THE SLAGKER'S ELEVEN!

A Magnificent Long Complete Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars. By Frank Richards.
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SLACKER'S ELEVEN!

A New, Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Lord Mauleverer bounded to his fect, and dodged round the table. He eyed Bob Cherry apprehensively as that
cheery youth brandished a stump. ¢ Oh, begad!” gasped his lordship. * Chuck it! Do let a fellow rest when
he‘s_ti_l_'!:_f;l:-yuwl Keep off, I t:il you, begad." (Sec Chapter 1.)

—— - — 3 —— e ——

——

THE FIRST CHAPTER, “Tla, ha, ha!"”
Squifi's I “Ripping !" said Bob Cherry.
s Y uot Maul EI,, deal “Top-hole " said Johnny Bull,
f_}mt'-'il. :11]1_3'.1 frali “The top-holefulness is terrific!™ exclaimed Hurree
quiff, the Australian junior, made the sug-  J,nset Ram Singh.  * Where does the E'HtErEIIl'E'd Souith
gestion to the cricket committee gathered in ret these splendid and lu:litrmh Joas Brom s

Harry Wharton's  study, in the Remove “It's a chance for Mauly,” pursued Squiff grinning—

assage at :
passag {'f“?f lars. _ _ “the chance of a lifetime! We can't lose, anyway, so we
And the cricket committee responded unanimously : can take the risk.”
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““ Hear, heart!”

The cricket committee were unanimous,

It was quite an important subject that was being dis-
cussed in Harry Wharton's study, when quuiﬁ"s 1=
gestion sent the committee into howls ol laughter,

It was two days before the Rookwood match,

Harry Wharton & Co. never thonght of the Rookwood
match without grinning. Tookwood School had sent over
a cricket team to Greyfriars carlier in the season, aud
the way they plaved had almost thrown the Remove team
into hysterics. Smythe & Co, of Rookwood were such
utter slackers and fumblers, that a team of three Grey-
friars juniors could have bealen them.

Harry Wharton, who took cricket seriously, had pro-
posed to drop the fixture. Bob Cherry, who took every-
thing hmmorously, including cricket, objected strongly to
dropping the fixture. Ie truthfully stated that he had
never laughed so much in his life as the day of the Rook-
wood match ; and laughing was good for the healthe

Resides, the Greyfriars juniors could hardy decline fo
play the return match, anyway. Rookwood had visited
them, and they had to visit Lookwood.

But the idea of leading the mighty ecricketers of the
Greyfriars Remove against the Rookwood slackers did
not appeal to Harry Wharten at all.

Any old team wounld do, and Wharton offered the
captaincy, for the occasion, to anybody who would accept
it.

But nobody was particularly keen.

There was no fun in slogging the fumbling bowling of
the Rookwood slackers, and beating them by aun innings
and nine wickets.

Tt was agreed on all hands that the second-rate players
in the Remove cricket club should be given a chance in
that mateh of distinguishing themselves—what time they
extinguished Smythe & Co. of Rookwood.

Wharton, in fact, fAatly declined to eaptain the team.
He declared that he would rather hand over the
captainey to Billy Bunter, than go through the farce of
playing such a team of duffers. e didn't mind going

over with the team, and looking on and laughing. Dut
that was the utmost he would do. ; 1
The question was, then, a choice of captain. Then

Sampson Quiney Iffley Field suggested Mauly. |

Lord Mauleverer; the slacker of the Remove, was as big
a slacker, perhaps, as any of the Rookwooders, but he
was not nearly so big a duffer. But he was, as Squift
remarked, the nearest Greyt.iars could produce.

Squiff’s suggestion was carried with acclamation.

“That's settled!” said Ilarry Wharton, “Lord
Mauleverer is skipper

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tt doesn’t matter if he goes to sleep at the wicket—
Smythe & Co. couldn’t bowl him out if he did. Mauly

shall be skipper, and he shall select his own team, so-

long as he leaves us out.”

““Hear, hear!”

“Let's go along and tell him !" exclaimed Bob Cherry,
jumping up. *1lis face will be worth a guinea a box
when we tell him he's got to play ericket.,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The committee adjourned at once. The knotty point
was settled. Lord Mauleverer was to be skipper, whether
he liked it or not. It only remained to tell Mauly, and
to persuade him to agree.

It would not be easy to persnade Mauly to play ericket
or to do anvthing else that required exertion; but the
Removites hiad their own methods of persuasion. They
were prepared to rag Mauly for his own benefit,

'1;]1113:{ proceeded in high spirits to Lord Mauleverer's
study.

The dandy of the Remove had a study to himself—a
most elegantly and expensively furnished apartment—
Lord Mauleverer being a millionaire, and having an un-
limited supply of that useful article—cash.

Boly Cherry thum on the door and kicked it open.
Bol generally entered a room like a eyclone,

*Hallo, hallo, hallo ! he roared,

An elegant youth was siretched upon a silken sofa. e
had a book in his hand, and was yawning over it. 1lle
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looked up with another yawn, and gazed at the Removites
sleepily.

“Hallo! he said, in a tired voice.

“Busy:” asked Squiff,

“ Yaas."

“What are you doing:”

“Readin'.”

“ What's the book:”

“I forget! Look at the cover.”

Bob Cherry made a neat kick at the hook, and took it
out of Mauly's hand with his toe. The hook crashed inte
the fender, and Tword Mauleverer yawned again,

“Tired?” asked Wharton,

“Yaag.”

“Something like this, you know,” explained Bob.

“Yaas."

“Feel as if you dou't want to be disturbed:”

“Yaas."”

“You'd like us to go away guietly:”

“Yaas."”

“T1 thought s0.” assented Bob,  © 'ﬁ?h:]t. voi need, when
vou feel like this, is a good thorough rouse.”

“Oh, begad!”

“Somethine like this, vou kunow,” explained Bob,

He seized the schoolboy earl by the shoulders, and
whirled him off the sofa, and the noble Timbs of Lord
Mauleverer came down on the study carpet with a bhump.

“Yarooooh !" ;,neI]u:d his lovdship.

“MHMa, ha, ha'

“Feel better now:”

“Ow! No.”

H Hand me a stump,” said Bol Cherry; “L'll soon make
him feel better.”

Lord Mauleverer bounded to his feet, and dodged
round the table. He eyed Bob Cherry apprehensively, as
that cheery youth brandished a stump.

“(Oh, begad!" gasped his lordship.
let a fellow rest when he’s tived
tell vou, begad!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

The juniors looked on, yelling, while Lord Mauleverer
went round and round the table, with Bob Cherry after
him, lunging with the stump. Every time the stump gob
home, Lord Mauleverer ulteved u wild yell. ITe made a
break for the door, but the juniors were crowded {here,
and there was no room lo pass.

“Feel better now:” gasped Bob Cherry,

“Yow! Yaas!”

“TLost that tired feeling:"

“Oh, begad! Yaas!” gasped his lordship.

asked Boh,

“Chuek it! Do
Yow! Keep off, L

“(Good! T'1l keep the stump handy in ease it conies
back again.”
iy kb

“Mauly,” said Harry Wharton, “you're wanted. It's
the Rookwood mateh the day after to-morrow, and youre
wanted to play.”

“Oh, begad!

“Why not:”

“Tired.”

“(Give him some more stump, Bob.”

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !’

“Tired nowr”

“ Oh, crikey! No!”

“Good! Anv other chap would jump at a chance of
playing for the Form,” said Harry Wharton severely,

Lord Manlevever groaned.

“I'm not good at jumpin’.”

“Yon've got to captain the tcam——-"

“ Wha-a-at!”

“ And pick an eleven

“ Begad !

“ And keep ‘em up to regular practice——

“Help !

“ And lead ‘em over to Hookwood to conquer! We're
all coming along to see how you do it. Aund if you
don’t play a good game, we're going to ecrag you. You
don't get a chance every day of caplaining the Remove
eleven.”

“0Ol, begad "

“You acceptt”

“No!" yelled Lord Mauleverer desperately, 1 don't!

Can't.”

LR
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“1I'm Wharton, Glad to see you.”

T won't! I'll sce
you blowed first!
“ Collar him "
“Ha, ha, ha!'™
“And bump lnm till he says ¢ Yaas,'"
Cherry. .
Lord Mauleverer groaned dismally. The slacker of
the DBemove was mm the hands of the Amalekites, and
there was no escape for hnm.

UMPI
* O™
Thud !

“Owl"

“What do you say now, Mauly® asked Bob Cherry
cheerfully, " Don't hurry, you know. We're willine to
keep this up till you go through the floor, if necessary.”

“ITa, ha, ha!”

I sha'n't! You can go and ecat coke!
Rats !

chuckled Dob

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Billy Bunter in Luck!

“0Oh, begad!” groaned Lord Maulevercr. “Yon
tuumpin’ asses! 1’1l do anythin’ you like. Any old
thing! Ow”

“Bravo!
THE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 382,

NEXT
MONDAY—

“FIFTY POUNDS REWARD!”

The dandy of the Ilemove erawled back to the sofa.
He sat down panting, and blinking in distressed reproach
at the grinning Hemovites.

“You understand what vou've got to do®" said
Wharton. * The cricket commitice of the Hemove havo
appointed yon caplain of the cleven, for ‘this occasion
only. You ought to be as pleased as Punch.”

“ Oh, dear !"”

“You've got to make up a winning team to beat
Rookwood. That won't be difficult, as a baby girls®
school could beat them. We expeet to see the list on Lhe
hoard this evening.”

“Now leok here.”
you're rottin’ &

“Not a bit!”

“You really want me to caplain the eleven®”

* Yos, rather!”

“I suppose you're pullin’ my leg,” said his lordship.
“and T'm not goin' to have my leg pulled, begad. If
vou make me captain of the eleven, I'm roin' to atick
to it, and seo it through,”

“* Hear, hear!"

“ Mind, it's no good askin’ me to hand it back at the
last moment, beeause 1 won't do it,” said Lord
Mauleverer. * Cricket is an awful fag, but I rather fancy

suid Lord Mauleverer, “I suppose

A Grand, Long, Completo Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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myself as a cricket eaptain. If you're not pullin’ my
leg, you've got to give me your word, honour hl‘lght,
that T captain the team for the Rookwood mateh. Then
I'll do my best.”

“ Honour bright!” gaid Harry Wharton & Co. sclemuly,
all together. i _

“Then it's a go!” said Lord Mauleverer. “Now Tl
llave a bit of a rest, and then I'11 think of 1t _

And the schoolboy earl stretched his elegant limbs on
the sofa.

He reposed there in elegant calm for about a quartﬂlr
of a second. Then he waas rolled off by Hob Cherrys
powerful graap. 5 .

“ Cricket captains don’t go to sleep on sofas,” explained
Bob Cherry. * You're coming down to practice now.”

“0Oh, begad! Look here——"

“Kim on!"”

“If I'm captain, you've got to obey my orders!” shouted
Lord Mauleverer. “1 order you to clear off, you asses!”

“+a, ha, ha!”

“ But we're not in the team, now,” said Harry Wharton.
“You can give orders to your team, but not to the
world generally, you know. We're simply friendly
lookers-on in this business, anxious to help you to make
a ruceesa of it.”

“You needn't trouble.”

“We're going to trouble, all the same,” grinned DBob
Cherry. * You're coming down to praetice now., Take
hold of his other ear, Johnny.”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

The slacker of the Temove was marched out of the
study mumbling. There was no more repose for Lord
Mauleverer, so long as he was captain of the I'orm
Eleven.

In the midst of the grinning juniors, Mauly was
marched down to Iidttle Side, and planted at the wicket.
He groancd and resigned himeelf to his fate. Squiff
took the ball, and sent it down to Mauly's wicket. Dob
Cherry took the place of wicket-keeper, provided with
an extra stump, under his arm.

Lord Mauleverer's bat did not leave the crease. The
ball passed it and knocked down the wicket. 'That was
where Bob's stump came in. He made a sudden lunge
with it at the batsman, and TLord Mauleverer hopped on
the crease, with a wild vell,

“Hallo! Wharrer you at, you aes?”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You get that every time you miss the ball!” explained
Bob Cherry. _ s o :

“Qh, begad! That ain’t a wicket-keeper’'s bizney.”

“Tt's a new rule.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Lord Mauleverer batted with one eye on the wicket-
keeper. e could play cricket, after a fashion, when
he exerted himself; and he exerted himself now. He
stopped several balls in succession, and the juniors gave
him a cheer. Perhaps the cheer bucked up his lordship,
for he began to play quite keenly. Harry Wharton
patted him on the back when he came oft at last.

“That’s better,” he said approvinglv. " XYou'll beat
Roockwood all right.”

“Pegad, they will have to be a scrateh ot if T beat
rem,” said Lord Mauleverer. “Still, 'l do my best.
Fellow can’t do more than that.”

“That's right,” said Bob Cherry, “any ass could beat
Rookwood. Besidea, we shall be there, and if you lose,
we shall serag vou on Lhe spot.”

“By Jove !” _

A crowd of juniors had gathered round to sce his
lordship at practice. Lord Mauleverer was never scen
on the ericket-ground excepting at the compulsory

ractice twice a week. On those occasions even the
glackest slacker was unable to escape.

“What's the little game, Maulv?” asked Dolsover
major, as his lurdshiE came away, breathing very havd.
“You taking up cricket?”

“* Yaas.”

“ What for?” demanded Bolsover,

“1'm captain of the eleven.”

“Eh?

““ Captain of the eleven!” yawned Lord Mauleverer.

Tae MacweT Liprany.—No. 382
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“You funny ass, what do you mean?” said Dolsover
major, in astonizhment,

“Captain of the eleven.”

“For one occasion only,” explained Harry Wharton,
“Lord Mauleverer is going te captain the eleven at
Rookwood on Wednesday.”

“My only hat! Then yvou can play me, Mauly.”

“ Certainly, dear boy.”

“Good " gaid Bolsover major, wilh great satisfaction.
It was seldom that Bolsover major had an opportunity
of playing for the Form, and he was very quick to seize
this one. “Put my name down. Make a note of it at
once, inﬂtﬂﬁe vou forget. You know what a silly ass
¥ou are.

“Yaas.”

Lord Mauleverer politely made a note of Bolsover
major's name in a little, expensive, Russia-leather pocket-
book, and sauntered away,

“1 suppose youn've done this for a joke on Rookwood,”
eaid Bolsover major, looking at Harry Wharton & Co.,
“but you can’t jolly well keep me out of the tecam mnow,
and be hanged to you!”

“The politeness of the esteemed Dolsover is always so
terrific,” murmured Hurree Singh.

A little later there was a notice on the board in the
hall, in the handwriting of Harry Wharton, the captain
of the Remove, It ran:

“Lord Mauleverer has bheen appointed cricket captain
for the Rookwood match on Wednesday. There are nine
places in the team to De filled, and aspirants should apply
to his lordship, “(BY OLRDIR).”

That mnotice was read with amazement and much
chuckling by the Removites. The pgreat cricketers of
the lemove showed no desire to apply to Lord Mauleverer
for the nine vacant places. They were not keen to play
under Mauly's lead, or to appear in the field against
an absurd team like Rookwood Juniors. But there were
a good moany fellowa—who were by no means great
cricketera—who were keen to play for their Form under
any conditions. Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Remove,
having blinked at the notice first, through his big
gpectacles, rolled away al once to Lord Mauleverer’s
study. He found his lordship resting after his unaceue-
tomed exeriions on the ericket-ground.

“T say. Mauly,” said Bunter cagerly,

(31 'lrﬂﬂs?.':'

“1 want you to put me in the eleven on Wednesday.”

“Certainly,” said TLord Mauleverer, with his usual
urbanity. Mauly never could say “No" to anybody.
And at this rate, ho felt that he would be saved all
the trouble of selecting an eleven.

“They stand ihe fellows a good feed there,” said
Bunter, hlinking at him. " I've heard 'em say that they
have a decent time at Rockwood. 'The chaps there are
very hospitable. Of course, that isn't what 1 was
thinking of I

*“*(Oh, no,” assented Mauleverer.

“The faet 18, T'm a good ericketer, and I've been kept
out of the eleven by envy and jealousy,”” explained
Bunter. " Wharton doesn’™t like the idea of being put
m the shade by a really first-class ericketer.”

L B’E\gu[}. ‘l"l

“Yon haven't any petly jealousy of that kind, Mauly.
You ain't afraid that I shall get all the limelight?"

**Not at ull, dear boy 17

“Put my name down,” said Bunter.  Mind, it's a
promise that I play on Wednesday-—on your word ™

“Yaas.”’

“ That ecttles it, Those rotters will very likely try to
get you to leave me out, because they want to keep me
in the shade. Bul you've given your word now, Mauly.”

And Billy Bunter rolled away in a state of great
ratisfaction. He blinked into No. 1 Study, where the
IPamous Ilive were at tea, unable Lo resist the inclina-
tion to trinmph over those cheery juniors,

“ 1 say, you fellows——"

“ Iallo, halle, hallo ! exclaimed Bob Chevry.
did you know we had rabbit pie®”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"

“0h, really, Cherry, T haven't come here to tea!

é‘[ill-

“How
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I've comsz to tell you that T'm playing for the Remove
on Wednesday, and you ecan go and cat coke !

““Ha, ha, ha !

“I'm in the Form team,
I understand that you fellows are left out

“ LExaetly! Ha, ha, ha!”

* Well, for once, you can’t keep me out of the feam,
said Bunter disdainfully. *“*I've no doubt you’ll Lu;
ta get round Mauly to leave me out, but I've p;nt his
promise. You can be as jealous as you like. Yah !

And with that emphatic ““Yah!” William George
Bunter retired and slammed the door, leaving the
Famous Five yelling with laughter.

" said Bunter, with dignity.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Remarkable Elevenl
ORD MAULEVERER had roue to his study for a
L rest. But there was little rest for his lordship
after that notice had appeared on the board *f by
order.”” There was a regular procession to the
schoolboy carl’s study. Every fellow who was keen to
et into the Form eleven jumped at the opportunity.
Lord Mauleverer was a much easier captain to please
than Harry Wharton. All that was necessary was to
ask him for a place in the team, and he said * Yaas ™ at

once, and wrote down the name.in his pocket-book.

Bolsover major had been the first, and Billy Bunter
the sccond. But a few minutes after Bunter's departure
from his lordship’s study, Skinner and Snoop came in.
His lordship yawned at them.

“ Captain {}f thE eleven—what ?'" chuckled Skinner.

£ Puf I E 111 ' chortled Snoop.

““ Certainl

Skinner and Sn{mp walked away chuckling. They were
not ericketers, and t]w;,r never thought of ericket, except-
ing when they were inventing excuses for dodging the
compulsory practice. But thev liked the idea of playing
for the Form in an easy match. There was a consider-
able amount of ““ kudos ™’ attached to having played for
the Form. They were well pleased to have their names
down for the eleven. As for the kind of pame they put
up, they did not bother about that. One thing only
vi;as quite assured—they did not mean to make work of
it !

Stott was the next caller—another slacker of the first
water—and Lord Mauleverer politely put his name down.
Already he had five members for his team—six, with
hll'ﬂ'ﬂ?lg Only five mere were wanted. He congratulated
himself on getting an eleven together with so little
trouble. Really, it wasn't such a ng, after all, being
cricket captain.

Next came Fisher T. Fish, the American junior.
T'isher T. Fish had a tremendous idea of his powers as
a cricketer, and he had often offered to show Harry
Wharton & Co. how to play really good cricket. But
Fish's really good cricket was not quite good enough
fr:rt* the Itemove, and he had never had a chance of fizur-
ing in the Form team. His chance had come at last,

i | ruess you've been expecting to see me, Mauly,”” he
remarked, as he came in. ““I hope I ain't bothering

ou."’

“Yaas?”

“1 puess I'm playing in your eleven, Mauly."”

“ Certainly, dear boy!” sald Lord Mauleverer—his
usual answer.

Fisher T. Fish ru‘nbecl his bony hands

“That's O.K.,”” he said beartily, * I guess, on this
hyer occasion, sir, youw'll see what rruk{*t 1s like —good
cricket, 511 | You puL my name down.

““ Yaas.’

“I guess you won't be sorry for it,”” said Fisher T.
Fish, * and I guess there are some galeots in the Hemove
who will be green and blue with envy, sir, when they
sce me play ! Yep!"

And off went Fisher Wish, in a state of great satis-
faction. He looked 1ntD T*m 1 Study to tell th: Famous
I'ive that he * guessed’ he was 1n the eleven—a guess
that was gr{!etﬁd with a shout of laughter

The next visitors were Deter and Alonzo Todd, from
No. 7 Study. TPeter Todd was one of the mighty men
of the Remove eleven, and he was standing out of that
match. Alonza Todd, who was sometimes called by the
complimentary title of the Duffer of Greyfriars, was
not a ericketer. Alonzo was very painstaking, and he
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would do anything to oblige anybody, so he had done
his besteto learn, and by this time he really knew one
end of a bat from the other. Alonzo was too modest to
seek o place in the eleven himself, but Peter considered
that the opportunity was too pood to be lost  Bo he
marched Alonzo along to the new captain’s study.

