this, sir. Kildare's due to meot
an nw[\;l little hooligan called tho Cock-
Kid at seven o'clock this evenin:
m W ayland Public Hall. If Kildars
manages to win, he'll rope in Aty

pounds.
\11-‘ Ratcliff darted a keen glance at
the speaker.
“ Are you romancing, Racke?!”
2 Iit‘;.ot o bit of it, sir.”
Mr. Rak:hﬂ stroked his chin
“T will look into this,” he aa:d.
he rustled away.
‘he sour, -ill-tempered master of the
New House could scarcely conceal -his
leasure at having picked up such an
interesting bit of information.
o had eeldom been able to cabch the
in of 8t, Jim's tripping in the past.
K;]darﬂ Was straight as a die. But
now, it H}ﬂn‘.ln’? he was lowering himself
for the sake of making money; and Mr.
Ratcliff fondly hoped to eatch him fed-

AT e

And Kildare went light-heartediy
through the day, little dreaminyg that his
determined efforts io save Monteith from
disgrace were in danger of being ruth-
lessly nipped in the bud. 5

And

CHAPTER 9.

and ‘reliable about Kildare that he An Uphill Game.
might well have been excused for | T can’t be twue!” said- Arthur
imagining that his troubles were over. I Augu.‘lug D’Arcy firmly,

Looking a few hours ahead, he could hat can't be zmp, fat-
see the boxing-ring, the crowds of spee- head?” ssked Tom Mer:
tators, and a brillant, smashing victory “Wacke saya that Kliduros !mm to
for the captain of 8t. Jim’s, and even- | fight tha Cockney Kid to-night.”

My only aun

The Terrible Threa, with Talbot, Jac X
Blake, and D’Arcy wero af tea in Tom

Merry's study, and (lusay’s news quile

bow cm OVer.

“Racke’s rotting, as usual” said
Monty imwthl\r. after a long and breath-
less eilonce. o begin with, Kildare,
good boxer tlmu«h he is, wouldn't stand
a dog’s chance, “and, knowing that, he
wouldn’t make such a thundering aea of
himself in publ

“That's just wimt I was thinkin’,”
said Arthur Augustus.

Mounty Lowther bowed.

“ (3rest minds clashing again,” he sail. «

“Ha, ha, ba!”

"Weal]y Lowthah! Pway don’f
disturb my twain of thought. I was
about to suggest that we rmght fwamp
ovah to “a;!];md this evenin’, jusi to
make sush that there’s no twuth in what
Wacke says. Then we ean bump the
boundah for twyin’ to pull our legs.'™

“Not a bad xdcn,” said Tom Merry.
“ Porsonally, I can't think “hy Ra
should go o the trouble of
such a yamn, unleas there was somethmg

in it."

“Why not ask Kildare?’ suggestad
Manners.

“Yes, and bo booted out of his study !
growled Jack Blake. “No giddy fm'r"'

Racke had spread his story th_ruughout
the school, but the majority of the fellows
ignored it

Tom Merry & Co., however, felt just.
a lingéring doubt; and they would nnt- he

Tae Gey Liprary.— No.
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Yiappy until that doubt was definitely
banished from their minds.
The juniors went to Kildare for laLss
passes. -
““Whero are you goin’?” asked the
(npt(un of St. Jim' S
see tho Loclmpy Kid,

\'I'crry. "

Kildare gave a vm]r-nt start. He was
not expecting anyone from the echool to
bo' amonyg_ the aundience, mﬂpecmlly as
|nﬂﬁt of the- juniors had already seen
tha Cockney Kid; but it would be mean
to refuse them the Juxury of a late pass.

e strode to the door, and closed it.

“Loek here; you kids!™ he said, facing
round upon.them. * When you gL over
to Wayland tonight, you'll proba Iy see
me theree T'h taking up the Cockney
s lenge.

Tom Merry and his chums exchanged
wlances. Then it was true, after all!

“* Whether I shall win or lose,” went
on Kildare, “I- don’t know, of course.
But whatever happens, 1 don’t -want you
to chatter about it. -You may pleage
.vourselves, of course. I've no authority
m prew-nt you_from eaying what you

But I ghall regard it as a personal

favour if you keep mam.”

“Rely ‘on ws, Kildara,
Merry.

“Yans wathah!”

Kildare handed ont tho passes, and tha
juniord left ths study

They were in a state of wild excite-
ment, though they wes careful to betray
s f's it to nutsninm
Their skipper was going to fight the
Cockne; (FB Verily, it should be well
worth their while going into Wayland- for
that eventful evenine!

An hour later, Kildare braced hxm&a]l
up | for the supreme ordeal.

“Going on the razzle again?” inquired
Knox, u{xom he met in the quad.

Kildare made no reply, but strode o,
Time was too pleuoua to stop and
rle with

hall  was u'lrr-miy pretty  well
packed when Kildare entered and
dropped into & ecat.

The exhibition boxing had begun, and
in a quarter of an hour the usual chal-
lenge would be announced by the Cock-
ney Kid’s manager..

Kildare swept his eyo over the dense
throng of peo) Presently he became
aware that Tém  Merry & Co. were

” gaid Tom

said Tom

. scated in the gallery; but, to hie intensc

relief, he could detect nobody elee from
the school,

Then a 'ha.m'l suddenly descended upon
his shoulder, and scrnebody droppeéd into

- the vacant seat beside him,

Kildare spun round, startled.

“ All serene, old eon,” came the voice
of Jimmy Dale. 7It's only me! How
T'you feel?

Flt as a fiddle!” said Kildare, bright-

1
‘Thnta good! What nnmn are you
r to box under?”

rt‘mr Irg,]ﬂnd &

Topping ! There's quitg an Emern]d

Tsle touch .ﬂmnt that. lere we aro!

He's just going to chuck the challenge

off hie chest!”

The manager—a pompous individual
in evening-dress—repeated his usual call
to arms,

T chailenge any gentleman present,”

ho said, *“to defeat the Cockney Kid!
Thero is fifty pounds awaiting his
vietor.”

Kildare leapt to his feet.
“I'm game!” he epid. And passed
down the gangway end up on to the plat-

ferm,
“What mname, sir?” asked the
vianager.
¢ Arthur Treland.”
“Very well. Ladies und genﬁemen,
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Mr Arthur_Treland has acvepted the
challenge ! We will now ‘get to business.
Have you a second, sir?” he added,
‘turning  to. Kildare.

Jimmy Dale jumped into the breach
wn.h a ruddy, smiling face.

“Now- for the fireworks!” he said.
“Lvt‘s put you in fighting order, my
son.

And he assisted Kildare to get ready.
The Cockney Kid, with his usual calm
comuposure, stood waiting. Then the

rf'fvrec o ragped ogt his sharp command.

g Cnnscloul nf a great roaring noise

around him, and & desive t8 alter the
shape of the smooth, placid countenance
of the Cockney Kid, Kzidared-ntepped
forward.

“Buck up, old man!”
from-the audience.
ildare knew that voice as Tom

came a voice

Merry’s,

The coclms-y Kid led off with his
usual hop-skip-and-jump tactics, with the
object of playing to the gailpry, but
avhen he saw the stuff of which Kildare

.was made, he changed his plann sud-
denly, and settted down to a stern
attack. X

. It was a fierce first round.

Kildare took plenty of punishment
but the fortune of war was so well
divided, that the captain of St. Jim’'s had
given as good as he had received.

The crowd was delighted. It was to
be a grim fight. The veriest novice in
the noble art saw that. And pluck, en-
durance, resource, and tenacity would be
required of the fellow who was to emerge
vietor.,

““Am T averdoing it, Jimmy?” ueked
Kildare, as he was bemg sponged by his
faithful second.

“No, I don’t think so. To slacken off
in the second vound might very easily
prove disastrous. Put plenty oiy ginger
into it, my boy! You're shaping like a
’[‘rojan!"

- Acting on this well-meant advice, Kil- ||

dare went all out when “Time!” was
called again, ¥is heart was in his work,
and he became oblivious to evarythmx
save We maih object. He must win!
Nothing else mattered, go long as that
fifty pounds rested in his pocket beford
he left the hall that cvening.

When the round was over, he judged
by the burst of cheers which went up
that he had dﬂIlB rather well, The
Cockney ‘s manager was lookin,
decidedly glum and “the Kid himse
scemed - none too, chirpy.  He realised
that he was in dan of his Waterloo.

“Topping !™ said Jimmy Dale
heartily, “What did I tell you? You're
the man for the job! Tf you keep up
that attack nobhmg in heaven or on earth
can save him.”
third round was rendered one of
the most eventiul of all by two incidents
which oceurred therein.

The first incident was this. Kildare,
fm.img for the moment to realise how

pery and clusive his opponent was,

u ed out fiercely with his left.

“In a twinkling, the Cockney Kid had
poitved ot of 1ho Ime of Aoy with the
result fhat Kildare's clenched fist came
with a mighty crash against the top of
one of the ring-side supports. The pain
of it sickened him.

But, ere he had_recovered from. thia
set-back, the second incident took place.
© There was a sudden commotion in the
rear of the hall, and a gentleman in
spectacles was seen pushing his way to
the front,-despite the protests of the
crowd.

‘Stop!” he exclaimed, “Btop this
brutal combat instantly {* T forbid. |t "

Kildare, half-dazed with pain i.hough

he was, recognised that voice.
It belonged to Mr. Horace Rateliff !

GHAPI'ER 10.
The Fighting Spirit.

“ RDER there 1"

OBt

“He's a beasbly killjoy 1™
Mr. Ratcliff had set foot in
a hornets’ nest.

Had ‘the contest between Kildare and
the Cockney Kid been at all tame, the
crowd might possibly have let the New
House master have his way; but they
were worked up to the highest piteh of
excitement in connection with the fight,
and didn’t mean to miss their entertain-
ment at any price.

“Kildare! - Come down from that

stform at oncel!” shriecked Mr.

atchiff.

“Wot d’yer mean 7" grow}od a man in
the audicnee. “You an’ yer Kildare!

That’s ‘Arthur Ireldand, that is—as good
a boxcr as ever set foot in a ring ! An’
look 'erc, misfer; jest you take my
advice, an’ quit. It's never no good for
one man to pit isself agin five ‘undred.
T've done it mcwlf s0 I knows wot Pm
talkin’ about!

"This was gooed enough advice ; but Mr.
Rateliffi heeded it not. Ie had not
tramped aver to Wayland for nothing.
To return empiy-hand to the school,
after congratulating himself that he had
fairly corneved K%dnre, would be too
humiiating.

He lifted up his_voice again. Tt rose
this time to a shrill crescondo. -
““Desist at once, Kildare ! Do you

hear me?”

“Dry up !

“Turn_him out!"”

The crics were fiercer now, and more
ungnimons. . Mr.  Ratcliffi  seemed
booked for an ug]}vl time,

“Why does’t the silly ass clear out?”
muttered Tom Merry. ~ “ He'll be torn
limb from limb if he stays here.”

