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WHITEWASEH FOR THE BULLYING PREFECT!

Byztematic persscition of anyore ussn whom ho bas a down I8 great fun for GQerald Loder, the prefoct. But even tha
buliving Lodor wakes up the witong passeagor sometines | {Fead  The Call of the Eing 1 "—thie week's grand story of
the chinis of Grovic:airs)
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YOUR LETTERS ARE ALWAYS WELGCOME, CHUMS!

Tlu's Month’s New School-
Story Books!

“mK

A book-length
story featuring the
early adventures of
Harry Wharton
& Co, at Grey-
friars that will
make you split
vour sides with
laughter.

DON'T MISS THIS MASTERPIECE FROM THE
PEN OF FRANK RICHARDS, WHATEVER
YOU DO!?
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Ask for THE

SCHOOLBOYS' OWN
LIBRARY, Nos. 45 and 46.
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MARTIN CLIFFORD IS SEEN AT HIS
BEST IN THIS TOPPING COMPANION
LIBRARY, CHUMS !

0

A stirving tale of
rivalry at St
Jim’s between
Tom Merry &
Co. of the School
House, and Fig-
gins & Co, of the
New House; a
scream from be-
ginning to end,

THESE HANDY VOLUMES ARE ON SALE
FRIDAY—ORDER YOUR COPIES TQ-DAY!

|

i
]

| 2

£

BURNING THE MIDKIGHT OIL!

LOYAL chum from Gloucester is swotting hard for
an exam; if he gets through, it will make & whole

A hesp of difference to his future prospects. The

mere thought of failure, he writes, sends a shiver
down his spine, and in consequence he is working like &
“nigger ” to make cortain that he will pass. But my chum
mustn’t overdo it. Night after night of swotting over &
prolonged period isn't good for any lellow, and this
Magnetite 1 Gloucester iz burning the miduight oil too
irequently, to my way of thinking. If lie doesn’t turn n
io hiz bed earlicr than he has been doing of late, he will
be heading for a breakdown, and then what wifl bo his
chances when examination day comes round. Set yourself
a programime of work, my chum, sav three hours a night
for  swotting, and then get out for a breath of fresh air
and a little exercize. Your brain will respond more readily
to your work if you carry on along these . lines, and you
will find that vou arve eramming juet as mueh knowledge as
if you stayed up half the nighi, added (o which your brain
will be move rotentive,

PILLION RIDING !

Onee azain T have occasion to refer to this subject in our
weekly Chat. A reader in Wales asks me for advice. “'Is
it zafe ta ride pillient"’ he asks. Candidly, I don't think
it is. Nowadays the traffic on our reads is very [ormidable ;
accidents, alack! are far too frequent, and amongst them
pillion riders figure very largely. 1 know there is a thrill
whout ridin %ii]linn_. but every son has a duty io his
paronts,  Think of therr anziety when their hoy i3 out
riding on the pillion of a chum’s motor-bike. Is it worth
whila to ran thizs wvnnecesssry risk? You know the answer,
my chum, I feel sure, withoot consulling we,

OUR NEW ARTIST ]

“T2. M.."” of London, i5 & very old veader of the MagkeT,
and his letter intercsted me vastly, He wanils to know
what's happeoned to the piclures in the Maonzr lately,
They are now being drawn by that popular ariist, Leonard
“hiekds, snd thousands of letters already have reached me
iy pratse of his work., “P. M.” also wantz to kwow if heo
can have the old “Greyfriars Herald ' back again. Well,
my chivin, you will find ecach week that Dicky Nugent £l
the hest part of three pages 10 e Macuer, and it was
popalar vole that this fealure was revived in the place of
the fooiball supplement. The “ Bob Lawless " stories you
refer to have been replaced by the Romances in onr Com.
panion aper, the “Popular.” Finally, the answer to your
PE s "Neo” Wrile again, "1, M. "—your letters are
always welcome.

Hext Monday's Programma 2

“THE SCHOOLBOY BROADCASTERS!™
By Frank Richards.

This story [ next week 1= oxtra long, & circumstance
iltat will be approciated by everyone, I feel sure. Mind
von read 1t, ehumsg !

I e

“THE MYSTERY OF FLYING V RANCH !"™

The curiain is rung down next week on the ztasllin
vvents that have bheen happening st Wolf Point, an
reatlers are earnestly adviced to wake cerfain of being in
al the death, so lo speak.

— e _—

“DR. BIRCHEMALL'S DILEMMER ™
By Dicky Nugent.

Haore's o story that will send yon intp fits of merrimant,
Dian't miss il Drder your copy of tho MAGNET ecarly,
clinms,  Cheeria ) YOUR EDTTONR.



OUT OF IS ELEMEXT !
T the

At one time e Game Kid veckoned that life ot o great Public Sclaol wwonld swit Mm dotc)
gronnd. DRut hic soon discovers Hhatf Latin and Greelr hove their disodrentages to cne soho has made his

Tivelihood in o boxing ving, and his heart yearns to be back amongst his old fighting pals !

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Loder Buiis In !

TAIP!
“Man down!™
- “Ha, ha, ha!”

h

Frank Mugent picked limself
up out of the snow, gaspung for breath.
The winter dusk was thickening on the
old guadrangle of Grevivievs., The
lighted windows of the Scheol House
rlimmered out into the gloom, Most of
the fellows had gone io to tea, but the
Femous Ilive of the Remove were still

out af doors.

letween the Elm Walk and the sehonl
wall, the spow was bankeed guite
thickly. And it was there that ihe five
cheery juniors had gatheved. The wall
was crowned with thick snow.

Bob Cherry bad suggested ihe game;
anything of a strenuous nature appealed
to Bob. It was rather a risky game (o
climb the high wall and jump from the
top into the iank of snow bBelow,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh bad made
the first essay, and slipped back and
bumped into the snow. Frank Nugent
;.-a;nn next, and he suffered the same
ate.

“Men in ! said Bob.

And Jobiony Bull essaved the elind,

Buomp !

“0Oh, what & fall was there, my
countrymen!™ sighed Bob, as Johuny
lended on his back in the suow, without
having reached the fop of the wall,

“Groopgh!™

“¥ou next, Wharton!”" said Bol,
* After vou've come a mucker Il show
vou how to do li—sce ¥

“ Bow-wow

And the oaptain
ezzayed the climb.

It waz not easy; bubt Wharton was
lithe and active. In a few minutes he
was sitting on top of the schoal wall,

“How's that, wmpire?’ he asked.

“ Good man!™

“You young rascal It was a sharp,
unpleasant voice, as Loder of the Sixth

of the Remove

rak
r
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“Get down at

came through the elms.

once,* Wharton

Harry Wharton looked down from the
top of the wall at the Sixth-Former
enolly. Loder of the Sixth was a -
tect, and had the right to give orders
to such small Iry as juniors of the Lower
Fourth., But the Lower Fourth wern
not, in their own opinion, small fry at
all. It was just like the bully of the
Sixth to butt into a harmless game and
make himself unpleasant,

“Where's the hurry!” asked Whar-
ton, without moving.

Loder staved up at him,

“So I've caught vou!” he said.

“1 don't guite cateh on,™ said Whaz-
ton. ' What was there to cateh®™

“I've caught you breaking bounds.™
said Loder., ' Mean to say that you
were not climbing out over the wall,
when 1've caught you right on top of
!I ?!l

Harry Wharton laughed.

Loder of the Sixth was a sugpicious
fellow, and no doubt he believed that
he had caught the junior in the act of
climbing out of the school after lock-up.
Probably the wish was fathey to the
thought, The bully of Greviriars had
had & good deal of trouble with the
cheery chums of the Hemove, and heo
had nol always had the best of it,

“Look here, Loder " hegan DBob
hotly.

“Thai's enoungh, Cherry !

“My csteemed  Loder——'
Hurree Singh.

“Hold yvour tongue, you young rascal!
You're all in this,” said Loder; “but
it"s Wharton I'vea caught—and you
others can clear off. Wharion, get down
trom that wall at onee. I'm e:uiﬂg lo
take vou to your Form master.™

“Dear me! said Wharton,

T tell you—" shouted DBob Cherry.

“Bilence! Get down, Wharton!"
Elarry Wharton did nob move.

1

began

Az o
matter of fact, he was not very comfort-
able on the wall in the snow there, but
Loder's bullying tone, and his unjust

BT A T TR AR EIEIIHHI_".-;

A Fine Long Complete Story of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars,
introducing the Game Kid, once
of Bobby Huggins' Boxing Ring.
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suspicion, had roused the ire of the cap-
tain of the Remove,

As he did not stir, Loder tramped
through the snow eloser to the wall and
reached wp at him.

Then Wharton moved.

[Te rolled from the wall guitﬂ gud-

denly, and landed on Gerald Loder's
head.

Crash !

“ W hooop !’ sjplutt-emd Loder,

“Ha, ba, ha!" roared Bob Cherry, ns
Loder went sprawling in the snow, with
Wharton sprawling over him.

Wharton was on his feet in & moment,

Loder, being underncath, had broken
his fall. To judge by tho sounds that
were Emceeding from Loder of the

Bixth, he was broken, too.

“Oh! Ow! Crooogh! Hooolh!
Coooch! Yowp !
["H He, la, ha!” yelled the Famous
five,

“Grooogh! Hooh!"™ Loder sgabt up
blindly. He was smothered with snow,

end quite out of breath and dizzy.
“You young scoundrel, you did that on

purpose [ )
“He's guessed 1it!” gasped Bob.
“What a brain!"”

“Hﬂ.? ilﬁ, h‘ﬂ- :ﬂ

“ You—youn—you voung rascal! Fom
voung secoundrel!  You young villain!
Tau—yult-—-:r'ﬂu—-—" spluttered Loder.
“I'll smash you! I'Il—I'll break your
neck! I'H—"

From the Elm Walk a8 lean and
majestic form came on the scene through
tho dusk, It was Mr. Quelch, the master
of the Remove, The enraged voica of
Gerald Loder had deawn him to the
spob as he was taking a little walk 1n
the guadrangle. The chums of the Re-
move saw  him coming: but Loder

gouging snow from his face, did not,
or eervtatnly he wounld have moderated
hiz language a litle,

"You young vwillain! Tl smash
on!l” roared Loder. “I'll hreak every

ona in vour bedy! I'll—"

* Lodor I
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Yoh! Ah! What—=—"

“Leder! Is that the language for a
prefect of the Sixth Formi to use in
speaking to Lower boys?" thundered
My, Quelch, in great indignation,

The Famous Five exchanged blissful
glences, Loder had come along to make
trouble for them; he secmed to have
found some for humself.

Tha Sixth-Former scrambled to his
feet.

“I—I did ho
stammenred,

“1 presume that yeu did net, Loder,
or you would never have used such ex-
prossions,” rumbled the Remove master,
“Y am surprised and shocked, Loder.
The Head would be surprised and
shocked, How dare wvon, Loder, talk
in such a strain ¥’

Loder bresthed hard and deep.

M1 caught Wharton breaking ]ammds,
sit—climbing over the wall—and he fell
of ma on purpose ! he gasped.  “1 am
hurt! FHe did it deliberately, kllﬂwing
ihat 1 was about to report himn to you 1™

“That 15 no excuse for viclent
langvage, Loder. But this i5 o sericus
watter, Wharton,” Mr. Quelch trans-
ferred his alteniion to ithe captain of
the Remove, “Only a few weeka ago
# boy in my Form was flogged for hrﬂﬂi-
ing bounds after dark. Dury is a new
hoy, unaccustomed io our ways, and
there was soine excuse for him. There
15 no excuso whatever for you!™

*But, sit " gasped Wharton.

_ “"For what reason were you ailtempt-
ing to leave the precinets of the sohool i
demanded My, Quelch sternly,

“Nowe, sir. [—"

“"What? You were going out of
bovnds without a veazon?™

“No, sir. I=I mean-—-"

“What do vou mean, Wharion ™
_“;I.-I wasn't going out of bounds,
sir I gasped the captain of the Remaove,
“Loder's making a mistake, sir,”

"I saw him on top of the wall, sir,
climbing over!” hooted Loder. * Ho
dare not deny it "

*1 was on top of the wall, sir,” said
Harry; “but not climbing over "

“ Nonsense I™

“It"s & game, sir,™

*The gamelulness was {lerrifie, es-
teemied sahib,” said Hurreo Jamset Ram

nat  see you, sicl”

mﬁv. )
“We were clinbing wp in turn, sin,"
said Nugent.

“Te jump down into thoe snowhank,
gir—" gaid Johnny Bull,

“One after another, sir.” =aid Bab,

“I'd been up afruudy.” went  on
Nugent.

“And =0 had I,” said Johnuy.

“And I alsofully, hononred sic”

“Wharton was taking his tuen, siv,”
chimed in Bob, “It was my turn alier
Wharton.”

It was a chorus of explanation. It
enlightened Mr. Quelch—and perhaps
But they received

Loder of the Sixth,
their enlightenment in different ways.
Mr. Quelch was anxious to believe the
hest possible of the boyz in his Form.
Loder was anxious fo beliove the worst,
‘That made a considerable difference in
their concluszions,

“I understand,” said Mre, Quelch
maore kindly, “ You should not play such
games; such proceedings are liable to
masunderstanding. Kindly do not et it
oCour again,”

“Oh, certainly, sir ¥

“¥ou see, Lader, thal you are acling
under o misapprehension——"

“Nothing of the kind, =ir?" hoofed
Loder, almost beside himself with raze,
“1 do not believe a word these juniors
gay, eir!"
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"I am sorry for that, Loder,” said
Mr. Quelch icily; *“because I beliove
every word,  and I fear that your ino-

credulity  shows a  suspicious mand,
Loder,™
“Oh!" gasped Loder; and again the

Famous Five cxchanged jovous smiles.
The bully of the Sixth was not getting
the best of it.

“Go into the House, my bovs," said
Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sicl”

“Mr. Quelch,” gesped Loder, "“I-—1I
report Wharton for attempting to break
bounds alter dark—"

“1t iz ot yvet dark, Loder, and Whar-
ton has not attempted to break bounds,
I accept his assurance absolulely.
Kindly let the matier drop.”

“Ile fell an me on porposct™

der.

“No douht the boy was naiurally in-
tdignant at being wrongiully suspected,
Loder. Haweveyr, the action certainly
was disrespectiul. You will take fifty
tines, Wharton.”

“¥es, sir!” said Harry cheerfully.
Dropping on Loder’s head was worlh
more than fifty lines, in his estimation.

“*Now go into the House, my boys™

lﬂYcE. Hir t:-r

And the Famous Five trooped off
Ihrm:g}h the thickening dusk towards
the Schocl House, with smiling [aces.

“Dear- old Loder!” murmuored Bob
Cherry, “ Always hunting for trouble,
and generally finding some,”

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

And Harry Wharton & Co. went into
the House, feeling quite salisfied with
themselves, with their Forin master, and
with things generally. Loder of the
Sixth was far from feeling eo zatisfed.

“Bo—s0 you are letting Wharton off,
Mr. Quelch?” he gasped, too enraged to
reglise that that remark was imprudent,
addressed to a Form master.

Mr. Quelch frowned thunderously.

“What do you inean, Loder? How
dare you! Vharton is perfectly inno-
cent of any wrongdoing, as you would
be fully aware if your mind were not full
of prejudice aund unjust suspicion!
Take care, sir!"”

“ Me was going out of bounds!” hissed
Lader.

“He was doing nothing of the sort.
TE you really believe go, Loder, I can
only conclide that youwr belief is
prompted by malice!™ boomed My,
Quelch.

“Oh " pasped Loder.

The Remove master turned his back
on him and walked away. He left Loder
of the Bixth fairly trembling with rage.

“The young scoundrel!™ breathed
Loder. *“He can spoof that old fool; he
can't spoof me. ﬁi?awﬁﬂ going out of
bound:, and those other young rascals
were helping bim. I kpow that, By
pad! I'll keep an eye open this cven-
gy now I've stopped him he will try
it on again later, as likely as not, and
he sha'n't have a chance of wriggling
out aof it next time,™

And Loder of the Sixth, having
brushed off the smew and put his Le
strnight and fielded his hat, tramped
away to the Behool House in o savage
temper, only solaced by the conviction
that Wharton wanld trv it on again, end
that next time he would catel him and
convict him beyond the shadow of a
donbt. e

THE S5ECOND CHAFTER.

Up Against It |

[ FERMANIS comy Roments forti
tor pugnaverunt,'
Harry Wharton smiled,
He was proceeding along the
Hemove pazsame at Geeylriars towards

gasped

Bob Cher:y’s study, and as he passed
the doorway of Study No. 3 he heard a
dismal veice proceeding therefrom.

It was the voice of Dury of the
Remove,

Richard Dury, the new fellow in the
Remove, was wrestling with a Labtin
oxercise.

When it came to boxing, Dick Dury,
once koown ag the “Game Kid” of
Mlugging' Ring, was “all there.” But
when it came o wrnﬂtli:]F with . =«
classical language Dury was liable to Lo
“down and ogut ™ in the frst round.

His voice was extremely dismal as it
was heard proceeding from Study No. 3
in the Remove, ﬁurjr wias a ‘choery
youth, not given to grousing. Dt
schaal work at Greyfriars worried bim.

“Germanis!” the dismal voite wenf
an. I s'pose that's Germans—Dblinkm’
Hung—"

Harry Wharton grinned,

“"Homanis jz  blinkin'
5 pose.”

Harry Wharton had pavzed. Now he
laoked into the study. He had & good-
natured impulse to lend the labouring
junior a hand.

That littlo exercise, though it scemmd
to Nave Dury “beat,™ was, of coursy,
nothing to Wharten, It would have
been considered simple by a fag in the
Third. Sammy Bunter of the Sceonl
wonld have translated it easiiy,

“Gotting on with it, old bean? asked
the captain of the Remove cheerily.

Dury looked up.

Fe was alone in the study; Ogilvy
and Muzsell were absent. Sometimes
Lthe schanlbay boxer had a litile help
from his study-mates. Now he was
working on his own, and he did not
S?:!E to be making much of & success
0k 1

““Neo, I ain’t g-attinq on with 5" lis
eaid daloronsly, *“This "ere Latin i3 a
mu%_llidmpt”

“Harder than standing up fo a man
in the ring with the mittens on?®" agked
Harry, with a smile.

The Game Eid nodded x'i‘sjomuﬂr.

“What-ho!"” he said. *“Not "arf!”

The Kid's pronunciation had not
changed much since he had coma 1o
Greyiriars, He found Latin difficul;
but English seemed to beat him hollow.

“Tot, I call it!" went on the Kid
confidentially, “What's the blinking
good of it?"

“Lots of people ask that question,
said the captain of the Remove, with a
anile. “The fact 1a it's no good, except.
ing fo a lellow who's keen on learning.™

“Well, I zin't that kind of & covey ™
said the Game Kid, “I've seen that
bloke Linley readin® a [atin book jest
as I might read the " "Oliday Annmual.’
Lools as if he liked it, too. "Tain’t my
sout 1™

"But it's all in the day's work,” szl
Wharton, “Mr. Queleh scems to hasve
sef your 4 very easy exercise, too”

Y Easy 7 said the Kid.

“Wait till you get into the repular
Form work, and you'll find it a Liv
stiffer,” said Harry,

The Kid gave a groan.

2o Far the new fellow in the Remove
did not share in the Form work. Mr.
Gueleh gave him special instroction and
special atfention,

The Kid was grateful, for he knew
that it added fo the labours of ile
Remove master, who already had
enough to do. At his age, he could
scarcely have been put in a “fap "
Form. But it was likely o be o long
time hefore he was able to face the
rﬂgular tasks of the Remove fellows,
“Germanizs cum Romania {ortiler pug-
naverunt ' floored

Romans, I

him,
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He was graleful, but he would have
been more grateful still had Mr, Quelch
neglected him e little: The amount of
Latin that the Kid could have done
without would have hOlled a dictionary
from cover to cover.

“Tt was kind of the "Ead to bring ma
'ore,”  saul the Kid wistfully. I
thought it was no end of a catch, I did.
Fancy me, what has boxed in the ring
for a livin', faner me bein" a public
school man?! It was a Lift in the werld
for me, it was. No error about that.
But—"

The Kid pansed.

Evidently there waz a “but” in tho
case,

:‘ But il ain't no good grousing,” he
said with o sigh., “The "Fad mcant it
all for the best. and I didn't understand
rightly afore I come ‘are. I ain't going
to bo ungrateful. I'm sticking it!”

Harry Wharton regarded ?ﬁm euri-
ously.

Cortoinly it had been a great chance,

a wondevivl chance, for the Game Kid

to quit Hugging' Ring, and take his
place in the %}re:.rfriarﬁ Remove.,  No
vwonder the prospect had dazzled him
at the time.

But in that, as in &l things, there
was & fly in the cintment—a erumpled
leaf in the bed of roses.

More and more, as the days passed on,
the sechoal work worried and wearied
the fellow who hed been accustomed to
an exciting and active life. More aml
more he missed the excitement of the
old days—the crowd of tense faces
walching, the rinping cheors, the hustio
and bustle of a busy life.

He was a marvellous boxer for his
age, but he had no turn whatever far
scholarship.

His carly life had made him sternly
practical. He did nob sce any use in
what he was learning, so slowly and
painfully, at Grevfriars. He suommed
up the school curriculum as maostly
lll-mt LS

More and more it hed been borne in
upon his mind that Dr. Locke had mads
a mistake in placing lim st Greyfriars,
and that he had made & mistake in
accepting the genorous offer.

But the Kid was grateful ; he trembled
at the idea of the kind old Head think-
ing him ungrateful. Tho lure of the
Ring was strong upon him, but he was
going to “stick " it,

“Let me lend sou & hand with it,™
said the captain of the Remove,

The Kid's glum face brightened a
little.

“That's good of you,” he said. “It's
fair pot me twisted, The way these
blinking Latins twisted their words
round and round knocks me out. Look

at this "ere—pugnaverupi.”

“Pugno, I fight," said VWharton.

“Well, if the covey mweans pugno,
why can’t he :mi,' pugno 7" demanded
the Kid resentfully,

Wharton chuckled,

*The Latins changed the form of a
word, instead of putting in extrs words
to change the meaning, as we do,” he
said. " It's quite casy when you got
on to 6.

*Is it 1" enid the Kid, very dubiously.

“For instance,” expluined Harry.
“Taking the verb to *fight '—that's a
verb you're quite fammiliar with, old

an.

The Wid grivned.

“Not ‘arl!” he agreed.

“Well, taking the verb *to Aght,' we
should meke the perfect tense of the
indicative mood, in the plural *They
have fought, or they fought, The
Latins wangled the verb itself, and just

e
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“ Whoooooop ! ** splutiered the prefect.

“ oot down, Wharton ! ** snapped Loder. 'The capialn of the Hamw:ﬁrup
from the wall quite suddenly, and landed en Gerald Loder's head. Erasﬁ

(See Chapter 1.)

““Gropough ! Hooch ! Yowp!?™

twisted ° Ijmgnu’ inte * pugnaverunt.
Got that ¥’

“Yes, I got it,”" said the Kid, "I
know they did it, the duffers; but what
the thump did they do it for?”

“Just a little way they had," said
Wharton, laughing.

“And s'posin® they did, whal's the

d of me knowin' about 117" said the
Kid, “Why, soon as I'vo left Grey-
friars I shall forget all this bunkumn
fromm beginuing to end. Why, they all
do; ve heard the fellers say so. Tako
your uncle—he was o Greyiviars feller
long ago. Could he do the Remove
Formn work now ?™

“Well, I dave say he could construe
Virgil,” said Harry, “but I doubt very
much whether he could do the Fifth
Form translations,”

“And he went through the Fifth and
the Sixthi"

“¥eoz; he was captain of tho school
in hia tiwme, and hlead of the Sixth,”
Wharton laughed. “I [aney he would
be bottled now if somcbody gpave him
Livy to tranzlate.”