“I've brought you a reeruit, Mauly,” TPeler
announced.
“ Yaas. You want to play?’’ asked Lord Mauleverer,

taking out his pocket-hook.
Peter Todd gave a snort.
“I1? No fear! Excuse me, Moauly, but I wouldn't be
found dead in your eleven! I've brought you Alonzo.”
“ Thanks."

* 1 shall be very pleased to play in your team, my
dear Mauleverer,” Emud Alonzo Todd, in his mild way.
“1 am not a good ecricketer, but I will do my best.”’
“You'll play the game of your life, 'Lonzy, or I'll
warm you afterwards,”” said Peter impressively.
“ Certainly, my dear Peter. I will get as many goals

as I can !’

“You'll get what?”’ roared Peter.

“Goals,” said Alonzo innocently. “ Dear me, how
forgetful T am! I was thinking of foothall, which

is, of course, quite a different game. I mean, I
w:_l] take as many wickets as I can when I am batting.”"
““And as many runs as you can when you're bowling,
I suppose?”’ asked Peter, with trememslous sarcasm.
‘““ Certainly, my dear Peter,” said the innocent Alonzo.
“I am determined to do my very hest !

“0Oh, my hat! Put him down, Mauly. Ie’s good
{*nnugh for Rookwood, anyway !"’

Sa Alonze's name WLllt- down.

“Begad, I'm getting on with my eleven!" remarked

Lord Mauleverer. ** Only three more men wanted! I'll
put up the list presently.”

A few minutes later there was another visitor. This
time it was little Wun Lung, the Chinee. The little
Chinee was not a cricketer, but he was by no means in-
sensible to the honour and glory of playing in the Remove
eleven. He wriggled into Lord Mauleverer's study with
an ingratiating smile on his queer little olive face.

“ Handsome Maulevellee wantee clicketer?' he asked.

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

““ Yaas, but——""

The new captain was a very easily-satisfied skipper,
but he felt vaguel:f that it was necessary to draw the
line somewhere. So, for the first time, he uttered a
o l]:mt-” But Wun Lung had not come there to listen te
i }utﬂ.l,

““Me playece,” he remarked.

**Yaas, but——"'

“Me playee gleat pamee.
same skippee.”

““Oh, all serene,”
“ Down you go !

**Me tankee handsome Maulevellee.

amee,”” promised Wun Lung
with satisfaction.

“Ounly two more wanted!” murmured Lgrd Maul-
everer. ‘‘ Bepgad, this ain’t such a lot of trouble, that I
can see. I've seen Wharton lookin’ as worried as
thunder about such things. Blessed if I can see any-
thing to worry about !

The other two vacancies were not long in filling.
Billy Bunter came in with his minor, Sammy, of the
Second I'orm. Billy Bunter was not pgenerally con-
spicuous for brotherly love, but it had ceme into his
mind that he could do bdltllﬂj" a rood furn without any
expense to himself, and he did “it. There would un-
doubtedly be o good feed at  Hookwood, and why
sheuldn't Sammy partake of it? That was how Rilly
Bunter looked at it.

** Iere's your man, Mauly,’

You putee me down, hand-
sald Lord Mauleverer resignedly.

Me playee gleat
, and he departed grinning

" he said.

““ But your minor ain’t in the Remove,” said Lord
Mauleverer doubtfully.
“ That doesn’'t matter,”” said Dunter confidently.

“This isn’t a F orm matech, you know.
clll}hﬂt[:{ you like.’
“I'm geing to play,’

You can play

L]

said Sammy Bunter positively.
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“I'd hike a run over to Heolkwoaod.
fare, Mauly, of vourse L

& {}ih begad U

“You're sure ahout the fwﬂ Billy ="

“Of course,” =uid Billy; and if the Rookwood fellows
don't do the decent 11nn,r:. T'i-ldl'l]‘l,.r wonld—wouldn’t you
Mautly? Put "-uunm;, s name down,”

* Uh, all serene ™

Down went Sammy’s name,

T'here was only one more member wanted, and Wibley
canme alonz to offer his services. Wibley was a great
amateur actor, but he had never distinguished himself
on the ('1‘i1:'1{{:i—grn1111{1. He was naturally anxious to do
s0, however. Lord Mauleverer obligingly put his name
down, and that made up the list,

After tea the List appearved on the board, "and the
Hemovites  gathered round, and read it with many
chuckles. ll.,ur‘!,r Wharton & Co. laughed heartily as
they read it. Any kind of a feam, certainly, was good
cnough for the Rookwood mateh; but certainly lLord
Maunleverer had got fogether about the worst hulm that
could possibly have been st aped up in the ranks of the
Remove.  Bob Cherry read out the list in a gasping
voire :

' Mauleverer,

You can pay the

Skinner, Suoop, Stolt,

Alonzo Todd, Wun

Holsover major,
Fish, Buuter nmjﬂr, Bunter minor,
Lung Wibley.

“Oh, my hat ! HHid Souilt,
<hall have to go over

"l'!mt takes the cake! We
; I wouldn’t miss the sight of 1t for

cvorlds !

“Not for whole solar systems!”  chuekled Bob
Cherry, ™ Still, Hu-;-.r”rv cood enongh for the Roolwood
lot.”

“"Too good!” siid Nugent., “You rvemember what
happened at the last mateh—their own [lellows ragged

them for playing =o rottenly

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“ But this mateh will be a sight for geds and men and
little fishes!” sald IHarry Wharton, “It ought te be
taken down on the cinematlograph.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Yisitor From Rookwood!

b ETTER for you, Wharton.”
I The Remove had come out of their Form-room

the next worning, when Bobh Cherry, who had
glanced over the letter-rack, tossed a letter to
Wharton. The captain of the Remove glanced af it. Tt
was in A hand unkvown to him, and the postmark wus
“Coombe."
“Where the deuce 18 Coombe:”
that's the station for Houvkwood.
wood.,

said Wharton.
This 1 from

* Oh,

Roulk-
“Tlon't say thev're pulting off the match!” cxclaimed
Bob Cherry imploringly. * That would be too eruel I”

“Open the lollvr my esteemed chum, We are on the
tender-hooks,” said Iurree Singh.

Wharton opened the letter, and read it out.

" Dear Wharton,
lessons Paesday.
nateh,—Yonrs sincerely,

“Coming over after lessous to-day,”
“Geod! We'll get in an extra kipper for tea.
what it's all about, thongh.”

“Can't be putting off the match,” said Bob,
say 0. The chap wouldn’t come over to tell us that.
all serene!”

“Not a word of the cleven,” said Nugent. “T rememwiber
that chap Silver—he came over with their team last
time, and was awfully ratty at the way they played.”

“1la, ha, ha!”

The Removites could never think of that occasion with-
out laughing. Rookwood had sent over a team that
played an utterly absurd game, and were wiped off the
field without an effort. Some Hookweod fellows had
accompanied them, and had ragged Smythe & Co, on the
spot, as a reward for their performance,

Apparently, there were some fellows at Rookwood wlho
regarded  ericket more serionsly than did Adoelphus
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Fmythe and his friends. Why Hookwoeod juniors did not
put a better team inlo the field, when, apparently, they
had the material, was a puzzle, Certainly, the team they
plaved could have been beaten ecasily by the First Form
at Greyfriars.

“Seratch lot” as Lord Mauleverer's eleven were, there
was nob the slightest doubt that they would beat
Adolphus Smythe and his team at Rookwood. The
Remove were running no visks,

Wharton put the letter in his pocket, and the chums of
the Hemove went down to the ericket-ground. TLord
Maunleverer's eleven were there, for thetr first practice
“ensemble.”

Most of the Remove had turned up to sce it. Temple,
Dabney & Co. of the Fourth had come along to laugh.

Lord Maunleverer was really bucking up. imeg taken
on the post of cvicket captain, his noble lordship had
determined to do his best, and he was making—for him—
unheard-of ellorts.

The eleven were nof making very great efforts, how-
ever. They did not feel called upon to exert themselves.
Of all the team, Bolsover major was the only fellow who
conld be called a ericketer, and Wibley was the mext
hest. 'The rest weve of the serateh scratchy, so to speak.

The two DBunters, indeed, had had to hL dragged by
force ont of the tuckshop, to come down to practice atb
all.  Billy Bunter londly averved that a player like him-
self wasn't in need of pt“':r:hu" Bul Peter Todd rushed
him down to the ground with a grip of iron on his collar.
Hunter had to practise, whether he needed 1t or not.

There was one long howl of laughter round Little Side
as the heroes of "lrldul‘f s eleven batted and bowled.

julsover major snor ted with disgnst as he came off the

field. ~Ie almost repented him of having joined such an
cleven, _
“Even Rookwood will have a chance against those

howling idicts,” growled Bolsover. * Look here, Mauly,
you'd belter make some changes in the team!
*You want to resipnt” asked Lorvd Manleverer.

“No," roared Bolsover,  “ You'd betier kick ont those

fat Bunters, and that pigtailed litile idict, and thag
imbectle Alonze, and that fatheaded Yankee.”
OaRt”
“Why not?” demanded Bolsover. " There are pleniyiof

fti‘mw who would play if you .'hkr-:] them.”

“1've promised to play them.”

g | Tness mlle lkeeping that promize, too, Mauly,”
caid Fisher Fish. " As for your opinion of my {'kapt
Bolsover, u]mt do vou kvow about 11* 1 guess you're a
jav, sir, and you don't know good ericket wlhen youn see
iy

“We'll put yon through your paces after lessons,
Manly,” said Harry Wharton. *“ You shall play your
team against the regular eleven.”

“Thanks ™

“And vou'd better put in some practice afier dinuner,”
gl'“"."r'li_'!{l D”lﬁﬂf["]".

*Can't!” said Lovd Maunleverer.
man at the garage.”

“What the thunder for:”

“ About the car.”

“What car, you ass:”

“Car to Rookwood lo-morrow.”

“My hat! Isn't the railway ;_[Uvufh enongh for you:”
demanded Bolsover.

[.ord Maulevercr shook her head.

It will cost a lot of

“I've got to see 2

“You ass! aid Bob
Cherry,

“ All the better for trade, dear Tiov,” saad his Tovdship.
“T read somewhere that spendin’ money bucks up trade.
Patviotic in war fime.”

Jut we're all gmu

“T'1 get a bigr car,

“You'll want a whacking big car
thirly chaps.”

“Yaas; I'll get a motor-"bus.”

“T1Ia, ha, ha!”

But Lord Maulegorer was in earnest: and after dinner
he sauntered down to the garage in Courtfield and made
Lhis arrangements.  How much money 1t cost him the
Remove never knew; but money was net an object with

%d-

noney,’

" said ITarey Wharion,

to linld twenly or
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‘-_ Smack ! Jimmy.ﬁil'mr- held up his hand,

Hot from the bat, the ball reposed in his palm.
Silver!" roared Bob Cherry., (Sce Chapler 6.)

E L

“Caught and bowled ‘

the schoolboy millionaire. Lord Mauleverer, finding him-
self nnexpectedly in the position of cricket captain, was
bent upon doing the thing in style.

Wlhen he came back from Courtfield, Billy Bunter
bore down upon him.

“Fngaged the car, Mauly:”

“ Yaas."

“I1t's a long, long way to Rookwood,” said Bunter.
“*The best thing you can do is to ask Mrs. Mimble to
make up a good-sized lunch-hasket to put iu the car.”

“Yaas."

“T'I help you to seleet the things,” said Bunter.

Billy Bunter helped in selecting the things for the
lunch-basket—taking o " snack 7 or two every moment or
two; and by the time thal important business was
finished, there was nearly as muoch in BDualer as there
was in the lunch-basket., Billy Bunter was lookine very
fal and shiny when he came 1o to afterncon lessons, and
his waisteoat, ample as 1t was, had an uneomfortable
tightness. Bot his fat face was beatific in expression.
ITe was thinking of that bie lunch-haslket in the car on
the morrow.

Indeed, thal Tunch-basket ran in his mind so0 much, that
when Mry, OQuelch asked him to name the prineipal pro-
duct of Lancashire, he replied promptiy, * Lunch baskets 1"
and received Lty lines from hiz astenished Form-master,
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After lessons, the Remove eleven went down to the
cricket-gronnd with Lord Mauleverer's cleven, They
intended to put the new cleven throngh their paces. The
Juniors crowded round Little Side to wateh and to grin.

The practice was still going on, when a evelist arrived
at the gates of Greyfriars, and jumped off his machine.
He left his dusty bicyele outside Gosling’s lodee, and
walked down to the ericket round. Tle was a good-looking
junior, with a Rookwood badee on his eap.

This was evidently Jimmy Silver of the Fourth Form

al Hookwood, who had come over to talk about the
mateh—for reasons hest known to himself,
1 He joined the erowd round Little Side, unnoticed at
first, and stood looking on.  ITis face expressed his
astonishment at the cricket Lord Mauleverer's eleven was
putting np.  Mauly's eleven was in the field, and Wun
Lung was bowling {o Bob Cherry.  Wun Lung, being
in his native Chinese garb, was a conspicuous object any-
where. TIlis bowling made him still more remarkable.
e mearly turned o somersault every time ke sent the
ball down, and, although the wicket and the balsmen
were i no danger, the fieldsmen had to be very active
to dodge it, -

“Well, my hat!” ¢jaculated Jimmy Silver,

Wharton, who was looking on, with his bat in his

A Grand, Long, Complets 8to of H
Wharton & -Co. By FRANK RICHARDS Y
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hand, glanced round. Ie came over cordially towards
the Rookwood junior and shook hands with him.

“Jimmy Silver?" he asked.

“Xes. You're Wharton:”

“1'm Wharton. Glad to sec vou.
us in the study:”

“Thanks. And a little talk,” -said Silver.
I ought to let you know what to expeet.”

“Yes,” said Harry, a Ifttle puzzled. He thought he
knew what to expect in a cricket match at Rookwood.

“What game is this?" asked Jimmy Silver, with a nod
towards the field.

“Cricket !” said Wharton, langhing.

“ Practice for some new haads:”

“0Oh, no! Practice for a new eleven.”

“Oh!” said Silver, puzzled in his turn.

Courtesy forbade Wharton to explain to a Reokwood
fellow that a seratch team of sorts had been dragged
together to play Rookwood. Jimmy Silver stoed looking
on till Harry Wharton & Co. were finished, and then
the Famous Five took their visitor to the School House,
leaving Mauleverer's eleven still at practice.

You'll have tea with

“I thought

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver's Tip!
IMMY SILVER, of RRookwood, was very quickly feeling
J quite at home in No. 1 Study. Ile was a frank,
cheery fellow, and the Famous Five liked him al
once. The chums of the Hemove had laid in
supplies for tea on an unusually lavish secale in honour
of their visitor, Billy Bunter rolled into the study as™if
it belonged to him, heedless of the five separate and
distinct glares that the Co. fastened upon him.

“1 say, you fellows, vou forgot to mention that yom
had a visitor,” said Dunter affably. “ How do ycu do,
Smythe?”

immy Silver starved.

“I'm not Smythe,” he said; “I'm Silver.”

The Owl of the Remove blinked at him.

' Are you, really? You're like Smythe,”

“Why, you duffer——" began Jimmy Silver wrathfully,
much incensed at being told that he was like the slacker
of the Shell at Rookwood.

“Oh, really, you know

“Ahem! Excuse me,” said Jimmy Silver, colouring,
remembering that he was a visitor. " BSorry!”

“Oh, that's all right!” said Bob Cherry. * Bunter is
a duffer, and a fat idiot, and a howling ass!”

*“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“You ought to be at praclice,” said Johnny Bull.

Bunter sniffed.

*1 don't need so much practice as you fellows. I'm all
right. You’ll find that I shall beat Rookwood if the
other fellows play up.”

“You're in the team that's going to play us:” exelaimed
Jimmy Silver, in astonishment. lle had been watching
Bunter in the field,

“Yes, rather!" said Bunter cmphatically. * And yon
can tell 'em to look eut, too! Iass the cggs, Dob, old
man "

Blob Cherry glared, and passed the egos. Tle did not
mind passing the eggs, but he strongly objected to being
called * Bob, old man” by Dunter. DBut it was onc of
Bunter’s little ways fto assume those familiarities on
occasions when he could not be kicked.

“ Let a chap have a look at the toast, Harry, old chap "
went on Dunter.

Wharton passed the toast.

“ Trouble you for the salt, Franky!”

Nugent glared, and passed the salt,

Billy DBunter had comstituted himself into the chief
auest in the study. In the presence of the Rookwood
jupior the Famous Five did unot care to eject him “en

is neck.”

However, Jimmy Silver’s wants were well looked after,
and supplics were ample. IPor a time Dunter’s jaws were
busy with the provisions, and the other fellows had a
chanee to speak.

“ About the match to-morrow,” said Jimmy Silver. “I
thought I'd run over and give you a tip. You remember
the last time we played you?”
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“ Ha, ha—I-—1 mean, yes!" said Wharton hastily,

Jimmy Silver laughed, too.
~ “You must have thought Rookwood was a home for
idiots or a lunatie asylum, judging by the team we sent
over,’ he remarked.

“Ahem !

*“Oh, don't mind saying so!” said Silver coolly. “You
couldn’t think worse of Smythe & Co. than we do. DBut
we've got better ericketers than that at Rookwood.”

“Why don’t you play them, then?” asked Nugent.

“ You sce, there were difficulties. We have two sides
at Rookwood—Classical and Modern. ‘The Classicals-are
top side, and the Moderns are regular worms!"

“ You belong to the Classical side?™ grinned Bob Cherry.

“You bet!” said Jimmy Silver promptly. * Now, you
see, both sides are in the junior ericket club, of course,
and at electing a captain we're more keen about keeping
cut the Modern rotters than about getting a good skipper
—I moean, we were. That’s how Smythe came to be
captiun.  le's a Classieal, and we voted for him as the
ouly way of keeping Tommy Dodd out. He¢'s a Modern
WO,

“Oh!" said the Greyfriars juniors.

“Smythe is a first-class ass, a giddy filbert, and can't
play cricket for toffee!  But you've noticed that, of
vourse.’’

“*Ahem!”

“He always made up a team of his own pals, slackers
ard duffers like himsdlf, who couldn’t play for nuts. But,
of course, you noticed that, too?”

“H'm "

“Bo we got fed-up in the long run,” said Jimmy Silver,
“and the long and the short of it is that Smythe's ot
the push. Why, a school we play sometimes actually seit
cver a feam of Second Form fags to play us!”

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“So we thought it only fair to give you the tip,” said
Jimmy Silver.

“What tip:” asked Harry Wharton.

“About the change we've made. Smythe and his lot
have been kicked out. We were so fed-up that we pre-
ferred even o Modern worm as cricket captain, Tommy
Dodd shoved himself inlo the job. IHe's a topping
cricketer, thourh he’s a Modern, and he has a wonderful
f'}":'{;";n; picking out a good man. He’s playing me.”

Wil 1 ." =

“And my pals, Lovell and Raby and Newcome. All
toppmg !  And Flynn, too. There are six Modern
bounders in the feam, but they're all topping cricketers.
i.f'fe‘w!z got an cleven it would be hard to beat.”

“0Oh!

“That's the tip,” said Jimmy Silver. *“ After the trick
Bagshot played on us with their blessed fag team we
thought we'd mention it. We don’t want you to send
over a ragged cleven of duffers to play us, for we've got
a team that will try the very toughest eleven you can get
torether.” )

“0h?

“We've plaved some tougrh matches sinece 1then, and won
them,” said Silver. “TPass the cake, will you? I thought
I'd give you the tip what to e¢xpeet.”

i "J].l :'”

The faces of the Famous Five had grown longer and
lenger as Jimmy Silver made that explanation, giving
them the valuable “1ip ” he had come over Lo rive them,
They understood now the good-natured purpose of Silver’s
vizit, but it had come a litile too late.

The Famous Five looked at one another grimly. Jimmy
Silver observed their looks, but he made no remark.

“I'm jolly glad to hear you say this, Silver,” said Billy
Bunter, breaking the silence. “I can tell you I felt a
bit rotten about playing such duffers as Smythe and that
set. A player like me would be wasted on them. I'm
jolly glad to have a chance of meeting a foeman worthy
of my steel, as Shakespeare says.”

“ Shakespeare?” murmured Jimmy Silver.

“Get together the best team you ean,” went on Bunter
encouragingly. “ We shall beat you, all the same, but
it will be a better game.”

CWe'll try to give you a good game,” said Jimmy
Silver, with a very disparaging glance at the fat and
unwieldy Owl of the Remove,
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“0Oh, you won't have an earthly, of course!” said
Bunter. ‘I shall probably make a century myself!I”

g | suppose it would take you aboul a ventury to do
it, too?” remarked Jimmy Silver.

