





“BILLYS TREAT!”

Another School Tale
by FRANK RICHARDS

NEXT
TUESDAY.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Teatime in Study No. 1.
BEI'B CHERRY came into Study No. 1 at Greyfriars with

F.n expansive grin upon his rugged, good-humoured
B,
1 =ay, you chaps, there's news!” he exclaimed.

There was no reply. A scent of frring epgs pervaded the
study, and thers was o sound of erackling wood, It was fea-
time on a4 warm June day. and Billy Bunter was eooking
for tea over o fre ofssticks in the grate. Harry Wharton
and Frank Nugent were playing chess under the window,

Hurree Jamzet Ram Eln;i"l, E‘Im Nabob of Bhanipur, was
standing by Nugent’s chair, directing his moves.  Nugent
was B novice at the great game of chess, while Hurree Bingh,
the Hindgo, was a past-master of it. The juniors were
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plaving with a wonderfully carved set of Oriental chessmen
belonging to Ilurree Singh.

“ News, you chaps!” suid Bob Cherry.
Thera was a grunt from the chess-table, but no other

acknowledgment of his remark.  Billy Bunter, however,
lowked up for o moment from the frying-pan.

“ Have you brought in anything for tea, Cherryi™

“ Myself,” said Bob cheerfully, “and I'm jolly hungry.”

He stopped over to the chess-table.

“ Awfully busy here? he asked. “Too busy te do any-
thing but grunt when a feliow spoaks to you®"

Harry Wharton looked up and nodded.

“1I'm playing Nugsnt and Hurres Bingh,” he eid
“ Don’t interrupt !
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“I've pot news=-awlully inferesting news, lool™

“We'll bave it over tea,” said Wharton.

“HRats] J—=""

' Cheese 1t," eaid Nugent, " jou're putting me off wy
I‘-i'u'I-:E-nL_'; mean off my gamel Shall I move the reok up
cire, Inky?™

The Nabob of Bhanipur grinned.

Mo, my worthy chum "' he exclaimed, in the English for
which he was famons at Greyfriars.  ““If you move fhe
ronkinl plece forward, you place it en prise with the white
pawn, and the esteemed Wharton will take it pawniully.”

* Bupposz I shove it this way, then?”

“* Mot at all, my respectable friend; vou will then place it
on the same diagunal as Wharton's king’s bishop, and our
respected opponent will capture it bishopfully,”

O, 1 scal”

" You can leave the rookful piece where it iz, and move
the knight to eover it protectfully, Now Wharten will not
capture the rook with his gqueenful piece.”

zood I

* i =ay, there’s news——""

(M, go amd eat coke!" said Nugent
af. this gume.
Biily ¥

“Only a few minutos now,” zaid Billy Bunter, turning a
face of a ¢rimson hue from the fire. ' Just about time for
L'}Errr;;' to cut down to the tuck-shop and get some jam and
cake,’

“There you are, Bob! O vou o

“Lash! zai]l Dob Cherry lacduically.

“(h, I haven't any cash! Have yvou moved,- Wharton ¥

“"Yes; pown to knight's fourth.™ _

“What shall I do now, Inky? Belter get on to him with
the gueen, hadn't 17
; Tlic dusky fnger of the nalob stayed Nugeut's too eager
#1111,

* No, my worthy chum. If you move the queen forward
car respectable friend will take it rookfuliy.”

* My hat, so ha will 1"

““Better move the bishopful piece and discover an
esteemed check,’”” said the nabob, directing Nugent's hand.

“Good! Check, Wharton!” said Nugent triumphantly.
* By Jove, I"'m getting on at this game, and no mistake 1™

*1 say, you fellows, hadn't Cherry better cut down to the
school shop and ﬁct soma jam and pickles—"

*“ Hand over the tin, then,” said Bob Cherry. *'I don't
mind going, though 've been playing cricket while you've
all heen lazing in the study.” . .

* I'm sineerely sorry, Cherry, that I haven’t any tin,” said
Banter. * I'm expecting o postal-order to-day, but it hasmn't
arrived vet. If one of the fellows will advance the necessary
amount, I will make it good when my posiel-order ecomes,
and 1t will be my {freat.”

Bob Cherry grinned. : .

“Yes; I'm getting to know your postal-order, Billy,” he
-emarked. ‘* Money talks. If there’s no tin there's no jam
and pickles™

“ Really, Cherry . _ _

Harry Wharton exiracled o two-shilling piece from his
waisteoat-pocket, and threw it to Bob Cherry.

" Catch, Bob 1™ . i

Bob Cherry turned towards him, and ecanght the florin—on
his nose. He gave o yelp.

“¥ou ass! What are you chucking things at me for?”

“ Jolly good cricketer you are, if that's how you cateh,”
enid Harry, ™ DButter-fingers ! L :

Bob Cherry picked up the two-shilling-picce and rubbed
hiz nose,

“I'll be back in a few minufes,'” he said, " and then if
vou haven't finished that game of chess, I shall checkmate
the lot of you by turning the table over!™ _

“0h, get off " grunted Nugent., “Fm m a tight corner
now, aint I, Inks?¥"

The Nabob of Bhanipur nodded.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was a good chess player, bub
Harry Wharton was a strong opponent.  The nabeb was

laying Nugent's game, and he found that he had his hands
?u?f %-:rh herey picked up o bag and lelt the study.

“ Your move, Nugenpt." : .

“ Yes, 1 know it ix. Shall I shove the bishop on his rook,
Inky¥

“Von would leave the black rock uncovered, my esleemed
friend, and the gueen wounld come down and mate.”

“ My hat, so I should! T can see that all right. T'm
really getting on wonderfully well at this game! It's not
half so hard as it looks at first sight.”

The Nabob of Bhanipur grinned,

“ Suppnee we move the pawn up?' he suggesied,

** Just what I was thinking. There you are, _“ hﬂﬂqn. Tau
hounder, get out of that if you canl” exclaimed Nugent,
prshing the pawn forward. .

Harry Wharton did rot seem to be in a hurry to mzake ihe
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return move, He rested his chin on his hand and regarded
the chess-table thoughtfully, evidently weighing the pros and
cons very carefully in his mind,

“Your move, Wharton,” grinned Nugent.

“Tea’s pretty nearly ready,” said Billy Bunier. *The
eges are done, and il tea’s ready to be made. Can I have
the table?”

“Wait a minufe, Barty, I've nearly mated Wharton
now: he's only got a kick or two left.” .

“ (louldn't vou take the chess-boerd on a chair, and let
me Jay the table? The cgos ought to be eaten at once, and
the kettle’s boiling™

“ Cheoese 161"

" But the epge—-—' -

“ 8hui up! It's not fair to bother Wharton when he's in
a fearful fAx like this. T don’t sce how he can get ouf of it;
but give himm o chanse.”

Harry Wharton smilad. :

He stretched out his hand and moved his knight, and the
whole aspect of the board changed at once. Nugeni looked
anxious for a moment.

“We've pot him all the same, haven't we, Inky?” he
asked,

'The nabol shook his head. ‘ ;

“0Oh, come, don’t give in!" said Nugent encouragingly.
“1 dou't see that his knight being there makes much
difference,”

“ It is on the rookiul piece’t

“*We can move the rook." - ;

“Yes, my worthy chum, but now the knight is moved the
csteemed 1lIfghﬂ.rmn’a\» bishop 1s on our queen, -

“ Well, move the queen.”

“1 wish yvou'd move the board.”

“(3h, shut up, Bunter!”

“That's nll very well, Nugent. I'm sincerely Eﬂrra to
interrupt, but “i‘ﬂ_u can play chess at any time, and these
cgge are cooked jolly well, and ought to be eaten at once.
Is 1t necessary to finish that game?

“Ring off, you Foung ass!"” ; .

“Can't you remember where the pieces were, and finish
it aftor tea?”’

Y Bhut up!”

“Then take the hoard on yowr knees——" .

“ Another word, and you're brained!” yelled Nugent,
p%eking ap a ericket-stump. Billy Bunfer started back in
alarm,

““(h, I say, Nugent !"

“Keep your head shut, then!"

“(h, certainly! I don’t want to intnrmpt—]: should be
sinccrely sorry to do so—but the ¢ggs will be spoiled.”

Nugent brandished the stump, and Billy Bunter ceased at
last. Then Nugent fived his eyes anxiously on the board.

** What are we going to do, Inky?"”

* Move the pawn up one more.”

¥

“That & good move?” asked Nugent anxiously. :

“As g as can be done, my worthy friend,” said the
naboh.

“(h, good! There vou are, Wharton,” said Nugent,

ushin the pawn., ‘' I'm really getting into tho hang of
f*hr.t thiE:l ui:mwr pYnu’m making & good wriggle, Harry, but
I think I've got you!" .

Wharton lavshed, and ecarelessly stretched out his hand
and made his move. ) ,

‘* Chess isn’t half the difficult game it's made oué to be,”
Nugent went on. “I'm picking it up wonderfully, and I
can see everything now that goes on on the bosrd.  Shall
wo move the rmﬁ this time, Inky? Why, where are you
roing ¥
s m going to have my tea.” _

“ Aren’t you going to help me finish the game?™
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The Nabob of Bhanipur Iaughed.

“Tho same ia finished, oy worthy chum.”

Nugent lockod armazed.

“ Finishi!! What do von mean

“It's mate in three, as Inky eaw at a ?Iance,” langhed
Harry Wharton, * You're not quite so well up in chess as
you Ianeted, Nugent.™

Nugent stared at the board.

“ Blessed if I can see how it's mate in three!” he grunted.
Y We'll work that out, if you don't mind."

“0h, lock then! You move your rook, and then T—"

“But I'm jolly well not going to move my ropk."

“ ¥ou must, ass, or I discover a check at my next move,
You've got to put the rook in, or it's mate in two instead
of three”

“Wall, shoeve it in, then!”

AL
2

“There you ars—and there! That's mate!”
“H'm, I suppose it is!" said Nugent, looking over the
board. **Funny how these things furn out. ¥You were

wrong about not moving the rook, Inky."”

“Eh!" said the nabob, ;

“You remember once I wanted to move the rook,” said
Nugent, rising from the table, *‘you moved the knight
instead.”

“The knightful move was the correct one”

“Well, you see what it's led to. I had a feeling all the
time- that the rook was the piece to move,” sald Nugent,
ghaking his head.

“My esteemed friend, if you had moved the rook, the
worthy Wharton would have daken it either pawnfully or
bishopfully.”

“ Better lose a rook than lose the game, I supposce?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"" roared Harry Wharton.

Nugent looked at him.

““ What's the matter with yvou, Harry?"

“ Oh, nothing; but if vou had lost the rook, you ass, the
game would have been finished on the spot, That's all.”

“Well, perhaps you're right. ¥ou know more about chess
than [ deo. Still, I wish I had moved the rook,” said
Nugent, with all the crtuatinawfv of a beginner. T can't
help having & feeling that if I had moved the rock when
I wanted to. things would have turned out differently.”

“Yes, they would,” grinned Harry Wharton. *The
game would have besen over several moves sooner, and we
could have had ten. You can have the table now, Buniy.”

“ About time, too!" said Bunter. ‘Lot of good it is my
eooking eges for toa if you fellows are going to play some
pilly game and let thom get cold. Take that board off,
i"\'ugicipt. will you, and I'll lay the cloth.”

“Right-he! 5

Bob Cherry eame into the study, and emptied hiz bag
upon the tablecloth. DBilly Bunter's eves glistened at the
sight of jam and pickles and condensed milk and cake,

*Well, that's ripping!” he exclaimed. *'1 owe you for
these things, Wharton ; it's my treat, vou know."

* Oh, that'a all right, Billy!"

“ Not at allt” said Billy Bunter firmly. *I owe you two
bob, Wharton. It was I who suggested getting these things,
and it's my treat. I owe you for them, and I shall settle
up as soon 83 my postal-order comes.”

“Who won that blessed game?! asked Bob Chorry.

#0h, Whartoa won!' said Nuagent, in a tone thet sug-
gested that there was something very curious about that
eircumstance.

FWall, I'm glad it's over, un:r'wgg."

“ Tt wouldn't have been over,” said Nugent, “only T madse
a rotlen move.'

Only one?’ asked DBob.

“kﬂh, don't be funny! I moved up a pawn instead of my
IQ“:‘ ‘.'l

“ Tt waa the knightful piece vou moved.”

YT mean a knight. I moved a knight instead of a rook.™

“If the rookful picce had been moved 1

“Qh, it's all right, Inky; don’t think I'm ungrateful for
the trouble you've talen,” snid Nugent. * That's not it
Only I have o feeling that If T had moved the rook——""

“Tea's made,” said Billy Dunter.

“If 1 had moved the rook—"

““Will you open the condensed milk, Nugent?"

“Yas, 1f vou like. Lend me your pocket-knife, Bol. Tf
I hod moved the ropk—""

“(Oh, blow the rook!” said Harry Wharton, “*Let’s have
tea, and let's hear Bob's news. What's the news, Bob!”’

And the chums of tha Remove sat down to tea,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Something Like News.
B-EIE CHEERY glanced at the door.

“T'm expecting Meunier to como in,' he said; "1
askod him to ftea. I had the newa from him, you
know."

“ But what's the news?"

“Ripping! 1 expect it will be immoense fun, Thore's a
cousin of Meunier's, named Ilenri Lerouge—""

"1s he coming here

“BILLY’S TREAT.”
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“Yes; and 2 dozen other chaps with him "

Al French "

" Yes, the wholo lot. They're a lot of French chaps on &
holiday in England from a school in Normandy,” Bob
Chorry explained. * They're having a run in this country,
and as one of them haa a cousin 2t an English public school,
Hile_'r naturally want to coms dovn and have o look at the
place,™

“* Naturally."

“But that isn’t all. Mounior haz got up a wheesze to
malke us humble, home-grown articles sing small.”

) In whatful way?#' asked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

‘The French lot rather pride themsalves on their athlotios.
It seems that they're great terrors in the gym. They're
gmng to challenge us to & game of ericket.”

“ Cricket !'

* Yes; Meunier has fixed that up with his cousin, There's
to be a cricket matoh during their visit to Greylriara, il a
home eleven ¢an be got up to meet them."

Harry Wharton langhed.

“ That will be easy enough.™

*Yes, ratherfully!” said Hurree Singh. *‘Ths honour-
able school ecan get up an eloven of any agefulness or mize-
fulness on demand. What is the agefulness of the esteemed
French rotfers, Bobt”

“They're all much of & muchness with Meunier,” said
Bob, **Meunier was ot the school in Normandy with them
until he was sent to England. They will be just about on
& par with the Greyiriars Remove, as far as size and ago
tu. It's Meunicr's idea to have a Remove eleven to meet

em.’

