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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Eleven,
®x 3 the list up veti™
I "' Not yet,"
Buletrode grunted.
“ Just like Wharton to keep us waiting!” ‘And he
thrust his hands discontentedly into hiz pockets and waited.

He was not the only one that was anxious—there were a
score nt least of the Greyfriars Remove waiting before
the notice-board, or lounging about the hall.

Anybody eould have seen that an important apnounce-
ment was sxpected, Ever since the Lower Fourth had come
out of the class-room some of the boys had
thers, with serious and anxious countenances.

There were 8 good many notices on the board, but none
that possessed any interest for the Greyfriars Remove.
They were waiting for their Form captam, Harry Wharton,

been wailting
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A Splendid,
Long, Complete Tale
of the Chums of

Greyfriars’ Cricket Match.
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FRANK RICHARDS.

ut up the list of playera for the St. Jim'a cricket-match,
igpha p?a -od the following day, and just then no ?thﬂr
matter had any interest for them., Wharton and the cricket
committee wero still in conseltation, and the result of their
liberations was not yet certain.
dﬂﬁame of the fellows, of course—auch as Bob Cherry, Frank
Nugent, Hurrce Singh, and Micky Desmond—were certain
of gotting their caps. But all the places were not definitely
filled 50 early in the season, the teamn was subject to changes
for the better—and of eourse every cricketer who was outs
side the eleven imagined that it would be improved if be
wera put inside it . :
The St. Jim's match, too, was the biggest of the Greylriars
Juniors® ericket-matches. ‘They had to face a team that
ehould have been above their strength, for it was recruited
from the Shell of 5t. Jim's, as well as the Fourth Form;
while Harry Wharton’s eleven was wholly taken from the
Remove at Greyfriars, But the Greyiriara Remove wers a
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hard-playing Form. They had defeated their ows Upper
Fourth, and would willingly have taken on the Fifth, if the
diguity of the Fifth had allowed such a contest, Wharton
had every hope of going te 3t Jow's with a victorious
eleven, but the matter required great care. The cricket
commitice were giving it their undivided attention. Personal
cansiderations could not be allowed to weigh., Any player
who was off his form was expecied to be willing to make
way for a8 betler—Dbut whether he was willing or not, he
would have to go.

And so hopes were high among the fellows who had had
no chance 2o fur in the eleven.  When the commitiee had
Enished, Wharton was to post up the list, and every chap
watting there was hoping to sec his own name.

Thera was another reason, too, why =omc of the fellows
wanted to be included in the cleven. Instead of the usual
half-holiday that Sarurday, there was a whole holiday for
the ployers in the St. Jim’s watch. The journey to 8¢,
Jim’s was n long one, even by express, and the members of
*ho team wore execused morning lessons, A whole holiday,
and & run inte Bussex, naturally formed & great ativaction
for all the Remove,

The fellows Initered about anxiously. Some of them
locked ecareless, but {he way they staried when anvbody
canie along, thinking is might be Wharton with the cricket-
liet, showed (hat their corelessness was assumed.

Bulstrode wore a Leavy frown., 1le had little expectation
of eeeing hiz name up. He had been in the eleven before,
but he had allowed his form to deteriorate, and he could not
reasonably expect to be playved under the circumstanoces.
But of late ho had been * bucking up ""—more with the idea
of ehowing the Remove what be could do, than with a hope
of getting into the eleven.

" Of course it all goes by favouritism,” he confided to his
chum Skinner. " Wharton always puts in the fellows be-
longing to his own study.”

' Faith, and they're the best ericketers in the Form
intirely I" broke in Micky Desmond.

“Oh, rate! T would undertake to bat, or bowl, ar field
with any of them! Dut you'll see that Wharton won't pus
my naine down!"”

“ Faith, and it's such an ill-tempered baste ve are!” said
Micky. * Even if ye can play cricket, ye'd be alwavs
makin' throuble!”

" What-ho!” eaid Hazeldene. * You zee, Bulstrode, your
temper can't be relied on.  But I'll tell you what—I saw
Wharton looking at you this merning when vou were batting
against Stott, and he looked pl&uﬁrdg."

Buletrode sniffed.

"1 don’t care whether he's pleased! I know jolly well
he won't put me in! I was Form-captain before he came,
and ho's too jolly jeslons of me to give me a chance—I know
ﬂ.mt! Thia team is run by fuvouritiem! He pute in the
caaps in his own study—Cherry, Nugent, and the nigger.
He'll put you in, Hazeldene-—-"

“ I hope he will”

‘" Not because you oan play cricket, though—you can’t—
but because of your sister Murjorie! That's why he put you
i :,im footer oleven!”

1 believe I can Lkeep goal” said Hazeldene, his tempoer
rieing, though ho did not want to quarrel with the bully of
the Remove. Bulst rode wis a %n rd-hitier, and besides
Wharton and Mark Linley nobody in the Remove liked the
:::]EEY:}E tackling him.

“You wouldn't have had a chance to keep goal, only—1

“Faith, and it's a grumhlin’ basie ycpugre, Buii‘trnde!
Hallo, here's Wharton !

here was a general movement as Harry Wharton, the
captain of the Remove, came along, and stopped before the
notice-board with a paper in his hund.

1t was the cricket-list at last!

The fellows crowded round cagerly.  Bulstrode, with an
Efgﬁtutmn of indifference he was Tar from feeling, held

"' Bhove it up, Wharton "

T Let’s soc it

Right!” Harry Wharton pinned up the notice. “I'm
sorry eome of you chaps are left out, but of course I couldn's
take a side of forty to St. Jim’s! I believe we've got the

t material in the team, and I think we've got & good
chance of licking Tom Merrv's eleven—and, after all, that's
what we all want. I know that you'll believe I've done my

ﬂf]_t, anyway, and not allowed personal feelings to count !

‘Oh, of course!” sneered Bulstrode.
nﬂ':‘rharfﬂn lanced at hml'll, and ﬁmil&d elightly, but he did

reply. aving pmned up the paper, he walked away
and there was a rush to read I:H:. wRRR RERES,

"Read it out, Micky ! sai e ,
near the board. LR aid Skinner, who ecouldn't get

** Faith, and it's all right—me own name’s there !”

‘' Read it outl”?
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M‘I’i'l:fhartnn, Cherry, Nugent, Hurree Singh—" begam
1GHEY .
Hu?stmde interrupted him with a scornful Jaugh,

“All No. 1 Study ! he said. * What did I say?”

% Eﬁure’i a surpriee for ye further on, Bulstrode, darling I

L] i EI'E' 'I:H't 1;1

* Desmond—that’s me—Maorgan, Ogilvy, Hazeldene—r-r"

“Of course!” sneered Bulstrode, “Dide’t 1 say Hazels
dene would be in?  That's on account of his sister
Marjorie !

“It's a lie!” broke out Hazeldene fiercely.
Wharton wouldn’ £
"211]13!]’ what's that?” said Bulstrode, turning on him.

* Bhut up I said Skinner,

“ Next man’z Skinner—--"

“ Hurray " said Skinner.

“Then Mark Linley o

 Lindey " Bulsirode almost roared out the name.
“That rat from a cotton-mill—that mill-hand who snealked
inte Grexiriars on & scholarship? Fancy putting him into
a teain to play a school liks 8t Jims! Pah, it moake: me
sick!  Wharton has got up thia list specially as a fling at
the Form! I vote that we all stand up against it, and elect
a new cricket committee ™

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you eackling at, you Irish imager”

“Ha, ha, ba! You haven't heard the eleventh name yet,
darling 1*

“Wﬁa.t is it—the Chinee, T suppose? Tt would be like
Wharton to play Wun Lung in a cricket oleven!”

“ Faith, it len’t—it'a ye're own !

L1 Whﬂ-t‘!”

“There's the name—Bulstrode ™

Bulstrode’s face was g study.

He pushed the other fellows aside and stared at the list
himeelf, There it was, plain enough—the last name on the
list was his own. Wharton had put him inte the eleven.

Ihsappointed s most of the fellows were at finding their
oW names missing, the expression on Bulstrode's face made
a roar of laughter go up,

“Fmth{, and I think we'll protest in 2 body, and make a
stand agin them!” said Micky Desmond, ** Is it ready ye
are to tuke the lead, Bulsirode?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Al fovouritism ! grinned Hazeldene. ™ Bulstrode's
quite right! We'll ask Wharton to serateh the last name off,
and go on strike if he doesn’t!”’

“*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, shut up "' growled Bulstrode. " Of course, I—"

**Ha, ha, ha! He thinks the list is all right now 1"

“Well, if Wharton's trying to do the fair thing, I think
wo ought to back him up—"

* Ha, ha, ha!" . .

Bulstrode glared at the Removites, but it was of no use
attempting to check that torrent of laughtor. After what the
Remove bully had been saying, his change of front was
absurd encough, and the juniors could not help lawghing.
Bulstrode put his hands in his pockets and walked awar,

leaving the Hemove still roaring.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Joins the Party.
THAT cvening the Remove eleven were making their

pan
+

“You know

* Lot’s hear the raat )"

littla preparations for the journey to Bt Jim'e. They

were to leave the school before morming lessons, in

order to arrive parly on the St. Jim's ground.
cleven were looking forward to the visit and the mafch, and
preat was the envy of the fellows who couldn’t go. Bulstroda
was in an unusually good temper, and was heard to roply
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olvilly cvery time he was addressed—a most unusnal cireum-
stance. Two or three disappointed ericketers made attempts
to persuade Wharton to make a elight alteration in the list,
but thev found their Form-captoin as hard as iron. :
Billy Bunter was the most troublesome. he wag in
Wharton's own study, he seemed to consider that he hod
& natural right to go into the cleven. Ho had always
considered that, but he had never had his elaims admitted.
Just now he was more than ever imporfunate. He could
E}}ﬂ.}' cricket as cnsily as he could navigate an aeroplans, but
was far from looking ot his cricket as other fﬁilﬂw&
locksd at it. PBesides, as he explained to Wharton, this was
i EP'E'E‘-lﬂ-l GCCASI0oNn.

‘The door of the commitiee-room had boen locked against
Bunter, but after the notice was«on the board the fat junior
hunted Wharton down and expostulated. Harry Wharton
had plenty to see to, but Bunter was not to be denied.

1 say, you fellows!” he exclaimed, bursting into No. 1
Btudy, where the Famous Four were busily discussing the
morrow's journey. *I pay——"

Bob Cherry tock Bunter by the shoulders and elewed him
round. Then he dug his %knuckles into the back of the
junior's fat neck and marched him to the door. This pre-
ceeding had to be submitted to by Bunter, bocause he was
helpless in Bob's muscular grip, but he wriggled wildly.

“Oh, really, Cherry—— 1T say, yvou fellows——" :

Bob marched him through the deor and solemnly gave him
& lift with his boot, which started him along the passage.

“Now, you buzz off!"" eaid Bob. * There's no tune fcr

ott to talk—it's bedtime in about four hours, so we should

ave to interrupt you, anyway! Don’t start—get off |

“ {h, roally, Cherry——"'

Beb went 1ute the stedy again, and slammed the door. Tt
opened again in a few seconds, and EBilly Bunter blinked in
through his spectacles,

1 aay, you fellows——"

“Get out!" roared Bob Cherry.

#¥o-as, but I say, you [cllows _

Bob Cherry atcmpaé!’ for the poker. Harry Wharion burst
into n lough. :

“What is it, Bunter? ¥ou can’t jaw now!"” _

“Tt's about the cricket-team,” said Bunter, blinking in-
dignantly at Bob. "1 want to point out to you once mors
that if I'm left out—-"

Bob Cherry frr:m!.‘md,

“My hat! Is he goin

“I'm thinking of the honour of the school,” said Bunter
loftily. * I'm not the chap to brag, but you've all scen me
play cricket-—-""

“We have!” prinned ﬁu-%unt “It was a sight for gods
and men—and Little fishes !

“ The sightfulness was terrific,’’ said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. ‘' The batfulness of the esteemed Dunter was only
equalled by his h-uwlfulneﬁs; and was like nothing else ever
ssan on the earthful globe.’

“0h, really, Inky—-""

“Idon’t berin on that topic again, Billy," said Harry
Wharton, raising his finger warningly. “* It's no use t-a,ll-:inﬁ
gense fo you, and ['ve givem it up. If you say the wor
‘ericket " again, you go out of this study on your neck!”

“1 supposa it's no good trying to combat jealousy,” said
Bunter, “If youw're deterwined to leave mwe out, I don't
cara.”’

“Then shut up, if you don't care”

“What I was thioking is, if you leave me oubt of the
gric—out of the eleven, yon oughi, at least, fo take me to
dt. Jim's with you,” said DBunter. 1 don't think you
ought to po back on a fellow In your study. You will
noed 8 fellow to eome along to see to things, and you want
an oxtra chap outside the team, I ought to be thers, You
must feel that"

“You wouldn't be any use.”

& ’lﬁ‘?r;a nsglessness of the estecemed DBunter would be
torzific.”

“I don’t geo it. Anyway, I want to go. There waz that
chap Wynn, who was over hore from 5t Jun's some timo

. T etruck up a friendship with him, and ho said he'd
e glad to ses me a2t St Jim's, T—"'

“1¢'s only members of the team who have leave in the
morning,” said Wharton, ** ¥You can follow on in the after-
noon if you lilke.”

“J1 don't want to make such & long journey alone;
besidea, thare's a difficulty about the fare.
fact, I haven't any money. I'vo been expocting a remit-
tanos from tho Patriotic Flome Work Association, for some
wsteards I've been oolouring for them, but somehow it

sn't come yet. i

Harry Wharton laughed.

* Is the pleasure of Bunter's company worth the railway
faro, chapst’ he asked.

“ Not much.”

* No fear ™

" The nofulness is ferrific.”

“0Oh, really, you fellows!
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ask leave of Mr. Quelsh, and he would be certain to give
it. You conld say you were taking me a5 a réserve— Uw|
Let my car alone, you utter beast!” :

“ Thon don’t you recommend me to toll Mr. Quelch lies,
vou young rotter! I've a jolly gosd mind to kick you out
of the study!”’ said Wharton wrathiully. _ —

“Dh, really, you could take me o8 & reserve if you liied!
Lock h-grc,fj--:m {!I.lghi to get permizsion for me to come.
expect 1t of you. ;

“ Welk, I’]‘lk ask Quelch,” snid Wharton impatiently.
“Now buzz off I 3 ;

“ That's all ripﬁut! 1 say, T've Leen disappointed abont
ﬁ pastel order, Could you lend me dalf-pcrown till T——

W !H!