“0Oh, really, Silver is

Jimmy Rilver looked at his watch, and rose to his
feet.

“Time I got on the move,” he remarked. “IL've gol a
long way to go. You fellows don’t mind what I've told
you, I ﬂuppmﬁe? I didn't mean it as swank, you know, hl_:t
we've really got a ripping team, and it was only fair
to tell you, considering what a change it was.”

“Nen-not at all ! stammered Wharton,

“We're awfully obliged,” said Bol Cherry.

“The awfulness is terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, somewhat to the surprise of the Rookwood
fellow. Hurree Singh's wonderful English was o new
experience for Jimmy Silver.

“I—I say,” murmured Wharton, “ m-m-must you get
off this minute? Youn—you haven't time to come down
to the cricket for ten minutes or sor”

“"Just as you like,” said Silver cheerily. “0Ild
Bulkeley's given mea a pass out. I zhall be back too late
for locking-up, anyway. Let's go and have a look at the
cricket.”

“You—you might bowl us an over or two?"

“Pleased. I'm the bowle: of our team.”

“Oh, you're the bowler " said Wharton, “ Then—then
we shall know a little better what te expect.”

“Good egg! I'm quite at your serviee.”

And the Famous Five gquitted the study with Jinmy
Silver. Billy Bunter did net follow them. He was not
anxious fo see what kind of cricket Jimmy Silver played,
but he was very anxious to finish the cake.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,.
An Eye-Opener!
ARRY WIHARTON'S serious brow as he came down
H to the ericket-ground with Jimmy Silver drew some
slances upon him,  Lord Manleverer’s eleven had
lknocked off practice.  Boelsover major's hooming
voice could be heard, threatenine Pisher 1. [Fish with
instant slanghter for howling at his head instead of at
the wicket, BSammy Bunter was sitting in the grass in
a atate of exhaustion. Peler Todd was explaining o
Alonzo, in infuriated tones, ihat - a bowler wns not
supposcd to hurl the ball behind him, and nearly brain a
harmless looker-on., Apparently everything was not
guite for the best in the new eleven,
“Chuck the ball here, Peter,” said Wharton.
is roinr {o rive ua some bowling ™
Peter Todd grinned.
“Oh, good! Here you are, Silver!"
Ile tossed the ball to Silver, expecting to land it on his

“xilver

chest.  Jimmy Silver canght 1t casily with his left, and
smiled.  Peler looked a  little surprised, and Silver
orinned. He could sece that Todd supposed all Rookweood

cricketers to be cast in the mould of Smythe,

That opinion was generally shared by the Remove
fellows. They gathered round gleefully when they heard
that the junior from llcokwood was going to give them
some bowling. They ouly took care not to be too near
the bowling. As Vernon-Smith remarked, there was no
telline in the least in which direction the ball might
fiy.

FJimmF Silver smiled serenely as he went down the piteh,
Whether he could bowl or not, it was clear that he did
not lack confidence in his powers.

“I'll go on and kuock him all over the field,” said
Peter Todd.

“Do!"” said Wharton hopefully.

“Play "

Jimmy Silver sent the ball down to a smiling batsman.
But the smile vanished from the batsman's face the next
moment, and he stared. For the ball had, in some
mysterious mannoer, eluded his bat, and the left stump
was out of the ground.

“How's that?” ecalled out Jimmy Silver,

“Out! Oh, Toddy!”

“Here, you try that again!” exclaimed Peter Todd.

“ As often as you like,” said Silver cheerfully.

Peter Todd was very watehful that time. 1He did not
mean to be taken in 2 second time by that hall with ita
mysterious break to leg. DBut the next ball broke to the
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oft, and it was the off stump thar went. Peter Todd

wvazed at his wicket, and there was a cackle of laughter
round the field.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, Toddy!” _ : -

“T guess it's lucky Todd ain’t in the eleven, ﬂﬂ.l_d
Fisher T. Fish. “I kinder reckon my wicket wouldn’t
have gone like that, you galoot!”

Peter Tedd came away withont a word, and_ha.mh?:d
the bat to Squiff, who was one of thc_hnrdeﬂt hitters in
the Remove. Sampson Quincy Ifffiey Field went on, look-
ing quite serious. Squiff knew a good bowler when he
saw one, and it did mot need a second glance to tell him
that Jimmy Silver of Rookwood was hot stuff.

Squiff held his own while three balls came down before
he ventured to hit out. Then he let himself go.

Whiz went the ball.

Smack !

Jimmy Silver held up his hand.
ball reposed in his palm,

“(Caucght and bowled Silver " roared Bob Cherry.

“Well done!” .

“0Oh, my hat!” said Squiff. “ You iry him, Wharton.™

Harry Wharton went to the wicket

His face was very grave. At any other time he would
have rejoiced to know that Rookwood had a good eleven,
and could put up a good game. Ile would rather have
been licked by a good team than have won a rll_llt:ulr}}ls
victory over a set of duffers like Adolphus Smythe & Co.
But now—now he had allowed the match to pass out of
his hands, and it was Mauleverer's eleven that was to
meet Rookwood. If Jimmy Silver was & fair sample of
the rest, what sort of a show would Mauly's eleven onk
up against them?

Harry Wharten had plenty of food for thought now,
But he gave all his attention to the bowler.

Jimmy Silver was evidently a bowler of unusual
powers for a junior schoolboy. But W harton was a
splendid bat, and he held his own. But he had to :vﬂmlil.
thiat he only just held his own. And when the sixth ball
came dewn it caunght even the captain of the Kemove
napping. IMis bails were down, and there was a buzz
round the field.

“ How's that?” cooed Jimmy Silver.

“Out, by Jove!” said Wharton. _ o

“1 guess you'd better let me try him,” smd _'l-‘ujlher T
I'ish disdainfully. “TLot of good you galoots are!

“T'athead !" said Bob Cherry. ‘

Jimmy Silver came off the bowler's erease, ﬁmfll_ﬂg.
He was inwardly pleased at having given the Greyfriars
fellows that demonsiration, and convinced them H_mt.
Smythe & Co., who played them before, were not genuine
representatives of Rookwood ericket.

The crowd that had gathered I'I{leil‘.l{.l to laugh did not
lauerh, They looked surprised and seriouns.

“ You're ii the Rmkwivnﬂd team*” Peter Todd asked,
eyeing Jimmy Silver in a very peculiar manner,

“Bilver nodded. _

“ And are the rest up to sample?” asked Vernon-Smith.

The Rookwood junior grinned. _ ‘

“We're all much of a muchness,” he said. “ Tommy
Cool ia a good howler, and we've got some topping bats—
Dodd and Lovell and Doyle.” ‘ 1

“ But—but that lot we played before,” sad Todd:
“Smythe 4 .

“Smythe’s nof in our team now.

“But the others & ‘

“They're all out of it, every man jack.”

“Oh !

“Let's see what you can do with the bat,” remarked
Tom Brown. o

SQilver nodded, and picked out a bat to suit Ilum, and
wont to the wicket. IHurree Jamset Ram Singh, the
champion bowler of the Remove, went down o the other
end. The Greyfriars fellows 'ooked on in silence

Jimmy Silver was a good batsman, and he stood up
to Tnkyv's bowline for some time. DBut it was evident
that bowling was his forte, Hurree Singh knocked s
wicket over with the seventh ball, Then Silver gave up
the hat, and looked at his watch again.

Hot from the bat, the

g

A Grand, Long, Completo Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Harry Wharton & Co walked down to the gates with
him.

At batting Silver was above the average. At bowling
he was as pood as [Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who was a
marvel. I{ was only too painfully clear that the present
tcam put in the field by Rookwood juniors was quite
different from the 1,'{"11]1 Greyfriars had played before,
hoth at footer and ericket.

"1 suppose you're the hest bat in your 1M,"
remarked carelessly.

“No fear,” said =i

Squiff

“Tommy Deodd could bat my
They're Teal corkers. I'm the

1lver.
head off, so could Lovell.
Lowler.”

He wheolod out his bicyele.

“Well, ta-ta! See you again to-morrow.
“Much obliced for your tip,” said W ]mri_nn, rither
dismally..

“ Oh, don't mench !”

The Rookwood junior went ekimming away down the
road at a pace which showed that a ride of over twenty
miles already had not told on him. He was cvide ntly
made of very different stuff from the hopeless elackers
who had hitherto represented Rookwood.

When he was gone Harry Wharton & Co,
rateway, ]nnk:u-:r at one another, There
silence for some time.

“Well,” said Vernon-Smith at last, “this 1s a go!

“We—we couldn't foresee dn}ihmﬂf of the kind,” h“]d
Wharton. * Rookwood have ualways been such duffers.
Last season they brought a fool team here, with that
chap Smythe—yon remember the time they bronght an
Old Boy to play for them at footer, and Mr. Percy
helped us out, and when they ecame ov er to play cricket
!ar-;t time th::-;,r were too funuy for words, We—we
eouldn't guess that it was going to be any different this
time, could we*"

*“ Nunno !”

“But it is going to be different,” sald Nugent;
different,
stuff.”

“The hotfulness is terriZe.”

“QOh, dear!" said Squiff.

stod in the
Wwas a grim

i jﬂll}'
If that chap Silver is a sample, they're hot

“And we've made up a

team of hopeless idiots to go over and play them! And
—and it was my ](]E-'l- to malke Mauly captain. You can
kick me if you like."”

“It won't do,” said Wharton decidedly. “As 1t's

turned out, we can’t let that team of wrecks go over lo
Rookwood.”

“Why, four or five fellows like Silver would make hay
of them !"” said Johnny Bull.

"It can’t be did !” said Peter Todd.

“We must see Mauly, and tell him.”

“But—" began Eub

“No hutH :lhl.'}'klt it

" But =

““* Oh, blow your buts!”

“But,” roared Bob, *
bright !”

“Oh!" said Wharton.
circumstance,

“ Mauly will excuse us,”’
all. he didn’t want to caplain the eleven.
into it. He—he'll be glad to get out of it,
think.” _

“He can release us from the pramice, if he chooses,”
kaid Wharton slowly., " Let's oo and see him.”

“ He said Le wouldn't give it vp, if he onee took il on,
said Bob,

“We'll see.’
It was with rh*rulrtl[v,r uneasy and anxious feelings that

the chums of the IRemove made their way to Lord
Mauleverer’s study.

we've promised Mauly, honour
He had forgotten that Iittle
said Nugent uneasily. ** After

e was driven

I =<hould

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
His Lordship Means Business!
ORD MAULEVERER was reclining clegantly in an
h armchair, .
He looked tired. But there was an unusually
: healthy flush in his cheeks, and his eyes were
bright. Cricket evidently agreed with him, unwilling as
be had been to take it up.
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dear boys!” he said cordially.  “This is
it down, if you can find enough

“Come 1,
quite an honour !

chairs. Excuse my 1u~mu—1 m tired.”
“ Tired, are you?"” said Bob Cherry.
“Yuaas! 77

“T'eel yvon'd like to chuck up the ericket?”

“Oh, no!”

“ Ne?” murmured Bob., " Why not?”

“T find it's doin’ me good,” sald Leord Mauleverer.
“Bucks a chap up, vou know. I shouldn't wonder if T
stick to ericket, if T ain't too exhausted after the mateh
to-morrow.  Besides, T told you fellows that if you made
me cricket captain, I should stick to it. I'm a slave to
my word !”

“Oh, we'd release you
Wharton at onece,

“Tt wasn't a promise—it was a deadly swear,”
Lord Mauleverer coclly. *“I'm stickin’ to it."”

The Hemovites looked at him rather dubiously. It
dawned upon them that Lord Mauleverer had an inkling
of the reason of their visit to him, and that he did not
intend to give up his new position.

“Ag the poet remarks,” went en Lord Mauleverer
calmly, " Some are born great, some achieve greatness,
and seme have greatness thrust upon them.” Now, I
wasn't born great, and it's too much of a fag to achicve
areatuess, but when a chap has preatness thrust upon
him, he would be a duffer to part with it—what?"

" Ye-c-cs”

“You'll see me playin’ up like anythin' to-morrow,”
said Mauleverer,

“Ahem 1"

“The fact is,” said Ilarry
point, * we

" Degad !

"It turns out that Rookwood aren’t geing to play that
set of idiots they sent over here last time, and they’ve
got a good team. We don’t want to chuck the match
away; we've got to think of our record, you know.”

“Yaas. You wanted me to play a temwn of idiots, bhut
as they turn out not to be idiots, you think I'm net good
enough, berad!”

“Ahem ! Not a:*m-:t[g,r But—but——"

“You'd like me Lo resign, and sack my team——

“That's it."

“ And leave the match in your hands?”

" Exactly I

“ And you want me to give you an answer?”

* Just so IV

“Right!" said Lord Mauleverer tranquiliy.
o and eat coke !V

“ What?"

“ Coke !

“Look here, Mauly
hotly.

“Rats!” said Manly.

“Why, vou—you ass—you fathead

“ Bow-wow !” said his lordship.

The juniors gpazed at Lord Mauleverer in silence. His
lerdship smiled seremely. 'There was evidently a vein of
abstinacy in his lordship’s easy-going nature, which the
Removites had never suspected before.

“ Look here, Mauly " began Wharton at last,

“No pood talkin’,” said his lordship. * When I swear
a4 swear, I keep that ewear. 1 didn’t shove myself into
this job, did 1#"

vi quﬂﬂ{} LEES

“1 didn’t worry and bﬂt:her to get it—what?”

MR

“You shoved it on me, didn't you, and bumped me till
I agreed?”

“Yes, but

“That settles it. Tt's fixed now, as fixed as the laws of
the piddy Medes and Persiana,  Shut the door after you,”
added his lovdship, chuckling.

“Look here, you funny idiot!” roared Bob Cherry.
“We're not going to let you chuck a match away for
Greyfriars.”

“Begad, it's not T who am the funny idiot ! said Lord
Mauleverer, “ The funny idiot is the fellow who thought
of making we cricket eaptain, Ha, ha, ha!”

from that promise!” said

:-iEI-id

Wharton, coming to the
we want you to resign, Mauly, old man.”

“"You can

dozen  voices

" began half a
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| Our artist here []ﬂl'tt'ﬂ‘_-‘{_ﬂ_ﬂ terrible scene on Hill 60, A large pufti_n:;n- of grﬁu_nd had prevlously been mined h_v_ a
party of Germans, and a few days later some of their comrades, unaware ot what had been done, took up their
1 sleeping quarters over the spot, with fatal results.

o e i

“ Oh, Squiff, you ass!”

“ Kick me!” groaned Squiff.

“Well, a promise is a promise,” said Harry Wharton,
after a long, long pause. “We can’t go back on our
word, unless you release us from that promise, Mauly.>

“ Just so!” smiled his lordship.

“Well, you will, won't you?"

“No fear!”

Wharton drew a deep breath. Bumping his lordship
was out of the guestion; a promise was a promise. Deeply
did the Removites repent them of the misguided sense of
humour which had led them to make Mauly cricket
captain for the Rookwood match. But repentance came
too late, as repentance generally does.

They were in for it now. If Lord Mauleverer remained
firm, they had to let him lead the Remove team over to
Rookwood. There was no help for it. * Honour bright "
was binding; a promise was a promise, and they were
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not Prussians. Buft there was another resource, and
Wharton caught at it.

“Well, Mauly, you're skipper, if you stick to it,” he
said. * But—but you'll make some changes in the team.”

The juniors brigchtened up. After all, even with Mauly
as captain, they would win with ten good men in the
team.

But the reply of his lordship dashed those newly-risen
hopes to the ground.

“Can’t!"” said Lord Mauleverer.

*You can, and must!” howled Johnny Bull.

* Impossible 1"

“Why?" demanded Wharton.

“I've given them my word,” explained TLord Maul-
everer. “ Every blessed chap that’s in my team made me
promise to keep him in. They suspected that you might

change your mind or something, and I've promised the
lot of them."™

A Qrand, Long, Complate Bitory of Ha
Whasich & oo By FRANK RICMHARDS. "
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“ Uh, dear ! .

“They—they camn release you frem the promise,” =aid
Nugent.

“You ean axk ‘em to,” =aid Lord Maulevercr. My
impression is that they won't,  Bul you can ask “cm.”

“We're fairly dished,” said Bob Cherry. “tireyirars
will be beaten fo the wide, and it's all our own fault.
squiff, old man, why were you bern so humorous?"

Squiff rrunfed dismally. | 1

“rain't Squifl’s funlt,” sadd Wharten, @ We all Lacked
up the idea. T must admit that 1 refused to eaptam the
team awainst Rooliwood. 1'd have let Bunter tike 1t en
if he'd offered.  None of us thought of this, and it’s onv
fault all ronnd.  We ought not to have taken eny eliances
in cricket.” _

“But who'd have thought itz” groaned Squifi.

“Well, we ourhin’i to have t'mrvl-.itﬁdml that IE{r-m:anl
would always play a team of bally idiots,” suid Jehnny
Bull. “ We were all to blame.” 1

“You sce.” remarked Lord Mauleverer, "it weunidn t
help vou much if T did resign, for you'd have fo premise
solemnly to play my team. The places hn::re Leen
promised to them, and they've got to have them.

“We couldn’t promise you that, of course. _

“ Resides, I'm not resignin®,” grinned his lordship. .

* Look here, vou'll have to make changes in the team,
growled Johmmy Bull. _ _ -

sean't! And den't wvou begin dietatin’ to your
<kipper,” said Tord Mauleverer loftly. “Just you
remember that I'm captain, and that you're not cver 1o
the eleven.”

“Oh ! eaid Johmny Bull,

There was a long silence. Tord Mauleverer closed his
eves, and appeared to be going to sieep.  Harry Wharten
spoke at last.

“Mauly, old man ——" | _

Lord Mauleverer opened his eyes, and blinked at the
dismayed Removites, : ..

“Begad! You fellows still there? o

“You've got no objection to changes in the team, if_’— \f
we can persuade the members of the eleven to resign:

“ Not at all—on condition that vou only persuade “em,
said his lordship. “Nomne of your blessed raggieg. If
a fellow tells mo you've bumped him, or ragged him, I
shall play him all the same, and shall refuse to aceept
his resignation.”

“Oh, von rotter!”

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

There was evidently nothing more to be got cut of
the new cricket captain, and the jumiors quitted the
studv in very low spirits. Lord Mauleverer sl retched
himself comfortably in the armchair, and winked at the
ceiling. The slacker of the Remove had a feeling: that
this was the last time, as well as the first, that he wnnl'[c]
e disturbed from lhis repose for the purpose of caplain-
ing a cricket team.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Wun Lung Does Not Savvy!
ARI®Y WHARTON & CO. held a consultation in
H No. 1 Study. It was a dismal mecting. To lose the
tookwoed mateh was not a pleasant prospect, at
least, without putting up a fight for it. They
were accustomed to walking over Heokwood, and to be
walked over in their turn was not agrecable. DBesides,
a defeat was a defeat, and it counted :lgnim:'tr them in the
season's record. With Symthe & Co. playing for Rook-
wood, there had not heen the slightest risk.  The
“Babes " of ihe Pirst Form at Greyfriars could have

beaten them, wilh probably an innings to spare.

But o chunge had eome o'er the spirit of their dream.
It was not Smythe's cleven they had to meet, and that
made all 1he difference. Lven. if they had heard that
extensive changss had been made in the Rookwood team,
they would not have recked of it—for they had had tho
unfortunately mistaken impression that all Reokweod
cricket was much of a muchress, Jimmy Silver had como
as a surprise to them—he had opened their eyes, and
epened them wide, )

It had been a mood-nafured act on the part of Jimmy
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Silver {o come over and tell them what they had to
expect,  But the waroing had come too lale!

“It's all our own fault,” eaid Iarry Wharten glumly.
“tricket 1s a scrious matter, and we oughtn't to havo
been so jolly funny about this match. The whole Porm
will be down on the committee for this—and I must say
it will serve us right.”

“We've got to pull it out of the fire somchow,” said
Nugent uneasily,

" There’s only one thing—1{o persaude the chaps to
resign, and get decent plavers in their places,” said
Saqualr.

The juniors looked hepeless. Of all the fumblere who
were Jpeluded in Lerd Maulevercry's eleven, only Alongzo
Todd was likely to be good-natured cneugh to yield up
his place en demand. The others were cerlain to stick
to their places in the team—indeed, fellows like Skinner
and Stott and Sncop, who were on bad terms with the
Famous Five, would rejoice when they found oul what
was wanted, and wonld take an unholy delight in
cxasperating the Co. by sticking to the e¢leven. And
conceited asces like Fizh and Bunter would net listen
to reason for a moment—and there wonld certainly be no
meving Bolsover major,

“Let's go round and seo what we can do,” said Tob
Cherry at last, * Then we shall know how we staund,
anyway.”

“Begin with Alonzo,” eaid Peter Todd,
as I ask hin."”

“Yes, that's one comfort.”