_ “Beems to mec it ain’t any good 'eept-
mg o 8 covey who meanz to be a schasl-
wester,” sald the Kid; *“and it ain't
any good to him, ‘cepting to tecach to

other coveys who ain’t got any usc for
IL!'F

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Tha (ame Kid was guite unawars
that he had touched upon o burning
topic of modern days—the use, or other-
wize, of classical education.

Certainly the Game Kid had no use
for the classics,

AN that's for the THead and the
governing board to deeide, old scout,™
said Harry., *erhaps you'll develoy
a taste for it later on”

"].l:lj'.'qupi !:'J

“Anvhow, Iet's get down Lo it for
a bit. Uwo heads are better than one.”™

“You're & good covey, you are,” =zaid
the Kid, and hoe drew & chair to tho
study tuble for Harry Wharton.

Awd the captain of the Remove pro-
cocded to “pet down to 167 with the
hapless Ikid. Wharton hed helped
other fellows with their work before,
but he had never happened upon so
tough n proposition as the Kid, Dick
Dury was nol obtuse, Ly any means
he was no dunce like Bunter, and ne
slacker like Skinner. But all his gifts
lay in quite another direction. He had
o deop-zeated repugnance for classica
studies, and he could not overcomo thal
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repugnance by reflecting that he was
gequiring usefnl knowledge, for he fully
l:refir;\red that the knowledge he was
acquiring was utterly useless. 'The
cultivation of an elegant taste in litera-
ture was not only beyond poor Dury's
reach, but guite beyond his desires.
Things had to be much more strenuous
to appea! to the Kid.

So the work was both hard and un-
palatahle; against the grain all the
time,

He did his best, hawever, especially

a5 Wharton was helping him; and he
did net want to make it hard for
Wharton.

But by the fime Harry had spent an
hour with Dick Dury and Latin he
was wondering how on carth any man
could make up his mind to be a school-
master. MNavvying, in  Wharton's
opipion, was not “in it " with school-
mastering, and it was borne in upon
hiz mind that Mr. Quelch had some
excuse for what the Removites termed
hiz “tantroms.” With pupils like Dury
and Bunter, and Skinner and some
others, it was ne wonder that M
Quelch snapped and yapped at times.
It really would not have been surprising
if he had raved,

Wharton kept those reflections to him-
gckf, however, and worked hard and long
to help on the hapless Kid. And at the
end of an hour the Kid had a faint
glimmering of why so harmless-locking
& word as “pugno ™ should be wangled
into so alarming a shape as “pugna-
verunk.” He understood, at least, that
that was how the Latina had done ik,
though he still resented the fact that
they had done it Iike that.

e N

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Loder on the Track !

& SEEH Wharton 7"
(18 Hﬂ."
Bob Cherry asked that question
in the Rag, where most of the
Removites were gathered after tea.

“The estecmod Wharton scems to
have made his honourabla disappear-
arice,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Hea's not i the study,” said Nugent.
“1 missed hith after tea.”

“Y thought he was 1m your study,
Bob,"” spid Jolnny Bull,

Bob shook his head.

“No. I thought he was coming in
for & jaw about the footer after tea,
but he didn't blow in. You fellows seen
Wharton 7" he added, as Ogilvy and
Russell came into the Ragp together.

“No, old bean,” said Ogilvy, “We'va
been téa-ing with Toddy, Whartlon
wasn't there ™

“He, he, he!”

That unmusical cachinnetion pro-
cecded from Billy Bunter,

Bob turned towards the Owl of the
Remove.

" What are you cackling at, fathead ¥
he asked politaly.

“Ho, he, het I know what I know,”
chuckled Bunter.

“The knowfulness of the esteemed
Bunter is not great,” said Hurreo Singh,
with a stare at the fal and fatuons Owl.

Bnnter cachinnated agzin.

“¥ou fellows don't know that
Wharton's gone out of bounds, of
corse 1™ he asked sarcastically.

Bob Cherry gave & jump.

“Qut of bounds!” he exclaimed,

“He, be, hel”

“You fet duffer |” roared Bob. “ What
do you mean I
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“Oh, draw it mild ' grinned Bunter.
“I know that Loder caught him trying
to break baunds, getiing over the school
wall, at dusk. I heard him telling
Walker of the Sixth”

“You're a silly ass, and Loder's
another silly ass,” growled Bob Cherry.
“It was nothing of the kind;™

“He, he, hal”

“Oh, kick him, somebody!” growled

“1 say, vou fellows, I'm not going to
tell Loder,” grinned Billy Bunter. * But
nf course Wharton couldn™ get out of
bounds when Loder stopped him, so he
left it till lator——

“Hush!” breathed Vernon-Smith, as
Mgura appeared in the deovway of the

B.

“(h, really, Smithy——"

“Cheese it, vou fet dufler

“Rot " zaid Bunter. "I jolly well
know that Wharton's gone out of
bounds, and I jolly well believe these
fellows know it, too, and—— Yarooh !

Bunter hroke off with a yell o=
Bmithy stamped on his foot. It wasg
Loder of the Rixth who had appeared
in the doorway of the Rag, though the
short-sighted Owl of the Remove had
not ohserved him.

“Yow-ow-pw-0w "  reoared Bunter,
hopping on one leg. “Gh, ow! Wow!
You awful beast! Yarocopl”

Loder of the Sixth sdvanced into the
room with a grim leok on his face.
Quite convinced—the wish being father
to the thought—that Wharton had only
postponed his breaking of bounds, Loder
was making a round of the Housc look-
ing for him, like & dutiful prefect who
waa anxious to do his duty thoroughlf.
Loder was not &Iwatyg very dutiful, but
there was ne doubt that 1 this instance
he was exceedingly anxious fo do_ his
duty. He had already glanced into
Study No. 1 in the Remova, and found
that celebrated apartment derk and
vacant, He h looked into thoe
Common-room, and found that Wharton
was not there. MNow he was locking into
the Reg, and he had arrived in time
ta hear Bunter's remarks. -—

Certeinly, Billy Bunter's opinion on
any subject was not o very valuablo
one, DBuntor's remarks, as a rule, werc
hardly worth heeding. But on the pre-
sent occasion they agreed so well with
what Loder believed, and, in fact,
hoped, that they were &8s good ns con-
lirmation strong as proof of holy writ,
Loder had little doubt before; he had
no doubt now, _ _ .

His eyeos gleamed with satisiaction.

He was sure, but he was going to
grnmed carefullly. Not only himself,

ut My, Queleh had to be convineed, and
then there would be w report to Dr.
Locke and a Head's Bogging.

1'hal was & pieasant prospecl to Loder
of the Sixth, and he felt that he could
not be too cureful.

Bob Cherry and his comradas eyed the
unpopular prefcet rather warily as he
came up. PBut Loder was not- bullying
now, He was going to be very careful
indeed now that he felt suro he had the
captain of the Remove in the hollow of
hia hand,

“ YVaornen-Smith " he rappoed out,
“Hallo!” drawied the Bounder care-

195

fossly.

“Why did you stamp on Bupter's
foot ¥»

“1 thought he was talkin’ too much,”
said Sonth  cheerfully,  **Bunter's
ji-gu!:emlly tatking too much. 1Fs a way
1w's

t‘u
'“:lﬁ too-muchiuloess is  generally
tereifie,

" You mean you wanted to prevent
him from letting out that Wharton haz
gono out of bounds?” sdid Loder dis-
agreeably.

I'he Bounder did not anawor. Whether
the captain of the Remove was out of

i

bounds or not he did not know, but
certainly he considered it judicious to
give Bunter s hint fo shut up. Tho hing
was & steong one. Bunter waos hopping
about and howling with anguish,

“ Bunter!” rapped out Loder.

Y aroooh ¥

“SBltop that row, you young idiot

“Ow, really, Lader—— Yow-ow-owl
I'm hurt. My toes are sguashed I

" Listen to me!" snapped Loder,

* ¥Yow.ow-waw 1"

“Do you know where Wharton 377

“Ow! Nunno, Wow!™

“Has he gone out of bounds 1™

“0Oh, really, Loder, I'm not going to
snenk about Wharton, you know,” said
Bunter. "'Mr. Quelch wouldn't let you
ask us questions aboot cne another if he
knew. Owl Keep off, you beast ™

Bunter jumped awaywith another roaz
as Loder smote. He forgot the pain in
his foot for & moment. E.‘He had & pein
in Ins fat car now.

“Stop that!” roared Bob Cherry.

“ What—"

" Hands off, you bully!”?

Bob Cherry shoved in between the
prefect and the Owl of the Hemove.
dJohmny Bull and Nugent and Hurree
Singh joined him at ance. The Bounder
and Ogilvy and Russell followed snik,
Bunter pasped behind that defenco,
while Loder glared wrathfully at the
juniors.

“You cheeky young rascale! Do you
want the aahprant. 7* he roared,

. “You're not going to bully Bunter
intg snesking,” said Bob Cherry.
“ You're not going to touch him.”

“Take & hundred lines, Cherry,”

F* Rﬂ.t.s!"

“Wha-a-at ¥ -

“"The ratfulness iz terrific.”

“¥You'll leave Bunter alone, and you
will keep your piddy ashplant to your-
salf, Loder,” said Hob. ' You're trying
to make & fellow sneak about ancther
fellow, and Mr, Quelch would jolly suen
stop you if he knew. And T'll jolly well'
rcf‘?'t it to him if vou don't look out!”

deér gritted his tecth.

He had made.s mistake, in spite of
his determination to be so very carciul.
His bullying propensitiecs had been
ieo strong for him, He had placed him-
self in the wrong, and to retreat.
Cuffing & junior tor reflusing to tell tulos
about another juntor was not & matter
that Loder desired to be reported Lo the

powers,
“Beat it, Loder,” suggested the
Bounder coolly, ™ You've bitten off

mare thanh you can chew, you know.”

“1 am locking for Wharton,” said the
bully of the BSixth, controlling his
temper with diﬂicuit:]f. “I1 have to
speak to him specially.  Does anyong
know where he 13 ¥ )

“The don't-knowfulnesa is terrific.”

“Haven't seen him for some time
satd Johnny Bull

“You are his study-mate, Nugent:
vou muost know.™

“1 haven't scem him since fca,”
imﬁi:vcred Trank, with rather & troubled
Q.

He did not beliave that Wharton had
gone out of bounds; but it was, of
course, possible that he hed done so.
f that was the case, there was no
doubt that the captain of the Remove
was boohed [or trouble, Lodeor was on
the trail of vengeance.

His troubled look did not cscape
Loder's sharp eyes. It confirmed Inas
belicf, if it needed confivnung,

. }il}Pmr, if you know where Wharlon

“ (Oh, really, Loder, I don’t know any-
thing about l’tim,” gasped Bunter, rub-
bing his fat ear. * 1—I don't think he's

one out of bounds. 1—=I think he's in
ﬁis study.”

“T've looked in bhis study.”

“T—I moan, I—I think he's gonc {0
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f}pnﬁlk to Wingate about the—the foot-
all.” _

“ Wingate's out.”

“1—I—I mean, I—] think he's gone to
tea with the Head,” said Bunter feebly.

“You lying young rascal!

“ 0h, really, Loder—-"

The bully of the Sixth gave the Re-
movites a very unpleasant look.

“You all know that Wharton's gone
out of bounds, end you're in a con-
apiracy to shield hi," e said.

H.B.ml Loder turned and strode from the
ap.

25 I don't believe Wharton's cleared
off,” said Nugent, " But—but where is
Le all this time?”

“It's a giddv mysicrious disappear-
ance,” spad Bob. “DBut he must bo
a!:ru‘nl‘. the House somewhere. Lioder's an
ass!™

“He seems guite certain about it,"
sald Wugent uneasily. “I faney he's
gone to Mr., Quelch now.”

“Let's look for Wharton,” said Ogilvy,
“No end of a joke if Lodoer ortz him
missing, and he turns out to be in the
House all the time !

“The jokefulness would be terrfig!"

A crowd of the juniors left thé Rag to
look for the captain of the Remove. It
really wasz pozzling what had become of
him, Not one of his friends had sreen
him duriog the two hours or more that
had elapsed since tex, and 1 was nearly
time for prep now. He might have
been in any study where he was inti-
mate with the fellows: but all the fellows
he was intimate with were now looking
for him.

That he was in the sindy of a fellow
with whom he was not intimate, and
with whom he generally had little or
nothing to do, was not likely to oceur to
anvbody. 8o, while Loder believed and
bapad fhat the captain of the Remove
lrad broken school bounds after dark
Harry Wharton's friends could not help
feeling that Loder was probably right.
and they were quite anxious as they
looked for Wharton.

[

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Taken Before the Beak !

aw IRED
“What-ho!"
“But  you'vo

progress. "

The Kid nodded.

“Yes, vou've 'elped me a lot,™ he said.
“I s'poso it comes casier to you than to
me. Bat i’z 'ard.”

Wharton smiled as lie rose from the
study table in Study Ne. 3. The Kid
was tired ; and Wharton was tived, too.
But there was ne donbt that help From
the captain of the Remiove had been
vory useful to Dury. Patient explana-
tion from a fellow in his own Form was
more effective than instruction from his
Form master., reallyv. And the Kid's
exercises in Latin were, so far, 2o vory
elenwentary, that the work was simplicity
itself to Wharton, poezling as it was to
the Kid,

Tho captain of the Remove looked at
hia watch.

“By gum, we've put in two hours!”
hie said.

“Only fwo hours 77

It had scemed longer to the Kid,

Harry Wharton langhed.

= Well, we've travelled through 2 pood
Lk, old bean,"™ he zaid. “uelehy will
:.!'-E I;'.ilEi"HﬁlE!L:[ with your piddy exercises this
e,

“It's good of you!™ sald the Kid
gratefindy,

"y, bosi!

muade somo

Coming dovwa " asked

A S S
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Harry. “The fellows will be wondering
whatl's become of me.™

“T'm goin’ to punch the ball a bit,™
sald tha Kid.

Wharton nodded, and left the study.
After swothing at Latin, it wa cheer
g%nasnm to. the Kid to punch the ball.

o had rigged up & punch-ball in the
study, and it was a great solace to him,
recalling hi= days in Hugging' Ring,
with -his eld “governor,” the *0l

The Old 'T'n was mnot a pleasant
character in mwany wavs, and the Kid
had been in trouble for resuming ne-
guaintance with him when Mr. Huggins
pitehed his tent at Friardale.

OUn a certain occasion, indesd, the Kid
hod given the Old 'Un his left, with
painful results to Mr. Huggins, Never-
theless, the Kid had a soft corner in his
hoavt for the old pug, round whom his
most agreeable memories and associa-
bions gothered. Mr. Bobby Huggins wus
very far from heing  an exemplary
character; but the Kid's life had been

happy enougl: as a boxer in Hugging'
Ring,
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Loaving the Kid punching the ball,
Ierry Wharton walked down the Re-
move passage to the stairs, Bnd went
down, intending to look in the Rag for
his friends. It had ocenrred to him that
the Co. would be wondering what had
become of him; though he was far from
imagining that his ﬂ{l-‘ﬂ.‘llﬂﬂ from public
view had cavsed so much -exeitement.
He was not aware, o far, that Loder of
the 3ixth was on tie frail,

Ho erosaed the lower lLall, and
turned into the passage to the Rag, and
carme o o crowd of Remove fellows,

 Hallg, hallo, kallo®”

“Here he is!”

“Here's Wharton !

The captain of the Hemove smiled
slightlv. Evidently he had been inissed
and his alsénes commented upon,

“Yes, here I am!”" he said cheerily.

“How did vou get in " psked Skinner.

Wharton ztared at Harold Skinner.

“iet %" he repeared. I haven’t
Lbeen out!™

“Oh, draw it mild, old bean ! urged
Akinner.

"% Yon  silly mss!”  said  Wharton,
“What the thump do vou mean®”

“Well, if vou baven't been out, Loder
thinks yon have,” pgrinned Skinner,
o zu}.r'l I faner he's wone to tell Alr. Quelch
50,

“¥ou'll have to mind what you szay
to Quelchy,” chuckled Snoo “He's &
downy old bird, you know,’

“He, e, he!” from Bunter. 1 say,
Harry, old chap, I haven't given you
away. I knew you wers out of bounds,
but ¥ wouldn't tell Loder.”

“¥You fat duffer!

“h, really, Wharton—-""

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Here's Loder!™

Harry Wharton looked round as Loder
of the Sixth came striding up. Tha pre-
feet dropped a heavy hand on  his
shoulder,

“So youve got in at last!" he said
grimly,

Wharton's eyes gleamed.

“Take your paw off my shoulder,
Loder. I don't like it!”

“I'm poing to take you {o vour Form
master IV

“Take your paw sway, all the same,”™

Loder did not take his paw away. Ha
mmsrea:md his grip. Harry Wharton's
hand came up, and the prefect's grasp
wias knocked off.

*Why, you—you-=vou—-"" spluttered
Loder.

“I'm ready to eome to Mr. Quelch,”
said Harry, *“But I don’t like being
pawed, Loder!™

“Where have vou boeen #™

“YWhat does it matter®' asked Whae-
ton carelessly.

He understood now that Loder sw
posed that he had been ont of hmludz:
and he did not feel in the least disposed
to enlighten him. If the hullvy of the
Sixth chose to make a fool of Limgelf
that was his own concern.

“IF you refuse {o mnswer a prefect,
Wharton, vou will take the con-
sequences ' maid Loder primly. “I ask
vou again, where have vou been ™

“In the House."

“That's not quite
Where ¥

“In Ogilvy"s sbudy.™

“&h, my bat?”’ murmered Ogilvy, in
wonder.

He had not been in Lids stndy himself,

neither had Russell; and {o both of them
it seemed that the caplain of the Be-
move, for once. was departing from the
straight line of veracily. His stalemont
made Lhe fellows stare.
“"Neobody seems to have seen you
since tea,” said Loder, wilth a grin,
“Have you been two hours in Ogilyvy's
study "

“Yes"

“Very well, Ogtlvy. do you bear oub
Wharion's staterment

The Seottish junior
UNeasy.

“Wel, I haven't bheen in the sfudy,™
I1In zaid. :"1 tea'd with Toddy, and alter
that—"

“Yon haven't been in your siudy since
fﬂ'ﬂ-?”

IEN{..‘l‘I

"You mean to tell me, Wharton, that
vou stayed in Omilvy's study for two
hourz, thongh Ogilvy was pot there®”

“Just that'™ assented YWharkton.

“And whot were vou doing there, in
another fellow's study, with the fellow
abzent 1"

Harry Wharton's chums looked at him
anxionsly. His statement really was
surprising, and Loder's disbelief was
evident. His friends did not disbelieve
him, but they were puzzled and uneasy.

“Latin !" answered Wharton, :

itha

“Dh, crumbs!”  murmured
Dounder.

“My hat!” cjaculated Bob Cherry.

Wharton's lazt statement put tho lid
on, as it were. Really, it was a very
extraordinary  statement, end Loder,
perhaps, was justified in regarding ik
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looked rather
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as a reckless invention. He laughed

glond.

“You've spent two lhours in another
fellow’s study, doing Latin?” he de-
manded.

LLYEH-U

“To you mean lines?"

*No,” said Wharton ealnly.
hines, ™

“A task set you by your Form
master I*

“Oh, not” ;

“ Your preparstion?”

“1 haven't started prep vet."”

“Then you have been doing Latin
entiroly of your own accord, or your
own frec will, and in another fellow's
etudy 1

“ MNot

i

“If I couldn’t spin a better yarn than
that, I'd stick to the truth,” Bkinner
whispered to Bnoop; and Sidney James
-E]'ﬂ_‘liﬁ&d, bging quite of the same
opinion.

Loder laughed,

“Well, if you tell that story to Mr,
Quelch, you must have some nerve,” he
said. " Follow me!™

“Lartainly.”

HHtﬁrry Wharton followed Loder of the
ixth.

“Come on,” muttered Bob Cherry un-
easily. “Let's sea the end of this,
Blessed if T can make it out!™

“He's pulling Loder’s leg somehow,”
epid quxt')f. “1 dould see it in hie eye.”

“But how "

“Blessed if T know ™

The juniors followed on, and arrived
autside the deor of Mr. Quelch's study,
which Loder entered with ‘Wharton.
Loder did not <lose the door. He was
quite willing to let Wharton's Form-
fellows sce and hear him convicted of
bad conduct and reckless lying—as
Laoder regarded it.

“Here is Wharton, sie,” said Loder,
almost smirking in his  satisfaction.
“He has come in, and I hava hrought
him to you, sir, as you instructed me.”

“Yery good, Loder,”

Cutside the half-open door the Co.
waited in anxious silence, with & dozen
more Removites behind them. They
hoped, from the bottom of their hearts
that éqmﬂ"s surmise was correct, and
that Wharton, in some mysterious way,
wes pulling the leg of the Sixth Form
bully. But the general opinion was
that the captain of the Remove had
h?en f;-:;tught out,” and that he was
“tor it.’

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Loder’s Luck !

H. QUELCH Isid down his pen,
He had been engaged in pre-
paring some new exercises for
Dury of the Remove—exer-
cises more suiteble to a fag in  the
Bocond Form than to & Remove fellow.
Poor Dury was not yet able to spell
hiz way through Eutropius, It was an
added task for the Roemove master,
a]raadg a very busy man; and though
he had the kindest feelings towards the
Kid, the inrcad upon his scanty
leisure made him, parhaps, a little cross.
Certainly he was in no mood to take s
lenient view of any transgression by a
member of the Form. o frowned, and
his gimlet-eyes glinted, ns the accuzed
junior stood before him. Really, it was
too bad that hiz valuable time should
be thus wasted, because a Remove fel-
Iow did not choose to behave himself.
Thunder gathered on Mr. Quealch’s brow
even before he spoke,
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“Wharton! have refurned
then

“MNo, sir”

“What? What ¥

“"Wharton denies that he has boen
out ofebounds, sir,” said Loder.

“Oh, indeed!”™ said Mr. Quelch.
“*Mow, Wharton, Loder has informed
me thet you have been missing, and that
no otte has seen you sines tea, or could
give any information as to your where-
abouts. This is very singular”

“I've cxplained to Loder, sir—"

Mr. Quelch looked at Loder.

" Wharton states that he has spent the
whole time in Ogilvy's study, sir,” said
Loder.

“ Really, Loder, i1t 18 very probable
that the statement is correct. I have
no doubt that Ogilvy will bear out
Wharton’s words. I have told you be-
fora, Loder, that I trust the head boy
of my Form.”

“Ogilvy says he has not been in his
study, sir,” said Loder. * Wharton pro.
bably expected Ogilvy to back up his
untruths, sir. ut Ogilvy has not
enterod his study, and knew nothing of
Wharton being there—if he was there.”

“Oh ! gaid Mr. Quelch,

“Wharton states that he was ocoupied
for two hours in doing Latin—not lines,
or & detention task, or preparation-—just

You

deing Latin of hiz own accord—{or two Lod

hours—in enother junior's study,”

“ Bless my szoul ”

There was strong doubt Mr,
Queleh’s face now.

o you adhere to that statement,
Wharton 1

“Yes, sir,” said Harry.

"Buch reckless lying—" hegan
Loder,

“X shall sift thiz matter, Loder, before
I helieve that Wharton has spoken
falsely, though undoubtedly his state-
ment i3 somewhat—hemr—surprising.
Do not think that I doubt you, Whar-
ton; but can you give me any proof
of what you say®¥

“Yes, eir.”

“ Proceed.™

“1 was helping Dury with his exer-
cises, sir,” said %ﬂmrhﬁn calmly. “He
was rather tied up, sir, and T thought
I'd lend him = hand. We've been going
through Latin conjugations together.”

“Blass my soul!  You devoted two
hours of your time, Wharton, to help-
ing a backward bovy with his studies ™
sgald Mr. Quelch, not at all thunderous
now, and looking very pleased. “'That
was very kind of you—very kind and

in

very thoughtful. Very meritorious
indecd.”
“Thank you, =ir,” said Wharton
demurely,

“1 don'l boliove o word of it, sir ! ex.
claimed Loder fiercely, "He told me
that he was in Ogilvy's stody—="

“Opilvy's study 13 Dury's study, too,”
seid Harvy.