Y Good ! eaid Harry Wharton. “ The Remove eleven can
easily fix that up., Meunier, I supposs, will play on the
side of his countrymen?’

S That's it. He will captain the side, I expect. Ho's

icked up something about cricket at Greyfriars, but my
n;;e:a‘ IIE that the French team otherwise will play like a lot
of pir 5_:l:

It will be funniful,” said the nabob. “We shall clean
up the %{mun_{l wipefully with them, my worthy chumas.”

“I like the idea,” grinmed Nugent. I don't suppose
they ean play for toffee. Weo'll give them beans™

“Paerhaps 1t would be more politeful to the honourabls
strangers to allow them fo beat us lickfully,” suggested the
nabob, who was the pink of courtesy npon all ocoasions.

“"Rats ¥ said Bob Cherry prompily. “ We're going to
give them the licking of their hives. They can have a good
game, 1f that's what they want, and if we're the beticr
plavers, they can have o good licking."

* Bxactly I eaid Wharton, *"Can't carry politeness too
far, Inky. We shall have to wipe up the ground with the
foreigners for the honour of the college."

“71 say, yvou fellows——""

** Hallo, here’s Meunier ! said Bob, as there was a tap
at the door, and the French junior entered.

Meunter, o rather good-looking lod, with & Gallic oast of
features, nodded to the juniors and accepied the chair Bob
Cherry pushed towards him. It was Hi!"j" Bunter's chair,
Dunter having just risen to refill the teapot with water,

“Welcome, kid!" said Bob Cherry., ** 8it down, and wire
in. I've beea delling the chaps sbout the coming of the
famous crickeiers from St Male”

Meunior grinned expansively.

““Ze team arrive to-morrow,” he said. © Zey be glad to
moect ze home team on ze cricket field, and show ze ﬁug] ="y
bovas how zo French play ze erickef.”

“We'll be glad to see them,’ said YWharton, wha was
captain of the I"'ormy ericket team. ** Wea'll give them a good
gamoe, anyway. I[t's a hali-holiday to-morrow, so it will he
a pood opportunity. We had only a practice match on.” *

‘I say, where's my chair?”

“There's the conl-locker, Billy.*

“But, T saye——"

“Oh, sit down, Billy, and be quiet! Aren't yol going to
pour out a cup of tea for our honoured guest™”’

“ Really, Cherey, I think H

“Pour out the tea, old fellow, and leave the thinking till
afterwards.”

Billy Bunter blinked indignantly through his big spec-
tacles. He swung round the teapot and started pourinyg
into Meunier's cup.

* Next, please!”” snid Nugent, pushing over hiz cup.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Certainly, INugent!” he zaid, turning the teapot from
Meunier's cup, and sending a stream of hot liguid over the
legs of Bob g?lmrrg;. N

“Ow 1" roarod Bob Cherry.

He jumped up with a terrific howl. The hat liguid had
soaked through hiz trousers in a8 moment, and lLe felr it
vary much.

Billy Bunier blinked at himn.

3
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“Tg anything the matter, Cherry i
“You—you dangercus villain! You're pouring your
hﬁnstly_ tea over my legs!” yelled Bob Cherry, dancing with
she pain.
}’m sincerely sorry. You know I'm extremely short-
sighted, and these accrlonts will occur,” szaid Billy DBunter.
"I'm sincerely sorry, Cherry.”

**Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wugent. " He's sincerely sorry,
Fob., That makes it all rig‘ht, doesn™t kT’

“Ow!” pasped Cherry. “I'm scalded! Thet dangerous
lunatic oughtn't to be trusted with o teapot. Ow ™
“Will you have some meore tea, Wharton!?"

“¥es; in my cup, please,” said Harry, as the teapot
swung round. * Not over my knees, please, Billv.”

“I'm sincerely sorry I've scalded Cherry, There isn't
cnough tea left now to go round, so Cherry won't be able
ta have any more.'

Bob Cherry mopped his trousers wilh his handkerchief.

Billy Bunter sat down in his chair, and recomnicnced his
tea. Bunter very seldom finished a meal while anything
antnble was left on thas taoble,

" Here, got off my chair!” growled Bob Cherry. 1 don’t
hf:lllin‘vc.yuu'rc such a blind nss as you make out, you young
villain.”

“I'm very comfy here, thank you, Cherry.”

“1 dare say vou are, but the coal-locker will do for you.
You're safer further ofi.” .

“*Oh, don’t jolt my chair like that, Cherry!” said Bunter,
helping himsellf te pickles. * You will make me spill this
juice over Meunier."” 3

“Ciel! Tt is zat yon have spill him already,” exclaimed
Meunier. * You spoil my garments, you villain!"”

“I'm sincerely.sorry,’”” said Billy Bunter, blinking at the
great blotch that had appeared on the French boy's light
trousers. ‘' It was rcﬂal-ly Cherry’'s fault, for jolting the
chair. Really, Cherry—  Ow !’

Bieh Cherry tilted the chair backwards, and the Owl of
the Remove rolled to the floor, with the pickle-jar in his
handa. The jar emptied itself on his chest, and he sat up
on the earpet streaming with picklaos.

““Ha, ha, ha?’ roared Bob Cherry.

“ Really, Charry, I——— Where are my glasses? They
have fallen off. If vou tread on them they will break, and
then 1 shall expect you to pay for them. Where——"'

“ %oy are on your knees, zere.”

* Dear me, so they arel
pick lpg——" ]

“Serve you jolly well right, for pouring the tea over
my trucks!” growled Bob Cherry. ' You'll be more careful
next tima, Hallo! Who's that?”’ :

A full round German face was put in at the door. It
belonged to Fritz Hoffmann, the German junior at Grey-
frinrs, He looked at Bunter in astonishment,

“Mein Himmel! Vat is te matter pefore?
dent?” _

“Oh, no!” said Dob Cherry.  * Bunter always eats his
pickles on the floor like that. e likes itl™

* Mein pootness!™

“ Really, Cherry—" ]

“I pumes to speak mit you,” said Hoffmann, ¢ntering the
study. **I hears tat tere 1s French team goming to te school
to-morrow after to play gricket.”

“That's so.”

“Dore iz Remove eleven got up to meet dem "

“ Exaetly." . .

“Pen I tinks—ach!" said Hoffmann, breaking off as hae
porceived Meunier.  ““You haf te French peast here, I
5{:.""2 |_I!

* Sherman peeg!’’ said Meunier, looking up over his tea-
eup.

* French pounder

* Bherman rottair

“Here, shut up!” exelaimed Harry Wharton. " You're
not going to rag one anather here! Ehuf up, or you'll get
dropped on!™

“I regards the Fronch peast mit g;nntemptm—-"’-

I despise ze Sherman rottair—"

“Oh, shut up!"”’ said Bob Cherry. " What have you got
to say, Hollmann? Why can’t you keep to the subject?”

" Te French team is playing gricket to-morrow mit you,
I tinks pefore,” said Hoffmann. "1 tinks to meinseli tat
I likes to play against dem.™

“You can't play cricket

“1 playe him first-rate, ain't it. If you finds me place
in te team, I shows you how I blays him, before”

Harry Wharton laughed.

He anticipated a somewhat comic display of the great
summer game in any cage, and with Fritz Hoffmann in the
English team the comic side of the match was likely to be
maore pronounced.

“You takes me in te team," said Hoffmann,

“BILLY’S TREAT.”
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rippingly | You can leove out vun of te oders o make room
for me, ain’t it?"

*Well, I'll see what I ean do,’” said Harry Wharton, “1
don’t promize, but T'll gee to-morrow, after I've had & look
at the French feam.”

“Ferry goot! I hopes I play in te match, for I am
g]ndft{: giw te Freneh peastly pounders wvun licking, ain'
it, after.”™

“ Ze Sherman roitair noevair beat te French—" .

“1 not speak to you, you pounderl I regards you mit
gontemptes-—"

* Bherman peeg=——=""

“ French peast—"

“T zink zat H

I tink tat—"

* Rottair!™

* Pounder!™

Ne more time was wasted in words by the two aliens
They Rew atb one another, and rolled over on the study
carpet in & deadly struggle. The juniors were on their feet
in a moment, half laughing and half angry. .

“ Btop that, will you?" shouted Harry Wharton. " What
do vou mean by rowing in our study, vou choeky bounders?

But the two excited aliens took no natice.  Whenever
Meunier and Hoffmann met, there was a revival of the
Franco-German War on a small seale, and they were deal to
remonstrances.  They rolled on the carpet greppling
furiously. They rolled in the pickles upsct from the jar,
but they took no notice of that.

* Kick them out!"” sald Nugent
passage!l Cheek!
studies |’

" Yas, rather!™ said Bob Cherry. ** We ought to make
an exmmple of them." And he procecded to refill the teapot
with hot water.

“ The ratherfulness is terrifie,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. " 8hall we yank the esteomed rotters inte the cor-
ridor and roll them down the honourable stairs?” E

“We've done that before’ said Bob Cherry, " and it
hasn’t done them any good., T'll give them some ftea this
time, and see if it has a soothing effect upon them.”

And Bob Cherry calmly tcok up the teapot and com-
menced to pour the contents over the twe struggling aliens
as they rolled on the floor.

The tea was weal, and rather hot—not hot enough to
ecald, but guite hot enough to make the juniors fecl as if
they were secalded. .

There was o roar of laughter from the Removites, and
a roar of surprise and pain from the two aliens.

“Vat is tat? Ow "

H%at is zat? Ow ™

G EI;IE-EEI Hilrmlmml 1

*“ Parbleu ! :

BEob Cherry continued to pour. The warm liquid eplashed
all over the two aliens. They separated and scrambled to
their feet. i )

“Vat it it,znt you do?? yvelled Meunier. " You vas scald
me—vat——"

“AMein gootness! I am vet all ofer pefore—"

“Bump them into tho
Coming and rowing in other people’s

-*Ha, ha, ha!’ yelled Bob Cherry. ' Have you had
enouzh .
* Ach! T have had tco mooch?!

“Zat is also viz me. I have had of ze too moosh—"

“Then stop your rowing and travel!” grinved Bob.
“That's o lesson to you. Next time you start rowing in
this study T'll have it rcally hot for youl”

“Ir in all ze fault of z¢ Sherman peeg——"

“ It is te French peastly pounder tat is to plame i

“My hat! ‘They're starting again! Hand over that
kettle, will you, Bunter?”

“ Certainly, Cherry!”

But the two aliens skipped out of the study. They had
had enough of Bob Cherry's drastic mecasures. They
geuttled down the corridor, followed by a yell of laughter
from the chums of the Remove.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry's Idea.

" OOD 1™
It was Bob Cherry who suddenly uttered that
exclamation. The exclaumation was an ordinary one
enough, but at that moment it attracled general
attention. i'ﬂl‘ the Reomove wera in their class-room for
imorning lessonz, and Bob Cherry's sudden ejaculation broke
the silence of the room like the popping of a cork.
Mr. Queleh, the master of the Remove, looked across at
b Cherry with an ominons frown. Iarry Wharten had
just been construing from Virgil. Bob Cherry turned red
as the Form master’s eyes fastened upon him.

Whanrton and his Chums,
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* Cherry 1"

¥ Yes, sir!" said Bob.

“Did you make a remnark?

o [—ar—no—yes—sir | stammered Bob Cherry.

His face grew redder as the glances of the whole ¢lass
turned upon him. He had evidently been thinking of zome-
thing that was not Yirgil, and had uttered the exclamation
in answar to his own thoughta. Mr. Gueleh knew that well
encugh, but he chose to misunderstand,

“Ah! You were reforring, I suppose, to the lines
Wharton has just beon construing,” said the Remove master.
“You were pleased o remark that they were good?®”

Bob Cherry was silent.

“1 am very glad to see that Virgil has the honour of
meeting with your approval, Cherey,” said Me. Quelch
mercilessly, “ but it is not permissible to pass audible com-
m?nim E:f :E:-hls 'l;lﬂ.t'l.]re in clasg——"'

“You will therefore take fifty lines, and keep your
enthusiasbic admiration within bounds on another oceasion,”
said Mr. Quelch.

Bob Cherry's countenance was a beautiful erimson.

“If you please, sir, I wasn't referring to Virgil 1" he said.

“Indeed! Surely you were not thinking of anything
elge, at a time when I am trying to make you understand
somathing of the great Latin poat,” said Mr. Quelch, in his
smooth, sarcastic way, ‘“And what is it, then, that ie more
important in your eyes than the lesson we are engaged
upon, Cherry®™

*I—I was thinking—"

“Were you really? I should certainly do my best to
encourage you in that direction,”” aaid Mr. Quelch; and tho
class dutifully sniggered at the Form master’s little joke.
“¥ou certainly are not often guilty of it, But what were
you thinking about®”

#1t—it was nothing—"'

“1 msked you what you were thinking about, Cherry ™'

“Well, sir; it was about the French chops coming this
afterncon. I was #hinkin; that it would be a good idea to
have a brake oyt in Friamdale, and give them a sort of
triumphal drive ™o Greyfriars, sir, n.ndg then i

“T sen. Well, under the circumstances, you need not
talke the fifty lines——''

“Thank you, sir!” said Bob Cherry, brightening up.

“¥ou may take & hundred instead. o will now con-
tinue thoe leason., You will construe, Nugent."”

Amd Bob Cherry's face fell again.

“The roughfulness is great,” murmured Hurrea Singh
sympathetically. "It i3 somewhat unfecling of the
inatructor sahib—-""

“ Hurree Singh!"™

“ Yes, honoured asahib

“You were talking.”

“ Not exactfully, air,” said the nabeb, “T1 was merely
expressing the hearty condolence with my worthy chum,
Cherry, upon the disappointfulness——"

! You ecan do that after school hours, Hurree Singh. You
will take fifty lines for talking in class.”

“1 shall have great pleasurefulness in obeying the august
sahib, but may f-r%[}ect_fully and firmly point out—-"

“"¥You may not."

“Under the ﬂimumatant.iztli‘tq' of 1the eagp—"'

“ Bilenco! Go on, Nugent!

* But if I may presumptuously venture to explicate—""

“Take & hundred lines!™

“ Batter shut up, Inky,” grinned Bulstrede. * He'll mako
ik fiva hundeed if you go on.”’

“ The shutupfuluess would be the wisest under the cir-
cumstantiality, I suppose,” purred Hurree Singh Dot
the angerfulness of the teacher anhib is—

“ Shut up—he's looking at you!

“ The angerfulness of the teacher sahib is reprehensible,
and worthy only of the esteemed slumful hooligan—-""

* Hurree Singh!” rapped ont Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, zir!"

“You were talking to Bulstrode.”

“ I certainfully made an addressiul remark, sahib, to the
esteremed Bulstrode, but—"

:‘ What were you saying to him

‘A fewiu! words of ne important particularity—"

" Repeat them to me at onee. I will keep order in this
class, or I will know the reason why, Tell me at ouce
what you were saying to Bulstrode?”