Bob Cherry’s boot was meking active ﬁ]lﬂ.j’ upon the fat
limbs of the Owl of the Remove. Billy Bunter dodged and
twisted, and escaped from the study, end Bob slammed the
door after him. This timo Bunter did not teturn. -

“ Blessed if I know why we stand that young rokter:
gr-niwled Bob Cherre. "1 shall suffoaste him some day—I
feel it!1" -

“ Now, about what we were discnssing,'” eaid Wharton.
It would be ripping if Marjorie Hazeldene could coma
over to St Jim's, and I don't see why not, Miss _Pﬂmﬂ_n::l[ia
Primrose gave permission for her to seo the St Jim's
match when I spoke about it, but I forgot 10 mention that
it was @ whole day match away—I mean I made it a point
to [orget. I thought it more judicious to break that gently
to her, as Marjorie wiil have to misy morning lessons af
Cliff House. My idea is to send Hazeldene over to Cliff
House on his bike, to arrango the matter. There can't be
any objection to Marjorie going with her brother, can
there? And we shall all look = her. If Clara could
come, too, it would be ripping. There will be a girl at Si.
Jim's, too, whom Marjorie would like io see-that chap
D'Arcy’'s cousin, Ethel. He told the in his Jetter that he
was going to make it a point to play in the matah because
his cousin, BEthel, was coming to watch it. It would be &
jolly heliday for Marjorie, and if Hazeldene pui%' * nicely
to Miss Primrose, it ought to come off all right.”

“ Right-ho!" exelaimed Bob Cherry heartily. “let's go
and find Vaseline, and put it t¢ him now.” ]

And the Famous Four, whe had no preparation to do
that eveming, inmdiu.t-ei;f went 410 look for Hazeldeno.
They found him in the jumior common-room, talking to
Bulstrode, who was exirsordinarily smiable. Wharton
drew him sside, and explained. Huzeldeno wne delighted
with the idea. _ _

“ Jolly ' he said. *' I'll go over to Cliff House with
piaa.-a’u-m Misa Primrose is pretty cerfain to give permis-
sion.” .

And a few minutes later Haseldene was on his bicyele,
pedulling away on the road to Cliff House Behool.

The chums of #he Rewove waited. aunxiousgly enough for
his return. .

Since the (iirls’ School had opened at CLiff House, Harry
Wharton & Co. had seen more of their ?::rl chum, Mearjorie,
and they had found Marjorie and her friends very pleasant
neighbours, ‘The fact that Marjorie had o brother at Grey-
friars made communication easier, Without being ab all
conoeited, the Greyfrinrs cricketers were by no means
averse to letting their girl friends ses them -plirmg' cricket
with a team like the 3t. Jim's juniors. It would be a tough
match, and would show them off to-the best advantage.
Marjorie’s conspany, too, would malie the whole affair more
of u holiday, and it would bo & pleasant excursion for the
rirl herseif. 8o they were anxions to hear the ambassador’s
report.

f‘i'hﬂﬂ Hazeldeno was gone, I'Iﬁ.rri',u'li‘lr’h&r!-un looked into
Mark Linley's study., The lad from Loncashire was at work,
and not yet seen the notice on the board. He was
alone in the room, and he looked up with a pleasant smilo
aa Wharton came in. . .

“News for vou,” snid Hariy, with a smile,

* About the ericket?”’

“ Yea: the committee have decided to play you”

A troubled look came over the Luncashive lad's face.
Wharton looked ot him in astonishment. Any other fellow
in the Remove Form would have jumped with delight at &
gimilar anneuneement, :

“ You want to play P said Harery quickly.

“Yes of course; but—-"

“ Boardos, we want you,’’ said Harry. " As a matter of
fact, I can't spare vou, whether you want to play or not.
You are one of the best batsmen in the Form. You've got
to come."’

Linley laughed.

“h, I shall be glad to come. But—''

“ But what?" said Harry, puzeled. * Don't you feel fit?”

“"Fit as a fddle. I was thinking of the mailway fa.ﬂ-g,”

e ot Thaary W e ot
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said Linley awkwardly. Ho coloured, and then went on
quietly,. "I really oughtn’t to have joined the Form
cricket club, as I'm poor, and the rest of the fellows have
blenty of tin; but you were so decent about it—and I like
to play, too. Only—-"

L That's all right, my eon,™ said Wharton, laughing.

1 shouldn’t have let you remain outside the club, I assure
?’ﬂ'": if I had had to yank you in on your neck, About tho

are to 8t Jim's, that is pretty steep, I know; but all fares

are paid on this verasion out of the funds of the club. It's
& bit vnusual to bave a match with a school o far off, but
It's the match of the season to Grewiriars Juniors. I
wouldn’t miss it to play in a Sixth Form match,”

Linley looked relieved,

- That's all right, then,” he aaid. *I'm sorry—

Of course, I ought to have guessed. Bui that’s all right,

Bo get your things ready to-night—we loave by the eight-

twenty trom Friardale in the morning, and we're going to
vie an early breakfase™

*'I'll be ready,” said Mark cheerfully,

Wharton nodded and left the study. The twe lads had

un life under very different auspices. Wharton had
never really known the want of money, while Linley was
the son of a mill werker in Lancashire, and had toiled from
early childhood for his daily bread. But betwesn the two
there was a very real respect and friendship. Some of the
fellows avoided Mark—some of them tried to patromise him.
here are snobs everywhere, and the Greyfriare Remove
was not exempt from them. There was never a hint of
Eq.tmnagﬁ in Harry Wharton’s manner. Ha recognised
inley as a true and a brave fellow, and he liked him, and
gldﬂt care in the slightest where he cama from or what
¢ was,

There was o buzz of & bicyele bell in the Cloge, and

Hazeldene came in. His beaming face showed that he had
n sncoessful.

“Tt's all right,” he annownced. * Marjorie and Clara
are coming, end they'll be ot the station in the morning in
time for tho train’

" Hurray 1"

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

0ff to St. Jim's,

HE Removo cricketers did not wait for the rising bell
the next morning. They were up and doing while the
rest of the Form still slumbered. They went down-
stairs into 4 silent house, and found their breakfast

served by the time the rising l:nalibﬁan to clang. It cost
Bunter a.lhuga effort to pet out of . But he did it. He
bhad obtained the mecessary permission to accompany the
ericket tenm to 5t. Jim's—or, rather, Wharton had obtained
it for him—and he was not likely to miszs the chance. Ho
had suggested to Wharten catching o Jater train, and
making it a siogle innings maich at 8. Jim's—the object
of the change being to sllow Bunier avother hour in bed,
Needless to say, the suggestion was rot adopted.

Brealkfast was disposed of, and then the juniors set out
for the station, carrylng their bags. Thev were in good
form, and well fecling and locking fit. Bulstrode's good
temper was hﬂ]ﬂiing out, and he still recned In a state of
sstonishment ot finding himself in the tezm. Dilly Bunter
was the only one of the parly in anything like a grumbling
humour. He was muttering fo hilnﬁ-el!fi and murmaring
things, in the hope of attracting sympathetic attention; but
the cricketers wore too busy discussing their prospects to
have any time to attend to jBunt-&r. Bunter came out into
the open, so ta speak, at last,

I say, you fellows, you might have had a brake 1o the
sltation! You know jﬂﬁj" well that all this walking isn’t
good for my constitution.”

“Yer, we're likely to have a brake for you,” assented
Bob Cherry. 1 can see us blueing the money on it—I
don't think. If you're really tired, though—-—""

“I'm simply .?a,ggu:d out,” zaid Bunter, puiting on an
expression of exhaustion, which ho thought ought to have
ta:rm:}'u:y:!j g heart of stone. My i
1 e,

“Well, that bank looks very comfy {o take a rest on.
Yhy don't you sit down for an hour or so®"

“Good! IE you fellows will wait for me and catch a
later train—

“h, no, we won't do that!
minutes, and we're going in it
hera for an hotir, we don't object.
Fl . 1‘1!

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“Blegsed if I can seo anyihing to cackle at,” grunted
Billy Bunter. " On second thoughts, I'm not teo tired to
walk to the station.’”

lega are aching, and

The train goes in ten
But if you like to Test
In fact, we'd bo

“Well, leave off grumbling, then,” said Bob Cherry
waﬁmﬁfy. “1t makes me tived. 1f 1 hear you mumbling
0. 64,
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I call it sipping.'” saiwd Miss Ulara,

Clara!” again.

again, vou'll stop here and rest whether you like it or not.*
Bunter preserved a etony silence during the rest of the
willk, The juniors came in sight of the station. Two
girlish forms were coming in the same direciion by another
path, and they met at the station.

The iunmrs ratsed their caps to Marjorie and Clara,

“Jolly glad vou're in time,” said Hazeldene, * How did
you manage g7

Tarjorie laughed, and the juniors laughed. IHazeldend's
frankness was the privilege of a brother, but Bob Cherry
felt inclined t{;émm;!h his head. 'The two girls were looking
very bright and happy. The holiday, and the excitonent
of a irip to a distant place, evidently pleased them,
Marjorie thanked Wharton as they went into the station,

1 know we owe it to you,” she said. * It was very kind
of you 1o think of us, and we shall enjoy this excursion
immensely,”

" Yes, rather. Y Not
to say stunning,”

i h, Claral!”

I you say *On, Clara!” again, I shall say it's spiffing,”
said Miss Clara determinedly.

And Marjorie dido't szay ‘Oh, She
laughed, and turned to Harry,

" Misz Primrose has given us the money for our relurn
tickets," she said. * Please take it.”

Wharton nodded, and tool the money. Hoe would have
preferred to tnke the tickets himwself, but it was not for him
to palnsay the decision of the persons eoncerned.

Fourteen return tickets meant a sum of money thal made
the booking-clerk at the sleepy little station open his eyes.

The: train puffed in along the platform, and the juniora
looled for an empty carriage. They had agreed that the
woere all to go fogether, though it was likely to be n erowd.
They had taken third-clazs tickels; and they were able to
find & carriape with two compartments adjoining, and eo
could all remain together without tos mueh overceowding,

They all entered at one door, and some of them gained
the next compartment by vaulting over the partiticn.

E'IE}E whistle sereamed, and the train rolled out of the
HLALIOn,

The Greyfriars ericketers were off to Bt Jin's.

* 1 say, you {ellows——""

“ That’s all right, Bunter! Wo koow you're hungry.
Wo know you're on the point of a breskdown for want of
suflicient nourishment. Don’t tell us"

*“ Oh, really, Cherry—"

“ You can got some unch ot the staiion we change at, in
time to save vour life o

“ As o matter of fact, you Iellews, 've come away without
any money.’

* Rotten ! said Bulztrode. * Left vour cheque-book and
f bundle of banknotes on the grand pano in your study,
haven't you't”

**Ha, ha, bal”

*Oh, really, Bulstrode! As o matter of fact, we came
away in foo great a hurry to wait for the morning’s letter
to come in, was cxpecting a postal-order, amd o romit-
tance from the Patriotic Home Work Association——""

“ Oh, ring off that!"”

Y Of course, you mever belicve in my ideas, Cherry !V
anid Billy Bunier. * You dido’t believe in my wonderful
powers as a ventriloguist 2

I believe in your wonderful powers as a gpromophone,”
groancd Bob Cherry. 1 don't belicve you ever get run
down, thowugh.”

* Ventriloguist® exelaimed Miss Clara, with inicrest
“ Ts Bunter really a ventriloguist?®

“Why, I told you I wns, at the picnic the other day”
said Bunter. ** Don't you remember?”

“Yee, I remember you told me,” sa'd Mizs Clara,
colouring. ' But—hat——"

Bob Cherry roared.

“0Oh, give us some ventriloguism!”  said  Marjorie,
feeling for Clara, under the eircumstances. Clara, though
gho was very candid as a rule, didn’t want to cxplain
that she had doubted the statement simply beeause Bunter
had mado It

Billy Bunter beamed at once. i .

“ Certainly 17 he said, It will enliven the journey.
You &ce, besides being a wonderful wventriloguist, I'm a
marvellous imitator, and a——-"

“ And an amazing ass ! gald Dob Cherry,

“1 wish you wouldn’t interrupt me, Cherry, when T'm
cxplaining to a Indy., I will now give a demonstration
o i e ————
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te you, ladies and gentlemen, of my amazing powers.
Of course, there are some things I cannot do. I can make
eny fellow seem to talk, in his own woice or somebody
else’s—hbut I couldn't make Boh Cherry talk politely—""

“Ha. ha, ha! That's one for Bunty.

Bob Cherry laughed, too.

Gr-r-r-r-rort

Misa Clarn jumped, as the growl of a dog eames from
bencath her soat.

“0Oh, dear! Good gracious!’

Eunter chuclkled,

It's all right] There isn't any dog.”

;ﬂ No dog? Dut I heard him growl !

Ha, ha! That was my wonderful ventriloquism.”

Miss Clara looked dubions. But a glance under the seat
showed that there was no quadruped in the earriage.

Bols Cherry sald reassuringly that thers was no animal
there except DBunter—a stutement which earned him a
m‘Ehnrmg glare from the ventriloquist,

Good gracious!” said Miss Clara. * It is really elever.,”

It was a compliment, but it did not sound complimentary.

Miss Clera seemed astounded to find that Bunter could do
enything clever,

" You wait till somebody else gets into the carriage,™
said Buntor confidently.

And. as a mattor of fact, at the next station the train
stopped at a stout gentlemnan with a faney waistcoat, a
huge watchchnin, and a spotted necktie, stepped in. He
was evldentl{‘& gentlemnn connected with the Turf, and
douhtless on his way to & race-meeting somewhere.

He¢ took out a little book, and
a8 tha train started.

Billy Bunter coughed. That was o sign that some ven-
triloguism was coming, and the juniors waited,

began conning it over

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Little Yentrlloguism,

JIE stout gentleman was very busy with his bool and
peneil, with which he seemed to be making eanlenla-
tions, He hardly locked at the juniors, save to pive
them a glare because their chabting interrupted his

montal prolilems. The boys were not inclined to remain
gilent Because the turfy pentloman was ealeulating the odds
in a railway-carriage, and they endured hiz oceasional
glarcs with great fortitude.

Bunter had just coughed, preparatory to beginning

pporations, when the stout gentleman spoke very snappishiy:

* Can't you boys be guiet!”

Wharton looked at him.

“Weo're not making o neise, sie,” he said; “and a
rallway-carriage iz a place to talk in, We can’t be qguicter
than we are.”

“Den't be insclent, boy."”

Wharton's eyes pleamed.

;' Tl'hc insolence seems to me Lo be on your side,”’ he said
ealmly.

The stout gpentleman turned very red. He sireiched ount
his hand for a moment towards hiz cane, and then stopped.
There was something in Wharton's look, and the look of
his comrades, that atopped him. He multered something
under his breath, and returned to his oceupation again,

“ What prico Pinkie?"’

It was a. voice from behind the stout gentleman. He
iqrn-:-d his head and looked into the compartment behind

im.