“You were aware of that, Loder®

“I—I suppoze so—I'd forgotten. 1
did not think of Dury, and Wharton
did net mention him.”

“1 presume that Dury will bear out
yvour statement, Wharton ™

“1 suappose so, =ir.”

“Whera is Dury now ™

“8till in Ogilvy’s study, T think, sir®

“Fetech Dury here, Loder, please,
His ztatement will settle the matter.”

Loder breathed hard,

“Very well, ¢ir,” he said in a choking
volco,

He quitted the room, and Mr. Quelch
resumed his lahoura, Wharton, stand.
ing quietly by the table, waited for the
prefect's return with the Game Kid.

Loder passed through & grinning

crowd in the corridor. The turn the
affair hed taken entertained the
Removites very much. The bully of tho
Sixth scowled at them, and tramped on
savagely to the stairs. Even Loder was
beginning to realize, by this time, that
he had made s fool of himself.

He tramped wp to the Remove pas-
Eﬁg&,aﬂ.ud kicked open the door of Study

a. &,

The Game Kid was there—in his
shirt-sleeves, with the gloves on,
cheerily punching the ball. His rugged
face was guite cheerful in expression
now. HEvidently he enjoved punching
the ball more than Latin conjugations,

“¥You'te wanted!” growled Loder.

“E{i!ght-*ni" said the Kid, And he
PEE}I: t off the gloves and slipped on his
Jacke

“I understand that Wharton hes been
mnmbmi a story with you, to make
out that he's been in the study the last
two hours,” said . eyeing the Kid.
“1 know, of course, that he has been
out of bounds. I warn you, Dury, as
& prefect, not to tell any lies to Mr.
Queleh on the subject.”

The Kid stared.

“Wharton’s been ’ere all right,” he
said, “"He's been ‘elping me with my
exaroises,”

“Don't give me any of that,” said
der, between his teeth. “Do you
think I'm likely to believe it

“But it's true,” said the Kid.

Loder knew that it was true; he
realiced guite clearly how egregiously
he had put his foot in it, in his eager
desire to land the captain of the
Remove with & flogging. But Loder
wes not beaten yet,

“It's not true, Dury,” he said, in &
low, menacing veice, “and if you tell
that yarn to your Fortn master, look
out for squalls, Wharton's up before
him for going out of bounds, and he
pretends that he has been in this study
all the time, helping you with
Latin—-""

" 50 he "as!™ said Dury,

“8o you are backing him up in that
yarn, are you?” said Loder.

“'Tain't & yarn; it's the frozen truth,”
?.“'d., Dury. “I ain’t a covey to tell
0.

“II you tell Mr. Quelch that Wharton
was in this study, look out for trouble
afterwards[" said Loder, clenching his
hands.

The Kid looked at him coolly.

“You've got a down on Wharton, and
you want me to tell lies? he said.
“"That's pretty thick! You can want!™

“You young scoundrel ! hissed Loder.
“¥You—you unspeckable hooligan! You
oughtn’t to be in Greyfriars at all; a
reformatory is your mark 1™

“Yours, more like!" said the XKid
undauntedly. " You're trying to get me
to tell lies, that's what you're doin’.”

Loder made & grasp at the Game Kid
and scizged him by his ear.

He realiged that there was ‘‘nothing
doing,” though, to save himself from o
ridiculous positton, he had been guile
wilhng to cause the Kid to bear falze
witness. Clertainly Loder did nol put
it like that; he affected to take the view
that Dury was hacking uwp the caplain
of the Remove in a concocted story io
deceive the Form master. DBut it was
clear that Dury was going to state the
factz to Mr. Quelch, completely disre-
garding the threats of the Sixth Form
bully. And Loder grasped him by the
ear, to find what satisfaction he could
i twisting that member,

“ 0w welled Dury.

The next instant he grasped Loder's
wriak,
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“ Here 15 Wharton, sir,” sald Loder, almost smirking in hls satisfaction. ** He has come in, and I have brought him fo you, |

sir, as you insiructed me.**

* Yery good, Loder.”

{See Chapter 4.)

Ouislde the cpen door a crowd of Removites walted In anxious silence.

Then it was Loder's turn to yelp.

He had heard about that remorkable
new junier in the Remove and his won-
derful physical prowess. He had heard
that Dury, in his first days at Grey-
friars, had knocked down Coker of the
Fifth, one of the heftiest fellows in the
senior Forms., But Loder bad not come
into personal contact with the Kid so
far, 50 he wos unaware what an exceed-
ingly dangerous customer he was wak-
ing up.

Heo became aware of it as the Kid

rasped his wrist, It was o grasp like
that of a stesl vice.

Loder ﬁuva a howl of pain and strova
to drag his hand away. But the iron
grip did not loosen.

The prefect panted with pain and
rage, and swung round his left hand,
clenched, right at the Kid's face. Dury
knocked it up—with a knock that
numbed Loder's arm—and brought
gnother yelp from him.

“Try aginn!” grinood Dury.

“¥ou—you—you young hooligan!
Let gol” panted Loder. In rage and
dismey, the Sixth-Former realized that
he could not get loose uniil the Kid
chose to let him go; the new junior in
;Ii_m Remove wae rmore than 8 match for

1,

"You've called me same nice namos "
grinned Dury., I uin't taking them
§r£c-1';1?3"!}u, Loder. Like to sample my
eft?’

Loder shrank back as the Kid made
a feint at him. The junior burst into a
roar of laughter.

“Don't be elraid; I ain't golng ta it
you,” he said contemptucusly.  “But
don't you iry bullying me, Loder. It
won't work.”

“Let go my wrist!™ panted Loder.
“You're wanted in Mz, Quelch's study
at once. Go immediately 1"

“Oh, all right! Keep your cheeky
'ands off me arter this, or you'll want
a bad in sanny, yvou will " said Dury,

And he swung Loder aside carolessly
and walked out of the study., It was o
careless swing that the Game Kid gave
to Loder, but it sent the Sixth-Former
recling across the study. Ile crashed
against the table, and Dury chuckled ns
he went down the Remove passage.

Loder panted for breath,

Hec looked at his right wrist; the
skin was bruised and discoloured whero
the Kid had gripped him. The pain in
i€ was intense: Loder had almost ex-

cted the bones to erack in that viee-
itke grasp. He nursed the wrist with
hiz other hand,

He left the study at last, hreathing
hard and in bis blackest temper. He
did not refurn to Mr. Quelch. He went
to bathe his wrist.

Meanwhile, Dick Dury arrived

Mr. Queleh's study, passing through the

erowd of juniors in the corridor, who
greeted him with grinning faces as he
passed. It was cvident to all the Re-
movites how fthat Loder of the Sixth
had brought about nothing but his own
doefeat and  humiliation, which was
naturally more gratifying to the Re-
move than it was to Gerald Loder.

“Loder says you want to speak
mie, sir,"
g Queleh’s b a

r. Queleh's busy pen stopped again.

“"Yes, Dury. Where have :..'ﬂusbnen
the last two hours®

"In my study, sir”

“Who waos with you?"

“Wharton, sir,” said Dury, with a
cheery %’rin at the captain of the He-
move, who smiled.

“How were you engaged?”

“Wharton was ‘elph:% me with m
Latin, sir,” said Dury; “and very ki

him, too, sir!™

“Quite so, Dury.

to
sald Dury as he came into the

Wharton, I accept

your assurance, and it was ouly as &
matter of form that I sent for Dury to
corroborate your statement,” said the
Remove master graciously, *You may
go, my boys!"

“Thank yvou, siz."

The juniors loft the study, and wore
received with a suppressed cheer by
the crowd outside. Hob Cherry and the
rest marched them away to the Rag in
trinmph.

Mr. Quelch had been very gracious to
the juniors; he was a just man, and he
knew how to judge correctly. DBut he
was not feeling gracious towards Loder
of the Sixth. Ha intended to speak
very plainly to that over-zoalous prefect ;
and ho was not surprised that Loder had
not returncd to the study with Dury to
hear what he had to say. Loder wos
destined to hear it, &l the same.

The Remove master finished his work,
apd when ho left his study he proceeded
to tho Sixth Form passage. He tapped
at Loder's door and ontered, and found
the prefect with a black scowl on hia
faco. Loder rose very uneasily to his
fect, Ho had o larking fear that Dury
might have told his Form master of the
atbompt to suppress hiz evidence in
Wharton's favour. He was relieved of
that fear when Mr. Queleh spoke. But
ho did not enjoy the interviow.

Mr. Quelch talked to Loder for thres
minutes, but in that short space of time
he packed n great deal of bitter and
sarcastic comment on Loder's proceed-
ings. Mr. Quelch had an acid tongue
when he let it go—and he let it go now.
He fairly scarified Loder, and wound up
by warning him that aoy recurrence of
tuch reokless accusations against per-
fectly innocent merobers of the Remove
would be reported to the headmaster,
with probable rerious reselts for Loder,

Then he retired and slammed the door
shut, leaving Loder almost breathless.

Tre MagNET LiBRarY.—No. 980,
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The bully of the Sixth shook his
clemehed fist ot the door after it had
clesed on the Form master, and then
he gave & yelp of pain as he felt a pang
in his broised wrist.

It fell to Loder to see lights out In
the Remove dormeitory that night.
There were & pood many smiling faces
in the Remove when he came in. Harry
Wharton & Ca. mtenfatim‘rﬂ%' took no
notice of him, but they smiled; there
was no law, written or unwritien,
sgainst a fellow smiling if the spirit
moved him to do so. The Game Kid,
less polished in his manners and customs
than the Greyfriarz fellows, allowed
himself to burst into o mocking chuckle
83 Loder’s eyes glinted at him.

“Dury " rapped out Loder,

“*Allo, cocky ! said Dury.

“Take a hundred lines!”

“Ehﬂjﬂitln

“What?” roared Loder.

“Bha'n't 1 said the Kid. "I'll take
lines from Wingate, or Gwynne, or any-
body ; but not from-you, you rotter 1"

The Removitez stared. Nobody in
tha Lower School respected Loder; buc
e was a prefect, and prefects—good or
had—had to treated with tact.
Loder could scarcely believe his ears.
He had brought his ashplant under lis
arm te the dormitory, doubtless in the
hope of Anding an excuse for using .
He had an excuse now.

“Bend over that bed, Dury.”

“3ha'n't 1" )

“I'm going to give you six.”

“You asin't ! sald Dury mﬂ-i!i‘

[1e grinned mockingly at the bully of

the Bixth, while the rest of the Eemove.

looked on breathlessly.

“Weap that cane away, Lader,” he
gaid. “ You touch me with it, and I'll
sling you out of the dorm, neck and
crop. You can lay to that.”

“Dury, old bean!” murmured Rob
Cherry.

Loder tucked his cane under liiz arm
again,

“You reluse to be caned by a prelect,
Pury ¥

“You bet!™

“1 shall report you to the hieadmaster
for o fogging.”

“{:0 ahrad,” said Dury, “and I'll re-
port to kim at the same time that you
tried to make me tell lies abeut
Wharton, and got your rag out becaunse [
wouldn't tell Mr. B?imlch that he wasn't
in my study, when he was."

“What 7" howled Bob Cherry.

“You rotter, Loder!” shouted Whar-
ton, his eves blezing.

“You esteemed rascal!”
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Report away !" continued the Kid
“‘We*mnth have something to tell Dr.
Lockea. I'm ready if vou are!™

Loder glared at the Kid, specchless
with rage. But he realised that Dick
Dury had the uwpper hand., He dared
not to the Head.

“Hegad, what a rotten outsider!” re-
mar]‘-rgg Lord Mauleverer., “ You're the
limit, Loder, if you don't mind my men-
tionin’ 1t 17

“Rotter!” bawled Johnny Bull.
“Get out of our dorm, Loder! DBy
dJava, we'll chuck you ont If you don't
get out !

o gﬂﬂ, rather !

“Outside, you cad ! )

Seldom or mever had & Sixth Form
prefeet been talked to in that strain at
Greyfriara. The Removites gathered
round Loder, with eoxcited ond angry
faces. Two or thres {ellows pushed him,
and he staggered.

“You—you young scoundrels!” he
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exclaimed

pasped. “I will buing the Head here
md 2

“Bring him, and Tl talk to him!”
grinned Dury. “You get out. You're
a bad egg, vou are! Travel !”

And a powerful shove from the Game
Kid send Loder tottering. Ho backed
out inte the dormitory passage. Lob
Cherry slammed the door almost on his
nose, And Loder did not comne back.
He had had enough of the Remove;
and, for the present, at least, he had
no desire for any further dealings with
those hively young gentlemen,

p———

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Old Pals!

i 1D
K Dick Durvy started.
It was Wednesday afternoon,

and a half-holiday. Harry
Wharten & Co. were at foothall that
afternoon, playing the Upper Fourth,
and the Game Kid had watched the
mateh for o whilee. Then he had
strolled out of the echool gates, and
walked away towards Friavdele,
He walked slowly, lis handas in his
ckets, a deop lne corrugating his
rOWw.
He was thinking—nol happy thoughts,
The Kid. was troubled. And it was
the “Old "Un " who was in his thoughts
at the moment that o husky voice ad-
dressed him. And the Kid, starling out
of his byown study, and lecking up,
recognised Mr, Bobby Huggins,

The old pug gave him & grin end a

nod.

Evidently he bore ne malics for the
“left * the Kid had given him & few
weoks before., Indecd, Mr. Hugging was
rather proud of the faet that his pupil
had developed to the extent of being
able to knock out hiz instructor,

Mr, Huggins was guite sober an this
especial alternoon. 'LThe Kid nodded to
him, and stopped.

' Arternoon, Obd “TUn '™ he said,

“I've been looking for a chance to
speak to you again, Kid," said Mr.
Hugging affably. “You've been keep-
ing out of an old pal’s way.”

“1 ain't allowed to speak to you, Old
"Un,” he said. *“It'a 'ard, and I never
was the bloke to turn a pal down. But
there it is. Dr. Locke took me up and
made a Greyfriars chap of me. T've got
to cut the Ring and all belongin® to it
It's & promise.”

“And yvou don't mind dein’ it 2" asked

Mr. Hupgging, with 2 Iosok more in
sorrow than in anger.
“Don't 19 cuid the Kid, with =a

sigh. “That's all you know, Old "'Un "
*“You, the best hoxer of vour yvears
evey seen in the Ring '™ sand the Old
T, “¥eu giving it all up to go to
school like a mipper ! Oh, EKid '™
“Can’t be ‘elped.” said the Kid, Y1
ain't going to be ungruicful to a gentle-
man what has done so wueh for me.
Dr., Locke is the linest obd gent I ever
see. Josb ‘cause I clipped in and
stopped some tramps from maalin® him,
he took me up and put mwe to the big
school, He thought it was a big chanee
for me—and so did I--then ! The Wid
sighed again.  *“0f course, I never
fenowed anything about it I'd jest secn
school ehaps havin' what looked like an
ansy time, and I thought it was & catch
for me.” .
“But it ain't?” said Dobby Hugmins.
“Wo, it ain't,” said the Kiud
“Py'aps. T was took tog late. P'r'aps I
sin’t got the brains to mug up what the
other covers mug up. I don't see any
seNse In mugEing it up, fur asthat goes;

but that may bo because I don’t under-
stand. It ain't in my line, Old 'Un.™

The Geine Kid. broke off.

“But I ain’t got to speak to you, old
covey,” he said. “It's been looked over
f{l:-r last time, but I've promised to keep
clear,™

He made & movement to pass on.

Had the Old "Un made any attempt to
detain him, and force himself on the
schoolboy boxer, the Kid would probably
have shoved by and gone, But Mr.
Boblby Hu{? s did nothing of the sort.
He steppe %Iach: oul of the jumor's way,
with & eclouded
countenance.

“"Ook it, then, Kid!” he said glumly,
“1 dessay now vou're up in the world,
you want to keep clear of an old covey
like me. 1 trained vou up, end taught
you all you know of the oxing. But
you ain't a boxer now, and you ve got
no use for an old pal what always did
his best for you. own up I wasg ratty
that time I come wp to the schoodl and
rowaod with voor master. I own up—1
was "urt, I0d, at vou tuning me down.
I cught never to 'ave done it, and I'm
sorry I did. Can't say fairer than that.
Well then, 'ook it, and leave me on tho
beach, I never tfmught. the Game Kid
would turn inte a snoh because he was
iook up and put to a big school !*

“1 ain't a snob ! muttered the Kid.

“I ain't it (o speak to you, I know ™
said Dobby Huggins batterly. = ** Well,
ihemn, ‘ook it sm% leave an old pal on
the beach. 1 ain't asking you for
anything ™ ] )

And the old pugilist, not without an
air of dignity, tursed away.

The Kid's cheeks crimsoned,

0ld on ' ha exclaimed.

My, Hugginsg stop d.

“Look 'era, Old "Un, ne 'arm in a bit
of a clun,” said the Kid. "I'd like a
jaw a3 much as you would. There ain't
o feller at Greyiriars I can talk to con-
fidential. B8it down "ere, Old

The Kid sat on the stile in the lane,
and Mr. Huggins, after a dignified hest-
tation, sat ithere beside him.

“IWaot "arm does your Teadmaster
think it will do you?” he asked,

“"Tain't that,” said the Xid ha
'Ead knows how yvou push "em bock, 0ld
‘Un., He knows you was squiffy when
vou tackled Mr, Quelch, and 1 gave yon
my left. Did I "urt you much?” added
DPury, with [riendly concern.

The Old 'Un grinned ruefully,

“Mot "arf!” he answored. ]

“Well, you wouldn't be "appy withont
it,” said the Kid “Dut never mind
that. I've punched you afore, Old "Un,
when you was tipsy, and got too rorty.
You see, my ‘eadipaster knows you're
boozy and vielent—that's how he Jooks
at it—and he's jest herrified at a Grey-
friars fctlor speaking to such a blooming
charecter.” o

“Ila ™ said Mr., Huggins indignantle.

“ And then there was the fght at tho
Three Fishers,” said the Kid., " 'The
"Tad was fair petrified when le heard
I'd been fguring in the ring agin—and
me a Greyiriars man. He put it down
most to your influence.  Recly it was
that covey Hilton. I did it for hin,
The Kid's brow darkemnd at the thoughs
of Hiltlon of the Fifth. "Only I
conldn’t give him away to hiz ‘ead-
master, you know. It would have heen
the hoot for him from ihe school.”

and reproachlul

P

I ri'-.

“still friendly with young Hilten®”
asked the Old "Un.
“MNo fear! He's & bad egg, and 1

keep clear of him,” said the Kid
moodily, “He wanted me to sell the
fight, to suit his filthy betting, and that
did it. Arter getting me into it, iool
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He's a rotter, and I turned 'im downl
And I did admire that bloke.”

The ama Kid sighed again, ]

Hi; humble friendship with Cedric
Hilton of the Fifth Yerm hed made
Greyiriars folerable to him, ~ It had
fillad up the hlank in his life. But his
idal had fallen: he despised and disliked
the dandy of the Fifth, whom once he
had so loyally served and admired. The
link that had held him to Greyfriars
was broken,

0w do vou get on with the other

coveys?” aslted dl"th;',- Hupgging curi-
ously, *“It was a big clange for you,

Kid, goin’ to @ school like Greyfriars,
Don't the coveys look down on you?”

“Zome of ‘em,” said the Kid. “A
lot of "em, in fact, I had a rough time
in my Form., But that's wea.rmﬁ; off,
The hest chaps there are very decent
to e now. There are some I like no
end—one chap ‘specially, named Cherry.
He's one of the hest, he is.  Anobher
bloke—Wharton—he's a hit proud, but
he treats a bloke decent—very decent.
Lots of good fellows there, Ofd "'
Tiuk, you see, thev ain’t in my line
They don't take any interest in the
things I like, and I don’t cave much
for their wheezes., VYou szee, I'm like
a fish out of water, Why. thai fight at
the Three IFishers was like meat and
drink to me, Bobby Huggins!”  The
Kid's eves elistened. 1 gol inte trouble
over it. and was very nearly bunked
out of the school—hut tha "FHad was
decent about it, too. Only—only some-
times I wish he'd pget fod-up and send
me away,"

Mre, Hugging nodded
incly.

 Jest to stand in the ring ae’in with

comprehend-

the E;Iar;-s on and Hr:: eovers all wateh-
ing ' said the Kid wistfully.

“Why not ecut it, then? =zaid
Huggins.

The Game Kid shook kis head.,

“1 ain’t poing to be uneraleful to
the '"Ead, arter all his kindness,. You
see, that old gent couldn’t ever under-
stand. Tt wasn't easy for him to pnt
mo in the school—T can see fthat now.
Costz money, too. The only thing I
can do iz ko do him evedit fhere. T'm
learnin' the ropes, and I'm getting on

botter with the fellers now:; and my
Form master’s very geod, too. I can
skand 1t."

From the direction of the school

a Sixth-Former came up the lane. and
hia eves fell on the two figures seated
on the stile.

“By gad!” muttered Loder.

Hiz eves gleamed.

The Iid did not ebserve him: he was
staring glomly at the eround,

“Rut "ow are vou getting on, Old
*IT i he asked. **What are you hang-
g shout here for now?"

“YWaiting for a chance to see vou,
Eid,” =aid Bobby Hupging. “I1 want
you to come back.”

“ Nothing doing."”

“T'm pretty near on the beach.” saud
Bobby I—Fu;rg ng pathetically. “ Hugging
Ring is done for, Kid, with you out of
it. It was you that kept it going, I
always treated you fair, Kid—vou can't
deny it."

“T know you did, Old 'Un.™

“And you left me in the lurch,™ sald
Mr. Huggins reproachfully.

The Kid grunted.

“You got tipsy and ot put away,”
he said, “I always told you P'd leave
vou if vou kept on with the drink.”™

“1 knowe=I knpw. I ain't grousing
shout that,” said Mr. Hoggins hastily.
“1 know T push "em back too often, Kid.
I'tn going to chuck it. ['ve had a bad
go, and tha doetor’s warned mo that if

I don't chuck the whisky it will put me
under the ground. I'm going to chuck
it—I am, Kid, honour bright, if you'll
eowg hack to the Ring, and make it a
success like it uscd ta be.™

The Kid's look was moody. The eall
of the ring was powerful; its lure was
strong upon him, Greyfriars, and all
that Creyfriars represented, weighed
little in the zeals, He had not under-
stood that when Dr. Locke had offered
him a chance in life that had sesmed
wonderful to him, But he understood it
THORW,

A sharp, bitter voice interrupted his
gloomy musings.

1 Dur}r!ll

He looked up, and scowled blackly at
Loder of the Sixih,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
“Hook It1™

ODER of the Sixth stopped before
the two boxers scated on the
stile. His eyes glintad with
malice ot the Game Kid., Mu.

Huggins locked at him, wondering who
he was, and guessing that he was some
Upper Torm fellow of Grayiriars,
er was 4t no loss to know who the
one-cyed, stout old zentleman was. He
had seen Bobby Huggins loafing about
the {fross Keys, in Friardale, a pood
many times. And he had caught Dury
of the Remove in open commurnication
with the old pugilist, to whom he was
forbidden to speak—the man who had
arranged the Kid's fight ot the Three
Fishers; the man who hd mada a scone
ant Greyfriara; the man whe had
attacked a Grevifriars Torm master,
Thiz was the hour of Loder's triutmph;
and the time had come for the Kid to
pay the penalty for having dehod and
humiliated the hully of the Sixth!

“TDhiry ! ha snapped. ]

“{th, let & bloke alone!™ said the Kid
irritably.

“(o back to the school ab onee!"™

“an it!” jeered the Kid., *Ain't it
a "arf-holiday?™ 3

“T order you to return to Greviriars
thiz moment.” said Loder, “and T shall
follow }rﬂll there and repork you to the
Head !

“h, shut up!"™

“Wha-at?"

“HBhut up!” rapped the Kid.

Mr. Huggins grinned.

“ive him vour lofi, Kid,” he said.

“T've more'n ‘arf & mind to,"” growled
the Kid.

