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By FRANK

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Greyiriars Chams’ Hollday,

il LESBED if I can stand it 1" .
It was Bob Cherry who utlered the words, in

tonea of great exasperation. _
He addressed his chums—Wharton, Nugent, and
Hurree Singh—who, however, did not seem to be much
disturbed by Bob's excitement. -

It really wasn't a time to be excited. The sun wa
blazing on cne of the hottest of hot August siternoons. The
three juniors of Greviriars were lying in the grass on the
bank of a rippling stream, the green grass round them and
the blue sky clondless overhoad. .

Harry Wharton wae reading. Nugent was humming a
tune. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who was slways happlest
on hot days, was just gazing at the sky, without sound or
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motion, but with deep enjoyment in his dusky face—the
mere enjoyment of iivlng. .

Greyfriars School had broken uvp for the midsummer
holidays, and the fellows were dispersed to the four corners
of the kingdom. The Remove—the Form to which our
heroes belonged, and which had made so much history at
Greyfriars—was scattered fdar and wide.

Micky Desmond was far away in the valley of the
Shannon; Ogilvy was tramping the heather in the High-
lands. Morgan was on the coast of Cardigan; Linley
among the chimneys of Lancashire. To north, south, east,
and west the Removites wers Eﬂﬂﬂ, and with Harry
Wharton, to his uncle’s home, had come a party of four.
The chums of the Remove did not care to be soparated
gven "in the wvacation, and so the Famous Four were ak
Wharton Lodge, and with them was Billy Dunter.

The juniors were enjoying that August.
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For the weather was fine. The woods round Wharfon
Todro wore open to themm; there were horses in the stables,
wmd boats on the stream at their disposal.  Their host,
Colenel Wharton, was a kind-hearted and jovial gentloman,
andd his sister, Miss Wharton, did everything in her power
to seccure the comiort of the boys. And she succeoded. It
wiag, a8 Nugent remarked, a holiday of holideys. ;

On this particular afterncon the chums were =lacking,
The weather was so perfect, and they had had = ]r:mg
tramp during the morning, that they felt inclined to ** laze
awany the hottest hours of the afternoom. All except Bob
Cherry. There never was a moment when Bob wzs not
full of energy, and overflowing with wvitality, Where he
had gone the others did not know ; they had not even missed
him till he came tramping through the grass, and halted
by the riverside, and looked down upon them with pro-
found scorn.

** Blogsed slackera?” zaid DBohb.

No one replied. Wharton smiled, and went on reading.
MNugent grinned, and continued humming his fune. Hurree

Jaumset Ram Ringh never even. moved an eyclash. Bob
g]pwtlewed st them. He ovidently had something on his
mind.

“ Bleszeed if T can stand it " he repeated.

Nuient‘. awned.

“Eh? F)irl you spealk "

“¥es, I did.”

“h, don't do it again!™

“Nan’t de what again?*

“ Bpeek "

And Mugent yawned once mars,
¢ ** Look here, you slacking wusters——" bogan Bob wrath-
ully.

H{J.rme Jamaset Ram Singh, the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur,
gently turned hiz head.

“The jawfulness iz terrific " he remarked.

*“ Look here, Inky——""

“Oh, cheese it!" aaid Harry, looking up from his book.
“IHow ecan & chap read while you're growling like a bear
with a sore head, Bob "

“1 tell you I can’t stand it!™”

“8it down, then!" =zaid Nugent, wyawning,
plenty of room on the grass.™

Bob Cherry snorted,

“You can't stand what?"” asked Har}";', langhing.

“That blessed Montgomery Smyth!™ said Bob Cherry,
sniffing. **The way he swagpers cbout his cricket in
absolutely sickening. And he can't play, you know; he
can't play for toffee” ’

‘“ Hag he been on that subject agrini"

“¥es. I shall bump him next time—I know I shall
They've been playing on the green again, and, of course,
his lot have wiped u;la the willagers. My hat, he bra
about 1t o5 if he had licked the Australiaps! 1 only wish
we had a Greyfriare eleven here to give him a tussle.”

“ Iy Jove, I wish we had!"” said Herry, closing his book
with a snap.

“Ile made ffty against young Dates’s team,’” said Bob
Cherry weathfully, * Young Bates knows as much sbout
cricket ns he does about aeroplanes. Smyth has just ssked
me if wa're going to play again for Bates.”

“ And what did you say?"

I came jolly near dotting him on the nose!”

“I hope you didn't do 1%,

“"Well, I didn't. I came jolly near it, though. The
fellow has o grin that I camn't stand. e was getting at
us, of course, over what happened the other dav. I wish
we had a few Greyiriars chaps here. I'd undertake to
knock his eleven sky-high with the eleven worst players
in the Remove at Greyfriars.”

Wharton's brow was shaded a little.

What had heppened in connection with Montgomery
Smyth's eleven was not gratifying to his pride as cricket
captain of the Greyiriars Remove.

lontgomery Bmyth was the son of & wealthy City
financier, who had taken a place near Wharton iodga.
During the vacation he had a host of visitore, and he and
his friends had formed an amateur cleven, and announced
their willingness to meet all-comers on the cricket-field.
_ But ericketing teams were not as plentiful as blackberrhes
just in that part of the eountry.

Wharton Magnus, the village near IMarry's home, boasted
a local team, composed of farmer’s sons for the most part—
sirong, hearty fellows, who could ride anything that went
on four lezs, and never haulked at the stiffest hedge, but
who knew little more of erieket than the name of the
game. They played cricket, and the way they plaved it
would have made a member of the M.C.C. weep. Mont-
gomery Smyth's eleven had met the local team, and, of
course, had knocked it inta a cocked hat. Bates and his
men wera  drubbed  soundly, and the Bmyth brigade
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awapggered about their vietory as if they had, in Bob
Cherry's words, licked the Australians at Lord’s.

A second mateh was played, Bates having asked Wharton
and his friends to lend a hand. The Famous Four
willingly gave their services. They had made 2 good
stand, and given the Smyth party a tussle, but the rest of
the team was useless, and four players could not hope fo
taokle eleven with soccess. The local side was defeated
once more, And Montgomery Smyth, who had heard that
Wharton was considered a good cricketer at Greyiriars.
awaggered more than ever. The eleven Wharton captainad
at the school would have walked over Montgomery Smyth
and hiz team in next to no time. DBut that eleven was
soattered all over the kingdom for the holidays. Mont-

mery Smyth had to be suffared to “gaz’ as much as he
iled, and he liked to gas a great deal.

He calmly assumed that he had beaten Greyiriars
aricketers, ignoring the fact that there had been only four

Greyiriars fellows in the team he had defeated.  All the
juniors felt a little sore, but they steadily declined to play
in Bates's eleven aguin against the Smyth fellows, A Light

of four against eleven was certain to be futile. Buti the
manner in which Montgomery Smyth received their refusal
to tempt fortune n second time was distinetly gulling., His
amile of superiority alone was deserving of a dot on the
nose, in Bob Cherry'a opinion.

“1 don't see what we can do,” zaid Harry. “If we play
in Bates's lot again it will be another licking, without our
having & chance”

“1 suppose s0. DBut——="

“MTha Eckfulm:ma will be terrific, but if we do not play
the crowfulness of the esteemed ass, Smyth, will also be
great,’” murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Wa're betweon the devil and the deap sea," said Harry,
lavghing, “If we play, we're licked without having a
chanoce to score; if we don't play, Smyth will think we're
afraid of his wonderful form. He'll crow in either case.”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he comes!”

The juniors looked round. Montgomery Smyth, the
captain of the amateur cleven, was strolling down to the
river-bank. Ie was in flannels, and had a bhat under his
arm, and was wear{ng # panamg hat, He nodded to the
Gragrm_ra fellows with n genial grin,

“ Playing this afternoon ' he asked.

“T've you—neo I’ grunted Bob Cherry,

Montgomery 8myth langhed. IHe was rather a goeod:
looking vouth, but the conceit in his leok and manner did
not anhamoe his good locks.

“1 thought scime of you might have changed your
minds,” he remarked. * We've got a second match on with
the villagers this afterncon, as you know, and stumpa are

¥

itched. I thick they expect you to help them,
Y harton."