“Berve him joliy well right, for spy-

g”’ growled Jack Blake.
“Yaas, wathah! I wondsh who pub
him_up Yo it?"
“It was Racke, you bet,” said
Manners. i

“That rotter can’t open his
mouth wzthnut malnn i

“Ratty's fairly on
Monty Lo o ARl o
chucked out on his neck or not, it'll be
rotten for Kildare in the long run.”

Mr. Ratcliff certainly looked like
going out on his neck. - As he showed

mischief.
e warpath,” said

| no signs of retreating, the crowd deemed

it high time to assist him to the door.

The Housemaster’s exit from the hall
was rather more hurried than bis entry.
He came into painfal contact with
sundry boots and missiles, and, like the
Germans on the Western Front, retired
in_dizorder under heavy fire.

)y the. time he was hustled out on to
the flagstones of the High Street, he was
a total wreck. Iis r and tic were
streaming loose; his coat was minus the
majority of its buttons; and his gold
watchchain had severed its connection
with the watch, and like the young lady
in the song, was lost and gone for ever.

The next thing he became conscicus
of was the violent sln.mmmg of the doors
in his face. -

Mr. Rateliff’s intrusion had been a
good and a bad thing for Kildare. Tt
was bad: for him, because it meant that
trouble of a serious nature was in store;
it was good for him, because it allowed
him a much-needed breather,

The captain of St. Jim’s had hurt him-
self badly. In the sheer joy of battle,
however, the pain m his hand and wrist
was not quite so acute as it might other-
~wise_have been.

“Get on with the washing,” said the
referee brisklg.

Only

half a minute now remained of
the interrupted

round, and Kildare
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contented himself with acting on the
defensive.

When he eat down on his second’s
knee, Jimmy Dale uttered an exclama-
tion of dismay.

“Yowre hopelessly crocked, my son 1”

he said. *Look here. You can’t go on.
It's mnot righb. I'll. explain to the
referee—-'

“No, no!” satd Kildare] hall-starting
to his feet. “T'm all right, Jimmy.
Doun’t worry, there’s a ;-:.oo(l r'hap
mean to gee this thing through.”

With obvicus reluetance Jimmy Dale
allowed his man to step up for the
fourth round.

Had Kildare been knocked out in the
next minute by the vigorous and elastic
Cockney Kid, there would have been
every excuee for him. The sight of Mr.
Ratelif ramping about the hall like a
raging lion, had done his nerves no good;
and, what was worse, his left wrist was
limp and veelesa®

Bot, to combat these mquorhmm, Kil-
dare’s heart and soul were fired by a
fierce desire for victory. And very often
mental resolve goes further than physical
strength.

Kildare got through the fourth round
somehow. It was like a nightmare, but
hia great heart upheld Lim, and he stuck
dogzedly to his gune. Once, when he
pl.mmd his right with emashing force

nto the Cockney Kid's chest, the crowd
(Im-ered him to the echo.

“He's stunning!” said Tom. \:[arry
fubm\urlv “But why docsn’t he use his
eft?”

* Dunno, " gaid Monty Lowther.

The juniors had not regarded the mis-
p which had occurred in the previoue
round as serious.

When Kildare rested on his second’s
knec again, Jimmy Dale said nothing to
Heo saw that Kildare was making
hu supremo effort, and that mere: words,
whether of encouragement’ or distrees,
would carry no weight.

The next three rounds were fought out
in Spartan style. At tho conclusion of
them it was eeen that the Cockney Kid
waa breathing elowly and heavily.. He
was, in point of fact, on the verge of
exhanetion, .

Kildare saw this. TIn the nextround,
Lo reflected; he.nust make his final on-
slaught, for he himself wes not eapable
of holding out much longer.
ings are poing to lmup\‘n now, I

igrh
The (mrkmvy Kid camo up to the
ecralch with a rush,  Kildare did the
same, with the resuli ihat they got linked
!,ngnthor in frenzied combat.
‘Break away there!¥
referec’s voice.
Kildare leapt bacl
for a brief sccond,

came the

ards, and paunsed
lm head throbbing

iz
The grnak ‘moment had come !

Was Monteith_ in the andience? he
wondered vaguely. If 8o, the New
House prefect must have his heart in his
mouth. A wild tumult of hopes and
fears must be eurging in his breast.

But Monteith was not present.  He
had plenty of courage, but he had not
been quite able to brace hirself up to go
over to Wayland. To ece Kildare lose,
after days and deys of almost unendur-
able suspense, would break him up alto-
gether. So ho had stayed away.

The crowd eat still, as if turned to
egtone. During that d:.nmh(- panee in
the fighting there were wild conjectures
as to the resu

Would Kildare pull it off?

The captair of St. Jim’s determinad
to atake everything on one mighty
blow upon his opponent’s ¢ & made
as if to jab him-in the ribs, and the

{ heap.
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Kildare’s smashing right-hander.
(See Chapter 10.)

Cockney Kid dropped his guard in-
stinctively.

The next instant that smaehing right-
hander of Kildare's found its bli’ut and

the boy marvel went down in a huddled

“Rouse yoursclf, fooll” hissed his
manager, who was in far from a pleasant
temper at this sudden turn of affairs.

The Cockney struggled, sank
back, struggled again, and Cpally gave it
up.

“Fm done!” he gasped, adding, as
I:~s eyea met the honest, ﬂpne ones of his

stor: ““The best man wina!

Tom Merry & Co., throwing caution to
the winds, bounded on to the platform

and thumped Kildare's back in wild
ecstasy.
“Moderate your transports, kids!”

eaid a qm'L(. voice: Time I had a
lock in.”

And Kildare found Jimmy Dale grasp-
ing him warmly by ﬂm hand.

“ Jolly well playeul snid Junm}A
was right, you see, after all.”

“Only just!™ iu\:\;.he'd Kildare breaih-
lessly.

P hat matterd?. A miss is as good os
a mile! By cum, it was great! How a
fellow can fight right through with a
sprained W rist passes all understnnd-
ing!

A few minutes later the captain of St.
Jim’s was handed the fifty pounde in
public, to the accompaniment, o
thunderous cheers. And after  that,
Jimmy Dale having assisted him in put-
ting on his coat, he Jeft the building by
the back exit.

As he peéred about him in the etreet
a_hand fell upon his shoulder, and the

it |

vindictive voico of Mr. Ratchff ex-
claimed
“Ah, Kildare! So I have come upon

you at last! You ehall pay dearly for
this—this disgusting exhibition of prize-
ﬁszhhnf You will return with me to
tho echool at once, and render an ex-

planation—which I think you mil find
rather difficult—to Dr. Holmes
Realiging - that defiance \mu}d only
eerve to make bad worse, Kildare bowed
his head to the inevitable, and went.
-

CHAPTER 1i.
True to the Last!

R. HOLMES was surprised 1o
D receive a late call that evening.
He was about to put away his
papers and retire for the m;ﬂh
when the sound of footsteps came to his
cars, and he waited.

The door:was thrown open, and Mr.
Ratehff cawe in, woking like a gasbag
about to bursi.

Kildare followed the iTouscmaster into
the stndy, very pale, but with firm tread
and shoulders squarec

Thn Head glanced i
Well, Mr. Rateliff
have come, si
House master,
seemly
darc!

“There is no need
glls;:e of the police,”

i mﬂ}int botir.

he said
id the New

rusting conduct of ]ul-
From information receiv.
to adopt thr- lan-

said the Head

‘AI\em‘ 1 proeeeded into Wayland
thns r-vrnmp.. .said Mr. Ratchiff d«apm
ately, “and came upon a most revolting
&r‘u(“ l'rom l\]mh 1 shrank horrified!™

1 trust,” said the Head, ‘“you have
nob lnn drinking, Kildare?”
‘ertainly not, sir.”

“He, behaved,” splut Mr. Rat-
¢liff, “in a manner at which even a
person under the inflaence of drink would

have drawn the line. In short, he was
qnduk{lm_: in a—a prizoe- ﬁrfht for
money

The Head iookmi grave. He didn't lie
t;m sound of Mr. Ratcliff’a story.
“Is that correct, Kildare?” he asked.
“In a conse, yes, eir.”
Whaom were you fghting,
what “amount?”
Tue Gey Lisrany.—No, 493,
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=t uec?ted challen, ven by the
Coc‘kn :d, al:id won &yg;ouudo air.”
coked angry.

o Ksld "'
et} d:dnt think I was doing wrong,

sir.

“Didn't '.luuk' No, ti’m& is" the pity
of it. Had ¥ o think, you
would have rmimed the ati, -'ma you were
brmgmg upon your scheol by such an

“I dide’t shame the -yc.hool, sir. I
an assumed name.”
’{'lm ulhn- growsa

Ratcliff, who

long, * when

ordered to desist from such a bestial ex-

hibition, be took no notice whatever. He

has every law of decent

"

am compelled —reluctant 1 musﬁ
nnien—h mee mﬂ: yuuﬂil

cliff,” said the H * After what naa

thld'u-o, 1 mux;troqum you

the captaing grieves mo

,tn thin! E that you could stoop so low as

in the prize-ring for money.

l am not empowered to take the ffty

pounds from you. You have won the

Mﬁs enough, beyond deubt; but

I ﬁﬂ to see that there is no
TecurTencn c( fz: sort of thing!”

Exld-:ol lip trembled, in spne of him-
self.

8o it meant losing the captainey!
He vmuld rather have had almost any-
thing happen than that. He had found
his duues thsnkles enough at times,
but he - was naturelly proud of his
osition, he had never realised
gaw deep wus hm liking for it until now.

Should he tell the Head about Mon-
teith, and explain that he had put the
Cockney Kid to rout solely for the sake
of getting his fellow-prefect out of dis-
race

If he did this he would clear himself,
and the Head, knowing he had acted
worthily and honourably. would wun-
doubtedly rescind his punishment.

But it would ba bad for Monteith,
who would be called upon to nxpLﬂn
away his debt—a task which he would
scarcely be able to fulfil to the Head’s
satisfaction.

“No,” thought Kildare;
must _be kept out 6f this, at all costs

“¥You have nothing to say, Kildare?”
said Dr. Holmes.

“ Nothing at all, sir.

“Very well.
form your punishment is to take. Your
authority as the ecaptain of this school
ceases forthwith.”

Mr.  Ratclif's eyes danced with
trivmph, and he rustled out of the
Head's study, feeling like a detective
who had pursued his quest to a success-
ful end.

Kildare followed more slowly,
proceeded to bed.

Bat it was a long, long time before

o

*“Monteith

and

sleep visited his eyes that night. Fate’s
latest sword-thrust had wounded him
sorely.

Next morning after breakfast he

strolled over to the New House, and
sought out Monteith,

He found the New House prefect en-
gaged in a lively altercation with a man
whose face was not unfamiliar.