“Eh? he said. “Did vou address me? Pinkie 1z not
running to-day. He i3 entered for thoe Schwindell Handicap
next weels

Then the turfy man looked puzzled There were only
boys in hoth compartments, and 1t had seemed a man's
volee that he heard,

The junicrs, knowing very well that the Greviriars
ventriloguist was at wf.‘trE. grinned at one another.

The turfly gentleman seemed amazed. He looked round
the carriage with a puzzled air, and then turned to his
book agamn.

Haordly had he drepped his eves upon the mysterious-
looking entries on the page, when the same voice inguired,
in the same tone :

* What price Pinkis?"

The etont gentleman locked up angrily.

“What idiot is that?' he exelaimed.

There was no reply.

“1 tall you Pinkic isn't runnin'g. whoevey vou are !
gxclaimed the sporting geotleman, ™ I'm Abel Benson, and
I know. Idon’t be an ass!”

The stont gentleman evidently considercd his name a
well-known  one—ag it probably waz on the raeccourse.
The Greyiriars juniors had never heavd it hefore. Ile
shorted, and glared round, and looked at his hook again,

“ ¥ea, that's all very well, Abel! But what price againgt

" Wheo spoket”
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glaring round. © Where arc you! Who are you? Who's
talking ta me "’

" Ha, ha, ha!” ] ] ;

The hoys could not contain their laughter. Billy DBunter
was the only one who was serions. He could not Jaugh and
ventriloquise, tao. Fven Marjorie and Clara could not help
smiling. The puzzlement of the sporting gentleman was
COIMIC, ]

Mr. Benson eovidently did not suspeet a boy of speaking
to him in a man's voice. He thought somebody was hidden
in the next compartment. He took a grasp on his cane
his looks showing that if he was annoyed again, there would
be trouble. :

But he had hardly settled into his seat, when the voice
was asudible once more.

“ What price Pinkie?"’

The stout gentleman jumped up.

He looked so ferocious that Miss Clara shrank away
with a little shrick, but the turly traveller wasn't thinking
of anybody in his own compartment. Fe brought his cane
down an the wooden partition with a crash that rang above
the noise of the train.

“Come out!” he rogred. * Show yourself! T'Il teach
you to joke with Ahel Benson! My name is known on
every course in the United Kingdom, sirl I'm Benson|
Come ocut! Show yoursalf!™

The juniors laughed unrestrainadly.

Mr. Benson glared round the earriage savagely, and
erashed his hcm'jy cane on the partition agam,

“ Bhow yourself 1" ho roarved.

“ What price Pinkie, old son?" :

The voice seemod to come from under the squt in tho
next compartment, where several of the Greyfriars party
were aitfing.

“ Will you come out?' roared Mr. Benson.

The voice declined to come out, and the stout gentleman
mounted upon the seat to clamber over the partition,

He trod on Frank Nugent, who jumped up, with a howl.

“* Here, mind where you're treading!”

But the stout gentleman took no notice. i

He was in tha last stage of excitement, and looked as if
a little more would bring him on the vorge of apoplexy.:

He clambered awkwardly over the partition. Tt wasn't
an casy task for a gpentleman of his size and weight, and
he managed it very clumsily. He lost his balance as he
weni over, and rolled on the seat on the other side, and
there was a serambling ont of the way of the juniors there.

“ "Ware porpoises ! exclaimed Bulstrode.

“ Ha, ha, ha!l" :

The stout gentleman lay for a full minute on the seat,
gasping for breath. The effort and the tumble had quite
exhousted him. And, as he pauvsed to recover, & voico
came from under the seat: .

“ What price Pinkie? What's the odds on the feld?"

Mr. Benson gave a grunt, and rolled off the seat. He
grasped his cane in o businesslike way.

“ Now I'll have you out!" he muttered,

And he stooped and looked undor the seats—first one,
and then the other. Then he rose again, and his face was
a study, Thore was no one there,

* M-memememy word ' gasped Mr. Denson.

He starad round him blankly. .

H My word! It must have "rh-e—e-n that last whisky at the
station 1" he muttered.

“ Ha. ha, ha!" i

Mr. Benson rubbed his perspiring forchead.
never been o amazed in hiz life. S 3

As he stood in doubt and wonder, the Irrituting voice
came pgain—firom the carriage he had just left.

* What price Pinkic?"

Mr. Benson ]ump-qil, :

It seemed impossible that the ewner of the veiee could
have skipped from ome comparvtment to the other without
being scen; yot that was the only explanation.

Mr. Benson gritted his teoth.

* T *ave you now I he muttered. ] ]

And he hepan to elamber over the partition again.

“Careful I’ said the voice. * Don’t bring vour ninety
stone down foo suddenly, or you'll go through the bottom
of the frain."’

Mr. Benson snorted.
an oxaggoeration.

Down he came over the partition again, anorting and
g'a.apin%:l with two huattons Cut!; his gorgeous waistcoat, and
his tie hanging loose,

“ Now, +ﬁen!” he exclatmed.

The juniors and tha girls ecrambled out of the way to

e had

He was stout, but ninety stono waa

Pinkie?" Iet him look under the seats.
;;[ tell you Pinkie isn't running!" roared Mr, Bonson, “ There's no one there!" gasped Tob Cherry. o
No. bd.
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“ Young liar!’ snarled Mr. Benson.
way |

* Oh, all vight! Look, then!"

AMr. Benson looked.

His fut, ruddy face went quite pale when he saw that
theré was no onc in the carriage beside bimself and the
JUniors.

“ It was the whisky ! he murmuored faintly. :

He sat down again, quite evercome. And when 2 voles gt
his ecar inguired softly ** What price Pinkie?' he did not
evon turn his head

“ It must he' been the whisky !"

Tlhe train stopped, and Mr. Benzon jumped out lo change
ﬂ-ﬁ-i_t'r!ﬂg'ﬂﬂ. He left the Greyfriors juniors almost in con-
WIS LGNS,

“ et out o ihe

-—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Arthur Augustus is Surprised.

HE absurd asdventure of My, [DBenson  considerably
lightencd the long journey. The juniors chuclkled Bgain
and again whenever they theught of the stout gentlie-
man clambering over the partition, and of his looks

when he found that the voice lad no body behind it, and
his impression that it was due to his too-early whisky. But
thers was no more ventrilogquism on the journey.  Bunter,
being fairly started, was guite veady to spring squeaky mice
on pervous old !::ﬂis}ﬂ-, o o make Emuginm‘}r -L']UHE bark umlqr
the feet of short-sighted old gentlemen; but Harey put his
foot down on it

He would not have inoffensive passengers worried for the
fun of the thing, and so Billy Bunter had to suppress his
wonderful powers. He consoled himself with the prospect of
letting himself go at Bt Jim's. D'Arey, of the Fourth
Form at 5t Jim's, had paid a visit to Greyiriars, and Bally
Bunter, who cerlatnly had a wonderful mft for imitating
voices, had picked uwp D'Arcy’s accent remarkably well. 1t
was o remnarkably aristoeratic accent, and very distinguished,
and no one would bave suspected it of coming from the fat
little junior, evon if his lips had beon seen to move. And
Arthur Aunpustus D'Arey of Bt. Jim's was just the fellow
Bunter liked to play his little tricks upon.

* Getting near St Jim's,” said Bob- Cherry, when the
train stopped ot Wayland Junetion. ™ We chenge into the
local train here for—Rylecombe, isu't it 7

“ That's the place.”

Tha juniors g{:umd out of the train. Harry Wharton
looked rourwd him. The loeal train for Ryleombe—the
station for 2f, Jim’s—was waiting on the other side of the
platlorm,

*This wav!"" said Harrf- ’ y :

There were sevoral people already In the local train, which
was waiting there for the express to come in before starting.
The jumiors croesed the platform, and Harry became aware
of a gﬂ{:& and a silk hat %-mjecled frem the window of a frst-
clai;-at_ carriage, and of a lavender kid glove waving excitedly
to lim,

“ PBai Jove! There they arct This way, deah boys!”?

“It's a 3t Jim's fellow " exclained Nugent.

The junior looking out of the carriage was a slim and
elogant fellow, clad in Ftous thal fitted him like a glove,
w_it%t the addition of a fancy waisteoat. Iis tie was tied in
a way that showed the hand of a master in the art. Iis
collar was the hiphest ancd whitest, his silk hat the shinlest,
and lus studs an({: sleeve-links the costliest and daintiest thai
the Greyfriars juniors had ever secn.
taking thie elegant youth. Harry Wharlon & Co. had met
him ﬁefﬂm+ It was Arthur Augustug D"Arcy, the swell of
st Jim's ]

Wharton made for his earriage at once. D'Arey jumped
out on the platform, and shook hapds heartily with the
Rernove capbain.

“ Awfully glad to see you, deah boyl" he exclaimed.
* You see, I camec to Wayland to meet my Cousin Ethel,
who 13 coming to 3t. Jim's fo see the match, ancd 1 thought
vou mwight catch the same local, so I was looking out for
}'uu.”

“Glad to meet you," said Wharton, * Marjorie, Clars,
this & D'Arcy, whom—whom I've told you about.” Doth
the pirls smiled, whether for pleasure at secing D'Arcy, or
at the recollection of what they had heavd about him, was
oot clear, Y D'Arey, Miss Hazeldene, Miss Clara——"

Arthur Augustus D'Arvcy swept off his silk topper with &
courtly bhow.

“What a wippin' unexpecied pleasuah !’ he exclaimed,
2 nl!'hm* than delighicd!  Libel, desh boy—1 mean desd
rur i —

Ethel Cleveland was looking out of the carriage with a
bright smile. Bhe stepped upon the platform, and greeted
Muarjorie and Clara with o sweetness that won their hearts
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at once. It was vory pleasant to see how tho three gilrls
soemed to become friends ai -once. Arthur Augustus
D'Arey beamed upon them through his eyeglass.

“Urry up, pleaze,” said the Wavland porter.

“ Pway don't bothah, deah bow,” he said, *° The {wain
can wait a few minutes, 1 suppose.”

Cousin Ethel luughed.

* Come, get in, Arthur®

“ YVaas, wathah! DBut——"

O TTrry up there, please !V .

here was not room in the carviage, of course, for all the

party. Marjorie and Clara and Wharton, Hurree Singh and
Billy Bunter and Hageldene, entaved the carriage with
D' Arcy and his cousin, The others went further along. The

local train crawled out of the station. D'Arey placed his
silk topper carefully on the rack, and gently fanned his brow
witir o glove. The April morning was warm,

“ Awfolly glad I met you fellows,” he said. “ It is

wippin', Some of the chaps are goin® to be at Wylcombe
Station with a bwalke to take uz to the colll.  Looks like
boin’ o wippin' day for the match—all sun and no showahs,”

* Yaas, wathah!”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy gave a start. Cousin Ethel
lookexd amaze%!. It was o volce exactly like D'Arey's that
Liad replied to him Harry Wharton gave Bunter a warning
glance, but the [at ventriloquist pretended not to see it

“ Bai Jove!™ said D'Arcy, after a pause. " That was
weally stwange.” .

“ What was gteanpe®’ asked Billy Bunter

“ O, nothin'! [——"

Gr-r-e-r

IVArcy jumped up.

“ Bai Jove! There's 4 beastly dog undah the geat! Is it
poss. that Hewwies’ wotten bulldog has followed me? I can
nevah get wid of that bwute !’

Cre-r-r-r |

“ Oh, pway stand on the seat, deah gale, in casc ho bites
sou! I will stwike him with my canc 1f he 13 fewocious.”

D'Arcy seized his cane and looked for the dog. Thero was
no dog to be discovered, and the swell of Bt Jim's looked
arnized.

“ Bai Jove! I weally thought I heard a dop gwowlin’.”

Lo did 1" said Cousin Bthel, looking very much sur.
priend

I weally do not know how to account [or the stwange
oceuwwence, I-——"

Gr.p-r-r!

The growl zeemed to come from overhead thiz time.
D' Arey looked up, and his eyes became fixed upon a large,
strapped bap Hurreo Singh had put on the rock.

Y 1Bal Jove! Who does that bag belong o7

“ It 13 the property of my esteemed self, my worihy ehum,”
sai<l the MNabol of Bhanipur blandly.

“*¥You have wapped up a dog in it by mistake.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” gurgled Hopzeldene.

D'Avey looked at him. ;

“ It may seem imposs.,'’ he said, “ but that iz the fact,
I am certain tnat the gwowl pwoceeded fwomn chat bag.
Listen "

(Gr-rerer ! ;

It was a fainter growl, but it certainly seemed o come
from the strapped bag. The nabob grinned.

D' Arey tapped him on the shoulder excitedly.

=My deali [ellow, you've pot a dog wapped up in that
bar, and he sounds as 1l he was sulfocatin’s. Pway open it
aned welcase him."’

My honourable and Iudicrous {riend is misraken. The
bap contains only the harmless and necessary reguizitea
for the ericketiul gpame.™

“ Listen to that gwowl, then”

Ceereper !

My esteemed friend may look into the bag, il he think-
fully imagines that the dogiul guadraped is conecalinlly
hidden theve,”’

“ Bail Jove, I've no doubt on the point, deah boy !V

“Then make the ionourable search."

U With yaur permish—-—""

“The bugful receptacle is utterfully at the esteemed dis
wpsal of my august friend,” said the polite nabob.,  * But
i[ Jdo not thinkfully suppose that the worthy dog is therein-
fully concealed.”

1 wathah think it is, deah boy.”

And Arthur Aogusins unstrappod the bag. He opened it
and looked in. There were cricket things galore, crammed
in, but no sign of a dog. DMArey stared into the bag in
blank astonishment. -

* Have you found the worthy dog, my esteemed friend "

* N-n-n-n-no !

Grr-r-r!

Another Bplendid Lnng'. Complats
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The growl came from right undar D'Arcy’s feet this tima,
and he jumped -clear of the fleor, and dropped the bag.
Hurres Jamsst Ram Singh's properties were scattered ot
once. }]'Am;_' looked round, for the dog.

* Bai Jove! This iz weally most aurpwiain’.”

“ The eurprizsefulnosa is terrific!” murmured the
Bhanipur, as he began to collect up his property.

* It iz spmebody playin® a twick.”

vabob of

i Hﬂ., ha., ha 1**

HBai Jove! Tt was done awfully well," exclaimed D" Arvey.
AT was weally almost deceived——""

" Ha, ha, ha!”