“{an’t be done.”

“You see, the villagers look to Colomel Wharton's

nephew to stand them at a time like this, and uphold
the reputation and honour of Wharton Magnus,” said Mont-
gomery Mmyth, with a grin. There was just a trace of
malioe in the remark. Bince the Montgomery Smyths had
sattied pear the village thiey had been surprised and not
at all plessed by the discovery that, in spite of their bound-
less weslth, they were not regarded with the respect the
eountry people showed to Colonel Wharton. They had ten
times as much money as Harry's uncle, and made fwenty
times as much display, and consequently they expected at
least as much respect, but they did not get it.

Wharton coloured a little. )

‘1 thought you chaps played cricket at Gregiriars,’
Smyth, with a yawn.

' said
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85 we do.
“Then why don't
Monigomery Bmyth was standing looking down at Harry
83 he lay streiched in the grass. Cherry had drawn
back behind him. As he stood unseen by Smyth, Bob was
making gestures with his right fist, as if about to give the
obnoxious person & “‘oner” that would send him into the
the atream.
Montgome

cu play it now

Smyth was quite ignorant of the joke, bui
Nugent could not restrain a chuckle as he watched Bob's
antics, ‘and Harry could hardly keep a grave face. Mont-
gomery Smyth looked puzzled.

“I don't q’uit-a sea- anything fo grin ai"” he remarked.
*If you won't play, you won't, and that settles it. But I
shouldn't have thought that Greyfriars fellows would be
afraid of a licking.”

 Afraid ! .

The hot blood leaped to Harry's face at the word.

Maontgomary Smyth was standing looking down at Harry

* What else do you call it?"

“*Ha, ha, ha!"’ yelled Nugent.

Bob's fist was within an inch of Smyth's ear bohind now,
gnd Bob was making the most ferocious grimaces, indieative
of what he would do to Montgomery Smyth if he wore not
rezirained by considerations of courtesy.

Er‘g}'ih looked in surprise at Nugent.

“What are you cackling at?"

“ fa, ha, ha I"

Bmyth suddenly swung round, guessing at last that some-
thing wez going on bohind him. Unfortunately, his move-
ment was 5o sudden that it took Hob by surprise. Before he
had time to withdraw hia fist, Montgomery Smyth's face
had crashed wpon it, and Montgomery Bmyth gave a roar.

He clapped his hand to hiz nose, upon which Bok's
knut{']klﬂ ad bumped with unintentional force.

£ 11 "w !Hl

Bob Cherry turnod scarlet.

“ M-m-me-my hat " he gasped. " I—I—ID'm sorry !™

 ¥ou—you've punched my nose! I'lI—I'll—"

.U I-I-] didn"t mean fo!” gasped Bob., ‘' I—I—It was a
j-i-ioke. I was only—only larking, you know. Look here,
we'll—wa’ll play cricket with you this afterncon!"

Montgomery Smyth rubbed his nose.

“Oh, if it was only & lark it's all right!" he grunted. As
a matter of faet, lark or no lark, he wouldn’t have cared
to go to extremes with the stalwart Removite of Groyf{riars.
“ 80 you're going to play

“ Yon, if vou like"

Come on, then.
guarter of an hour'

And Montgomery Smyth nodded, and walked away, still
rubbing his nose at intervals,

The fhirst over 15 to be bowled 1o a

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Rival Cricketers.

- OU—you—you nss!"” gasped Nugent.

Bob Cherr l{mkeg at him. .

Wall, I had to make it up to him, after biffing
~ 7 him on the nose,” he said apologotically. “ Besides,
it will do you chaps good. Better be playing cricket than
slacking about like thia on a hot afterncon.” '

Oricket—yes; but that isn’t cricket.”

' Wall, it's botter than slacking.”
Harry Wharton rose to his feet and stretchod himself.

“0h, como on ! ho oxeclaimed. “Tob's let us in for it
now, and we'd better got into our flannela. Anyway, I think
I'd rather play than have that Bmyth ass gassing that we're
afraid of his team.”

“¥es, if it were cricket. But this—"

: " Never mind, let's give them the best tussle we can, any-
ﬂwl'

Nugent grunted. They walked away towards the house,
and as they passed under the trees, a squeaky voice was
heard, from a fat junior who was sitting under a tree,
finishing tho last of a large bag of tarts.

“ 1 say, vou follows—"

“Bhut up, Bunter!™

““0Oh, really, Nugent!” said Billy Bunter. **T gay, you
fellows, that chap Smyth has just passed me, snd he says
we're playin' for Wharton Magnus against his lot.*

“Wa are,’ said Harry. * You're not. You oan’t play
cricket. You can go and eat toffee.”

Bunter blinked at him through hiz big spectacles, There

was no possibility of convineng Billy huntnr that he
couldn’t do anything e put his hand to, and do it better
than othor fellows.
_ "“Oh, really, Wharton! Of course, T ghall play. I feel
ust inclined for a little gentle exercize now., You ses, I've
i:een telling tho chaps in the village pbout my cricket, and
thE‘FTmI: gt thhiuga a Ime.'; . 1

“Tolling them a lot of whoppers, I suppose!” growled
Bol: Cherry. Ho knew Bunter. i P X

*“Oh, really, Cherry! I've told them how I played
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cricket at S8t. Jim's, when I waa visiting young D'Arcy
there, and how I played at Greyiriara”

* Did thoy laugh ™

“Laugh! Nof*

“Then you couldn’t have given them a true account of
how you played cricket,” said Bob, shaking his head. * It's
eneugh to make s cat laugh.”

“0Oh, really, vou know ! I'm sincerely sorry to see that
you're jealous of my form, Beb Cherry. But the long and
short of it is, that they will expect me to play, and I think
Wharton ought to play me.”

* Rata !”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1 don't know,” he said.
Dates’s men ean’t play, either.
worst of them."

“0Oh, really M .

“ Shove him in, then,”" sald Nugent, with a grunt.
“Make the blessad game as comic as tpnsﬂihlﬁ, It will be
worth pulting on the cinematograph, altogether.”

“I'I play with pleasure,” said Bunter, getting up-
S You'll Ee carcful not to run me out, won't you?”

“ What !"" roared Bob.

_ Billy Bunter trottod off towards the honse without roply-
ing. The Removites followed him, and they wore scon
changing into their flannels. Then they came oubt and
walked down to the pitch. The Famous Four looked very
handsome and fit in spotless white. But Bunter, as a
cricketer, was not imposing. He was vory well satisfied
with himself, however, and he had smirked a great deal
bafore the gfasa before coming out.

The village green was a short walk from the lodge. The
ericketors were all thers when Harey Wharton & Co.
arrived. DBates, a big, sturdy, country youth, came up to
meet them cagerly. Bates was a keen cricketer, but a very
pour playor. Ha could ride to hounds with anybody, but he
could not bat, or bowl, or field to any extent.

His men were worse than himself, snd their tremendous
drubbing at the hands of 8myth's eleven had made them
nervous, and unwilling Lo meot the enemy again. Bates had
had great difficulty in getting the team to the ground at afl

Montgomery Sinyth was there, in all his glory. i

He would have been u rather handsome fellow but for his
air of inanfferable conceit. Ha looked clegant enough in
his fannels and his panama hat. The rest of the eleven
were very like Smyth. B

The toam was made up of Smyth's visitors at Mount
House, his father’s mansion. Some of them were public
achool fellows, some were not; all were more or less like
the great Smyth in locks and manners. They were ﬂiﬂg‘ﬂnz
and nicely dressed, and apparently thought the groun
hardly good enough to walk on. " They wore in & good
humour—a sarcastic sort of good-humour.

It was avidently a delight to them that Smyth had suc-
ceeded tn bantering Wharton to play. They knew wer
well that the mateh would not be an equal one, with Bates's
men fo help Wharton & Co. Buot a victory was what they
wanted, and they weren't particular about details. ]

“They've como ! Monigomery Smyth suid to his special
chinm, an Eton fellow named Blaine., * They don't lock
joyiul, though.™

Blaine grinned.

“No. They know what to expect.” - ]

“We shall have an innings to spare, chappies,” said
Dawson, a vouth with a lisp eand a very vacent faco.
“ They've not an earthly.”