Tt was the Sniper,

“ Thirty qmd down,” that uentlumm

was saying, “or you'll be shown up
right now! Tve given you guite
enough rope!”

Kildare walked calmly up to the

table, upon which he deposited a bundle
you scoundrel !™

of ’l‘reaaury notes.
“There you are, he
suid. “Count them, and clear out !
‘Tho Sniper stood thunderstruck, But
Tue Gex Lisrary.—No. 493,

1 hnva told you what

he was & man who had not fived on his
wits twenty years for nothing, and his

im was to snateh up the
bundle of notes before Kildare had time
te r.ha.uge his mind.

*“One minute, please!™ said the late
captain. “I want your receipt for that
amount, together with a promwo never
to molest Monteith again.

The 8niper rather reluctantly wrote
cmt what was necessary.

“And now,” said [{xldnrr. “you can
take yoursell off! T've given you one
thrashing, and am feeling a bit too sick
to repeat it just now; but if ever you
cross my path m [ul.urﬂ, yvou'll know
what to

The Sniper mmio a mental resolve
that he would give St. Jim's a wide
berth after this.  Backing away die-
creetly, he vanished down rﬁo stairs,

Monteith, the perspiration standing
out on his brow, tusmed to Kildare.

“That was & call!” he -said.
“The fellow was on t1|e point of expos-
ing me, Kildare, I'm—I'm gratefui,
believe me! Ounly I don’t know how
to express mysolf !’

t's all serene,

old chap,” said
(-
“Fancy your the Cockney
Kid!" cm:t_uzund “Ii.’
wonderful !"
“Thnres g price to pay for it. all the
umo, said Kildare. *““Ratty spotted
me.”

“What !"*

“He's veported me, and I'm skipper
of Bt. Jim's no longer.  After what's
happened, I must iuke a back seat,
Won't Knox crow!”

Monteith looked dazed.

“But—but, do you mean to say that,
in spite of all this, P'm safe?” he stam.
mer

“gafe as houses,” said Kildare.- Tt
wasn't likely that I was gomg to give
you away.”

There was a pause. - Monteith looked
Kll(im(\ squarely in the eyes.

ere, a man,”  he said

huskily, *“the sacrilice is tao great! T

ocan't bave you suffer like this. It—it’s
not cricket

“If I were you,"” said Kildare. “I

should lie low aml say nothing more

licking
Monteith.

about it. You're clear now, and that's
all that matters. As for me, I shall
worry through somehow, The Head

may come round in time.'

“On the other hand, l3e may uot,’
said Mouteith. 0, old man, If [ sit
tight over this bizney, it’s going  to
n-mke things jolly hard for you. o

at shall you ua the

“Faco the music,” said Monteith.
“Y ghall make s cloan breéast of every-
thing. Hanged if I'm going to lct you
stand the racket!”

The words were manly, and Mon-
teith meant them, too. It was rotten
luck, he reflected, that Ratty.should
have put in his oar at the last moment,
and spoilt everything ; but Kildare must
not_suffer !

Whatever happened, the Head munst
know the truth. And Monteith, his
mind firmly mado up, swung out of the
study, leaving Kildare gazing after him
in wonder, and veflecting that there was
more of the man in Moutcith than he
had ever suspected.

CHAPTER 12.
The Last Fight of All

" ONTEITH! Here, old man!
I want a word with you!”
The New. House prefect

was  crossing  the quad,

when, glancing back over his ghoulder,
ho found himself hatled bv Knox.

The latter had kept well in the back-
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ground of laie. He 'wanted no more
lickings from Kildare. But his deter-
mination o do the ex-captain an injury

ad not wavered.
“Can’t stop!” said Monteith briefly.

“But you must! Fve something
awfully important to speak to you
about ! .

Monteith gave in.

“Come aleng to my study,” said
Knox, “We sha'm’t be overheard
there.”

Monteith wcumpnnmd the cad of the
Bixth to his study. Ou arrival, Knox

handed & cxgaretbea:en to his gueak

“No, thanks!” said Monteith drily.

Knox looked surprised. IHe had not
regarded Monteith's reform as per-
manent.

* Well, if you won't, you won't!” he
said rcsxgnchy‘ lnghtmg a cigarctte him-
self. “Look here. I want to speak to
you about Kildare. You've never had
muc]l affection for h , I believe 17

“Not a great deal,” admitted Mon-

lolt.h

“Good! Then T know you'll agree
fo my wheeze. Il be a good thing for
you, too.’

*Let’s hear it,” said Monteith.

Kuox cleared his throat.

“Last night,” he said, “Kildare ran _
into the arms of Ratty, after he'd been
boxing for that fifty quid. From what
I can gather, the Head was in an awful
stew about it. He s sacked Kildarc
1rmn the cnpt:\mc

That's so," ~:ml Monteith.
He wondered what Knox was driving

at,

“1 know very well why Kildare wanted
that money,” Knox went on, “It was
to get you out of your scrape—what?"

Monteith nedded.

“Well, that mukes things deuced
awkward! He'll probably tell the Head
the why and wh«mfurn__lfyhe hasn’t done
50 already—and you'll be sent.for, and
cony 1ctod of going on the razzle!”

Kildare say amf‘e hasn't breathed a
word to the Head

Knox laughed scornfully,

“D’vou mean to bay you're mug
enough to swallow a yarn like that?” he
exclaimed.  “You can bet your bottom
dollar_he told the Head everything, if he
was given an opening.  As I said before,
the position’s very ugly for you-—and for
me, T shall be landed on the carpet as
well !

= In'__rhar cpse, what do you

ol

“Ah,” said Knox, “that’s where we
saore! 1 happened to meet Kildare in
the strcets of Wayland the other night,
and we can kid the Head that he was
pnb-]munmw; 1"

“Can  we, by Jove?!” muttered
]B]clonbesth r;r\nr‘hmg and unclenching his

ands
“Rather ! continned Knox, failing to
observe the storm-clouds that were
gat} ering - on his companion’s - brow.
“We can represent that Kildare was the
ch.“ who got badly into debt, and that

?oughl. the Cocleney Kid in order to be
ahlc to get sqnarc. It's quite a feasible
yarn, and the Head will take it all in
for a cert, especially if T bribe the Sni
to back up our ﬁlu\l("]'ﬂl.nt:. 1 wouldn'
go out of my way to do anv chap an
injury,” added Knox piously, “unless 1
had z specisl down on_him, and Kildare
comes under that heading 1™

“Go on,” said \{nnt

“To wind up.” said Knox eagerly,

‘any suspicion against either or both of
us will be washed ont, and Kildare will
et it in the neck. Those in favour show
their hands!” concluded Knox, with a
malicious grin.

Monteith had come to the end of his
tether., He had koown Knox for a
seoundrel and a blackgnard, but had not

intend
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deemed him capsble of descending to
such depths as these. .

“Shoot your fist up if you agree fo
my suggestion!” said Knox humorously.

‘Monteith obeyed, but not quite in the
way Knox had intended.

Out shot his left, straight from the
shoulder, and Knox was sent reeling into
the fireplace.

He picked himself up, dazed and
stupefied; and Monteitn, whose long-
pent-up  passion  was now overflowing,
struck out at him agéin.

“(ome on!” he rosred. ¢ Stand up
and take your gruel! You've got to have
it in any case!”

- Monteith, 3‘0:\':'(3 mad 17

1ad? Yed Tam!”’ blazed Monteith.
on think 1 could join” vou in a
3 despicable  scheme  like that?
Never!" =

Knox saw that he had acted far too
hastily. He had jumped to the conclu-
sion that Monteith’s recent reformation
was a mere flash in the pan; but the New
Ilouse prefect was already engaged in
giving the lie. fo this theory.

Knox made a siand against the hurri-
cane of blows that rained upon him.
Whether he faced them or funked them,

& had to have them.

For three wminutes Knox endured
heavy punishment; then his courage
failed hum altogether, and he began to
squirm.

“Prop it he whined. “T've had
enough 1

“That's for me to decide!” panted
Monteith. ¥
He drove in his right relentlessly, and
Knox descended with a bump and a crash
on the floor of the stndy.  All the fight
was knocked out of him
“ You'd better understend, Knox,” ha
said, drawing back, “that Kildares not
io be slandered again! - Why, he’s worth
lifty of such scum as you! oever
comes off badly over this business, it
won't be Kildare. 1I'm going to tell the
Head everything 1" :
“¥ou fool! It means instant expul-
sion!” snarled the battered Knox. %
's

“1 dow't care what it means.
pleying the game, anyway!"”

“You'll get me mixed up in it, foo, 1
suppose?” groaned Knox, ** You'll tell
the Head ~we weni on the
together 77

“1 shall iell him nothing of the sort.
1f he makes any discoveries, it won't be
through me. Set your mind at rest on
that seore. T don’t think there’s any-

razzle

thing else I want to say to you except |

this—never invite me to go on the spree
with you again! If you do, 1 shall-give
vou a plain answer—with my fist!”

And Monteith strode out of tbe study,
slamming the deor furiously behind him.,

CHAPTER 13,
All Square ! =
ONTEITH  proceeded to ~the
M nearest batb-roem to remove
all traces of the recent combat,
and to make himself in a pre-
sentable state to meet the Head.

Ho had not wavered from his resolu-
tion. He must do the right thing by
Kildare. The deposed captain had been
wronged-—unwittingly, perhaps, but he
had been wronged, all the same; and he
must be reinstated in his old pesition,
whatever the consequences to Monteith
himself,

Reasoning thus, Monteith sponged his
heated face, and proceeded to towel
himself vigorously. This done, he strode
away to wmect—as he imagined—his
doom.

For it was scarcely likely thai the
Head wounld averlooks the wmagnitude of
his offence,  He wmight be spared the|
extreme pennalty of expulsion, but he
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would no longer be head of his House, or
even a prefect, .

“Come in ! said the Head, in response
to his knock. *“*Ah! You wish to spesk
to me, Monteith?"”

‘* Yes, sir.”

The senior took his stand in front of
the Head’s table, pale but resolute.

“TIt's about KITS:M, sir,”” he went on.
“1 understand you have taken the cap-
taincy of the school Trom him becanse of
what happened last night?”

“That 18 s0.”

“Well, I—Pve come fto :et things
right, T'm responsible for the whole
beastly business! Kildare didn’t take up
that fifty-pound challenge on his own
account, sir, [t was for me he did it!”

The Head raised his eyebrows.

“1 do not understand——" he began.

“TH tell you thé whole story, sir.
I'd been going the pace—breakin
bounds, and gambling, and all that—an
I ran up a debt of thirty pounds at the
Horse and Dragon, in Wayland. 1 told
Kildare, and he promised to help me out.
This was the only chance he had of doing
s0.  Mr. Rateliff bowled him out last
night, and_reported him; and, like the
sportsman he is, he didn’t tell yon that he
had been sacrificing himself for the sake
of another !

