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vt Taeas ta pay ny Hlirea atzistants o regular
n oy kete The cntire proceada of each exe.
Vit b peors 1 hadstipulated thnt Carnett,
0 ber trem o all kuowledye of tho ownor
ol vateye 1 had friends in Jaghinh society,
=1 that 1 was ebout to voh my own
1wt 1o~
tord, 1 had naot tho <lightest Wdeathat
war nist -‘\r‘p —forit wastho tirst-—
race Mass feld 3"
owps Your owm hoase yon “,\H‘;,‘]"i‘."
<in st have paich atad Deecheroft

gy Gotd

. mey, P .-
i yrour ‘! \ace ienl, with a vwan anule, And there might
e elerpent in that bat for the {nghtful tragedy

Ao il Heaven ! veuld 1t have forescen 7
n that mischief would comse of it,”’

o e, wak
M nat S

gt canrin

bt have Ihies

e \,"" dueh men as this are dangorous tools to employ.”
pad 08z 5 ) s wmcenscious Juni.
Agnin "" ] stemaly $mbade all violence !*' protested Mase.
fen. -l sy 11t Cpank carmed no wespon when we started.
field. RO rtznd what puetcl he obtained.” ’
Jowrnnid 25 T 1o explain when Freddie Figgins appeared,

11y w curgeon whaom he had fotchied from the nearest
~mn inetznt Cora saw Miflles croasing the field
it bet brother Kit. WwWith 1,',.::3 came Inspector Stunt.

Ax Loy entesod the thed, the surgeon, "V";O had just com-

doemd 14 €XNIITRLIOT .vf‘llrt' ,!1:.14"“ Jerry Cronk, rose to his
= nen] crmvely ©hook his herd.
s ;:’_I,:l’l;,\“,;g; ing for the poer {cllow,” Liesaid, * heis dying.”

“ Dyan', wa 11" Jemy Cronk apened his eves, half-raising
Vigrmel ! uprm the eneke, and plariag wildly around the']mt;
dvin’ ¢ 1 can't die pet! 1've got somcthink en me mind—
ink that I muet tell the boss 1 Whereis he 7
seld hunped forward, Lkuclt and took tho man’s

endrmn: d i lis awn.
¥ 1 g here, Joiry,” hesaid 3 ** what isit 1™

« Bowa, you've bin the only friend I ever Lad, the only cove
a3 ever spoke me civil,! swd Cronk, in a faint voice, ' 1 never
wmeent 1o go neen vour orders, s'help ize ! But 've got ter tell
yer nlore 1 puils oii—1—1 shot a cove in the thicket at Beech-
erolt lest nicht."”

Luspoctor Stunt camne closer, notebook in hand. T done it
with n revolver wot 1 found in the bilbard-room as T was going
thooush. Jdidn'ttaleitto useit.  Itoolk it becnuse it was sich
5 ewell thing, all thick with silver,” said Crounk, in a yet fainter
sdice.  * But the cove be ran out at me as I wus going through
the thicket wite the bag, and hellered to me to stop.

“ 1 didn't moan to be took—1 daresn't be, "eos 've got a bad
record agea me. 1 ain't like you, hosa.  But theedve he grabbed
ae aod I pulled the pistel out, I never meant to use it even
then, culy to frizhten the cove.  But he made a grab at my
boand, we strugzled o bat, and the thing went off.  Heo droppedd,
and 1 chucked the revolver amay and bolted.  But, boss, bots,
1 neves meant v do it, 8'helpno ! I i

Tho reet was broken off.  For Jerry Cronk was dead,

f 1.
L oni s Pad

Nartn

The LouscLreaher’s confeasion, attested by Kit Twyford, the
surgeon und Juspactor Stunteof course, completely cleared
Leswuld Chester, who was rpoedily released. :

Martin Mossfleld wwas nmrested on the charge of burglary, but

- The bulx of U stolen property being virtuelly his own, and the
remaindsr Laving laen rostored to its owners, his public trial
was, by Kit Teplord’s influence, easily avoided.

Slartin re<imad the whole of Liis fortune to charities and went
1o New Zealand. where, when It last heard of him, he was doing
woll a5 ¢ rhicepfariner.

Ceptein Dick Camett and the worthy Mr. Jack Hepforth
wisely wnde thetisclves searce after that first, and most disas-
4209s expior,

THE TXD. .

g ﬁ"'g,‘,’ﬁf,"’".".‘.’"” completo schoscl tale next Satur-
gy, ed: *'fn Open Rebelilon,” by Jack North.)
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A Splendid New
School Story,

DA
MARTIN OLIFEORD,
Authoroef the tates of Tom Mervy,
appearing every week ia (e
“GEM” Library.

RNEAD TS FIRLST.