T With the nugust sahib's permitfulness, T will respect-
fully and firmly decline to do 30," said the nabob.

L order you to t81l me at once”

‘In that ease, I have no choicefulness but to obev. I waa
remarking that the angerfulness of the honoured toncher
sahib was worthy of the esteemed hooligan!”

* The—the what ?'7

“ The esteemed slumful hooligan '

Mr. Queleh turnod erimson. An irrepressible gigple burst
from the Remove. The Form master glared round, and
soon stopped the giggle.

“BILLY’S TREAT.”
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“ Hurrce Singh e
“ Bahib "

“You will come to my study immediately aller morning
5’(‘]“}{5’. !"I‘ . . " " -

“ Cartainfully, honoured sahib! The kind invitation is
gratifying to my heart, and I shall contentfully accept the
sama !

The elass giggled again  Hurree Singh was not likely
to be so contented with what he would receive in the Form
master’s study.

Morning school was over at last, and the Remove, glad
to got out of the elasa.room into the bright June weather,
crowded out into the passage. \ :

““ Pon’t forgat your appointment with Quelchy, old son !
grinned Bulstrode, tapping the nabob on the shoulder as he
passed him.

“] am obliged to you for the remindiulness. Bulstrodo,
but I had not forgoiten,” said Huorree Bingh. “1 am coms
pellod to make t%w: excusefulness for a time, my worthy
ehums, while I playfully make the visit to the esteemed
rotten Form master!”

“ Batter rub something on your hands!" murmured Bob
Cherry. * Thoe esteemed Form master knows how to loy it
on "

“ Do vou moean that the Quelch sahib wishea me to go to
his study so that he can lick me canefully!™ asked the
nabob. .

* I don't suppose it’s for the mere pleasure of gazing upon
your inky features, anyway !" said Bob Cherry, ,

The nabob'a face was more zericus as he wended his way
to the study of the Remove master. Mr. Quelch was ready
for him there, and he had a stout, pliant cane lying on the
tablo. He took it up as Hurree Singh entered, and the
duzky junior kept & wary eye upon it

“T have come, sir, as you 50 kindly invited me !

“ You may hold out your hand !"* -

Hurree Bingh held out his hand, but not in the way Mr.
%uelch intended. He held it out as if to shake hands. The

ammova .master stared at it.

“ What do you mean by that, Hurree Singh?"

“¥You said I should hold out my hand, sir, and naturally
I imagine that you wish to greet your guest shakehand-
Fully !

Mr, Queleh stared hard at the Indion youlh. THurrce
Jamsot Ram Singh's face wes as grave as that of an image
cast in bronze.

“ITurrce Singh, if you do not understand mo-—

“ The understandfulness is greaf, sahib!" said Hurrco
Hingh, still with hia dusky hand extended. * I have pccepted
thagimnﬂuru,hd sahib's invitation fo visit him in his esteomed
sludy, and naturally he wishes to—"'

1 did not ask vou to visit me in my study——'

“Thoen I have Iaboured under the great mizapprehendful-
ness " sald Hurree Singh. I certainly imagined that I
heard the august teacher-sahib invito me to visit him in hia
august guarters!”

“T told vou to come here for pun—-" .

“If there has been any misunderstandfulnezas, I am willing
:fﬂn retircfully depart I said the nabob, turning towards tho

i,

Mr. Quelch wondered dimly whether he had to do with tho
simplest or the deepest junior he had over met. In cnse of
a real misapprehonsion as to the meaning of the invitation
to the study, it would be too crue!l to cane the unsuspsacting
Orriental. Tho Remove master laid down the cane.

“ HHurree Singh——""

“Nos, sphib

“1 did not—— But no matfer! You may go!”

“Thank wvou, gratefully, kind anhib ™

And the nabeb left the room. Mr. Quelch shool his head
in doubt. The nobob closod the door, still with the same
grave face of bronze. Buf when it was elosed, a smile broke
out over hizg features, e wallied softly away.

Bob Cherry tapped him on the shovlder. The chums of
the Remove had been waiting for him to return.

“TWas it a licking., Inky ?"

The nabob grinned.

“I am afraid that the teacher-salib intended the lickful.
nes3,'” he' r:‘-F'Iir.-Ll; “bul, as there was a misunderstanding on
the pointfulness, he did not carry out his honourable and
augznst intention.'”

S You are a deep rotbter!” said Nugent admiringly.
“ Faney being able to rot the Quelchlird ! Not one of us

FrE

has ever sucececded in pulling his leg before!

“Fvory animal has his dogful day, as vour Tnglish
proverb savs' the nabob remarked. * The pullfulness of
the sahib’s honoured and esteamed lag s groat '

“I wish I could pet cut of my lines as easily " grunted'
Bob Cherry. " However. they will stand over 11l to-mizht,
What do vou chaps think of the idea of having a brake out;
and giving the Freuch ericketers o ratthng pood reception ¥

bt {’fcu::d tdea ' said Harry Wharton at once, i

TF

Whart d hia Ch
CRESHARDE: e Ohums o NEXR Y



B THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY B~ THE "BOYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY.

M The geodfulness of the whoozy ides is ferrifie] We can
Licefully obtzin the largest brakoful conveyance in Triar
¢ale.  Fortunately, the cashfulness is plenfiful at the present
conjuncture [

“That's 80, said Iarry. * We are all prelty well in
funds, excepting Billy Bunter-——->7

“0h, I'm al r:gﬂit this afterncon !” said Bunter, joining
them uy Harey spoke. T say, you fellows, I've been think-
ing that we ought to give the French chaps a CIppIng
reception, if only for the sake of the ongtong cordiale——"

* Thoe whati"

“The ﬂnﬁtong cordiale I

" What the dickens does he mean by the ongtong 77 de-
manded Nugent.  **Is it something to eat, Bunty §*

Bunter gave Nugent a withering glance throngh his big
Apectacles,

Of course, it ien't,
| &=

*Ife meana  the
Wharion,

“OF conese; but you haven't got the aecent quite right.

Wharton!™ said Dunter. * You should put in plenty of

LT
" The ongfulness of our esteemed friend Bunter's Frenchful
]ang‘:.l;'a*c 1= terrifie ! purred the Nabob of Bhanipur.
= ‘reTi, what about the idea #" said Dunter. * ¥ou fellows

ean get ouf the brake to bring the foreigners to the school,
el I'l]l stangd a feed 1

“You will? Tt will cost something to stand a Feed to a
dozen  fellows, without counting ouwrselves P' said Bob

{"herry.
o {ll;:, that’s all right! Vou fellows have treated me often
eaough, and it’s about time I did something for you !” said

Billy Buntor.
asked Bob Cherry sus-

Nugeni ! The ongtong cordiale

entente  cordiale 1™

leughed Harry

St DBut have you pot the tin?"
picionsly. He knew the Owl of the Remove of old,

“ I haven't exactly got the ready money,” said Bunter;
“but T have a postal-order coming this afternoon 1™

“ You young azs!”’

“I wish yvou wouldr't call me names, Cherry: it's rude,
wid I don’t like it! You ean tell the French fellows when
vou meet them at the station that the fead will be reandy
for them. The post will be in before you get back, and I
zhall have my postal.ordep——=*

Harry Wharton laughed,

" We won't depend on your postal-order, Bunter! Byt it's
a good idea about the feed, all the samo. We can look
on these French chaps as the guests of the Remove, and we
onght to cntertain them in good style. 1 had a sovereign
lip fromn my unele yesterday, and l""ve got most of it laft,

We'll all pool all we have, and get up something in good
sivie for the visitors ™

“Good I seid Nugent,

“The cashfulness is great at the prosent mament !’ said
ITurreo Bingh, fishing out several golden coins from his
pockefs, **The feedful entertainment must be in rippinglul
stvle. and I think we can trust the arrangements into the
btz of our w~::rth§ chum, Bunter,"

v That you can!™ said Bunter, blinking with satisfaction.

I'll spend the money to the last penny for you! You can
rele on that !

“ Hew many of us are in it ¥ nsked Wharton.

“ Half the Remove, I expect,” said Bob Cherry, “"We'd
better let the Form know about it, and they can contribute

az they like,*

" That's & good idea! We want the Fronch chaps to take
anway a good impression of Greyfriars hospitality,. We're
going ta lick them at ericket, 50 wo're bound to give them a

good feed I
Y Ratherfully 1

And that idea was carried out. The Remove at Grey-
friara were gengrous enough when it came to exercising the
viriwe of hospitality, The contributions were liberal, and
ihe sumr raized was sufficient for Bunter to repare a feast
that would uphold the greatest traditions of Eraﬁriam

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Remove Does Things in Style.

" IME to be off ! Harry Wharton remarked, as the
T Remove came out after the mid-day dinner into the
sunny, leafy Close.
“ ZLe train coma in at tree o'clock,” said Meunier.
" Yes, but we shall be some time getting the brake out.
Now, Bunty. you know what yvou've got to Jo?”
> Yes, rather, Wharton!” said Billy Bunter. * You may
relv upon me! Fvye got over four pounds, and I'll lay it out
i0 ke last tuppence. like o Briton 17
" Ivs going to be a ripping afternoon !" said Bob Cherry,
plencing at the sky, which was of deep blue, fecked with
feecy clowds, ' Ripping for ericket ! ow many of us are
roing {o the siation ¥™
“The were the wereier I said Nugent, **Hallo, Hazel-

“BILLY’S TREAT.”
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dene ! Are you coming slong to meet the foreign team §"
Hazeldene, of the Remove, was wheeling his bicyele down
to the gates. He looked round with & chicery smile,
“Can't! 'm going over home to fetch my sister fo see
the cricket mateh.”

" Oh, arc you ™" exclaimed Bob Cherry, showing a sudden
inF?r.iE__-at in Hazcldene's proceedings, * Going on your bike "
e

“It's a rather l*}nﬂ]i{ ride,” said Bob, A jolly long lans,
1a0’t it, and precious few people in it 7"

“It 13 o longiul lane that has no furnfulness, as your
English proverb says,” the nabob remarked, .

“1 don’t know,"” said Haszeldene, looking at Bob, with
rather o puzzled expression. “T've ridden home most balf-
holidays since my people came to live near Greyfriars, and
I've not noticed that the lane was particularly lonely.”

“What I mean is, it’s rather rotten riding alone,” ex.
vained Bob Cherry. *“If you'd wait for me a few minutes
‘['{l et my jigger out and come for & spin with you.”

“* Certainly, if you like ! z

1 =ay, Bob, yvou're coming down to the station, aren't
vou?” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

* 'Nother engagemont!” said Bob Cherry, dashing off
in the direction ﬂ%eth& oycle-zhad.

Mugent gave a chuckle.
“It's & beautiful afterncon For ercling,” Harry Wharton
ramarked, * After all, you don’t want o crowd down at

the station to meet the ¥rench chaps, you know. I think I
mizht as well take a spin with Cherry and Hazeldene,"”

* Uertainly ' said Nugent, * 8o will 11"

* Oh, somebody must go to the station, you know !"*

“Inky will do that, and Meunicr——""

“I have been thinkfully reflecting that T should like to
13 zke ;hﬁ spinful ride with our Chorryful chum ! said Hurree

ingh.

Harry Wharton looked rather doubtful.

“Oh, come on, you bounders! I suppose we had better
get down to the station !

1y came dashing up with his hicyele. ruwning

boside it with his hand én the saddle. He stopped, breaths
less, with a flush in his bealthy cheeks,

“ Ready, Hazeldene!"

“ Right you are. Come along!™

“ Aren’t you going to change into eveling things, Bob?™
i*ﬁl-;-:ui_}ﬂugﬂnt- mizchievously., " They suit you better, Fou
o i Ta Lt L

Bob Cherry stopped, in doubt.

" Do you really think so, Nugent?™

" Not the slightest doubt on the subject,” snid Nugent,
"‘:]A I‘iﬂrfﬂﬂ: jacket sete off your figure fo the very best
Nl viniLa e,

Bob Cherry looked at him rather iciously.
"I say, Hazeldene, could you wait whils I change—™
Iazcldene grinned.

" Not much! I shall be late if T don’t get off. You look
all right.”

' Yes, but—27"*

" Well, Eu!- on a silk hat, then,"” satd Nurent.
run info the House and pet you a silk hat.™

“You rottex!” said Bob wrathfully.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" There is one improvement ron could undoubifully make,
my worthy chum,” purred the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“ What is that, Inky?" asked Bob anxiously,

" ¥ou could get o newiul face.”

Bab Cherry turned red.

* That's =0, agreed Nugenf. “If you could get a zct of
features o different shape——-:1?"

“T'll make yours a different shape if yon don't stop rof-
ting! " growled Bob Cherry. “I'm ready, Hazeldene, Let's
got off. These silly assee make me tired[™

“Come on, then!"

The two juniors wheeled their machines down o the
utes, Nugent called after Bob Cherry before he had gone
wlf o dozen paocs.

T say, Cherry—"

Boh Cherry looked round.

“IHalle!'—hallo '—halle! What's the matter?’s

" You've got romething on your face!” .

“ Oh, confound——" said Bob Cherry, taking oub his hand-
kerchief and rubbing his face. “Is if off now?™

Mugent shook his head.

“ No, it's still there.”

“ Was I rubbing in the right place?™

“™o, 2 bit mare in the centre.’’ i

Bob Cherry rubbed n.wa¥ n%‘ain with his handkerchief {ill
his nose glowed like a freshly-boilled beetroot. Then he
leoked inguiringly at the chuwme of the Remove.

“la it off now?"

(] H‘:ﬁ-.h

“Tan't any of if off 1™

Y Nol a bit.”

“Inky will

LT3, A,
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“IHang it! What is it?” growled Bol.
" Oh. ouly vour nose!" said Nugent.
Bob Cherry glared at his friend in speechless wrath, while
the Removites burst into o roar of laughter.
“You—you rotter! " gasped Bob at last.

2 “I'll teach you
to work off your rotten jokes on me!"

And he slung his cyole against the gate and rushed at
Nugent.  Nugent, laughing hystericaily, dodged round
Wharton and Meunier.

“Ciel! Mind vat vou do!" shrieked Meunier, az Bob
Cherry landed on his chest a right-hander intended for the
mirthiul Nugent.

L Oh, get out of the way!” exclaimed Bob. * What the
dickens do you. mean by getting in my way and barking
my kiuckles? "

‘Mon bleu——

“Here, I'm off!" exclaimed Hazeldene, mounting his
machine. “ You can follow me if you like, Cherry. Ta-ta!”