“This is an amaring confession,
Monteith! 1 did not imagine for one
moment that you were guilty of frequent-
ing publie-houscs !”

“P'm not, sir, as a ‘general rule,”
replied Monteith irnthiully “But 11
went wrong, and n the crash eame.
1 felt that 1 couldn’t let you go on

believing Kildare so far in the wrong !

There was a long paunse. The Head,
glancing at the pale face before him, saw
that Monteith was sincere.

“T will eonsider what is best to be
done in the matter, Monteith,” he said,
at length. “$ut for the fact that your
record has hitherto been clean, T should

expel you. Before deciding upon your
punishment,  however, 1 will  see
Kildare.”

The Ifead pressed the bell, and the
page appeared. He was sent at once in
search of the ex-captain.

Within five minutes Kildare appeared.

“Monteith has come to me with a most
remarkable story, Kildare,” said Dr.
Holmes. *“He tells me that your appear-
aunce in the prize-ring was made solely
on his behalf, and withont any thought
of personal ga It scerns that he has
been getting into scrious debt, and that
vou took his burden upon your own
shoulders. Is this correct?”™ -

“Yt is, sir. But Monteith, in his zeal
to confess the facts, has left out just one
thing.” .

“ And what is that?”

“That lie saved my life, under very
gallant circumstances, a fortnight ago.”

"And then Kildare proceeded to give a
graphic acconmt of the incideut on the
railway-embankment,

i s0,” said the Head quietly, when
Kildare had finished. “That alters the
whole complexion of things. 1 was
about to punish Monteith severely; but
in face of what he has done, and the fact
that he has come to me with a voluntary
confession, 1 shall let the matter drop
entirely. :

Monteitl’s eyes were shining.

“Do you mean to say, su—"" he
began. .

“That you are acquitted, Monteith?
Prn:m'ﬂ-?i?‘. T might add that I feel very
proud of both of you. Kach was anxious
to do his best by the other, recking not
of the consequences to himself ; and that
is the spirit for which England has cause
to thank jeaven to-day. Kildare, you
will resume - the captainey, of which I
should never have deprived yom had 1

Qne Penny. iz
known these facts in the firet instance.
That is all.”

Kildare, his honest, ruddy face beam-
ing, strode out of the study.

%ut Monteith lingered behind to make
one cbservation.

It was thia:

“You're a—a brick, sir!”

- . B . 7

And so the clouds rolled by. ~

The Sixth Form was roused from tha
stagnant state into which it had fallen,
and Kildare and Monteith became gisnts
of the football field, as of old.

Perhaps two persons were slightly dis-
appointed at the way things had panned

out.

Kunox would dearly have liked to sce
Kildare permemently deposed from his
position ; but Knox didn't count.

The ouly other person who felt any
bitterness on the subject was Mr. Rat- _
cliff, whose efforts to land Kildare into”
seriovs disgrace had somehow missed

fire.

But Mr. Rateliff didn’t count, either;
40 happiness in full measure was restored
to the mighty men of the Sixth,

And one day a visitor arrived for the
ecaptain of St. Jim's.

It was Jimmy Dale—-in khaki. He had
rejoined his old regiment, and was in a
training camp at Winchester, prior to
departing once more for the Western
Front,

“I must be in at the death, you
know,” he explained to the delighted
Kildare. *There's grim work ahead;
but it’s the last lap, to my way of think-
ing. P’m not one of your shallow opti-
mists, but I very much doubt if the
hungry Hun can hold out much longer.
Ile prides himself that he’s kept the
world at bay for thrvee years—but his
number's up.””

Kildare nodded. 2

“Jimmy, old sport,” he said, -“you
must stop to tea. Our spreads are less
lavish than in the olden days, vou know
—+the need for economy has found ‘its
way into St. Jim’s—but what we lack in
grub we'll make up for in good fellow-
ship—what 1"

“That's the idea!” =aid Jimmy Dale
heartily. :
It was a particularly pleasant spread
which tock place in Kildare’s study that
evening ; and the captain of St. Jim’s
did Tom Merry & Co. the very high

honour of inviting them.

Monteith of the New House was'of the
merry party. The old healthy flush had
returned to his cheeks, and the dissipa-
tion which had. caused so much misery
and misunderstanding in the past wae at
an_end.

And the toast, proposed with great
heartiness by Tom Merry of the Shell,
was brief, but emphatic.

“Here's to old Kildare, Kildare of the
great heart, and long may he reign!"

Kildare, his handsome face flushed
and radiant, rose from the seat of hongur
with a happy emile, overjoyed to realiso
that the storm-clonds were overpast, and
that life at St. Jim’s was to pursue the
even tenor of ita way!

THE BND.
(Don't miss next Wednesday's Grea:
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim't
—HIS BROTHER'S KEEPER!" by

Martin Clifford.)

— s

NOTICES.
Cricket—Matches Wanted by
Harspury  Juxioms. — 15-16, — 5-mils

radius.—G. Juxon, 58, Halsbury Road,
Kensington, Liverpool S

© ABERDERN.—15.—2}-mile radius. Also
layers wanted.—Bert Carter, 80,
oad, Stoke Newington, N. 16,
Tne Gex Lirany.—No, 493,
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BEING KIND TO TAGGLES. By Dick Julian.

L T O cwicket, for me!®
Arthnt Augustus spoke firmly.
Bhka and Herries and Digby
t him.
“ Ass!™ '\.«ld Hlak!‘
ay.

L .

i Wrallv Blake—~

“ But, re playmg the New House!
shouted Herries,  And we're all in the School
House Eleven, chump !™

1 wetuse £o be called a chump, Hewwies,”
safd Arthur Augustus calmly. “1 am sowwy
T cannot play this aftahnoon, as, no doubf,
it means wiskin' tho mateh with the New
But I have a p.twmhc dutay to do.”

« A which?” ejaculated Blak

“ A patwiotic dutay. I‘\u\y weq\lewb Tom
l[z-'wy to play Clive or someboday in my

nnding nothing else to

place.?
“And what are you going to do?>
demanded Biake. * Are you dropping-in at

Whitehall to explain to. them how to run
Lhe I:Dv.ntry in war-time ?* x

As a mattah of fact, Blake, T mmumh
Lhat. 13 could give them- some vew
advice at Whitehall. I am not at ali satis-
fied with the way the countwy is bein’ wun,”
said Arthur Augustus, unpérturbed. *How.
evah, that is not my intention. -1 am goin'
to wrl.huu Taggles' potato-gwound.” o

i1

“gur wespected portah .has heen called
away this aftahnoon,” explained = Arthur
Augustus.  “His ﬂeph:'w is goln' back to the
Fwont, and Taggles is in’ to see him off,
In fact, he has gone. Taggles was goin’ to
hoa up his pofatoes this aftabmoon, and I
heard him wemarkin' that he weally didn’t
know when he would be able to get that job
done aftah all. I am goin' to wathah snr-
pwise Taggles.”  Arthur Augustus’ noble
face heamed wth benevolemce.: “I am goin®
to hos up his potatoes while he is gone.”

= There'11 ather a surprise for yi
Taggles rnnu-s home and finds you me
aboub with his potatoes,” grunted Herries,

“Wats! Taggles will be,vewy glad to find
his work dome for him while he is gone. -He
does not like wbrk vewy much,”

“Well, that’s =0,” grinned Blake i Nice
way to spend a half-holi

“Patwiotic, deah boy.

“«But do  you ]ﬂmw how to hoe: up
pntntnea 7" inguired Digby. .

“nt.s‘ I suppose nnylmdy n hoe . up
“We]l nnyhorly but you,” agreed Dig. -
SI weflise to weply to that wemark, Dig.

I wegard it as dispawagin'1”
“You fellows ready?” shouted. Tom \lPrrv
across the quadrangle, 5
“ We're coming

Blake and Hemca and Dig Joined Tom
Merry, and they proceeded to the ecricket-
ground. D'Arcy followed them with his eye-

glass. rather regretfully. He wantéd to play
cricket. that sunny afternoon. Tt was no-light
sacrifice to stand out of the Honse maich.

But Arthur Augustus had made up his
mind.

Me retired into the' School
change into his oldest clothes e was will-
ing to sacrifice his half-holiday, but there
was no need to sacrifice h elv;.;mt elabber
in addition. He came out again, and.went
to the tool-shed for a hoe. He paused there,
and regarded the assortment of agricultural
implements with a thoughtful eye.

What Gussy doesn't kmow about gardening
would hive filed immense volumes. But o
simple an operation as hoemg up potatoes
did riot seem difficult, even to his innocent

mind. .

ot me I had bettah take a hoe,” he
I wathah think the work conld
be dome more easily with a garrien fork. Hut
ag they call it hoein” up, I s oze [ had
bettah'use a ho@ Bettab to 1I0 it in the
professional wa.

And he picke

House to

e
murmured,

up & hoe and marched - off

with it. ¢ met Mr. Railton, ous House-
master, as he headed for the wvegetable-
garden,
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sacrifice of cricket for the afternoon.

“Ah! You are not playing cricket, this
aﬂ.emoon. D’Arey?” sald Mr. ilton, as he
panse B

“The fact is, sir, T am goin' 0 hoe up

Taggles' potatoes for. him while he is away
this aftahnoon,” confided Arthur Augustus.
“[ _think Taggles will be wathah plenwd

‘I have no doubt he will be,™ said the
Housemaster, with & smile. A very kind and
generous thought, my boy.”

Arthur Augustus went on bis way, greatly
pleased by hie Honsemaster's commendation.
It was all he needed to reconcile him to the

He arrived on the potato-ground belonging
to Taggles, which was some distance from
our allutmentw It was an extensive piece of
ground, and Taggles had put a great deal of
work into it. Arthur Augustus looked over
it, and sighed a little. He had a good after-
noon's work bheforc him if he was going to
hoe up all those potatoes.

Hnwever, he is an industrious youth, and

iled i
e érove the hoe into the ground, jerked
up a potato-plant bodily, amd pitched it

aside. Mellish came sauntering by while he
wn-: so engaged, and stopped to lool
“H

a, ha!™ roared Mellish.

on.
“What a
game !
Artlmr Augnstus looked round.

“This is not a game, Mellish. T am
workin' ! ’

“Yinking up Taggles’ ‘taters!” chortled
Mellish.

«1 am hoein’ them up, Mellish!”

“You're what?” gasped Mellish. &

“You see, Taggles hasn't much time for

and I'm hoein’ up his potatoes for
him while he is away this aftahnoon,” ex-
plained D'Arey. “I ynn ke, Mellish, you
can fetch a hm- xmd h!slp

«0Oh, my hat!® Ta
pose 27 a:umered Metll

¢ yet. 1t will be & vew_y pleasant sur-
pwise 1.0 him when he comes home.”

“0Oh, crumbs! Have you ever hoed up
potawes hefore ?* screamed Mellish.

“Nevah, deah boy!”