" Of eourse, T didn’t exactly think there was a dog
in the bag——"

" Ha, ha, hat”

Hurrce Singh strapped the bag again, Cousin Ethel was
laughing, and.s Marjorie and Clara were laughing, as well as
the boys; and Arthur Augustus, whe was seldom put out of
humour, began to laugh too. A few minutes luter the train
zan into the little station of Liylcombe, and there was a
ghout from the platform. The juniors of 3t Jim’s were
waiting there for them,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The GreyIriars Janiors at St. Jim's,

HERE wero half a dozen juniors belonging to Bt Jim's,
T waiting on the platform for the visitors. Tom Merry,
the captain of the 8t. Jim's juniors, was there, with his
chums in the Shell Form, Manners and Lowther. With
them were Blake, Herries, and Dighy, of the Fourth Forim,
They immediatcly spotted the carriages contaimning the
vigitors, and came scudding along to them as the train

stopped. : :

I.lJ:':’.e"I-.rr] laoked ot of the window with a2 heaming smile.

“* Here they are!” he said. ** 'Thia way, deah boys!"

Tom Merry pulled the carriage door open. D' Arew
jammad on hia silk hat and jumped out, and, of course. 16
was LFArcy who assisted Cousin Ethel and Marjorie and
Clara to alight. The greating of the Bt. Jim's juniors was
a hearty one. "They hacd not known that Marjorie and Clara
were coming, but they wore evidently delighted %0 sce them.
Arthur Aupustus had taken possession of tha three gmirls,
a3 if thay were private property of his, but that did not last
long. Tom Merry mawde a sign to Lowther and Manners,
and they took tho swell of St Jim's by either arm.

“Come on,'” said Lowther affectionately. I want wou
to sit beside me in the brake, Gussy, and tell me how fo
play ericket.””

“Waeally, Lowthali=="

* Come on, old chap!™” -

“1 should be clfs-]igri:-tf-d to give you some instwuction in
the gamne, Lowthah, and vou certainly need 1£; but weally

“ That's all right, then. In you got!™
“Weally, Lowthah—Mammahs 4
“Shove him in!™”

' Arey was helped Info the brake by the two Shell fellows,
who aat down on arther side of him, Meanwhide, Jack Blako
had taken poasession of Cousim Ethel, and Tom Mercy of
Marjorie, Digby of Misa Clara. They honded them into
the brake as carefully as ¥ they had been valuable preces
of china, and the crowd of juniors followed. It was a big
brake, ansd there woa plenty of room for the party and their
belongings. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy tried to rise, in ordor
to take a scat between Miss Clevelond and Miss Hazeldene.
gl;tt- Lowther had slipped an arm through his, and held him

“Pwny welvase me, Lowbhah! I——'

YT want vou to 4ol me how to play cricket.”

1 boelieve you ars wobttin', vou wobtah "

fe gt down !

“T absolutely wefuse——" _

Monty Lowther jerked him back inte his seat. Jack Dlake
had faken the coveted place with the girls, and D'Arey sub-
mitted to his fate, 4n a state of sunmering indignation.  [le
turned his monoele upon Lowbther with a withering expres-

B0

4 Ln::rwtha-h!

“Go hon ™ . . o

“1 wefusa to give you any instwuaction upon the subjoct
of owicket.™

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Tha brake rolled down fhe Jane towards the achool. The
old grey tower of Bt. Jim's rose to view ovoer the trees
There was a ringing of merey voices and Jleughter from the
ceowded vehicle  They were a merey party. It was a wholo
holiday at 8t. Jim's for the cricket oleven as for the Grey-
friars cricketers, of coume. The rest of the eleven were
walting at the gates to grect the brake. They loscked very
fit in whitte flacmrels and their Hooss oans.

The St. Jim's juntor eleven was formed of follows fram

L

I wegard yvou a2 an uttah beaszt!”

both  Housee—Schdol House end New  Fouse—hbut  the
&I]&T]ﬂlinu.m being the darger, most of the members
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balonged to that division. Thers were cnulf three New
House follows in Tom Morrys team, u-nf.! hey were the
three juniors known ell over the school as ** Figgins & Co.”
—Figgins, Rerr, and Fatty Wynn., They were in the gate
way now, with Reibly, of the School House. .

They greeted the brake with a cheer, and tcok off their
caps gracefully to the gils, Reilly, in addition to that,
waving his round his head in bis e¢nthusdesm, They elung
on the brake as it rolled into the wide green uadrangle,
and Figging, with one leg over the side of the brake, was
introduced to Marjorio and Clara.

The vehicle stopped in front of the Schosl House, Kil-
dare, of the Sixth, looked out, with a pleasant smile on hie
handsomo Irish face. He was captain of St. Jim™s, hut he
had agreed to umpire the match for the juniors—an wot of
Lkindness of which 1he dads were \'Er% appreciative. It waa
oot o small thing for the head of the Sixth to give up almost
@ whole day to the juniors, and Kildare's umplrmg, of
cowrse, wave the match an importance in the evea of the
whaole sc which it would not otherwise have possessed.

The ground was in excellent condition, beautifully rolled,
and ready for play. The vweitors were taken straight into
ithe pavilion, while Cousin Ethel, who waa quite at home
Mre. Holmes' house at St Jun's, carried off the two girls.

The Greyfriars juniorz were not Jong in getting ready
for play. A cold collation had been prepared, to refresh
the visitors aftor their long journey, and Billy Bunter at
deast did 4t full justice. And there was one juntor of 5t
Jim's who was very willing 4o 2ea that Bunter had of the
vory best, It was Fatty Wynan, of the New House. Iurin
the St Jim's vizit to Grevfriars he had struck up a friend-
ship with Bunter. Bunter was not half so decent a folliw
as Wynn, but their tastes wers alike. And Fally Wynn,
great ];:-eriﬂrmer as he was at the table, -rpmgmﬂedl has Imaster
in Bally Bunter. Bunter could ensthy distance him when it
came io clearing a wellspread board. And Fatty YWryan
admired him greatly. Next to eating himseli, Fatty ¥Wynn
liked to see others eat, wnd it was as good as a play ¢o him
to ait and watch Bunter. 5 . ;

7 say, vou follows, this is ripping ! said Dilly Bunter,
hia fat face clowing as he looked over the lunch. ™ Yes, I
will have the rabbit-pie, Wyno, I'm fond of rabbit-pic.
You may as well shove same of Lthe bam over herc—and
the becf. Just o minute, and I'Ml be veady for ancther
:1:&]‘1}'1-:1-3-”

“Good!” said the eratifed Wynn, T say, I cocked
thozo rabbit-pies myself—made "em and cooked 'em. Mra
Kenwigg lek me do i i dhe kitchen in the New House™

“Thon you'roe a jolly good cook!” sald Bunter. "I can
copok o bit myself, but T couldn’t beat this, When T grow
up [ waind 40 e a chef in & hig hotel, and taste overything
that's cooked. That's my ide&f life"

“And a jolly ideal, too!” said Fatty Wenn, * Chapa
don't often have ideals as sensible as that. There's a chap
here named Skimpole who's & Bocialist,. He wants to bring
in Socialism—he save that's hiz i1deal. Thoare's D'Arcy,
whose ideal is to ba the best-dressed fellow in dhe school.
Then there's Merry and DBlake and Figgine—they went to
hat like Fry. There's Ierr-—=he wants to0 bowl like Knpox.
But to my mind, a fellow of a serious turn of mind naturally
takes to cooking. It's the most imporfunt of all the arts.
And then think what a jolly timee a ecck has”

“ Yo, rather!™

“ An a matter of fact," said Fatty Wynn conBdentially,
“T'd rather be cooking the feed for after the madch
plaving myself ™

“So would I,”* maid Bunter.

“You see——"

“ And the mustard™
t::p“l'::ut .Ehe_*,' .nr-u,n'-t spare me from the side. They want me

““And the bread. Thanks!"

* But we're going 40 have e good feed afferwards, all the
game,” said Fatty Wynn, boamning. " Tom Merry's scon
to that. There's & whip round, and we've laid
suppliea that would make your mouth water."”

Bunter's mouth did water.

“Gat ‘em all ready ! he ashed.

“%¥es. Mrs. Mimmes has 'em in charge, cxeept the cakes
and tarts, and fgs and apples, and things. They'ro in s
hox in Tort Merry's shudy. They've been carefully selected:
this morning, and they're -ri[ap_mg_"

“In Tom Merey's study " murmured Billy Bunter, 1
may get hungry a,ig;ain presently—h'm ! :

“*Hallo, halle, hallo! Time to be moving ! said Dob
Charry.

“ Yaoas, wathah!"

Looking very Ot in spolless white, the oricketers tunned
out. Tom Merry's eleven d quite aa fit as the visiting
deam, and many of the fellows were older. The list wos as
follows: Tom Merry, Manners, Lowther, Dlakao, IIarr:}fﬁ,
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Dighy, D'Arcy, Figgins, Xerr, Wynn, Reilly. Harry
Wharton looked them over outside the pavilion, and he had
to confess to himsell that the Grevfriars junicrs had never
tackled so businesslike-looking a side,

“Welve gob oll our work cul out, Harry,” Nugent re-
marked.

And Wharton nedded azsent.

“Yes, it will be a tussle.”

“The tusslefulness will he terrific!™

VB, we shall beat them. It a .riﬁming day, and =
1‘1]"1-]!.1"1[.;' sroarnd.  Here come the umpires I
. Towm Merry and Harry Wharton tossed for choice of
inmings, and the luck of the toss fell to Wharton, He

Eleic*]md to go in frst, and Tom Merry led his men out to
eld,

[ =

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.

Greyfriars In,

REYFUIARS opened their innings with Micky Desmaond
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, The latter, though
by ne mewns o Hanji, was a very pood batsman, and
_could gererally be relied upon to keep his end up with
credit.  The slim, dusky Indian made a very handsome
figure at the wicket. He stood in e graceiul eottitude,

waiting for the ball from Fatiy Wynn. ;

Tom }I_c-rr‘ﬁ had put Wynn on o bowl the first over. Tho
i;:l-il'ﬂjl Welsh juniwer had lately developed his powers as a
owler, and he was the most dangerous of the St Jim's
side. He did not look dangerous, and Hurree Bingh did
not expect much when he saw the totund fgure of Fatly
at the bowler’s end. Fatty Wyno backed away, and took a
jerky little tun, and the ball came down.

Clagk! .

Hurree Bingh etopped it dead on the crease, and looked
surprised. He knew that he had had a nervow escape that
time.  He was more waichful for the next. 1o stopped the
nexb ball; the thicd he managed to snick through the slips
for a single. Thia hruu;.:ht-uﬁdi::l:y Desmond opposite rlim
Welsh Junior.  Micky explained aflerwards, to incredulous
listeners, that there was nothing wrong with his balting, but
that there was something epecially tricky about that ball.
Triclky or not, the ball eluded the bat, and gently lifted
the middle stump our of the ground.

Fatty Wyan grinngd.

“How's that?'?

Yt 2
0w M muemred Micky Desmond. " Bure, and s oub
nbirely ! I weonder how tivat happeioed !

“ Duck’s eggs ave cheap to-day ! remarked DBulsirode, as
Micky Desmond brought out his bat.

The Irish lad looked at him.

“Go in and they yourself, ve goszoon?™”

“That's what o going to do,’” said Bulsirode. T don’t
think you'll see my wicket go down for a nought.™

“Faith, and if ve can bat as wel as ye can brag, it's a
Jemy ya arel"

“*Next man in!” said Wharton.

“Right-he?’ said Bulstrode cheerfully, as he buttoned his
love. " Keep an eyve on me, Micky, M I go cut for a
uck’s-ege, vou oxn kick me."

" Begorra, and I'll net forged!”

Bulstrode strode down to the wicket,  TFatly Wynn was
watbing patiently, and the 56 Jim's feldsmen wore grinning,

Thavy -‘l[':ad great faith in Fatty Wyon.,  But Hut:-*t-rqjde};-'-
faith in himszelf was great. He had 1 osurprised at being
wncloded in the Greyfriam cleven, but he wanted io show
that he was worthy of o place i . He wonted the other
fellows o see that Wharton had been wrong in leaving him
out a0 long.  Alzo, he had the nol unnatural vaoity of wizh-
ing to cut @ figure in the eyes of the girls who were lookmg
on at the innithgs. Cousin Ethel, Marjorie, and Clara were
interested spectstars, from thelr comfortable seatz in front
of the tent. Bulstrade went on to bat in o cheerful mood.
That mood did not last long. )

Fatty Wynn teok that jerky little run agan, and sent
down & ball like o four point s=oven ehell.

Bulstrade played a fraction of e second too late, and tha
round red ball waz i his stumps, and the bails were fying,
and there was a roar.

“Well bowled, Fatty !

“ Bravo!"

"Euw’s that?" chuckled Tom Morry.

ad “r- !!l!

Bulstrode stared at the wicket as if he could hardly belicve
hi:};.r n:.-e& He was out first ball, It was incredible.

ik, A

The wicket was a wreck, and Fatir Wynn was grinning,
Erw}'hnd;; wae prinning. There had beern a pronocnced
swagger in Bulstrode's manner s he wont to the wicket,
and the doeck’s-egg followed with a comne effect.

But there was no doubt that he was cut. The bails wers
set up again, and the next man was leaving the tent with
the bot under hiz arm. Bulstrede drew a deep broath, and
in o savage mood walked off the crease.

He went back with a gloomy frown upon his brow,

“Huord cheese,” said Harry Wharton,  as  Bulslrode
pasged him,

Bulzstrode nodded without speaking.

He fung kis bat down, snd looked ob the fGield. As he
did 50, lie stapgered forward wnder the unpeius of a
fremendous kick in the roar.

*There yve are, me bhoy [

Bulstrode gave a yell, and fell on his hands and knees,
Evervbody turned fo stare at him, and at the grinnimg
Micky, who had bestowed the kiclk.

“ What on earth——"" began DLob Cherry.

“ Micky, are you mad "

“ Faith, and it's sane I am. e asked for it if he went
out. with a duck's ege, and [aith that's what be pol’

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Nugent, ** He asked for if, thai's
true enough,'’

Dulstrode jumped up, black with rage.

He clenched his fists, and rushed siraight at the Irish
junior, but two or three fellows caught held of him and
stonped him.

“Hold on! You can’t row here!l”

“Let me get at him!” sercamed Bulstrode, strugeling
furiously.

“You can't kick op a2 row here!™

“T'H pulverize him !V

“ Bure, and yveu asked for iV

“ YVou—yau—-—"

“8Btop Lthat!" suid Tarey Wharlon,  Thon't you stard
!'ﬁ'i'r]in;.é' hera,  Bulstrode, keep vour temper, or pet off the
fiokd V'

Dulstrodareritted his tecth, but he calined down, TTe had,
indeed, brought it upon hivself, though Micky mizht have
becn a little more Judicious. He growled something under
his breath, amnd the row ceased,  Meanwhile,
had gone i to face the last ball of the over

Harveldens went in vory nervonsly, He was a fair batbs-
man, bhut he was not ahead of either Desmiond or Bualstrode,
wrd the bowling made him uoeasy, That wos not the
mood in whieh to face it suecossfully.  And Huazeldene did
not prove suecessful

Fatty Wynn delivered a more dangerous ball than gver
to finish the over, and Hazeldene had no chance at all
against ok,

His bat swept the empty air, and there was a clack of
a falling wicket.