Cherry ren back to his machine ne Hazeldene diz-
appeared through the gates. He shook his fist at Nugent,
and mounted and alled away after Hazeldene. The
chums of the Remove, laughing heartily, followed themn out
of the old greystone gateway.

The iwo cyelista were disappearing up the road in a cloud
of dust, and Harry Wharton and his friends strode away
in the opposite direction, towarde the village of Friardale.

“Bob's in luck this afternoon,” said Nugent. *'I shouldn't
mind taking that little spin myself. Never mind.”

“ The worthy Cherry’s luckfulness is great. IHe will have
the honourable pleasure of riding back to Greyfriars with
the beavhiful and esteemed miza.’

Harry Wharton was looking thoughtful. He would gladly
have beeén in Bob Cherry's place, but, as captain of the
Romove Kleven, it wes his duty to meet and greet the
arriving team. A position of responsibility carrigs duoties
with it as well as privileges.

It did not take the chums of the Remove long to reach
Friardale. It was still only hali-past fwe by the clock of
the village church, and the train bearing the French
cricketers was not to arrive until three.

“Tots of time,” said Nugent, glancing up at the grey
church-tower. * Where are we going to got the brake,
Wharton T

“ We con get one at the Green Man. The landlord knows
that I can drive, so—-"" ]

“Good! Bo gou will be able to drive away, and then
you can gfir-a me the ribbons afterwards.”

Harry laughed. i

“I think I ean manage it very well all the time, Nugent.™

* Well, we shall have to be careful, you know, with a lot
of Foreign chaps on board,"” E;!Hﬂ Nugent. ** 'We don't want
to have any upset, you know.” _ .

““ Perhaps it would be better to entrust the ribbonful reins
to miy honourable hands,” su the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“ It 13 true that I am no driver, but I am al?rn;vg cagar to
learn, and I should be happy to 5tud,y the scientific artiul-
ness of managing the pairful horses’™ ,

“I think we’ll teave your firsk lesson till a more suitable
occasion, if you don’t mind,' said Harry, Ia.ughiﬂﬁf:. “ Boine
time when there will be fewer necks in danger if anything
goes wrong., Here we are! I'll go in and see Mr. Harris.”

The interview with Mr. Harra, of the Green Man, was
short and satisfactory. A quarter of an hour later the
horses were harnessed in the brake, and the chums of the
Bemove wera driving away from the inn in fine style,

“ Sure vou're all right with those horses, Hares?"" Nugent
asked anxicusly.

“ Oh, guite, thanks!" i

Meunier sat in the brake beaming with smiles. Ho felt
vary keenly the compliment to his fellow-countryimen implied
in the really imposing reception planned by the Removites.
The brake dashed up to the station amid a cheer from the
village urchins, who gathered round in a curious crowd. A
echoolboy driving a brake was not a common sight in the
yuiet village of Friardale. Meunier loked at his waich.

“ Zo train he come in in trec minutes,”’ he remarked.

“ Good time to get on the platform,” eaid Nugent. * That
gncient cabby wﬂf mind the brake for a tanner, Harry.”

“Right you mre!’

Sixpence easily induced the cabby to take charge of the
brake, end the Greyiriars juniors entered the station. They
wera well known, and there was no difficulty about
Fﬁtin on the p]aif'orm to meet the incoming train. Nugent
mI-:adg up the line, and a shrill scream of a whistle rang
from the distance.

“ There ghe ocomes !’ .

The train was in sight. The engine came dashing into
the atation, and deoors few open and bove tembled ouf of
the carriages before the train had fairly halted. The Grey-
friars juniors looked at them curiously.

hey werr & jolly, gm;rd-i‘&mp-:red-ﬂmkmg set of follows,
less athletic in appearance than Harry Wharton and his
chums, extremely excitable and somewhat shrill in voioe, and
indefatigable in gesticulation.

Adolphe Meunier rushed at a shm, sallow-cheeked lad, and
gembraced him in the true, effusive French fashion.

“BIiLLY’S TREAT.”
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** Mon cousin ! he exclaimed.

*Adolphe! ™

" Henri!’

The consing embraced and Lissed one ancther, rather to
the amusement of the English boys.

“My hat!'" murmureg Nugent., “I hope they're nob
going to treat us all alike! IF anybody starts Lissing me 1
shall cut up rough.”

“The kissiulness seems to me to be carrving the politeful-
ness to extremes,” said the nabob. 1 sineerely trust that
I ahall not receive the kissful salute.”

““Same here!” said Harry, with a grimacs,
get they’'re our guests, though.”

“Hang it! A guest hasn’t the right to kizs vou, I sup-
pose? "

““ Honour the strangerful risitor that is within thy gateful
door,” said the nabob, “even to the extent of submnitting
graccfuily to the honourable and ludicrous Lissfulnzss.”

_ Meunier led his cousin by the hand towards the Greyiriars
juniors, speaking rapidly to him in French.

" Mes emiz!’™ he exclaimed, waving his hand towards the
juniora. **Mes amis, mon cousin Henri! Zia is my consiu,
Vharton—zis is Henri Leronge. Zis is ze caplain of ze
elefen.”

Harry Wharton held out hiz hand;
bubbling with enthusiasm. He threw his
Harry's neck and embraced him.

‘“ Ze friend of my cousin is my friend!” he declared. 1
embrace vou vis all my heart. 1 kiss yon viz ze true friend-

“ Dan't Jor=

but Leronge was
arms  round

ehip.”

‘Pﬂh!” murmured Harry, ss the French lad kissed him
on both cheaks. )

* Zis i3 ze Nabob of Bhonipur.”

“1 embrace him as ze truc friend!™

“ Zis iz my friend Nugent.”

“7 kees him, too!™ )

Meunier stood by beaming while the English lads under-
went what was to them an ordeal, but what secmed 1o the
Trench bovs the most natural thing in the world., The rest
of the party were introduced, buf as most of them could
speak no English, or only a very few words, the intro-
ductiona did not for much. However, everybods wuas
in high spirits and in & good temper, and they sallied out
of the station the best of friends. i ;

“How ve get to (reyfriars?” asked Henri Lerouge, look-
ing round with interest at the old English village.

‘ Zere i3 the brake!"” snid Meunier.

“Ia zat for us?"

“Oni——oui! ™ o

# Zat is ver' kind of ze Hend of ze school to send——"

“ Tt is not ze Head who send; it is ze kind friend Vhar
ton."’ )

H%¥en T must embrace him vunce more!’ exclaimed
Lerouge, throwing his arms round the neck of the astonished
Wharton. *1 kees him of z¢ good heart, zal ha show so
much courtesy to ze foreign visitor” ] .

Harry submitted with a good grace, and then climbed inlo
his seat. The French bovs, chattering like a crowd of
monkeys, a3 Nugent remarked afterwards, clambered into
the brake, and Harry Wharton shook out the reins.

“Have you chaps come down oll on your lonesome® )
aaked Nugent, as tﬁe brake drove off fmn‘f the station. .

Lerouge looked puzsled. Meunier rapidly explained in
French, and Lerouge gave an expansive grin.

“ Oui, oui!” he exclaimed. **Veo pay zis visit to Grey
friara by ourselves. Ve find our vay about zi3 couniry easy.
as I speak so good English. I am always treated viz ze
great politeness, and I zink it is because I speak ze English
so vell.” .

“ Yes: I suppose 1t would be,' said Nugent, with a nod,

“ o English ara so merry,” said Lerouge. I often see
ze English people smile viz pleasure ven I talk to zem in zeir
own tongue.’” "

 No wonder,” murmured Nugent. ; s

“ Ve loave our master in Londen,” said Lerouge. *“Va
are here for zis visit by our own selves. Ve are staying in
England for tree week. Perhaps ve come down and see you
Again, mes amis” .

“0Oh, do, by all means!" said Nupgent.
play & lot of cricket?”

Lercuge shook his head.

“ Vo not play & lot,” he said. ““ Ve play some, and ve are
ver' good ericketers, wou understand; but in France ve not
play 30 much as you English. Ve are better zan you In ze
gymnasium-——-""

“Oh, are vou?'' said Nugent,

“1 aupposa yvou

“QOui. Moosh bettair,” said Lerouge. “ Perhaps at ze
game of ericket ve not so good; but ve chall see. Ve beat
you if ve can.”

Nugent grinned, q

Wharton and hls Chums, NEXT
K RICHARDS. TUEE)EIA "
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“YVau're woleame fo try,” he murmured. *“It's ,jn“f
weather for cricket, anyway. Look, there's Greyiriars?

The tall grey tower of the old school could be seen from
the road, rising above the elms in the distance. Lerouge
looked at it with preat interest, and then at the river,
shining through the trees on the left.

“It is ver' pretty country,” he said; * almost zo preliy as
France.”

The other French boys were chatiering away at a great
rate in their own longue, )

The brake eame in sight of the pates of Greyfriars, and a
crowd of juniors could be seen there, waiting to greet the
Fropeh teamn,

“ Hurrah !” i .

Lerouge steod up in the brake, and waved his eap in
refurn.

" Zat is ver’ polite I he exclaimed.
hearty English vay., Vive |"Anglaisi” : .

ITe waved his cap with such energy that he lost his footing,
and rolled down ameong the crowded legs of the French
ariekotors.

Buwent fished hin out, and sct him upright again, Hae
was looking flushed and breathless, but his enthusiazsm was
unabaied.

“T zink I [all ofer—"

“WWell, it looked like 18" grinned Nugent.
right "

“ i, ves; razer! Ve arc arrive”

" Yes, here we are.”

Harry Wharton cracked his whip. The crowd of
youngsters in the gateway drew back to the sides, and the
bralke went through the gates in fine style, and dashed inta
the old Close. The French boys were all standing up and
waving their caps now, and the Greyfriars lads greeted them
with a ringing chazer, :

The brake halted, and the French boys tumbled out of it
like o many eats or monkeys. Gosling, the porter, took the
Hu!-:u away. Billy Bunter came up %uaming, and nudged

arry.

e IE'& all right, Wharton.™

“What is?" szid Harry, looking down at him.

“The feed."

Y (th, the feed! 1 had forgotten.”

Bunter looked at him witheringly through his big
spectacles.

“You'd forgotten? Forgotten the feed P _

_"hYI::s,” =aid Harry, laughing. *“ Never mind. Is it all
T]Ir:.' t IiI:l

“"First rate " said Billy Bunter, with much satisfaction.
“There's a cold collation ready in the pavilion—"

“ A what #"

A cold eollation,” repeated Rilly, with emphasis.
“That means a fead on m?d grub, if you don't know.
prefer to eall it a8 cold collation. Well, there's a cold colla-
tion ready, and there will be & ripping tea alter the match.
That's all right—eh?"”

“ Ripming, Billy ! ¥You're a ¢redit to the Remove !"

“Well, you know, I rather think I am,” said Bunter
modestly. ™I really don’t know how you fellows would get
on without nmie, and that's a [act. I've arranged it all in
really ripping style. I was going to add a little bit to the
fecd if my postal-order had come, but there's been some
delay in the post, and it hasn't furned up yvet. But the thing
wili be really ripping, you know. You'd bettor -bring the
French chaps along now to the cald collation.”

And Billy Bunter trotted off to the pavilion,

It is vat you call ze

“ Are you all

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Match,
" VIL";R']TFH, mein friend.—

Ioffmann tapped Harry Wharton on the arm
outside the cricket pavilion. Fhe captain of the
Remove ericket eleven turned round with a smile.

“Halle, Hoffy ! What 15 1877

"I wishes to know if I plays in te clefen?” said Friiz
E:E_J:hnmm. “If I blays, I changes inlo mein flannels, ain't
it

Ilarry Wharton considered & moment. He would never
have thought of playing the German in a serious match, but
against the I'rench team, from what he had seen of 1t, there
WS RO reason wh}y the youth from the Vaterland should not
distinruish humself.

As for bemng left ont of the team in favour of the German,
ne one would mind that very much, considering the kind of
mateh 1t was.

“I gomes inte te elefen, ain't 7" said Hoffmann
eazerlv. " Vat veu tink, Vharten? I plays up as mein
vater plaved up at Sedan,”

H Flll azk the others,” said Wharlen, " Stumps aren't
piched t1ll half-past three, anc I'l] let you know™

“Goot! I fetches mein fannela™

“1 suppose he may as well comes in, Nugent?' Harr
E-‘-‘l:mrmn remarked. * He won't be much in the way, will

af”

Nugent grinned.

“Nao; that's all right. I've been jawing to Lerouge, and
what he and his friends don't know about cricket would fil
a Badminton volume on the subject, My i1dea 13 that this
match 15 going to be fanny.”

‘' I suppose they can play ! said Bulstrode.

“ Yes, I suppose so—after a kind of a sort of a fashion,”

“ Bure, and see the way they hold o bat ! grinned Micky
Pesmond, of the Remove. * They've got a brand-new set of
cricketing things, but the way they handle them—— Faith,
it's a marvel1” ] .

“ Meunier is about the only one who will keep his wicket
up, 1 suppose ¥? )

“ The playfulness of the game will be humoursome,"” the
Maboh ufrl]'ﬁ wanipur remarked. ' If we do not get the good-
ful pame, wa cbhtain the mirthy laughfulness.”

“Where's Bob Cherry and {'Iﬂ.ﬂﬂ-]dﬁnﬂ 2

“ They've not turned up yet.”

Harry Wharton frowned. As cricket captain, he had to
see that his men were on the ground in time, and he did nob
like the absence of two of them. Hazeldene was not umally
8 plq,}'lnﬁ member of the Form eleven; but Harry was poing
ta _[giva in o triel in this mateh, where there was little to
Tisk.

The French lads had come in hungry after the train
journey, and they were enjoying Billy Bunter's ¢old oolla-
tion. They seemed to be in ne hurry to get ready for tha
field —apparently having the idea that any time would do.

“You captain the side, don’t you?”’ Harry Wharton aszked
Meunier, for he was not very clear on the poink

Adolphe Meunier nodded his head. .

“QOui, mon ami. It is agreed zat I sall be ze captain, as I
have played more of ze ericket zan my cousin Lerouge.”

“Well, it's getting near time to go on, Will you get your
men ready P

“ Certainement! Ts zere any hurry V7 .

“Weall, no;: only the sun sets at might, you know, and 1t's
rather diffieult to p]a? cricket after dark ' said Wharton,
rather sareastically. I don't want to hurry you feliows in
any way, but it's nearly four already.”

“I zee. I vill speak bo Lerouge.”

Meunier spoke to Lerouge, and the French crickelers
boran to prepare in a leisurely way for the field. Harr
Wharton looked out of the pavilion for Bob Cherry, en
sichted him at last. :

Bob Cherry and Hazeldene were coming up to the pavilion,
and with them was a fair, slim girl whom Harry knew very
well—Marjorie Hazeldene.

Ilarry liftad his cap as they came up.