With abnormally serious faces, the Famous Five and
Souifl aud Todd walked along 1o No. 7 Study. They
found Alonrzo there, with his mild face beaming with
pleasure over a huge volume of entomology, a gift from
his celebrated Uncle Benjamin., lIle blinked up at the
worried juniors in his mild way.

“My dear fellows, is there anything wrong!” nsked
Alonzo. “ T sincerely hope not.”

“We want to ask you a favour, Lonzy,” eaid Peter.

* Anything vou like, my dear I'cler.”

“Will vyou give me your place in the team for to-
merrow s’

“CUertainly, my dear Peter.”

The juniors conld not help grinning. Alonzo handed
over Lhat valuable place in the Remove eleven as if it
were of no value at all

“Well, that’ll be one good player,” said Peter brightly.

“Ahem ™ murmured Squiff. " Are vou quite sure—
ahem !—that vou're the best chap to take the vacant
place, Toddy "

“Quite sure!” said Peler, with emphasis,

“Ahem ! said Wharton. “Perhaps——"

“ No perhaps about 1t,” said Peler decidedly. * Lonzy,
vou cherub, will you go along and tell Mauleverer I'm
playing instead of you? Tell him I'll put my name on
the list, to save him the awful fag of going downstairs.”

“(Certainly,” said Alonzo. “ As a matter of fact, my
dear Peter, I shall not be sorry to stay in and study
entomology.  Entomoelogy is a most entrancing subject.
Besides, 1 do not think 1 am a really good ericketer.”

“1 wish ihe other fellows in the eleven were like vou,
Alongzo,” said Wharton.

“You Hatter me, my dear Wharton.”

Alenzo  Todd obligingly  departed 1o tell Lord
Mawleverer of the ehange that had been offceted i hig
team, and Peter T'odd went down to put Lis name cn
the list in the hall. Harry Wharton & Co. rerarded one
another rather uneertainly.

“Well, Peter’s a good man,” said Squiff, after a pause.
“Ie’s one of the best, and he will put in a good innings
for Grexfriars. Dut if we get another mnan {o stand out,
the place had better be given to "

“Yours truly ! remarked Bob Cherry,

“T was going to say i

“Sguiffl was going to suggest me.” remarked Wharton.

“Not at all,” said Squiff. “ I was going to enprest »

“Me ! remarked Johnny Dull,

“ Rata !

“The ratfulness is terrific! The esteemed Squiff was
ooing o suggest my honourable self,” said IIurvee Jamset

Itam singh,
%ﬁ

“Lonzy will do
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“Catch me | said Squiff. I meant myself, of course !
¥ Now look here, S'«"}Llllﬂr
#0Oh, rats!” said Wharton. *No cood dividing the

bear’s skin before the blessed bear is caught. Let's go

and sce Wun Lung—he's a good litlle chap, and will sce
reason if we put it to him nicely. We'll toss up for
the place.”

* Done !”

The six juniors called on the little Chinee. They found
Wun Lung curled up in the armchair in No. 13 Study,
fast asleep. Bob Cherry awoke him with a jerk at his
piztail, and Wun Lung opened his eyes with a yell.

“Yow! Me hurtee! Ow!”
¥ Sorry, kid,” said Bob Cherry. “It's all right! What
are you .:Iv.nl:yh qalo -p Tike a blessed dormonse fnr Woun

Lung, youw're—ahem!—you've got your name down for
the mateh to-morrow.”

“Allee light.”

*We want yvou to give us the plaee,”

“No savvy!”

“You see,” explained Wharton, taking up the tale,
# it turns out that Rookwood are plaving a strong team
after all, and we want to beat them, of course. You
won't mind standing out of the elevent”

“No savvy !” zaid Wun TLmne calmly,

“Bome Uth{ﬂ: time, we'll fix it to put you in 1he FPorm
team when we're playing the Third,” said Harry,

“ Handsome Hally W harton velleo *‘m&ﬂ

“ You'll stand out for to-morrow, ihr:llf

H Me plaveo to-mollow all Lightee.”

“That isu't what L mean. Will yon stand out of the
team, and give up vour place to one of us?”

“No savvy!”

* Look here,
right,” exciaimed lioh
answer.”

The litile Chinee blinked at him,
wis child-like and bland.

“Mo no speakee English language vellee geod,” he
murmured.  ** Me no savvy !V

“We want your plaee in the team fo-morrow IV
Johnny Bull,

“Allee lirhlee.

“We don't want vou to play.
and let ancther chap tuke your place,”
patiently,

* No savvy !V

The juniors glared at him. When it did not suit him
to understand Lnglish, the little Chinee had a way of
losing all knowledgre of that language. It was perfectly
evident thot Wuan Lung was adamant, and that he would
not understand English so long as he was asked to give
up his place in the cleven.

“You little pigtailed heathen " growled Bob Cherry.

“ Handsome Bob Lhﬂl]'. thtrlv with Little Chinee,” L.,J,Luil.
Wun Lung sorrowfuily. "rIe S0 Eﬂl]"i.' me 10 5avvy.'

Lt andsome 1Bob Cher ry ' you! prowled Bob.
¥ Will you stand out of the eleven to-morrow, or won't
you?"

“Na savvy "

“We'ro after your place in the team,” shrieked Squiff.

“Allee light., Me keepee placee in team all lightee,
and meo playee up like old bootee,” said Wun Lung
innocently,

“1t's no rood,” prowled Wharton.
try some other beast.”

The juniors guitted the study. Wun Lung put his
little pigtailed head out of the doorway, and called after
them:

“ Handsome Bob Chelly——"4

Bob turned back ]]ﬁ’p]l”illl]_‘;"

“ Well, young ‘un?”

“ Me so solly me no savvy,” said Wun Lung sadly, and
he drew Dback into the study and closed the door.

Bob Cherry breathed hard through his nose. Te kuew
that the little rascal was chuckling in the study, and he
was croatly inclined to go bhack and guﬂ him hﬁl]‘].-l}t.hll'.l”
to chuckle for, with the aid of a cricket stump.
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vou savvy all

vou little vellow bounder, |
want a plam

Cherry. “ Vi

wilth a smile that

roared

My plaves up like old hootee™
Wao want you to resion,
saldl Wharton

e

*Come on, and let’s

“FIFTY POUNDS REWARD!”

EVERY S ” ONE
MONDAY, Che Lli!!:zj]itgr!]et PENNY.
But be vestrained lis feelings, and the party of

cricketers who had been too humorous procecded in
scarch of other worlds to couquer, so to spealk.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Desperale Measures!
“ ERE they come!"
**Ha, ha, ha!”
“What luck?"

Il was o rvegular roar that crected Harry
Wharton & Co. as they came into the junior common-
Yoo, Nearly all the Remove were there, and they
seemed to see somoething funny in the L-uuunbt..ulﬂea.
cspecially  the members of Lord Mauleverer’s eleven.
Evidently the hopeless gquest of the Famons Five had
beceine known to all the Hemove by this time, and the
other fellows were enjoving it.  Harry Wharton & Co.
iooked o hittle sheepish. They had come to the commons
room in scareh of the now eleven, not finding them im
their studies. Only Bolsover major had been found in
his study, and he, as soon as he heard their request,
called them Fu.." a4 series of unm‘.rmpinur-m.n], names and
requested (hein {o lose no time in pelting out of his
study.  There was nothine to he Imm*{l for from Bolsover
major.

“Tla, ha, ha ! reared Skiinner, © behold the humorists !
Walk up. gentlemen, and see the funny merchants, who
were tco funny by half ™

* Hu, ha, ha!”

‘;’111_1,'11{”{:{ ool a cricket cap to give away?” chuckled
SO0,

““ Iia, ha, hat”

Tt was not o flatter e yeception for the Tamonz Five.
It showed them only too clear v what they had to cxpect
from Mauleverer's eleven, But they did nwot eive up hope.
Somchow or other, they had to pel oul {:F the fix.

1 owant Lo speak Lo you chaps seriously,” began Harry
W h arton.

“Gentlemen,’””  said
serions !

“Ha, ha, hat"

ok 'fum fellows know hnw we've been dished over Ttook-
wood,"" said Harry. I!'l‘-dt""ni of a team of tame
lunatics, it turns cut that we've ol to play a team aa
good as our own—or néarly as trrmd We don't want to
score a defeat for the Remove —espeeially against Rook-
wood. It's up to you fellows to resign your places and
give them up to fellows who can keep the Remove flag
H_g,mn'

1 guess you can leave that flag to me,”” said Fisher
T. Tish, “ T calenlate T'1 keep it flying I d

= ‘\nw Fishy,” urged Bob Cherry. “ You set the
other Chﬂ]‘m 11 E‘T‘]JTI]‘.I]{‘ Mauly 1s willing to play a
good man if you'll stand eut. Will you?" '

“Nope,” said Fisher T. Fish promptly.

“Will you, Skinner?"

“Cateh me !

* Snoop——-""

“Go and cat coke ™ chd Snoop.

“Wibley, old man, you're a sensible chap.
the right {hing?"

'f'l.lhif-_ aniffed.

“Uan’t 1 play ericket?" he demanded.

“Well, yes,” said IHarry Wharton diplomatically; *
can play, but not [[11[1.{' up to the form of t]mt Lh"lp
Silver.  Yow're better than any of these grinning
chumps, but—but—""

“ Well, I'm conceited enough to think that T ean play
a good mame,” said Wibley., ““I'm going te try, any-
way., W Iu,r don’t you pet ['»qulm' rer to ['L'E'rlﬂ'l'.l"'”

“Ile won't,” said Whar inu dismally.

“ Well, T won't, either !

‘“‘u;l}nun‘ tlmnrr’ griuned Skinner.

“1 say, you f{““l;ﬁ‘i-’ﬁ, it will 'hr- all vight," saud Bunter.
e T shall be there, you know,’

*You fat idiot!™

Skinner,

“I beer you to he

You'll do

¥ou

*Oh, really, Cherry——""
L3 B H tell you wha at, Wibley,” said Wharton, struck
by a sudden 1|H£nmtmn “You're jolly good at acting,
13
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though you're not much good at ericket. Get out of the
eleven, and you shall Plﬂ_}' the title-role when we do
‘Hamlet ' next weelk !

“Youd have to give me THamlet, anyway.,” said
Wibley warmly. “ I'm the only fellow in the Remove
‘whn can play Hamlet 1"’

‘' Well, we jolly well won’t!”” shouted Bob Cherry.
“ Bither you stand out of the Remove cleven, or we il
make you prave-digper,’

“(r second mm:hw * said Johnny Bull.

" I"athead ! said 1-"»":|I_1]£*v. ““There 1sn’t any sccond
murderer in *Hamlet.”  And T'm jolly well going o 1;1
the Prince of Denmark, or 1’1 know the reason why 17

“You'll know the reason why,”” said Wharton. “ The
reason is that yon stick in the Remove eleven when you
know you ought to be outside it 1"

“1 don’t sce that,” said Wibley. “T can play ericket.
S'Lill,_if it’s agreed that I play Hamlet—honour hright

—

““Yes, yes I

"By lh{,ay and corruption ! howled Skinner.
ton, this isu’t cricket !”

“1t won't be crickef if you play in the team, you

ass!" said Wharton. “Is it a go, Wibh?”

“It's a go!” said Wibley. ** Mind, T'm T[:m!]ﬂi', an:l
you can have my place—anybody who likes I'd ratker
play Hamlet than play Rookwood !’

“ITa, ha, hai”

" Who fukes the place?” murmured Nugent.

“0Oh, let Wharton have 1t,” eaid Squiff generously.
“ Wharton ought Lo he eaptain, by rights, if that idict

auly could be pot rid of "

“No,” sald Wharton. “ What we want more than
anylhing else is a bowler. Peter Todd'’s a pood bat, and
Bolsover can keep a wicket up, but there isn’t a bowler
in the cleven. Inky's Lthe man for the place !

““The flatterfulness of my esteemed chum 1s terrific,”
murmured the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur.

The rest of the Co. agreed with Wharton. With o
wonderful bowler like Inky in the team even a team of
fumblers like Mauly's eleven eould not he utterly and
diE%‘I:lEﬂleuj licked. Matters were looking up, after
all ! .

But Wibley was the only member of the team who
lictened to reason. Bunter and Bunter minor hadn’t the
slightest intention of getting out of the eleven. Ekin-
ner and Snoop and
Stott chuekled and
chortled, omnly too
evidently enjoying
the situation. Wild
horses wouldn't
have dragged
Fisher T. Fish out
of the team. The
Yankee junior had
an opportunity at
last of showing
Greyfriars what

““ Whar-

HEKT WEEKS
GRARND STORY

‘Fifty Pounds Reward!”

NOW ON
SALE.

“We're having supper in the study,” Wharton re-
marked to Bunter, as e turned to go, in a casuwal sort
of way. " Like to vome?"” -

“ What-ho ! grinned Bunter,

“ Bring Sammy.”’

“Youn het!”

The Famous Five repaired to No. 1 Study, and a
cencral ecollection of fuck was made along the Hemove
passace. Tom DBrown, and Vernon-Sinith, and Bulstrode
and Squiff and Mack Linley, all anxions to get back into
the eleven, helped the Famouas Pive to colleet up o
supper that would fill the hearts of the two Dunters with
l:"i'.":,"_

When Billy Bunter eame inte No. 1 Study with his
minor his little round eyes danced behind his spectacles.
Sammy Bunter drew a deep, cestalie breath,

“Privee I said Sammy.

“1 say, yvou fellows,
Bunter.

“Pile 10" said the Pamous Five hospitably.

The two Bunteéys piled in. They piled, and piled, with
wonderful energy and speed, and the good things were
cleared off the table in record time.

Ecstatic happiness glowed in their fat faces as they
travelled through ham and tongue, sardines and pickles,
cakes and biscuits, and jams and preserves and jellies,
It was a feed for the gods.

““ Now, I suppose you're going {o oblige us,”
Wharton, when the two fot juniors were fairly
way. ' You'll do '“I{‘ rigcht thing, Billy#"

e H-"I.'J’ on that,”” said “Bunter. * Pass the jum.””

‘L'ﬂu']l gilf- up the place in the eleven?”

““T can’t talk while I'm eating,” said Bunter,
hive a _]tm afterwards I’

* Sammy, old chap——

“Cocecan’t t-t-talk with my mum-mom-mouth full,”
suld Sammy. *“Give us a vest, Any more cake trmnﬂf?”

Aceustomed as they were to the gaslronomic per-
formances of the leh_*::*- Hurry Wha iwton & Co. watched
them in wonder. How Luwhml} could eat so much and
live was very nearly a miracle. But the time came at
last when even Billy Buniler and Sammy could eat no
niore.

They were looking shiny, and perspiring, and breath-
ing very hard—or rather snorting.  They had fairly
overdone 1t, and it looked as if they would have to be
carried away—or
rolled away, lhike
barrels.

“ Nothing more?"?
asked Bob Cherry.

“N-n-nothing,
thanks,” mumbled
Bunter. “Ow!”

“"Whats the
matter?”

“N - n- nothing!
I—I think, per-
haps, T was a bit

this is veally rippine,”” eaid

remarked
under

“ We'll

cericket was like, too strong on the
: D J ickles,  Or it n:

;ﬁ:lng }12?} lntft:tt ORDER‘ EARLY pRIGE ! # Il;;vegr;reen Ii-tllm }I;ilg
Not if Fisher T. ' ; : Or the cake. Or
Fi?;h klnew 11! the tarts. Or the

But mecessity is ]IFI]'!-:I[+ El;es:hprjﬂlfr
:h.: n[;,ﬂjr T}n:tll_, ﬂfx ]:n{i qm—‘rﬂlrl .l’Erlu:}mI it
desperate situa- wils Sl;e };]1 1;31#;1{; o
tions require ; ot to-
desperate  expedi- grether, grinned
ents, . The grim Saquill.

need of getting out
of the fix they had
got themselves into
spharpened the
faculties of the
Famous Five won-
derfully. There
was mnot a stone
they would leave
unturned. .
THE MAGNET LIBIHR‘H’ —Nao.

“Ila, ha, ha!”
“RBlossed 1f T see
anything to cackla

at!” growled
Bunter,
“Have somae

more, Sammy?”’

“ Nunno.”

“Now we'll have
a -little friendly
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Whér_l Bl"}* Huﬁt;r came info No. 1 Studjr with his minor, ﬁisrl_li-ttle round eyes dﬂnCEl-;l_II;él-lllld his Spﬂﬂtﬂ.ﬂ]és_.” "

Sammy Bunter drew a deep ecstatic breath.

“ Prime | said Sammy,
ripping,” added Billy. “ Plle in!’ said the Famous Flve hospitably., (Sec Chapter 9.)

talk,” remarked Nugent, “ about the match to-morrow,
Bunter, old chap !

“ Oh, blow the match ! satd Bunter irritably., “1 can't
talk now. If you fellows have got me here to try and
bag my place in the team, youll jolly well be dis-
appointed. T regpard that as playing it rather low down
—almost dishonest, in fact. T know you fellows ain’t
¢uite so particular as I am in these things. But [ really
think you ought to draw a line somewhere.”

The Removites glared at Billy Bunter,
speechless for a moment.

“Why, you fat roiter!” roarcd Bob Cherry.
know jolly well what we were feeding you for!”

“ Nothing of the sort,” said Bunter loftily. *“If 1 had
puspected that you had nlterior molives, T should have
declined your hospitality, of course. Come on, Sammy !
You're excuse us going, you fellows, but, really, I'm
responsible for my minor, in a way, and I recally don’d
care about him asseciating with such chaps.”

Tue Magner Lienany.—No. 302,

They were

ii }I'.-U”

“] say, you fellows, this is really

The Bunters departed before the chums of the Remove
conld recover iheir breath. The Owl had quite taken 16
AWY.

“Well!” gasped Bob Cherry.
that?”

“Let's go and slaughter the fat eysters!” yelled
Johuny Bull.

Wharton made & hopeless gesture.

“It's NG he said, ¥ The fat beast knew what he was
being fed for, and he meant to spoof us after the feed.
It's no go! The team stands as it is—there’dl he two
good players, one passable, and cight silly duffers, and
Rookwood will wipe up the ground with them., Can’t be
helped.”

And with that disconsolate conclusion, the chums of the
Remove went 4o hed. They had done their best—but 1t
was decidedly N.G. A faint hope lingered of better luck
on the morrow; and {hat was all they bad to comfort
ihem,

“What do you think of



16 THE BEST 3° LIBRARY ®® THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bribery and Corruption!
ARRY WHARTON & Co. wore very thoughtful looka
H the next morning. Iiven in the Form-room they
were thinking about the Hookwood matceh,
Fortunately, Mr. Quelech was not aware of that
fact. If there was an unusual amoant of inatfention on
the part of the Co., and if lines fell a little more thickly
than wsual, Mr. Queleh remained in blissful ipnorance
of the cause. The Hemove-muaster was far from seeing
that a cricket-mateh, 1n waportance, came before
lessons.  Indeed, if he had goessed how much thought
the jumiers were giving to the Hookwood match that
morning, it s quite possilne that the heroes of the
Remove would have been detained for the afternoon, and
would not have gone to Hookwood at all.

Fortunately, that nltimate catastrophe did not oceur.
Morning lessons were over at last, and the Remove were
dismissed. Never had the chums of the Remove bheen so
glad to get ont of the Form-room,

They were looking forward to the afternoon in a grim
humour. Immediately after dinner the motor-"bua hired
by Lord Mauleverer was coming over to take them fo
Hookwood. The die was cast—Manleverer’s eleven was
poinr to distinguich itzelf, or, rather, extinguish itself,
al Hookwood—and Harvry Wharion & Co. had to faee the
inevitable defeat, and the unpleasant knowledge that
it was their faalt,

Soguifl, sauntering in the Close, with his hands in his

priets, thinking over the problem with wrinkled brow.s,
spotted Samnny Bunter casting longing glances into the
window of the school shop. Ile bore down on the fat
farr, vnd slapped him on Lhe shonlder. Sammy bhinked
at him through his spectacles.

“Pamished, as nsual =" asked Sgquifi affably.

“It's 0 jolly long time to dinner,” growled Sammy,
“and 1've hind nothing since brekker except a bun and
some toflee and some hullseves! 1 say, Mrs. Mimble has
got fresh tarts in to-day.”

“Like some:”

“What-ho ! said Sammy, his very spectacles sparkling,

“What about the mateh this afterncon™” said Squatl,

“Lot's go in, and we'll tallk it over,” said Sammy
diplomatically.

Sampson Quiney Iffley Tield chuekled,

“Onee bitten, twice shy,” he remarked. * You played
that little game on us last night.  We'll talk it over
first. Look here, you fat young oyster, you don’t want
to play Rookwood; you'd rather have a feed.”

“That depends,”said Sammy coolly.  “ There'll be a
feed at Rookwood—DBilly savs so, and Mauly would look
after his team jolly well, anyway. But I'll tell you
what, Field—I've been going te atand a feed in the
Second for a lone time, and the fellows say it's time it
came off. If I could fix that up for this afternoon, 1
might not go to Rookwood.”