«Gure you're doi right 2"

“Yaas, T supj ie 20. There cau be only
one way-of hoein’ up potatoes,” said Arthur
Augustus, in surprise. “] pwesume that you
shove the hoc undab the potato and hoe it
up.”

gardenin’,

dcmL know, I sup-

Mellish nearly collapsed. Because, you see,
that is not the way to hoe up potatoes at
all. Hoeing up means the.sort of hanking up
of the rows that has to be done at a certain
atuaa, ax everybody bar Gussy kno

“Goit!” he gasped, ©Go it!
be pleased!”

“That is my object, Mellish!™

And Arthur Augustus resumed: his labours.
Mellish staggered away in a state danger-
ously near hysterica,

Tagnles will

From the apt  cricket-field  Arthnr
Augustus_ conld hear the shouts of the
juniors. But he did not heed.

He kept his attention firmly fixed upon the
work in hand.
Row after row of potatoes was hoed up

upon the new and original method that
seemed to Arthur Augusius the most natural
proceeding in the world. IE was borpe in

upon hiz mind that & garden fork would have
heen mu h more-useful for the purpose. But
he s 0 the hoe. Me knew it must be
the nght implement to use for hoeing up,
and he was patient.

1t was a warm afternoon, and Arthur
Augustus perspired, with a crimson face, as
he laboured up and down row after row.

The dusk was falling when he finished.

‘With grest relief he donned his jacket, put
the hoe over his shoulder, and quitted the
potato-gronnd, feeling -quite like a manly
agricultural mhmm-r returning bome after a

* asked Blake, meeting

“Yaas, \“Lh.nh"'

“My hat! You must bave worked!® safd
Tom Merry. -
“Yaas, I watbah piled in, you know,” said

Arthur Augnstus, ©T twuat you have beaten
the New House, deah -l

ve runs,” sai Tum “-Tlmnks for
standlng nut um chap!”
a,
ﬂ\nt:"' smd Arthor  Augustus, and he

marched away with his hos.

Then he repaired to the dormitury for a
cold bath and a change of clothes.
downstairs tired, but in & very sa
‘The patriotic swell of 8t Jim’s felt that e
deserved well of his country.

“Bai Jove! Taggles!” he cjaculated.

Taggles rushed into the School House.
tooked wildly excited.

Arthur Augustus was about to speak to him,
to tell him of the pleasant surprise awaiting
him on the potato-patch. But the porter

He

rushed past him, and kmocked at Mr. Rail-
ton’s door, and went, gasping, in.
“Bai Jove! Taggy seems excited!”

remarked Arthur Augustus, in wonder.

Taggles was excited ; there was no doubt
about that, e was crimson and gasping as
he trundled into Mr, ‘Railton’s study.

The Housemaster jumped up.

“Taggles!” he exclaimed aternly.

“The young rips—young 'Uns—young
sweeps ! stuttered Taggles incoherently,

“Taggles, if yon have been drinking—»
exclaimed Mr. Railton.

“My ‘taters!” roared Taggles,

‘Taterst” shricked Taggles.
“All my '{aters!®

“Calm yourself, Taggles! That ia not the
way to enter my study,” said Mr. Railton

severely. “Has anything happened to your
potatoes?”

“Them young rips— Oh, lor! Tt’s one
of their games!” gasped Taggles. All my
taters up! Oh, crikey! I want ‘em flogged,
sir, and I want paying for my ’taters! The
'ole blooming lot! My heye!®

“Has amyope damaged your potatoes,
Taggles?”

“Hevery one of "em rooted up and chucked
about, the place!” roared Taggles.

“Bless my soul! The perpetrator of such
trick shalt be severely pupished!” exclaimed
the Housemaster. “ But w!m——v’: He paused,

and stepped to the door. «D'Are
aiﬁ sir!?
“ Htep “into my study, pleaze !”
“ Certdint

The swell ‘of 86, Jim's camo fn_cheerfully.
He had an idea that be was about to receive
Taggles' thanks. Taggles, however, did not
look very thankfal:

Housemaster fixed his eyes sternly upon
Artrhur Augﬂstu..

“Have you played any tricks with Taggles®
vrgetnhlrs D’Are:

“Twicks ! (‘srcxmly not, sic!”

“1 met yom this atterneon in the quad-
rangle, and you stated that you were going
to hoe up ths polatrm for Taggles.”

“ Yaas, Pway don't thank me,
Tamxi?s 2 nddu] Arumr Augustus benevo-
lently. “I am vewy pleased to help you m
the patwiokic dutay of lookin' aftah vege-
tables and things. I will hoe up your onions
and scarlet-wunnahs for you, if you like, on
anothah half-holiday "

“My heye'” stuttered Taggles.
extraordinary !”

“This is exclalmed Mr.
Railton. ©Taggles declares that oes
have been —rooted up from the ground,
D' Arcy.”

“Not wooted up, sir,” said Arumr Augns-

tus, with a smile, loéd up, sir?

“Rooted wp and ruined {7 roared Taggles,
“Turned right out of the ground in ‘caps
of hearth, sir

Mr. Railton mm:d a little.

“n Arcy’ have you ever hoed up potatocs
before ¥

<Ok, no, sir!”

«Did you go the right way to work?”

« T pwesume 8o, sir. It Is quite simple,®

“What did you do?»

-
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“Hoed them up, sir,” sald Arthur A t
cheerfully. “ My own opinion is that a ganlen
fork would be handiah for the purpose,

1 did it a)l with the hoe, sir, in the p
I simpty ﬂwove the hoe uml.m the

pl:mt, sir, and hoed it wight out of the
gwound. I did it vewy Lhowoughly, sir.®
“You hoed the potatoes onl of the
ground 7= nlmcds shouted Mr, ton:
“Ccrtamly, [ Hoein' them up, you
know.®
“My ‘taters!® moanmed Taggles.  “Spiled

]
the lnt M’ ’em! That young varmint will
'ave to pay for them ‘taters, sir!™
“I am surpwised at your callin' me names,

Taggles, aftah 1 bave hoed up your potatees
for you':

+¥ou ‘orrid young villain "

< Bai Jov

Mr. R.u".rm ;wl(‘k?d up his cage.

“D'Arey, 1 accept your assurance that you
intended to do Tapgles a service, and failed
only from your ignorance of gardening work
and crass stu;}ullty-

-a-at !

“Wh

“But yon must not give your ignorance free
play upon things so importaht tn the national
welfare as vegetables. You will be required
to pay Taggles the valne of the wtatuu you
LAVe rooted np, and I shall cane yon—

“ Kik-ki-kik-cane mel” stuttered Anhur
Augustus,
“Yes. Hold out your hand!”
“Bai Jove!?
Swish Swish !
“0Oh, ! Gwoooph!'"
“You may The 1)\11 for the

i Tey.

potatoes w-]i bm ‘seni to your father.”

“0h, deah!™

Arthur Augustus D'Arey fairly limped from
the study, wringing hiz hands.

“Hallo ldcked? 2 cxr’lmmed Dlake.

“Gwoogh! VYaa:

“What have ynu l)ecn doing?” asked Tom

T

g-lsped Arthur

erry.
A patwiotic  dutay1?
help with

stas, “Tan't it patwiotie to
vegee,ame pvowin ‘e

“Yes. I suppese Railton hasn'L licked you
for that?*
“Yana, Wathah! Ow-wow ! Arthar

Angustus squeezed his hands under his arms.
“That ungwatefu! wettah Taggles has com-
plained abont my hoein' up his potatoes—ow!
1 thought he wonld be pleas weogh !
hoed them up in the most thnwuugh
mannah—wight cut of the und—-"

“What?* velléd the three in chorus.

“Ha, ha, ba!®

“« Gwoogh! 1 was gcm to hoe np Taggles'
g(arltt wunnahs and onions fer him—>

ha =

¥ shall wefuse o lend
potato-gwound again
I wug:u—rl Taggles
heast!  What

< Ha,

«But now I won't!
a hand on_ Taggles’
\mduh any circs whatevah.
—gwoogh—as an ungratefol

are you langhin® at, you asses?®

But the Lhree did not explain what they
were laughing at. They couldn’t;
in hysteries,

they were

My My Comic Column.

By MONTY LOWTHER.

Ao

.\ COpper wm.lt.y is threatened. This s
what comes of combing out the constabulary,

A doghater informs the newspapers that
cne day he passed dog that constmed
enough food for a man. Figgins says that
that dog al ihe same moment was passing a
worm who conswmed encugh food for a man.
Figgins proposes abolishing the worm instead
of the dog.

The famine in Germany is a little odd con-
sidering that the Huns have and
mustered on so large a seale. lle &8, me:t. s
the sand which is common in ia.  (Must
I oxglau again? " Sandwiches " —goﬁ it this
time?

Ramns in clothes and boots are now pro-

posed.  This will please those who have
ulways been in favour of rational dress.

The Austrian attack in the Alps has been
stopped b!‘ the snow. The Hun generals
“ppear have decided that it's snow good.
Itnwvver. the attempt must have been an ice
experience.

It must not be supposed that the 'E-m; on
Lthe r.em l-‘rnnt are played out.
plenty of in them!

| L e

GREYFRIARS AT THE FRONT l

(Quite Imaginary.)

{In response Lo an invitation in these pages, several readers have written short
imaginary accomnts of ‘whis might happa if our readers wert old enongh (o be
51 tha Frout, or it our seliool had heen sivuated in

the Tellows héhaved In the same fashion that they do at school. I'vrsuns]ly speak:

unbappy Belgium, pro

ing, however, I imagine that they would rise to the occasion, one and afl, like

men; and therefore these pn.agmubx must not be taken too sermn-\!y.v;.nmi

1- BUNTER BAGS A I I—-THE OBEDIENCE OF
BOCHE. | LONZY.

By Bob Cherry.

r 1E Germans were retreating—< accord-
ng +to plan,”® of ecourse; only it
haupf.n(-c* to be our plau instead of

Priva m Williar 6 sorge Bunter was well in
the front of the victorious army. He had
seen some Germans running, had taken them
for sume of our feliows, and thought that he
had better follow.

Thus Bunter found himself marching at the
head of our vietorions coltumns.

Of course it was a mistake that he was so
far aliead, and he was just remarkiog to
Private Harry Wharton that he thought the
adquarters Stafl should recall him.

The Huns will want to capture e, he
said, “They know that I am the brains of
the Brivish Army. They—

Get on!® said Harry. “You will make a
befty shield for Yalf a dozen geod men to

Wharton—-" {lunter pro-

owever. Our boya
n back, and it \\m then found
that Bunter was missin

“ Anyone seen Billy(
concern.

Someone !nughml

ST havew't goen him,” n fellow explained.

“1 saw a clond of dust :rredmg inta Lhe dis-
tance just now, though. Perhaps that was
Bunter.®?

And, as a matter of fact, it was Dunter,
Not, of course, that Bunter had funked it.
He had just remerhered a very pressing en-
gagement with a gentleman who was going
to cash a postalorder for him.