His talk with Bobby Hugging had
had an effect on the Game Kid, The
influence of old assoviations was sfrong
upon him; he was the Game Kid oncs
more, end had almost forgotten that he
was Dury of the Remove, The laws and
customs of Greviriars—the authority of
a prefect of the Sixth Form—had almost
faded from hizs mind. Loder, in his
oves ot that moment, was only a bullying
fellow who was bothering him.

Loder stttpﬂid back, )

He romembered the g‘rlp of the Kid,
and he did net want to fecl it again;
and still lesa did he want to sample the
Kid’'s colebrated “leoft.”” Ife remembered
the story that the Kid had knocked out
Wingate of tha Sixth with a single
blow—and Wingate was twice Lodor’s
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quality. That exploit had wery nearly
e;am&ti the Kid the sack from Greyfriarg
and a recurrence of such an incident
would have léd, indubitably, to the
sudden exit of the queer new junior
from the schuol. There was no doubb
about thai. Loder would have been
glad enough to see the Kid kicked oub
of Groyfriars. But it was not worth the
price of being knocked across the lano—
poseibly with a smashad nose or a
fractured jaw.

Mr. Huggins chuckled as the CGrey-
friars prefoct backed so suddenly out of
the Eid's reach. Dury grinned sourly.

Loder's face was crimson, ¥e had
power in his hands; sll the authority aof
the school behind him in dealing with
a Greyfriars junior who was in conversa-
tion wilh & bad character outside the
school—a man to whom he was serictly
forbidden ever to speak. But if the
Wid chose to take advantage of his box-
ing powers, Loder's power was nothing;
he could have knocked the Sixth-Former
right and left with ease, It enraged
Loder to realise that he was sctually
afraid of a fellow who was, afeor all,
only a fag in the Lower Fourth—a fellow
of ne more standing in the schaal than
Billy Bunter or Harold Skinner, both of
?'l'mm would have trembled at Loder's
TOW,

But there was no doult about it—he
was afraid of the Kid. Not for any con-
gideration whatever would Gerald Loder
have stood up to that terrible vouth,

The Kid made a gesture of dismissal,
as if he kad been the prefect and Loder
the fag.

0ok it!" ho said briefly.

“I order you back to the school,
Dury ! hissed Loder, almost choking
with rage and humiliation.

“Don't you worrit & covey,” ad-
monished the Kid, *1I'm fed-up with
vou, Loder, You "ear that? '"Ook ik
while you're safe.”

“¥ou voung rascal—"

“Don't I keep on telling vou to ook
itt" said the Kid, in a low voice of
merace, " Let a covey alone!”

“1 shall report—""

“(Oh, shut i£1"

Loder trembled with rage. Dut for
the inevitable consequences, he would
havo grasped the Kid and dragged him
from the stile, Buet he dared not ven-
ture to tonch: him. At the same time,
his nride and dignity &5 a Sixth Form
prefect made ik impaossible for him to
allow such a defiance.

“AIN't vou going ?" vapped out the
Kid angrily,

“You checky young seoundrol—-"

“"That does it!"” said the Kid.

He slipped from the stile and pushed
back his cuffs.

Loder backed farther off. .

Dick Dury followed him up, with a
glint in his oyea that gave the bully of
the Rixth a chill. He remembered what
Wingate of the Sixth had looked like
after he had had the Game Kid's “left.”
He backed away with almost ludicrous
haste: the Kid followed him up with
glinting eyes and protruding jaw.

“ Mands off, Fou—you young ruffian!™
panted Loder.

“ Where will you "ave it

“Hands off ! T tell you—rr"

The Kid came on with a spring like
r tiger.

Loder of the Sixth, senior 85 he was,
prefect as he was, jumped back, turned,
and fairly ran for it

“HHa, ha, ha!” roarcd Mr. Huggina.

The Kid stopped and turned back to

Tee Macxer Liprary.—No. 590,
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the stile, ehuckling., Loder was spoed-
ing up the lane towards Greyfriars with-
out looking back. It was not till he was
ffty yards away that Loder realised that
he was not pursued and dropped into
a more moderate pace, ) .
Dury sealed himself on the stile again.
“1 wasn't goin' to ‘it him,"” he said.
“Pein't allowed to 'it & prefeet at Grey-
friarz. But T knowed he had a sellow

streak. I knowed he would funk I
“What's a prefectt” said Mr.
Huggins.

“Fellers in the Sixth Form—that's the
top JFeorm—is appoinied whet they call
prefects, by the "Fad., They're allowed
to cane blokes in the lower Forms, and
give ‘em lines, jest like masters.”

“T'H bet they ain't caned youl®
chuckled My, Hugpins,

“ But they 'ave, lots of times,” said the
Kid. *“It's the rale, you see, and a
covey has to play up. I've let a covey
cane me when I eould have lifted him
geross the veom with my left. Dot not
that covey! MHe's a rotter, he is—jest
a bully. T ain't taking any of his back-
chat.”

The Kid's brow darkened.

“He's down on me "cause T stood by
a feller he was worriting,” he said,
“But there'll be a row about this, Old
"Un. He's gone back to report me for
‘aving deolings with o boozy old pug—
ihat’'s you, Bobhy Hupgins.™

“T've got vou into a row, “ave I
asked the Old 'Un dizconsolately.

“Yon "ave, and no error!”

“YWhy not cut 1t all and come back to
the ring ! urged the old boxer. * Wast-
ing your time fooling around with
claszes, learnin’ a lot of bunkum., What
good does it do a bloke 7"

“None at all; but it's jest a custom
they "ave in these 'erc big schools,” said
the Lid, “You dma’tlﬁearn anything
that will "elp vou to get vour living.
I s'pose most of the coveys 'ave easy jobs
walting for them, When they 'aven't
that they must have & "ard time keepin’
themselves in bread and cheese arter
they leave school. 1 s'pose that's why
there’s so many blinking officials in tha
conntry. Public School men ‘ave to be
provided for somebow. It's a mug's
game, to my mind. If T'm goin’ to swot
at learning things, I'd rather learn
something about makin® motor-cars, or
wireless, or growin' wheat—there's somo
sense in thai, The blokes in my school,
Old "Un, know o lot of things that I
don’t know, but they ain’t got much
hoss sense.™

“AMy eve'” szaid Bobby Huggins,
“Jest wasting a bloke's time!"” said
the Kid with a sigh.

¥lad the Head of Greyviviars heen able
to overhear the Game Kid's candid
nipiniu_n, donbtless he would have realised
that, in the kinduess of hiz heart, ho
had meade a mistake in placing the bexer
at the school.  The Kid judged the
public school from the practical point
of view of a fellow who had known a
hard life. He weighed it in the balance,
and found it wanting. A fellow wha
ioved classical litevature, or & fellow wha
enjoyed games, might have the time of
his life at Grevfrmars. Of the former
there were probably fow in the school;
of the latter there were certainly many,
But to a fellow who, at an early age,
had been foreed to realise the serious
side of life, the whole thing scemed idle
and futile. The Kid judged harshly,
E.'gu% tI‘n*: could only judge according to his
ights.

He zlipped from the stile at last.

“I'd better be getting back,” he said
Tee Magxer Lierany.—No. 930,

wearlly. ““There’s a blinking row wait-
ing for e, and the sooner it's over the
bettor. ™

I osen vou aglin, Kidl®

“Better not, Qld "Un,” sald the Kid,
holding ot his hand., “Gooed-bye. I'm
for it, and it can’ be ‘elpad.™ 5

Bobby Hugging shook hands with him.

“I'm hanging dn a few days, in case
vou change your mind, Kid," he said.
“Jest you remember that an old gnl's
f;pmg' on the beach if you don’t stand by
nim. I've swore off the whisky—on my
davy! But I ean't keop the Ring with-
ount you, Kid, Think it over.”

“"Tain't no  use,” said the Kid
irritably. " Don't I keep on telling you
m for 19"

And the Game Kid tramped away to
Greyfriars, without o glance back at the
ol boxer, who stood by the stila wateh:
ing him go. '

e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Kid’s Last Chance!

ARRY WHARTON wasz wailing
at the school gates, in the
falling dusk, when the Game
Kid arrived there. The foot-

hall mateh was over, and Wharton, as
he leit the changing-room, had received
i moessago from his Form master.  As
head of the Remove, duties sometimes
feil te Wharton's lot that. were not
wholly agrecable, But he had not been
waiting long for the Game Kid when ho
saw Dury ceoming up the road—brampiog
along with a clouded brow. The Kid
gave hllm i look a= he came in,

“Watlting for” vou, old bean,” said the
captain of the Reomove. " I've got orders
to bag vou as soon as voi show up and
take vou fo Mr. Quelch”

The Kid gruuted.

H0elright 17

“YWhat's the row?" asked Wharton, as
they crossed the quad together. *Loder
seems fo have come i wild and waxy
and reported something to Quelchy, I
hope you haven't been giving a Sixth
Form prefect vour lefe?™

Py erinned.

“Loder wouldn't *ave been able to
walk back to Greviviars if I 'ad,” he
answeresd, T never touched him,”

“Good! You want to be jolly care-
ful, you know, Loder is a bully and a
ead—hut he's a prefect.  After what
happened to Wingate vou ecan't be too
careful. A thing like that couldn’t he
overlooked twiee”

“1 s'pose not,”

“Wingate's a  jolly good-matured
chap.” said Haovey. “ He must have put
in & word for you or the Head couldn't
have overlooked it. T.oder isn't that
sort, He would make the most of it if
you toucired him. Keep clear of the cad
a3 much as you can.”

“Ho won't keep elear of me,” grunted
the Kud. " Ragging a cove for nothing !
Jest ialking to the Qld 'Usn for o few
minutez in the lane——"

Wharton's face hecame wvery grave,

“He lound youn with My, Huggins?™*

“Ye:,” muttercd the Kid.

“I zay, okl man, it won't Jdo, vou
know,” zaid the captain of the Remove
sarionsly. “The Head has overlooked a
lot i wvour caze; buit there’s a limit.
You oughin't to see that merchant, you
Engw. ™

Y Tain't like you think,” said the Kid.
“There isn't going to be any more
boxing, or anything like that. We
wasn't fixing uwp another fight at the
Three Fishers.” He grinned. ** The 0Old
Un is down on his Inck, and he wanted
;1¥E]ﬁ with an old gal. Why zhouldn’s
3

———

Wharton was silent.
mering of the Kid's {eelings—the strong

wll of old associations on o fellow who
ound himself in a big, strenge school,
where his ways were not the ways of
atty of the other fellows about him.
Nevertheless, it was clear that if Dury
was to remain at Greyfriars he had to
make & clean cut with the past.

They arrived at Mr, Quelcl’s study,
and Wharton tapped at the door and
opened_it,

“Dury's eome in, sir!™

£ :iur'ﬂl':f 1

Dick Dury entered the study, and
Wharton closed the door and went, He
sympathised a good deal with the Kid,
and. he could not help seeing that the
luckloss junior was in for more tronble.
It wasg all the more unfortunate because
he had lately received nothing but kind-
ness and considerntion from his Form
masgter. But for the consequences to
Diury himself, Wharton would have been
glad to hear that he had given the bully
of the Sixth his * left.”

Me. Quelch fixed his eyes upon Dury
with a very grim look.

“Ioder has reporied
Dury " he seid zcidly.

The kindness was quite gone from
the Remove master's manner now.

“Yes, sir ™ said the Kid heavily.

“You have been in communicabion
with the man Hugpgins ™

“I had 8 jaw with "im, sir!®

“Loder found yon together, and
ordered you to return to the school?”
satd Mr. Quelch. * You refused to ohey
hisorder "

“Yes, sir.”

“You threatened him with violence "

“Only pulling hiz lez, sir!" said the
Kid, with a faint grin. “I wouldn's
have touched "im. Loder's a funk, sir,
and he thought he was goin' to bo
punched, but he might have knowed [
wouldn't.™

Mr. Queleh coughed.

“ Nevertheless, you used threats,” lio
said.

“I s'pose it comes to that,
admitted the Kid.

“You are fully aware, of course, that
a junior boy in thiz school is hound to
obev the orders of o prefect ¥V

“¥Yoi, sic,” said the EKil  “DBut
Loder's & meddler. he iz and a bully,
ITe won't leave a bloke alone.™

The Hemove master coughed apain,

“In this instance, Dury, Loder was
deing his plain doty.  He found yow
m the company of & man to whom tha
Head has forbidden yon to zpeak.”

The Kid nodded without reply.
“You gave me rour word, Dury, nok
to speak to the man Huggins, ™ said Mr,

Ile had o glim-

vou {0 me,

sir, "

Cmeleh.  “The man is a rufian. e
actually atiscked me personally: he
made 2 scone at the schoal. Fe has

frequently been scen about the village
in a state of intoxication. You have
broken your word to me, Dwv, in
speaking to this abandoned character ©#

The Kid reddencd.

“I give iy word. sir, and T kep' it."
he said. *F ain't heen oub of hounds
to sce the Old 'Un, and I ain't 5
mixed up with the boxing ag’in., T've
kep' clear of all that like I promised 1
would, But I don't see any ‘arm in
pari-sing tha time of day with an old
Pa IIF

“¥Your promise, Dury, was that vou
would never see or communicate with
the man again.”

“I—I know, siv.” The Kid wripgled
uneasily. I ain't a bloke o Imaa{r my
word, sic | ‘ope. I met the Old 'Un
by chance; I never Lknowed e wasg
hanging about the place, 1 never zeed
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Loder reached out and grasped the Game Kid by the ear.

wrist.
| the Kid.

“ 0w !* yelped the Kid.
Then it was the prefect’s turn to yelp, for the grip on his wrist was like that of a steel vice.

* You—you—young hooligan ! ** panted Loder. “Letgo!™

The next instant, he grasped Loder’s
* Try agin | ** grinned
(See Chapler 5.)

im oon perpose.  Jest talking to 'im a
few minntes ain't brecking my promisc
when there’s no "arm done.™

“1 wn afraid, Dury, that T cannot
trust you if that i3 how vou regard a
promise,” said’ the Remove master
griraly. “DBut if you mean that the
man foreed himself upon youn against
yvour will—""

Mo, I den't, sir,” said the Kid
honestly., * He wanted to speak to me,
and he come up to & bloke, and I wasn't
goiog to shul him up, sir; he's been
good to me mn ks own wav., He oin't
i bad sort when he's off the drink.”

Mr, Queleh sot his lips.

¥ Dioes that mean, Dury, that you per-
=ist 1n keeping up the scouaintance of
a drunken vagabond in spite of vour
hieadinaster’s commands "

“T've told "im I sha'n't see him ag'in,
sir,” said the IKid. “I don’t wauk to do
ucthing Lhat swould worrik the "Eadl,
He's been kind to me.™

There was a pause,

“Take notice of what ¥ zav, Dury,”
sald Mr. Quelch at last, “Dr. Locke
has been very lenient with you, koth on
account of  yeur unfortunate carly
aszocintions, and on account of the sev-
vice  you  rendered him, which he
vewarded by placing you at Greviriars.
Bul it was distinetly understood that
vou gave up all your old disreputable
asgoviations, and you fully agrecd to
this wher you enlered the school. Vet
vour resutned acguaintance with (his man
Hugeinz; you engaged in a boxing con-
test at a low resort; you strinck o Rixth

Forin prefect who was on the point of
discovering vou out of school bounds.
All thix the [Head has forgiven, but il
i+ impossible for him to go further.
Now you have meck the man again; you
havo delibarately discbeyed n prefeet's
order to leavo his company; you have
threatened the prefect !

Tihe Kid was silent,

“1 desive to give you every chanee,”
matd Me. Queleh. " The Head and I
havo consulted very earnestly about the
matter, and we both wish to treat vou
with the utmost kindness and make
every possille allowance. But bear this
in mind, Dury—what has been pardaned
once cannot be prrdoned again! If vou
should evee s0 far forget vourself as Lo
sbrike & Hixth Form prefect again, vou
will leave Grevfriars the same day'!
This 15 ihe Head's decision, which he
Iras instructed me to convey to you!™

No answer from the Kid.

“The same result will aeerve if you
should meet the mman Hugging again [
ndded Mr., Quelch. "It is impossible
for your leadmaster to decide other-
wise. INo Greyiriars hoy could possibly
bo allowed to keep up an acquaintance
with such a eharacter ! YVou understand
me "

“I understand, sir,” said the Kid, in
s low voice,

”l‘:}n the present occasion I shall not
Em“”fh you,” said Mr. Queleh, * Your
ale 15 10 vour own hands. As I cannot
trust you as 1 had hoped to do, vou
will remain within school bounds on
hati-holidays until it is aseertained that

Mr. Huggins has left the neighbour-
heod. No accidental meeting, there-
fore, can take place again. I yon
should sec the man, it will be by vour
own deliberate et and yon will take
the consequences! Hear this in mind [

He made a sten of dismissal.

“You may go, Thiry !

And the Game Kid left {he =ludy.

[0 T R -

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

A Disappointment for Loder !
I ODELR of the Sixth was loungiog

at the corner of the urasters’
corridor. The Kid saw him
therc az he.came away from Mr.
Gueleh’s study and smiled zcornfably,
He knew what Loder was waiting far.

He was passing the prefeet when
Lader milmfjtﬂ himn,

“ Dury i

The Kid stopped.

Loder looked at him, puzzled. He had
expected to see the Kid showing all
the signs of a severe licking. The Kid
was not leaking cheerful, bui he cor-
fainly did not look as if he had been
licked,

*You've seon Mr. Queleh #*

“Yes!" snapped the Kid.

*Are you going to thoe Head 7™

£ ND [:'.-

Loder sed Dz tecth,

“You young sweep ! Do vou mean to
say that you've got off ¥ he exclaimed,
i angry amazement.

(C'nutinned on page 1T.)
Tae Macxrr LiBRany,--No. 990,
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THE TRiUMPH OF
JUSTISS !
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several canons going off at the szame
bume.

“Bgud, sic! I will have you know
that you vannot dispel my son wilh 1m-
punity ! It is true that he was the nng-
loader of & rebeliion, but he was given
erate provvocation. His life, and {he
lives of hiz Form.fellows, have been
made absolutely unbearable by the
tiranny  of Mr. Savvidge! IL 1s
wavvidge who should have been dis-
pelted, sir—not my son!”

“Really, my dear general—"

“1 am not your dear general I roared
the irate martinette.  *Tell me, sir,
whai is this man Savvidge doing here,
in & school for the sona of jenllemen?
T know zll about the preshus scoundrel.
He has o thurrughly black record. He
iz a blaggard of the deepest din!™

The Head rose stifly to his feet.

“1 ¢aunot here ena of my masiers
slandered in this way,” he said.  * Me,
davvidge came to me with the highest
creddentials, It is true that hie has been
1wico tn prizzen, but only for trifling
offences. One wes arson, and thoe {}vfhm'
was rebbery with violense. The Prizeen

Ggvverner gave him  an  eggzellent
cavractor.”

“Bah! Pah! Yah!* snorfed the
veneral. " ¥You do not know what 1

know abowi the man's shady past. Ave
vou aware, sir, that Savvidge has served
a long termn of disprizzenment for gross
brootality to pupils under his care when
he was an gassistant master at St Bill'a?
Are you aware that he is an escaped
gaol-bird, for whom the perlice are
reouring  the country at this  wvery
minnit ¥
The Head gave a violent stark.

“Thiz 1z nows to me, General Jolly.
You serprize mal®

The peneral came close to the Head
and bellered in his ear,

“What would the Guvverners sav, if

SEND YOUR FOOTBALL QUERIES ALONG, CHUMS!

R E—

they knew yvou were hLarbering an ox-
convich, snd & wenied man? Why, your
joby would be in jeppardy right away @™

“¥on—yvouwili not tell them ¥ panted
the Head, white to the lips.

“Certainly L shall tell themn,” boomed
Creneral Jolly, “unless my son s per
mitted to return to the school at onee!
I vou don't want me to spht to the

Cruvverners, you 1maust rotnstate my sob,
make him a publick apellogy, and send
thiz tirant Savvidge packing! I'm not

blackmailing youn; I'm simply stating
my terms, Do vou agree to those terms,
g ¥

“YWeos, ves'" said the Head cagerly.
Ho was teeryficd lest the Guvverners
siiould got to hore about Mr. Savvidge's
record.  “I will sond my ecar to Joll
Court, and have vour son brouvght bac
at once; and I will make him & hansom
apollogy in Big Hall this cvening. As
for Mr. Savvidge, I will tollyfone for
the perlice., and have him taken into
euztordy.”

“§ Hal” eneersd tha pgonoral. 1
thought von would see which side your
bread was butterd. I will remain here,
gir, until you have cavried out my
wishes., You're a tretchorus old scamp,
aid wonld riggle out of 1t 1f you ¢ould 1

Events moved rappidly after thal.

The Head ordered his privata shofer
to proseed to Jollv Court. and he telly-
foned For the perlice, and sent for My,
Savvidge, all in the same breth,

General Jolly mads himself comfort-
shie in the Head's armchair, chuckling
grimly over the jokes in the Head's
GOMILe PADRY.

Prozzantly Mr. Savvidee arrived in
the study, peil and tremblin.  Boefore he
had & rhanee to ask what he had been
sent for, & perlice inspecter and & enpplo
of constables rushed into the room.

They were alionk to arvest the Head at
first—bekawse, of the three jentlemen
in the study, the ¥ead had the most
crimminal face. Dut General Jolly pre-
vented the perlice from makiog a
froe-pot,

“Thers i3 vour man !’ he said, point-
ing to Mr. Savvidge. " He is an escaped
conviet, for whom the detectives, the
porlics, and the bludhounds hiave been
serching [or months '™

cried Mr.

“That 1z a fowl liag!™

[1]

L L S e e i

Savvidge, licking his dry lips.

v

o ——— ————

“Take liim awax!™ said the general
skornfully,

Crash !

‘The handeuffs clicked gently upon My,
Savvidge's wrists, and he was marched
away, wildly protesting.

“We will come back for the other
prizeency laker, sir,” saild the inspccter
ta Cieneral Jolly, while he pointed to
the Head. )

The general grinned.

“You are under a delogsion, in-
spocter,” he zaid, “Dir. Birchemall is
the headmaster hear. He can’t help his
criminal face 1"

Tha perlice departed with  their
prizzener, amnd shortly afterwards thero
waz & lond purring sound in the guad.
It was not mada by the kitchen cat, but
by the Head's private car., which had
retorned, with Jacl Jolly on board.

Char hero's face was beaming with joy.
Ha throw himself into his father's arms,
and larfed happily.

All his trubbles wera over now. The
dark clouds had rolled by: the tirant
Savvidge had been bannished from St
Sam's; angd Jack Jolly was back again
in his old place as leader of the Fourth,

Never, in all the long and checkered
histery of Ht. Sam’s, had & fellow been
dizpelled in disgrace, and brought back
in teiamph, on one and the same day.
.,][h]-tf' thns was what happencd to Jack

olly.

The Grata Rebellion was ovar now.
It ended ortomatically, with Joack Jolly™s
returs.,

That cvening, the Head made his
publick apollegy in Big Hall. Jack
Jolly, like the jennerus fellow he was.
said he would forgive the Head this
time, bub he must not lot 1t ocour again,

After the publick apollogy, there was
i hansom spread in the junior Comman-
room, to sellybrate Jack Jolly's return,
and the end of the rebellion.

The revelry and rejoicing were kept
up till & late hour; and thus the curtain
WRS Wrung down upon one of the most
eggsiting  eppisodes in  the school’s
history=-=Jaek Jolly's Barring-out—which
had endad, as all barring-outz should doe.
in the Triumph of Justiss!

THE ENT.
(A nother of Dicky Nugent's vibtickiers

next week, ehuma “ Doctor Birehemalls
Delemnier I Don't mizs it 1)
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"=4.® Interesting Tit-Bits

Practically every member of the Read-
ing team has had expericuce with other
Teague clubs, and the majority of them
fiave been dizcarded by these other clubs
as not worth retaiming. Yob Roeading
won the championship of the Bouthern
Thied Division last season.

Page, the Burnley outside-left, once
sorved mz o stewaed on an Allaalic
liner.