“ Rather not.”

The opintcn was, a2 wo know, shared by Harry Wharton
& Co. They would not have cared for that, but for tho
insuffarable airs they know the Bmyth brigade would put on
afterwards.  Wharton would bave given a great, deal to
have an eleven from the Greyfriars Remove on the spot just
then, to give Smyth & Co. the licking they so badly ne cd.

“I'm glad you've come, Master Harey,” seid Bates, with
great rolief. * Tho lads are afraid of the mateh, you know,
sir. We have no chance. Master Smyth amd his friends
play cricket in 8 way we've never been used to.”

““1 dara say they do, Batos,”

“Of course, we have no chance; but if you help us, wae
Emy n}r‘ake & show, Will you captain the team, Master

arry '

Wharton shook his head.

“ Mot a bit of it, Dates. We're under your orders”

“ Yes, rather 1™

“Thoe ratherfulness 1z terrific.”

“1 say, you fellows——"

“ 8hut up, Bunter!” _

“1 aay, you fellows, I'll captain the team if you like, I
rather fancy myself as a ericket captain, but I've been kept
down by jealousy at Greyfriars.”

“ Bunter can't play, but
1le isn't worse than the
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“ Oh, do ring off, Billy, old fellow 1™

“Taook here, you fellows—"

“ Ghut up "

And Billy glowered and shut up. s 3

Maontgomery Smyth, with great condescension of manner,
toszed for choice of innings with DBates, and won. He
elected to bat first. . ]

He opened his innings with Blaine and himself.

“ Put me on to bowl, will you, Bates #*” said Harry.

“{artainly, Master Harry 1"

And Harry took the ball.

He was bowling the first over against Montgomery Smyth’'s
wicket, and he put into that over all the skill that made
him dreaded on the cricket-field at Greyfriars, .

Smyth stopped two or three balls, and looked surprised,
and o little bewildered. He wasn't used to this,

The fourth ball whipped his middle stump out of the
ground, without hia having taken a single run.

His face was a study.

“ How’s that ?"" shouted Bob Cherry.

And the red-faced landlord of the Wharton Arms, who
waa urmpiring the mateh, grinned, and seid ** Out ! i

1t certainly was out, and Montgomery Bmyth carried
awud his bat for a duck’s cgg with the worst grace in the
WwWorid,

“ It was a roften fluke ! he told the fellows at the tent.

“0Of pourse it was, chappy,” =aid Dawson. * That chap
Wharton can't bowl 17

“* Mot for toffes!” .

" Look out for him, though, Daw,” said Smyth, as Dawson
took his bat to go to the vacant wicket. And Dawson
nodded. He intended to. .

All the Smyth cricketers, in fact, kept their eyes open for
Harry Wharton’s bowling after that. ] _ _

. 'Wllj:en he had the ball, they took no liberties with the
owling. _

As a rule they were swaggering cricketers, and decidedly
flashy in their style; but a defeat now would have been so
ridiculous that they were willing even to ccase “swanking "
and play cautiously when necessary.

The consequence was that Wharton had fow chances.

The Em;?h brigade stonewsalled against his bowling,
hardly ever hitting out; but when a weaker bowler was on
they made the fur fly.

he villapers’ Relding was deplorable. ;

The big, sirong fellows padded after the leather like
heavy colts, and run afler run would be taken before it
came in. ]

Ere long, the only fialding that was done was practically
gonfined to Greyfriurs icllowa.

But of these, Billy Bunter was useless—or, rather, worse
than uscless, for ho got in the way of the others, and
frequently caused delay.” )

It was, as a matter of fact, & match of four cricketers
instead of eleven, the villagers being entirely outclassed by
the play that was going on. _ .

They blundered to and fro, and got in the way; while a
bowler and three feldsmen played the game.

Waturally, under such circumstances, the Smyth score was
a big one.

When the bowler—as frequently happened—gave a good
catch, it was muffed, unless it came to Cherry, Nugent, or
Hurree Singh. > )

A throw-in was certaln to go wide of the mark, or else 1t
nearly brained the wicket-keeper.

The 8myth brigade grinned—and piled up runa.

The last wicket fell for a total of & hundred and twenty—
smore than twice the score Bmyth could have made against
a CGreyiriary junior team. ]

“J ‘say, vou fellows, that’'s pretty rotten,” Billy Dunter
remarkad, 2s he looked at the score. “1 warned you that
you'd better puat me on to bowl, you know,"

“ Oh, robs ! ]

Than the village innings commenced.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Licked—A Great ldea.
HhRR‘E’ WHARTON was sent in first with Bob Cherry,

%miii Duwson swaggered down to the pitech with the
u L

Daweon was a howler with a manner. He took a
grick, jerky run and ha!f folded himself up, then let the
ball po all of & sudden. He prided himself on ]ﬂﬁking like
Knox, of Surrey; but no one ever saw any resemhblance
except himself., Certainly there wasn't much resemblance
in the result of the bowling.

His bowling was play to Harry Wharton. He cub it all
over the field, and -tE'u:.- batsmen crossed and recrossed, amid
cheers from the village crowd gathered on the green. They
had looked despondent during the Smyth mnings, but
Wharton was waking things up now.
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Twonty runs in the first two.overs made the Smythites
open their ejes. Smyth {*.Imnﬁed the bowling twice, but
still the runs piled up. Bob Cherry was caught out at last
by Blaine at point. Blaine appeared to be a pretty good
cricketer, though he had about as much f'swank’™ as
the rest. Bob Cherry carried out his bat, and Nugent came
in.

Billy Bunter stocd leaning on his bat at the opening of the
tent, watching impatiently, ) .

He had his gloves and pads on ready, and was impatient
to take the Geld. He had tackled Bates on the subject.

“Why don't you put me on?" he demanded. ‘It would
encourage the feam to see some really good batting at the
shbart.’

But Bates ﬂnlg grinnad. :

MNugent had bad luck., Dlaine bowled him oub the first
ball of the next over, and he retired for a duck’s egg. It
could not be helped—and it was one of the chances that
have to be expected; but it was unfortunate, for when the
Groyfriars follows were all out, the rest of the wickets were
cortain to fall like a house of cards.

“ Rotten, wasn't it 7" grunted Nugent, as he came out.

“The rottenfulness iz terrific, my wnrthiv chum,"” mur-
mured tho Naboh of Bhanipur sympathetically.

And the dusky juntor wend to the wickets,

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh kept the
game alive for some time. 'They were splendid batsmen,
and in the pink of form. ] )

Hurree Singh’s dusky face glowed with satisfaction as he
gont the ball on its journey again and again, and the bats-
men ran and ran, while the Smyth fieldsmen were fagging
to and fro after the ball. 1

The villagers cheered again and again.

“Hurrah "

“ Bravo, Master Harry 1" ]

The score was of respectable dimensions so far.

When a skilful throw-in from Blaine knocked Hurree
Singh’s wicket to pileces, with his bat yet a doot off the
creass, the figures stood at 54, -

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gave his fellow-batsman a
comical glanco as he left the pit-{ﬁm.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

The innings was practically over now. -

Billy Bunter was next man in. Bates gave him some
credit for his tall stories about grieket; and, anyway, he
was a Greviriars fallow.

He tapped Bunter on the ghoulder.

“ Get in, Banter!”

“0Oh, Teally—good! Tl
Bakes,™

“71 hope you will, Master Bunter.”

And ]Ei!l:,- Bunter want blinking to the wicket. Blaine
was bowling the ‘over, and Billy Bunter faced him, blink-
ing. As a matter of fact, he was so short-sighted that he
could hardly see the bowler clearly, and when the ball came
down it came quité unexpectedly,

Cragh !

The wicket went to fragments.

“(h, dear !’ Eﬂspud Bunter.

“ How'a that " roared Montgomery Smyth,

L1 ﬂut E”

“ 71 say, vou fellows—"

(13 Gut‘ !?:“

* Oh, really—"

“Get off the piteh!” called ocut Wharton.
an a3 ! Next man in, Babes,™

Batea waz next man in himself,
tent with hiz bat.
leave the wicket.
fieldemen,

* 1 say, vou fellows—""

“ Buzz off I'" shouted Dawson. * Buzz off, chappy I

“ Yes, but I say, you know, that was a trial ball

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“ Wasn't it a trial ball, Wharton ™

“ No, you young ase !’