Now, it so0 huppened that Bunter, Leing the
soul of punctuality, ran very har(l, and, b
£0INE  MEAns, mis 1 our fellows, and wen
soudding off ne direction of the Huna,
He did not rc‘nlme this until he saw a chap
in front of him jump cut of a i-hole and
race away. -

Bunter, being short-sighted, followed,
thinking that it was the obliging gentleman
who was going to caeh the pestal-order for

.

As for the Fiun in front, he continued to
run like old hoots, naturally imagining that
he had a particalarly gallint hero chasing
him. And it was not until he got caught
some barbed wire that he rolled over, and,
as soon as comfort would allow him, held up
his haunds.

“« Kamerad !” he shouted.

Bunter, puffing and blowing, eame up, and
looked at his hands.

Wharton

“0h, rE.iLly 1# he shouted. “Where's that
money §

The Hun Innke‘] up pleadingly.

“Kamerad !® he said, a little londer,

a1 dop't want an;.' bad language!™ sanr]
Bunter severely. “You've cheated me! 1
expect you've ‘pinched my postal-order, and
now you want to swindle me! I'll take you
before the colonel!

He caught hold of the Boche, and lugged
him eut of the barbed wire and marched him
back.

And
Boche.

how Bunter bagged his

|

§
-
¢
Loal o s S o e

that was

. Look Out for
-“THE TRAGEDY OF
THE TOPPER!"

In Next Week's iIssue,

:
!
i

[ B B

By Tom Dutton.

HEY are very sarcastic in the Army.
And that was why Alomzo Todd,
private in the Royal Ergineers, was
the curse of the corporal and the
sorrow of the sergeant.

Sapper Todd always took people at their
word. He saw no reason Lo prevent him
cating coke, if the sergeant told him to,
until he :hsw\ered that his teeth were not
up to the

And on l!ml. particular dzy Lonzy had heen

specially superiors - and
elders. in!-endcd jt; but he
took things too literally.

The Engineers had o little job to do, but
could not do it owing to the flre of a con-
cealed machine-gun, which had picked off
their numbers every time they ventured into
thc open. And that in itself ‘was exasperat-
ing.

80 there was some excuse when the ser-
geant lost his temper in this wise. Said

“I'll be hanged if 1 go out there again
the daylight !

And Lonzy said:

“ Excuse me, serxe.ub but don't you mean
you'll be shot{»

The sergeant turmed round with a wither-
ing frown.

“What you want,” he
‘This is no time for joking'»

“1 wasn't joking,” gaid Lonzy.

“@o,” said the sergeant |mpemmvely, “and
chew sma]l shrapnel !

Lonzy- went.

He came back in ten minutes,

“Please, sergeant,” he said, “there is pe
small shrapnel to chew.”

There followed an ominous pause, Dark-
ness was closing in, and that was just as well. |
Tonzy might have had a pnrklc\i{arly severe
fit if e had ecen the sergeant’s face. B
said  Stripes at

said, “is semse!

“Look here, me som!®
length. “You're here for use, not to be
funny or fer crnament. Dashed fine orna-

ment you'd make, I don't think !?

"T!lc‘!’l how can I be useful?” asked Lonzy
meekly.

The sergeant was dﬁtmtt]j heard to say
“Hang we heliotrope!® or fomx,thlns l!ke
that, as he turned.

“Oh, go out and feteh me that machine-
gun!” he said. “ The Huns would never shoot
You. They'd think you were the hlessed
amhassador of the Eskimos arrove to signify
that your little lot had decided to come in
on their side.”

Would they really 7 asked Lonzy.

A little later it was discovered that he was
missing. Al ter some inquiries had been
made, the serg(-am began to look concerned.

“I ‘hope,” he said, “that that youngsier
hasn't taken me at my word.”

Another hour passed, and then suddenly
someone called ootz

“Here comes Todd ! "

Lonzy it was -Lunzy with the Hun maching-

gun.

“Where on ecarth did
demanded the sergeant.

“You told me to geb it.,”
meekly. “I hope I did right. 1 spotted
where it was, and went straight up. 1 didn't
have time to tell the fellows that T was an
They Tan as EOON a8 they spotled

you geb that?”
said Lonzy

The sergeant stroked lis eyebrows.

“Oh, jiminy!® he said.

“They munst bave shought he was leading
a blessed division,” gald Corporal Curruthers,
“z0 they cut for it.*

Lonzy always was an obedient sort of chap.
But would anyone ever have guessed that he
was to become a md:is hero simply through
doing as he

Tue GE,H Linrsny,—No, 493,
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GOGGS AT ST.JIM'S.:

~JOHNNY

By CLIFTON DANE.
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1.

0GGS of Franklingham is the rum-
G. milest old stick I ever struck.

ém told them, ~Bub'if anyone else had h

Goggs.

Of course, I know that it's nsually

o stick that strikes you—and serve

you jolly well right for butting in like that!
But if you don’t understand what I mean, you

are as wooden-headed -as Grundy. I can't
say more. And if 1 could I wouldn't. - It
would be too rough on any chap to say that

than

he .was woodener-headed Grundy.
Regolar old beart of oak, Grundy; but it's
a pity they went on- to make his alleged

)
dome of thought of the same material!
I ran against Goggs one hols. He and
three chums of his—Blount and Trickett and
aters—were | staying at ope place, and
was staylng af another, a mile or two aw:
and there was a cricket-match. Goggs ](m]ﬂ (I
like a duck Hg;. merchant all over.
thero seer to be some mistake. for the
heggar p,ot .1 century without g\vmg a single
chance, and we were licked to the wide.
Goggs and I got rather chummy after that.
Things happened n.hout. which T may tell you
another time. Al four of those Frankling-

ham fellows are the right sort; but as for
Goggs, he is a bleased Kknock-out |

He looks a bit like Skimmy, and does
everything as well as Tom Merry of Talhot,

and some things a bit better.

He talks in the politest way imaginable,
and i as_full of fun and mischief as a
Iillr)w can be.

was no end pleased when he wrote to me
tu say that Franklingham broke up a .lu

two carlier than most of the echools, that
he was going down to Brighton to mcet his
grandmother; put be codld not be there quite
as soorf as Gopgs was gebting away, avd that
if it could be managed he would be pleased

spend a brief portion of time with me at

led  his grandmother “he” T

he meant either “she ” or his “grand-

father, But, he did not -mean either.
Gugga “grandmother " is really a perticu-

larly befty-looking uncle, -and no end of a
smart detective. The “grandmother” busi-
_ness was an old joke at Franklingham.

ngareo and Giyn knew about Goggs

-3

me say anything. they wonld be pretty sure
to have fargotten it by this time.

There was only
was all fixed np. no” end
pleased to have him. 3 n made no
difficulty about it, and there happencd to be
a vacant bed in the Shell dormitory.

1t had known by what train he was
coming I should have met him, s
Tut I heard nothi
he met other St.
me.

Crooke ‘and Mellish were the first he ran
against. .

He cams out of the station, and looked
around him in o meditative way.  Mellish
nudged Crooke.

Mr. Wells says, you picture JYohnny
in- his blue goggles—which were
r there wasn't the least necd
him to w them—with his sparrow
ever so thin they are, but all muscle and
sinew—and the meek smile on his plain face.
Even if he had had a_grandmother, and she
had been as good a hand as grandmothers
generally are at persuading themselves their
offspring’s offspring are IT—well, she couldn't
have Goggs beautiful without feeling

time s that it

Jim's fellows before he saw

for

7=

pains in her conscienc
You may slso ure Crooke and Mellish
if you like. are worth

Bat l don't think th
the trouble; and, anyway, you WE
all_you want te.about Crooke and Mellish—
perhaps o bit

Those two “tabk Johnny for a very saff
proposition in the humanity line. And Ci
was just going to speak to him when he spoke
to Crooke.

“Pardon me, but will you have the kind-
ness te dnform a stranger to this neighbour-
hood in wluLh Kilrccllen St. Jim's lies?” asked

Printed and published wukly
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¥

@oteb,

Crook&

“That's
Mellish.

Mellish giggled.

Crooke pointed oun the wrong Wway;
Goggs did not take

They thought he wwuld of course.
ahuulr{they doubt it? He looked v:a.pable ui-
swallowing anything.

t he turned tho right way.
ke,

the way,” said Crooke, nudging

but,

1, and p:u’ul around Lim
in a puzzled, ghted manne

“Hi, you!"” yelled Crooke again.

“Did you address me?” asked Goggs rmildly

The two sweet specimens were burrying
towards him now.

“Of course I did.
Crooke rudely.

There is a gcnd. deal of the bully in Crooke,
and it was nroused by the extremely in-
offensive look of Goges.

“T hardly thought it likely that you would
waste further politeness upon so humble a
person as myself,” Goggs replied.

That sounded like sarcasm; and if there is
one thing Crooke . hates worse than being
d;:cmt. it is having anyone sling sarcasm at

What d'ye think?” said

oo lmk here, you'd better be careful!” said
e
Uh 'L trust that T am! My dear grand-
mother has always impressed upon me the
ceessity of heing careful. Do you really
50, 1 will tak
my raincoat ou . I bave a 1
coat, you know, though [ bhave been so in-
advertent as to leave behind me both my
nmhrbllu and my goloshes
“It's softer than Skimmy!"
Malllﬂl to Crooke.
“Rain be hanged! Do you think I'm g
to put up with chesk from n worm like you?”
You may think you're

WIIl!p(E"Eﬂ

get
“Far be it from me!” sald Goggs. “Is it

[ le you imagine I could be checky to
you?”
He was as meek as ever; but somehow

Crooke got the notion that he meant to
assert superierity, such -as would make it
impossible for anything he said to Crooke to
be cheek, and Crooke didn’t like it.

“You asked me, which was {ge way to St
Jim's,” Crooke said, in most unpleasant
tone

“That_is correct.”

“And I told you the wa

Crooke pointed out the direction he had
indicated.
-'Bnt that is mcnrrc:t." replied Goggs

“Your knnw}cdge of the locality may be
limited, but I do not think that is the
explanation.” .

“You said, * Where does St. Jim's lie? "

‘Thnwc were not ihe exact terms of my

on. But cven had they by I should
not have intended to ask you to mistake your-
self for 8t. Jim'a!"

Mellish snizgercd.
meaning. Crooke

“Ek? What do vou
come to that!”

5 you lied,” whispered
you were trying io

E)

e had got on to Goges'
adn't.
I am St

an?

kY
Mellish.
(ln l\lm in HIB CY:‘

of conrse, and it wouldn't

ny of the stranger, sus

as though what_he had
L

[rmkc hiad led,
have becn very
pecting tha
said was trie.