“You're late, Bob. Get into your things.
Hazeldene.”

“ Right-ho 1"
pavilion.

Bob Cherry followed him a little more slowly.

“ Glad you have been able to come over, Miss Marjorie”
said Harry brightly. “* You will see 28 game that will be
worth watching.”

The girl smiled.

“I understood from my brother that you were pleying a
foreign team.”

““That i1s correct.”

Wil it be & very hard match, then?™

Harry laughed.

“No; very easy, I think. I imagine theso chaps just
about know a bat from a stump, and that's zll! I rether
think it will be funny.””

‘jII:‘er brother is playing, isn’t hei” asked Marjorie,
smiling.

“Yes. We're giving him a trial in the eleven. If hae
turns out all right, I expect he will play for the Remove in
the regular maiches’

“Iamsoglad!™

That was all Marjorie said, but her fone E!%JIESEE'EI much.
She knew how Harry Wharton had helped Hazeldene into
the right path. It was pot s0 long sinee Hazeldene -or
Vaseline, as the boys had contemptuocusly named him-- had
Leen known as the cad of the Remove. A helping hand
from a strong, resolute character like Harry Wharton had
done wonders for him. And Harry was kecping on the pood
work by trving to make a cricketer of I'I!lzﬂilt{(litﬂ-

3ob Cherry came out of the pavilion in spotless white.
He had made the change in record time. ‘

“You'll have a pood view here, Mizs Marjorie,” said
[Tarry, placing the pirl in a seat. 1 hope you will enjoy
it. You will taﬂce a good laugh, anyway, I expech There
roes three o'clock.”

Four chimed from the clock-tower of Greyfriars. = |

The Greviciars fellows were erowding down to the junior
ericket-field. Many of the seniors, as well as the wWer

You, feq,

said Hazeldens, disappearing Do the
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4 OQwl” gasped Bob Cherry, as Billy Bunter sent a stream of hot tea over his legs, “I'm scalded! That

dangerous lunatic onght not to be trusted with a teapot! Ow!l"

Form fellows, came along. They were curious to see how
the I'rench team would shape at the English game.

Dr, Locke, the Head of Greyiriars, eame down to ree tha
start of the match, out of compliment to the foreign visitors.
Mra. Locke was with him, and the Head's wife kissed
Marjorie Hazeldene affectionately. They were old friends.

Fritz Hoffimann gave Harry Wharton a nudge. The
ericket captain of the Remove had forpotten all about him.
The fat German was arrayed in white, and looked fatter
than ever.

“Is it tat I plays mit te game, Vharton "

Huarry nodded good-humouredly.

““ Oh, yvez, Hoffmann; you ean come in!"

‘1 tanks you. I gifs te French pounders te good hicking,
ain't it ¥"? .

I[Ioffimann had a bat under his arm. Some irreverent
juntors asked him what he was going to do with it, but

aff mann loffily took no notices. He meant to perform
wondera with that hat yet.

I say, Meunier, are you ready ?" asked Harry Wharton,
with laboured patience, as the hand of the Greylriars clock
pointed to ten minutes past four.

“Oui; certainement ! Ve are roazy,”

“Then, let's toss for innings.'"

" Certaninement !

But Henri Lerouge came forward, his face wreathed in
Egh}t[a siniles, and bowing as though he had a spring in his

ck.

“ Tousand pardons ! Le exclaimed.
HWhat 13 it 7

Y War is ik zab your do oviz penny B
* Toes for chofce of Inmngs, '™
“Zat i3 not s0. Ve not toss™

Y Mes amis——""

“What Jdo von mean?"?

Lerouge bowed aguin almost te the mupd, .

“ Vo yield zo choice to our esteemed friends,” he saidi
“ You vas make ze choice to please yourselves, mes amis.”

Harry Wharton laughed rather impaticntly.

““This isn'L a ease of politeness, Lerouge.”

“ Qui, oui, la polilesse.”

“"We've got to toss for innings,

" Oh, if you insist, scn——"

“ ¥es, of conrse!™ :

“(Oh, zen I leave it to vou, mon ami, and you do zat
vich vou like ! said Lerouge.

Mecunier won the toss, and clected to bat first.  The
French ericketers were chattering away ot n greab rate n
the pavilion. They se=med to think that there was plenly of
time, anyway, while the Greyiriars cricketers were watching
the sun pnse ithe elms, and wondering whelher there would
be time for a single innings at this rate.

“ Thay're batting first,” Harry Wharton remarked.
"Gu:lm:lrg I expect there will be only threc inuings in this
mateh. .

“ Aud two of them won't take long,” Dol Cherry said,
with a lough.

“ Not likely.™ . ; .

“Let's get into the ficld. This game will last till mid-
nirht, I expect, il we don’t get started.” .

The Grevfriars ericketers streamed outk of the pavilion,
eleven sturdy, youthfnl fgures in white, and a cheer from
the fellows round the repes grected them, They took up
their positions, amd Bob Cherry was given the ball for the
first over, and then they walted for the baltamen (o sppear.

Meanier zi.] Lerouge were to open the innings, buk
Meuuier and Lerouge «did not scem to be in a hurry to do so.

It's the game ™
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As a maiter of fact, Lieronge had seeured an iniroduction
lo the pretty English girl sitting beside the Head’s wife in
the pavilien, and was relating to her some tale of marwvel-
lons exploits in the realm of sport, while Meunier was

cxchanging afectionate reminiscences with an old achool-
fellow in the 1eam.

i S0 zal iz how ve played cricket in Franco, Mees
Azr]ﬂmle,” said Lerouge. ** Ve bheat zem by two hundred
s,

*Did you really ¥ snid Marjorie, with a charming emile,
though she had net been able to understand ten worde of the
French youth's dezeription of that wonderful game he had
plaved in his native land. * That wae splendid ™

“Oui, oui! I zink zat you vill see us vietorious zin time,
thoush the victory perhaps not so easy.'

* Perhaps not.”

“ 1 zinke—— 1¥d you call me, mon amit"’

I'Bﬁb Cherry had come off the field, and was glariny at
111M1.

“Yes, I did?” growled Bob., * Are you igoin%m bat, any
of you, or are you not? We're not particular; but if you're
nol going to bat, it's not much good our bowling, &nd we
may as well change our duds.”

**I3 it zat T have kept you to wait®

“Yeo; I rather think it iz!™

Lerouge swapt off his cap with a low bow.

“A tousand apologies!”

“ Never mind the apologies. Bend your men in!"

“ Mee3z ‘Azeldene, 1 take my leave. I am desolafe to
leave you, but duty calla me to ze vicket. Mon ami, 1 am
comung.”

* Come, theh, and buck upt™

* Adolphe, mon cousin, are you reazy§”

I am quite reazy, Henri,”

“Then let us
“Cortainement! Let us go to ze vicket.”
French boys, with hats under their arms,

A

And the twao
sa_Hi-:—cEs out of the pavilion, and bent their steps towards the
wickets.

. The Greglriars fellows cheared thern. They were nothing
if not polite to puests, Meunier and Lorouge stépped before
they reached the wickets, and raised their caps in acknow.
ledgmant of the cheer.

"My q?ld-:f prjama hat,"” grunted Bob Charry, * I wonder
if this giddy game will ever gat started! [ say, I'm going
to have a snooze in the grass, and you can wuke me up when
it's time to bowl.™

"Here, they're at the wicket now!" laughed Harry
Wharton.

* About time, too!” Nugent remarked,

And Bob Clherry went on to  bowl

grainst Lerowpe's
wicket. g ‘&

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Cricket.

OB CHEBRY gripped the round red ball hard. He
B meant to male reckets of Lerouge’s wicket, if only to
g::msh himm for keeping the game waiting, But the
_ taman was not ready. He wae suddenly seen to lean
his bat against the wicket, and start off towards the pavilion.
“Here, whera arc you geoing?’ shouted Harry Wharton,
who was fislding at mid-on,
Lerouge looked back.
l_"II'Hl you speak viz me, mon ami?™ he asked, taking off
s ¢ap.
“Yes, Where are you poing
1 go to ze pavilion,™
“ But what for?"
“1 forget to ?ut on ze batiing-wloves.”
“0Oh, my hat! Buck vp, will vou?®"
“ Certainement ™
The French cricketer disappeared into the pavilion. The
English boys looked at one another.
My word,” said Hazeldene, *‘this is getting too rich !
" The richness is torrific,” remarked the Wabob of Bhani-
pur. It weuld be a rvea{.e{];nkefulnass if the sun set before
the fiest ball had been bowled in the estcomed match. 1 am

rfraid that this cricketiul game will never be played.”
" Looks like it!" prowled Cherry. * Halle, here's the
image agnin!'

Lerouge was seen issning from the pavilion. e did no

» to his wickel, however, but came straizht towards Harry
1]'Iart'}hi

“ Well, what's the frouble? azked the Remove captain.

“ It i3 zat I have lose zo slove” said Lerouge. *Can one
of you lend me ze plove to replace #a vun zat | have lost "

* What's that sticking out of your pocket?’ asked Nugeui.

“Parbleu, it i3 ze glove 28t I have lost! I remember
now zat I place him zere ven I am talking to ze charming
English miza

“Arp you ever going to the wickat

“BILLY'S TREAT.”

Another Tale of Har
Ey FHA

“I poea immediately. I zanks you for pointing out ze
gant vich I have lost. 1 embraces you.”

* Ow—don’t 1"

But the effusive Lerouge avazs nol 1o he dented.  He
embraced Nugent, and the whole licld yelled with laughter.
Lerouge seemed to be rather surprised by the laughter, but
he finally took ¢ az a compliment, and swapt off his cap io
acknowledgment,

** Are vou going to the wicket, Lerongei”

*Qui, mon ami."”

And Lerouge went o his wicket, The wicket-keeper
handed him the bat. ITerouge had leaned it against the
wickel and knocked the baila off, but he svidently did not
understand what that meant in cricket.

IHe seized the bat and gave it a Sourish, and Micky Des-
mond, who was keeping wicket, jumped back just in time lo
avoid being i:.nmineq:i.

* Arrah, then—""

Lerouge looked round. ‘
“* Did I strike yon viz 2e bat?" asked Lerouge, with greab
solieitude.

““No! growled Micky, “ Why ecouldn't you let me pet
clear before you star thosse gympastics, thougzh? You
nearly caught me on the coccanut.

“ A tousand apologies!”
“ Sure, it's all right! Look out for the bail!”

Tarouge looked out for the ball.

" Are you ready?” asked the umpire.

r*;iﬂull; : am roazy, mon ami,” said Leronge, with & Bourish
of the bat.

. " Guard your wicket, then. What have you got the bat up
in the air for?"”

“ .iht-f? ha: ve play cricket.” i Pl

“la it , have rown way! Plagl

Iiob Chervy gﬁpp-eﬂga ball again. af-, took a little run,
amd sent down the hball like a four-point-seven shell.

Ler_ﬂugla’a bat swept a cirele in the air, and hit nothing but
1It_uk:,;el ing atmdsphere, and thers wae the ¢rash of a falling
wiekot.

Lerouge stared at the wreek in amazement.
;'gal i5 ze mattair?" he asked,
] I.It ::ll

(14 Dllt !ll .

“ But I vas not looking for ze ball at zat moment. I zink
zat iz vat you call & trial ball, mon ami.”

“Pat!” rapped out the ampire.

1 a.pr;aa! to zo captaia. Vas it not a trial hall?”

MOh, I don't care!” eaid Harry Wharton, with & guiet
wink at the umpire. * Make it o trial ball.”

The ball was tossed back to Bob Cherry, Lerouge resumed
his place at the wicket. He pripped his bat in a business-
hke way, and looked carcfully for the ball. Bob sent down
a slow this time, but Lerouge never saw it.

Cragh !

Lerouge landed out wildly for the ball without secing it
The ball whipped the off-stump out of the ground, and the
other stumps fell at the szame moment, knocked over by
Lerenge’s bat.

i Hﬂ;ﬁ"& thatT" yelled Bob Cherry,

4k ht :FF

¥ Bure, and was that a trial ball, darling?’ grinned the
wicket-keeper. * And was it a trial hit-wicket, too?"

L{-ruuga gaze<d ail his wrecked wicket,

“Ous!l"” repeated the umpire.

“ Oui, I zink zat is out,”” said Lerouge.
fall by necident, I zink zat 13 out.”

He seemed to bave a lingering doubt as to whother the
wicket had fallen by accident, Tut the umpire was uncom-
promising, and the French youth carried out his bat.

Duerot was the next man in. He was a little dark fellow,
anst he bhrought in Lis bat with a considerable amount of
swagger., He seemed fo wish the eyes of the univerre to he
turned upon him, to bekold hiz performances at the wickat.

“* Botter look out for that chap, Bob," grinned Nugent;
“he lookes dangerous.”

Bob Cherry grunted.

** The dangerfulness of the estecmed ass is only equalled b
his conceitfulness,” purred the Nabob of Bhanipur. ** It will
e’ o jokeful wheeze to send him out with the duckful agg.”

Ducrot awaggered to the wicket, and took his middle, ani
looked towards the bowler. Bob Cherry took hold of the
ball, He did not take the frouble to run, or to caleulate
much. He simply bowled, But it was quite cnourh.

Dierod’s wicket went to pleces, and Ducrot stared at it in
an astonishment that was onbsolutely ridieulous.

“ Ha, ha, ha "

The whole crowd burst into an uncontrollable yell of
laughter af the sight of the batzman®s face.

The Head smiled i the avilion, and Marjoric’s face vas
wreathed in smiles, while the field rang with merriment.
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“He can't understand it ver,” murmured Nugent. It
wil dewn on him presently that he is out,”

* How's that?” sang ous Harry Wharton.

Bt 1§ 5T R

Ducrot took another look at the wicket, as if still puzzled,

and then put his bat under his arm and trotted off to the
Favilion.

“The match is rather lote,” Wingale of the Sixth
observed to a friend. " But they're making up for lost
time now, and no mustoke!”

And his compuanion grinned.

1t looks like duck’s eppgs for the French ehaps all along
the line.””

“Yes; unless the Remove are mereiful.”

MNevers was next man in. He was a guiet fellow, and did
not swagger. He stood at the wicket, however, with ono
leg in front of the stumps, and evidently knew as much
about cricket as he did about flving.

" Btand aside there!” grunted the umpire.

Nevers looked at him innocently.

“1 stand at ze vicket,"” he snidli

*You can’t stand in front of it.”

“Ciell If I stand in front of it I stops ze ball bettair
zan if I stand at ze zido !’ said Nevers.

“Oh, my hat! You'll be out leg-before-wicket 1™

“Zank you! Are vou out if vou stand wiz legs before ze
vicket??

“Well, rathert'

“ Zen I stands avay.”

* That's better."”