The &t Jim's juniors yelled,

“ Hurrah! The hat trick 1™

The hat trick it was, in the first over |

The Baints wern delighted, and thoy choered Folty Wynn
to the echo.

Hazeldens went back crestfallen, and he found bis com-
rades wore serious, not fo say gloomy, faces. ,

Greyfriars were three down for a single run, the single
taken by Hurree Jamaset Ram Bingh,

It was a bad beginning.

The field crossed over, looking very well satisfied with
themselves and with the start they hod mnde.

If matters went on hike this, the Greviriars innings wounkd
not be a long one, and sowething like a walk-over lay
hefore the home team.

[Tarry Wharton, who waa next on the list, picked up his
bat. ITazeldene made a grimace as he met his captain's
Cye,

JI"‘_'l"rn sorry,” he said.  *“That fat chap is a demon.
Look out for a ball that comes just where you don't
expect it.""

Harry Wharlon amiled.

“ 'l ook out for i,"" he said. " Things will be serious
1f thiz poes on. They've pot at least one ripping bowler™

And Wharton went out to the wicket.

The Greyiriars fellows looked more hopeful as he took
his stand there. Wharton was always relinble, and even
Fatty Wynn would not fAnd it ensy to deal with hinu

The next over was bowled by Juck Blake.

e delivered a seriea of lighining balls, which would have

Hazeldene
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} «Come out!" roared the stout gentleman to the invisible voice,
l The juniors laughed unrestrainedly.
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“ 1"l teach you to joke wilh Abel Bensom,

e

been dangerous to most Junior batsman, but Harry Wharton
succecded in pduying them,

The over gave the Grevlriars skipper five runs, and a
wicket still intact, and the wizifing team locked more
chearful.

“ I knew Wharton would stop the rot,” said Bob Cherry
confidently.

Bulstrode grunted.

*“Tle hasn't faced that fat bounder yeb”

“Wynn won't get his wicket wery casily !

“Ruls! You'll see.'

And they did see! ]

The odd run had brought Iarey Wharton opposite the
bawling from the other end, and so he was now opposcd
to the redoubbablo Faify.

Fatty Wyun saw ab o glanee that he had an adversary
to denl with of o bigger calibre than the precediog buis-
met, and he put all he knew into the bowling.

Wharton, who was well on his guard, contented himsclf
with stopping the first four balls of the over.

By that tima he had, to o great oxtent, taken the bowler’s
MEARUTE.

For the Afth, he ventured {o let E}) and there was o
yell from the Greyfriars fellows as the ball went on its
journcy.

** Flurrah ! That’s a boundary !"

* Bravo, Wharton !

And a boundary it was!
No. 6.

Wharton stood quietly waiting

— = e

for the next boll. Fatty Wynn snapped his teeth as ha
tnok the round, red ball in hand ggain. Tle wain't  used
{0 o batsman stunding up against him so celmly and success-
fully, 1le sent down the last ball of the over with a vim.

Harry Wharton swiped at the ball, and away it went,
and the batsimen ran.

Ilow they ran. It was difficult to say whethor fhe Grey-
frinrs Remove skipper or the slim, dusky Indian was the
fleeter of the two,

“ Opee, twice, thriee, nict a fourth!

Then Wharfon dropped his bat on the crease, and waved
the eager Indian back.

“ No!" he shouted. . .

And the Nabob of Bhanipur clumped down his bat
1iine, as the ball came whirzing in straight na an arrow
from Tom Merry, and ersshed into his wicket a second
later. DBut the bat was on the crease, amd the umpire
shook his head.

* Not out ™ :

“*Hureah 7 roared Bob Cherry, flinging his cricket cap
into the air, * Brave! Hip, pip!”

ITe did not zee where the cap came down, but Billy
Buuter did. Dunter was eating an_ ice-cream close by the
tent, and Baob Cherry’s eap descended upon at, and smote
it from his band. Glass and speon went down into the

grass, and Billy Bunter gave a jump.

“ O, really, you fellows—" ]
He put his speectacles straight, and glared round him.
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" Who threw that can at me?"

But no one replied, and the fat junior went off dis-
‘eontentedly in search of another ice. Every eye but Bunter’s
was on the pitch.

Hurree Singh was batting now against Tom Merry.

The Indian junior kept his end up well, but Tom Merry
proved to be more than his match i that over. :

At the last ball the wicket fell, and Hurree Singh carried
out his bat, with & sotal of a dozen runs to his credit.

Bob Cherry was the next man in. ]

Wharton and Uharr_‘; beween them kept the game going,
and the scora at last showed a di,;s’mitian to go “1": rapidly.

Et stood at sixty when Bob C t
Figgins.

ugont come next, but his luck was out. He went out
leg-before with only three runs to his credit. Morgan
jorned Harry Wharton, and did better, but he was stumped
afora he had been in very long. Ogilvy had worse luck
than ever, being caught out by nﬁqi]!r first ball. The score
was at sixty-seven when last man in was called.

Last man in for Greviriars was Mark Linley.

Bulstrode snecred a3 the Laneashire lad went out to tha
wicket to join Harry Wharton for the last stand against

the St Jim's bowling.

“The game’'s up!” hoe romarked. “ We shall be all
down for lesa than seventy! We've had eruel luck, and
that chap won't pull matters up.”

“C’ruu‘f Iuelke and erusl play, some of wus’ said Dob
[}11!-:!1‘3', with 2 ugh. “It isn't your job to run anybody
siza down, Balstrods, econsidering.”

“I had rotten huck, otherwise—""

* Qikerwizse you would have done wonders. QL coarse,
8o would every mug who gets out for =& duck's egg.”

Bulstrode scowled, and walked away. But he deserved
the rebuff. He had not done well enough himself to afford
to snear at others. IHe looked on at Mark Linley's batting,
and it i3 not too much to say that he would have been
glad to seo the Lancashire f 's wicket go down for
nothing.

But that was not to ba!

Einley was not a brilliant batsman. He had not
Wharton's styvle, but he was a steady and reliabla fellow in
ericket as in e.vewthing elza.

He played Fatty Wynn's bowling with great care, and
lived through an over against that dangeronz bowler, and
let himself go when he was opposed to a less tricky enemy.
The runs piled up, and the 8t. Jim’s crowd, who had
desmed the innings near the fnish, woke up to the fact
that it had taken 2 new lease of life. ’

Bob Cherry clapped his hands like the report of a pistol
& Mark Linley made a boundary hit for four.

“ Bravo!" he roared. ° Buck up, Lancashire!"”

“Brave, Linley!”

** Well hit!"

Mark Linley smiled. The lad who had come to Grey-
friars on a scholarship seldom heard himself cheered by
hig comrades, and it was very pleasant to him. The Grey-
friars [ellows were sportsmmen all, and there was wo surer
road to their esteem than by excelling in athletics,
aapecia]'lg in pricket and foothall. Ewven Bulstrode's sneera
at the ““mill-boy " were silenced as the crowd cheered hit
atter hit.

“Myg hat!' paid Tom Morry. *fThia looks like lasting!
Fatty, old man, if you don't get Wharton out in the next
over ['ll scrag you!™

Fatty Wynn grinned.

Y It's not so easy, Merry. You can try yourself, if you

like 1"

What's the good of having & champion bowler
and doing the work oneself? You go on, and get him out,
or ['l1--T’H stop your lunch!™

And Fatty Wynn chuckled, and went on to bowl. He
did his level best this time. And it wes needed, for the
score was at ninety-nine. For the first innings, Greyfriars
Remove had done very well after all. Faity Wynn sent
down a ball that tempted Wharton to hit out. There was &
shout as the elegant form of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was
ssen to leap into the air at point.

“My hat! He's got it!"

D’ Arcy held up the ball.

* Caught ! By Jove !”

 Hurrah 1" . .

Tom Merry rushed to the swell of St. Jim's, and gave
him a tremendous slap on the shoulder.

“Good old Gus! Rippiog !

1 D"!'r' !'rl-

Y Out!"” said Kildare.

The innings was over. So was Arthur Auwgustus D'Arcy.
He staggerad up, and jammed his monocle into hia eye,
and glared at his cricket f,‘:n?tuin.

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"'
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* Ripping, my son !

© Yans wathah! I fweely acknowledge that it was wippin®
but I dislike extwemely bein' knocked about in that w
mannah, I e

“Where's Gus?' shouted Jack Blake,
“ Where's the bonny boy?”

“ Here I am, deah boy, what—"" -

“ 1 want to slap you on the back. my son.™

“ Weally, Blake—"

* Hare you are!” .

“I pwotest! Stop! Ow! Weally—"" ‘And Arthur
Augustus fairly tock to his heels to avoid the congratula
tiona of his comrades. He did not stop till he was safe on
a chair between Cousin Ethel and Marjoria. . '

The innings was over. Gregfriars all down for ninety-nine,
And the 8t. Jim's side were preparing to go in._  Arthur
Augustus remained where he was, feeling very much at homea
with three sweet girlish faces round him, orning lessons
wera over now at St. Jim's, and there was a crowd
the ficld to watch the home innings

dashing up

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
D'Arcy Bais?

" SAY, you fellows!™ _ _

[ “1 don't know what their batting’s like,” said Harry
Wharton, * but if it's anything like their bowling, we
shall have all gur work cut out.”

“Yeas, rather,” agreed Bob Cherry. ““And I hear that
Merry 19 a sort of i‘rj‘ ard Palairet and Jessop rolled into
one,’’

“ The ratherfulness is terrifie. In fact—"

“] .say, you fellows aren't you going to have any lunch
before tia next innings?"’

% Oh, po and eat coke.™

“¥You sep——-" . .

“ Time to get on the field. my sons,"” said Harry Wharton.
H Come on 1"’ -

“1 suppose I'm going on to bowl, Wharton,"” remarked
Bulstrode, tentatively, as they went info the feld

“I suppose you're vob," roplied Wharton,  “Inky will
have most of the howling, and Boh Cherry and Linley will
do the rest, except for a change.”

“ 0Of course, that ead Linley—"'

“ Shut up!l"

“T1'1 say what [ like. I—-"

Harey Wharton stopped, and leoked the bully of the
Remove full in the face. Dulstrode was scowling.

“ Look here, Bulstrode,” he said, “I've put you in the
team this time, to give you a chance, and I haven’t counted
it up against you that you scored only a duck's egg in our
innings, But don’t give me any trouble. If you make me
repent that I pet you in, I sha’n't make the same error again,
I promise you.' .

gulstmde bit his lip, and was silent. ;

The Greyfriars fellows went out to field. The batsmen came
along, &ndytn-n!{ up their positiona. Tom Merry and Figging
opened the innings, and Arthur Augustus D" Arcy, with his

Jroad-brimmed hat pushed back on hiz head, and his eyeglasa

in his eye, explamed to Cousin Ethel and Marjoric and
(Clara what was to be expected.

“Tom Mewwy iz a vewy good batsman,” he said, ““and
Figgins is not bad, you know, But you will sce some weally
good battin' pwesently.” ,

“ Indeed,” said Miss Clara innocently. ** When will that
be?"

“ T won't mention the name of the most wippin® batanan
on our side.” said D'Arcy. It might sound conceited; but
vou will see.”

Couzin Ethel laughed. i

“ There,” exclaimed D'Arcy, “Tom Mewwy's baffin’l
That was weally a nice liitle stwoke, you know. That late
cut iz wathah a favouwite of mine.”

The ball was: whizzing away, and the feldsmen and the
hatsmen were running. The girls looked on with Er-:-nl
interest. Tom Merry's ericket was always worth watching,
as Cousin Ethel knew, and as the ClLff House {Lﬂﬁ wore
finding out. 1'Arcy passed comments on every stroke, giving
praise where it was due, but very plainly intimating that
thers was better play to come prescntly, presumably when
he went into bat.

“ PBrave!” exclaimed Marjorie, eclapping her hands, as
Figgins cut the ball away to the boundary, and Miss Clara
said that it was ripping. .

“¥aas, that's wathah good,” said D'Arcy.
bat a twille, but-ee"

“1 say, D’Arcy, excuse me-—"' _

D’Arcy turned his head as Billy Bunter eame up behind
his chair. The fat junior from Greyfriars blinked at tho
swell of Bt. Jim's

“ Figgina can

Another Splendld Long, Complats
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"Sid you addwess me, deah boyi"” :
“Yes. Will vou tell me which i3 Tom Merry's study?"”

IArey turned his hesd a little more round. and surveyed
Billy Bunter attentively through his eyeglase. He had seen
something of Bunter, and he remembeored that there were
good things galore packed in Tom Merry's studs.

“Tom Mewwy's study,” he said. * Ask Lowthah. He's
standin’ there, and he belengs to the study.”

“*I'vo asked him.”

“ Well, what did he zar?"’

“He said I could go and eat coke,” said Billy Bunter,
with a look of indignation. “ Then 1 asked Manners. He
sald I could go and eat cokernutsz.''

“Well, why don’t yout"

“Oh, really, D*Arcy-—" 2 :

" Bettah and ask Mannahs or Lowthah again.’ sand
D'Arccy, “ﬁothe:.r don’t want you to knew the numbeh of
their study, I dare say they have their weasons™

“ Hurrah! Well hit!"” roared the crowd, as Tom Merry
cut the ball away, and the batamen ran once more.

“ Bwavo!” cxclaimed D'Arey. I ecouldn’t have done
that bettah myzelf.”

“Or oas well!” grinned Blake.

" Weally, Blake—"

“Oh, you're a chump, you are!™ o

D' Arey put up his monocle again, and stared at his friend,
Blake was looking at the batting, and Eilly Buniter was
standing by with o peculiar grin on his fat face. Az a matter
of fact, the Gireyiriars ventniloguist was al work agam.

“Weally, Blake, I wegard that wemark as wude and
wotton !

“ Eh-what? Are you still falking, Gussp?™

“1 wegard chump as a wude and oppwobious expiwes-
sion—-""

“Well, what about 1£?"?

* ¥on addwessed mo az a chump.'”

“ (M vour rocker? I didn’t speak!™

“ Woully, Blake-'"

“1 suppose it was a guilty conscience.” soid Blake
pleasantly., ° You know you are a chump; that's it.”

*1 wefuse to boe addwessed as o chump. I considah you
are a wude beast.”

“0h, ring off £ ‘

“1 wefuse to wing off. Undeh the cires—"

“5illy ass " ) .

D'Arcy turned round hotly. It was Dighy's veice, but
]DJi'Ith was ooking ab the game, not at Arthur Augustus

Arcy.