.
a liar?” he roared.

h, no!” answered Goags.

u're making me ount to he one, any-

no! You are doing

And I do not think you a—cr
I know you to be one, To th
cr—prevaricatdr implies a state of doubt on
the subject which has no existence in my

the Prnm‘luﬁorn az TM ‘FieﬂLwa

so he turned the other |-

My

by the collar
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visitor was burdened by bag; but even
without it he would have Imked like the sort
of felluv Crooke could afford to treat in that
Crooke were not a slacker, he would
'H.etn begefy specimen.

grcumf That was
nothing. ~ But it was a good deal to Crooke
when Crooke also came to the Flll'"l with a
very distinct bump.

Lookers-om see most of the game, they say;

bute Mellish had not the slightest idea how it
was_doi

(fogg!e; didn’t exert  himself,” he maid
afterwards. - e didot even blow a trumpet.
But Crooke wcnt down just like the walls of
Jericho I"

“Go for hlm Mellish!” howled Crooke.
Some chaps ‘might hitve hesitated after
seeing that. Melllsh had no hesitation what-

er.
- No jolly fear, Crooke!” he said promptiy.
Then, as it scemed from the station' plat-
im'ia a loud bass veice called:
“Crooke! Mellish
They did not recognisc “the voice, but
sounded like a master’s.
-\te r;- ccmzng. sir!” sang out Mellish.
ked up his bag.  Crooke and
MLIIIB]\ hurrled off sulkily to obey that eall.
But there was no one on the platform, and
when they got outside again Goggs was &
mere speck in the distance, N
“ My hab that chap can foof it!” Mellish
sai

it

“He's practically running— running away
from ma!” growled Crooke.

et if I sce why be needs
nnswered Mellish.

“¥ah! Dido't ‘e put you down nice?" -

howled a butcher’s boy who had wafched the

whole 1I!:ur. and now rode swiftly past on his
carrier

Grooke could not ged b the boy in blue,
he punched Mellish’s head.

And, of course, MelHsh spread the
soon as he got back to the school.

“N.
¥ really i rather Incking in ohserva-
Lhough he thrl‘n. he was eut out for a

, 0

yarn as

1T

EW  cha
affably.

inguired  Grundy

grinned, and  Wilkins

Gru
tion

The other two were on to $he fact that
Goggs wore the colours of anether school.
It also occurred to them that a couple of
days before the end of ter about the
Vfry unlikeliest time for a new fellow to come
alo

ng.
But t"runtir nnbimd nothing, and nothing -

oceurred to

“I am ur(:\lnly new here,” replied Goggs
meekiy.

“H'm! You look a decent little bounder.
What's your name?”

“Goggs—~Johnny Goggs, if you please, sir.”
I e exactly plense me 1
dow’t cotton to Goges. all, it
um'i. your fault,” - eaid kindiy
“Better cut the Johnny out. sort of

?lu_p don’t go here.  And you needn't eall me

A(e you not anyone of mumrtnn.,e
«d  Goggs innocenbly. M7
" T'm alwiays making thm
Grundy—Q rundy of the Shel),”
our prize ass majestically.
7 Grundy, of course-—Grundy of the

ou've heard of me? m the chap who
was wc.ked from Redelyfe for whopping =

-m
unsw&
il

8h

Chcese it, Grundy ! whispered Wilkins.

Gunn and Wilkins do try to keep Grundy
within bounds. but it's no ‘go.

Vs it in the papers?” asked Goggs, in his
mwkvat and mildest mamer. -

; they kept it out of the papers. Tt

musb ha.u, been somewhera else you heard of

I dare say it's been talked about a er()(l

England. Subscription, 7a.
outh Africa; Tho Central News

.’:;mcy. Lid,
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deal. sort of thing that wants
doing at some other schools.  § know of one
OF twa prefects here who wouldn't be
w tor a whepping,” said Gronedy dark
1 cen mnmud on to by Buker a

smioki
undy.

Gunp, and  Wilkins?® 1 all that sort of
ins were the chaps you were | thing rcpl(ﬂl it

I e Do yow really | Indee:

rundy.

They wers out last night, and everyone

Tane. Not, of | Jolly well knows where they zo!® went on

cec % %o InRabnice \0ur|(-rlmd| rowning severcly upon Tom, pnd

re severely npon Lowther, who wili

i<t in taking Grundy as a huge

Eeave the rotters to I

| growled Kangaroo, They are safe to

it, only give themn ope endugl!?

K v that T JJLe (xrlmllv ‘ That's sl very well for you! You're not
in my lumbl eaptain of the Form ! retorted Grundy.

. I fnd Grun |_» Tnterest: [ never inﬂrd that yom were, cith

n 't*L’ But do )uu like
scemed queer,” e
are such totally ditte

s upan you.  Of vol
ts is not tln: k

nt

it yonr vy
keep them  withia

ts
L !5!;57 had heard it talked nl’—i:y (¢
A lie bl pever expected,
e he bad unever heard of Gromly
minunte or two before. CGozgs dun t
lie i t's eazy for a fellow
tulents to take vhaps in withont tellin
Grundy was no ond pleased with bim
Tancy he made np his mind on the -pot ‘to—
well, Kind of adapt him,
To Grundy, Jehnny was a wenkly
lsle chap wio s are of, okl !
iy has heen caded a Lully, but he
uvthing of the <ort at heart, and I @
s that be felt just then a glow of plea
“t the thoaght of protecting the il vver reatised hefore
Johnny fzcm brutal bullies, wonde: Izl chap hrn!uh
“What Formy are you booked for? One of [ not. I am naot s
llv ag Forms, Fourth, perhaps? Jt was be
T tirnng illimitahle

Grunly
And

no; that's true enough
Pt if T bad iy righ
Ilu .'\ k||u\- with the interests ol

at i \ml l never shirk giving

ericsghs AT ok

. and talked to him |

quite a bheanfeast | F‘00I~ tush in where angels—-" 2
G < Kept us from | you calling me a fool, Lowtheri®

sitting on hn or, and en- Imﬂlecl Gromd

caged m conversat! h Gna who was also My dear \h’ln, no! How could you think

| it -frln"'er to r\v-\m: hut me, answered Monty oeked surprise,

Girondy el his elan and  took was hut a quotation.”

8 | Prohal not even Wilk md Gumn by \\e]! if you didn’t mean that I'm a fnol,

i B

m urmure-:] Gy

out-amd-out | You must Lave meant that I'm an Aang
Cortainly we had { Amd I tell you candidly that's «illy rot 1
complete a
Iy,

reement with you en
<aid Lowther.

talking cut of be back
Look here, T'm going 190

we did_then. lut “F am i
-uml that Grundy was r!mr paint

“Oh, 3
your silly head

an

of

greep as he reems?T whi

Ny aned Fonith
1 .',,,,,,,.m il pgmu Lowther to m if =0, the green bay- [t ke a hand, I'm jolly well not aning to let
diflerence, L the | tree is <imply nowhére in the tunning with | thiz sort of thing o’ on—blessed if 1 do'*
:m in the Stell heeause lie ix too thumpmy | Him roared the great George Alfred, now
hi the Fourtls | ceid as that 1 T repliad, | thoroushly orber i

W 1 wuulam t put it all * You can't stop Lowiher

remarked Taibot.
And then hedl m ke friuny

0 understand that our
Form,
deprecati

o
= . | Friends turn up
cense,”  replied | reully love me !
N against “ Rot !
a6 N ieal times | Gromdy,
niew. cliay. ) o nd he | yothing!
Aow in E st e 1 - been able to gm: him | 4

King alout yon!
reest nier. Youre
in hiz senzes {akes

repiied Lowther,
Wlhat I mean to <oy
e rotters oo cut again to-night
v track. I don't say 1N itap mc i

going. A row fu the dormitery’s ro
Aml Crooke’s a noisy brute. I

¢ them, and you het all 3
that IE‘ get them ha witheut ever =
thc (ireen \{.m

generally  take nn notive of it
=0l % ofi

i Grundy
Grondy ouversation all
v that tea, and as—it heing war-tin
Fie ten was not lavish, it was as well the
| shonid he plenty of conversat
Put the rest : conld bave dene wit: 4
iramiy .o |
new to his chmn he
bt to us he was a

word copuds eminently |

wpon slang,  There

auited Goses, “1s

mnel loaked <6 fnnocent aid w0 |
| k in theose two

thonzly ne

than th

| suap
with those chaps | hat  wonld

adjeetives

are yeu deing here, anyhos

PR how o the w om, and act
npon them =

Tom only grinned. He knew that Kildare
hin-elf ‘uuhl not hav

i

y uit
T Dang. vt wind about
aing to .|uvmi ln r
i who kn
I wouldn’ L hulli&‘r it T were you, Gr

“ 1 have

SR Are you

Ileed. o'

at am [ zayin
S & m

1 tm captain
tiseli Ian-zlmd if he had

rotinns n
swonld luve got
tried.

‘&t hother
heastly ol

Tl he
old Grimdy
i

< ut ull the
mb promru-m Latuly !
just the same as ever, and

* Imsiness to esplain Goggs to | Merry lets bt 1>

v he— ||I‘1m

wther chaps, aml not mind Jeaving “¥on see, trundy, T don’t happen te he lead ed 2t abo'
tinnn and Wilkins L ar. Lioyd Georye, or Lotd Ithondda, or the dead” earnest abe
hoore om. Rut wo didnt take much natice of . We

I touk iy visit

| B! ain'e il
snorted ( . “XNot balf go
SAwl what wouli you do
place? Pardon me for ask A
. vilEh no Acction npm you,”

had seen Grundy cn the war-path s mane
tines hefore. Aml we lad no notion af ¢
i . let wlmu. of all that i\hhlr\ll!'

said

ed Tom,
to plas.

e 1 eyes "of ifs el e

trken hi > soft.
Bailton was quite pleased with him. 1
thl twig thut, \
: k Ml-w fellows to tea just |

o o i 3 erivket, Gogy
1 dowt wind cid follow:? said Tom Ah Mertyeat loaet, T Lry
v, 3

lih

getting o serateh tewm together
sh !i und Fourth in thiz House
" ne could find

. Merry really
impruper war

1“\: ol

place for vou '
1 should
Ab rizht, 10

t the profits. He can’t stop them,
hut he conld stop Racke and
the rest of I the

Fxtrennily. eaid Gos
lix it I-u o,

Crooke o
| giddy ox."

L

jolly good of Lim, But I wonderr
whether he might not find hir f real
that he had wot in Goggs on Lhe wrong s
? | hefore he had finished.

ourse, know
. Dot the
hoa 1 shondd I

exactly a
el aho:

i
| m‘hml—\-luy th Goggs' visit to St Tims,
piddy ox I may have to let Dane carry it on for two
tquite AI\ effort Lo say it, B or three more instalments ret.]

censequence removed,
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{“THE MISSING MARGARINE. §

An" Adventure of Herlock Sholmes.