“Zank you ve' moosh! I have not played ze cricket ver'
moosh,” =aid the French bev, with unnecessary enndour.
The umpire did not need telling that.

“ Flay!"? _

Bob Cherry bowled, Nevers made a jump at the ball,
hitting out with the bat, and in some mysterious way the
willow met the leather, quite by chance. There was =
clack, and the ball flew on its way—not far, though—as it
lighted right inte Harry Wharton's outstretched hand ot
mud-wicket.

Up went the leather from Marry's hand, to be caught
againt in his palm as it came down straight as a die,

* How's thatf'?

13 Dut !:I'I-

Nevers looked astonished.

*Did vou say zat it vas gut?* he asked.

“Yes, rather!”

“*But I did hit ze ball viz =e batt”?

“Ha, ha, hatl”

“1 did hit ze ball viz ze bat,”" repeated Nevers indig-
nantly., ** Yet vou say zat it 15 out, I did hit ze bhall ne

“You're eaught out!™ ;

“Iam not caught! No van has r:&u?ht me I"' said Nevers,
in eurprizge. "L have not even run from ze vicket, and I
am not caught.”

“(h, my only annt! The ball’s caught.”

“Yes; I see zat garcon take him in ze hand. If he
not interfere ze ball would have gone a great way, and I
take zo runs.”

““Ha, ha, ha! The ball was eaught—and so you're out!
Do you understand? When the ball’s caught from the bat,
vou're out. Cut!”

“Oh, is zat 501" said Nevers more cheerfully. *1 have.

not FIE-}"E":I ze cricket ver' mooeh. Zen 1 go away from ze
wicket?'’

" Yea, I rather think you do, and the sooner the quicker!”

“Certainement. I am :}ulta reazy to go, if I am really out.
But I have not really played ze cricket ver’ moosh, and I
did not know."” ) . i

And Nevers walked away with his bat over his ehoulder,
carrying it & al as if it were a musket, and & shriek
of laughter followed him,

Villefart was next man in. He seemed to have some
tincture of knowledge of the game, for he Bte?med the rest
of Bob Cherry's over without being bowled, caught, or
knocking his wicket over with his bat. The conclusion of
the gver was greeted with cheers by the French boys in the
pavilion. They seemed to think that Villefort hed dono
wonderfully well, and in comperizon with the rest of the
team, he probably had.

No runs had been taken =o far, and the French team were
three down for a big round 0, a score that made the Grey-
friars lads smile.

The field croszed over, and Hoffmann, who had been field-
ing at long-on, where Harry theught he would be most cut
the way, nudged the Remove captain in the ribs,

“Mein friend Vharton—"

“Hallo! Get into your place!™

“1 tinks tat I should powl now—m-="

" Eh—you think what?’

“ Tat I should powl.”

“ What on earth does he mean by pole¥’ ashked Wharton.
“Cun anvbody guesa what he's driving ot

*“The meaningfulness of the esteemed idiot's remark ia
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not clearful,” eaid Hurree Jams=et Bam Singh. ' Let him
explicate.”

1 means 1at 1 powls mit te pall!? exelaimned Hoffmann
rather excitedly, I tukes to pall and I powls!™

“He takes the pall and he peles,” said Wharton dazedly.
“ Do vou mean that vou're tired, and waut tc go off the
field ¥

I takes the pall and I powlst” shouted Ioffmann,
*Tat is blain enoff. 1 takes te pall end 1 powls ar te
vicke: mit meinself eftor”

Harry Wharton comprebended at last.

“Oh, I soe! Yoy mean vou want to take ihe ball and
bow] #*

“ Ach, 1a! I takes te pall and I powls

“Can't be did!  You sce, lives are wvaluable just at
present, and I can’t have any of the field brained till after
the match.’”

Y Rut T tinks—"

“You can tink as much as you like, or tinkle for all I
care, but vou ecan't bowl. You take the ball for the next
over, Hazeldene 1™

“Right-he!l” said Hazeldene gratefully.

Meunier was to receive the bowling now, and he was
about the most dangerous of the French team, having
picked up some cricket during his residence in an English
school. But even Hazeldene, though his bowling was not
likely to be of & high order, felt pretty certain that he was
a match for Meunier.

Marjorie looked on with renewed interest as her brother
went on to bowl. Harry's motives in putting Hazeldene on
were mixed. He wanted to give Hazeldene a chance, but at
the same time he thought he might as well give the French
toam a show by putting on a weak bowler. It would be only
courtesy to the visitors to allow them o chance of knocking
up a few rums.

Meunier shaped better at the wicket than Lerouge,
Dicrot, or Nevers had done. He stopped Hazeldene’s first
ball, and his second, and hit out at his third. The ball
whizzed away, and the fieldsmen lazily toddled after it,
and Meunier started to run. He crossed Villefort, and cne
run was gained, and then they started again.

“ Quick!” shouted Meunier.

The French boys ran well. They could net play ericket,
but they scemmed to have a g pace when 1t came to
simple running. 'The second run was almost compleied
when a shout of warning came from the pavilion,

“ Look out, Meunier!™

Meunier dashed out with his bat ocutstretched. The felds-
men had not exerted themselves—with one exception.
Tritz Hoffmann, inspired by national rivalry, was on his
mettle. He had captured the ball, he was dashing in for o
throw-in. Careless of the wicket-keeper, he meant to throw
that ball in and take the wicket himself, if only to show
what he could de in the fielding line, since he was not
allowed to bowl. . .

Meunier's bat clumped on the crease, but a trifle like
that made noe difference to the excited German. He rushed
on and crashed the ball into the stumps,

“Oudt!” he roared triumphantly,

Meunier elared at him.

“Vat is zat!”

FE Dudt!?‘l

*Bosh! Psh! Rats!"

“1 gay tat it is oudt "’ roared Hoffmann. “T have knock
down te vicket, and rat iz oudt. I appeals t. te umpirel

“ Not out [

i vat?l'!

“ Not out I ]

"1 knocks down te vicket!" yelled Hoffmann excitedly.
“1 prings in te pall and I pumps it on te vicket, and I
knocks it town., You say toat tat is not out!”

“The bat was on the crease——"" ;

“1 ecares not. Te vicket goes town, and te patsman is
out. 1 pumps te pall on te vicket, and I have taken tat
vicket, risu&'s——”

“Geot out!”

“1 says——' ;

“ (Mear off, Tou Sherman idigt——"

“You French peast!”

““Sherman peeg!”

" French pounder!™

“1 zink zat 1 teach rou ze lozson

*I tink tat I—"

** Cochon 1"

‘' Peast!"

And without more ado, the old cnemies rushed upon one
another, and in another moment they were rolling on the
cricket-pitch in deadly strife. 11
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Fun on the Field.

ta A, ha, hat”

The fieldsmen were doubled up wiith laughter,

ard o shout of uncontrollable merriment rang
round the cricket-field, I

rolled on the griass, g;l&]rt'n el pq-:n:ufelling [nt‘:fﬁuﬁtf.

My oonly hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.  0Of all the Tunny
ericket matches 1 ovar heard of, this tales the cake !

“Collar the nsscs and stop them!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton,

“0Ohb, let them have it out!” zaid Nugent.
them both good ™

* Yes, rathor!”

“The ratherfulness is great.  The fightfulness of the
worthy and esteamied lusatics is terrifie,” romarked the
nabob. Y Suppese we bestow the thrashfulness with a
ericket-stump, and pechaps-———-"1

U Geod idea!” exelaimed Wharton, " Theo bat will do”

Ha piclked up Meunior’s bat and commenced to tap the
Hi}rlgggling combatants, with no gentle hand, with the end
or i, .

Hoffmann and Meunier roared. But it was not easy to
separate them. Dr. Locle was on his feet in the pavilion
now, with & frowning hrow. Marjoric was looking
alarmed.  But Harry's drastic measures had ihe desired

Hoffmann and Meumner

“ Tt will do

reswdt.  Hoffmann and Meunier rolled apart and picked
themselves up.
“Ach! I am hurt pofore!™

“Ciel! I am forry hurt!”

“You pair of asses]” exclaimed the Remove captain
wrathfully. " You ought to be kicked off the field. Hoff-
mann, you can take vourself off I

“"Vat you say?”

“Got off the field!™

" But I am blaying in te game—-"

‘You're not playing any longer. A fieldsman who attacks
& batsman gets kicked out. You're not in the team now,

Got off the ground.”

Huﬂ:’mqnn's face fell. Hoe rubbed a brojsed nose and
looked dismayed. But Meunier was a generous enemy.

“Permit zat ho remain, mon ami,” he exclaimed. “ It
was my fault as moosh as ITofmann’s, for I did lose my
tempair.”

“Well, if Meunier overlooks ite——""

““1 do zat, viz 2o good heart.”

“Then you can stay on the field, Hoffriann; but mind,
nothiog of the sort again,” said Harry Wharton warningly.

“Tank you, Vharton. I vas a :E’It.tiu hasty, berhanps.
Mounice, 1 pegs your pardon, and I tanks you also. Ve
vill be friends for te day.”

“Ciel! I am guite reazy to be friends”

“Ten I embrace you.”

“And I embraces you anssi "

And tone old enemies embraced, careless of a hundred
I;:nrs of laughing eves round the ficld. Meunier tovk hia

at; and Hoffmann handed him his eap.

“I vas wrong,” sald IHoffmann; **you vas not out.”

DBut Meunier's Parisian politeness was not to be cutdone.

“1 econeede ze poind,”” he said; I am oub™

“ Nein, nein, vou vas not out!" -

£ Oui, oui, I vas out!"”

“1 ingist——"

1 insist :

My only hat!’ execlaimed TIlarcy Wharton. " You'ro
worse when you're polife than when you are rowing., Getb
back into veour place, Hoffmann., Meunier, yvou're not out.
Lot's ok on '|.~.'il,[h the game.”

Hoffmann went back info the long-Beld, Meunier gave
in, and took hiz place ai the wicket again. The fieldsimen,
with aching sides, took their places, and the game wos
rosumed.

Meunier knocked up 4 more for the over, and was canght
out by Dob Cherey at the last ball, so that the IPrench feam
were now four down for B

Hurree Jamset Bam Singh took the next over, apalinst
a little dark I'rench lad named Mearcier. Merecier's wicloet
frll to the nabob's first hall, and the second ball soatb L
uche out with a duck’s egg to his credit. The thicd ball
aceounted for a third wicket, and there wzs o cheer aml o
laugh round the ficld.

e performance of the hat-trick usually elicited 2 storm
of cheering on the cricket Keld at Greyfriars, but on the
ﬂrmm_tt cccaston there was a great deal more laughing than
L] VRETITE.

Against opponents like the Fronch team, Hurree Bingh
could have performed the hat-teick all the afternoon without
much efforl.

Briszat, the noxt man in, stopped the other throe bulls of
the over, and then the ficld cressed again.  The French
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team were seven down for the same 6 runs that Mounier
had hit, As the field crossed, Wingate, the captain of
Giroyfriars, made a sign to Harry Wharton, and the Eemove
caplein wenk over to Lthe ropes.

“Vou are knocking them to picces pretty fast, Wharten,"”
the captain of the school remarked, with a smile. ' You
ml.ﬁht go eesy a litile now."

arry Wharton laughed.

“I was just thinking the sames myself, Wingate."

“ Buppose you were to put Hoffmann on to bowl? They
might be able fo knock up a few runs, and you could gLvo
thom that satisfaction without exactly letting them do it."”

“Good! Hoffmann shall have the next over."

* That's right!" o v

Harry Wharton walleed back. Nugent had the ball in his
hand, and was going to the bowler's wicket. Harry tapped
him on the arm, )

“ Chuck it to Hoffmann!™ he said.

Nugent atared.

“You're going to lot that howling ass bowl!"

“ Yes," said Harry, laughing, * beeause he's an ass”

“(h, I see!” said Nugent, comprehending. * Well, I
suppose we may as well give our friends the enomy a
chanpes."'

“That's the idea." :

* Hoere, Hoffy, catch!” exclaimed Nugent, throwing the
ball to the German junior.  Well, you ass, I dido’t tell
vou to catch it with the side of your head!"

Hoffmann rubbed his ear ruefully, and picked the ball
up out of the grass. He looked inqguiringly at IMarry
N o tat T pows te pall?” he nsked joyfull

**1s 1t tat owhls te pall?” he asked joyriully.

“That's it!“psniu:l Iialrr_‘r, ““Go in an’ win, Hoffy. You
arc going to bowl this over, and we expect great things of
vou. Remember that Germany expects every man 4o do his

dl.l.t-:'pr-” E ’ -

“1 tinks tat I takes te vickets after, ain’t H¥"

And Hoffmann went on to bowl. Villefort prepared to
receive it, and the crowd looked on with great interest.
They knew that Haffmann's cricket was a great deal like
that of the French team, and so the developments were
logked for with great ciricaity by the grinning crowd round
the cricket feld.

“ Naw look out for fireworks!" murmured Nugent.

“The fireworkfulness will be terrific.”

Hoffmann was evidently in deadly earnest. He took a
long run, and turned himself into a kind of catherine-wheel,
and the ball whizzed from his hand.

Thera was & fendish yell from Dob Cherry, who was field-
ing at |Imint.

“ 0wl Ow-wow?™ : .

Bob was seen to suddenly dance in the air, and then to
hop on one leg and clagp the ether with both hands.

“ What's the matter with you?' yelled Harry Wharton.

|H'
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“He's got the ball!” shricked Nugent,
Hoffmann mistoek him for the wicket!
Ha, ha, ha!"

Hoffinann was azing at the hopping Boh Cherry in
amazement.  Villefort was still looking for the ball, Nugent
Fﬂ;mml and picked the leather up from the grass at Bob's
ce

“Ha, ba, ha!
My only hat!l

“0Oh, that villain has nearly broken my ler !’ groaned
Bob Cherry. *Taka him off, before I hf‘ninghimgwith a
ericket-stump 1"’

" Vere did tat pall go®’ demanded Hoffmann.

“It went on my calf, you howling maniac!” yelled Bob
Cherry. )

*Tat is impossible. I trew it at to vicket.™

* You—you—you—"

“Cive Hoffy the ball again,” said Harry, tears of langhter
streaming down hiz sunburnt cheeks. ' (Get on with the
washing.’’

“1 say, you'ra not poing to let that demon bowl again,
are you!' exclaimed Bob Cherry, aghast.

“"¥es, certainly! Look out this timel®

“Well, if he's going to bowl I'm jolly well going to change
places with cover-point,” execlaimed Bob determinedliy.

“"That you're jolly well not!’ snid Hazeldene, who was
ot cover-point, " I'mn not going to be brained to save you."

“"Then we'll both field herc—er, rather, a little further
off. It doesn't matter much where we field in this giddy
match.”