There are plonty of [ootlallers whoe
are never given their full names, and
certainly one of them i: the Ports-
wouth  cenkbre-forward, His full title
1 Williamm Wyndham Pretoria Haines,
It is eaid that when he signed on for
Portsmouth a specially big [orm had to
be provided.
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for the Footer Fan! @ (S

Arthor  Grimsdell, of Tottenham
Hotspur, and George Edmonds, of Wat-
ford, plaved in the zame school team.
{iritnzdall was then a centre-forward,
and INdmonds a half-back. Whon these
iwo players faced each other in the Cup
Final of 1921, Grimsdell was a half-back,
gl BEdmonds o centre-forward.

Seven members of the regulae firsh
teant of Caediff Cily are lotal abstziners,

Scottish footballers ave supposed to
bo =slow. but James Crawford, the
Queen’s Park oubside-right, who played |
for the Scottish amatenrs agninst the
English amateurs recently, 13 fhe Seot.
tish 100 yard: sprint champion. He

covered this distance In ten soconds,

A peculiar coincidence attaches to the
appointment of Mr, Cecil Polter to the
managership of Nerwich Cfity. He
succeeds Mre. J. 5. Btansfield in {hat
vcapacily, and in the long ago Alr,
Stansficld gave Mr. Potter his first en-
gagement s g profcessional foothaller,

—————

With the exeception of Wilson, Hud-
speth, and Spencor, every man in the
Newcastle Tnited frst team oost at Joast
ane thousand pounds as transicr fee,
But the people of Noeweastle think the
teom has been worth the monoy,

————

Over seventy roally first-elazs players
have left Scotland to play for English
clubs during the years since the War, iu
addition, of ecourse, to hudreds who
wore not fivai-class when they left home.

Ell Fleteher, who 1z now playing at
full-iack for Waiford, had o beoefit
which amounted to twa thousand pounds
when e was playing for Manchesicr
Chity.  Shortly zfterwarids there was a
vile made resteicling benefits to £650.
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(Continued from page 13.)

Duary’s lip curled.

“I ain’t been licked if that's what yon
mean, Loder,” he answered,

And he walked on, leaving Loder
clenching his hands with rage.

Loder stared after him, and then
strode along to Mr. Queleh’s study. Ie
mtended te know what it meant. A
junior who directly disobeyed a prefect's
order and threatened the prefect with
violence should have had a severe
caning at least, if not o Head’s fogging.
And the Kid, spparently, had been -let
off with a lecture. Loder Jid not mean
to take that "lying down.” Ee had
strong objections. to make,

All the evil in Leder's nature—and
ithere was a great deal of it—was con-
centrated on the Kid. He could net
remember his ignominious Ei.ght from
tha junior withoui eolouring with shame
gnd humiliation, His feelings towards
Harry Wharton were guite kind and
tender in_comparison with his feelings
towards Richard Dury. Buot for his
actual bodily fear of the fellow he
wounld pladly have proveked him into
violence in order to have the satisfac-
tion of secing him expelled from the
sehool. And to be in bodily fear of a
junior was & state of affairs that roused
all the bitteresi venom in the bully's
breast.

But he obtained
from Mr. Queleh.

“‘The matter is closed, Toder,” said
the Remove master, 1 have consulted
with the Head on vour report to me,
and the maiter is gl an end,”

“The boy disobeyed my order, sir,”

“1 am awara of §t.”

“He threatened me.”

“I am quite aware that the matter s
sevions, Loder. ¥ou have a just cause
of complaiot,” satd Alr. Quelch. * BuL
the Head has reasons for giving thiz
unfortunate boy every chance to make
good in this school. He hos been told
in the plainest terms that, if he should
again strike a prefect, or should meet
that disreputable ruffian Huggins, he
will be immediately sent awany from
Greyfriavs. He is kept within gates for
il the hall-hohidays this term. The
matter ends thore.”

And Loder rctreated from the study,
more enr;:f;{:d than over,

The Kid had defied and humiliated
him, and was to escape scot-free. He
would not be fool enough to mest
Huggins again, after his warning;
neither would he be reckless enough to
raise his hand to a prefect. Clertainly,
Loder could have proveliod him inta
the latter preceeding; hut that was
precisoly what the bully of the Sixth
dared not do. He thought of if. in his
savape rage, but hiz hoart failed him
at the thmtiht of =ztanding up to such
a blow #s had felled Wingate of the
Sixth.  All bhe could do was to resolve
to keep a watchful eyo on the Kid—it
was possible that the young blackguard
would feel ivresistibly  drawn towards
blackguardly associates—that was how
Loder put it. And if he could catch
him again—only that old fool, Mr

little satisfacizon

Queleh, had gated him, and made a
meoting practically impossible. Loder's
feclings were almost at boiling point, as
he strode savagely away ?w.uu Mr.
Quelch's study,

Bob Cherry caught zight of him, and
smiled at the expression on Loder's
face. Loder caught the smile.

“Cherry ! he rapped out.

“¥es, Loder!” said Bob meckly.

“Take a hundred lines.”

“Oh, my hat! What for?” asked Bob.

“Don't answer me back, Cherry, or I
shall double it.™
_Bob drew a deep breath. This was
rather thick, even from Gerald Loder.
But Bob suppressed lhis feelings, and
moved off,

“Bring the lines to me before fea,
added Loder.

“It's tea-lime now e

“¥You heard what I said.”

And Gerald Loder went to his study,
feeling a little hettor!

Bob Cherry went up the Remove stair-
case, and at the doorway of study No. 1
Nugent's voice hailed him cheerily.

“T'rot in, old bean, Tea.”

“ Lines " prunted Boh.

“Waoll, lines will do after tea.”

“MNob in this case. Dear old Loder
wants the goods deliverad at ones,™ said
Bob. “I'm geiting fod-up with Loder,
Something’s happened to get his rag out,
I suppose.™

“¥You've got lines for nothing # ashed
Harry Wharton.

Bob grinned.

“Mothing but 2  sweel smile,”
he answered, “I suppose o fellow is
entitled to smile when he sees a Sixth
Form man seowling like 2 demon in a
panto.”

“Well, huck up wilh the lines,™ said
Harry, laughing. “We've pob sosses
and chips, and they're nearly ready.
We've ashed Duwy to tea, as a
consolation prize for pelting it hot from
Quelchy. ™

Bob nodded, and went on Lo his study,
He sat down o his lines with a prim

fL3

face, and wrote thoem as fast 25 he
conld; buat a hundred lipes ftack a
certain amount of time. DBeb  was

hungry after a football mateh, too, and
he wantedd his tea. But the imposition
was  finlshed at last, and taken to
Loder's study in the Sixth. Then Bob
repatred to study No. 1 in the Remaove,
where he found four members of the
Co. at tea with Dick Dary, with smiling
faces.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here we are
again " said Dob, as he tramped in.
“What's the merry joke? You're
looking merry and bwight.”

Harry Wharion langhed.

“No wonder Loder had his rag out,”
he said. * Durv savs that he ran for
it in the lane thiz afterneon, actuably
bunked from a Remove chap.”

“Like he was senk for,” prinned
]'.I-I.Lt‘:l.i*, “He's a funk, that Weke Loder
15.

“¥on've heen punching the
again?™ exclaimed DBohb.

“Wa, T ain't—not that Loder wonld
*ave waited 1o be punched.” said the
Kid. “Yon couldn’t zen hiz *cols for
the dust®

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

““ALy hat! lLoder will e an vour trail
after this,” said Jolmny Bull. “ I vou
give him o chaneg-——>

“The carefulness is the proper eaper,
my esteemed  Dory,”  said  Huvreo
Jamset Ram Singh.,  “Reomember that
the stitch in time saves the crocked
pitcher from going longest to the well.”

“h, my ove ! said Dury,

“And Quelchy didn't lick you afler
all?™ asked Baly,

Qixth

“No, it's the sack next time ¢
‘appens, that's all.*
eh?”  zaid Boh.

“That's  all,
“Enough, too, I sheould think—unless
up  with  Greylriors,

you're faod
young "un,™

Richard Dury gave a grunt,

“If it wasn't for leting down the
"Ead, arter all his kindness to me, I
wouldn't worrit mnuch asbout it,” he an-
swered. *'But you see, I'm goin to be
careful. That rat Loder will be walchin’
me ltke & cat, to find out whether I
speak ta tho Old 'Un agin—he'd liko to
so¢ mae bunked, he would. DBut you see,
I'm gated for all 'olidays, now, so I
ﬁhah’n’lE. seo DBobby Huggivs unless he
calls,

And the Kid grinned.

“He called once,
chuckled Bob,

“He'd been pushing "em back,” said
!alm Kid, in explanation. “He wouldn's
ave gone for lo do it, if he hadw't been
pushing ‘em back.”

“Eh! Pushing who baclk,
E.TE?I“-‘hj?" asl-;ul:-::i Bob m::rstii":nd. il

. X mean, orhing up,” explained the
Kid: his explanation still leaving Bob
in the dark as (o his meaning.

“Oiling up¥” said Dob, hlankly,

“Jerking hiz  elbow,” further
plainad the Kid.

“Oh, my hat!” said Tob, culching
on to the Kid’s meaning at last. “ You
mean, he had been drinkins.”

Bome of the Kid's English was almost
a3 puzzling lo his Form-fellows, as the
English which Hurrco Jamset Ram
Singh had learned under the wisest
moonshee in the mnative  state of
Bhanipur,

_ “ILoder can't do the IXid any damage
il he takes cave,” said Bob. “Bué ik
seems rather o shame to disappoint
ILader, all tho same.”

1) What ?J‘.‘l

“After all, he's a prefect, and we'ra
bound to give prefecis their leads”
argued Bob. “And he's in the Hixth,
and somebody says the Bixth Form is
the giddy Palladium of the public
school.  Isu't it our duty to back up our
jolly old Palladium? I vote that we
let Loder discover samething,”

“What the thump—"

“ A jape, my sons, & Jape!" said Bob.
“Loder's asked for it, and he won't
be happy till he ts ik; a0 (his 1a
whera we put our heeds togeiber and
help Loder become happy.”

And while the Famous Five and Dury

you Lknow,"™

where,

ox-

had tea, ihey discussed the idea—a
discussion  that was punctuated b
tiany cauckles.  Loder of Lthe Sixth

had made up his mind to be watchful
—voery watchful; and his walchfulness
was to be rewarded sooner than he
ecovid possibly have expected.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Loder's Calch !

HINSH}E the schaol 1™
HYQ_!‘_-!F
“That old boxer—"
“It'a  frightlully risky [or
Dury—"

¥ Far goodness’ sake, kerp i dark.
The young ass might get the sack for
this. Where i3 he?”

“Well, I thought I'd give Dury the
message.  Dash 1t all, gu: gooncr it's
over the botter, il he must see him,
I've told Dwry to sneak as quictly as
he can round to the wood-shed.”

Loder of the Sixth drow a deep, deep,
Ineath, Tho whispering vaicez came
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quite plainly to his ears, and he recog-

nised  them—the vowes of bany

Wharton and Bob Cherry. r
They were stancing in the big

window alcove near ihe door. Both of

them wero peoring out of the window
into the dusky gusdrangie. They had
their backs to the lizhicd hall, and did
oot see Loder of the Sixth as he came
along. It did not oceur to Loder, till
considerably later, that the window,
with the darkne:ss ouwiside, served the
purpose of a mirror, and that the two
juniors knew he was there, and that he
ad =topped, steslthily, as he caunght
their whispering vaices.

Loder did not know—vet—that &
little comedy had been planned tor his
gapecial henehit, and thail the two young
goaitipd dhad  been hanging about for
more than an hour, waiting tor an
opportunity to let him overiear their
whisptrs—by  accident! Certanly, it
was not o scheme that would heavoe
sunccecded with a prefect like Wingate
of the Bizth, DBul Lhe juniors knew
Lodor awml] hizs wavs—thoey koew his
little cnztom of treading softly if he
camo on fellows teiking ineantiously;
they were only too well aware, trom old
oxporicaer,  that Gerald Loder had no
soruple  whatever about piaying the
eavesdeopper and acting on inlorvpalion
surrcpbitionsly  acquieed,  That o
pleasant enstom of Loder's had cansed
troubic for the choms of the Fomove
more than once; Now it was going o
couse trouble for Loder himself—which
was pociical justice,

Loder Breathed hard wnd his eyes glit-
tered. His chance came sooner than he
oxpectod.

¢ stepped astde, so that the juniors
should not see hun from the window
gleove if they looked round. Leaning
on the wall, he afected ta be reading a
letter he had taken from his pocketf.
while he listened intemly for more whis.
peving.

“But=—but if he should be spotted ¥
murmured Wharkon.,

“'Well, nobody saw himm go out of the
House,” whispered Bob: * I'm quite sure
of that.”

_“But in the woodshed—suppose Gos-
lmF went there for something ¥

“ Not [ikely, after dark.™

"Well, no; but it's awfully risks”

Loder of the Sixth siniled, and strolled
away out of the House. Ha had heoard
enough—moroe than cnough.

OF course, he mught have guessed thint
that young reprobate. Thrry, would nieet
tho old boxer again, all the more beeanse
he was forbidden to do so. No donht
they wore fixing up some new bosing
engagement, like that which had
seteally  taken wplace ut  the Threo
Fichars, This timc Durvy  was not
taking the risk of broakine bounds.
The Old "Un had stelen into the pre-
cincks of Greviriars to spoak {o him.
No one could possibly have axrectad
that: it wns safe from it: very haldness,
And these young razeals,. Wharton and
Cherry, kuew if, and were keoning if
dark—hand-iu-glove. in fact, with the
young seonndrel. Loder's thonghis were
guite nleasant as he made his way to the
wondshed.

My, Quoleh scemed to have & way of
roceiving his veports with distrust when
they concerned Remove fellows, and of
administering inadeauate punizhment
even when he eould not doubt
the report. Thiz would be an
eve-opeuer  for the Remove master,
Once the boxer, Huopging, was canpht
within the walls of the school the matier
wis sottled.  Tf Mr. Quelch did not take
it hofore tha Head, Loder wonld take it
himseli. This time there world bhe no
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escape for the young booligan who had
threatened o prefect of Lireyiviars, who
hod covercd- bun with huniliztion a3
with & gaitnent.

Exzpuision tor Dury, and a severe
caning each for the two juniors who
were  hegnng  him in this  reckless
defiance of ail authority ! 1t really was
& preasunt prospeci—to Loder,

hers was, a smile on by face as he
approached the littio secluded buiiding
at tha back of the school n the doeep
winter dusk.

No light showed from the shed; but,
of course, they would not be burning a
Iight. Iven the Kid, reckiess az he was,
must know the risk be was ronning
meeting the old pugilist aciually witinn
the precinets of the zciool. With
stealthy tread, Loder drew near to the
wondshed, and stopped outside the door
to liston.

The door was ajar, prooi that some-
ont hed bven there sinee Gosling closed
it up for the night.

Lhere way no sound trom wibbon. tHael
they heard fos  1gowsTeps : o Loder
grinned. 1 hey wWere not Uikey Lo deiude
nin by bving low Ao keeping  suent,
Lrour the waokspers be had oveuosrd oo
knew exactly what to wok for i the
chusky S, 2

e took  an  electrie torch from his
pocket and pushed the door open and
sbeppucl 1,

Lirash!

Swoooosh !

A terrnie veli vang through the wood.
shed and eehocd Iar beyond. Loaer
staggered in the doorway, his torch
garng with a cras: to the ground.

Waat had happened he haraly kunew
{or & moment or two, Ide knew that his
head was sircamingwirh something—that
it—whatever it was=—was running down
his neck and into his ears and plastering
his face. He staggered and yelled and
spluttered, and gouged at s stroaming
face, in utter amazement and horror,

“Grocogh! Cug-gug-gug! Ocococh!”

Loder staggered out of the shed,
slremming. Streams and  streaks of
white were all over his clothes. He
realised that it was whitewash, Cosling
sometimes had & buckel of whitewash in
nso, and he kept it in the wondshed.
Certainly, he did not keop it lodged on
top of the door. Sowecbody clse had put
tha whitewash there—{or Loder.

" Dogogooch ™

Loder scrambled for hiz toreh, and
turned on the light. A large, flat box
of thick cardboard lay among the white-
wash in the doorway. That was the
receptacle into whieh the whitowash had
been gc:nm-i The authors of the booby-
trap had not used the bucket, which
might have brained Loder had it fallen
on his head. Evidently they had been
kind enough not to want to brain Loder,
Lioder pounged whitewash out of his eves
with one hend, and flashed the light
round the woodlshed with the other. Bub
there was no sign of Dobby Huggins
there, nor of the Game Kid.

Loder panted and splutlered. His
guarry had escaped him.  All he had
caught was whitewaszh,

Beoiling with rage, Loder Lhurried back
to the House.

There wes something like a roar as
the prefect rushed into the lighted hall,
streaming white, and looking r good
deal like a ghost.

“"Hallo, Lalle, halia!
Christmas a month lake?"
Cherrr.

“Ha. ha, ha't®

“What on earth has happened to you,

Is that Father
rédared Bob

Loder 77 exelaimed Wingate of the
Sixth, coming up in amazement.
Loder did not heed him. He rushed

away to Mr. Queleh’'s study. The
Romove master was fo see what had
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happened. He was not to be left in any
doutss bing tlme,

IT'he encaged prefect, almost [rantic
with fury, cid not stop to knock at DMr,
Queleh'’s door: he hurled it open and
rushed in.

" What—what—"

Mr. Queleh jumped up in amazement
aud alarm.

“Hless my soul! What—what—"

“Oh, he's here!” exclaimed Loder,
catching sight of Diek Dury in the
study. “He's got heral He dodged
away when [ got this on my head, Mr.
Quelch, Look at me—look—"

"1 s looking, Leoder,” said Mr.
Guclch in his iciesk tone. “Aund I am
waiting for an explanntion. What do
you mean by bursting into my study in
that shocking and disgracelul state?
Are you out of your senses i

“The young scoundrel-—" roared

Loder.

“Moderate your language!” rapped
out My, Queleh, *“How dare you*”

“You—you don't know what he's
done,” gasped Loder. * That—that boy
hes et that old rufhan Huggins again,
this very evening, inside the school--met
him in the woodshed., [ went there to
catch him, and they had & box of whito-
waszh fixed up over the door.  OfF course,
it was to give the alarm if they were
spotted, ‘hoy got clear while I was
blinded with this stuff. But for that I
should have caught thom tegether.”

My, Queleh stared blankly at the
infurinted Loder, Obvieusly, Loder
believed what he was saying. DBut it
mystified the Remoyve master.

‘Calin yourself, Loder. You say that
Dury has met the man Hugging within
the walls of Greyfriars ™™

HWes,” splulteced Loder,

“And when?"

* ok ton minutes ago.”™ 7

“You must be dreaming, Loder,” said
Afr. Queleh coldly. ““Dury has been in
my study for nearly half an hour.™

“Ehr"

“He ecame here "—Mr. Quelch con-
silted his watch-—-"exactly h'l-'ﬂr!t}'rﬁ‘l-'ﬁ
minutes ago. to reaquest my wssistance
with a Latin coningation, and he has
beon here ever since.  He has heen
under oy eyes the whole time, and 1t s
therefore impossible that he can have
been in the woodshed ten minutes ago.

“ L1 pasped Loder. ‘

He almost totlered. He had taken 1t
for granted, as was rather natural in
the cirewmstances, that the booby-trap
had been rigged up, to prevent discovery
of the Kid's surreptitious interview with
hiz old trainer, if auyone by chance
came to the woodshed wlhile they wore
there, He had taken it for granted
ihat they had cleared off swiftly, while
he was blinded with the stream of white-
wash that had descended on his head,
1t dewned upon hiz mind now that he
had tzken ten much for granted.

His amazement and dismay were &0
great that Br. Quelch took compassion
on himn.

“Youir asee that youn -
[oder—yon have entertained gmurrld-
less suspicions of this boy Dury. You
agem to have Fallen into & trap that some
foolish boy must have set for Gosling,
the porter.  You had bebter go and
cloan yourself, Loder.”

Loder staggered speechlessly from the
study. .

“We will now resume, Dury” said
Mr. Quelely kindly; and the lurking grin
vanished from the Wid's facn as his
Form mazter's eves turned on him.

“ Yoz, sir,” he gaid gravely. :

And they resumed Latin conjugations.

Loder lramperd m\'a{ furiously to a
bath-room, & howl of laughtor from all
divections following him as he went,

were mistaken,
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Loder of the Sixth stopped before the stile. * Dury ! ** he rapped. *‘ Oh, let a bloke alone ! ** sald the Kid jrritably,
back to the scheol at once [ ** commanded the prefect. ** Can it ! ™ jeered the Kid. (See Chapter 7.)

uﬂ

For a good hour after that Loder was
very busy.

While he rubbtd and seraped, and
serubbed and gouged, ithe realisation of
the facts dawned upon nis mind. Bobby
Hltgf'gihs had never beent within the walls
of the school; Dury had never been near
the waood-shed

That whispering scene in the window
alesve had been arranged for Loder's
especial benefit—the young fillams moust
have knowt he was within carshot.

Loder Tad {allen Blindly  iste the
trap, and walked blindly into the snare—
thoughtfully prepaved for him by those
vounpg Remove rascals—what time Dury
had called on his Form master to re-
quest aid with Latin conjugations, not
from & sudden vearning for elassical
knowledge, but in order to prove an
utnnistakable alibi.

It waz all clear to Loder now, but,
wnforlunately, ithat knowledge came toao
late to he of any scevice. He had
bagped the whitowash!

e could not cven deal with those
inmquitops young rascals, Wharton and
Baly Cherry, without betroying the fact
that Lo had stealthily listenod to a con-
vorsation botween two juniors.

Loder waz not  ashamed of Lia
muthods ; but he was nob prood of them
to the extent of publishing them ta all
Greyfeiars., He fairly gnashed his teeth
as he realised that hiz hands were tied

all round—that those unspeakable young
villains wopld chuckle and chortle over
this in ell the Remove studies= with
complete impunity.

- On that point Loder was right. Whila
he was wearily and wildly clawing off
whitewazh, the Reomove passage was in
o roar. Loder's great cateh was agreed
on all hands to he the jest of the term.

“But look ont for Loder after thag!™
sa1d Petor Todd, wiping away lus lears.
“This will make Toder crosg!™

“Hn, ha. ha!"

“Ha locked a bit execited when he
rushed past ws got lo like a giddy
Chriztmas spook ™ said Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Bemovitos,

When Loder saw lights-ont for the
Remove that night he was newly swept
end garnished, o to speak: but thers
ware still trados of whitewash sbout his
ears.and his hair, Fvery face in the
Remove dormitory, cxcepling Loder's,
wore & smile,  He slammed the door
when he deparcted ; und Lhe slam of the

door was followed by chuckles loud and

ey —

long.

move Formn-room o fow davs

THE ELEVEKRTH CHAPTER.
The Parling of the Ways !
M Iater with a frown on his
brow, The BRemove hastened

R. QUELLCH came into the Re.
te toke their places and assume their

T

meekest expressions. They knew that
look wupon the august countenance of
their esteemed Form master. Nobody
wanted to catech Mr. Quelch’s eye when
his brow was wrinkled in ﬂjirympim:
wrath.

“Dury!"” snappod Mr. Quelch.

“(Oh, lor'!" ejaculated the Kid,

“What—what?" .

“I—1 mean, ves, sir,” said the Kid,
ahashed.

“"Kindly do not utter ridiculons ejacu.
lationz when T address you, Dury,”

*¥cz, sir—I mecan, no, sir!®

“A letter has reached the school this
morning addressed to you, Dury,” said
M. Guelch.

“Thank yon, sim

"You need not thank me, Dury. The
lotter was from the person whose namo
ts Hupging,

" Oh " said the Kid.

“In the present circumstances, Dury,
your correspondence 13 under strict
supervision, This letter has been passecl
on to the headmaster, who has destroyed
it

O Y said the Kid, with & rather
black look.

“1 reguire your assurance, Dury, Lhat
vou have not writben to this man sinco
you have boen prevented from seeing
him."