=
WAS returning from the funeral of one
of my patients when 1 met Herlock
Sholmes on the steps of our housc
Shaker Street.
“Just in tlluu . my dear Jotson!" he ex-
claimed
“1 have unt ]md mv
remarked.
“That is all r;pht, my dear doctor—1 have
mes, with one of his rare
‘Now, as in the well-known case of

lunch, Shelmes,” 1

smiles,

Mrs. Hubbard, the cupboard is bare.  Did
you not lunch with the relatives of your
late victin—1 should say

Unfortunately,” 1 ro;.md ‘-.ﬂ][ “they did

not bun him with ham.
We may dine with me murquw’ remarked
Herlock Sholmes, * Com
He took me pld)ffully h} the ear, and lifted
me into the waiting ta A moment ' more,
and we were speeding through the streets in
a westward direetio

. Sholines?" 1 asked.
lTAIl Jotson. 1 have
been called up the t:hmwm by the

Marquis  of
Sholmes.
fall.”

ammersmith, explained
“A serious case—a robbery at the

mily jewels?” 1 inquired.
erious than that, Jotsow.  The
hioness' supply of margarine has been
purloiued.
“Good heave
“ Her |mi,sh]1| s distracted with the loss,
marquis urged i tu
ere may still I:o some hops
e plunder. Un re
™ for her ladysnip’s reason
"Who 15 ymme nsely wealthy, could
murgarine, but for the recent
f the Grease Controller. As you
are aware, Jotson, the purchase of margarine
is now restricted to ea-eighths of a pound
very three months. Even to obtain that
somewhat m ire supply, lt is ner'P!sury to
wait in, the; margarin e for forty-cight
tours. « You e lhdt “1\, matter is serious—
indeed, tra
- And Shulmvs was sl
My amazing friend md “not spenk again tiil
we arrived at Hammersmith Hall, and wc
shown into the library of that palull.ﬂ T
dence, where the marguis received
Hiy lordship apd agital
-~ Thank iave  come,  Mr.
Rholmes!” imed, grasping my 1mam|"
I'ricnd s hand. “You may save us
give me a few details,”
loc]. Sholmes, ou_may sm-.a. quit
hefore my friend Dr .la
The marquia sank
There is little to u.:
twelve o’clock,
with
v

1 Mer-
freely

\Ir. “Sholmes.
her ladyship re i
the margarine, exhausted
in_the queue outside \l-
She carried

by her

he
establishment. marg: er( in
her_attache case—
u are sure that the margarine
there?” interrupted Herlock Sholme
“Absolutely!  Her ludyship alvay
home the marmarine in

was

brings

arrival’ 1

L the margs
that T femlv(l my eyes upon it. Thel

Gonbt ihat Jt was In Ehe aitache case. A
moment later called away to the tele-
phone, to receive a  messag Mrs
Smythe-Porkins, a friend of the marchioness.
When' 1 refurned to her lady the war-
ga“rme hiad vanished.” °

In what manner
“That -is the mystery T wish you to solve
Mr. Sholmes. Her ladyship had left the

m,mdm case, etill containing the margarine,

m the dining-table for a few minutes. She
rmume.t she assures me, in three minutes
at the most, and the attache case was still
thm‘ hut u ine had disappeared. In
those.three minutes, Mr. Sholmes, a dastardly
thief had |mr1mm(l the margarine

The marquis paused, and wiped his brow
with his handkerchief. Iu spite of bis aristo-
cratic resery
stamp of his-noble race,
come.

l!ﬂlnpk Sholmes

he wus almost over-

pursed  Lis lips thonght-

ful

“}e'\d mr to the scene of the crime!” be
caid abropti
e !Lv’]m\('ﬂl

N

the marguis to the dining-

By PETER TODD.

u ]

om. pon  the v:mt malmg:nny table her
\allyslups attache till lay. It needed
a glance to ascer o tlnt. it was empty,
L.hough several glimmeri g a[mt-, betrayed the
recent presence of the m €.

Herlock Sholmes was \er\ busv during the
next few minutes.

He examined the polished floor with a
microscope, the marquis watching him with
hopeful eyes. He then disappeared up the
chimney for some time. But when he re-

appearéd, in a somewhal scoty condition, he
shook his heas
For some time he stood in deep Hmught
b ked the
donc! be: mps! Passe
aid, dropping into- rrrnrh as b

The marquis looked perplexed. He could
.mt follow the workings of the mighty brain
of my amazing friend.

“You were called r the telephone by Mrs.
Smythe-Porkin 1 Sholmes suddenly.
he marquis mmnr«i his head.

For what purpose

“Mrs. Smythe-Porking proposes to call upon
her lariuah.p this afterneon,” explained the
gmrau oubtless she is aware that we

Al be provided with margarine to-day, and
purposes to stay Lo

tea."
Sholmes smiled,
1t will ‘be necessary for me to
awing-room when Mras.
her remarked,

to ip," added

Sholmes, but T

terioek Emol.m
“I am at your orders, Mr.

do not understand —

“As o member of the House of Lords, you
are not expected to onderstand anything,”
splained Bholmes.

True. Tt shall be as you desire.”

1 looked inquiringly at Sholmes, 1 could
see that my amazing friend was on the tra
hut, dlllzently na 1 had studied his method:
[ coutd not gue houghts were pass-
ing in that trcnm |ﬂuu> brain.
You will wait here wit lordsh
Jotson,” said Sholmes.
- As you will, Shelmes, But—"

Rut Il(-r]m‘l\ \‘}]Uhﬂlb did not stay to listen.
It was evident, that, engrossed by ihe strange
mystory, he had mmph tely forgetten that 1
had not lunched.

b his

1

WAITED in the dining-reom with the
Marquis of Hammersinith for a con-
siderable time. Hw nmrqnl nobly

e strove to pres the wooden im-
passiveness of his enste was ovidently a prey
o deep emotion tarted ‘to his feet in
.m.mu.ro]hbln anxiety us Sholmes entered at
a

st
“Mr, Sholmes,” he exclaimed hoarsely, At
can endure the suspense no longer! Ha

¥oT, or have you not, discovered o clue to the

Sholmes smil
“Petter lh»m that, my
1:.Avl' discovered tlk_ margarine.

marquis. 1

Sholmes !"
I{lh lordship slagsered, as 'almlmes held ont
a small packet. A h ery left his lips

as he grasped it.
was the missing n.:\rgnrm
“Bless you, Mr, Sholm hie said brokenly.
We left hig lordship il holding the mat-
garine, and- gazing at it with eestatic eyes
vi s usuul, on tenterhooks, and as we
into tm- \nmml"
patie

c was 10 doubl—it

taxi 1 could not

. [ d you nmazn me
more and more! You have mnetra!ed, ina
few hours, this terrible mystery——

Sholmes yawned.
h.lnm:nwn, my dear Jobsen.

The matier

5

But th‘ thie:
“There was no , thicf, Jotson. The mar-
garine had never left Hammersmith Hall.

You observed me making my investizations in
the dining-room. That the thicf had entered
door-or window I knew could not he

by the
he

You Torgotten my_methods, my dear
1t was most li¥ely thab a thief

L350
would cater by the door of the window. On

One Penny.

my usual theory, that tim most likely is the
least probable, I ruled out the :luor and
window as inadmissible. 'lhcn‘ remained the
chimney. 1 made a thorough examination
of the chimney, and satisfied myself that the
thief had not entercd method of
ingress. It was clear, therefore, that the
margarine had not been purloined at all, but
had been abstracted from the attache case
by her l.Adyl!h\p herself.”

“ Murvellou:

e I\Iaﬂ'ellnus “to you. Jotson, but to a brain
tike mine, mere child's play,” said Sholmes
negligently. 1t remaiunl &n discover her
ladyship’'s motive, and to unearth the hidden
margarine. 1 was aware, Jotson, that her
ladyship belonged to a fast, bridge-playing
set, of which .\lrs Smythe-Porkins was also

member. at the marchioness had
abstracted the margsrine, intending to con-
sume it all on her own, and deprive the
marquis of his fair share, I did not believe—
such conduct would have been nnworthy of
1 member  of the Dritish aristocracy,
Jotson, 1 dedueed a more deep a-m desperate
motive, For that reason e self
hehind a Japanese fan in the m-muu o1,
1, unseen, watched the interview hetween
the marchioness and Mrs. Smythe-Forkins, A

=

few words were suficient  to prove the
correctness of my deductions, The mar-
chioness, deeply in debt to Mrs. Smythe-

Porkins fer losses at bridgze, handed her the
of margarine in full settlement. Des-
ring of raising the money to pay her debt,
she had taken the desperate resolution of
parting with the family supply of margarine.
Un(‘ more example, my dear Jotson, of the

of the bridge-mania among our upper

_m |mused
“The rest was simple, Jotson. At the

psychological moment, I stepped from behind
B Japanese fan, and seized the margarine.
lndyship fell upon her kpees. 1
ded m-r to confess all to the mar-
q ho, in the joy of recovering the
mirzarine, wo uld be su sure o forgive her.
promised to follow my advice. - The rest you
know, Jotson. If her ladyship tackles the
marquis while the first flush of joy ab the
recovery of the margarine still exercises its
softening effect upon him, I have no doubt
that all will be well.”

1 conid only g.m: at my amazing friend in
lent admiration

@e @@@@@@@@@@@@mf-\f-}g@

The Editor’s Chat.

For next Wednesday
“HIS BROTHER'S KEEPER!"
By Martin Clifford.

The brothers Manners are the most promi-
nent figures in this story. Do you remember
st ..\pn.al \.zrns, “Manners Minor» and

“The Right Sort)” w dealt with the
caming of Reggie Manners to St Jim's, and
the trouble he f‘\ sed to his major by his
way They were gteazly
appreciated at the time of their appearance,

and I feel sure that this story, and the two
wiich follow it will be equally ;.upuhr In
them Mr. Clifford shows us

wrong again, and Harry doing h.
him without thanks. Orundy of the Sheil
also takes a hand, in the best spirit possible,
and ont of real jealousy of the honour of the
school, he considers in peril through
the way Reggie anpers is behaving, Dut
Grundy's intervention has the worst effect it
could have. It leads to no end of trouble,
though for that Grundy is not to be blamed.
Harry Manners has not played a priceipa!
part in a story fdr quite a long time, but he
is an old, familiar friend to all of ns who
have fullowed the yarps faithfully; every bit
us good a fellow as Tom Merry or Monty
Lowther, but quite different from either of
them. Tom is the all-round man, the leader,
sunny of temper, but ready enough to be
roused by wrong -or by tyranny. He talks
enough, but ho does pot falk as much as
Lowther, who, though he may chafi Gussy
for his tendency to “jawbone solos,” has a
very distinet tendeney that way himself, He
has strong feelings, but he hides them under
a jesting exterior. Manners is far more quict
and nwmd ‘There is something of the
him, and noth very

on the whole, would
temper is hardly as bright or
good as Tom's or Lowther's. Bui he has
lu- ps of patience with his young brother, at
and deserves more gratitude than he

YOUR EDITOR.
- 21-7-17