H Wasn't 1 2 trial ball, umpire 1™

“ Haw, hgw! No!"

“1 gay, vou fellows—""

“Ha, ha, ha ! roarad Montgomery Smyth. *Ta this the
Greyfriare brand of ericket? Let hum have it a trial ball
if he likes; I don't mind.”

“ There, you ses, Wharton—""

Y But T mind,” said Wharton sharply. * Get off the
pitch, Bunter, or I'll give you 2 thundering good Iicl-:ing!”

"* (Oh, really, Wharton, you're not captain, you know.'

Wharton bit his lip.

As a matter of fact, he wasn't captain, and if the captain
chose to accept Montgomery Smyth’s concession, and thes
umpire concurred, Wharton had no say in the matter at all,
His ayea gleamed with anger. It was bad enough to be
beaten by the Bmyth fellows, without having the aside held

A Bplendid Tals of Ha
and the Puplls of j

show ¥you something now,

[ 13 Dﬂn‘rt h

He came down from the
But Billy Bunter showed no desire to

e blinked indignantly at the grinning

arton & Cox
ouse.



up 4 ridicule in this manner. But Billy Bunter was quite
ins=nsible to coneiderations of that sort.

“1 say, Batea—" an Buntor.

But Bates's only -nri.nﬁ was to back up Wharton. He
rlappad his hand on Buntee’s shoulder, and jerked him away
from the wicket.

“Get out 1" he aard.

"gh roally, Batos o

[ e

* But it was a trial ball—"

CWill you go?"

“Tha other skipper says so, and you can take his word, I
ﬁ:ppuﬂu., It's up against Smyth if T stay at the wicket.

oW ——

Babes swung round his bat, with the evident infention of
giving Bupter a clump with it. The fat junior suddenly
ceased his arguments, and bolted. He scuttled right into
tho tent withaub stopping, before he ventured to look back.
The Smyth tearn were reoaring with laughter.

Bates took up his position, and received Blaine's second
ball. He stopped that ball, and the next, and the next. But
the fifth ball of the over knocked his bails off, and he carried
out his bat for a big reund nought.

It was the beginming of the and.

Wharten kept his end up, and when he had the bowling
he made somo runs; but it was a hopelesa atruggle.

The wickets Fell fast, and ere long the whole of the villags
team were out for under 60 runs.

Wharton was * not out " at the finish.

“I suppose they'd have taken about & or T runs if we
hadn't been in the team,” Bob Cherry remarked, as he
sipped lemon-squash. * Look at those chaps who were left
eut to make room for us. They look a3 pleased as
Punch.™

“ Tho pleasedfulness of their esteemed shivvies 13 terrific”

“ Here, have a guzzle, Inky, old chap. Hot, 1sn't it ¥

“ Tha heatfulness of the esteemed weather ig——>’

“ Terrific,” grinned Bob Eherri'. * The heatfulness of
my worthy self is also terrific. It's jolly warm! l-IErilfh:lnrr
halla, hallo! There's the Smyth microbe jawing to DBatss.’

Bates came ovér to the Greviriars shums.

“We are going to follow on our innings,” he remarked.

“1 auppose you couldn’t do anything olse,” agreed Harry
Wharton. * There's a chance yet, you know.”

Bates grinned doubtfully.

“1 don’t know. I'm ah!iged to you for playing—it's
halpad us. But we're no match for them."” :

And he moved away, leaving the Greyfriars chums
looking rather grim. Certainly their assistance hadn't
enabled the village team to win, DBut they mere conscious
of being better players than the Bmyth brigade, and it was
rather hard, after their oxertions, to be classed lower, by the
vory fellow they had como to help, and who had failed to
back them up properly. )

** That'a the kind of thanks one ghenarall:,r geta for hﬂmg
so jolly good-natured,” grunted Bob Cherry. * Bates an
his lot think we can’t play cricket like the Smyth erowd.
Why, I wouldn't bat like S3myth for all his father's millions.”

“Or bowl like Dawaon,” growled Nugent.

it O awank like any of them,"” said rry.  * But there's
no getting out of the fast that we shall be beaten, and
Bmyth will have an innings to apare. My hat! Don’t I
wish I could get a Greyfriars eleven here somehow! I'd
make those swanking ssses sing small '™ ]

The villagers were following their innings. Buf it waa
pretty certain that the Smyth side would not have to bat
again. Harry Wharton had the ill-luck to be run out hy
Bates early in the second innings; and though his comrades
did their gna’:-, the result was deplorabla,

Tha total score for the second innings was 30.

“Ninety the lot,” growled Bob Cherry. '*0Oh, my hat!
Carey me home to die somewhere guietly !

Montgomery Smyth came over to the chuma of Grni;r-
friars. . He meant to be very pelite, but he could hardly
conceal the conceit that was bubbling over within him,

“ Hard cheess !'" he said.

" Voz"" said IHarry shortly. i

“Well, vou know, we've been doing & lot of playing,”
explained Smyth, “My men are in ripping form, ou
could really hardly expect to make much of a show.”

W Not with such a side a8 we had.”

“0h, I suppese you were all_muach of a muchnass, weren't
vou "' anid Montgomery Smyth airily.

Wharton's eyes glistenod for a moment. He knew that
Smyth must be very well aware that it was the rotten play
of Datea’s team that had lost the mateh.

“The muschfulness is terrifie,” murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur mftlf’_

“ T jolly well wish we could get your lot at Greyiriars,”
gaid Bob Cherry. ** We'd open your eyes about cricket.”

“1 wish you could,” said S3myth blandly. *“ We're down
hare for some time, you know. If you ocould get up a team
of your own, we'd be happy to meet you aﬁuin."

9T wish we could,” sald Wharton. a gava a little
start. ““ My hat! I'H jolly well have a try [*

Montgomery Smyth lsughed.
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“ Do 1" he said. “ We'd be glad to meet you. I muat say

T think the result would be the same.
fellow.”

I owill ! .

And the rival ericketers parted.

“ What's the little game, Harry ?"" asked Nugent, as they
walked home after the match. ** How can you possibly got
a temm together? You can’t find anybody in Wharton
Magnus who can play.”

“¥ wasn't thinking of Wharton Magnus."

“ Then whore—"

“What about our own chaps, and the chaps we know?
We've plenty of time. We might boe able to get a team to-
gother for a special cccasion. What "

“ Phew "'

“I'm jolly well going to try. Look here, you remember
the chaps we plaved cricket with at 8t. Jim's. Bome of
them don’t live so wery far away., There's that chap
IVArey, for instance, who waa at the Crystal Palace with
L, I'ilﬁ’ﬂ at home for the holidays, and he has some of the
St. Jim's chaps ataying with him; I remomber his telling
me they were coming, They'd play for us hike anything,
if wa asked them, and told them the circumstances.”

“ By Jove !

“ Then we can wire to any of our own chaps who aren't
too far off, and put it to them. We'll try to get a crowd
together, so as to be sure of cleven. We only want seven
chaps beside ourselves.”

“Bix beside ourselves, Wharton,” corregted Bunter,

Harry laughed.

“I'm afraid you won't be in the team, Bunter.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

“1f we could get 1)'Arcy, Blake, Tom Merry, and a few
more like that,' said Harry, “w‘h'. we'd wipe the Bmyth
family off the face of the earth!”

“ The wipefulneas would be terrific,™

“71 say, you fellows, I don’t think ¥ou ought to allow
jealousy of a chap's form to influence you in aelecting tho
team——"" :

“ (Oh, shut up, Bunter!” )

And the chums of Greyfriars eagerly discussed the project
as they walked home. DBy tha time they reached Wharton
Lodge their plans were pretty well made. There was o
gurprise in store for Montgomery Smyth & Co. !

at de try, old

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Expedliion.
L I BAY, vou fellows—""

It was the following morning.
Bright and carly the holiday-party at Wharton
ge wers turning out. The hour wes carly, but the
rays of the sun were streaming in at the windows, and the
trecs outzide were full of the twitter of birds.