“ Digby, you wude beast—"

“Eh? What's the matter?” : \

“If it were not for the pwesence of ladies, I thould give
you a feahful thwaszhin'. I wegard you as a wottah.™

“What on ecarth have I done?” exclaimed Dighy, in amaze.
ment,

“ VYo chawactewised me as a silly ase”

“1 didn't, unless I'm getting into the habit of speaking
my thoughts aloud unconsciously,” said Dighy.

“1 wefuse to disouss the mattah farthah,” said the swell
of 8t Jim's, with great ddgnity, * [—"

“ Biravo, Inky!"” roared the feld.

‘Lo Morry's wicket was down—clean bowled by Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh. In the interest excited by the fall of
the first wicket, ]g‘.irc}r forgot hiz many zffronts,

" That was & twicky ball, Miss Hazeldene,” he remarhed.
“Tom Mewwy did not play quite forward enough. Now, I
shauld have been a little more forward.”’

ashkead Miss Clara

“Ave you always very forward?”
demurely. .

¥ Arcy did not guite know how to take that question, but
before he had time to think it out ho waz ealled to take
his tnnings.  Hoe rosc from his scab, and took his bat, bestow-
g & smile upon the three girls that was a promise of great
things to como.

] ;.J SUpposs FOUT Cousin is & great batsmani™ :aid Marjorie
to Cousin Ethel.

Ethel laughed.

“ He coertainly think: zo, at all events,” she rveplied; * but
wo shall see”

D'Arey went down to ile wicket with an easy saunter.

Ie took his position, and waited gracefully for the bell o
eome down., Hurreo Jamset Ram Bingh smiled o wicked
smile, and =ont down a curler. D'Arcy swiped at it, fully in-
tonding it for a boundary hit. His bat, however, struck
nolhing but the atmosphere.

" Bai Jove, 1t's a wide!"

But it wasn't a wide. Tt was a dead econtra ball and it
whipped the middle slump cut of the ground, leaving the
wicket looking toothless.

[¥Arey stared at the wickek, and then at the bowler.

“How's that?? chrieked Bob Cherry.
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D'Arey put np his eyeglazs, a
was oub until he had another goo
“*You're out!" roared Blake.

" Weally, Blale—-"

Wil vou come off P77

“ ¥ans, wathah!”’ ]

DArey walked off, and Monty Lowther went in,  Thae
swell of 8t Jim's was stil] looking surprised. He evidently
could not make it ouk.

" What price duck’s eggs!"” howled Gore of the Ehell,

“1 wegard that az a wude guestion, Goah.™

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” .

D'Arcy dropped into his scat again, He waz looking a
little pinlk, nng ha falt that he had to expluin to the girls

“1 wasn’t looking far o ball like that.,” he remarked.

“1 suppose not,’”’ agreed Misa Clara demurely.

“¥ou ses, it had a cuwious sort of a twist on 6™

Tt must have had,” assented Mariorie. .

“1 weally should have played a little—a little back to it
nok exactly as I did play, you know.”

“¥Yes, 50 I suppose,”™ =aid Cousin Ethel. FE

Arthur Augustus thought he had better give up explaining.

arently doubting that he
k at the wicket.
“ Get off the grass!"

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Ralder.

HE %t Jim's innings continued, with varying fortune,
T amicd great interest from the crowd; but it had losk one
- spectator,  Billy Bunter was gone. The fat junior had
strolled off to the School House, with an air of ex.
aggerated carelessnoss that would have indubitably attracted
energl attention, had not everyone been s0 keenly in-
erested in the match. _
Billy Bunter enfered the house, and looked round him. A
big, athletic man was coming towards the door, and Billy
Dunter raised hig eap politely, and spoke to him,

* If you please, sit—"

The bip man, who was Mr. Railton, the House-master of
the School House, stopped, and looked down at Billy Bunter
with & pleazant nod.

* What iz it, my lad®*

" {lan you tell ma which iz Tom Merry's study, sir?"

”Epst,a.irs.,” agid Mr. Railton. “No. 10 in the sccond

ge.’’

" Thank you, sir!"

The House-master, who was going out fo look st the
match, walked away., He naturally supposed that Bunter
had been sent in by Tom Morry fo get sonething [rom his
study. Bunter had expected that, and he had gudgad 0.
veotly, The fat junior grinned as he ascended the stairs.

He eastly found the Bhell passage, ait the door of the
Tenth Study ctood open. The Owl of the Greyfriare
Roemove walked in ecoolly, and blinked round him. Whero
wae the leod?

He looked in the cuphoards, amd in the desk, and the
bookease, and then on the shelf., The feed was not there.

Billy Bunter's brows contracied a little, He had relied
upon the information gained from Fatty Wynn, and he had
been cerinin of finding and enjoying a big feed in Tom
Mer?-’s study.

“He ecouldn't have been rotiing!” murmured Dilly
Bunter, “He isn't the sort of chap to fool about upon
such a serious subject.  The grub must be here somewhere,
I suppose they've put it out of sight, in case any greedy
rotter came nosing about after 1t. Some chaps are grecdy
cnough for anything.”

He looked under the table, and dragged out o large box.
He opened tho lid of the box, and gave n grsp of admiration,
There were the good things in enticing arrag.

My word! How ripping 1™

There was a step behind him, and he looked quickly round.
Finn, Dane, and Glyn, of the Shell, bad just come m. The
three 3t Jim's boys looked at Billy Bunter, and locked at
one another. They knew at onco what Dunter was there
for, and they wera inclined to help him out of the study
with their boots, but politcneszs to a stranger within the
gates forbade,

* Halle,” emid Buoek Finn, "I guerss you're here fivstl™

“Tooks like i4," snid Glyn.

“ Veegees,” stammered Billy Bunter, guite taken aback.
* You—vou sog—-—""

14 TN

tcactly. That’s what we've come for—to get the grub
out ready for the lunch,” said Buck Finn. " Jolly of you
to lfizrnd a !1:111:1*5”

e ] e || m——

" They want the grub ready after the innings,” explained

f.nd l'i-'.,i.ldam grinned. Finn. " The stumps are gomng down pretlty quick, so we
" Out! ., came fto pet it out. {uite an unexpected pleusure to find
NBaft-'l Jovel™ you coming to help,™
0. G, 11
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“ Yes, rather!” said Clifton Danea.

* You see, J—I—

“That's all right. We're to take some of thess things,
net the lot. Lend a hand here, you chaps; and ot o bag,
one of you,"

" Boys, I wank you !

It was a voles from the passage—the voice of Mr. Railton.
The Bhell fellews did not guess for a moment thot a ven-
triloquist was at work.

“Yes, sir?" said Glyn.

And they hastensd out of the study.

Billy Dunter plunged his hand into the box, and grabbed
up a {m;: of tarts. IHe squecezed them inte his jacket. e
had no timo for more.

The St Jim's juniora looked up and down the passame.
There was no sign of Mr. Railton there, and they were
amazed.

“ 2ome pesky young rotter playing a trick, I guess,
the American junior.

“It was Railton's voice”
puzzicd.

“Well, ha isn't here."

They reentered ihe sludy. Tunter had jammed ths bag
af tarie out of the sight of the jumiors, aml was leoking
very red and guilty, DBack Tinn noticed the swelling of his
jacket, but made no remark.

As many of the good things as were wanted were packed
infe o lavge bag, amd then the box was pashed back. The
juniors "ifted the bag inio tho passage, and Finn closed the
door, bocksd i, amd took out the key.

* Wh-wh-what's that for?”' stammered Bunter.

*1 guess some pesky young pig might come around huni-
ing for grub,” eaid the American junior blandly. * Can't
e too caroful.”

Billy Bunter flushed. Dane and Glyn, exchanging glancea
with Finn, walked away, Buck Finn slooped over the bag,
and signed to Bunter to help him.

"1 say, it's jolly hewvy,” ventured Billy Bunter.

‘I guess 30. It waa jolly goond of you to come and help,”
s:;id Buck Finn. **Lend a hand, will you? Awlully good
of you!™

Bunter groancd inwardly, but slooped and graspad the
handle. %[‘h-& bag was very heavy, and Finn, though he
appeare<] to bho excrting humsolf, took care to leave the
greater parck of the weight to Bunter.

“Oh, really, I—I eay, it's heavy ! gasped Bunter.

“1 guess so. Come on!” )

Billy Bunter staggered along under the weight of the big,
closaly-packed bag.
they were out of the School Heuse. He dumped tho bapg
down on the sleps and panted for breath,

‘* ]—1 zay, let's have a ut of a breathe!” he gﬂﬁpﬁd. )

* Certainly ! It's heavy. Perhaps you would manapge it
better if you hoisted it on your chest,” suggested Finn.

Billy Bunter thought of the bag of tarts crammed under
his jacket, and shuddoered,

“ MN-n-n-n-no, I—1 don't think so.™

::'I.['r].r it on your shoulder, then.'

saad

" anidd Clifton Dane, very much

i i B i

Before Bunter could decide what to zay, Fion had slung
the hoavy bag up, and plumped it on his shoulder. Bunter
utagge:e(q' under the weight, and perhaps it was by accident
ﬂ‘};:;; Finn sllowed the bap to alide upon tho fat junior's
chaat

B?lﬁﬂlqh! .
The tightly-crammed paper bag under Bunter's jacket
burst, nnd the tarts were sguashed ont over his waistcoat.

Bunter gave a shudder of horror, and lot the bag slide
away without attempting to hold 1t. But I'inn had it safe.

“Ow!" murmured Dunter, ' Oh, dear! 0Oh, really, I—
I— Groegh!”

“ Anylhiog the matles?”

“ MN-n-n-n-n-n-no 1"

“Lend us o hand, then.
between us, after all.”

Bunter lent a hand. The bag was carried down o the
cricket-ground. Curious glances were cast at Dunler. Jam
was squeezing out from under his jacket, and made his
trﬂ-u;zﬁs sticky, and every now and then a squashed tart
cacapad.

“ That chap's a walking jam-factory,” grinned Manners.
* Look at him !’

Bunter heard the words, and looked down at his clothes.
Ho pgave Buck Finn a look that ought to have slain him on
the spot, and waddled away in unspenkable wrath. Buck
Finn chuckled pleefully. Bunfer’s raid had heen a very
unfortunate ono for himselfi. He had captured nothing but
the tarts, and they had not benefited him much.  Behind
the pavilion Billy Bunter seraped and seraped at his jammy
waisteoat, and murmured expressive things.
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
D'Arcy Takes the Tart]

HE 3t. Jim’e innings had ecome to an end. The batting
had been wery good, especially in the cases of Tom
Morry and Blake. IVArcy's was the only duck’s egg.

The total for thoe inninzg had been 85, which was §
under that of the visitors: but the difference did not amount
to much. Both sides felt quite equzl to getting & long way
ahead on the second innings.

The afternoon was sunny and warm, a perfect April after-
noon, Tl lunch was taken on the grass, al fresco, and it
was o nerry party ifhet gathered there. In epite of the
strenuoue strugple of the mateh, the sides were on the best
of terms, and all of them in perfect good-humour, with the
oxception, perhape, of Bulstrode.

As for Billy Bunter, he did not turn up at first to the
lunch, muoch te the surprise of his comrades, He was
inquired for, and Buck Finn oxplained tho slight asoident
the fat junior had met with. The Greyfriars fellows roared
with laughter, but Harry Wharton looked sericus.

“T'm sorry for this, Merry,” he said ¥ Thoe young
bounder was after the grub, I suppose. He ought io have
a jolly good licking !™

** The lickiulnesz should be terrific,”” said inme Nabob of
Bhanipur. “ The estecmed fat Banter bringfully draws the
disgraccfulness upon our henourable selves.”

Tom Merry laughed.

Y0Oh, it's all right! I cdare say he was hubgry. Fati
Wynn would have done just the same, wouldn’t you, Fatty?”
Fatty Wynn looked up from a pio.
* I shouldn’t wonder," he rephed. * You sep, it must be
awlully bard for a fellow fo keep away from the grub when
ho's really h:_.mir}'. I <dare say %untﬁr feels much the same
as I do. This April weather mnkes me fearfully hupgry !”

" Bo doea any weather,”” prinned Fipging, * May I pass
you some aof the rablbit, Miss Hazeldenai™

** Thank youi”

“ Your plate, pleaze, Miss Ethel.”

“(3h, no! said Cousin Ethel, laughing.
mush not, you know. I am not Fatty Wynn."

“Ha, ha, hat"

“ Hallo, halle, hallo! Here comes Banter

Billy Bunter came along, lecking decidedly worried. He
had serubbed the jam off lus waisteoat, and the exertion had
tired him, and made him extraordinarily hungry. His faco
brightened up at the sight of the feed,

* Hungry?' asked Fatty Wynn sympathetically.

“TFamished! I say, you fcllows, make room for me ("

“ Here you are!™ said Wynn hespitably, ** Here's your
place! I've kept back this rabbit-pie for you to start on.™

“ Oh, really, Wynn, that’s nwiully ripping of you! I
say,"” went on Bunter, as ha started on the rabbit-pie, I
wich you'd come over and see us at Greyiriars as soon as
on can, Wynn. 1 am shortly gotting three pounds a week
rom a Home-Work company I'm doing some work for, and
I am going fo stand o ecrics of ripping feeds with the first
three pounds I get. I vou'd come : )

* Delighted ! said Fatty Wynn, beaming. **I'll fix it up,
OFf course, s a iﬁ"ff long wav to Greviriars, but I could
manags it on a hali-holiday. This is really ripping of you,
Bunter !

“Not at all," eaid Bunber. * Yeu're a chap after my own
heart, and I jolly well wish you were at Greyfriars. I could
chum up with you.”

And then Bunier devotoed his attention to the pie, and had
no maore time for specch. The feast waz o merry one, amd
there was an endless clatter and chatter. Cousin Ethel and
Marjorie and Clara looked very bright and happy, and if
they had ecalen a tenth part of what their attentive com-
paniona pressed upen them, they would have exeolled the
fuest periormances of Fatty Wym and Billy Dunter.

Figeins wus looking after Eihel with great devotion, and
D'Arcy, seated between Marjorie amnd Clara, divided his
altention between the two.  Billy DBunter cast an eyc on
D’Arcy after he had finished the rabbit-pic. Fatty Wynn
helped him to jam-tart, and DBunter travelled through
jam-tart at cxpress epeedd. At the same time his hrain was
working,

Hunter, fat little fellow as he was, and amazingly unat-
tractive, had always had the ddea that he was a ladies’ man,
and if a girl ever addressed him with commoen politeness, he
deduced from that that his charms had found another
vietim. Me regarded D"Arey's placo as belonging to }a_jma-'.llf
by right, but the swell of 8t Jim'as showed no sign of
moving until it was time for the second lnnll:fﬁ-

“ Bome of this marmalade tart, Gus:y?™” said Blake.