Squiff sniffed.  The fat fag was evidently “out™ to
make a bargain. But the Australian junior was well
supplied with cash, and if Bunter minor insisted upon
bribery and corruption, Squiff did not object,

“Can’t trust yonu!” he saud.

“Then yon can go and eat coke!” retorted Sammy,

“We might make a bargain,” said Squiff reflectively.
“T1 tell yon what—we’ll order the feed i

Sammy’s eyes glistened.

“TUp to ten bob,” said Sguilf,

“(h, good!”

“And I'll pay for it—-"

“Right !

“With orders for it to be delivered to you, personally,
at four o'clock——"

“Oh!”

“And von give me your place in the eleven,” said
Sl

Sammy Bunter veflected. e was nol particularly lieen
on going to Rookwood, excepling for what was to be
obtained in the line of eatables. He was evidently
inclined to accept Sqniff’s templing offer.

“Well, what do vou =av?" demanded Squiff.

“I eouldn't stand the Sccond a feed on ten bob,” anid
Sammy, shaking his head, and blinking keenly at Squift,
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caleulating exactly how much hLe could screw out of the
Cornstalk., “ Make it a quid. You've got lots of money."”

“1'll see you blowed first I sald Squiff indignantly.

“Well, if you want the school to win, you know——"
hinted Sammy.

Squiff made up his mind. After all, it was for the
sake of the 1"orm, as well as for his own sake: and it had
been his own disastrous idea to make Mauleverer captain
on thal occasion. It was up to him.

A quid it is 7 e said at last.  “ But mind, you don’t
get o much as a smell of a currant bun till four o'clock
this afternoon. You're a slippery customer, and you're
not going to have a chance of spoofing me.”

“But I'm hungry now,” sald Sammy indignantly,

*Oh, rats!”

“I1'll have some tarts now as a—a sort of makeweight,”
sigpested Sammy.  “ Another tanner won’t hurt you.”

“You fat Shylock! Come on, then!”

Sammy Bunter joyfully followed the Anstralian junior
into the tuckshop. Squilf laid a sovereign on the
counter, )

“Take that, Mrs. Mimble. You're to supply Sammy
wilh anything he orders, up to that amount,” he ex-
plaimed. “ DBut the poods are to be called for personally
by this fat owl at four o'clock. If he doesu’t call for
them personally at exactly four o'clock, you're to keep
them for me, and he's not to have them at all.”

“Yes, Master Field,” simid Mrs, Mimble, somewhat as-
tonished.

“I say, TField, you ecan trust me, you know,” smid
Samuy.

“Yoes, as far as T ean see yon,” apreed Squiff. “ No
further than that, Give the fut bounder half o dozen
peany tarts, ma’am—here’s a tanner.”

“I say, Field, I'll have e

“You'll have what we've arveed on, and no more,” said
Squifl coolly.  “You can give your orders now, and if
vou're not here at four o'clock to claim the geods, you
won't get a hite of them. Ta-tal”

“O, really, yon know
Jut Sampson Quiney Iiley Field was  gone, Ho
wilked away cheerfully to the School  House, and

pencilled his name over that of Saummy Bunfer on the
ericket list on the notice-board.  The Famous Five
spotted him thus engaged.

“HMallo, hallo, hallo! Wherefore this thusness:" de-
manded Bob Cherry.

“T'm in the team,” grinned Souiil.

“Oh, good!” said Wharton. * But how?"

“Bribery and corruption.”

“IMa, ha, ha!” ‘

“It’s cost e a solid quid and a tanner,” said Squiff.
“Bunter minor will be expiring of indigestion about half-
past four this afterncon. I hope he will suffer awful
pangs. It leaves me nearly stony, but it can’t be helped.
[f you fellows are rolling in tin, you might try the same

eame with his major.” i
“That's a wheeze,” said Bob Cherry. “ Let's pool the

cash, and fry."”

They found Bunter major, and tried. But Billy
Buuter proved less amenable to reason than his minor;
he steadily declined to listen to the voice of the charmer.
He was fortificd by the knowledge of that well-filled
hamper that was going in the motor-'bus, and of which
he fully intended to have the lion’s share. As it was not
worth his while to be bribed, the Owl of the Remove
aesumed a iofty attitude.

“T'm really surprised at you fellows,” he said severely.
“Shocked, T might say. I know you're not so particular
as 1 nm, not so delicate, and all that; but really, really,
vou know

So the Famous Tive bumped him on the ground and
left him.

THE ELEVYENTH CHAPTER:
DBunter Enjoys Himself!

ROMPTLY after dinner there was the lLoot of a
P motor-horn in the read, and a tremendous vehiele
drew up outside the school gates. It was Lord
Mauleverer's motor-"hus, all ready teo take the

party over to Lookwood.

%ﬂ-
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Lord Maulevercr came out with his team, smiling and
cheery,

If he noticed the imploring glances that were furned
uHﬂu him by the Iamous Five he did not appear to be

m'tul by them.

“You fellows ready?” he asked cheerily. * Where's my
bleseed eleven® Got your bals and thin: og—what? j‘mﬂ,r
fellow who likes to come is welcome; the motor-"bus will
hold about '~'|"-..f,:_lr, 1 believe.’

“Oh, we're all coming ! prowled Bob fh{‘hj,

Lem':‘]c e, who's in m ¥ eleven and who st
his lordship.

“Ha, ha, 1 |:| e

T]i{'.‘l‘:’: had been changes in Lord Mauleverer’'s eleven,
and ne was not well lmmvrl as to who was playing for
him and who wasn't. Ile had to separate the shieep
from the g-':t;i?s, as 1t were.

The eleven came together;
eelf, Bolsover

asked

there were Manleverer him-
major, Hl-.ml]r*r Bnoop, Stott, Fish, Billy

Buitter, and Wun Luun' loft uf Maulv's ﬂrlwnml team.
;‘L]nnm Wibley, and Rammy TBunter had been mplnrrd by
Poter Imlﬂ Hvtrn:-ﬂ Hlt'gh, and Squi®,  Lord Manleverer

blinked at Todd and Inky and Squiff,
“You three ih.-pa plaving for nu:
“Yes, fathead ! said Squifi.
“The wlayfulness is terrific, my csteemed idiotic
Mauvleverer,” remarked Hurrvee Jamset Ham Singh.
“And we'll try te keep the Rookwooders from guite
wiping up the ground with vou,” said Peter Teodd, with
a enort,
“Begad !

* he asked.

Mich  oblized, nﬂauu* boys, 1 shounldn't
wonder if we heat them, you know,” said Lord Mauleverer
amiably. “I'm goin’ to de my best.”

“ Bow-wow !”

“You're comin’ along, Wharton, old chap? T specially
want you to see what I'm goin {o do at RHookwood,” said
his lords hip

“Oh, T'll come!

“Cloed 17

‘Liook here, Mauly, it isn’t too late to——"

“Time we were off,” remarked Lord Mauleverer,
lessly nterrupting the -L’q:tu.u of the Hemeve,
and follow me, dear hoys

The party followed his lordship down fo the gates.
Harry Wharton & Co. had not given up hope vet. There
was o lone drive to ﬁt-t.ﬂ m}wl, and en route thr", had a
faint lm]}f_ of bringing eome members of the team to
reason. So, in order to be prepared for all eventuanlities,
they took their bats and t}|||.1 flannels with them—a
proceeding that wmade the eleven grin.

Skinner tapped the Bounder on the arm as they went
down to the gates. Vernon-Smith leoked at him rather
blackly. Rkinner was Smithy's study-mate, and under no
end of obligations to the Bounder, and Smithy's epinion
wae that if Skinner had a grain of decency he would
stand ont of the team nnd miake room for Kim. So far
Sliinner had net shown any sign whatever of posscssing
the necessary grain of deconey,

“You're luﬂklnﬁ' rather down in the mouth, Smithy,”
Skinner Tmndrhud in his most friendly manner.

“Oh, rats!t” gl‘m'.rlwl Vernon-Sinith. " Why can't yon
rtop playing the riddy ox, and let me have a chance of
vaving the mateh ="

“That's just what I was thinking of,”
amicably.

Vernen-Swith brightened up.

“If you mean that, Skinny——

“The faet is,” said Skinner, ™ Ponsonby of Iligheliffe
has asked me over there for the afternoon, and 1'd like
to go.”

“Go by all means,” said the Bounder.

“They've got a little came on, eaid skinner,

The Bounder grunted.

“T'd like to go like 14]1}‘[]11”

" sadd Harry,

ruth-
“ Fall in

sa1d Rkinner

L

smithy.”

* Well, why don’t FOU gor
" Hi‘{‘ﬂj said Skinner calmlr. “No gocd going to
gce a chap like Ponsonby to play a little game without

a shot in the locker. 1f 1 hld a quid in my pocket it
would Lie o different matter”
The Bounder laughed. He sasw Bkinner’s object now,

and a “quid 7 was nothing to him. He slipped his hand
into his pocket.
“You ass, why couldn’t vou say o h{fﬁ{w’ he said.

o i lend you a quid, and you can settle wiien you like,
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Ttere you are !
Skinner crumpled a currency note in his hand out of
sight of the rest of the party, and with a nod to the
Hmmde walked away. With the amiable object of
causing Wharton as much worLy as possible, Skinner had
remained in the eleven till the Jast moment before leavi mg
tirevfriare. Bult as a matter of fact, the black sheep of
the Ilemove greatly preferred o game of cards at 1ligh-
clilfe to a game of cricket at Hookwood.

The numerous party of the cleven and their followers
ciimbed into the motor-"bus ountside the school gates.
Lord Mauleverer looked over his {lock.

" All here?” he asked. ”Befr.:d where's Skinuer? 1
lnr:unrht Rlkinner was in my tean.

‘Tle’s not coming,” sald Vernon-Smith,
his place to me. No objection?”

"Nonge in the world, dear boy,” =0id Lord Mauleverer.

“1 congratulate you, begad! Chauffeur, you can get
going. ™

The chaufTeur got going,
away {lu#n the road.

“Ho you're in the team, Smithy:"

The Beunder nodded.

“"Yes; I fixed 1t up with Skinner.”

“Not so0 bad,” remarked Squiflf, * There’ll Le
g,::-.-'mtl players, OTLC KO-£0, and six silly udiots 1™

' Look hyer!” bepan IMisher T. ¥ ‘ish war mly.
if you call my ericket so-so— "

" Oh, I meant Bolsover,” said Squiff vheerily,
one of the silly idiots [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Oh, really, Squifi!” said Bunter. “You know jolly
well how I shall play. Wharten won't be able to keep
me I the shade this time.”

“Me playee goodee wellee,”
“Plavee uppee like old bootee !

“You disreputable young hesthen, why can’l you give
up your place?”

“No savvy.”

“1t's not too late, yeu pigtlailed son of a stone image !
gald Bob Cherry. '

‘No eavvy.”

“Hang him over the side by his pigtaill”
Johmny Bull.

* No touchee pigtail 7

“He's given

and the Lig vehicle rolled

=aid Dol Cherry.

four
"1 ruess

“You're

remarecd Wun Lun i,

crowled

yelled Wun Lung, in alarm,
*“Order, begad !” said Lord Mauleverer., * No ragging
my team. I dare say Wun Luug will play up all r]frht—
as good as the rest, anyway.”
“Uh that's likely {ﬁlmulfh " snapped Nugent,

My dear chap, vou 1 see that I shall do very well,
sl hl‘:u lordship.  “1 faney vou'll be surprised at
oolkwood.”

“Yes, if you take o ruan,”

* 1 eay, you fellows, shove that lunch-basket this way,”
gald Billy Bunter., “I'm getting 1:*1'1{141

“ Yon must be,” snorted Bob Cherry,
an hour since dinner.”

"1 always play better aflier a good feed,”
2 R 1| hrtgm en the eold chickem. You
Mauly¥

* Not atl all, dear boy.”

Billy Bunter beran cn the cold chicken.

‘1t's nearly half

sauul Bunfoer,
don’'t mind.

He proceeded

on a rabbit-pie.  Ile continued on a big cooseberry-tart,
The Famous Five watched kim with great interest. How
Bunter expected to be able to play cricket after that was
a mystery. He ounght to h.nt- lreen reader for the

hospital than for the cricket-field.

Bob Cherry clozed one eye at his chums, and proceeded
to take a deep interest in Billy Bunier’s feed. He
selected good things from the lunch-basket, and pressed
them uwpon Bunter. The baskel was a large one, and
crammed with tuck: Bunter had seen to that. Nobody
else could eat anything, so the Ow! had it all to himself.
He revelled in it. The Co., eatehing Bob Cherry's idea,
kelped him in the good work.

As fast as I'iilh' Bunter showed a &ion of slackening
down, cne of them preduced a very EDJJ|LI1J!!g item, and
urged him to continue.

Bunter never refused offers of that kind. Se long as
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he had stowage capacity Le was content to go on stow-
ing. And his capacity in that line was enormous.
While the motor-'bus rolled rapidly aleng reads and
lanes, Billy Bunter kept up a steady munching.

When even his wonderful powers failed him in dis-
posing of more solid articles he was still able to manage
tarts, and cream puffs, and meringnes.

He unfastenced several buttons of his waisteoat, and
went on valiantly. Even Buater had to slack down at
last,

“Do try this cream puff,” urged Bob. “Look at it—
lovely Devonshire eream! Do try it, Bunter, old man 7

“Regad, you'll kill him, yen kunow " said Lord
Mauleverer.,

“Ng such luelk,” said Dol
of this. Go it, Billy!"

“1_T can't!” said Bunter faintly.

weer now. 1 won'l have any more !

“ Not o nice eream-pufl, old chap:”

“N-n-n-no

«What he wants is some nice uuderdone fut bacon!™
paid Squill.

Bunter turned ereen at the thought.

“Groooh! Beast!”

“Tla, ha, hal”

“ Or a dose of cod-liver oil 1" said Johuny Bull.

¢ Woooooh I moaned Bunter. “shut up! You—you're
making me feel illL Oh, dear?”

Bunter sat very silent and still after that, wilh that
deadly stiilness sometimes seen in o Channel passenger
who fears disaster with the next roll of the vessel s
complexion was changing to various colours—yellow and

gen and pasty and white and pink—in pale art shades,
The strife that was going on inside DBunter, among the
many and assorted things he had bolted, must have been

deadly.

The juniors watched him, crinning and hopeful. Long
before Rookwood was reached, Bunter was leaning back
in his seat, silent, still, breathing faintly. e dared not
move: he knew what would happea if he moved. [e
had not only overdone it, but he had overdone 1t to an
alarming extent. It was likely to be many hours before
he recovered from that hoa-constrictor-like feed.

“lallo, hallo, hallo! Here we ate acrain !” sald Bob
Cherry, as the motor-'bus rolled through the old High
Strect of Coombe.

A little later the gates of Rookwood were sighted.

The motor-"bus came to a halt outside the gates, and
the Greyfriars party—more than thirty strong—crowded
down. Lord Mauleverer tapped Dunter on the shoulder.

“ Come on, Bunter!”

“ Ded-d-don’t "

“Whatr”

“ D.d-d-don’t touch me’”

“ But we're here,” said Lord Mauleverer.

% Groo! Lemme alone!” moaned Dunter.

“But you're here to play ericket,” said his captain,
“You don't want to stay in the 'bus all the afternoon,
do youf"’

“{Groo!”

“ Come on, old chap!”

“7_] e-c-can't move!
Grooooooh "

“ Begad," said Lord Mauleverer, descending from the
motor-'bus, ' Bunter don’t look much like playin’
cricket !"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Je wants to stay in the ’bus, begad! I suppose he
can if he likes. They’ll put it snmcwﬁure, I suppose, till
we want it to go back.”

% Come on, Bunter!” called out Snoop, who had an
inkling of the secret scheme the Famous Five had tacitly
arranged in helping Bunter to make that gigantic feed
en route. ‘ Bunter, old man, come down!”

Groan!

“ Ain’t you going to play cricket, Bunter?”

Giroan !

“ Mauly will have to play a substitute if you don’t
come, Bunter!"”

Groan'

S Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Oh, leave him in the 'bus!"” said Lord Mauleverer. “I
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shall have to play a substitute, begad! Let me sece!”
Ilis lordship looked over the eager juniors. They hung
upon his words, but he did not cateh Wharton's {-.j*c.-, He
tapped DBob Cherry on the shoulder. * You feel up to
playin’, Cherry, dedr boy "

“Da I gaid Bob. * Yes, ass!
Wharton, Malke it Wharton!”

“T want you, Bob, dear boy,” said Lord Mauleverer,
unheeding, " “Come on! You're in the team now. Begad,
you'll want some things ™
“I've brought 'em, fathead!”

“Q0h, good! Come on!” yawned his lordship.

But it ought to be

: A “This
way to stageer humanity on the giddy cricket field 1"
The Greyfriars party marched in. Harry Wharton's
face was clouded.  There were now five good men in the
eleven, aud Greyfriavs wonld he able to put up some
sort of a mateh,  DBul YWharton's last chance was gone.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Mauly's Littie Jokel

warmly.
The Rookwood cleven were wailing for them. _
As they looled over the Rookwoed junior players, ik

was easy enough for the famous Five to see that they

c] IMMY SILVER & CO. greeted the Greyfriars party

were of a very different ealibre from the ineffable Smythe

& Co.

Adolphus Smythe and his friends were on the ericket
oround, but this time they were only “lookers-on 1n
Vienna,” so to speal.

The great Adolphus had an eyeglass in his eye and
a disdainful smile npen his face, and he was clad with
great elegance, and looked thoroughly nutty. But he
was simply a spectator.

The cleven :{id not look very nutty, but they looked
very businesslike. Tommy Dodd, the Rookwood junior
eaptain, was a sturdy youth, and looked like a cricketer.
ook and Dovle, and Towle and Lovell, and Raby and
Newcome, and Flynn and the rest were all evidently lit,
and in great form. If Lord Mauleverer's original team
had played them they would have stood up just long
enough Tor all their wickets to be taken for duck’s eggs.
That was abundantly clear.

Now, however, the Greyfriars team had a fichting
chunce.  ‘The Remove eleven now included Peter Todd,
Bob Cherry, Hurree Singh, Squill, and Vernon-Smith-—
five of the very best. Bolsover, too, was worth a place
in the team.  There were only five players who were
actually hopeless—Snoop and Stett, and Wun Lung and
Fisher T. Fish, and Mauleverer himself,

“You find a few changes in the team here—what:"
remarked Tommy Dodd, after he had greeted the
Greyfriars juniors.

“A pood many,” said Bob Cherry. * Every blessed man
changed sinee you played us last time, in fact.”

“ Bvery one,” assented Tommy Dodd. *“The game will
be a bit different, too. You've been making some changes,
too, Wharton®"

Wharton laughed ruefully.

“ Yag, rather I he assented,

“Yaas, begad!” remarked Lord Mauleverer. “They'va
made me skipper, you know. They insisted upon it.”

“ By Jove !” said Tommy Dodd, looking his lordship up
nnd down. Unless appearances were very deceptive, there
scemed to be no reason why the Greyfriars juniors should
have insisted upon making Mauleverer skipper.

“They fairly ragged me into it,” said his lordship
amiably. “Didn’t you, you chaps?”

“Yes,” growled Wharton.

“You see, I'm not much of a cricketer,” explained
Mauleverer, * but, having taken it on, I'm goin' to do
my best.”

“Well, nobody can do more than that,” said Tommy
Dodd, o little puzzled.

“Yes, begad! I got two runs omce,” said Lord
Mauleverer,

i Eh?il

ii FPW'U rung !"

_ “Did you, really?” exclaimed Tommy Dodd. “ Not all
in the same innings, I suppose?™
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“Yaas.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I suppose youw're mnet a professiomal--what:” asked
Jimmy Hilver. )
“Tiegad, no!” said his lordship innecently. *“ But T'm

very koen—v cry keen.  You fellows ready to begint”

“Quite.”

“We toss up or
Mauleverer.

"II-‘.’[ ha! Yes.™

The Nookwoeod juniors were looking very naturally sur-
prised.  The new Greyfriars captain seemed to bear a
resemblance, in some respects, to their own Adolphus.

Marry Wharton & Co. were blushing.

If they had come over fo play Smythe & Co., Lord
Mauleverer's rank idiocy would not have been out of
place, DBut, under the cireumstances, they would have
been pleased to see his lordship sink mto the earth and
disappear.

“Well, w&:il,
everer hrisk! :,r

something, don't we?” asked TLord

let's get to business,” suid Lord Llaul-
“ Are all you fellows ready?”
“Yes, ass 7 growled Tioh Cherry.

“Good ! I'H be ready in a minute,”
drew Harry Wharton aside, smiling sercnely,
]cm]{'tn’ ather Irlum, dear boy.”

“0Oh, get on!” snid Wharton, with a grunt.
what I'm 1{}{)].1111{;-“ olum about, you IthmH ACEN

Lord Mauleverer chuckled.