The chums of Greyfriars oceupied a large room ot the
Lodge, with five beda in 1t, in & row, like the dormitory
they were accustomed to on & amall scale,

Az the Famous Four turned out, Billy Bunter sat up in
bed, and blinked at them.

“1 say, you fellows—" 3

“ 1fallo, hallo, hallo! Are you awake, Billy "

“¥Yes, I am, Cherry. You've woke me up with
row. What are you getting up ao early for?
anything on "

“ Not yot,” said Bob cheerfully.
though.” :

“(Oh, don't be funny!" grunted Bunter. I mean, is
there anything on thia morning? I shouldn’t mind getting
vp eatly if you're planning an extra breakfast in the woods,
or anything of that sort,” S

Wharton looked at the fat junior thoughtfully. The
chuma had an expedition on that day, and Wharton would
have becn best pleased to leave Bunter behind. But he
could not forget that the Owl of the Remove was his guest.

“ Billy, old man, would you like a drive with the colonel
this marning 7™ he asked.

“ Yes, rather ' )

“ And o visit this afterncon to the ruined abbey "

# Cortainly.””

“Good! {V& aTe going on a journey—""

“Oh, are you!"” said Billy Bunter, groping for hie
spectacies, and adjusting them on his little fat nose.
4 Yﬂu't’ﬂl going on a journey and leaving me behind, is
that it ?'

* Wall, not exactly that—""

**Lf that's what you call being chummy—"

“ Of course, you can come; it's for you to decide.”

“ That's hetter. Where are you going " ]

“We're going to run up to D'Acey’s place, and seo him

5
Wharton & Co.
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sbout getting up an cleven,” said Harey, as he plunged
into his cold tub. *It's a long journey, and you'll be tired.
Please vourself.”

“Tm jolly well coming, then" said Bunter, gingerly
putting one leg out of bed, and slowly following it with the
other. " That chap IY Arey is the son of a lord, you know.
I don't know any lords personally, thowgh my family are
very highly connected, Of course [ want to come. He's
bound to feed us pretty well, too™

Wharton g‘nmtefi as he splashed. He didn't want Bunter

at I¥Arey's place; but he konew that he ought to  have
thought of that before haviog him at Wharton Ledge.
Why he had him at the Lodge Ee hardly knew. DBut Bunter
was his study-mate, and expected to come.
. Billy began to dress.  He did net troubls about the morn-
ing bath, so he was drossed before the others, though he
rose later. He was blinking cheerfully as the juniors went
down to breakfast, .

Coloncl Wharton greeted his young guests in his cordial
way. Tha bronzed Indian veteran was always pleased to
see young faces round him, and he would alwaya have
taken a great deal of trouble for his nephew, He knew of
Harrﬁs project of raising an eleven to meet Montgomery
8myth & Co., the matter having been talked over the
proeviouns evening, And he was very pleased with it
Although on eivil terms with his neighbours, the colonel did
not much like the Montgomery Bmyths, and he promised
himself the pleasure of sceing the youthful 8myth and his
swanking friends soundly licked on the cricket field, if
Harry succeeded in gotting a decent cleven together.

" We're all %ﬂing. uncle,” Harry said, when the eclonel
spoke about the journey. ' We can catch the local at
Wharton Maghus in half an hour from now, and change
for the Winchester expresa™

The colonel amiled a hittle.

“ 1t will be somewhat of a surprise for D"Arcy.”

“A pleasant surprise, I hope,” said Harry. *“He's
written to us since we were at the Crystal Palace with him,
and asked ws to give him a look in if we get a chance
during the holidays. I know he meant it, too™

After brenkfast, the colonel drove the boys to the siation,
and they caught the train, Bunter very ncarly losing it by
tackling an automatic machine at the last moment. The
machine wae a little out of gear, as automatic machines
will be sometimes. Dunier jammed his penny in, but could
not get the drawer open. He was tuggiog away ab it
frantically when the guard waved his flag,

“Come on!” shouted Harey, from the train

1 cun't get it open!™ shricked Bunter,

“ Leave it shut, then! Come on 'Y

il nut‘""—li

' Buck up 1"

“My penny—"

“Come on!"

*“The chocolate—-""

“You ass!™

Colomel Wharton seizéd Bunter the shoulder, jerked
him away [rom the automatic machine, whirled him aeroes
the platform, and bundled him in. The guard slammed the
door savagely.

Bunter sprawled among lega on the floor of the carriage.
The eoloncl glanced in at the open window as the train

moved.

“ Sorry, Bunter,” he said, " ¥You would have lost the
train. Good-bye, my boys ™

* Good-bye, air "

And the train rolled off, the boys cap in hand—exceptin
Bunter, who was on the foor, gasping for breath, an
trying to mave somothing off his chest—something which
he presently found to be Bob Cherry’s foot.

*Ow 1" he gasped. * Cherry, you beast, lemme gerrup !

“ Hallo, halle, hallp!™

“ Lemime gerrup 1"

“"Why don't you get up, then ™

“Groo! You've got your beastly boot on my chest.”

“My hat! S0 I have.”

* Move it, then, you ass !" shrieked Bunter.

Bob moved it in a leisurely way, and the fat junior
secrambled up. He was dusty, and he was red, and he
was wrathful.

“I say, you fellows, if this iz what vou c¢all acting
decently—""

* Anybody like any toffee?"” asked MNugent.

Bunter broke off at ooce.

" ¥en, rather, Nugent! I'm fecling peckish already after
the drive to the station, and T could do with some toffee.
1 couldn’t get the chocolate out of that swindling machine.
Somoething ought to be done sbout it. This is the second
time o my life 've lost a penny in an automatic machine.
Where's that toffea

“ What toffee?
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“You eaid you had some.’

“ My dear chap, you're dreaming. I didn™t:™

“You—you said would anybody like—like any toffes™

“That's very different. I didn't say I had any.”

Bunter glared.

“You—vyou silly duffer! You—you—=" .

“HBut I've got some butter-scotch,” said Nuogent, laugh-
ing. **Here you are, Billy. Take it under the seat and
gnaw it." )

And he handed the fat junior a big packef, and Billy
Bunter was all smiles again. He sat in a corner seat con-
ﬁn;ﬁdly dovouring butter-scoteh till it was tima to chaoge

Bing.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Pongo Causes Treuble,

Hullo, old son I*
U U BLArEhur Augustus D' Arcy, of Ma Fourth Porm of

2t Jim's—now home for midsummer holida
put u{:v his eyeglass, and stopped in the lane, o fix & wither-
g glare upon his nger brother. .

At Bt Jim's, Wally was known ag the scamp of the Third
Form, and during the vacation he was apparently trying
his best to keep up his reputation at home. :

Wally was & great trial to Arthur Augustue II’Arcy. He
tried ta bring up his young brother in the way that he
should go. But it was really like trying to bring up =
restive colt.

Wally had his own ideas aboul things, and he had a
etrong predilection for having his own way. He was the
reverse of his elegamt major in most things. Hence

trouble }
Even now, when Arthur A us had halted, and turmed
t. Jum’s Third, that cheegful

his monocle upon the hero of
voungster did not seem abﬁghed.

In fact, he closed his left ¢ye with something that was
perilously near a wink, and said unceremoniousiy 2

“Oh, come off, Gusay 1™

il w&ll}r Ell

" Come off, old man!

know.™

*You utter young wepwobata!” said Arthor Augustus,
h&f&l_;' finding words strong enough to express his feclings,
“Wally ! I scarcely know sﬁpw to addwess you. "

P“ TI}EH. don't,’”” said Wally cheerfully. *“ Hi,. Pongol
ang |

‘And he gave & whistle that was reminiscent of that of &
ral},wa:.' train. Arthur Augustus stopped hin ears.

“Wally, I have wemarked a dozen times that I caznot
endure that feahful wow.”

“ More like o hundred than a dozen,” said Wally calmly.
“¥You're always possing remarks. It's s bad habit you've
got. Bad form, my boy."”

For Wally to lecture his elder bLrother on form was a
litsle too muth. D'Arcy could only goap.