The {rain containing the boys of St Winifred's
slowed down alongside Ferndale Siation plat-
form, “Vcu bounder! Why didn’t you ycit?”
kockoy n Fourth«Forimcer, shoulcd the qucestion to
Clive Lawrecnce—a new boy, but onc in no way
shy or constrainsd. “What waa there to ycelt
about?” asked Clive. Locke cnified. #Oh, ot
courcse, you don’'t knaw; youw'rc a ncw kid. YWo're
atdaggers drawn with the Fifth al St Wianic’s,
and Kendal and Keene, who are ctanding over
there, orve the heads af the Fifthw” QGlivejcins the
party of Feurth-Formors, and they evontually
met to the cchool by capturing the Sixth Form
brake. Clive iz icid 10 ghovre 2 gtiudy with Fizher
and Locke. Coauriney builices Clive at the tea=
table, and Clive throws a cup of hot tea in his
tarmentor's face. {(Now go on with ifio siory.)
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Pleaze rezerve me o copy of * THE MAGNET" Library.

- NEXT SATURDAY: Pounssieuoms

Y1 was getting my awn back, sirl”

Hot tea was soaking Courtney’s collar, drenching his black
hair, and pouring down the inside of his jacket. The cup
fell to tho floor and was smashed. The Sixth-Former wurned
upon the new boy like a tiger. ;

Clive jumped back. Courtney was looking dangerous.
Ar. Neill was upon his feet. :

** Courtney, control yoursali! Do you hear——

But Courtney was leco bLlind with rage to heed even the
voice of a master. Ie sprang at Clive. It was impossibie
to dodge him aud escape. He seized the new boy, and Clive
was swung nearly off his feot by the furious senior. A rain
of blows descended upon him. ;

Crash! .

Clive’s blood was up. The plate in Lis hand smashed in
the face of Courtney, and the scnior let him: go and reeled
back. 1is cheek was cut and the bleod was running down 1t,
Clive stood with heaving chest and panting breath.

* Courtney t” thundercd Mr. Neill. " How dare you!
Take your seat, sir!”

** You sce how ke has acted

“ You had no right to strike him! Lawrence, you may®
resume your plac?.,  Another word, Courtney, and 1 shull
report your conduct to your Form-master!”

Courtuey sullenly left the hall 1o get a change of linen.
The tea was soaking down his baek, and he felt extremely
uncomfortable. Clive resnmed hi3 place at the Fourth Form
table. He was breathing hard and there was a cat on his
checle; for Courtney had struck recklessly, and with lis
clenched fists., .

* 1 take it for granted, Lawrence, that that was an acci-
dent?’ said Mr, Neill.

Clive was silent. The Form-master looked at him sharply.

““Js it possible that 1 was mistaken, Lawrence?”’ .

Still Clive did not speak. e was not the kind of boy to
tell an untruth. . .

“ Answer mo at once, Lawrence! Was that upsetting tho
tea an accident or not?” - “ 5 s

“No; it wasn't, sir,”” said Clive frankly. I did it on
purposa !

Mr. Meill gasped,
accustomed to such ecandour
Neill was lceen enough to g
behind it all.

“ Have yuu any excuso

cnce?”! ) S .
yer Yes, sir. Courtney knew why T couldn’t sit still, and

he grinned ab e, 1 was getting my own bacls, sir! :
Tishoer looked scared, This was not the way to talk ta a

«IN OPEN REBELLION.” sack Worra,
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and o did the Form. They: were not
as this from a junior. M.
ue-3 that there was something

to offer for your conduct, Law-
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Corm imaster. and ks wished lie could have given the new

Loy o lunt. Bt Mre. Neill understood.

Sp Lhink U know what you mean; Lawrence. Dut

yon

will Lindly refrain from “getting your own back,” as yon

term i, in the dining-hall in fotore.
lines.”

* Yes, sir,"” zaid Clive chicerfully.
_ IIe didn’t mind that.
that was the chief thing he cared about

Chooting 2Hho Y igs.

Tea was over af lost, and the juniors strolled out of the .
Iisher, Locka, and Clive Lawrenee went up to Study
i There was coal

hall,
No. T and began to unpack their belongings.

You will take hfty

e had got even with the bully, and

in the locler now, and Fisher soon had a cheerlul fire going,
and (Le belongings of the three youngslers disposed about

the room, imparted to il a very homelile appearance.
Fisher's foils were arranged ‘on the
boxing-gloves, and

walls, and Clive's
room was found for a punching-ball.