¥ Aw—no—thank you, Blake! ¥You see, Miss Ilazeldene,
when a chap sends down a ball like that, T lot oul with the
bat, like that, and then I can always take thweo at leaat.”

T You really

1L
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““1 see,” said Marjorie.

* Pway pass me zome tart, Blake,
fully like B’An:j’s.

“Here you are!
now.”’

“"Eh? Did you speak?’

¥ Yes, Iere's the tart.'

* No, thank wyou, deah boy! I've finished!”

“You asked for it.”

“Weally, you are labouwin' undah an ewwor.
nothin’ of the sogt.”

“1 bkelieve you're going off yvour rocker.”

“1 wegard that wemark as wude and oppwobious.”

Blale set down the plate, and consoled himself by taking
a helping. DYArey turned to Marjorie again, and a voice
thot seerned to his proceeded :

“ Weally, Blake, do you mean to scoff all that fart )

Blake stopped a piece of tart on his fork half-way to his
mouth, and glared at the swell of 8t Jin's,

“Gussy ! What's that®

“ What's what, deah boy®’

“ Do you want any of this tart, or do you not want any
of this tart!” roared Blake,

“1 weally do not, deah boy.
subjoct.”

" Well, of all the asses——7

“I wefuse to bo wegarded ag an ass!”

Bilake snorted, and went on ecaiing his tart. D'Arey
eniffed, 2nd wondered why Marjorie and Clara were
sniling. KEthel was looking puzzled.

“ Bat Jove, that’s a wippin’ marmalade-tart! You might
let e have some, Blake. You aore a wathah gweody
bowndaly 12

Blake snorted litke a warhorse,

“¥You unniterable nss a2

“13d you addwess me, Blaket™

“TLoolk here, I don’t know whether thiz 15 & new brand
of humour,” st Blake, with uopleasant emphasis; * but
if you ask me for this tark again, yvou'll get 1t!”

“1 weluse to diseuss the mattah, Blake, I-——2"

“ {3h, ring off !

There was o minute’s silence. Blake looked dangerous,
and Arthur Augustus indignant. Ile recovered his com-
pusure, however, and turned to Marjorie to make a remark,
It was tune for the vemtriloguist to chip in again,

“ Pway give me some tart, Dlake.”

Blake caupght up the tart vengelully.

“There it is!"” he exclaimed, and he dabbed the plateful
into the face of the swell of Bt. Jim's. "1 told you I'd
give it 1o you if you asked for 1.

D'Arey gave a mulfiled shrick,

™ eald i voico wonder-

You said you wouldn't have it just

1 did

11
=

FPway don’t pursue the

“"Oweow ! Groo! Yoo howwid beast! OwlY
“Ha, ha, ha!" .
Arthur  Augustus leaped to  hizs  feet, his face was

smothered with tart, and his cyeprlass was opague with
marmalade. He gasped and spluttered, and & roar went
uy

I’[‘-;.m Merry came along, and burst into a roar of laughter.

“Ha, ha, :,im..l Is that you, Gussy? It's time for second
innines, but vou sneedn’t have tried to bolt the grub eo
guickly as all that.™

“Hn, ha, ha ™

“T wasn't boltin® the gwob!™ shrieked I Arcy.
that woitah, Blake!"

“Well, vou asked for i, said Dlake.

“You'd betier go and get 1t cloaned off,” chuckled Toin
Merry, “ The Greviriars kids are going to the wickels,
and [ want vou in the ficld. You're not wmuch use, but you
may as well atand at cover-point az a matter of form.”

2 Weally, Tom Mewws 4

“Cut off and get ready; can’t wait!” said the Bt. Jim's
skipper deeizively.

And Arther Auguostus postponed reprisals upon Blake,
end went off to get a wash.

And Billy Bunter chuckled,

“1t was

¥

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Fatty Wynn Distinguishes Himself,

HE Greyiriars second 1innings opened well, with Harry
Wharton and Dob Cherry at the wickets., Wharton
was in his fncet form, and he knocked up the runs
in fine style, well backed up by his chum. His

individual score was at h"r'ﬂi'lt.:,.'-ﬁ"ﬂ}, and it looked as if he
sight go on to the century, when fate overtook him, m the
person of Arthur Augusius IV Arey.

D'Avey had requestedt Tom Merry fo pui him on o bowl,
giving as his reason that it was necessary fo get Wharton
out if the game was to be played to a fimish. Tom Merry
declined to aceode to the request, and his reason, as stated,
wae that he would as scon trust Herries' bulldog with the
ball as P'Arey. IDMArcy's feclings were too deep to allow
of ¢ reply to that, and he went out to field in a state of
hottled-up indipnation.

—
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Perhaps his indignatien made him extra keen; but cer-
tain it is that in the very npext over he caught Harry
Wharlon out.

There was a shout from the 8t. Jim's crowd. The Fourth
Form and the Shell, to say nothing of the Third, and many
of the Filth and S:xth, thronged round the field, and there

was no lack of an audience to appreciate good [Jln.ijn The
unexpected catein by IVArey did good work for the home
gide, and he was given o round of cheering. He raised

his Panama hat grocefully, and the erowd cheored again.

Tom Merry gave him a slap on the bacl, but D'Arey,
remenbering hiz provious experience, dodged, and Tom
Merry nearly fell over. D'Arcy grinned at him.

“ Pway don't be such a wuff wottah, deah boy,” he said.
“You can slways wely upon me for these little things, you
know. I eaught Wharton out in the othah innings, and
o8 vou wouldn't let me bowl, I ecaught him oul now—-="

“Ha, ha, ha! What priee flukes?! howled Figgins.

“ 1 wefuse to admit that there was any flulke—"

“Hera, play up !

Wharton carried out his bat for twenly-five. It was B
good berinning, though he had expected 1o do more. After
Wharton's retirement bad luek eame thick and fzst for Lhe
Greviriars side, L

Fatty Wynn was bowling again, and the Welshk junier
scemed o come fresh from his substantial lunch, like &
giant refreshed with wine, to do wonders. His bowling
would have puseled many a county batsman, and the
Grevfriars wickets suffered.

Bob Cherry, Frank Nuogent, and Hazeldene went down
in quick succession, without a single run being scored, and
the &t Jim's erowa roared over the hat-trick again., But
Fatty Wynn was not finished yet.

Next man in was Micky Desmond, with Ogilvy at the
other end. Micky Desmond, remembering his duck’s eg
in the first innings, was awftl.ﬂly careful. But his care di
not avail.

The ball came down, and his off stump was whipped up,
and Micky locked down at the wicket in dismay,

“ How’s that?' roarcd Figgina.

Y Oat ! said the umpire.

Micky had achieved the dreaded *pair of spectacles.™
He went out with a saddened brow, and Morgan took his
place. Morgan was a goosd batsinan, but Wynn was too
much for him.  Down went his wicket at the next ball,
and Morgan followed Micky Desmond. .

“My only hatl” ‘Hi:ict Doh : C}mrrj: While Nugent
pave a prolonged whistle. * This is a case of rot, and no
istake, I=—1 wish that fat young bounder had suffecated
himzelf with another tart!”

Harry Wharton was looking scrious.

“Bix down for thirty,” he remarked.
thiel 1™

“There goes another 1" i

Tt was another wicket down. Seven down for thirty rums,
and the double hat-trick on the part of the 8t. Jim's bowler!

No wonder the ecrowd checred Fatty Wynn! They roared,
and shouted and clapped, and the fat Fourth-Former went
guite scarlet with mungled mmodesty and  gratification,
Figgins and HKerr slapped him on the back il he was
nearly winded.

“ Good old Fu.ijE“ roared the erowd, * The double hat-
trick! L

“1It looks o bit

Hurral! .

Mark Linley went on next. Ile reccived the bowhng
from Jack Hf;ﬂ{e, and stopped the rot.  Backed up by
Ogilvy at the other end, he started the scoring again for
Greyirinrs.  The figures crept up, and Iarry Wharton
breathed onee moro.

* Forty!” he said. My hat! There
goes Opilvy's wicket 1™ )

Owilvy had been stumped by a throw-in from the long-
field [rom the sure hand of Figgina, Eight down for forty!

Bulstrode came out with his bat under his arm, and
Wharton glanced at him, ——

“fio itV he gaid. * Better luck this tume!” i

“ Right vou are! said Bulstrode, with unusual hearti-
noss. * This is o eerious business for ua. ['ll do my best.””

But Bulstrode had little chance. He was opposed to
Tatty Wynn, and though he stopped geveral balls, he was
clean bowled by the last of the over without having taken
3 run. _

Ho came out looking very despondent. He had done his
best, but hoe had not helped Greyfriars, and, like Micky
Desimond, he had only the pair of spectacles to his credit
for the mateh. Hard as the Remove had expected the fight
to be, it was proving harder than their expectations, Dut
they were nol beaten yet,

Igl'lnﬂ down for forty!

“That's better!
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Hurree Jomset Ram Singh took up his bat, and Wharton
tapped him on the shoulder.

‘ Btick it out with Linley,"” he said.

Tha nabob nodded.

* The stickfulness shall be lerrific, if it lies within my
esteemed powers,’” he said. * The bestfulness ia all I can
do, my worthy chum,”

Last man in|

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh joined Mark Linley at the
wickete. He did his best, and it was a good best. Between
them the Nabob of Bhanipur and the lad from Lancashire

made the running, and the close of the innings was the most
brilliant part of it.
The score crept up to fifty, ffty-five, sixty. Then theras

wis a shout, as the ball, glancing from Linles’s bat, went
right into the ready palm of Jack Blake. Blake grinned,
urﬁﬂaﬂﬁ-}m the ball, and caught it again in his palm,
[ FR

_The Greyfriars second innings was over for a total of
sixty. They loaked serious over it, but not downhearted.
If they could not win on their batting, they might on their
bowling. The total for the two innings was one hundred
and Bity-nine, and St. Jim's wantef sixty-five to win.
There was a chance yet, in Wharton's mind—although
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy told the girls that the mateh was
]_:lruntmall{ over.

" Gweylwiahs have dome vewy well, considewin’,” the
ewell of Bt Jim's remarked. **Of course, they couldn’t
expect to do better, as woe have wecwuited our eleven [wom
the Shell, ne well as the Fourth. Though, as & mattah of
fact our best playahs are Fourth Form fellows. Wynn, as
& buwlah, for instance, and—ahem—somebody else as bats-
man. I don't want to bwag, of course.”

' But the match isn't over yet,” said Marjorie.

“ Pwactically ovah, deah boy—I mean deah gal. The
west won't take long. I was wahthah afwaid that the light
wouldn't last, but that innings.was such a short one that
that will be all wight. Gweyfwiahs have weally put up a
vewy good fight, and gweat cwedit is weally due te them,
you koow."

Miss Clara Iau$hed.

“ Well, we shall see”
all the same.”

D'Arey was nothing if not polite.

1 hope you will,” he said gracefully., *I shall um-
fortunately be compelled to do my best at the wicket, so
Gweyfwiahs won't have much c¢hance. I am sowwy.”

D'Arcy wondered why the girls smiled as he went away.

The fourth innings of that eventful match commenced,
and it was watched with great keenneas. Bt. Jim'a wanted
sixty-five to win, but they were not to get it if the Grey-
friars field counld stop them.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Honours are Easy.

OM MERRY and Jack Bluke were first on the list for
the second innings, and they mado the fur fly for a
start. Tom Merry was a bard hitter, and so was

_ Blake, and they gave the visitors some leather-

hunting to keep them busy, while twenly runs were piled
up in pext to no time. :

But the Greyiriars Removites were watchiul for chances.
They had no bowler like Fatiy Wynn to pit egamst the
home batsmen, but at fielding they were superb. And Hurres
Jamset Bam Elrﬁh had a trick of bowling which favoured
catches in the field; and a man out wasz & man out.

Tom Merry swiped cut at a ball that was purposely sent
to tempt him, and there was a click at cover-point, Wharton
hold up the round red ball

“How's that 1"

“ My hat!” said Torn Merry.

L 1] Dut !l!

_ Figgina took Tom Merry's place. His innings was longer,
but éwm_:ar in resulta. o ]i’mwling- was so cautious, and
the felding so careful, that though the wickets did not fall,
there wera few chances of scoring. run was stolen here
and there, but the score was only increased by half a dozen
when Figgy's wicket foll. And Kerr, who followed him in,
had even worse luck, being clean bowled at the second ball.

Manners came in r&xh, and kept up his end with Blake
for a ﬁad guarter of an hour, but only four runs rowarded
=111{tm._ o was stumped at the Gnish, and gave place to
E iea.

Herries swiped a ball fairly into the hands of Mark
L:nla:r‘, and carried out his bat for a duck’s egg. Reilly
came in, and began to score. Tom Merry wﬂtuheﬁ from the

tant.

a?.' Geat %n.dy. Fatty,” he sald. “ You're next man in.”
Fatty Wynn felt a touch on his arm. Ie turned round,

and met the g[ﬁnﬂ& of Billy Bunter.
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Fatty Wynn's eves glistened as he saw a big peper bag
erammed with tarts in the fat junior's hands.

*1 sneaked them out of sight at lunch,” grinned DBunter.
“1 knew I should get hungry before tea. Bl:.'lmns'.'s a dozen
here, and they're new and fresh. Tuck in!"

Patty Wynn did not need a second invitation.

He ' tucked in,” and between the two fat juniors the
tarts disappeared at an amazing rate,

There was & clack of a falling wicket,

“ Blake's out! Now, then, Wyan.”

““ Half Wynn, cranmuming the last

alf a mo'," gasped Fati
tart hastily into his mouth, “ Groo! Now I'm—groo-ool—

ready.’”

He hurriedly fook his bat, and passed Blake coming in.
ot. Jim's were six down for fifty-five. Fatty Wynn went on
in Blake's place, and received the bowling of the rest of
the over, and just lived through it. After those hastily-
eaten tarts he did not feel up to greal exertions, but he

saved his wicket. Then Hurrée Singh bowled from- the
other end to Reilly.

Reilly was in good form, and he hit 9uf. He cut away
the second ball almost to the boundary, and ran. [Fatty
Wynn had no choice but to run, and he ran. The effort
was tremendous. Those new fresh tarts were avenging
themselves. It seemed impossible to run, and Faity Wynn
dragged his plamp limbs slowly along. There was a resr
from the crowd,

[ 11 Huck tlp I!!

“Got on; this isn’t & snail's race !

“ (et a move on "

Fatty Wyan reached the wicket, and gasped with reliel.
He wns safe at last. But what were the fellows yelling

about ?

‘: Run! Run! Run!"

“1 have run!" gasped Fatty Wynn. * I—I—oh, dear ™

Reilly was running again, Jt was & close fit, but there
was time. He was half-way down the pitch already, and
Fatty Wynn had not left his wicket. he fellows waved
their hands and roarad:

“Run! Run! Ass! Duffer! Goat! Run!"