“ Come tm], though,” said Wally, ”i}[ you're going to
strnd here all day e

“ Weally, Wally—"'

Y et a mave on, Cooky 1™

“ Undabstand onoe and for all, Wally, that I wefuse {o
be n&ﬁWﬁueF in that uttahly vulgah maonah™

dil ani ‘F'

“'%'!hnt is Inlsn a widiculous expwossion. It is slanpy”

&F oye I

“Wally, you positively shall net use such expwessions.
You muy say ' My hat "—but you shall pot say, " My eye !’
It is vulgah.”

Y didn’t say fyour eye,’ I maid ‘my eye,” said Wally
chearfully.

o Wally—" .

** Look here, is this a conversazione, or are we poing down
to Easthorpe " demanded Wally aﬁgrmivﬂr.

“We are goin' to Easthorpe——'

** Then come on.”

“"Yeoas wathab, bot—"

“QOh, blow your buts! Gussy, old man, you're o nice
little boy, but there's too much cackle sbout you, Come
m]‘ll

Arthur Augustus came on, looking quite helpless. There
was nothin %0 do with Wally except to fall upon him and
smite him hip and thigh; and TV Arey naturally hesitated
nbl?ulE &mm.mitt-ing such an unbrotherly action, especially upon
a holiday.

Wa]lyywhinﬂ&i through his teeth, another objectionable
habit upon which the swell of 8t. Jim's had remonstrated
in vain.

“Wally, will you stop that noise i

“* What noiga?"?

“That feahful wow "

None of your gammon, you
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“There lsn't any fearful row, except when you're talking
or singing a fenor solo,” said "ﬁi"nIl;,r.

“ ¥You young wapscallion—"

Wally whistled again., Iongo barked, and frisked round
his lege. He [risked round D’Arcy’s, too. He wasn't a
particular dog, and dide't mind whose legs he {iriaked
round, But IYArey minded; he was particular.

“Wallg, call that wotten mongwel away.”

[ 11 Hi, nngu .!"

“*He's not comin’. I shall be dwiven to kick him shortly.

He i3 worse than Hewwies' bulldog at 8t. Jim's. Ha has
absolutely oo wespect for a fellow's twousabs. I am afwaid
evewy moment that he will snap at my twuocks ™

““ Oh, blow your trucks!” said Wally unfealingly.

“I wefuse to do anythin' of the sort—I—I mean, I
wogard you as & yoang wottah. [ ghall be sowwy I bwought
you out for a walk. Bai Jove!"

The swell of 5t Jim's stumbled over Pongo, who was
i'ru:kil:tg too wmear. Fe lost his balance end staggered

forward, and though he did not fall, his silk hat rolled from
his head with tho shock, and fell to the ground.

“Bai Jove! My hat!"

“Ha, ha, ha I""

“You unfeelin’ young wascal—stop him!*” ghrieked

D Arcy.
Pongo had mede a bound for the hat. i
Possibly he thought that it was thrown down for him to
fbigrj" with. Waly was in the habit of making him carry
inga, and be somsetimes gave him his cap to carry, or
his straw haf, just to keep him in training. It is guite
gossihle that Pongoe thought the ailk hat was put there for
im to carry. At al events, he carried it s teath met

upon the brim, and he was off with it like a shot. DPArey
sprang after him-—too late !
_ “Btop! Yom howwid beast, stop!™ yelled Arthur
.!.ug;;{.utua:, brandishing his cane after Pongo.

“Ha, ha, ha 1" yelled Wally.

“Wally ! {all him—whistle—whistle! Make him bwing

toppah back."”
mq‘ HE,P!]IL, ha ™

“Wally! You young wottah !’

But Wally was too helpleasly doubled up with laughter fo
eall or whistle. He sapnk opon the grassy bank beside the
lane, and roared.

“Ha, ha, ha! Oh, my only Aunt Jane! Ha, ha, ha "’

“You young wottah—-"

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Arthur Augustus did not wait for more. Thars waz no
hﬂii to be obtained from Wally. The swell of 8t Jim's
broke into s wild run, and dashed after Pongo, who was
mrw;mg gaily down the lans with the silk hkat in his
moufd.

¥ Btop, beast! Stop, you wotten mongwel! Btop,
old dﬂggg?ouﬂtnp 3

But Pongo declined to stop.

He might have brought the hat back if his master’s voico
had called him, but to Arthar Augustus D'Arey he owed
no allegiance.

He dashed on merrily.

Onoé he dtr::pﬁed the hat and bagan to bark, apparantly
for a change. I)'Arcy's hopes rose, and he sprinted on; but
bedore he could come up with the hat, Pongo seized it in his
teeth again, and was off like the wind.

The clegant junior panted in pursuif.

It was nearly noon upon a hot August day, and the run
irﬂught the perspiration streaming down the face of Arthur

atus,
ut he ran on gallantly.

“ Btop, you howwid beast! Stop!”

Pongo did not stop.

Ahead of him was a bend in the lane, bevond which [ay the
village of Easthorpe. Arthur Augustus was a good sprinter,
in running clothes—but his present elegant attire was not
caleuiated for muscular actron—and, moreover, it was a
blazing day. And at any time Pongo could have held his
own in & race. Fongo was getting further and further off—
D'Arey dropping behind. As soon as he passad the boend
he would disappear for good. I'Arcy know that, and he
put on a desperate spurt to overtake him.

But Ponge put on a spurt, too. Indeed, he seemad all
the time to be keoping something in reserve, and to bg onl
bent on giving Arthur Augustus a good run. He whiske
away round the curve in the lane, and there was a sound of
sudden bharking and yelping. D'Arcy’s hopes rose agein.
Pongo must have drépped hat to bark. The trees and
hﬁdges were s0 thick that D'Arcy could not get a glimpse
of the road beyond the corner; but ha hoped to find his hat
there befora Pongo picked it up again, and he tore on at
desperate speed.

& came round the corner at full tilt—

There was a collision—a series of exclamabiens—and a
yell of wrath from a fat youth in spectacles.

I¥ Arcy, completely winded by the shock, sat down in a
cloud of dust, and gasped.

“Bai Jove ™
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Hearty Welcome.

ETHUR AUGUSTUS gasped, and hlinked at the Little
crowd he had dashed into so recklessly. Thers were
five of them, ard they had been strolling along the
lane when Pongo came racing round the corner.

Pongo had bumnped upor Bob Cherry's legs, and Hrnp{pﬂd
the hat—barked, and vanished through a hedge. Belore
the juniors had time to realise that the owner of the hat was
probably in pursuit, Arthur Augostus came upon them hike
& runaway locomotive.

He had met Billy Bunter fair and square. :

Bunter was sitting in the dust now, gropimng for 1_'115 Apan-
tacles and blinking. ID'Arcy sat facing him, blinking, tvo.

The Famous Four, considerably startled, stood round
staring at them. )

*Hallo, halle, hallo!" ejaculated Bob Cherry.
caped lunatic, by Jove I

“The linaticiulness is terrific.”

H Y] say, vou fellows," said Billy Bunter feebly. * Healp
me up, I—I'm dymg! ¥ backbone 13 broken, and
collar-bone has been driven into my lungs. Help me up ™

“Poor chap!” seid Nugent, who knew very well that
Bunter was only winded, and not otherwise hurt at all.
“ It'a rough, Fancji) the fattest chap in the three kingdoms
being cut off in the bloom of his youth in that way ! Would
you like me to plant z stick of celery or anything on your
grave, Bunty "

# 3.o-oh, really, Nogent—"'

Harry Whearton good-naturediy lent g hand to the ﬂhﬂniﬂr
who had knocked the fat junior over. As he extended his
hand to the B,I-gﬁ“t vouth sitting 1n the dust, he recognised
him, and utie an exclamation :

YD Arey I

“"Bai Jova! Is that you, Wharton, doah bov "

“ Yeos, rather ! What on earth did you come bolting round
the corner like that for?™ demmdedj Harry.

T was aftah that feahful dog," gasped Arthur Augustua.
“Ha collahed mr hat, you know, and wan off with it, like
—dike anythin’, Have you seen a silk hat?"

_ “Thera was one hera,” said Bob Cherry, "“The dog
dropped it—"

“ That's w'{ght—il‘a mine." .

‘“ Blessed if I cen see it now,” said Deb, locking round.
" The dog didn’t take it; he whiaked off, and left rt here.”