Tisher had brought some pictures from home, which looked
very nice on the walls, and Locke added a cheap German

clock to the fur-

ot the dear, 1o
cpartment,

e an adiiri
g0 an admiring Narca

RN the

g " _— o= 0 . . H"
By .l‘m.r-_ youre making it look pien s ;
now I|::r| soan luele, The suy, |1 |:',.,' Pl e ey Iiay
there's a meoting KON on in the lnl‘-’ .\'“‘ ".‘ tell " '
s '](;Uflll‘!l'):” said Lisher, “IWe'll ee : ‘-' e 3
vanished., . And 1o
“T expeet they're nominati | -
: ctiheyre nominating the f-, A
said Fisher. * Keep your peepors u[l'-u“l'. w7 for tha g i,
let Courtney get vou'if he (rjes fo's | ‘n»‘”' and dgn)
5 - . . P et > retry g
for the sake of reaking hoy Lasty ql,il«), ('1 Sertain to ¢
- tho : Y ON vyt Ts
T keep out of his clutches if | B

e =Sl
I zo to him, though, I suppose 1 } oty faid Cliye, 4
5O m, 20 1ava n toa ok {
: (I_)ll,]llf); the Sixth sottlo al] tl‘:.\' !'1' > Ehaios of refusiog ["
€ don’t want to buck aonins . ﬂ
customs,”” remarked Clive, 1 (Vlon')th“ :?'rllf/tr()l‘lf"“:’!"
hgainst o brick wall, you know, If (,‘,,..r(m.:. ;
far, I'l1 fag for him. But the first time ba Iy
me Istrike. I won’t fag for any fellow w}
decentls.”
“Well, that's a jolly good plan,
young 'un,” yaid Locke; ** but vou’ll

un me 3
VIne ye
lays 4 fingne 1,
who car't Brons ..

o
1

[Ty

It you ean CATEY It s
want a big narye i

They quitted the study, turnin o K
b ety 10 Brud) g the ga S
point ‘of light, The hall was crowded {‘hi;]?;‘(\n‘_ ’;:“: mess

ed i
{

nishing. Clive, who
had no  previous
warning “that he
would bz required
to lLielp in furnish-
ing a study, felt
rather left out of
it, a3 he saw lhe
chums unpacking

L

with fallge;

' Ol ai
‘rh_(\ Torms 41 &
Winifred's, A: thiy
hour  me.: of the

school liad arriyed
although there nep)
a few hl."f\)ln:-;'
vho would ot got
in befors thy mora.
ing.

the various little
adernments tlicy
had  brought for
the improvement of
the ¢ommon home,

“Tll stand 1y
whack later!” he
excluimed. ““When
we have a half-
holiday we'll  go
down fo the town,
if you like, and
male a Tound of
tha  seeond - hand
shops and gel somo
things. I'm pretty.
flush with money.”

Locks . fell upon
his neck,

“Doesn’t he {alk
just like a picture-
ook, Tishy*'" he
exclaimed.

Fisher
amiably.

“Well, T admit
ho’s the right sort,”’
he remarked, ‘ We
shall get on il he
kkeeps  his  place.
Loolk at these
nobby curtains., My
mater  had them
made up for mo
during  the  hLoli-
day-. I tool: home
the eneasure of the
windoivs,”

grinnod

“Ripping!”  ex-
claimed Lccke and
Clive Lawrence to-
vether.

The curtains, in-

deed, gave the
study a verv cosy
look. The “juniors
scon  had ~ them
rigged  up.  Locke
produced a revolv-
g -bookease, and | — oo R e T

Thc " S-X“A'\h wory
ther2 in forca, anl
saemed to lava tha
proceedinzs  pratty
mich to themealyes
They  had  twen
aottling matters a.
lative to the school
clubs, and clectizz
and re-elocting tie
club  officers. Thin
over, they came to
the important ques-
tion of the fag.

St. Winifred's
was a public scheal
of the old sorf, and
the systera of faz
ging was in [ful
awing there. And
it was not such a
bad system, eitier,
take it 2l in el
It wasn't pleasan®
for some youngstins
to come [rom lutu:
rious  homes and
atart washing tee
cups aud s
cheesa  for - U
mastera. But it dul
mozt (‘,[ “l\‘.i! QO"\L
and tOO:i a Lvrw?
deal of the

store

ont of ywws
who wera 1 '.\‘115::§
to  have  swein
heads. y When
son O ] A
found  hinuseif ‘r-‘:
auired to light '£
fire aud lay ¢ )i
¢

brealklast-tabl 4
a  oominon ::u_vr‘!..
it Glled him witd
Juster idea ol
own real v |
he might otaxm
Liave haid

—

boolia were packed |
into it. The jupiors |
werc still busy when ]

Je put his head in |

—

Owing to want of space 1 am conipell

ed to leave out my usual Chat, but I hope my
readers will note the above picture, and look out for it, Learing in mind that our next
issue of PLUCK will contain a double-length school tale, by Jack No‘r_m.-—

(A extrs loax
Instaliment of this
popular faly oexi
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