Tre Macxer Lispany.—No, 090,

13



_ %0 LONG. COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CU. EVERY WEEK!

“f ain't wrote to him, sir,” seid the
Kid, with a touch of sullenness.

“Very well; I am bound to take your
word. You were not aware that ne
intended to write to you!" .

“I never knowed anything about "

Mr. Quelch gave the Game Kid a
gaarching look. The Kid met his eyes
fearlessly epncugh; but his rugged face
had grown sullen.

“Very well,"” said the Remove master,
after 2 pause, “I belicve you, Dury.
Fhe matter in ended.™

“I'd like to know what the Old 'Un
said in his letter, air," said Dury.

“MNo communication whatever will be
ellowed from that person, Dury. The
letter is destroyed, and that closes tho
mattor.”

“ But, gir ="

“ Bilence ™

Dick Dury was stlent, but his brow
was dark. The restrictions of school lila
had always been irksome to the Kid,
accustomed to & much more free-and-
easy rmode of existence. Certainly it
was & Faorm master's duty to sco that his
boys received no cormnunication from o

entloman of Mr. Hugging' cheracter,

ut it was not perhaps to be ezpecled
that the Kid would see the matter in
that light.

His face was thoughtful and a little
sulky during morning class.

It weighed on Dick Dury's mind that,
in taking his new chance 1n life he had
turned down the Old 'Un. He had
acted within his rights—indeed, he had
often warned the old pugilist that le
would throw him over the nezt time he
landed in “quod.” Mr. Huggins' latcst
retirement from the world for looking
upon the winoe when it was red and
knocking off & policeman’s helmet as the
result, had coincided with the Kid's en-
counter with the IHead of Greyfriars
and that kind old gentleman's offer to
taks him in hand.

8o, the Kid had suited the action to
the word; and he had never expecled to
ece Bobby Huggins again, ut My,
Huggins bhad turned up like & bad
ponny; and the Kid was not fecling
easy in his mind since the old pugilist
h told him that he was “on the
beach,”

Ho had been fully justified in- leaving
him; but he felt compunetion at the
thought of Bobby Huggins being on
the *beach.” Hugpgins' Ring had u
a guccess with the Kid as boxing cham-
pion; Mr. iuggins had made a good
thing of it, an had treated the Kid
fairly in money mattors.

It was the Game Kid who made it a
success and kept it a succoss; and he had
not been really surprised to hear that
Huggins' Ring was dowu and out, now
that he was withdrawn from it. It
troubled him a good deal--especially ns
the Old 'Un had promised to give up
drinking if the Kid rejoined hLim.

After all, he owed much to Bobhv
Huggins, faulty asz that pugilistic old

entleman undoubicdly was. The old

TUlser had tawght him and trained
him, and made him the success he was.

The old “pug ¥ had written—and he
was not allowed to see the lotter. Pro-
bably he wanted to sec him before he
went—to say good-bye. Why shouldn't
ho sey good-byve to the old fellow? Or
perhaps he needed help, If he was down
on hiz luck financizlly, as the Kid was
pretty ecertain he was, Dury was moro
than willing to share out some of his
savings: he would have been glad to
give the Old "Un a helping hand in that
way. And he was not to know, not to
8o him—not even to see his letter.

It was inevitable: he was a Greviriars
fellow now; and so long as he was so
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it was inevitable, Dut the Kid was
fecling & growing rebelliousness,

The call of the ring was strong, old
asociations were strong, and turniog
his back on an old friend whe was down
on his luck was not the Kid's way.

It was Latin prose in the Remove-
room; and Dury, as usual, had separete
and special attention from the Form
master. His work was easier than that
of the rest of the Remova; but to the
schoolboy boxer it wos harder. Nover
had he been so thoroughly wearied of
ik,

The thought of the Od 'Un was in
his mind—going without a2 word of fare-
well; thinking that the Kid disdeined
to unswer his letter even; thinking that
he had turned him down without a
thought. And likely cnough the old
boxer was hard up—certainly he had
never boen a man for saving money.
Mr. Hugging' profits had generally
gone “down hiz neck ™ in liguid form.
The knowledge of that would have in-
tensified Mr, Quelch’s contempt for the
man—and the Head's repugnance and
horror. But it was not for the Kid to
judge his old trainer so harshly. Many
a little sct of kindness lingered in his
memory; and Bobby Huggins had
taught him ell he know-—useless know-
ledge now, but very useful when he had
carned his bread zs 2 boxer.

Life had not been oasy for the Gama
Kid;: but it would have been a great
deal harder, but for DBobby Huggins
having taken him in hand. And he
was turning the old man down—letting
him go without a word.

The Kid's heart was heavy, and he
was feeling & vague resentment.

He owed the headmaster of Grey-
friars much; but did he owe his old
trainer nothing? In his own rongh and
rugged way, Bobby Huggins had been
good to him., He had taken up the
Kid when he was on his “uppers,”
certainly not foreseeing ot that time
what & success he would be. He had o
right to expect something in return,

“I ain’t turning him down like this
‘ere!” said the Kid to himself, setting
his lips,

When the Hemove were dismissed
that moming the Kid lingered behind
the rest to speak to his Form master.

“What is it, Dury?” asked Mr.
Guelch, kindl'{ enough.

The Kid coloured.

“ About that there letter, sir——

Mr. Quelch’s face hardened at once.

“You need not rcier to that again,
Dury.™

“I—1 must, siv,” stammered the IKid,
“Look ‘ere, sir. can’t I bo allawed to
see the Old 'Un jest once—io say good-
bye afore he goesg—m->"

“Certainly not.”

“It's "ard, sir—

“The man 15 a bad character, and has
a bad influence over you, Dury. It
was by his means that you became en-
gaged in a prize-fight alter you wero a
Greyfriars boy. You  should
ashamed of asking such a thing.”

“ But, sir—""

“Youn may go.

The Kid went slowly from the Form-
.

“Hallo, halle, halle!™ Bob Cherry
tapped him on the shoulder. " Games
practice thiz aftornoon, Dury, You're
kecnt on footer, what "

“¥es; but T gob something else to do
this artarnoon,” said the Kid,

“It's compulsory practice to-day, old
bean.™

“Can't 'olp that!"

Bob's face became greve.

“Don’t you be a young ass, Dury,"

IF

he said. “Remember you're gated.
You cau't go out of the school.™

The Ilid's face set stubboroly,

“You can depend on it that Loder
will have an eye on you, on & half-
holiday, too.”

" Blow Loder '™

“Don't head for trouble, old chap!™
said Bob good-naturedly, “Turn up
for games practice, and think about
soccer, seef

The Kid nodded, and walked away
with his hends in his peckets, frowning
in deep thought. He was going to see
the Old *Un—his mind was made up on
that point. Matters were not as they
had been; there was now no harm in
speing tho old boxer, though the Kid
undoubtodiy realised that he eould not
expect hiz Form master and head-
master té see that, Ie was going to
2ee Bobby Hugpgins, to zay goad-byc to
him, to wish him luck, to help him with
rmoney if he wanted 1it. And if it came
out, and he was turned out of the
school—  But he could not think
about that. It seemed to the Kid that
it was the path of duty that lay before
him—to deal faithfully with the man
who had been his friend when he needed
onc. He wag going to zee the Old 'Un
once more—eand he dimly realised that,
in coming to that determination, he had
roached the parting of the ways.

Hiz determination was fized, gating or
no ftmg. When the Remove gathered
on Little Side for pames practice that
afternoon the Kid was not among them,

e ——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Game Kid's Farewall !

6 IM Y muttered Richard Dury.
Ha was looking back,

Over a hedge, someo dis-

_ tance behind him, he saw a

hat moving; and he knew whose hat it

was, Twice, since he had walked oul of

gates, he had spotted Loder of the Sixth
in the distance.

He stood hesitating.

Loder knew that he was *“gated”
knew that he had loft the school with-
out leave. He had been watching, and
he bad followed. Any other prefcct,
knowing that a junior, who had been
“guled ” by his Form master, had gono
out regardless of the order, would have
rounded him up at once. But that was
not Loder’s intention. He was “stalks
ing ™ the Kid.

“Blow ‘im!"” muttered Dury resent-
fully.

He did not need telling that Loder
guessed why he had gone out of gates.
There was only one reason why the Kid
should have defied his Form master’s
command. He had gone out to seo
Bobby Huggins—that was clear enough
to Loder. Hence the Sixth Form bully's
present tacties. Reporting the Kid for
going out of gates meant “lines” for
the delinquent, perhaps & eaning, But
if Loder was able to veport that he had
mat the old pugilist, that was tho end
%_5 1a:::l;ll things at E!rr:;rfriars for the Game

id.

Loder's hat, showing over the hedge,
warned the Kid thet the enemy was
on the trail. And he hesitated,

But he eet his teeth, and tramped on.

He could not, and he would not let

the Old "Un down. For he had icle-
phoned to Bobby Hugginsg before
leaving the school—borrowing M.

Prout's telephone while that gentleman
was in Masters' Room. That in ilsclf
was & risky procceding ; what the Head
would have thought if he had knowu
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that his protege had rung up the Cross
Kevs from Greylriars School was un-
imaginable. A minute on the phone
had beenr encugh; Bobhy Hu%]gina WAE
to wait for him on the tow-path..

MNow he would be waiting there; and
if the Kid gave it up, on account of
Loder, the old boxer would wait in
vain.

Dury shoolk his head at the thought.

Loder or no Loder, seck or no sack,
he was not going to let the Old "Un
down. But he was careful. He meade a
gudden leap through a gap in a hedge,
ran along the inner side of tha hedge,
and scudded into & clump of frees,

From that cover he watched, and had
the entertainment of seeing CGerald
Loder’s hat dodging along the hedge.
Loder himself came into sight at last—
emerging into full view, standing and
‘staring about him, evidently puzzled by
the sudden diseppearance of the Kid.

Dury grinned, and lay low.

For several minutes the bully of the
Sixth remained in sight, staring about
him with a scowling brow. ‘Then he
tramped eway and disappeared, seoking
to pick up the trail he bad los

Dury did not move till he was out of
sight. Then he left the trees, and, keep-
ing in cover a3 much as he could among
hedges and fences, he picked his way
to the towing-path along the Sark, to a
spot within sight of the red chimneys
of the Cross Koys.

Loder had lost the track; whether he
would find it egein, the Kid did not
know; he had to take the risk. And
he dismissed Loder from his mind, as he
came up the towing-path, and found
Bobby Hugging there, leaning on &
gate, smoking a2 short black ;}i;pe.

Mr. Huggins grinned a welcomae.

“'Era you are, Kid,” he said. “You
got my bit o' writing, what "

“You old ass!” said the Kid, I
pin’t allowed to get letters from such
*orrtd charscters as wou, Old 'Un!
But I 'eard about it. Ho you're goin’ 1

“I'm going, Kid,” said Mr. Hugging,
his rugged old face becoming serious;
“and you've come to say gmd-h‘ge."

“That's it,” said the Kid, “and I'vo

brought some rhine in my pocket, Old
Un, if your want it.”

“Well, T do want it,” said Mr. Hup-
gins. “fm up against it, Kid. But I
ain't going to take it, all the same.”

“MNow, don't you be an old ass,
Bobby Huggins!” admonished the Hid,
“I don’t need the money at school. I'm
purvided for, ain’t 17 I've got twenty
jimmy o goblins for you.”

Mr. Huggins shook his head, with a
great deal of dignity.

“I ain't cadgii, Kid,” he said.
“You keep your spondulics in your own
pocket. ™

“I've got more in the bank, fat-"ead !
said Dury. “I never throwed my
money away like you did. And if you
don’t take it, you old image, I'll give
you my left instead 1

Mr. Huggins grinned.

“And you're sticking to the school,
Kid? he asked,

"Yﬁ&s if I ain't seen speaking to you
to-day,” said Dury., “It's the boot for
me if that 'appens. I'm sticking it out,
Old 'Un.”

“You're 8 fool to do i, Kid!"” said
]?.-ﬂ-bh:,r Hupggins. * You're wasting your
tima, you are. In a few years you'd be
a <champion.” Mr. Hugging sighed.
“All my trainin' chucked away. You
used m{ﬂ{e the game, Eid. ¥ou never
groused about ncthing, 'cepting a bloke
pusking 'em back. And I'd chuck that,
Kid—honest injun—if vou'd come back
and make the Ring a success like it used
tﬂ h’E-.”

Thoe Kid™ face was sombre.

The temptation was strong. Mnr
Huggina saw that he had made an im-
presswon, and be went on urgently:

“Chuck it up and come along, Kid.
Come along with me this very arter-
noon. I can fix you up in o couple of
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weaks to box the Chicken. You re-
member the Chicken. don't you? He

swanks that he could lay you ocub in
three rounds.”

“Does he?” growled the Kid,
~He wavered. It was his life=hiz own
life—that was drawing him; the call of
the Ring found an echo in his heart.
His kind old [riend at Greyfriars did
not understand—never would under-
stand, The Kid had slwavs been
“straight *'; hiz Iife in the Ring had
been ¢lean and honourable; it was &
career in which he had taken pride, Ik
was only gratitude for the Head's kind-
ness that held him to Greylriars; his
unwillingness to inflict pain upon the
kind-hearted old gentleman who had
done so much for him. He knew that
now. But Dr. Locke never would under-
ata.réd, and the Xid slowly shook his

Hils

“ Nothing deing, Old "Un I he said,

“Then it's good-bye ™

The Kid nodded.

“Well, I wish vou luck, EKid,"” =aid
Mr. Huggins. “Best of luck! Give ua
your fip, and I'll "ok it."”

There was a rustle in the thicket by
the towpath. The Kid spun round, as
Loder of the Sixth came into view.

*¥You!” he muttered.

Loder tramped across the towpath teo-
wards them, his eyes fairly glinting with
triumph. i

“So I've spotted vou ! he said.

“That bloke agini” said Mr. Huggins,
with a stare of strong disfavour at
Gerald Loder. “What does he want”

The Kid laughed bitterly.

“He wants me,” he said. '"He wants
to sce me kicked out of the school.
That's his game. He's down on me, that
covey is, and he's got me this
time 1

Loder kept out of arm's length of

At last Loder went to the ground, and lay gasping, spent, and groaning. The Kid looked down at him.
* Lots of fellers at Greyiriars would like to *andle :.ruuignu bully.

do,” he sald.

you've got it 1 **  (See Chapler 12.)

“ J reckon that’ll i
You've asked for it often enough. Now

Trr MacNer Linrartr.—No, 99,
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the Kia. IIe was enjoying his triumph;
his wholo fuce beamed with it. " The
Game Kid was at his merey at last. The
ﬂlﬁ'gﬁ'ﬂ yoang rascal who had defied him
angd  threatened him—frightened him,
oo, ﬂmu%:] Loder did not like to think
of that—the young ruffian was fairly at
his mercy. For the fiat had gone forth;
thits mecting with the Old "Un was the
tinish for the Kid at Greyviriars. He had
been warned ; his hendmaster and s
Form master had warned him, and left
no doubt on the subject. It was the
finish. It was Loader's turn at last, and
it was in his hands to have the Game
Kid turned out of the school,

The Kid cyed him bitterly.

Now that 1t had come, it was a blow.
Yet, at the same time. a sense of free-
dom was making itself felt in his breast.
If he was to go, he would go back to
his old life--to the Ring that was callin
himy, Dut hiz look was grim as he Axer
bz eyes on the bully of the Sixth.

Loder laughed.

“Well, what have you got to say, you
young rascali” he inguired, :

“Mothing—to you!” said the Kid.

“1 order vou back to the school!™

“ 0L, shut it said Dury,

Loder Ianghed again. He did nob
expect the g{id to obey his order; he
did not want him to obey it. e only
wanted to make the case utterly hope-
less for the Kid when he came before
the Head—to he expalicd.

“1 suppoze you know this means the
sacki"' he asked.

“I know that.”

“ And vou've got nothing to say?”

The Kid's lip curled. .

Evidently Loder expected to see him
weaken now that the crisis had come;
io see him dismayed, Lo see him cringe.
Loder did not know yeb what was pass-
ing in the Kid's mind. e would not
Lave smiled with such satisfaction 1f
he had koown.

“You've run mwme down,® zaid the
Game Kid, *I never did vou any "arm,
Loder, and you've run me down.”

“1 have my duty to do as a prefect !
said Loder loftily.

The Kid ]mlﬁ[w.-:l contemplugusly.

“"You wanted me to tell lies for yon
to get Wharton 2 licking.” he said.
“That's why you're down on me, you
eur ™

Loder flushed and sct his lips.

“That's encugh!” he said. *I'm
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zoing to report wvou now, and you can
look out for the consequences.”

“You're going to report me,” =zaid the
Kid, with 0 nod. *But not jest yet,
Loder. I've been warned that if I see
the Old 'Un agin it's the boot for me.
I've been warned, too, that if I hit a
Sixth Form man, that's the boot for
me =zll the more., Ihd you ever héar
that a bloke might as well he hung for
a sheep as a lambh?' The Kid advenced
towards Loder, his cyes glinting, his
jaw very square. “Pot up your ‘ands,
Fﬂﬁ I-E-i&“rz ped back

QOer Jum F L

“Keep off! I—*

“You've asked for it,” said the Kid
grimly. “¥You've begged and praved
for it, you ‘ave, and you'ro gelting 1t
now ! Pubk up your "ands!”

Loder breathed hard. There were two
counts ipon which the Kid was booked
for expulsion  One was keeping on with
Mr. Huggins, the other striking s pre-
fect, On the first count Loder was keen
to have him found guilty. On the second
¢ount he was not so keen—he was not
keen af all. But the Kids point of
view was different.

He was to go. Possibly, at the back
of his mind was a dezire to burn his
boats behind him, as it were—to settle
the matter oneo and for all, to make
Greyiriars impossible for him, The
blow wasz naot zo heavy as Loder sup-
posed, for the Kid wanted to go. It
was consideration for his kind old friend,
the headmaster, that had held him; but
now he had no choice in the matter, and
that consideration waz at an end. Loder
supposed that it was ruin to him fo go.
and for hiz hitter matice he was to pay
the penalty before the Kid went. _Wﬁ:n
the matter came before the Head the
Kid would be found guilty on both
counts: but he would not be there to
hear his sentence. With grim face and
glinting cves the Game Kid closed in
on the bully of the Sixth,

This time Loder had no chance to
escape—the Kid did not mean to let
him. Laoder made the attempt, spring-
ing back and making a desperate rush.
An won hand an sz shoulder swung him
pack. In rage and terror the SBixth-
Former struck at the Kid, who grinned
savagely as he received the blow, The
next moement they were fighting.

Mr Huggins sat on the gate and
looked on, with grinning face. He knew
what this meant—that the Game Kid
was done with (Frevirviars.

“Go it, Kid!" he chirruped. *Don't
give 'l yvour left,. We don't want to
‘ave a blinking inguest. Jest zive "im
something to .remember, you by.”

The Kid was giving Loder something
that he was likely to remember for a
very long time to come. There was no
escape for the bully of the Sixth, and
he put up a desperete hght. Many of
hiz fieree blows camie home on the Kid
—blows that would have knocked oub
any other Grevirizrs junior, Dut the
Game Kid did not heed themn—did not
even feel them. All the fime he was
giving Loder steady, ruthless punish-
ment.

ITe could have ended the fight at any
moment with a knock-out blow if he
had chosen. But he did not choopse. He
did not want Loder to be faken home on
an ambulance. He intended to thrash
him—soundly, and he contented himself
with that. And it was such a thrash-
the as Loder had never received in his
life—as he had never dreamed of receiv-
ing. Right and left the Kid punched
Lim; till Loder's note was streaming
crimzomn, his eyes were bruised and black-
cned, and he hardly knew whether he
wis awake o in the grip of some
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terrible wightmare. And at last Loder
went to the ground, and lay gaszping,
and spent, and groaning,

The Kid locked down at him.
OT1 reckon that'll do,” he said,
‘Lots of fellers at Greylriars would
like to ’andle you, you bully., Vou've
asked for it often enough., Now vou've
got it 1"

Loder groaned.

The Kid turned to the grinning Mr.
Huggins,
, "Now, if you're ready, Old "Tn, we'll
op 1t,” he said tersely.

‘Back to the Ring?™” asked Bobly
Hugpgins,

“Back to the Ring !” said the Kid.

Y Now 7

“Thiz minute

"But your things at the school!”

*They ain’t mine, thev're the "Ead's,”
suld Dury. “He gave them all to me,
T'm going as I came. Let's cut!”
And then it was the Cld 'Un's turn
hesitaete,
“"I'm glad, Kid,
want you back,
E’ﬂ'l-l——”

The Kid laughed, and made & gesturo
towards Loder of the Sixth.

“Look at 'im! Do you think the 'Ead
wonld let me stay arter he's seen him—
in that state? 'The game's up abt Grey-
friars now, Old 'Un, whether I like it
or not. I'm goin® to write the 'Ead &
letter. I ’ope he won’t think too ‘avd
of me. T ain't going back to the school
any more. What's the good? If you're
ready, Bobby Huggins, let’s beat it !

“(iood man!” said Mr, Huggins.

And they “beat® it. Half an hour
later the train was boaring the two
boxers away from Friardale; the Game
Kid had looked his last upon Grey-
friars. And as he sat in the ecarriage
with his old {rainer diseussing the Future
the Kid's rogged face was bright—
brighter than it had been for & long
time. With every turn of the wheels his
heart was lighter.
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Harry Wharton & Co. saw Loder of
the Bixth limp into the school late that
afterncon.  They stared at him blankly,
Never had a Greyfriars prefect boon
seen 1 snch a stafe before. And later,
when 16 leaked out that it was the Kid
who had thrashed Loder, there was
broathless excitemient in the Remove.

The Kid had been pgrowing bettor
liked, but he had never been popular in
hiz Form. DBut now, at o bound, he
leaped into popularvity. The felow who
had thrashed the bully of the Sixth
was & fellow whom the Removites de-
lighted to honou.

hat the Kid would have fo go was
certain. Put it was soon discovered
that he was already gone,

The Head rc«nf:iveﬁ Dury'z letter in
due course, and he sighed as e read it,
It was a disappoiniment to 'ﬁim: Lt
probably. at the boettom of his heart, ho
realised that what had happened was for
the best. At all events, the Game Kid
was gone, thoogh for weels afterwards
Loder's countenance bore very visible
signa to remind the Greyiniars fellows
of him. )

Richard Dury was known in the
Bemove no more; but Harvry Wharton
& (n. had the kindest memorics of the
echoolboy boxer who had obeyed, at dast,
the Call of the Ring.

THE EXD.

to

Le said slowly., T
But—but you're sure

(Xow Teol oul for next week's grand
extra Tong stery of Hoarry Wharfon
Co.,, emtitled : “The Seloolloy Broad-
easters I Fouw'll enjoy it no end, chunis.)
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Ever since he gel oul on hig pervilaus mission to byring the
But his pluck wiis through ; at last he is in the loir of the Wolf,

er-ing Wolf

A Powerful and Dramatic Story of Wild West and Detective Adventure, featuring Ferrers

The Escape !

s IN yuh stand up caie a

K voice, 0 faint that Ferrvers

' Locke could scarcely hear.
“I'll tey,” he replied in a
iow whisper, hia mind made up n an
Moy, painfully, 1 ik
owly, pamiully, he got ta his knees.
The bunk creaked horribly, and he
heard the feet of the guard pause. Ho
waited till a renewed tramp told that
the man had resumed his pacing, then
hoisted himself lo his fect. 15 face was
almost level with the small window
which was open. _

Then there appeared framed in it the
dull Llur of o man’s face.

“Whoe are you?” whispered Ferrers
Locke.

“Hiflor I  Turn roun’, quick!
squaring my ‘count wi' ynh

Ferrera Locke turncd and felt a hand
grab his arvm,

“Kin yoh lift yore hands "

Tha detective shoved his hands up as
far as he could. He felt Hifflor groping
for his wrists, then came a steady saw-
ing with a knifa, In less than & minute
Ferrera Locko was free.