Fatty Wynn ran. He started late, and he wasn't in good
form for running. Heilly made his wicket safe, but Faity
Wynn had six yards yvet to go when Harry Wharton sent
the ball crashing into the stumps,

“Out! Oh, you fat duffer!’

They said things to Fatty Wynn as he carried out his bat,
gasping. They would have said more, but they remembered
the double hat-trick, and let him off lightly.

Lowther was clean bowled in the next over, and then
Digby was caught at mid-wicket. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
went in to join Reilly, last man in. The 8t. Jim's score
stood at sixty for the second innings. Five wanted to win—
and the last man at the wickets.

Arthur Augustus took his stand In his usual graceful
attitude. He knew that three pairs of pretty eyes were upon
him. He swiped out at the first ball, and it fairly flew,
D'A could bat when he liked. He puif up his eyeglas
ﬁm'lll coked for the ball, and then waved his hnnﬁ to

al v

“ Don’t wun!" he said. “It's a boundawy ¥

A boundary it was. Sixty-four! The score had tied!

Arthur Augustus graccefully raised his panama to acknow-
ledge the round of cheering fur the hif. Hurres Jamset
Ram Singh sent down the next ball. Clack! The ball few,
and the batsmen ran.

There was a roar.

I'_I?“F Wharton held up the ball—it was a catch at cover-
point,

“* Oh, well caught!” rowred Bob Cherry. * How's that,
nmpira "’

EE Dut !'I

£é R:LE Jﬂ‘l‘!‘ !‘I‘j

And so the great matoh ended—in a draw.

The match was over; Greyiriars had drawn with 8t
Jim's. As nobody was beaten, nobody felt dissatisfied. A
merry party gathered to tea after the match, and a erowd
of Bt. Jim’s juniors accompanied the Greyfriars party to
tho station whon they lefi.

The platform was crowded as the train steamed out, with
the Greyfriars Iads waving their caps from the windows.
On tha platform a host of caps were waved, and a sk
hat—the last, of courze, by Arthur Augustus D’Arey. Couasin
Ethel kissed her hand to Marjorie and Clara. The train
sped on, and a last cheer died away behind.

“*Well, it's been a ripping day 1" said Harry Wharton.

And the Removites agreed, without a dissentient voice,
that it had. :

THE END.
Lendid, lomg, complete, school Lale of Greyfriars next Tuesday,

I Seonts.” Please ovder your éopy of the " Magnet ™ Libra
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CHARACTERS AND SYNOPSIS.

RONALD CHENYS, a young cadet in his last téerm at Sand-
hurst. Hels on very bad ferms with

IAN CHENYS, his half -brother, whe narrowly escapes
being killed by the accidental discharge of his gun
during a struggle with Ronald,

MRS, CHEXYS, who hates her step.son Ronald, acecuses him
of trying to murder Ian. She poisons the mind of
GENERAL CHENYS, who promises to disown Ronnld unless

he passcs his Army ¢Xam, at the next attempt.

Dyring the progreas of this cxam., the professor in charge
finds a paper of skeleton notes on the floor at Ronald’s feet,
and aceuses him of cheating, sending him to his room under
arrest, The news spreads ike wildfire through the college
that Konald Chenvs, best of ?-:mi fellows, had been caught
¢heating: (Now go on with the story.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER—Confinued,

Nobody put t in that wav openly, but everybody weas
forced to admit the ugly truth in their hearts,

And the “'old coll” wes sorry—not to @ man, perhaps,
because no one oan say that In this world he has not an
cmemy. It someiimes happens that one’s hitterest Foe lurks
clogest to one’s elbow, and i was so in Ronald’s case.

Blowly now, like one walking in a dream, he mado his
way into his reom, and sank down upon his bed, his head
buried in hia hands.

" Ruined! Disgraced! Done for!"

He found himself repeating the words over and over
aguain to himsel, and yet he could not grasp their tecrible
stgmificance. His brain seemed numbed,

A bugle blew a blast, It was the warning call for mess.
His own kit lay ready beside him, where 1t had been sct
cut by his soldier servant,

He rose mechanically, and commenced to dress, stumbling
about the room like 2 man in a delirium. ¥et the move-
menk was slowly stirring his slu%gmh wits to life.

“ Ruined ! Ihegraced! Done forl"

Ilis eves lit upon the gaudy mess-jacket, and he caught
it up and looked at it dmzedly, as if it was eome strange,
new thing. The glitter of the burnished buttons secmed
to rouse him from the spell which held him,

The misis broke and scattered, and with & rush came the
dawe of understanding. ]

% Ee fAung the jacket from him, and sawk back upon the

o4,

Ha knew what it all meant now. Ho was a8 prieoncr, pro-
eloimed and broanded as a common cheat. His mess nights
were over, and his career as o gentleman cadet had come
to & close,

All his bovhood dreams had crumbled inte black and
bitter dust. i

How had it come about? TRonald pressed his aching
temples, and tried to think. Thet he could kave taken the
elip of notes into the examination-room by any chance was
out of the question. He had locked it in hizs desk that very
midday, he could swenr.

He crossed to the desk, and tried the hid. It was siill
locked., He inserted the key, and turned it, but it grated
harshly and stopped half-wav, This was strange, for the
wards had always moved with pericel smoothness.

No. bd.

NEXT
TUESDAY:

The Firgst Chapters of a Grand Story.
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A second pressure forced the bolt, and Renald leoked
withim. The slip of notes had gone. R

Hec had not time to reason what all this might mesn, for
a lap opme to the door at that mstant.

0 é()lllﬂ ir!" the ealled. .

It opened, and a mess-waiter entered, bearing a tray.

“Your dinner, eir!”’ he explained. ,

“All right, set it down!” exclaimed Romald, consciou
ihat his checks were tingling. .

The man was Slaney, the soldier servant of his step-
brother, Tan. He put down the tray with elaborate care,
removed the covers, set a ohair to the table, and stood for
a moment as though he had something to say, and was

zeelking an ﬂ%]'mrpunit.?{ for ﬂgiﬂg‘ it. . "
“ Where's Flanizan?” asked Ronald. Flanigan wes his
OWn man.

“Gone sick, sir. Rheumetiz in the knee, sir. I'm doin'
his dooty for 'im ! _

“ All right, you can get out!” eaid Romnald gruffly.

“ Askin" your parden, sir——"  Private Slaney paused,
and gently rubbed the back of his hand. * You'll forgive
a liberty, p'r'aps, but I should like to say how sorry I am
45 hear ¢ this unfortunit misunderstandin’,™ ;

Ronald turned and glared upon him, ecarcely knowing
wheother to take thiz as a nnuin::uir)iﬂce of sympathy or not.
Ho disliked Slaney, though he had never bothered his head
to reason why., There was something mean and shiffy o
the man's close-sot eyTs. o

“Thanks!" he said cortly, and made a pretence of sitting
down to his meal, though the mere sight of the food wee
choking him. L

“Yee, sir,” continucd Slaney, picking up courage to steal
a page nearer. ‘I couldn’t ’elp venturing a 'umble expres
sion of sympathy, particularly as I know it'll all blow over
entisfantory to yourself, if not to other parties.” :

*“Taok here, what the dickens are you driving at?" de-
monded Rooald, turning in his chair,

“T said * particularly as I know it'll all—

“T know what vou said!" interrupted Ronald eharply.
“T'm asking vou what yen are driving at?”

-]

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Private Slancy, Blackmaller, Gets More Kicks than
Halipence.

Private Slaney, who had Leen venturing on the liberty of
an insinuating leer, suddenly caught the dangersignal in
the young cadet's eves, and fSattened out his features into
some military mould. ]

“There are things a man sometimes drops across accl-
dontal like,” he began in an oily tone; *' odd things which
by themselves ain't of no value, but when he pieces them
together, become worth a considerable deal to the parties
involved. as I might say.”

*Oh? said Ronald grimly. He was beginning to get
Private Slaney's measure vow. * Go on!”

“ For instance, this uanfortunit’ little circumstance 1 was
alludin® to,”” resumed Slaney, " took place in one of the "alle
which ain’t =0 far from the window of this very room.™

This was true enough. As a matter of fact, vow Honald
came to think of it, it would have besn easy encugh to toss

“RIVAL SCOUTS.” Anen. mren o Whraampiee
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a biscult through the very window under which he had been
sitting that afternocon. . .

“Well, what has that got to do with me?” he asked.

“ A great deal, sir—a very great deal, p'rlaps! Bhall I
say more !'" inquired Slaney, screwing up his eves, and rub-
bing the back of hiz hand gently. 5

“You can plense yourself,” retorted Ronald, turning teo
the table again. ‘t1f you have anything more to say.
though, .I shall be pleased if you will say it guickly, and
gat out.'”

“ Cortainly, sir, though what I could tell you iz of great
value, sir.” Blaney laid partienlar emphasis on the word.
“ Portiklerly to a smart young gentleman like you, who
stands——""

M Enough of that, my man!” cried Ronald, turning on
kim in a bisze of indignation. “I know what your game
is. You've ferreted out some facts which vou think boar
ont the incident of this afternoon, and you have the impertin-
ence to coms to me and suggest that I should buy your
dirty wares. Get out of her at once, or, by jinge, I'll
wring your neck, you biackmailing scoundrel!™

Private Slaney backed to the door, but only to take up
B second defensive position from which he could beat a
swifter retreat.

Mr. Ronald Chenys was what he would have called a ““ dab
hand at the gloves,” and he had no desire to test his
powers in that department.

3 arsk your pardon, sir, if I 'ave given offence,” he
said, with oringing humility. “I do, indeed; only, as an
honest man myself, it seemed *ard to see what I "ave seen,
and say nothing. I ain’t talking sbout what I don't know,
I do assure you. I have evidence, but being poor, and
having a wife to keep, I want my price. OF courss, you
being a JE.mntle-ﬂrmrt. know best.” ;

Ronald was standing, as he had risen, his chest heaving,
his eyes fixed on Slaney at the deor.

If this man held proof of the treachery againat him, whet
would not this mean to him? Yet how could he stoop to
haegle with such a despicable creature?

laney saw his hLesitation, and thought that the wvictory
was won, _

With a quick stride he reached Ronald's side, and thrust
hiz open palm under thoe full glare of the gaslight

Besting in it was a smeall oval plate of gold, curiously
chased with Indian workmanship.

At the sight of it, Ronald’s face Aew from red to white,
and white to red again. It was the one-half of a cuff link,
which he knew belonged to lan.

Ronald glared at it, his
Elj-.‘"ﬁ!- dilating with horror at
the base treachery at which it
seomead to hint.

“Do you mean to suggest
that my brother——" 58

o choked baek the words
with a furious effort, then
swung round on Slaney, and
gripped him by the throat.

“¥ou scoundrel! You
blackmailing cur!” he eried,
and fung him reeling against
the door. “Go,"” he roared,
“or by Jove, I'll thrash you
within an inch eof your life!”

Slaney picked himaslf up
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The Editor,

The End of Leonard Dashwood.

“T am done, Jack ! he said. *I am not sorry; bub I
have a lot to tell you before I go. Bend down closer, you
seem such a long way off ! Feel 1o that pocket " The words
cume ouf very slowly, with s pauss between each one,
“There i3 something there which belongs to you. I didn't
tear 1t up, although T said T did.™

“ Don't worry about anything, Leonard!" gaid our hero.
“1s there an?rt ing we can do for you?"” i

“Yoa, I tell you. Fesl in that pocket. I shall be easier
in my mind when you have got that receipt. It was not
altogether my fault, My father was to blame in the first
inatance !

Very cautions lest he should press upon the wound through
which the young man's lifo waz ebbing, Jack drew forth
from the pocket a piece of crumpled paper.

Y1 den't ask you to forgive me,” continued Leonard. “It
is too much to expect. I have played it down as low on you
as man could, and I can only say f’m sorry.”’

Jack and the colonel put their hands beneath his shoulders,
and were lifting him very gently, when his head fell back,
and th'air laid him gontly down again.

Tom Howard rose silently to hia feet, took off his helmet,
and looked down at the dead man, and the bearers lifted
the mangled mr&:ﬂ-a of the mon who had done so much
mischief, and laid it upon the stretcher. As they returned
to the Nawagai Camp, Colonel Grevillo, and those immadi.
ately with him, turned their horses’ heads in the direction of
the dust clouds, which showed them whers tho main body of
the squadron was pursuing the flying foe,

They overtook the Hussars after a short gallop of two or
three minutes, passing several dead tribesman on the Way
who had been cut down in the pursuit. *

Although the spirit of the Mahmunds was broken, and thoy
wera melting away like snow before the sun, there still ra.
mained little bands of a dozen or mors lurking in the clefts
and crannies of the rocks, and, as the khaki-clad squadrons
rode on, one after mnother of these hiding haunds was put
up, like a covey of birds. t

Suddenly, you would see & turbared lead pecp out from
behind a boulder and im
mediately disappear. Anothes
and another! And then, with
scrowms of terror, the roseals
would dart away from their
eonceslment and race madly
for the procipitous mountain
sides, up which they would
scramble out of the horss.
men's reach, provided alwaye
that they got there first.

Tom Howard rode along
mechanically with the rest
his mind too fully oceupied
with what had just happaned
fo tnke any keen inderast in

slowly, his beady eyes twinlk-
ling with rage and revenge,
He paused and licked his lips,
as i proparing some parting
shaft; but Ronald leapt again
amzed him by the scruff of his
jacket, tore open the door,
and, with & driving kick, pro-
Eullad him forward on his

ands and knses into the paa-
sage outside,

Ronald Aung the door to
with a crazsh, and returned to
his chair. The mere thought
of food turned him sick, and
he swopt aside the losded

tray and buried his head in
his hands.

Was this, then, tha truth
of it all? Had the bitter en-
mity and hate that his step-

sequent dilemma.

The Chums have always been ex-
ceedingly popuiar, and you will find
that the pupils of Cliff House come
very much to the fore; hence the
laugh against Nugent,

GEM" Library.

Our next tale of Harry Wharton
& Co, will tell of Mugent's success
in scoring as a Scout, and his sub-

NOTE !—Tom Merry Is in *THE

the pursuit, until he was
roused by Clavering's vole
exclaiming :

“Well, I'm hanged!” in &
tone of such absolute nston.
1shment that Howard looksd
at him quickly,

Y What's wrong, Jim " hs
said.

“Don’t know whether it's
Wrong or right, man," ropliad
Aavering; ““but it seems to
me very little use puttin
people under arrest on this
expedition. There's Bill Slog-
goti, look at him—lemon-cut-
ting and Turk's heading with

the real article, too! By gad,
what an arm that chap has
got !V

brothar had always shown
him culininated in this?

(To be continued.)

(Thiz story wilf be concluded
next Tuesday. Please order your
" Magnet " Library fn adeance.)
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