“Yaas, I think I do. DBut T warned you, didn't I, that
if you made me ericket e::lﬂuin I should stick to it
what? You ean’t blame me.”

“Well, I don't blame youn,” said Harry. *“ et on with
the washing! You're keeping Rookwood wailing 1™

“1 told you that I was goin’ to do my best for Grey-
friars,” said his lordship, nuheeding,

“Well, do it, then, and don't jaw so much !”

“ Begad, yvou're nol polite!” vawned Lord Mauleverer.
“Laut I can’t do my best for Greyfriars without speaking
a word to you.”

“Eh—why notr”

“You see, it occurs to me that the best thing I can do
for Greyfriars is to get out of the eleven,” said his
lordship calimly.

Wharton jumped.

“Mauly, you ass——

“The fact is, I don't really care so much for the bleszcd
fag of a cricket-match,” explained his lordship, yawning

Lord Mauleverer
“You're

‘L'mz Lknow

¥

portentously. *“I'm willin® to look on and cheer; that's
quite enough exertion for me. You sce, I've becn
punishin’ you for shovin® this on me; keepim® you on

tenterhooks, begad,
Beer”
“Oh!" pasped Wharton.
“ And if you'd care to captain the team, dear boy
“Maulyl”

“ 101l resign and give you the job,”

so that you won't ever do it again.

g |

sald Liord Mauleverer

lazily. “TI shall resign, anyway. Too muech fag, you
know. It would bore me! Hallo! Wharrer you at?”

Wharten gave the schoolboy carl a tremendous thump
on the shoulder, which made his lovdship stagger. He
uttered a howl of anguish, and Wharton hurried back to
the cricketers, his face lighted up.

“It's all serene, you chaps!” he exclaimed. ** Mauly
was only playing the giddy ox. He's standing out, and
I'm captaining the team.”

“Hurrah !

“The hurrahfulness is terrific!”

“Only four silly idiots left in the team !” exelaimed Bob
Cherry joyfully. " Won't the rest of you follow Mauly's
noble example, and wedge out?”

“1 guess I'm playing in this hyer game.”

“(Go and eat coke!” said Snoop.

“Rats!” said Stott.

“Me playee like old bootee.”

“There's six of ns—seven with Bolsover,” said Harry
Wharton. *'Those four =silly ulmmpe mean four wickets
lost, but it can’t be helped.  We'll put up a good fight
now, anyway.’

“Yes, rother! Hurrah!”

And Wharton, greatly relieved in his mind, spun the
coin with Tammy Dodd.
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Cricket Under Difficulties:

ARRY WHARTON won the tess, and elected to bat
H fiest.  lle intended te open the Innings with Squill;
b1|t Figher T Fish put on his g!ﬂws at onee,

“This is up to me, L guess.,” he remarked.

“Buze off, fathcad " said Whartoen.

“1 gruess P'moopening the inuings 17

“Hilly ass!”

“Mauly promised me!” howled Fisher T. Tish. “If
you're l'.‘:l}‘.lt‘lll‘.l in Mauly's pl.mﬂ you've got to carry
out Mauly’s arrangements, that's understood.”

Wharton compressed his lips,  That was, of course,
understood. As cricket captain, he would have kicked
Fisher 'I'. Fisher out of the eleven; but he was bound by
the agreement with Lord Mauleverer. It was relief
enough to get the slacker of Greyfriars out of the team,
but he was bound to keep Mauly's arrangements with the
plavers. e leoked ]11r|111rmgh at the schoolboy earl,

“Is that so, Mauly?” he demanded,

Lord Mauleverer nodded,

" Yaas, dear hoy!”

“What did you promise to epen the innings with that
idiot for?”

“He asked me, vou know.”

“0Oh, you chump!”

“1 puess I asked him, because it will enconrapgé the
others to see some rea H}' cood cricket to start with,”
snapped Fisher I, Fish,

“Oh, get on!” growled Wharton. * You take the other
end, Squiff. I'll wait till the howling ass 18 bowled—it
will be in the first over, anyway.”

" Syunifiee no yoee,” remarked Wun Lung, in his sweet
and gentle tones. * Me goee en firstee !”

“You!” howled Squifl.

“Mauly plomise !

“Oh, you idiot, Mauly! Did you promise that dotty
heathen to open the innings?"”

“Yaas.”

“Oh, you ought to be seragged and boiled in oil 17

“ He asked me,” explained Lord Mauleverer.

“ Look here, 1|rVuII-leg, vou walt a bit,” said Wharton
persuasively.  “ 1 ean’t open the innings with two blither-
g ]:thl.r‘ﬁm ‘ks like you and Fishy, you know!”

" No savvy !

It was evident that Wun-Lung was determined not to
savvy. Wharton gave it up. The field were already in
their places, and waiting. The Greyfriars skipper made a
strn to the batsmen to go on.

Fisher T, Fish and Wun Lung ambled out to the
wickets,  The Greyfriars fellows watched them grimly.
They did not like to see the innings opened by the two
very werst players in the eleven. IMish and Wun Lung
would not have attracted so much attention coming in at
the tail of the immings. Ilarry Wharton could under-
stand better, now, th{, feelings with which Jimmy Silver
had Watﬂh{-d smythe & Co. playing his team on an
carlier occasion.

The appearance of the hittle Climee at the wicket made
ithe Rookwood crowd grin. Wun Lung 4id not look much
like a cricketer. But it was the Yaunkee junior whe re-
eotved the first ball of the over. Jimmy Silver went on to
bowl.

Fisher T. Fish had a decidedly swanking manuer as he
went to the wicket. He took up his position there with
the look of a fellow who felt that be was monarch of all
he surveyed. At last his opportunity had come! He was
roing to show Greyfriars, and the worid generally, what
prood batting was really like.

Unfortunately for Fisher's [JT'{]-{"I'dlIJ:]]l[' what followed
was an exhibition not of batting, but of bowling. The
ball came down from Jimmy Silver like a bullet from
a rifle, and Tisher T. Fish did net even know it was
coming till it had knocked his middle stump cut of the
ground.

“How's that?” eang Jimmy Silver softly,

“Out " chortled the umpire.

Fisher T. Fish gazed down at his wicket. He wasin a
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state of great surpr;ae He did not offer to go out, how-
ever,

“Man in!" said Wharton.

“Get off the prass, ishv!" shouted DBob Cherry, as
the Yankee junior did not move from the wicket,

“1 puess that doesn’t count ! suid Fish.

“ What?"

“I caleulate that was a trial ball”

“Oh, my hat!" said the umpire.

“I guess we'll have that over again.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Squifl came to the wicket, and as Fisher T. Fish did not
budge, the Australian junior brought his bat into play.
It was the simplest methad of arguing with Fishy.

“Are you gomng off ¥ he demanded.,

“ Nope !

“Then I'll help vou!”

“Come on, IMishy, vou
angrily.

The Rookwood fellows were all
surprisiner under the cirewmstances,

1 puess Yarooh! Keep that bat away, yon fat-
head! 1 tell ",."nu—}m}l]——-nh, Jernsalem crickets ™ velled
Fisher T. 1Mish, and he fled for the pavilion, amid howls
of langhter from the onlookers.

Squilf took his place,

“1 guess T don't eall this ericket ™ howled Fisher T,
Fish, as hu? came up to the grinning batsmen ontside the
Im.vllmu T guess T eall you a set of ‘i.'l_":.':-i[ 1 ouess 1
haven't had my innings yet! You hear me?

Bob Cherry let the Iu-nv end of lus bat fall ou Fishy's
toc, and Enhv rave i wild whoop, and stagrered awav.
I'rl-l" the next r]u,_lrl{-T of an hour or so he was too busy
caressing his toe to think of anything else.

Meanwhile, Jimmy Silver was bowline fo

fathead !” shouted Wharton

erinning, which was uot

1

S pson

Quincy Iffey Ficld,  Fishy at the wicket had made the
Rookwooders grin, but thev quickly discovered that

Syuiff was made of different stuff,  The Austealian
Junior stopped ball after ball, but did not go out for
runs.  He was afraid of what would happen if he started
running with Wun Lune at the other end. He did not
wianl 1o be run out in his first over. But he showed that
he could deal with the bowline,

5o the score was still blank when the field cressed over,
Greyfriars were one down for nil, 4o far.

Cook bowled the next over. Wun Lung blinked along
the piteh with his alimond eyes, and made a sw ipe at the
ball. Ile hit it—which surprised the Greyfriars juniors
~—and the leather sailed throuch the air.

Smack !

Jimmy Silver tossed the hall into the air, grinnine, and
caught it again as it came down straight as a rod.

- “How's that?”

“Ha, ha! Out’

“Man in!" said Wharton, with a nod to Bob Cherry,

Bob Cherry took his bat to the wicket., Wun Lune was
still there. He appeared to share Fishy's Ll!l:_L‘]L.’LJ.I.I.l]." AE!
to when an Innings was at an end.

“You comee hele, hand=ome Bob Chelly?”
Lung.

“Yes, ass!”

“No loom for twoe?”

“0h, you fathead!

“Me wantee play.”

"My sainted aunt!” murmured Tommy Dodd, who
overheard Wun Lung's innecent remark. * What sort
of a giddy team have they brought over? We might as
well have let Smythe play this lot.”

“Yon wantee J:_JLLT do you, vou fatheaded heathenr
said HBob Cherry. ' If you don't clear.off at once, 1'11
yank vou off by vour pigfail I’

“ Bob Chelly gleat heastee.

“You're out!" shricked Bob.

asked YWun

et off the zrass! You're out!”

Me wantee play clicket)

“No wantes goey out!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
*“Oh, dear.”” said Dob, I shall he sorry to have to

brain you with my bat, kid, but 1 shall have to do it if
you don’t clear off!™
“ No wantee cleal off 1"
“Then here goes!”
Bob swune up his hat with both hands, and Wun Lung
Tur Macwer Lisnary.—No. 382,
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gave a squeal, and dodged, and fled. He got back to
£he pavillon in record time, followed by a howl of

langhter. There he gave Ilarry Wharton a reproachful
look.

“ No playee gamee,”’ he said. ‘“ Mo wantee play
clicket. Me come hele playee clicket. Playeo one
ballee, goey out. Not good nuff.”

%y IL!. ha, hal"

“You shall go i again presently,” chuckled Wharlon,
“In second innings, vou know."

Wun Lung bI‘l[Tllt.-E'IIl"ﬂ up.

“ Me lrlﬂ:ﬁcﬂ onece mole?
Chelly playee now," he said amicably.

Bol Cherry—who had not waited for Wun Lung’s kind
permission—was already playing.  And loudly as the
Hookwood fellows had laughed over the [JE‘I‘fﬂI‘IIldﬂLES of
Wung Lung and IFisher T. Fish, they looked serious
Enmlgh when Bob Cherry and "‘-aum]-uwn Quincy Ifttey Field
began to deal with the bowling in carnest.

The batsmen understood that, if the deficiencies in the
team were to be made up for, and an overwhelming defeat
avoided, it behoved every fellow to play th{‘_."-“'ﬂrl'rlﬂ of
his life. And Bob and Squiff put their ** beef ’ ' into it.

The Rookwood bowling was very good. Jimmy Silver
and Doyle and Cook shared most of it, Jimmy Silver
being the best of the bunch., Dul the Greviriars wickets
wero nol easy to take. Runs were beginning to mount
up now, and Harry Wharton & Co, looked on with grow-
ing satisfaction,

If Lord Mauleverer's weird eleven was beaten, 1t would
not be a walk-over, al any  rate. The score stood
torty when Bol Cherry was Lowled by Silver, and P ster
Todd went in next. Todd was in great form, and he kept
the field very busy for a long time,

“ Blessed if T eatch on to this!” grunted Tommy Dodd,
a3 he came back after fagoime in a far corner of the field
for the ball. * Some of "em are hitting like Grace, and
some of "em are blithering idiots! They're a mixed lot.”

Scquift fell to a cateh by Lovell of Rookwoed, and Harry
Wharton came in to replace him. Wharton had Dbad
luek, beimng stumped m oo gallant attempt at four. Ilis
face was o little elouded 25 he carried out his bat., Every
possible run was wanted now, considering the *° passen-
rers - the team had to carry, and Wharton at his best
was o tower of strength to his side. DBut ericket is an
uncertain ocame, and it was no good grumbling,

Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh joined Todd at the wickets.
The seore was at seventy when Hurree Singh was canght

Allea light. DMe lettee Bob

out, Six down for seventy., Peter Todd was saving the
g_r;atmrr. Wharton sluvered at the bare idea that it night

have beon Alonzo there instead of PPeter.  After all, the
Removites had much to be thankful for.

Vernon-Smith went on next, and the Bounder of Grey-
friars played a great game. Smithy and Todd between
them piled up the runs, and it was Todd who was the first
to fall. Dut the score had jumped to eighty-five. Then
camo DBolsover major’s turn.

Harry Wharton watched him anxiously. DBolsover was
an average plaver, but hardly up to such bowling as
Jimmy ':-11?#1 was sending down. Ie added four runs,
and was clean bowled. Snoop came in  next. Tha
Iounder had the bowling, and added six for the over,

** All down for llillFt_‘ir'- ive "' said Bob Cherry,

“We're not all down yet!" growled Stott. “' I haven’t
been on, you silly fathead!™

“Oh, are you going on*"" vawned Bob.

* OF course I am, you chump! And Snoop's not down
"r'L‘i " rrowled Stolt,

;‘1]1 down for ninety-five, all the same,” said Ilob,

Bob Cherry was right, for the first ball knﬂ{*k&d Snoap's
Etmnlm to the wnh*, :mrl Stott, who replaced him, was
disposed of with another ball. Thi:}’ had scored a duck's
coer apiece.  Yernon-Smith was not out.

“ Begad " remarked Lord Mauleverer, as the innings
closed, © Hewml vou know, it's just as well come ch’um'crs
were made in my team—what?”

Of the five nrjgum] members of Mauleverer’s eleven,
Tolsover had taken four runs, and Fishy, Snoop, Stott,
and Wun Lung a duck’s erg apiece. It could rot be
considered a glorious n--«ult for them.

But ninety- ini* for the innings filled Harry Wharton &
Co. with satisfaction. It was more than they could
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" The sleepwalker’s position was one of awful peril. He sat on the parapet, with his legs dangling in the ivy, and |

“We must help him! ™ he said guietly.

a sheer drop of fiity feet below him. Harry Wharlon set his teeth. Lip W 1 ey s
(For this dramatic incident see the Splendid, Long, Complele Story, BILLY BUNTERS PERIL!” in “THE
DREADNOUGHT.” Now on sale. Price One Penny.) Jrmpe s e _._.__|

— . e g

reasonably have expected, and their hopes were high now
of pulling the game oul of the fire, in spite of the passcn-

gers in the team.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Close Finish!

IMMY SILVER and Tominy Dodd opened the innings
d for liookwood. Harry Wharton tesesd the ball to
Hurree Jamset IRlam Singh.
“ Your level best, Inky,”” he said.
Tue Macwer LiBrary.—No. 382

“The levelfulness shall he terrific,” promised the

4

Nabeh of Lhanipur.

“1 puess vou'd better let me bowl,” said Fisher T.
Fish.

“* How-wow !’

“Waal, where am I going to field?” growled Fish.

“ Anywhere you like so long as you keep out of th¢
way.,”” was his captain’s polite reply.

“* Look hyer, I guess——"

““ Oh, buzz off 1"’

“ Where me ficlde=?"" asked Wun Lung.

A Grand, Long, Completa Story of Harry

NeXh_ FIFTY POUNDS REWARDI” ArandiermComrimtdonlorian

MONDAY—
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““Go and stand on vour head in the furthest corner you
can get into.”

“ Allee lightee.”

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bol Cherry, as Wun Lung pro-
ceaded to earry out his captain’s direction. ™ Wun Lung,
vou ass! Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Whalton tellee me——

“0h, my hat!” said Wharton.
field and stay there!"

“ Me gocv., Wheree lonoee fielidec?”

“Take him by his pigt ail and lead him away,
goodiess' sake !

Wun Lung and Fisher T Fish were made to field deep
—very deep. Where they ficlded did not matier much, so
lonz as they kept out of the way., They were not |likely
to be much use,

Tommy Dodd received the first over from the dosky
Removite of Greyfriars. Tommy Dedd let himself go at
the first ball, and 1t shot hkack along the pitch like o
stone from a catapult. Hurree Singh saw his chaoee, and
he fairlv flew.

smack !

“ Oh, well caught !’ reared llob Chorry.

“{"'nlugh'r and howled Inky! Bravo, Inky!”

“Good old unp of darkness! IHurrah!™

“ How 13 that, my estecmed umpire:"" purred the dusky
nabob. '

Tommy Dodd did not wait to be tnld that he was out.
He walked off rather glumly, and told Lovell to come on.

“Good old Inky ! said Wharton, clapping his dusky
chum on the shoulder as they waited for the batsman fo
come in. * That was ripping! Keep it up !

" The 1-:{~#ia||1:i111|1s'~~1- will not be easy,”” said the nahob
ruefully. *“ It was a goodful catch, but I have twistfully
knocked my esteemed finger! Tt was like catchfully

L]

“Go into the long

for

Boh,

stopping an esteemed bullet. My hand s hurt fully
damaged,”’

“0Oh, what roflen luck!”’
e s
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“It will be all right presentfully.”

Wharton thnggml his shoulders. Tt was ecruel luck,
for the best bowler in the team to be put off his ferm
like this, when they had so many difficulties to contend
against already. But it cou!d not he helped.

Hurree "ﬁmgh was certaimnly off his form.
the over was child's play {o the batsman, and Lovell
knocked it far and wide. And Luky was not put on to
bowl again—Iit was clear that he was not up {u lhnwliﬂﬁ.
After the first over, the bowling was *f
among Peter Todd, Squiff, and the Limmdm

They did very well, especially the Australian junior,
[F3iE Tnl-.'r.' was niissed sorely,  The wickets went down Lo
a cood allowance of th—-ldi_‘r” were uo duck’s ecos
among the Reookwood plavers. Dlay was fast—very fast
—and the runs piled vp. The eontrast belween Tommy
Dodid's team and that of the egresious Smythe was
sipiking, _

The Greyfriars team were short -handed in the field, for
Fish and Wun Lung were quite uselesa, and Suoop and
Stott almest so.  That, of course, made thines very much
easier for the batsmen.  Tommy Dodd & Co. had ex-
pected to get a good score, but they had not ventured to
expect the hundred and thirty for which the innings
closed.

But that was the figure, when
down. It was a fieure to make them smile,
the visitora look decidedly grim.

After the innings closed there was an adjournment for
refreshments, bhut the interval was not long. Iloth sides
were anxious to finish the mateh before the Light failed,
thourh Rookwood, of course, were guite safe on the result
of their firet innings.

As the erukvt{*rw discussed cake and ginger-pop, Billy
Bunfer ]nmp{l them, Bunter had been spending Lis timo
in anguish in the motor-"bus; but he had recovered at
last, and he was hungry. The Owl of the Remove pro-
ceeded to do full ]11=tlL'r: to the Rookwood refreshments,
and his indignation knew no bounds at finding that the
match was prm_r:‘fﬂmﬂ' without him.

“T say, you fellows, I think this is simply rotten!” he
told them. “I regard this as sneaking my place in the
team—simply sneaking it! I don't eall this playing the
came, Mauly !

“ Berad ! said Lord Mauleverer, _ ‘

“VYoau conld have waited for me, and made it a single-
innings mateh,” said Bunter wreathfully. _ ;

The Removites velled at the idea of making it a
sinole-innings mateh for the purpose of waiting for
William Georee Bunter. The Owl of the Remove blinked
at them angrily.

“Plessed if I see anylhing to cackle at!”
"1 suppose you're ge tting jolly well licked!
SCOre— mm*h five w,nnﬂ a hundred and i_hut','-‘
what 1 0‘{1:({.[0{1 You micht have expeeted i

leaving me nlll

“Ha, ha, hal’

“(h, pass that cake, anil don’t cackle! " said Dunter.
“ The hest thmr? you cay do is Lo arrange fuI me Lo pl;l.y
in the sceond innings. fdm‘v say Dodd won't mind.’

“1I dare say he wouldn’ e tr‘hlm[ d Bob C htrrrv “Tdare
say he would jump al it, in fact. Dut we're nol giving

himn the chance.’

And ]hll:, Bunter was left to console himself as lest
he could with ginger-beer and cake when the Greyfriars
side went to bat again,

This time Ilarry Wharton opened the innines with
Squiff.  Fisher T. F'ish elaimed to zo in first, |.1|t they
were fed-up with Fisher T Fish, 'th- huhumcﬁ_pnd of a
hat, jommed foreibly in his ribs, brought IMishy’s argu-
ments to a sudden end; and Wun l,ung. who had been
ahout to make the same .llf“ll[l[:”:-f, decided not to make it.