“Hyor's a gun, Kin yuh settle th'
gnard i I'll keep a walch, * Yuh hev no
time much, fer th Wolf is comin’ 17

Ferrers Locke groped uwpwards and
{elt the eold buit of a heavy antomatic.
He grabbed it, and whispered :

“I've got it! Keep a look-out!”

Then, with o wild exhilaration in his
heart, ha slid auietly froin the bunk to
tha floor.

Ferrers Locke made uwp his mind
fuickly as {o hiz course of action. 1t
was cssenlial that he lured the man on
guard inte the hut without gelively
arousing the fellow's suspicions that any-
thing much was wrong. So, stepping
on to the bunk, he jumped heavily to
the floor and gave & startled " Oh 1" Ha
knew that the chancea worg that the
man would think, in an attempt to re-
lease his hands, he had fallen ifrom the
bunk. His ruse succeeded, for j;ha man
stopped short in his perambulation.

qp

I'm

"Locke and Jack Drake,

*What's wrong " he snapped.

Ferrers Locke groaned, and with a
mublered exclamation the guard inserted
the key in the lock. The detective
zroaned again, then stepped guickly to
the door as the man threw it open.

Ferrers Locke jabbed his gun wnio the
puard's rihs,

“One move and I five!” the detectiveo
whispered.

A stiffed exclamation of asionishment
and rage sprang to the other’s lips, The
detective groped for the man’s guns,
and pulling them [rom uieir holsters,
stuffed them into his own pockets.

Hiffler glided up from oul of the
darkness,

“Hurrv!” he whispered. *““Lhey're
comin’ fer yuh !

“Here, keep this fellow covered I ve-

=

WHAT'S GQONE BEFORE!

Acling o3 S?eer{.f{ of Waolf Point wnder the
asEL e of HMENDERSON, PERRE RS
LOCKE, the fumouy Daker Strest deteclive
goemnpanted by Ris young arsitiant, JACH
DRAEKE, sefs ot fo capbure the woforiontss Wolf
af Teras, whose mirderous aelivitizs and whole-
sale plunderinge have ferrorised the teonlthy
Terns runchars amd their handa for zowa fime,

After @ gerier of erciting encovwnters twith the
W olf, duping wlfell the defoctive wtmost lozes nis
fife, forr honds of the Caiclér Runch ride up
to the Flying V bearing ¢ minegled corpge which
fhen deelare fo be Silng Coister, eir * boss.””
Jraving read a lefler beft By Coister advising Bis
Jrifoec-ratechera b gell wp befure it iz too lnfe,
Ferpers Locke's sugpicions are arotged, and i
the guize of Two un T'ed, an m!-fmaﬁm!r?k
grnntanr, ha feforms the prozpectice M?Jgr of the
rienches, HARL P. ENULLER, that ke tatends
peingny wp hith the myelérious Wolf and his
plurdering bavd of gunmen. T he dluff worke for
o fine, f{nuﬂarﬁprwi o e none offer fhan
a servent of the TWolf, nf’ﬂr!'ur.! unafely for Perrers
Lueke, howerer, the vuse tx disen with the
resiclt ihot he & caplired and taken defore the
Wolf, whoe decides fo torlure hix helpless vielim
wadid he erics Jor mierey, Imprizened in o Hiflz
hul, his wrisle tigh pidoned hehind him,
atefloring hunger and ererucialing pain, Ferrers
Locke e almoxt on the verge of #& when he
iz startied by the sudden appenrance of o moan's
Jes ghrim dotons et Rl Whrough the window
of ks prigom,

“Hidl ! ' 2oys 4 voles.

(Now read on.)

plied Ferrers Iocke, thrusling his gun
into HifRer's hand. The lalter abeyed,
and, gagging the man with his own
scarf, Forrers Locke tied his hands and
feet with strips whichh he tore from a
blanket on the bunk,

The whole vpisode was carried out in
tolal darkness.

“Cripes, maoan, hurry
HiMler, wore than onee.

Dumping the captive unceremonigusly
on the floor, Ferrers Locke quitted the
hut with HiMler, and, locking the door,
throw the key away,

There came a sound of approaching
voices, and he and Hiffler melted into
tho darkness,

“We've got about five minutes start,”
whispered Forrers Locks guietly. * Can
yuall émd the way to the entrance of thia
guleh ™

“Shore ! muitered Hiffler,

He glided awaw, with the detectlive at
hiz heels. They had made about a hun-
dred vards when from behind them came
a starlled shout, and then & ecrash,

“They're breaking in the door 1Y mut-
tered the detective.

Hiffler incrcased his pace. He was
making & detour to avoid the huts,
Fram behind came another crash, and
another,

“1la's clear now!" muttered Hiffer
“Twt's run! They'll give the alarm in
n minute, an' thar ain't no way oub
;:r_‘p!. through th* entrance yuh conied

}r!hr

e broke inte a stumbling ron, with
IFerrers Locke by his side.

“Gosh, T hopes they don't giv' no
alarm "fore us reachez tlhemn guards !
he muttered.

They ran on up the rising ground to-
wards the entrance to the guleh. Then
from the encampmment came Lhiree ro-

volver-shets in rapid succession.

1" whispered

“Ry herk, thet's shoro ripped itf*
groaned Hiffler. “Thet's th' alarm
signa]_ Thar's allus guards posted at

th* top o this hyar trail, They'll be
ready fer us now M
Ti.m?f pressed onwards for a few

TRE MaigwET LinRary.—MNo, S0,
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rajnates.  TFrom the encampmment came
shouts, and lanterns bobbed herc and
there. .

“Arc wo nearly there?" guesticned
the detoctive,

“Yep, Lissen!" i

They pauvsed. Somewhere ahead in
the darkness sounded voices, talking cx-
citedly.

“That's them !V gronted Hiffler.

“Leave this to me,"” replied Ferrers
Locke quickly. *Got your gun ready®"

“Bhore!™

“Then follow my lead!™

He commenced to walk onwards, and
broke into o rollicking cowboy ballad:

“Jlia foot in th' saddle, bis hand on th™
horn, -

Th' blamedest ol' cowboy what ever
was born; .
He'd feather a gun or he'd hogtie &

sbcer,

An' all fer less'n ten dollahs o yeer 17

“Who'n bLlazes 13 thet?” came a harsh
voice from the top of the trail.

“On'y us, chum!" drawled the detec-
tive. *“Us's potton o meszage fer yuh!"'

“Huht aal, cut out thet blamed
singin’t What's th' alarm feri?”

“Aw, veckon some crazy hombre got
blamed nightmare,” drawled Ferrers
Locke, *Bay, ‘tein't nuthin—"

Hao broke off as the two puards loomed
up out of the darkness.

“"Tain't nuthin' hey?!" growled one,
“Waal, reckon fhey' makin' a dandy
dingbuster of a row about it, chum, if
"tain't nuthin’, Say, what'n—-" .

Hea got no further, for Ferrers Locke's
gun was jammed tightly inte his
s hands up!” d th

“Put your hands up!" sna the
detective. *: FEs

“ What'n—-"

"Put 'em up—quick "

Thoe man's hands vose waveringly
ebove his head. Hiffler had acted just
as promnptly.

Y Quick—get your man's guns and am-
munition ! snapped Ferrers Locke, Ha
vanked out those of the man facing him
and shoved them inside his shirt. Then
he whipped off the man's ammunition
belt, end buckled it as best he could
round his own waist.

There came cxcited voices and the
serambling of horses” hoofs up the trail
towards them.

“Clear ! snapped the deteclive. * Or
wa frg!"

The men melted into the darkness, and
Ferrers Locke and Hiffler literally flun
themselves at the huge bouldor which
blocked the exit from the gulch. It
swung oasily enough, and the next
minute they weore outside. It was the
work of a moment to swing it back into
place, and then they set off running
down the narrow stone-strewn valley.

[ This way!” panted Hifler, and flung
himself amongst the boulders which
Iittered the side of the narrow draw,
For five minutes they scrambled their
way upwards, then zank behind a rock.

wenty feet or more down below
them sounded the noise of pursuit.

“Te 15 safe till mornin'!” panted
Hiffler. “I've dome th' best I could,
sheriff !

“You have," replied TFerrers Locke
guictly, “and I'm thanking you.™

He paused, then added curiously:

“How did you cotne to ba therp?”

“It war like this, mister. I gotted
away when yuh released me, an’ 1 made
fer me hut ter git & few things an’

uit th' country like what yuh said. Me,

warn't & veal bad man—never. Waal,
I was met by & gang of "em, an” they
THE MAgrET LisRARY.—No. 990
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brought me hyar. * Yuh aimin' ter
guit, skunk? ses th' Woli, *I bin cap-
tured by sheriff,” I comes back, ‘an' I
‘spaped. 1 ain't reckonin® thet it's
healthy around hyar no more.” Waal,
he shore laffed at thet. * Yore safe
hyar, skunk,’ he ses, ‘and hyar yuh
stop. No feller takes sarvice wi” me an'
quiis!” Wanl, T stopped. Reckon he
wanted me fer a reason, howsumever!”

“"'I."r'hal; reason?” asked Locke curi-
ously,
“ Mister,” replied Hiffler earnestly,

“lately thet Wolf's bin plumb restless.
He pecked up no end when yuh war
captured, but he shore wanted me, same
as he wanted any feller he cud git, fer
he reckoned blame waal thet 'fore yuh
quit the cattle country he war gonna
want ev'ry blamed gun he cud git. But
I never fergit thet yuh give me a
chancet, Yu% treated me like a white
man, shoriff, an’ I didn"t fergit. I sed
I wudn't., I was aimin ter git yuh outa
thet somehow !

“1 see,” replied Locke. " Lasten. Do
vou think you could make the drow
whera the wolves were kept ¥

“Shore! 1 reckons I kin make it
casy, mister!”

“Well, go there. Tou will find &
posse from the Flying V. Bring themn
on here at once !

“Shore, I will! An' yuhi?"

“T'm stopping here! The Wolf will
expect me hitting the trail. When
dawn comes ['ll find o niche some-
where, I've got ammunmition end I'll
try and hold themm off should they find
me.  Anyway, bring the posse as soon
as you can!” :

“Yore takin® a risk, mister. Dest
come wi' me!"

“No, I'm staying here! Get off now,
Hiffler!™

ITis hand groped [or Hiffler's and
closed on it in & brief, firm clasp.

Goeod-byo and best of Iuck ! said
Ferress Locke quietly.

“zood-bye, sheriff! Try an’ hang onl
I'll bring them s-runnin'!™

With that, Hiffler mer%‘ed with the
shadows and was gone. Ferrers Locke

lay listening. From the valley bottom
came  the noise of searchers and,
grimly, he commenced to crawl further

up the boulder-sivewn side.
hiis position. He wormed his

way up the side of the valley

till, to his delight, he stumbled across
an almost natnral eave made by two
huge boulders propped sgainst cach
other,

He cropt inta the ereviee which thoy
aforded aud took the precaution to
drag one or two heavy stones bo proteck
the entrance should he be discovered
end attacked.

From his vantage point he walched
a few straggling parties of searchers
heading back to the entrance of the
guleh. Then swddenly he stiffened. A
party of horsemen were riding down
the valloy and the leader held on a
length of chain the huge hound which
Ferrers Locke had seon Iving al the feet
of the Waoli when he hod boen taken
before him.

The anirmal was ranming cagerly with
its muzzle. to the ground. Fervers Locke
konew that the Wolf was aware thuat
neither he nor HifHer had mounts. A
mounted party could soon overtake two
men on foot, even amongst the rough
going of the lls.

He lay fense and watched whilst the

ey e

Trapped !
HEN morning dawned, Ferrers
Locke lost no time in shifting

ﬁaunt heound came to the spot where
¢ and Hiffler had left the valley
botiom and ascended the slope. The
detective’s band tightened on his pun
when the animal came to an abrupt
halt, then, with a whimper, swuang
towards the slope.

A jubilant shout came from the man
holding the dog,

He and his companions slid from
their horses and serambled up the slope
behind the huge brute which was
alnost choking itself on its slip collar
In its cagerncse, At the spot where
Ferrers Locke and Hiffier had parted,
it feathered for a few moments. The
deteetive was watching grimly. Then,
obviously deciding on the fresher trail
made by the detective, the hound ran
onwards up the slope, weaving between
boulders, but drawmng closer and closor
to where Ferrers Locke lay.

“Git yore pguns!” came the harsh
voice of the leader.

The men, seven in gll, whipped oul
their guns and continued 1o advance.
They were within twenly vards of
Ferrers Locke. The detective hesitated
to shoot the dag. After all, ho had
no quarrel with the brute. It was
merely obeving the dictates of its
training. But he must not allow the
men to approach closer.  He knew
that the time for subtleties had passed.

It was life or death now, and he
must show no mercy for ne mercy
would be shown to lim. 8o, teking
careful aim, his Gnger tightensd on
the trigger. The report rang oub with
startling distinctness on the morning air.
The leader gave a cheking cry, spun
round, then <reshed to the ground.
Ferrers Lock fired twice more in rapid
succession. FEach bullet told. Two
more of the men collapsed without o
sound as they made a franlic dive for
COovalr,

The hound, obviously at a loss,
paused  irresolute. It sniffed in-
guiringly at the still form of the man
who had held the leash then, with a
snarl, continued to run forward with
nose to the ground.

When within ten vards of the cave,
ity glarving, bloodshot eyes lifted from
the trail and took in the prone figure
of the detective. With a throaty snael,
the ammal hurled itself forward.
Ferrera Locke's pun barked once. The
huge brute sprang high into the air
then fopped licavily te the furf with
g bullet between its eyes.

Crack !

Bomeone had fired from cover and
o splinter of rock chipped off jusi
above the deteotive’s head. A head
appeared cautiousiy above a boulder.
Ferrers Locke took a snap shet and the
head disappeared  with  startling
ahruptness. Whether Lie had registered
2 hit he did not know.

There was almost twenty yerds of

openn  ground  between  where  tho
deteetive  lay and  the nearest big
bouitder. ‘The attackers could geb that

far, possibly, but no farther. Feorrers
Locke had counted his cavividges, FHe
had a hundred and len.  With luck
would be able to hang out till {the relief

arrived, if IlifHer could make tho
draw, The whole thing hinged on
Hiffier now.

It would be impeossible for a veliof
fo get back to the detective before
nightfall. And when darkness fell over
the hills, the rustlers would rosh him.
Ferrers Locke's lips set grimly. TLook
at it how he wnuﬂf, he wasz in o tight
corner, And he knew that death would
come quickly and surcly shounld he fall
into the Wolf's hands again. Bof, if
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With a throaty snarl the hound hurled itsell forward. Ferrers Locke's gun barked
high into the air and then flopped heavily fo the ground, with a bullet helwesn its eyes, (Se& page 24)

once. The hlug: hrute sprang

the worst came, he would die on his
feet with & gun in his hand.

Crack ! .

Ancther shot—closer (this tune—
thudded against the stones which he
had piled in front of the cave. He
squinted out carefully, and saw a leg
dizappearing as a man crawled from
the cover of one boulder to another.
The detective fired. There camc a
yelp of pain—then silence.

Attracted by the noise of the fring,
@ group of mon came running down the
valley from the gulch entrance. They
scattered for cover as Forrers Locke
took a long shot which left one of them
lyving ominously still,

Thera was silence for half an hour.
Then eame a burst of firing. Bullets
rattled off rocks around the detective
and whined perilously elose. But he
kept well down behind his barricade,
Bquinting through a chink in the
stones, ke saw & man crouched in the
lee of a boulder, taking carveful aim
with a rifle,

The deteetive fired. The fellow
dropped his rifle and pitched forward,
Immediately there came another bursg
of fiving, <leser this tirge. The
attackers were creeping up.  Ferrers
Locke admitted to himself the possi-
bility of their rushing him, Iis lips
curled into a grim smile, Tt would
e all up if they did, but it would cost
thern a few lives before they reached
him,

Crack !

A bullet whined past his lread and
thudded agaivst the inside of the cave,

Crack! Crack!

Two morae hulletz sane past, Some

fellow had found & vantage point from
which he could fire into the cave.
Fearrars Locke dared not raise his head.
If the rustler had the sense to stay
where he was, the deteclive was
trapped.

— =

HiMler Makes Ii T

‘T had taken Hiffler ncarly an hour
to crawl down the slope, on lesving
Forrerzs Locke, and suceessfully to
eross the walley hottom. He ra.

gained the opposite slope, however,
without misheap, and siruck out In an
easterly direction lowards whers tho
ranges lay, separated from him by miles
of broken, hilly couniry,

With the coming of dawn he paused
to get his bearings, Lthen struck off over
eountey  which was rugged enough to
render impossible any attempt at pursnit
by o mounted party.

It was late in the alternoon when he
finally emerged on the entrance to the
draw. He wa=z almost on the verge of
collarse. His hands were torn and
blecding, and hizs trousers hung in
Latters. He staggered as he walked,
and more than onee he passed a shaking
hand weavily across his eyes.

He had to makae the small cave wheorn
the wolves hud been kept. That thought
was uppermost in hiz mind. He must
make 1. How was the sherift sticking
ity  Gosh, lhe hoped they hadn't
rumbled that sherif¥ was Jying doggo
not two hundeed wvardas from  the
entrance to the gulch! The entrange to
the cave! Ile must make it, pronto!
He must be mighty near it now, The

cnery ground would keep swaying.
Blamed funny that he hadu't noticed
it befors !

With an effort he pulled himeelf
together. The mists cleared from in
front of his eyes, and he saw the mouil
of the cave plainly enough. TFeliows
were running towards him. His hand
groped for his gun; then he checked his
action, and grinned foolishly. Thia
would be the posse he had come lo
scek.  Yoassir, he'd made 1it! Coas the
ground! It was heaving in mighty
sickenin’ fashion. He could do with a
drink. He'd quit in such a blamed
hurry that he hadn't brought his water-
bottle. That was plumb foolish,

Hifflar laughed again at his own
foolishness. Waal, these hombres would
give himt a drink. Yossiz, they sure
would! What if he had run with the
Wolt? Wasn't ho blamed well workin®
it off now? Sheriff hed shaken him hy
the hand. Yessir, he'd tell the world
sheriff had, He'd tell these hoinbres his
messago, then have & wmighty long
drink. Yessir, a drink !

At this point Hiffler's logs crascd ta
function. Heo was mighty tired., Ha'd
hiked a long weay—a blamed long way

for an old feller like him. Ilo hadn't
come sassving  along no  avtomobils
macadam rood, neither. Gozh, e
hadn't!  Waal, e was all in, and there
warn't na denying it, nohow., The
weaving ground seemead to take o
sudden  wpward leap.  Then IHiffler

knew nothine more,
He came round to find himself being
supportad by & man who was forcing
TueE MaeNET LIBRARY.—XN0. 390,



Sl Py, Mo e H

% YOU'LL FIHD A GREYFRIARS STORY IN T0-MORROW'S " POPULAR™!

fhe mouth of a water-hotile heiwveen Lis

Jiprs. .
“Whenks, stranger!” granted Hiflcr
weaklv, I kin do wi’® o t”
He dvank  sparingly, then  rose

grogrily to his fect

“Who'n blazes are yuh?” demanded
{he man whe had given him the water.

Hiller hesitated,

“I'm aimin' ter ask jest thet same
auestion of yuh hombres " he replicd?

“IHuh! Us has nuthin' ter !:idt-.
atranger. Us is from th Flying V aw
other ranches,  Ilyar, this is Jake

Paters, an’ this 13 Cal Jefferson! Sauis-
ficd? Mle, I'm foreman of th! Fivian™ V
Spud by name? Tut "em ali Jown,
stranger, case yuh fergin 'em !”

Spud broke off and supvored tie man
closely.

“T'm figgerin' I've shore seen
afore. stranger ! he drawled.

Hiffler ignored the latier remark. .

“If yore th' posse what war’ aimin’
ter hiteh up wi' sheriff, then, by heck,
yuh've golia come a-runmin’ "

Jack %}mke. who had been standing
beside Spud, stepped forward guickly.

“What do vou mean*" he snapped.

“I ain’t much time ter talk, mister.”
went on Hiffler. “1 reckon sheriil
wanis ver, pronto! Say, lissen !V

Rapidly he sketehed the main events
leading up to hns being where he was,
Jack and the ranchers listened n
silence.  When he concluded Jack
Jdomanded bharshly : .

“How us know yore not lyin’ ! Blame
my snakes, yvubh admit yuh runned wi’
iy Wolf?™

Hiffler spread oot his bLands with

AN BNETY gesturs,
“Gosh ! he blazed, “Daoes it lock
Say, see me han's!

as if I'm lyin'?
I've hit & mighty tough

xuhb

Sve.me clo'es !
trail ter git hyvar, rmister, an’ vuh ses:
" How we know yore not lying 0" ¥ His
voice rose to a shout. “I'm not lvin'!
Gt that? T'm tellin' yuh what's hap-
pened, an' who'n blazes kin say jest
what's happenin® right now way back
thar while yub stan’ shootin® off fool
ruestions ™

“Eq::p‘m on " snapped Dreake. W
haven't a minute to lose! This chap'li
show us the trail, and if he's lied, o

B T W N AW L O WV

much ihe worse for him! If there's
bullets flving through any treachery of
his, he'll get the first one from us!”™

“0x1' me & hoss,” barked Hifller, " an'
T'll take yuh a-ronnin’! Kimor! Yub
aii kin talk later!”

Jack turned and led the way at a
run  towards where the horses were
standing ncar the mouth of the cave,

ety e

Pouch and Go!

EANWHILE, as the long day
dragged slowly to 2 close,
Ferrers Locke vealised that he
could not hope to hold out

‘much longer,

‘The rustler, who had found o zpot
from which he conld fire inte the cave,
had kept the detective prone Lehind his
barrtcade of stones for almost an hour.
Under cover of his fire, four of the
rustlers had attempted to reach the
cave: but, shooting through a erack in
the stones, Ferrvers Locke had repelled
the attempl, grim testimony of which
was given by the four bodies which lay
sprawled in the open bebween his hand-
out and the boulders,

Then, by carefully moving a part of
his barricade, Ferrers Locke had spotted
the rustler erouched in the lec of a
gronp of rocks. Five shois in rapid
siiccession  drove the man from his
vaniame poink.

Al day the intermittent firing went
on. The rustlers made no attempt (o
rush the detective. but contentod them.
setves with spasmmodic bursts which sent
splinters of rock whirling past his face
or spurted up little clouds of dust and
carth in front of him.

Fervers Locke fired whenever a head
or the vestige of a body showed amongst
the boulders. He was nursing his five
as cavefully as possible, but his siock
Ilrrf aminunition was running perilously
oW,

. The long hours of dusk slowly merged
into night, and with it there came o lull
in ihe firing of the rustlers. The detee.
tive's lips seb grimily. He counted his
annnunition. Ten eartridges left! He
could not retreat farther up the slope,
for his cave backed on to o solid wall
of eliff, which Le had seen at a glance
was  untcaleable. He might, under
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cover of darkness, worm his way
through the rustlers’ lines. He would
try it, anvhow. Better that way than
waiting to be shot down when they
rushed him, a3z he knew they would
when darkness had rondered visibility
irmpossiblie,

It was dark now. With six cartridges
in one gun aud four in another, Ferrers
Locke rose grimly to his feet. [or a
iunimﬂmr.-nt he stood listening intently.
Nothing stireed, But out there amongst
the boulders were the rustlers, Even
now they were probably stealthily
advancing on hin. He had seen no
sign of the Wolf all day. The leader
obviously knew that Ferrers Locke was
trapped, and that the end wasz but a
matter of time.

Silently the deteclive moved away
from his cave, bearing to the right
When he had covered almost twenty
vards he sank to the ground and lay
listening. There came a faint click from
somewhere out in the darkness, then
silence, A stone clattered somewhero
away to the left opposite the cave.