“1 say, you fellows, lend me a hand! I'm dying.”

“ Well, you might die quietly,” said Bob reproachfully.
“What's the good of harrying up our feelings by making
a ‘riusrhahnuﬂ it ':‘é‘h ”

. really, Cherry—

“ Where's that blessed hat "

“I'm expiring. I—I've broken my breastbone——"

“ It was your collar-bone just now."

*“ My collar-bona a3 well. T've broken my breastbonns and
my collar-bone. I distinctly heard them snap as I fell.”

“*Where's that hati"

“ Help me up." i

Harry Wharten and Nugent caught hold of the fat junior
and raised him from the ground. There was a shout from
Bob Cherry.

“ Thers 1t 18."

"* Where, deah boy?!"”

* Bunter was sithng on 18"

“Bai Jovea "

The juniors stared at the hat. There it was—PBunter had
fallen upon it, The fat junior was not a light weight. His
fall had converted the smilk hat intoc an opera hat at one
fell swoop.

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry. ' That was what
Bunty heard crack as he flopped. It wasn't his collar-bone
—it was 1 Arcy's hat."”

£f Hﬂu ha’,‘_‘ h-ﬁ- I

The juniors eould not help laughing. Punter did not
laugh; he was fecling himself over, and would not hawve
Leen szorry to find a bone broken, if only as a reproach to
his companions. Buf'his bones were too wellcoated with fat
to break easmly. ID'Arcy did not laugh, either. He looked
at his ruined Tmt.

‘Bai Jove! That toppah's woined !

“¥ou could still use it for the opera,” said Nugent
grawl:r', picking up the hat. ** It doesn't open very easily;

ut it closes all right.™

““Waally, deah

“*Let's zee how you look in it.”’

IDArcy retreated hastily.

“Not at sll. I eould not appeah in euch 2 howwid thing!
Pway toss it ovah the hedge, deah boy I

And the ruined hat went aailing.

I ghall have to go back immediately, now,” satd

F
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L' Arey.
with you."

Wally came round the corner whiztling. He prinned and
sodded cheerily to the Greyiriare boys,

“That's all right,” he zaid. “I'm not going. I shall
have to go and look for Pongo.”

And he leaped through a gap in the hedge, eatching o
digtant rlimpse of Pongo in the held beyond, and was soon
in hot pursuit of the elusive mongrel.

“Quite n pleasant surpwise meetin’ you chaps,” zaild
D'Arcy.  “WNot vewy pleasant for you, Buontah, T am
afwaid. T beg to apologise most sincerely !

YO, it's all right I’ saxd Bunfer, who had recovered his
wind. I don't mind. I can stand most things; only any
sort of a shock makes me hungry.”

“Bai Jove! What are you fcllows doin' in this part of
the world ¥ asked D'Arey. '"Cau you come in fo lunch
with me!”’ :

“Yes, rather!” said Bunter, before anybedy else could
speak.  Fle wasn't going to run any risk of an invitation
like that being passed aver.

“Cartainly "' gatd Wharton. “The fact is. we've come
to see vou, D'Avey, and we were just walking up to your
place from the station.”

“Bar Jove, I'm awfully pleased, you know ! D'Arcy
walked barcheaded with the chums of Creyfriars, with one
last regretful look towards the field where the ruined topper
reposed in the grass. “I'm vewy glad to sce you. Blake's
stayin’ with me. You remembah Jack Blake, of my study
at St Jim's ¥’

“0Oh, ves! Geod!?

“And pewwaps you remembah Kerr? ITe belongs to the
MNew House at 8t. Jim's. He's stayin' at BEastwood at
pwesent. Some of the othah fellows have heen with me, and
€cme more are comin’ latah, but only Blake and Kerr are
there now.’

“We shall be awfully plad to see them,” said Harry.
“Look here, this is o rather sudden visit, I know. We've
taken you n[._fht at your word."

“That's wight, deah boys. T twust vou can always take
‘fne at my word,"” said the swell of 8t Jim's. ' As & mattah
of fact, I'm vewy glad you've dwopped in like this, as yvou
will liven things up a bit. Some nfl the fellows are comin'
down in a few days, Dbut it's wathah
been arguin’ with Blake this morn', and he’s an obstinate
ass! If he weren't my guest, you know, I should give him
a feahful lickin’. Kerr is an obstinate wottah, toc!
Awfully decent chap, thoush, Kerr. How long can you
stay? I['Hl make Tom Mewwy and Kangawoo come ovah
from Hucklebewwy Heath if vou'd like to sce them."”

“¥You live near Tom Merry

“¥ras; wathah! Only a short eycle spin, yon know,
Tom Mewwy's got that Austwalian chap stayin’ with him—
Hawwy Noble, you know. We call him Kangawoco, because
he comes fwom somewhere- 1 forget where, where there are
kangpawoos—somewhere in Austwalizh, you know.'

“Jolly good!” said Wharton., “JIf he's a Cornstalk he
ought to know something about ericket.”

“Yans; wathah!"

“Gomd again! Look here, we've come to ses you, but
not to =tay. We want vou to coma with us”

" DBai Jove !"

“¥ou, and Kerr, and Blake, and Tom Marry, end Nohle,
if it can be fixed,” eaid Harry eapgerly. “*¥Yes; and your
young brother will make up the number.’

“What numbah, deah bor "

“* Bleven—with ua four.”

I say, Wharton—-""

“Bhut up, Bunter! We're gotting up an eleven for a
epecially important match, and none of the Greyiriars'
chaps live near my place. I thought you would help us
out.”

" Yans; wathah!”

“I was thinking of wiring right and left to the fellows,
you know, and bringing them any distanse; but if you
chaps could come and stav a doy or two at my uncle’s, and
help us over the match, that would fx it rippingly.”

“My deah chap, say no more. We're quite at your
gervice,  Did you want me to captain the team?”

Harry Wharton cooghed a little,

“Well wer—no; I was thinking of deing that myzelf.”

" Vewy mood. We ehall be happy to play for you.”

"“{Jan vou answer [or the others?™

“ Yaas, wathah! I shall tell them the posish, and they'll
play up like Twojanz " said Arthur Augustus. ““ You can
wely upon them. Here we are!”

They entered the great park gatos of Eastwood House,
U Pm sowwy my patah's away,” said D'Arey. “I'm
keepin® it up while he's abwoad, you know, I w'ole to him
‘that if he liked to spend his holiday here, at Eastwood, I'd
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uiet mow. I have

“Wally, I shall not be able to coms to the villare

bwing a jolly party fwom 8t Jim's, and make things
mewwy for him, bul, somehaw, he pwelers to go o the
Wiviewa, I wouldn't go outside England in the summer for
anythin'. There's nothin’ to beat 1.

And the Greviriarsy chums cordially agreed that there
wasn't, Billy Bunter was looking o little disgppointed. He
had particularly wanted {o meet Lord Eastwood., But the
thought that, in so splendid & mansion as Hastwood House,
the lunch was certain to be ripping, was & consolation, and
his fat face was soon cheerful agaiu.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Lunch at Casiwood.

ARRY WHARTON and Co. had excellent appetites

H by the time they srrived at Easiwood House, and they

ware quite resdy for luneh. Lunch was timed for

ong, and 1t wanted twenty minutes to that hour, how.

ever, so they accompanied D'Arey in a stroll round tha

§rﬂﬂ:ﬁ33 to find Blake and Kerr. The two jumors of 3t

im’s were not in the house, but the butler had seen them

po into the pardens, and in that direction went the juniors
in search.

“Bai Jove! T think I can hear Blake's voice,” Arthur
Augustus remarked, as they entered the shrubberies,

It was a voice raized in excitement.

“Look here, you ass, I don'{ want any rows whilo we're
staying with (Fussy, but [ must remark that the New House
is a rotton old show, and that everybody in it is a fossil
and a worm, and can't play cricket for toffee I

HAnd T don't want to be persanal,” said another voice.
“I only want fo point out politely that the School House
is a casual ward of the most pronounced fype, and that it
i1z inhabited by measly wasters!”

il here, Kerr——"'

" Look bhere, Blalke —"

1 don't want to punch your head-—""

"1 don’t want to <ot vou in the eyae”

“But I shall have to do it if you don't tell senze”

“Nhat's just what I was thinking."