Whorton was in great form this time. ITis bad lueck
in the previous innings hail made him more careful,  1le
tonk 1o chances, hut hh hittine was fast and hard, The
partnership lasted long, and |".|]‘.“'!11“"llf in forty runs hefore
Sepuiff fell. Tioh (hvrn and Vernon-Smith and Todd all
jorted Wharton al the wickets in turn.  The captain of
the Remove was well set, and even Jimmy Silver could
not. move him. It lwg:ul to look uas if he would be not

%Il-

The rest of

Rookwoeod were all
and to make

]

he orowled.
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out, but, with the score at a hundred, ke was caught at
last.

“That's better!” said Bob, slapping
shoulder as he eame off, a little breathless.
for us a bit—what?”

“There's a chanece left,” said arry. _

“1 wuess there's a dead cert,” snorted Fisher T. Fish.
“You wait till I go on!”

“(o om now, and get your duck’s egg 1" growled Harry.

Which Fisher T. Fish promptly proceeded to do.

“T guess I ain’t used to this Bookwcod bowling,” he
remarked, as he enme off, having completed his * pair of
spectacles 7 for the mateh. “Thig ain't at all how I
intended it to go.”

“Ae playee now?” asked Wung Lung.

“Yes, go on! Duck's eggs are cheap to-day!”

The little Chinee repeated his previous handsome score
—a bir, round nourht. DBolsover major made an unex-
pected stand, however, and he looked very pleased when
he came off, after adding ten., Then the innings failed
off, leaving Greyfriars with a hundred and five. Rook-
wood wanted seveuty to equal their score, and they had
a whole innings to do it in if the light lasted.

“Jlow's your paw, Inky?” asked Wharton anxiously.

The nalioh grinned.

“ Rirht as the esteemed rainfulness,” he replied. “The
painfulness has completefully disappeared, wsnd the
estecmed paw 1s all sereno.”

“Oh, good! If you could manage the hat-trick, you
black tulip, we might beat them yet,” said Iarry.

“The tryfulness will be great.”

Once more the Greyfriars team went into the field. The
mateh had been so well eontested so far, i spite of the
“passengers U in the Greyfriars team, that it had taken
up time, and it was doubtful if even the long summer day
woitld leave them Jight enough to finish, Not that
Tommy Dodd & Co. considered that it would be neces-
sarv to finish. They fully expecled to bheat Greyiriars
now with two or three wickets in hand, at least.

But the uncertainties of the greal game of ericket are
many.

Hurree Jamszel Ram Singh, the dusky bowler, was in
his most dangerons mood. And fortune smiled upon him
in a way that made the Greyfriars fellows yell with
delizht. The ballting was good, that was certain, but the
howling was better; and Hurree Singh performed the
hat-trick in the third over, sending three hapless batsmen
ont. And in the very next over he caught Tommy Dodd
out, to Syuilt’s bowling. Onece more things were looking
up for the wvisitors. But that was not the end,
Eneouraged by cheers from his eomrades, Inky went on
to bowl again, and Lwo wickets fell at once to his mighty
arm,

It was the turn of the Rookwooders to look serions,

him on the
“ Looking up
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Squiff had taken a wicket, too, and Reckwood were seven
down for 10. It was a sudden collapse that the Rook-
wooders had not been looking for in the slightest degree.
There would be plenty of light to finish the match now!

Hurree Singh’s comrades almost hugged him. The
Indian junior’s bowling was saving them, after all, in
gpite of their many disadvantages. .

Then eame arother turn of fortume's wheel, Jimmy
Silver and Lovell being at the wickets, and showing every
intention of staying there. Once more the runs were
piling up, and Rookwood gave a cheer as the board
announced 50, Another wicket fell, and another. Sixty
runs! Last man m!

Jimmy Silver was still batting. Raby was at the other
end. Jimmy Silver had a wonderful eye for weaknesses
in the field, and the Greyfriars field was very weak in
places. Like the egg in the story, it was * good 1n parts.”
Jimmy Silver did not give those parts a chance. He was
hitting out like a Hayward, and the runs were going
up—and up. Sixty-nine!

“One more wanted to tie,” groaned Dob Cherry, “ and
that bounder as fresh as a daisy.! We nearly did it 1"

Down went the hall again to Raby this time, and Raby
calmly stopped every ball 1ill the over finished. The field
erossed over, and Jimmy Silver had the batting agamn.
Rookwood faces were confident now. Jimmy Silver would
do it. Only one run wanted to tie, two to win, and
Jimmy Silver not showing a sign of fatigne.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh sent the ball down—his very
best ball—and there was a smack of the willow and the
leather, and the batsmen ran,

But Harry Wharton’s eye was on the ball. e took
a 1un, then he backed away, his eye on the ball as
it loated down to his upstretched hand. Smack! Every
eyve was on Wharton, and there was a roar,

“Oh, well caught!”

Wharton held the ball,

“How's that?"

There was no need to gsk “how 7 it was. It was out!
Greyfriars Remove, after all their difficulties, their
worries, and their troubles, had beaten Rookwood by a
single run!

. i 13 ] ) i | 1

The motor-"bus bore a joyous crowd home to Greyfriars
in the dusky summer evening. Jimmy Silver & Co. saw
them off very cordially. They had hoped to beat Grey-
friars with their new team; but it had been a very mear
thing, after all, though Adelphus Smythe was heard to
declare that, if he had been in the team as of old, it
would have been a win,

In the motor-"bus, as it rolled homeward along the
dusky roads under the summer stars, voices were raised
in cheery chorus.

Harry Wharton & ('o. were rejoicing with an exceeding
joy. In spite of Mauly's eleven, they had won the
match. .

“We really owe it to that chap Silver,” said DBob
Cherry. *1If he hadun’t come over and given us the tip
we should have sent eleven silly idiots to play them,
and——  What would have happened then®”

“The whatfulness is terrvitic!” grinned Hurree Jamset
Ram Rinch,

“It's o jolly rond win for us, considering {hat we had
four «illy idiots in the team,” said Harry.,

“1 puess—"

“Me tinkee——""

“ Honray for n=!” said Bob Cherry,

“Iip-hip-hooray ™

And the loud cheer of the victorious ericketers drowned
the voices of the scorers of duck’s eggs of The Slacker's
lleven.

THE END,

(Next Monday's ‘' MAGNET ' Library will contain
another splendid tale of Harry Wharton & Co,,
entitied # FIFTY POUNDS REWARDI" Don't miss this
firre yarn on any account; it Is one of Frank Richardg’
hest. Order YOUR copy without delay !)
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THE CONCLUDING CHAPTERS OF OUR GRAND SERIAL.

o "IN

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Bir Richard DBattingley, a much-travelled scoundrel, has
some mysterious reason for wishing the death of Clive Clare,
& handsome and daring circus performer, also known as the
King of Equestrianas. %113 therefors engages another villain,
named Paul Murdway, to compass Clive Clare's death for itha
sum of ten thousand pounds.

Paul Murdway follows the circus in its wanderings, and,
unider thoe name of Adrian Deering, leagues himself with a
member of Cyrano's Circus, named Senor Miguel Gurez, a
Mexican dead shot, to kring about Clive's death.

Several plots which the two villains make, however, fail,
but they do not give up their intention of injuring Clive
when an opportunity occurs.

Clive Clare goes to Tondon, where he is followed by Adrian
Decring, and taken prisoner by ruffians in hizs  employ.
Decring arranges that he shall be murdered, but luckily
Clive escapes, and returns to CUyrano's Cireus. :

Adrian Decring, being short of money, and anxious to
obtain tho reward that Sir Richard Battingley has offered
him when he shall have removed Clive Clare, goes to the
‘baronet, and savs that his wish has been carried out, and
that Clive 13 dead.

But Sir Richard, who happens to know that Clive 1s still
alivo, retorts:

“ Murdway, what a liar you are!”

(Now go on with the story.)

Set a Thief to catch a Thief.

Ordinarily, Murdway had the utmost control over himself
in tho presence of the baronet. But at those words he sprang
up from his chair as if stung by a thousand scorpions. Every
vestige of colour flew from his face, and lus mouth went dry
as he gasped:

“What do you mean "

“My meaning is simple,” returned Battingley., * You say
Clive Clare was killed the might before last. I say—and
I know this to be true—that he returned to Cyrano's cireus
last night, and appeared in public, Therefore, Murdway, 1
repeat, what a har you are!”

The deliberate words, the calm manner of absolute con-
viction_with which they were spoken, roused Murdway nto
fury. His hand flew out and clutehed one of the heavy
cut-glass decanters which stood on the table, Ho raised lus
arm and hurled 1t with all his force at the head of the
baronet.

Baitingley ducked, the decanter merely grazing the top
of his head, and burying itself among the thick; trailing
folds of the heavy curtaing, which mufHed the sound of its
fall.

It all happened in a second. but in that second the baronet
had realised that he had to deal with a desperate man. With-
out & moment's hesitation he loapt forward and closed with
his assailant. He bore Murdwav to the floor with his rush,
and fell uppermost with him.

Then, for a minute, a terrible strugele ensued.
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in one another’s armms, the two men writhed and rolled, each
vainly trying to clutch the other’s throat. Suddenly, by an
adroit movement, the baronet managed to free his right hand
from the desperate clutch of his adversary. He threw himself
forward; his fingers flew at Murdway's throat, and his
knee planted itself on his chest.

“Now,” he hissed, “I have you, you—

But the words died away in his throat, for at the moment
when it scemed as if he had at length obtained the mastery,
Sir Richard Battingley fell forward in a huddled heap with
4 groarn.

Quickly Murdway tottered to his feet, poured out a glass
of neat spirit, and gulped it down. Then, with a glance at
the huddled body on the floor, he stooped, and from near by
picked up something which, in the light of the lamp, glittered
crielly, e wiped the blado between the folds of the heavy
red ecurtains. What he wiped from it was of the samo
colour—something wet and elammy.

ITe replaced the dageoer in its sheath, which he wore be-
neath hia coat; then, with steps like a cat, he moved across
the room to a desk,

“There will be money here,” he murmured to himself; and
forthwith began to pull and wrench at the drawers.

As ho did so a step outside reached his ears. He stopped
at his task. A knock came at the door,

“The servants! Hang my luck! They mustn't see me.”’

With a spring he leapt forward, and then, even as the
knock was repeated, blew out the lamp. For a moment he
stood in the darkness, uncertain what to do.

A movement of the door-handle prompted him. What-
ever else happened he must save himself.

The door opened slowly. A footman, visible by the light
outside, uttered an exclamation of surprise at finding the room
in darkness. Murdway, hidden in the shadows, trembled
violently. The footman was advancing into the room, intent
on relighting the lamp. Murdway, not three yards from him,
heard the soft rub of a mateh on a box. Without hesitation,
he stepped behind the curtains, unlatched the long French
windows, softly pushed them open, and leapt down the four
ateps into the grounda.

The footman had lit the lamp by now, and evidently at
once discovered the ghastly body on the floor, which its light
revealed, for a terrible shriek from the servant struck on
Murdway's ears as ho gained the grounds,

In another moment the whole household would be ronsed,
}';}k{% a hunted stag Murdway tore away from the place for his
ife.

m”

Gurez, the Spaniard, Tries to Get His Revenge.

At almost the same hour as Sir Richard Battingley and
Paul Murdway had been dizcussing the fate of Chive Clare,
another person had his mind concentrated on the samo sub-
ject.  Life somotimes has such coinoidencea. The hour was,
indeed, the one in which Clive had to give his performance,

On this night, once more with May Kllis, he went through
Lis various feats of equestrianism, to the delight of the vast
audiecnce, and to the bitter chagrin of one man,

That man was Migzuel Gurez. From his position in the
canvas alley-way, leading from the arena to the dressing-
tent, the dead shot watched the graceful pair, with hate
blazing in his sinister cyves.

As to hizs own performance, which came on a little later,

THE PENNY POPULAR,

Every Friday.

CHUCKLES, de
Every Balurday %

Ewery Thureday.



he made but a poor show. Necver had he muddled his
business so badly beforc; never had he appeared to be so
uncertain of aim,

PBut the worst-performed programme, as well as the best,
comes to an end at length, and Gures duly retired from the
ring, with only a faint sound of :Lpi)lnuﬂu here and there
to reward him for his cfforta. Of late hiz popularily as
an artiste had been on the wane. The fact had galled him
terribly at first, and had added fucl to the fire of his hatred
for Chve Clare, whose reception by the public each night
scemed to grow warmer and warmer.

But now on this night the absence of applause troubled
Gurez but little. He was past it now; his frame of mind
was on¢ out of which it would take more than a clapping
of hands to shake him. His mind was in a state ol bitter
rmoodiness, of vielent despair. This Spaniard, this man of
Southern blood, evil though he was, yet, in his own way,
loved May Ellie. A brutal love, mavbe, and he such a
man as May Ellis should not think of for a moment; yet
he had loved her, and he had lost her. Gurez knew—knew
it but too well—that she would never be his, but Clive
(Clare’s. That he read plainly in her eyes cneh day, each
hour, each minute; and the full realisation of it had driven
himn to madness. Tach glance of one for the other hurt
Gurez like a sharp sword. He longed to turn his cyes
away from them, but they were drawn irresistibly to them,
like steel to the magnet. He longed to wipe out the
memory of them from his brain.

5o the heart of Miguel Gurez was hardened. ITis blood
scemed turned to gall; his brain burned with a fire that his
will could not cool.

Miguel Gurez was mad—mad with a strange mixture of
love and hate!

Yes, the Spaniard was mad. Heedless now of the public’s
non-appreciation of his skill—heedless of everything save
ono grim, all-absorbing purpose.

To-night he did not proceed to change his clothes, on
finishing his turn, Instead, he took from out their ecaso
a brace of revolvers. Almost affectionately he handled the
weapons; then he loaded them in cvery chamber.

“They'll be coming presently,” he murmured—"“he and
she! They'll come out together, as they have done many
n time. They'll start to walk home together, as they have
walked many a time. DBut they’ll never walk home together
again—never "

Once more, ae he sat upon the rough benech, le fondled
the revolvers almost lovingly. Presently lie rose from his
seat, o stony glare coming nto his eoves,

A few yards away, with his back turned te lim, stoad
Clive Clare, waiting for May Ellis to emerge,

“The time draws near!” muottered Gures Lo
“Ia, here she ja!"

May, in her ordinary walking attire, was slowly approach-
ing, buttoning her glove as she came,

** At last !™

Miguel Gurez utiered those two words aloud. and, wiils
the deadly revolvers clutched one in each hand, he leapt
forward.

At the suddenness of his appearance May TEllis wrave a
little gereamn,  Clive wheeled round, flushing  rved  with
indignation.

“What do youn mean by jumping out like that®” he de-
manded.  “Don’t you see vou have frightened this ludy?
What are you doing here?”

“I have been waiting for you—and this lady!”

“What do you want of us?”’ demanded Clive,

“Your lives!” answered the Spaniard hoarsely, “I am
going to kill the pair of vou!”

As Gurez spoke the words he raised beth hands; in each
hand was a revolver. The muszle of one eovered Clive
Clare; the muzzle of the other covered May Ellis!

Covered by revolvers, and those revolvers in the hands of
Miguel Gurez, the Mexican dead shot!  Surely death was
now inevitable?

Such, at any rate, was the thought that instantly Nashesd
through the minds of Clive Clare and May Kllie. Noi ihe
smallest chance did there seem of the Spaninrd missing lis
a1,

To the girl'e affrighted sensges everything seemed sad-
denly to go round and round in a mad, terrible whirl, She
reeled where she stood, and scemed about to fall,

But in that moment Clive, heedless of his own great
peril, sprang forward to support her. Instantly Gurez
awung both his hands togcther, still covering the two. Tuto
his cyes there came a look of demoniacal fury; his teeth
pround together savagely. Slowly his forelingers pressed
closer upon the triggers. Another moment, and all would
be over.

Another moment! Dot things happen in a moment which
almost scem to oliange the course of Fate. 8o it was now,
For, without the slightest warning, somebody dashed for-
ward from bohind, and the outstretohed arms  of  the
Spaniard were struck vielently down
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T'wo shots rang ont almost simullancously ; but the bullets
passed harmlessly into the welloworn twef, burying them-
selves in Lho earth.

At the double report there rushed to the scene those of
Cyrane's artistes who had not gone home. Then it was
seen what had happencd. For upon the ground, with purple
face and writhing body, lay Gurez, helpless as a child in
the grasp of SBando, who, with one mighty hand st the

Spaniard’s throat, was shaking him as a mastiff might shake
a rat

Clive Clare leapt forward.

“8ando,” he said, in an agitated voice, “loosen your grip,
for Heaven's sake! You will kill him!”

Sando looked up with knitted brows.

“Would he not have killed you,” he reloiicd—*"you and
P[i&ﬁ ”le,}‘. there? He deserves to die! Tet me deal with
im !

“No, Sando. Whatever he may descrve, let it be meted
out to him h}' justice, "

“DPab, justice! He may escape thal.
deal with the cur!”

H:]? gave the Spaniard another shnke as he uttered theee
words,

But  another factor, more potent than Clive, inter-
poscd, May Ellis, sufliciently recovered now from her
fright, stepped guickly forward.

“Bando,” she said gently, “you will release him?- Hea
1s mad—he must be mad! He did not know what hie was
doing ! You will release him, won’t you, for my sake?”

Such pleading and such a look as accompanied the pleading
were more than Sando could resist.  With a sigh of reluctance
he removed his hand from the throat of the Spaniard.

For a minute the latter lay on the ground, rolling his head
from side to side. Iis eyes seemed bulging from his head,
and were filled with a look of frenzied excitement. Slowly
he recovered his breath, and raised himself upon his hands to
a sitting posture.  From side to side he still turned his head,
gaxang wildly around him.

All of a sudden he caught sight of May Fllis. Tn an instant
he had sprung to his feet, and, with a maniacal cry, rushed
towards her with arms aplifted.

Clive, who was by her side, saw him coming, thrust May out
of the way, and stood awaiting the fierce onslanght.

But once more Sando was ready. With a couple of bounda
he was up with the Spaniard, and, with an iron grip upon hia
collar, had swung him to the ground,

“There, what did T tell you?™ eried the strong man, pin.
ning Gurez down once more.  ** You sce what he would do—
I » would murder Miss Ellis!”

“Blood !" shricked out the Spaninrd.
have revenge ! Kill, kill—T must kill '

iz eyes rolled about in his head till only the whites of
them eould be seen, and from the corners of his mouth there
trickled a white foam. At the moment his whole frame began
to quiver convulsively; his hands elenched, the nails driving

themselves into his palms; while his face worked in hideous
coittortions,

Sando looked on in amazement.,

“Hallo ™ he exclaimed,  “There's something wrong with
him now !™
“Good heavens!™ cried Clive, dashing forward. “He's in
a fit! We must get water and send for a doctor 1"

There was no doubt about it. The medical man, whao
auickly arrived on the spot, confirmed Clive's words. The
Mexican dead-shot was indeed in a fit—a very serions one.”

* e must be put to bed at once,” the doctor ordered, “and
he must be watched very carefully. From my examination,
I should say this man has undergone some great mental
trouble, of which this attack is the culminating point.”

“AWill he recover, think you, doctor 7" asked Mr. Cyrano.

The doctor looked grave,

“Ie will recover,” he said slowly, “TTis vitality will ensure
s recovery, undoubtedly—that is, his physical recovery.
But "—the doctor tapped his forchead solemnly—* it is troubla
i another direction one has to fear in these cases.”

“You think, then, his mind may be unhinged " inquired
Clive.

The doctor nodded.

“That 13 one of the great things to fear,” he said. “T have
scen cases of this sort before, and in the case of a man so
physically strong as Senor Gurez it is the mind that invariably,
goes first. IHowever, carcful nursing and unremitiiag watchs
fulness may pull him through.”

Clive Hears Startling News,
Clive's life had been latterly very eveniful, and it was to be
even more so yet. For on the very morning after the occenr-
rence just recerded, even while he sat at wenkfast, a tele-
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gram was brought into his lodgings—sent vp from the circus,
where it had been addreesed,

Filled with wonderment as to whom the telegram conld be
from, Clive tore open the orange envelope with feverish hilﬂttlh
And if he had wondered before, he was amazed now, for this
ia what he read:

“@ir Richard Battingley lies very ill at Battingley Hall
Wishes to see you on most urgent and important business.
will yon please come immediately !—AxDrEW RowLaxDs,
Solicitor to Sir Richard.”

As he read the strange message, Clive’s eyes opened wide,

Sir Richard Battingley very ill and wanting to see him | What

could it possibly mean? Urgent and mnportant business with
him! What business could it possibly be?

In absolute astonishment, Clive sat still for quite a minute,
Then he recalled his wandering senses, and sprang up [rom
his chair.

“1 must go!"" he exclamed to himsell
1 must tell Mr. Cyrano.”

The eircus proprictor was equally astounded at the message.