‘“"Ha, ha! FYou're right.”

Hoffmann had the ball again, and the feldsmen &ll
crowded back out of danger.

Hoffmann was bowling from the pavilion end, and the
tears of merriment were in Marjorie’s eyes as she walched
him. Even the scvere face of the Head had relaxed into
gomething very like a grin,

But Hoffmann's bowling, though net dangerous to the
batzmen, was dangerous enough to evervbody else within
reach. His second ball Aow wilder than the first, and thero
was a yell from Wingate. Wingate was standing by the
ropes at almost right-angles from tho piteh, but the ball had
reached him, and Janded fairly on his chest. He caught it
in his hand.

Nugent approached the ropes for the ball

“Hera it ial” said Wingato, tossing him the ball with
one hand, and rubbing a bruise on hiz chest with the other.
“Take t]"mt. villain off! Tell Wharton to kill him if he
fouches the ball again !

“Ha, ha! Certainly.”

Nugent returned with the ball, and gave the school cap-
tain's message to Wharton, who reccived it laughingly.

““I was thinking the same,” he remarked; "he's too
dangerous. I say, Hoffmann, you can get into the long-

feld.

“Vy I not powl te pall vunce more?”’

“F.T;e can’t spare you from the ficld. Anybody can bowl,
but there's only one chap in the team who ficlds as you do—
and that's yourself. Go down into the long-feld, and stop
thera,™ -

“1I tinks tat 1 mader powl f2 pall”

“ And I think I'd rather vou fielded ; and as I'm captain
of this team, you'd better po, unless you are looking for a
thick ear.”

And Hoffmann went.

“¥You had better take the ball again, Hazeldene,” said
Wharton., " Ge casy with them. They ought to be allowed
ta knock up a couple of dozen runs or so, to save their face,
you know. Wo shall walk all over them, anyway."”

“"Right you are!" said Hazeldona,

The Greyiriars bowling and fielding were extremely slack
for the rest of that innings. The French score went up to
20, and there it stopped. The last wicket fell, and the
innings was over, for 20 runs, not ane of which would have
been taken if the heme team had exerted themsclves, as
everybody but the French players knew wvery well.

1 ziﬁi zat ve do bettair in ze next inmings,’” Lerouge
remarked to Meunier. * Zera vill be plenty of time to play
ge_match out.”

He was quite right there. The innings had not lasied
half an hour, and the afterncon was yet young. And Ilarry
Wharton did not keep them waiting for the commencement
of the Greviriars innings.

THE EIGHTH CHAI'TER.
The Winning Side.
THE Greyfriars innings opened with Hurree Jamszet BEam

Singh and Ilazeldene. The latter was to receive the

bowling. Hazcllene was the weakest link in the chain,

&0 to speak, and if the French bowlers had a chance
of taking a wicket, 1f was hia. And Harry wanted to give
them all the chances ho could.

Hazeldene, however, meant to do his hest. A fellow conld
not be expected to give his wicket away under a hundred
pairs of eyoes to please anybody., That was carrying polite-
ness too far,
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“YVill you take ze first ovair, mon cousin? azsked Adolphoe
Meunier, tendering the ball te Henri Lerouge with a polite
bow. The French tcam had taken up their places in the
field, many of them looking mare like lost sheep than iiclds-
men.

“Ah, non, I leave zat honair to you, mon ami,” said
Lerouge, with a return bow.

““Non, non! Xe honair is for you."

“ Non, mon cousin, it is for you,'t

“1 ingigte—’ _ .

“Fon if vou insist I wyield, mon cousin,” said Lerouge,
bowineg aguin, and taking the leather. **I vill bowl against
ze vieket," ‘

“Go it!" yelled a score of impatient voicea. ]

And Lerouge went on to bowl., The crowd were impaticnt,
The French batting had been fearful and wonderful, and
the Greyfriars’ crowd were eager to sce what kind of bowl-
ing they would put up. )

im‘augu fixed his eyes on Ilazeldeng’s wicket. THe was
bowling from the pavilion end, and he turned to take a little
run, paused in the middle of it to take his hat off to
the laughing Marjorie. Then he turned round again,
erasped the ball with a businesslike air, took a little
run and delivered the ball.

Then ho stood gazing with wide-open eyes to see what
became of it. Hazeldene was rather curious upon that point
also; he saw nothing of it himself. Meunier picked it up
with o grin and tossed it back to the bowler. ]

Larouge tried to catch it, but it slipped through his fingers
and fell into the grass. Ie stooped and picked 1t up, amid
& general grin mﬁ a murmur of '* Butter-fingers!

%‘ha I'rench bowler locked very determined now. o
meant to show the FEnglish ericketers what he could really
do. He sent down the ball with all his strength, about the
pasiost ball the bataman had ever had to deal with. THazel-
dene grinned, and swiped it away towards the boundary,
and the batsmen ran. ,

“ Well hit!” shouted the Greyfriars lads.

The French fieldsmen were blundering after the ball. They
all ran, and twe or three of them rgn inte onc another and
rolled on the grass. Five runs had been taken before the

- ball came in, and then it came in with a whiz that took it

right across the field, missing the wicket by half a dozen
vards. The batsmen went on running, though they wero
laughing too much to put on much .'g‘l-t‘&ﬂ,

Again and again! The ball wae fieldod at last, and the
breathless sprinters stopped. Nine runs had been taken in
zll, and now Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was at the batting
wicket, with a grin on his dusky face, —

“How do vou like the game, Miss Marjorie?” rn:-.l;m:l
Harry, who was standing beside the girl in the pavilion.

Marjoric had laughed till she cried. Her eyes were dancing
with mirth now. .

“It is very interesting,” she said. "1 have never scen
ericket like thiz before. 1 am glad I did not miss this
game."” . )

“There goes Lerouge again,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“He'll get one of the fiekismmen out this iJ{lurn_l:!fi"

Lerouge was bowling again. The ball whizzed danger-
onsly near Meunier's head, but he ducked in time, It was &
wide—a very wide wide, as Bob Cherry remarked. But tho
bowler was getting inte form now. When he handled the
ball again there was a look upon his face that seemed to say
that he meant to do something rﬁa.llg- effeetive this time.

And he did! He turncd himself hall over in the delivery
of the ball, and his foot slipped;, and he went down with o
bump on the turf,

“Ha, ha, ha!t"

Leroupe sat up. looking dazed.

““Verc is ze ball?™ he murmured.

““There it i1s, in your hand!” grinned Heazeldene.
didu’t let go.” . _

“Bacre blen! T zink you are right!™

The bowler regained his feet and hiz place. He bowled
apain more carcfully this time.  There was o terrific yelp
from Meunier.

The ball had grazed hizs head, earrying off his cap and
dopositing it in the grass. DMeunier clapped his hand to his
head, and Lerouge pazed at him in consternation.

“You

“Helag! I have injured my belofed cousin!” he ex-
claimed. And he dashed away towards Mceunier, "' Adoelpie,
Adolphe, have I injured you ver' moosh ¥’

* Non, non,"” said Meunier, rubbing his head. "It is

nozzing, my dear Henri”
“X am afraid vou are hurt, my dear Adolphe.™
“I assure you zat it is really nozzing, my dear Henri™
“You teke ze heavy veight from my heart viz zat assur-
ance, my dear Adolphe.”
“Pray go on viz ze bowling, my dear Henrei"?
And Lerouge went on with the bowling. The Eummilﬁ'-n

arry Wharton and his Chums, E

YAY.



14

erowded back out of danger, considaring it best, under the

circumstances, to field very deep.

“My only hat!l” said Bob Cherry. “1 wonder whora the
next ball will go? 'This is getting really very interesting.”

He soon knew. Lerouge doubled himself up and delivered
the ball, but he Jet go of it st the wrong moment, and it
flow away behind him, and shot right into the pavilion,
Lerouge stood locking &amd; and wondering where the ball
wwits. A yell from the pavilion enlightened him.

“* Dear me !

Dr. Locke started to his feet. His hat had been whipped
oif his head, and hed disappeared, and the dector was looking
startled and shocked.

" Dear me! What has haﬂ:vened?”

o “ It was the ball, sir,” said Beb Cherry, nearly choking.
It must have flown in the wrong direction, sic.”
“Dear me! It is positively da['i‘gcmus to atay here. My

dear, I think we had better miss the rest of the match.”

Mra. Locke thought so too. She rose hastily.

*“And you, Misz Hazoldene——"'

“Oh, 1 will see it out, please!” said Marjorie. “ You
know, sir, lightning never strikes twice in the same place.”

The Head laughed, and quitted the pavilion hurriedly with
his wife. Bob Cherry and Harry ‘.l"l"hartﬂn placed thems-
selves so as to shield Marjorie from any possible danger
from Leroupe's erratic bowling. The ball was tossed out,
r}::d I:Lha over was finished at last, and then Ducrot took

¢ :

He had to bowl against Iazeldene, and he came on with
the same swagger that ho had ehown in batting, He threw
up the ball, to show how easily he could cateh it, and there
wes a gust of laughter as it shid from his clumsy fngers and
fell -E‘Téﬁltﬁ& grass. Ducrot turned red.

L1} .'F ..”

I fetches him out zis tima!’ exelaimed Duerat.
And he threw in the ball, right at Hazeldene instesd of

at his wicket. The beaming expression upon Ducrot's face

showed that he did not mean any harm. He evidently
rogarded this as the simplest means of petting the batsman
out,

"The ball caught the astonished batsman on the side of the
head, and Hezeldene gave o vell worthy of a Red Indian on
the warpath.

,Dﬂl-r.;mt gave & crow of delight, and danced beside the
wicket,

“Ciel! I have got him!” :

*You villain!” yelled Hazoldene. “ Hang ikl Tou did
that on purpose !

Duerot beamed.

“Zero!"” he exclaimed. " Zat i3 ze true chivalry of ze
English charactair. Mine opponent is genercus; he admit
zat it vas not ze aceident I

*“ Ha, ha, ha!"* roared Harry Wharton.

“How is zat, umpire? Out?"

*Yes, rather!” growled Hazeldene. “I'm out, rather!
!_"-atuh“ma batting against any of you dangerous lunatics any

more.

And he walked off o the pavilion.

* Zat is out !’ crowed Duerct.  “Come on, zo rest of yon,
and I soon get you out[™”

“ ¥ou're not allowed to throw the ball!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, choking with langhter, as he came out of the
pm'llﬁ:-n. " ¥ou mustn’t throw it, ezpecially a2t the bats-
mnan,

“Vat I do viz it, zen?”’

Y You bowl it at the wicket, of courae.™

“ But it i3 eosier to hit ze batzman zan to hit ze wicket.”

¥ Oh, fry to explain to him, Meunier I

Meunier explained, and tha delinguont bowler at once
rushed off to apologise to Hareldene. The game had to
wait till he returned, but Hareldens did not comes back to
the wicket. He preferred to be considered out.

Harry Wharton went on next. Between them Wharton
and Hurreo E-mih knocked up the runs in fine style, the
bowling being absolutely powerless §gainﬂt ihem, and tho
ficlding guite as incompetent, The French fellows had no
chanee whatever, and when the total reached a hundeed
runs, Harry decided to declave.

Declare he accordingly did, and the innings closed, with
a hundred vp for the ére:,.rfriars Remove, and only Hazel-
dene's wicket down; and that down only because he had
nob returned to it

“Ze runs are more zan us so far,” Lerouge remarked to
Meunier, ** Dut ve change all zat in 2o second innings.”

Meunier had his doubts. But he did not say so, The
home innings had lasted just as long az was reqguired to pile
up the runs, and there was plenty of time ahead. Tha
French ericketers went in & second time, and in this inninga
thry certainly bepan to score. Perbaps it was kindness on
the part of the bowlers, but whenever ther succecded in
hiuing the ball at zll they tool a run or two for it. Dut
with every possible assistance from the bowling side, short

"BILLY’S TREAT.”

¥ F

Anocths= TnIf-B of Har

THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY g%~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY.

of giving the game away, the French team only sncceeded
in bringing their total up to forty-five.

The second Greyfriars innings was not wanted.  Harry
Wharton's eleven had won br an innings ard fftyfive rous,
and the famous match was over.

The crowd laughed and cheered as the heroes of that
curious match came off the field, The French lads seemed
to be very well satisfied with themselves, in spite of the
defeat; and the home team were satisfied, and so therz was
generaii satisfzction all ronnd.

But they all had reazon to be satisficd. at all events, with
the tea Billy Bunter had prepared, al fresco, for the dia-
tinguished guests.

he spread was large and sttractive, and the cricketers
were hungry encugh to do it full justice,

They picnicked under the shady clins, and ate amd drark
and were merry, and Harry and Bob, and Lerouge oo
Meunier vied in looking after Marjorie, who had sweet
emiles for evervone.

The al freseo tra was o great suceess, and the time for the
return of the French juniors to town came all too soon.
Even Hoffmann and Meunier were quite friendly for the
rest of the day, and pledged each other in ginger-pop.  And
when the time came for departure, the brake was brought
round, and as many of the Grerfriars lads sz conld crowd in
accompanied the French cricketers to the station

At the station Lervoge had something to suy as he shook
hands for geod-bye with Harry Wharion.

“You beat us at zo cricket,” he said. **It iz ze English
game, and perhapz you play him a leetle bettair zan ve do

““0Oh, ne! Not a bit of it!”

“ ¥es,"” eaid Lerouge, I zink zat yon play him porhaps
a little bettzir. But ve are staving some veeks in zis
country, and ve like to meet vou again—not at ze cricket,
but at 2e gymnastics. Ve zink ve give vou a run for vour
m::i_i't&;_ in zat line, mon ami. Vill vou meet us like zat*"

W Will we? Rather!" said rry  Wharton heartilr,

We'll meet you at enything you like, old zon, and when-
ever you hke. What do you say, chaps?”

And the chaps said “ Rather!”

ll"Th-B ratherfuloess is terrific,” added the nabob emphatic.
ally.

“ Zen it is settled,” said Lerouge, with a smile of satia
faction, “I not zink zat you find ze task so easy, but va
sall sea. I will write to you about ze events, and ve wifl
make ze arrangements. Now I zank you for wour hospi-
tahté. and I embrace vou before 1 depart in zo train "

* Good-bye, old chap!"’ cried Harry hurriedly.

* Adiew, mon ami.”’

There wes some more kissing, bur at last the French lads
were all aboard, and the guard waved his flag, and they
were off,

* Good-bye ™

The windows were crammed with heads and waving hand-
kerchicfa a3 the frain steamed out of the station, and tlhe
boys of Greyfriars waved and shouted back, The train i
appeared down the line.