Then, without warning, there came a
crashing raltle of pgunfire. Jets of
blood.recd flame spurted from more than
a score of guns, and simultancously
there came the =ound of running feet as
the rustlers dashed from cover and con-
verged on the cave. A man loomed up
oput of the davkness, For a fraction of
a second he towered over Ferrers Locke.
The deteelive fired upwards from where
he lay, and, with & groan, the rustler
pitched forward and crashed to the
grround. e

A startled ehout came from the direc-
tion of ths cave. Guns barked wiciously
and bullets tore up the ground arcund
Ferrers Locke. He refrested to a
boulder and erowuched, waiting. The
end was in sight, He could not escape.
Rustlers were all around him, and he
was hemmed in,

“ Don't let th' skunk slip throngh !

"He's hyar sumwhar 1"

*LClose in, fellers?™

These shouts and oihers came f[rom
close at hand in the darkness. Bome-
one shuffled close to him, and he caught
the dim outline of a shadowy form. His
gun barked, and the mman swayed. A
dull thud es he flopped to the ground
told Ferrers Locke that his shot had
taken effect.

At the =ame instant he dropped full
length 1o the ground. Bullets splintered
and thudded against the boulder, and a
ﬂt‘illE fragment of stone laid open his
cheek, . .

Fe felt a strange elation. So this was
the end-~this was death! Well, he
would die on his feet. Groggily he
rose, and, with his guns thrust forward,
started to advanee shuflingly.

He felt a searing pain in his arm, and
one gun slipped to the ground from
numb fingers which had temporarily
ceased to funciion.

There came another stabbing pain in
his side. It was the darkness which was
saving him from the firc of the rustlers.
He continued to advance, saving his fire
tifl he could be cerfain of registering o
hit with each butlet.

Then, without warning, there eame a
sharp rattle of ficing from sowmewhere
farther down ike slope. Simultancousiy
the night was split with wild cowboy
valls. A tudden hope spraug inlo
Forrers Locke's hearl. He dropped full
lengeth to the ground. A volley whined
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over his head, coupled with stariled
shouts from the restlers.

Again cerine o crash of Aring, farther
up the slope this vime. Then came a
wild, ear-splitting yell :

" Attaboy ! Koep
chums '

It was ihe strident voice of Spud!

am runnin,

Into the Gulch !

ITE  rustlers, totally unprepared

I for the attack from the rear,

fired a few scattered shots;

ithen, acting on the principle of
“sauve gqut peut,” they broke for the
entrance to the gulch.

It was a blood-steined and powder-
primed Ferrers Locke that, ten minutes
luter, was being greeted by Jack
Prrake and the ranchers, but he hardly
secmed conacious of his wounds.

“(osh, us war' jest in time!” cjacu.
lated Jake., “Us comie as quick as us
ead, sherilf I

*Yeos,™ rephied the deleeiive ; T know
that, Jake! How many men have we

frot ¥

“Posse  figgers migh on thivly,
shrovift E

“That's fine! Listen! According io

Hiffler, thore is no way out of Lthis guleh
cxeapb down this valley. The exit from
the guleh iz up there at the end of the

valley. Tt is protected by o large
Loulder which swingzs on some matural
mvot. We'll rush that boolder, if pos-

sible, hefore these fellows have time to
concenkbrate on ils defence.”

“Thet goes!” snapped Cal.  “Our
hosses is way back thar nnder an armed
ffllﬂ.]l'ﬂ] Kim on, boys! Keep yore guns

LA

They dashed forward up lhe narrow
viulley towards the gulch entrames. A
valley of rifle and rovolver firo from
Ihat point sent them diving for cover,

“Keep advancing men!™  shouted
].'1'3,",!:”3 Locke. * We'va got "em hemmed
by .

The posse advanced warily, fiving as
ihey went. Tho rustlers had retreated
helind the boulder which closed the
month of the guleh, and weve fiving
from over the top of it, Hifler snaked
alongside the deleclive.

“L "most fergot ! he zaid. " Then
fellers has ladders behind  thet thar
rock.,  They're stan’in® on ’em  an’
shootin’.  Them ladders was  placed
handy fer jest sich s purpose as this
hyae 1™

Ferrars Locke nodded,

“"Half a doxen men could keep tlic
enirance easily,® he replicd. “You are
sure there 13 no other way out of Lhe
wilehi?™

Hiffler hesileled a  moment,  (then
tfraw!lod :

“Fellers sax thet th' Walf  hisself
knows of o way oni. Might jest Le a
ranmar, bt then,  ap’ing it jesg

mighin’t ! It's a shove bonoat fer good-
pess fae” thet no other hombires knows
iny way ont fer us hes falked on't
mnke'n onenf !

“Yon think that the Wolf has kepi
encrck a way ont of the pulch? Ie facr,
it is common talk amongst the rustlers ¥

“Yoeasir T reckonz thet’s what [
meang 1™

The delective was silend,
st ok escape, under any  eirenme
sfaneos,  The rd of Lhe brail was in
sighl now, aned il wanld be bitter indeed
zhould the leader of this gang of
imnrdering rustlors gol. eloar.

“Iil Spud,”  he snapped, “and
Lbring him to me!™

The Woll
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Hifer foded away into the dark-
ness. From the gulch entrance came a
stoady, devastating fire against which
it was impossible to rush tho boulder
without suffering heavy loss,

“Yuh wantin' me, sheriff 1

Spud imwlm‘: the words a3 he mergad
out of the darkness.

“Yes. (et the posse o keop up a
steady fire at the boulder. Tell them
io aim high. They've got to keop
firing as hard as they can pump
hullets out of their guns! You and I
will try and slip up wunder cover of
their fire till we reach the houlder.
It swings casilv enongh, I we can
malke it we'll give the posse s signal,
arl Lhey ean comn with a rush.”™

“I pet yuh!” drawled Spud.

1T vantshed into the darkness, but
within ten inutes was  back  with
Fervers Locke.

“TPve spread (W' order, shenif,” he

whispered, " Yuli resdy ¥

(X vl_‘:F.H

Bolh men  knew  dhal  lliey  were
Iakivg Their lives in their hands  in
attempting 1o cover the Indllet-swept
gpace which separated them {rom the

oulder. There was no cover: at all in
the valley hottom, amd it was impos-
sible to approach the bonlder by heop-
ing 1o the slope.

Quictly thoy began Lo move forward.
Then suddenly Tervers Locko snapped :

“Run 17

Togother they dashed vp tho vallew
fowards ihe guleh  entrance. Ones
Hpud groaned, sturnbled, bat recover-
i hitmself ran steadily onwards. e
Rined them the pogse wers blazing away
furviously, but firing high, It teok but
three minuwies fo pob under the shelter
nf ihe boulder, and, in silence, tha
detective and Bpud erouched down
whilst they recovered their breath,

“Ready ! whispered the detective.

“Yep i

“They put their shoulders to the
boilder and pushed., It remained im-.
movable. Above them they could hear
the growling voices of the defendors of
the gulch.

“Again!” whispered Forvers Locke,

They heaved with every atom of their
strength, The stone meoved, lnpercep-
tibly.,  Agnin they heaved, and this
titne, =ecmingly  without effort, tho
bonliter swung back,

The startled shouls of the rustlers
eame simnlancously with a wild yell
from Spudd.

“{lonte a-runnin’ !
Us is through '™

Come a-runninp!

Locke Plays a Lone Hand !

I''HOUT  waiting for  the
arrival of the posse, FPerrevs

Locke streaked through the
 guleh entrance, and literally
threw himsell flet on his feco at the
sl of tho trail which led down to the
encatmpment.  Then quickly he com-
menced 1o wriggle away from the trail,

Hiz theory with regard o the
houlder hed been correct.  The lad-
ders, placed apainst i€, had heen evenly
apart, snd, by one of the frst prinei-
ples of leverapé action, the added
weight hod thus net interfered to any
groat oxtoent with the freedom  with
which the benthler swung.

A ragged burst of firing came from
the entrance to thie guleh, heralding the
arrivil of the posse. Then {rom down
the trail came a shatiering volley. Tha
rustlers had  assembled en masse  ta
withstand this atteck in foree on their
stronghold.
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(W wntizaecdd from prorions gogcd
'l‘i.n:n-'m_r_; nway  from the firing, ihe
Oefective rose to his [ecl, and, cast.

nig dizeretion io the umdf- Legan o
van towards the lightoed DnhIIJ'J]'rI]!I:‘itl
b 1o, He made 2 detour to avoid
any stragpelers.  Iis objeclive was the
guaricrs where he had fivst been havled
before Lthe Walf,

The detective felt tolevably ceriain
ithat there must be some  vestige of
truth in Hifler's statement that  fhe

Waolf was supposed to have knowledge
af some seeret exit from  the guleh.
Well, 1f the Woll was planning a get-
away, it was also tolerably certmin that
i won ,Ll first wail 1o see how ilie fight
WS I:T”'“ e mnoe=t .l'-c"-':lll:“"d]‘-. ‘.'l.ﬁl1|1']
nod it fill Lo knew that all was lost.
There wis o chapee that he wonld bo
direeting the operations of the rustlers;
hat, on the other hand. it was maore
than  probable that he woukd be
making his preparationz for a quick
Fide out should b come to thal, There-

ﬂ' luutlc!iﬂ_qﬁ

- Loy
2 Woll's livieg quarters.
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He reached the oniskirts of the
withont  Incident.. DLehind

b, up the teaill, came the sicady five

= af the rostlers and the atine king force.
E e

could zec men runnlog from the
bunitdings lowards the scenc of action.
There loomed up ahead of him the long,
struciure which he knew to be the
T"v.cn window

was shiittered,. but chinks of i!"ht shone

e out eeough the erscks in the shuilers.

Woal ki
the readwy,
ot rance,
shadow
Linilding.
stiTerned

stealthify, with s gan @il
the detectiive made for the
keeping well in the darker
alforded by the sides of the
As he neared the deoy, he
inle dimmabahiby, Tt had sad-
cdenty been thrawn open. A momonk
ary Beam of light from the corvidor
inside floshed oul nlo the darkness,
ihen was abroptly shot off as the door
svwing bo behind the fmm of & man
who had emerged. vonning,
Waiting till lh_',- foellow was clear
{leee Dunilclingr, Terrers Locke stepped
forwarvd., He did pot know whom e
might eneounier before he reached ihe
Woll's room, but e was grimly detor-
minded to find the leader.
oldly opening the door, he stepped
10 1|1{.‘ rorridor which e remembeored

of

="
5 v Newe Serfal -

“THE TRAIL OF ADVENTURE!"

FRIGE
TWOPENGE.

so vividly, A quick glance showed him
that iF was r.l-r'aml.f:ﬂ Tl fell inlo &
slouch, and shulfled his way along till
he JI'_--u.iL]ILL]. the door, \‘rllth he knew
opened into  the Woll's room.

He pauscd a moment, listening.
From inside the room came the sound
of Jow voices. One man was talkiog
quickly, excitedly. 'Then sounded foot-
stops, rapidly approaching the door,
Tho detective drew back and leaut
against the wall. The door opened and
a man stopped out; closing 1t Leliind
hiing.

He wasz a tall, swarthy-looking fel-
low, He quuntcu:l up and down the
passageway, then gave a grunt of anger
as hiz eve fell an Ferrers Locke.

“What'n blazes are yuh doin’
1.||f|1 skanlk ™ he snarled. "-‘h’l:'.'
vith out thar? By heek

He broke off aud gaped iﬂ{ﬂnhlr,r a3
the detoctive's gun  winpped upwnrds
and was Jammed inte his ribs,

hivar,
ain’t

“Ine wor .;1‘”“ uhmpr-m:l; I'errors
Lo 5-:-:~ urgn::m_]y, anid vouwre a dead
man !

e made a gesture, and le fellow’s
hands crept waveringly above his hend.
Transferring one of hizs guns to his belt,
the detective whipned out those of the
vustler’s from where they swuhg in their
Lholsters, Bhovinge these into Wiz own
halsters, he pulled the other gun from
hiz bell and whispered :

“ MNow open that deop!™

(Loal ot f-n the concloiding ehaplers

Frvrg, m-,f__{uuﬂ. Ferrors Loeke, the first
prlace to leok for him would be in his
CpLrEl B L 205,
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ACK JOLLY groaned,
1 was a deep, dismal groan
from the sery sauls of his bools.
As he paced two and fre in the
punishment-roont  at  St.  Saw's, the

leader of the Fourth was a pray to

black and bitter thonghis.

Tt was tlie witching houy of wight., A
golden moon hang ke a Dufeh cheese
i the shy, and ils bright beems ﬁﬁ__.
upon Jack Jolly's hansome face as e
tramped up and down his prizzen.

The primshment-room at 86 Sam’s was
aun awful place. It would have struck
terrer into the Dbarts of the boldest.
The ounly ferniture was a crood bed and
g cluster of cobwebs hanging from the
sealing. The winder was stoutly
barred, and Lhe door was bolted so that
it was impossibul to bolt. The walls
were damp and clammy, and ever and
anonymously & fat rat scottled across
the uuncarpetted floor, Altogether, a
prizeen-zel] would have been a ¢heery
place by comparrison with the punish-
ment-rooin at St Sam's,

What was our lhere doing in this
dark, dreery, dread, dismal, diabollicle
den? Had he been caught in the act
of emerjing from the villidge inn, or
had he been squandering Ins pocket-
money by becking G.G.’s? Had he, per-
chance, punched & prefect on the nose,
or had he, in a momeont of weakness,
commitied asssult and battery on a
master ¥

The trooth of the maiter was, Jack
Jolly had organised a Grate Rebellion,
in which the whole of the Fourih Form
had taken part.

The caasa of Lhe Rebellion was Mr.
Savvidge, & brootal tirant who had
temperily taken the place of Mr.
Lickham as master of the Fourth,

My, Savvidge had made things so un-
plezzant for the Fourth that tivey had
risen in revvolt, undcer the [ecrless
feadership of Jack Jolly.

For a cupple of days the tebbles __E._.

barryeaded themselves in their dormi-
try, and defied all efforis to dislodge
them. There bad been some lively
skermishes with the Head and the
masters, and ithe rebbles had won all
along the line.

On this partikuldr night the garrison
had run shor¢ of supplies, and Jack
Jolly had volunieered io go down and
raid the school kitclien.

_Alas for our hero! JEe had walked
right into the arms of Mr. Savvidge,
who had been lying in wiait for him.
He had been heuled before the Head
and thrown into the punishment-room
for the rest of the night,

.

Jack Jolly well knew whal the mourn-
ing would bring fourth,

There would be a General Assembly
in Big Hall, there wonld be a most
teriffick birehing, and then—then the
name of Jack Jolly would be struck
off the school register, and he would be
publickly dispelled

“Ta-morre mourning,” the Head had
said, " vou will look youwr last upon the
hysterical bilding of 3t. Sam’s !

No wonder Jack Jolly groancd as he
paced restlessly two and fro! To be
dispelled from the school in disgrace
under the dark shaddo of shame; {o be
birched block and blue by the Head;
to be pacted from his old chums, Merry
and Bright; to have to face his father,
zeneral Jolly; to have his school career
-blighted by a blighter like Hr. Bavvidge
—all these things wayed very hewwils
on Jack Jolly's mind as, by way of a
divershun, he started to walk round the
punishment-room on his hands

Then, afier turming a few smnmoer-
salts to checr himseli uwp, Jack Jolly
slepped to the winder and peered o
the mght.

Mot far away lirhts gleemed from the
windera of the Fourth Form deormitry,
where the rebbles, unaware of the
calammity which had. evertaken their
leader, was awaiting his return,

Jack Jolly made a meggaphone of his
hands and haiied his chums

“Merry! DBright! Are you theve,
vou fellows "

There was a paws, Then the startled
fages of Merry and Bright appeared at
onao of lhe winders,

“Is that you, Jack?” calied Merry.
“Where are yvou, old man ¥

“Oh, my hat ! gasped Bright, agarst,
“He's in the pomishinent-roomn ! can
see his face peering through the wipder-
bars! What has happenod, Jack 7

In a few words Jack Jolly fold his
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By way of a tivershun Jack Jolly walked round the punishment room on his
£ handa, nu.__.n than tried a fow summeraalis.
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An Eddsiting, Hare-raising Naraliff of St. Sam’s.

' trajiick tail. Tie deseribed bow he had

been captured by Mre. Savvidge and
taken before the Head, and thrown mila
Lhe punishmeni-room to await his doon,

“Whal awlol luck ' said Merry, wiily
a groan. “ What are we going to o
now that we've lost our leader?™

“Coame and let me out ! shouted Jack
Jolly.

“Impossibul, old chap!” came the
reply. *The masters are nll on guard
out on ilhe landing! Il anybod-
attempts to leave the dorm, he’ll walk
right into their arms !

Jack Jolly rung his hands in desparc.

His chums eould not help him, though
they would gladly have done so had i

Tha driver cracked his whip

and good-bye! I don't suppose I shall
ever see vou again!"

“1 say, what aboul that two hob you
pwe me!” began Bright.

But Merry nudged him feercely. in Lthe
ribbs,

“8hut wp ! he hissed. “Yon mustn’t
speak of such things at this pancful
junkcher ! Poor old Jack's got quite
enuff to woarry about without bothering
his head about vour blessed two bob!
(iood-bye, Jack, old fellow—and good
Iuck ¥

“Good-bye !” added Bright. *“¥ou
can post the two bob on to me when
you get home! Yarooco! Stop tred-
ding on my toes, Merry, you beest ™ __

Jack Jolly bestoed a last, long, linger-

Hiad |

the hack rattled mvay over the flagstonss ; and Jack Jolly, with r
bursting hart, looked his last upsy the statsly sddifiss of Bt. Bam'a !

been possibul.  There as nothing lor
it but to resine lumself to his fale,

“This is awful, Jack!” shouled
Bright. I means that you’'ll be sacked
from St. Bam’s in the mourning! Amd
we can do nothing—nolhing ! O, it»
garsthy 1"

Bright's voice trailed off in 2 mizzer-
ahle sah,

*Never mind, vou fellows ! ecalled
Jack Jollv. *T'll face the musick like
a Britton ™

“YWhat ehout wi?”  asked Merry.
“Shall we call the rebellion off ana
surrender 77

" Never [ eried Jaek Jolly feercely.
“The stand againel {iranny and injua-
tiz5 suust go on, and you must tuke wy
Mace as jeader B

*Buk owe can't last out much louger
without grabh ! protested Merryv. 14
we keep ap the barving-cut we shali
starve ™

*Better ia starve than lo Lbow the neo
lo tiranny  and oppreshun !’ peplicg
Jack Jollv. " Hold on and held out
that's myv lase opder 1o vou fellows!
Mever mind i bunger pnaws at vour
victitals; never mind if von haven't zo
el as o croumb to shave between you !
Keep the flag fiving at all costs!”

Hurtened by their chum’s elloguence,
Merry and DNright promumised that the
rebellion should continew,

“Aund now,” :zaid Jack Jolly, s
voire cracking a hittde, * good-night-—

ing look at hia faithful chums who had
stood by him through thick and thin.
Then he turned away froma the winder
and flung himszelf on td the crood bed,
In an abandonment of desnare, he
sobbed himselfl to sleep.

The dewn came all too zoon--a hope-
less dawn for the condenvued junior,

S0 eager was the Head lo make a
publick eggsample of Jack Jolly that
he eaused the rising-bell to he wruog a
cupple of hovrs earlier than vsual. And
before brekfast the whele selipol—with]
the eggseption of the rebbles ol thel
Fourthi—-was mustard in Big Hall. .

Jack Jolly was brouveht down Erom
the punishment-voomn in ithe iron grasp
of two powoerful prefects. e was
marched info Biz Hall, white o the
"m._rw. but with his head Leld haoglniis
ugh,

".n_m.?u Head, bivelh o hand, Llaked
feroshusly at bim Drom the swpraiged
platform,

“Ha, ha! Tere'sihe giddy ewdprnt 17

he satd, in Bis most awesinapiring foies
“ Hern iz the cheoky youny enly who hasi

sot the school in 2 ferment by Lis un- |

presidented conduct ! As the _.r:.f___E._"_._._
of this rebellion, Jolly, vou shall Le|

punished with savvidge ferossiiy—
enppled, of courze, with striet justiss!

Fossil, take this retehéd hoy on “__._.ﬂ._.._

sholders 1"

next hour or two sounds of steady
swishing were heard in Big Hall.

Not until he was ulterly fagged out
and the inspiration was streeming down
hig face did the Head desist. Then he
Aung away what was left of the birch,
and, after pumping in  breth, he
addressed” himself to Jack Jollv, who
had not turned a hare during the terrvi-
fying oardeel

“Jack Jolly! By your oculrajeus con-
duct, you have brought disgrace upon
vourself, your Form, your falher, your
fambly, and also upon .your Ilmer
Mater. Vour name shall be dispunjed
from the school ﬂnﬁmu_ﬁ_.. I have
plezzure in sentencing” you to the long
junip; or, to call it by its proper naue,
the sack! You will shake the dust of
Bt Bam's from your feet, and depart in
Mn.uﬂ.. disgrace—and 1 the station hack.

ol”

The Head pointed majestically {o the
door. :

Jack Jolly turned on hiz heal, and
stumbled blindly away. Through a
missed of tears, he groped his way into
the quad, where the station hack was
waiting for him.

'The ancient horse winnied _n.:..ﬂa, as
the dispelled junior approached, as if in
sunperthy with him.

The driver cracked his whipy the
hack rattled away over the flagsioues;
and Jack Jolly, with a bursting Lart,
looked his last upon the stalely ecdibifis-s
of Bt. Sam’a!

IL.
EXERAL JOLLY io ses you,
sir 1"

Binding, the page, popped
liis head round the door of Th.
Birchemall’s study and ammounsed the

distinguished vizziter, y
It was the aflerncon of the same

[ 13

r———ra i,

Eﬂwﬂm:m thet Jack Jolly had been dis-
pelled.

The Head was seeted at his desk, en-
grossed 11 a comic paper. Mo gave n
vialent start when Binding announsed
Gencral Jolly,  The peppery ald war-
horse wos the last person in the world
that ilte Head wished to soe, just then.

“Oh evamhbs!™  gasped the  1lead.
“(ive the geneval my compliments,
Binding, and tell Lhim I wn i1l in bed,
and can see no callers”

But 1t was no use the Head feying lo

do the “old soldier ¥ on an old soldier.
here was a trampling of feet in the
corvidor, and General Jolly stamped
furiowsly into the study. :
" The general was perple with rage—
swelling with indiggpation to such an
cogstent that he seemed to fill 1he study.
He tugged savvidgely at his nilitery
mwi-tosh, and glared at ihe Head.

I2r. Bivehemall rose to his feet,

* Ligodd-afternoon, general 1

Generad Jolly made an bhopaticnt
jostiure,

“1 have not come here for perlite
forimnalities, sir! 1 have come to demad
of veu why my son Jack has bhoen dis-
pelleit in disgrace!  Unless you can
egpsplain your motion lo my satisiac-
vion I shall raise Cane, sir!”

And the genorz] banged his {isis on
ihe Head's desk, and sct the inkpots
dancing.

'The Head blaw lLis noze violentlv—a
trick he had whonever he felt nerviss,
Pervaps hie hoped to hide bis embeayrass-
nent.

“Aly=—ry dear general—" he stam.-
pieradd,

“ Epesplain ¥ heoled General Jolly.
“Why have you sacked my son 't

‘The Head pulled himself togetlier.

“I saeked your son, General Jolly,™ ho
said, “for rvemzons which I considder
ample and addiket. He was ihe 1rng-
leador of a rebellion against the honsii-
tuted orthority of this scheel. Ile has
transgressed apainst every orveed amd
cannon of decent conduct. By his aclion
the rooteen of the school has heen thrown
completely out of gear! Do you =zup-
pose, gir, that I can wink my eve at such
conduct? 1 have my duty to do, ax
headmaster of this school; and I would
not shirk my duty, siy, for a duzzen
gencrals—not for the whole Army I

Dr. Birchemall, after losing his head,
was heginning to find his feet. His
corridge had come baek, and he spoke
out loud and beld.

Bt the Head was no mateh for
General Jolly, whe epgsploded like

(Cantinued or next page.)

Qeneral. And he banged his flat on the Head's desk, and set the iInkpots dancing.

The school porter obesed. and for the

_.. I have come to demand of you why my son has bean dispelied ! ' boomed the
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