“Yes, my boy.,"” he said, *you must go at once, un-
doubtedly. “It must indeed be urgent and important
Lusinoss that makes him send for vou hke this. You are
strangely agitated, my boy,” he went on, looking at Clive,
who was pale and trembling a little.  “TIf you like, -Clive, I'll
zo to Battingley Hall with you. T may be of some use”

“Thank you, Mr. Cyrano,” Chve answered, a strange
trernor in his voiee. L shall be very glad if you will come
with me. I don’t know why, but this telegram has quiie
antnerved me. I seem to have n presentiment of 1 don't know
what, but of something! Yes; I shall be very glad of
you will come with me.” N _

90 it was arranged; and as expeditiously as tramn and
carriage could take theni, Clive Clare and Mr. Cyrano arrived
at Battingley Ilall,

They were at once ushered by a servant into the Lbrary.

CIf you will kindly wait here,” said the footman, 1 will
tell Mr. Rowlands that you have arrived.”

A few moments later the solicitor enterod and mtredoced
himself.

“T am Mr. Rowlands,” he said, *solicitor to the estate. I
have to thank vou for coming so prompily in reply to my
telegram. L had hoped ' he went on, with a sizh, *that you
would have been here before, but 18 was, of course,
imposaible.” '

Y Why, sir,” asked Clive, *are we labe 2"

The solicitor nodded his head gravely.

““Yes," he smid—""too late !”

“Qir Richard Battingley is—"

“Dead! e died an hour ago—divd peaccfully, T am
ha to say.”

ﬁf Rowlands shook his head,

“Had he been suffering for any length of Ltime?” asked
Clive.

“No," he answercd, “not long. But I sea you know
nothing of the circumstances. TLast night Sir Richard was
tho victim of a murderons attack.”

UM urdercus attack 7"

“Yes; in this very house, at the hands of a man who for
years he had treated as a friend.”

“(Good hedvena!”

And in a few words the solicitor recounted all he knew of
the affray in which Paul Murdway, alins Adrian Deering, had
bheen the prineipal.

" And the murderer—what of him?"" Clive gueried.

“It 13 some consolation,” Mr. Rowlands said sternly, “lo
know that Pawl Murdway is in custody. He managed to
escape from the house, but he svas caught and held by one
of the park-keepers. He was this morning brought before
the local magistrates, and formally remanded, and at present
he is safely lodged in the county paol.”

“ However," the solicitor went on, * T will not harrow your
feclings with details of this dastardly and a*_whﬂ crime. I sent
for you on business. T had hoped, as I said, that you would
have arrived to hear the dying words of S8ir Richard Batting-
ley. Fortunately, the fact that you were not here in time does
not very much matter, for T have the dying depositions
writing, sipned by the deceased, and duly witnessed.  To spite
of thear sad surroundings, you will, I am sure, permmt me to
congratulate you, Sir Chve DBattingley !"

Clive looked up in surprise.  He did not know quite what
it meant. Yet there was no doubt that he had heard urigl'll.
and that Mr. Rowlands was looking at him and addressing
him. What could it—what did it mean?

A dumbfounded was Clive that he could not say a word,

“ Ha, of course,” the solicitor went on, " you know nothing
af vour own story, But what T say 13 perfeetls true,  You are
Sir Clive Battingley !
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“* But,"” EI'{I_".:lIl.i_ITI[‘l_l Clive, “what does it all mean? How
can it be? l—I—myy name is Clive Clare.”

“Yes, yes!"” said Mr. Rowlands. *“So you have always
been called. Dut in these papers, are the dying confes—
that 13 to say, the dying depositions of your late uncle, Sir
Richard Battingley,™

“ Richard Battingley !

“ Precisely.”

“But 1 do not understand.
nstale 7"

“There iz no mistake., Tt is all so strange to yvou, That
1= why you think there is a mmsiake. Botb sit down, take these
papers, and read them carefully, Then you will understand
all.”

ITis brain in a whirl. Clive took the documents which the
solicttor handed him. Then, going over towards the window,
he gat down on a chair and read.

As he read, his astomshment gprew greater and greater,
For it was & strange tale that the papera before him revealed
—the strangest tale, indeed, that anvone ean read —that of
their own past, hitherto hidden from their knowledge.

In full detaisl, the last words of the dead man told Clive of
his real parentaee and early upbringing,  Chive's father -
Philip Battingley—the papers elearly showed, had been the
eldest son of old 8ir Ralph Battingley, the fourth baronct,
Sir Ralph's wife had died while vet PPhilip Dattingley was a
Il A year or two after that, Sir Ralph married agam, and
this second marriage had proved a determiming point o the
carcer of Philip.

Always of a somewhat restless, roving disposition, he had,
on the merning of his father's second marriage, disappeared
no one knew whither., For years nothing was heard of him,
and, as far as Sir Ralph ever knew, his eldest son and heir
was dend,

Meanwhile another son—Richard Battingley—had been horn
aof the second marriages. In the absence of Philip, voungs
Richard Battingley had been loocked upon as the heir of old
Sir Ralph. And Richard as he grew up, and learned the
story of his half-brother’s disappearance, Enwm_*dlv resolverd
that, should that hali-brother ever turn up again, he would
strive might and main te combat his elaim to the barovetey,

From which it will be gathered that Ruchard had no par-
ticular love for the brother whom he had never seen, As a
matter of fact, Richard Battingley had no particelar love for
anybody except himaell.  Utterly selfish he was, and utterly
unserupilons,

In the eourse of time, Sir Ralph Dattingley died, and
Richard Battingley succceded to the title and estates,  Dut
before he so succecded, and even while Sir Ralph lay upon
his death-bed, it had come to the knowledge of Richard that
tho lemal heir—Philip, his half-brother—was still living, Por
vears Philip had been in Australia, eking out a scanty lLiveli-
hood as a steolling player. Two months after Sir Ralph died
—s0 strangely do these things come aboul — Philip Battingley
returned to England.,  His first visit was to Datbingley Hall,
where for the first time he learned of the death of his fathoer,
and heard of the existence of o half-brother. Plulip’s nter-
view with Richard was a strange onc, He revealid his
identity, only to be scoffed at as an unpostor.  He was even
threatened with the police if he persisted in what ILichard
Battingley called his preposterous story.

It needed no such threat to send Philip Battingley away
arain. He was of a peculiar type of mind absolutely regard-
less of his social position.  He had roved the Colonies, and he
was cqually satisficd now to rove about FKogland. 2o for
vears he had toured the kingdom with all sorts of mounte-
hank shows, under the name of—Clive gasped as he read it—
“ Philip Maclise.” _ i

Philip, during those Fr-ara‘nf roving, !IEL:] married-—the zole
offspring of the marriage being Clive himself.  In the course
of time, Philip Battingley died, and a {ew wonths afterwards
his wife had also died. Clive, while still an infant, was thrown
an the merey of the world,  As a child, fortune threw him in
the way of Adolph Cyrano, who, kindly of heart, had promised
the woman in whose charge Clive bad been left, to look after
tho boy, and later on to employ him, should he display any
aptitude for the eircus business. \

Thus had it all come about. Never for long at a time had
“ir Richard Battingley lost sight of “ Philip Maclise " and
hia wife; and, when they died, he still —through the agency of
paid spica—kept a sharp wa tch on the lad Chve, who now bore
the surnmne of “*Clare.”

All these particulars were duly set forth in the dying
depositions—or, rather, confession—of Richard Battingley.
Furthermore, it stated in full the reasons for his inveterate
desire to remove from hia path the person of his nephew
Clive. That he held his present position—that of fifth barenet
—quite illegally, Sir Richard had never for one moment for-

Sir Rachard iy unele !

Surely there must be some

gotten,  That he bad been able o blulf casy-going, roving
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Plulip Battingley out of hig ¢laim to the title and estales was
ever present 1o his mind ; and, having done so, he wag never
at peace for an instant, lest, when in due course the son of
Philip should have grown up, he should hear of his true
position, and put forward a claim to the title. 8o in Richard
Battingley’s heart there had grown and grown a desire to
clear his path from such a possibility, and hence his perpetual
desire had at length found expression in his utterance {o
Paul Murdway-—that he wonld give ten thousand pounds to
anyone who should put Clive Clare out of the way for cver.
ITow Paul Murdwsy attempled to earn that reward has been
told ; how the atterapt failed, how the villainone acl deputed
to Murdway had recoiled upon Sir Richarvd Battingley's own
head, 13 known,

Dying, when the Toolman who hastily entered the room
after the attack had discovered his prostrate body, Sir Richard
Battingley had been earried to his bedqroom. A night of
physical pain and lerce mental tortnre had followed, andd
when the morning had come only one thing wis present in the
dving man’s mand—to make what httle reparation he could
for laa past wickedness, A hasiy mezsenger to his soheitor,
and the subsequent dispateh of a telegram to Clive had
followed,  TFailing the arrival of Clive, the last dying con-
fl.!':'iﬂ'ii.l:-.l'll. -’H’I[] ].]“l"ll !"EH’H!![i II.'II.[:I "|'||"i1]|[':"-1“"h1"[]. T}“"‘ rest iﬁ II.'.“(}"-T”.

A weekk had passed. The remains of Richard Battingley
had been duly interred. At the further end of a green
meadow, in which Cyrano’s cirens was pitched, strolloed two
people—a lad and a lnss, They were Clive Clare and May
Fllis.

In the eves of the lad there was a glad Light; in the cyes of
the lass something of sadness—u dewiness akin to tears,

“Why do vou look =0 unhappy 7 the lad aske.

The lass shakea her head gently and locks away,  Clive
repeats his question, insisting in ammistakable manner on an
anawer, At lenglh she gives 1t

“1 will tell you, Clive,” she says. ““T ought to be glad, 1
know—glad at your great good-fortunce; but when 1 remeniber
what we have been to one anodher in the past, sonichow I
cannot be other than—mno, not sorry, but unhappy.”

“But why "

“ DBecause—becanse you arve now a great and grand genlie-
man. In the past we have been very happy. Buat what is to
happen now *"

“Why, good heavens, what do you mean?
can it make 7'

Sho shakes hier head amain.

“Tvery difference,” she mmrmurs—* every difference ! Yon
are now a titled gentleman—Sir Clive DBattingley. 1t is as if
a great gulf had been fixed between us, for you can never,
never again look upon me as an cqual.”

“ May 1™

What diTerence
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Quite a long time has passcd now—three or four years. In
a honse, old-fashioned aud comfortable, in Battingley willage,
less than a mile from Battingley Hal!, everything is brightness
and gladness. It is the house of Mr. Benjamin Ellis, retired
civeus artiste, better known in previous years as Professor
Durnette, of Cyrano’s cireus.

His house at the moment is {ull of people. Most exira-
ordinary and good-natured people they ave.  For there has
been o wedding in Battingley Church to-day, and the ]!]II‘IIdF
and hridegroom and all the guests have returned to Mr, Ellis'a
house to partake of brealkfast,

What a sight they are, to he sure, as they kit down at the
sumptuous table ! There is Roly-Poly, with his great round
face simply shining with happiness, and his little twinkling
eves simply brimnung over with mereiment.  Next to him ia
the lean and lank Bononi, his countenance actually relaxing
into a smile to-day as he listens to the jests of his fricnd Roly
and the quaint ventriloguial tricks of Licutenant Tremnine,
who persists in making the viands utter all sorts ol com-
plimentary remnrks. ; :

And elose to the elowns are two big, silent, happy men,
with massive chests and limbs, who, 1 themwr way, are as
happy as anybody. They are Sando and Dando, the herealean
Ewins,

AN the rest are there, not forgetiing Mr. Adolph Cyrano
bimself, resplendent in a brand-new silk-faced dress-suit and
magnilicent diamonds,

Lastly, but of course, not least, the handsome couple who
have on this day been made one—8ir Clive and Lady
Battingley, erstwhile our old Triends Clive Clare nil May
151lis. _ _

All is happiness to-day. Fvery trouble is forgotien; no
dark memory mars the sunshine of this day «f days. No
memory of Paul Murdway—eonvieted of manslanghter, and
pow languishing in a penal prison for the rest of lus daya-—-
comes Lo their minds: nor any thourht of Miguel Gurez, who
is confined in an asylun,

There is no room for sueh gloomy thoughts to-day. The
clouds have rolled awny.  HBefore then lies the futurs, tinged
with the rold of youthful hopes,
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‘a GRAND NEW SERIAL i
By T. C. BRIDGES.
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“FIFTY POUNDS REWARD!”
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& Grand, Long,; Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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The Editor is always pleased Lo hear from his chums, at home or abroad,
and iz only too willing to give his best advice to them if they are in
difficulty or in trouble. . . . Whom to write to : Editor, The * Magnet”

Library, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.

— -

CONTROLLER OF—

THE “MAGNET" LIBRARY, 1d,
Every Moaday.
“THE EOYS FRIEND,” zd.
Every Monday.
*THE GEM" LIBRARY, ud.
Every Wednesday.
“THE DREADNOUGHT,” 1d.
Every Thursday.
“THE PENNY POPULAR,” rd
Every Friday.
“CHUCKLES," Price d.

YOUR EDITOR.

Every Saturday.

FOR NEXT MONDAY:

“FIFTY POUNDS REWARD!"
By FRANn RHICHARDS,

In the grand, long complete story of school life, entitled as
above, which Frank Richards sets beforn my chums next
Monday, Fisher ‘I Fish, the astute Yankes junior, s
arain to the [ore with o scheme for raising capital—not from
his schoolfellows this time, but from a ginger-beer manutac-
turing company of pood repute.  Billy Bunter being “in the
know,” it 13 essential that he should be taken into partner-
snip, though Fish does not relish the prospect of “ whacking
out "' the proceeds with the Owl of the Remove,

ITarry Wharton & Co., realising that the precious partners
will probably lay themselves open to a grave charge, frusirate
them in their designs by planmng an ingenious * jape,”
which 13 earried out with singular suceess.  Fish and Bunter
actually receive the

“FIFTY POUNDS REWARD™"

to which they made cluim, with results which the rascals of
the Remove had never for a moment anticipated.

SOMETHING BRIGHT!

A Fii.-.asitlg feature of the phenomenal success attained by
our halfpenny companion paper, *“Chuckles,” 15 the large
number of leitera | have had from my Macxer chums in
praise of our bright little Satarday journal,

1t 15 evident from this that my readers appreciate o
coloured comie so long as il 1s printed in the best style and
boasts only the highest class of contents  The front page,
for instance, which is printed by an expensive four-colour
proress, has been the subject of unmiversal remark, and the
excellence of Mr. Tom Wilkinson's funny drawings of Dreezy
Ben and  Dismal  Dutehy is generally appreciated. Mr.
Wilkinson, of course, 18 the famous artist with whose wark
the public bhas become familiar in the pages of “ Punch,”
“ Golf IMustrated," and other high-class journals.

Some good things are fated to go unappreeciated, but I
ant happy to say that * Chuckles  is not one of them. Its
enormous and ever-inereasing eirculation gives ample proof
of that.

A SCHOOL TEACHER'S
COMMENTS.

[t 15 my pleasurc this week to publish a nice letter recontly
to hand from a CUolonial school teacher. I am glad to be
able to do this, for those who 1mpart instruction in our
achools, both at home and abroad, wicld a very large measure
of mfluence with regard to tho welfare of “The Magnet *
Library and its companion papers.

22, Gladstone Strect,
““Port Elizabeth,
. - “Uape Provinee.
. Dear Editor,—I have been a reader of the * Magnet ' and
Gem ' for meny years, and although I am grown up now—

e

INTERESTING

Printedand Pullished by the Proprietors at The Fleetway House

acvommodate my readers as

j:'?n.rrlﬂ don Street, London, England, Agents for Australia: Gordon 15;_
Gokeh, Ltd., Meibourne, Sydney Adelaide, Brisbane, and Wellington, N.

past twenty, in fact T still
enjoy them as much as
ever. They are the finest
boys' stories in existence.

“I read with great in-
terest your remarks on the
fact that many people
object  to  these papers
without having read them.
L spoke to a gentleman the other day, and he remarked that
he wanted some nice papers for his boy to rvad. 1 promptly
recommended the ‘ Magnet® and *Gem’ as being, beyond
reproach, and he said he would get them. 1

“As regards the grumblers who have recently caused a
storm in a teacup i the pages of the *Gem,” don't heed
them.  The storics are A 1., and do not need improving., I
1.1,-I|_-zh FOU ¢very success in your work, and shall always think
h!g]x]:.r of the papers under your control. T am a teacher, and
disiribute apare copies to my boys sometimes, much to theie
cujoymaent,

"I was pleased to note yvour photograph in the * Magnet.”
It quite camoe up to my expectations.

“ Apain wishing vou every saceess, and pssuring you always
of my support and loyalty, even when T shall be considered
‘much too old ' to read your papere.—Believe me,

“Your sincere reader,
(Miss) Parrie D). RawssLEr.”

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

“Walworth " (London).—1 am afraid I cannot do as vom
aurest, a3 most of my readers would not favour such a
procecding

L. W. (Aldershot).—Wharton iz o more scientific boxer
than Bolsover,

Brian I, Tinker (Liverpool). There 15 2 good deal in
what yvou say, and I will bear the matter in mind.

“Bunflower " (Goole).—Wharton and Dunter arve fifteen
vears of age,

It. Lyons (Forest Gate).—1 can assure you that this paper
hna never been used as o medinm for sneering at those of the
Jewish nationabty.  As o matter of faet, T had a story
spocially written a year or two ago, featuring a Jowish boy

Monty Newland as the heros and this story swept away
i {_{nmi deal of the absurd prejudice which exists arainst tho
Jdow.

J. Staveley {Bridlington).—Whilst always willing  to
' far ns possible, 1 am sorry L
have not time to reply to your formidablo array of questions.
YVaou have asked me fifty-cight, which iz eertainly the larerest
number 1 have ever been confronted with al one siiling.
By readioeg our stories carcfully, you will soon beecome
infunate with the boys and masters you name.

. H. Gates [(London, W.).-—-I was very pleased to hear
from you, and hope you will write to me again,

“ A Well-Wisher " [Plymouth). —Your supgpestion has
already been put into effect,

. G. Wood (Marden).—Much obliged to you for your
cxcollent letter. You will ind few tales in modarn fiction
fres from exageeration, I fancy, DBest wishes to yvourself
and brother,

M. McHugh (Richmond).—Yours is a splendid idea, and
shall be duly considered

“ A Schoolboy 7 (Surrey).—If vou will send me your full
name and address 1 shall be pleased to advise you on the
two subjects referred to

B I, Bocker {(Birmingham).—T am afraid vou will find
it rather difficult o obtain the halfpenny numbers of “Tho

Magnot Library "' just now,

————————
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STUPENDOUS FEAST OF FIGTION!

THE WONDERFUL ISSUE OF TO-DAY CONTAINS:
““ROOKWO0D'S REVENCE.” I “FOR OLD TIME'S SAKE.” l“THE HIDDEN WORLD.”

A Magnificent New Long Complete Scheopl A Rousing New Long Complete Tale of | A-Thrilling New Adventure Story of
Tale of Jimmy 8ilver & Co. at Rookwood. Tom Belcher, the Boy Boxer. Extracrdinary Interest.

By ARTHUR 8. HARDY, By REGINALD WRAY.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

“TALESTOTELL."

A Popular New Feature
which offers

MONEY TO READERS |

! d N Story dealing with Life | A Splendid New Tale dealing with the Great Adventures
ANt in telr:: Arnl;; at Hnﬁ'be.‘ E of HARVEY KEENE, DETECTIVE.

By BEVERLEY KENT.. By W. MURRAY GRAYDON,

“WITH BUGLE AND BAY{IHET."I”'{HE CASE OF THE FORGED BANKNOTES."

“IN YOUR EDITOR'S DEN.”

A Page of Straightforward Chat Between
THE EDITOR AND HI8 READERS,

MAKE OUR NEw COMPANION
PAPER A GIGANTIC SUCCESS!

BUY A COPY
| TO-DAY ! !}
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NOW ON
SALE:

EVERYBODY’S FAVO URI'TE
CHARACTERS IN ONE
STORY = BOOK!!

| SEXTON BLAKE, " JACK, SAM, ” TOM MERRY & CO.,
- AND PETE.

DETECTIVE. OF ST. JIM'S.

oUT
| THIS
FRIDAY!

3

NEW ADDITIONS TO
“THE BOYS'FRIEND"” 3" COMPLETE LIBRARY.

No. 30}.-
‘“ON HIS MAJESTY'S SERVICE."”

A Magnificent Complete Story of Nelson Lee.
By MAXWELL SCOTT.

No. 302

| “THE MYSTERY OF THE DIAMOND BELT."”

A Stirting Story of Sexton Blake, Detective.

No. 303,
“PETE'S HUN COLONY.”

A Splendid Complete Tale of the Three Famous Comrades,
- By S. CLARKE HOOK.

| ASK ALWAYS FOR “THE BOYS' FRIEND ” 3" COMPLETE LIBRARY |
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