“ S3ome more fun for us over this new challenge, T expect,”
Nugent remarked, as they walked back to Greviriars.
dare say their gymnastics are on a level with their gidily
cricket. Ha, ha, hal"

“*The probableness is great. It will be the casy wall-over
for our estsemed selves,” remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“We shall dust up the ground wipefully with the honour-
abla rotters!”

* Harry Wharton was verr thoughtful. He was not an
sure about it. But the pest of the Hemove anticipated with
eaay confidence the next meeting with the contingent from
la Belle Franceo,

THE END.

{(Another long, complete story of the Chums of
Greyfriars next Tuesday, enlitied: " EBilly's Treat,'
Please order your KFAGNET In advanco. Price One

Halfpenny.)
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GLANCE OVER THIS FIRST.

Frank Dennis and Dob Lomax, two City elerks, are thrown
out of ¢employment, Having ng prospects, they decide to
wake the detective business their profession, and assume
the neme of ** Maxennis.™

Grip, their dog, in a strange manner Is instromental in
getting their first ¢client—a Mrs, Brewer—wheo 15 continually
receiving threatening ipinture posteards from A mMan £vi-
dently aware that his vietim iscoming intoa legacy. Having
gtrong suspicions of one of Mrs. Brewer's Im;ib?-erﬁ—-" Sleep-
ing ™ McDonald, a pugillst—Dennis visits a Mr. Abrams, a
dealer in post-cards, who is known to he friendly with
McDonald, Dennis shows the dealeran Incﬁminaﬂnﬂ card
that McDonald had dropped in the street, and which Grip
had brought to his master. On seeing the card, Abrams
attacks Dennis, and, assisted by MeDonald, who now ap-

rs, stuns him and goes throygh his Ketg, At this
uncture Lomax, having visited Mrs. Brewer and found her
away from home, enters the Jew's honse, piloted by Paunch,
an inveterate enemy of Abrams, Lomax grapples with
MeDonald, while Grip attends to Abrams, and FPunch en-
deavours to restore nnis.

—

At Bay.

And Punch was successiul. Dennis gathered his scattered
wits together, and recognised his saviours,

“ How in the world did vou wet here?"” he demanded.

And then he recoliected the precious posteard, and, turn-
ing to the heap of things Abrams had removed from his
pockets, he looked through them hurriedly. The postcard
was there; hetween two letters, it had escaped Abrams’
one-eyed search, and with a gasp of satisfaction, Frank
l:::ml:lmﬂd it together with his other belongings into his

bckets.

FEJ,: this time the Jew had wrenched himself free from
Grip’s jaws, but he was immediately seized by the collar by
Punch, twisted to the fipor, and incontinently sat upon.

MeDonald, badly hurt and fast woakening, felt he could
keep it up no longer; he had already had something to do
with Dennis, and his fists, though hard, were less punishing
than Lomax's knuckle-dusters. Suddenly dropping his
guard, he rushed at Bob head first, intending to butt him
out of the way,

But the Yorkshireman knew the guard to that particular
form of attack. As MeDonald neared him, he raised his
right knee sharply, and u]ﬁpcr-cut- the pugilist so0 success-
fuﬁy, that he dropped in & heap on the littered floor. Fora
few seconds Bob regarded bim with a satisfied air; then he
turned to his chum,

“*“Well, Frank,” he exclaimed pantingly, “how goes it?
And what’s the meaning of all thisi

“How did you come herel”

““Thought I'd call on Mr. Abrams,™ Lomax explained.
“And as I ecouldn't get in at the front door, I had no
hesitation in entering at the back. Looks as if I were not
altogether ill-timed in my wvisit, either. Much hurt, old
chap? ¥You've been having a decent sort of a scrap here,
by the look of things.™

**Not rauch, I think,”" Dennis answered wearily. * They
didn’t get the card, though. That's what they were aftor.
g‘hny!:ﬁ'ﬂuld have had it if you hadn't come in; I was abogt

e

“8o I should think. The blackguards! We'll talk to
'em! Wea've pot the whiphand now—turned the tables!
Here, Grip " ;

Grip, who had been industriously licking a spot whereon
Solly Abram’s boot-heel had fallen heawily, bounded for-
ward. He listened with one ear cocked forward, and his
brown eyes full of intelligenee when Lomax peinted out to
him the body of McDonald, just beginning to recover from
his knock-out blow. He understood precisely what was re-
quired of him, and he sat down on his haunches within a
yvard of the boxer, with an expreszion on his jaws and in
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hiis eyes that plainly intiinated his intention to make thines
warm for that gentleman if he were so foolhardy as 1o
move. Probably the terrier, who had already evinced a
nrejudice against MeDonald, wished that his cnemy would
HOVE.

“ Now, my lad "—and Lomax turned to the young man on
Abram’s chest—" let him get up, please. We want to talk
te him, and I guess he won't be able to answer very easily
with you squatting over hiz lungs. Let him go; he can't
do any harm.™

Holomon Abramts sat up. He recognized Lomax, and
started violently., He swore fechly to gimsnlf; but as Bob
had said, he couldn't do any harm. The turn of events—
and Grip's teefh—had broken him up for the time bamng.

“Now, my friend "—and Lomax picked up one of the
failen chairz and sat down facing the Jew—* what's the
meaning of all this? You seem to have lei voursell i
comfortably for something decidedly unpleasant. This
looks very .ike mttempted murder, or robbery with exag-
gerated violence, and that sort of thing iz liable fto get the
perpetrator, when caught, a sentence of penusl servitude
And yon are caught, please remember,’

The Jew's face turned o disugreeable greenish hue, but he
did not speak,

“You and your friend here have laid up & nice bit of
trouble for youraselves over this,”" Lomax went on remorse-
lessly. * Come, locsen your tongue, my friend; I want to
have an explanation of this. Why have vou and your eon-
federate been doing your level best to murder my parrner,
and, incidentally, lay the foundation for a prolonged
holiday for your two selves in one of his Majesty's official
lodging-houses ¥

“Murder him!"” repeated the Jew, with some show of
=pirit, ' He'th nearly murdered uth. And what have you
been doing, ch? What'th the meaning of your athauli on
uth, I theuld like to know? And what d'ye mean by break-
ing into my houthe in thith fathion, eh? Anther me that!
It'th you an’ your pal here what'th going to git ihe penal
thervitede ath you'll quickly thee. ]t'tﬁ hc:uthabrﬂn]l-:eing,
that'th what it ith—houthebreaking an’ attempted murder?
You'll look prethiouth funny, my friend, when Icallth in a
politheman ap® giveth you in charge, eh? The boot'th very
muth on the other foot, I fanthy,”

The Hebrew had worked himself into a state of excile-
menk; but bis charge, legitimata as it might have been

roved—for the detective had no legal right whatever for
wiaving entered the house as he had done—did not seem to
affgf‘rathe- Yorkshireman’s nerves disastrously. In fact, he
SMmieda,

“Finiched " he asked coolly.

“You can grin!™ Mr, Abrams spapped. ™ Wait until we
glel: thq;.t polithe here, an' then let'th thee what you'll have to
thay 1" :

““Polica!” eochoed Lomax scornfuliv. “I'd like to =ce
you send for the police! It's just what you want, isr't it,
for a policeman {o coma 1n here and hear what's happened.
The v-:-.? thing for you, ian't it? Do it, my friend, by all
means do it! Send for the police. Idere, I'll help you'!
Hare's a Jmhce whistle.” And he produced one from his
pocket. *‘ Fetch 'em up, do! Just go and give a call, and
you'll get all the police yvou want in something less than
two shakes of a sheep’s tail. Police grow pleatifully zbout
here; and, Jove, if many of the ggntr:,r hereabouts are
like yourself, they're wanted pretiy ::-I.dliy. Bend for the
police, my dear sir; I'll help you get ‘em.’

But Mr. Abrams evineed no alacrity to accept the heonriy
invitation or the sassistance Bob promised. He looked
murdercusly at the voung man oub of his one useful exve,
and snarled to himself something to the effect that Lomax
would probably And himself before long, not quite so cock-
sure and confident as he was at present.

“ Well, Frank, perhaps you'll tel]l us what has happened '
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went on Lomax pleasantly, seeing that the Jew waa not
anxious to enlighten him,

It 1s told in one sentence," Frank Dennis answered.
"“You know the purpose for which.I cama here. Well, I
saw Abrams, showed him that 1 had the card, and he
threatened o' shoot me if I did not give it to him. Ha
locked the door, and just as T was trying to force my way
out, that man, McDonald, appeared from somewhers. What
followed, you have seen for yourself—luckily for me.'

“Just what I imagined. Now, then, Abrams, you'ra
cornerad, vyou see, and if you're wise, you'll make a clean
breast of the business. Why are you so anxious to get hold
of that card? What does it mean to you thet you're ready
to do murder to get hold of it

But 3olly Abrams made no reply, though his wits wers
mnything but idle. The game had gone very badly against
him; he thought that the winning cards were in his hands
and, lo_and behold, the ace of trumps, in the person of
Robert Lomax, had come np against him. He was cornered,
and he knew 1t. It was up to him to do something. And
he dared not bluff. These men, even though they were
young, were not of the breed that may be bluffed casily.
itill, he had to do something, though he had no intention
of speaking the truth. Hoe tried to move off the track—ta
shirk the main point.

“You've broken inte my houthe—" he began. But
Lomax told him to cut it short; they wers not to be
frightened by blufing of that sort.

‘I'll tako out a warrant for forthible entry, and——""

. " Take it out when you get the chance,” Lomax retorted
lmpiﬁmnﬂj. “1 hope you will, and much geod may it do
you!

* Well, then,” the Jew cried desperately, *'thinthe I
mutht tell you, I mutht, I thuppothe, That young man,
when he thowed me the pothtcard "—he pointed to Frank—
“1 took to be my bithineth rival; there’th a firm that'th
tryin’ to underthell me in my cardth. They've forged my
regithtered trade mark—the A inthide the ring—and I
wanted o copy of one of their productionth tho that I could
thow it to a tholithitor and 'Imgin an action sraintht them,
That'th all, an’ now you know.”

“ 8o that was why you offered me money for the card ™
asked ¥rank. “You were so anxious to get hold of =
epecimen of your business competitor's forgeries?™

* ¥eth," agrced the Jew.

“ 3o anxious,” commented Lomax sarcaatically, “that vou
were willing to run the risk of being tried for murder in
order to gain your evidence for a minor criminal prosecu-
tion. That's if, eh

Mr. Solly Abrams nodded sulkily.

*Well, all I can say iz, Mr, Abrams,” Lomax said, * that
you've gol a pretty poor idea of our commonsense. Try
again, man, try agein; this explanation is as great an
insult to your own intelligence as it is to ours. It's too thin
by half. Think of something olse.!”

Mr. Abrama' expression was very much that of a particu-
larly ugly rat, that, boing in a trap, realiscs that he is
safoly caught, and no means of escape exists.

The Jew turned fiercely

the severe jolt it had received, and in a dull, half-asleap sort
of voice he said: * He lost me the fight.”

““ At Wondecland, he means,” supplemented Dennis, by
way of explanation.

“Bunkum!” retorted Lomax sharply. "It wasn’t that;
vou were afraid of my friend, for some reason or other.
What was 187"

At the word “afraid” the eyes of McDonald, who was
rapidly coming round, glinted viciously. "Ho lost me the
fight,'”" he repeated,

“Coward,” observed Mr, Abrams.

“ Wot about you?’ inquired Punch, who, while this con-
versation was going on, had beon making an interested
examination of the contents of the room.

Mr. Abrams favoured him with a ‘scowl murmuring:
“You wait! You jutht wait—that'th all I’
Lomax was boginning to question McDonald again when

hiz partner, who had been seated on the table deep in
thought, came to him. '

‘* Lock hers, old chap,'” he zaid, in a low voice, * it"ll be
no advantage to us if we do make these scoundrels confoss;
they'll have te do that when they’re placed in the dock.
Don’t ydu think cur best move is to leave them, and to
ob'ain & warrant for their arrest? We've got quite sulbcient
as 1t ia to warrant the issue of one. [ they won't talk, they
wonr't, and we can't make them, And, besides, we're doing
ne real good.”

“*Perhaps you're right,” Lomax replied. * Though, by
George, it would give me some satisfaction te force these
bru‘es wnto owning up. Buat you're right, Frank; we'll get
out @f here."'

Then ho turned to the Jow.

“ Bee here, Mr. Abrams,” he said. **No doubt you think
you know your own business best, but et me give you a
word of advice. If you care to own up, it is possible you'il
hear no more of the matter; there’s no harmm been done yet
—no actusl harm—so maybe you won't be prosecuted. But
if you don't, then you wiil. I'll malte it my business to ses
that tha poelice take it up if our elient declines. I'll giva
you uuntil nine o’ciock this evening for you and your
p:ocious partner to think 1t over. 3‘[i‘ there’s no answer
then to_my proposition, I go out for a warrant atraight
awny. Mow you know where you are”

Lotting thomselves out of ths room, Lomox arnd h's
partier, with Grip, and. followed by tha ex-boxer and ex-
pizkpocket, Punch, left the house. To the last-named
Frank spoke a few words, telling him to come up to the
Fleet Street office later in the cvening. Their hands and
fac:a were damaged somewhat, their clothes in disorder,
and they spent a few minutes in the shop of a neizhbourine
barber, who eyed them with some euriosity as he atfended
to their wants,

They had reached the 8t. Paul’s end of Cannon Strect,
still discussing the events in Mr. Abrams’ shop, whoen
Leomax sudderly gave vent fo a violent exclamation,

“ Good heavens!" he exclaimed.! “What a silly, i1diotie,

gaumless fool I om, to La

round uwpon the boys, his
eyes gleaming.

“The curse of Judah be
on you " he hissed,

“ LCertainly,” Lomax said
cheorfully. * And anvthing

sure "
“"What's the

until this moment! And I
told that raseally Jow no

else in & small way? BATI-
while, answer my question,
or "—and here the young
man dropped his bantering

Vhat trouble
: row?' his chum inguired.
fe “Why, I clean forgot it
.I
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policeman, and giva both of "Why, pgoodness only

vou into eustody for
attempted murdar.”

A sudden low growling
from Grip attracted
Lomax's attention, and he
turned to the defeated prize-
fightar, whosa movements,
83 conaciousness returned to
him, had awakened the
terrier’s suspicions.

“Eagy, Grip,” directed
his master. And then to
MceDonald: * Now, my

man, what's the reason for
our attempt to murder my
rignd hera?”’

McDonald’s brain  was
still & trifte confused after

The Chums of Greyiriars have
a very lively time of it next week.
S0 do the French boys, who issue
another challenge.
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knows what harm has heen
done, and we haven't a
client now 1"

“ Haven't a client ! And
Dennis stopped and looked
at his partner with completa
surprise, “What d'you
mean?’

“Why, Mrs. Brewer has
disappeared I

W Disappeared ™
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