“There's time to lick you before Junch.™

“ My dear chap, you couldn’t do it if you took till dinner-
time 1™

I jolly well show you I

“Come on, then! I'm waiting to be chown.”

There was a rustle in the shrubbery and a trammp of feet;
then a sound of quick and gasping breaths.

The Groyirinrs' chums grinned at one another.
knew all a
of 8t. Jim's.

“Bai Jove! I helieve they're wowing!” =aid D"Arcy.
* It sounds like it—doesn’t it, deah boys?"

“It certainly «<oes,”” said Harry Wharton,
“Why not separate them '

“Bai Jove, that's a good ideah! [ nevah thought of
that.””

And D'Arey ran through the shrubbery.
back on the ground, an
his chest.

BI"IEMW, then, which is cock-house of 8t. Jim's 7" demanded
aKea.

“ Mew House!"' gasped Kerr.

Y My i_'.‘}mtl! I'll squash vou ! ejaculated Dlake.
i5—— DOw!"

Kerr made a tremendous effort, and rolled him over.
Blake bumped deown on his back, and Kerr sat on top,
grinning triumphantly.

' Naw, then, Blake, which is cock-house at 3t. Jim's 1"

* Behool House I yelled Bloke.

""Ha, ha, ha " roared Bob Cherry.

Kerr looked guickly round, perceiving the new arrivals
for the first time. He jumped up quickly, giving DBlake his
hand to rize.

“Let me help you u%, Elake, old chap!"” he said, with
?!Elnih;nrata politeness. *f Bo sorry you—you shipped over and
ell.™

“Yes; it was clumsy of me,' agreed DBlake solemnly.

“Bar Jove, you two chaps ought to be on the stage!"
said D'Arcy, with a grin. ““You see, we were here Fwom
the start, so it's no good ftwying to take us in. You know
these chaps.”

T Glad to meet you,” said Blake,

* ¥es; rather,” said Kerr. "I was showing Dlalke a little
—er—trick-—"

“"¥aas; wathah!
lunch, deah bays”

And the Greyfriars’ juniors, having removed the dust of
travel, joined the St Jim'e fellows at lunch. And a hend-
some lunch 1F  was. Arthur Augustus had unlimited

: They
ut that old house rivalry at the ancient college

laughing.

Kerr was on his
Jack DBlake was sitting astride of

** Which

Wea know your twicks Come m o
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Muntﬁﬂ;ew Smvih clapped his hand to his oose, upon which Bob Cherry's knuckles had bumped with

unintentlonal force. " 0w!™ he sald.

U M.m-m-my hat!”

gasped Bob Cherry, turning scarlet. * L.I-I'm sorry!"”

mmurmls at his disposal, and he “did them down™ in frst-
einsa styvie.

“ We'll go ovah to Hucklebewwy Heath aftah lunch,” said
Arey. *I'll have out the big Daimler—the one we usa
for getting votahs to the poll on election days. It will hold
us all, with woom to epare, and it will be 8 wippin' wun.”

“Good wheese I

“Got a chaulfear here ' gshked Blake,

*MNo. The governah's chauffeur iz away.”

“Then hew are you going to handle the motor "2

“I'm going to dwive myself, you know.”

“¥ou can drive yourself if vou hke,” said Blake; “ but
you're not going to drive the moter if 'm in it. I've pot
only one |ife.”

" Wats !

“ Took hera, aes-—""

“1 wefuse to be called an ass. It will be g very pleazant
wun for these chaps, and we can bwing back Tam Mewwy
and Kangawoo in the cah,” said ID'Arcy. *“I'll send word
at once for it to be got weady.”

“Halle! Haven't waited for me!’ growled Wally,
eomning in Jate.  “ Just like vou, Gussy !™

“¥ou are late!” said Arthur Augustus severely. * And
I weally think, Wallv, you might have the decency to put
on tzn cllna.nhrﬁllnh and bwush down your clothes befoah comin’
in to lunch !
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# Hats ' said Wally., “’Nuff of that when the governor’s
here. Not so much of your stareh, Gus!”

“ Gentlemen, I beg to apologise for the wude marnahs of
my minor—''

*Cheese i, Gus, and carve the goose V'’

“ Weally, Wally——"

“I'm hungry., Ilere's Bunter,
helping.'

Y h, really, you know, I could do with another helping I’

“MNever knew 2 time when vou couidn’t!” prunted Bob
Cherry,

*Oh, really, Chorry—"*

Y The motah will be weady,” said Arthur Augustus, after
exchanging some words with the butler.  ** You Gweyviwiahs'
chaps can be assured it's all wight. I've often dwiven a
motah. My governah twusls me with 1t like anvthin®. It
will be a wippin' wun. Are you ecomin’, Wally "’

“OF course T am! Do you think F'd let you go alone

“I object to vour putbin’ it like that!™

“(Jh, don’t begin again, Gussy 1"

Wally "was left to finish his luneh when the other juniord
left the table. Billy Bunter staved to keep him company.
Bunter had started first, but Billy was alwayes * not out,”
g fo spealk, at the end of a feed.

The big Daimler waa a large enough car, in all conscience.
t was a strong and heavy motor, and appareotly well

too, wanie a second
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adapted to the work D'Arer satd it had hoen usad for. At
election timea the big car, streaming with flags and
t:r-a.lmmﬂd with voters, would roll up to the pell in preat
atyla.

t was now crammed with juniors in high spirits, and
D'Arcy saf at the steering-wheel. As a matter of fact, the
swell of Bt. Jim's could handle & motor as well as most
chauffeurs. He had s steady hand, and a nerve of iron.

If any mischanee heppened en route, it would not ba doe
to want of skill on the driver's part, but to hia rigidly
standing upon his rights of the road. D'Arcy was strong
on that point. A eheeky oyclist who insisted upon riding
a8t u moderate pace in the middle of the road, with a motor
snorting behind him impatiently, was likely to be startled
if D'Arcy was in the motor.

A “road hog" who eame round a corner on the wrong
side, or who insisted upon having moere than his fair share
of his Majosty's highway, would bave had a collision and
Enqu&jﬁt on his hands before Arthur Aupustus would have

udged.

IV Arcy mounted fo his seat, assuming the peaked-cap and
goggzles, They changed his appearance wonderfully, and hbe
wa3 guite unrecognizable.

“*Weoady, you chapa? ™

Tho Greyfriars chums elambered in. They were enjori
their day out, and their faces wera very merry. Blake 335
Kerr followed them in, and at the lust moment Billy Buntar
and Wally came bolting out, and bundled iute the ear.
MNumerous as the party now was, there was ample room in
the lege car for them. D'Arcy locked back through his
goggles.

“ All weady? "
“Yes. Right-ho!™
Zip, zip, zip! Toot!

The car rolled down the drive, turned into the highway,
and buzzed along the shady country road in the direction

of Huckleberry Heath.

e =

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

The Road Hog.

ARRY WHARTON & CO. sat tight, thoroughly enjoy-

ing themselves. The car was a splendid one, nné it

ran easily and lightly,. D’Arey kept it going at a

spanking spoeed, right up to the legal limit; and the
wind sang past the ears of the juniors.

Billy DBunter was inclined to be alarmed when the ear
whisked round corners and shaved preat trees that grew
‘out in the road; but no one else was in the least nervous.
They saw at once that Arthur Augustus, junior as he was,
had the car in perfect control.

“Bai Jove!" INArcy was heard suddenly to mutter.

Wharton looked towards him quickly.

* Anything wrong?"

“ Wathah not! But look—those two copelista!’”

Wharton looked ahead. Two ecyclists had spun out of a
side lane, and were riding on ahead of the motor-car
towards Fuckleberry Heath. They were two sturdy lads,
very handsome in Norfolk jackets and straw hats. Ewven
from the back view Wharton thought he saw somethin
familiar in their appearance. An exclamation from JE..{.':E
Blake showed him that he was right.

“Tom Merry! Kangaroo!"

The two cyclista were Tom Merry, of the Shell at St

Jim's, and his Australian chum.
“Don't say a word!" said D'Arey, with a ehuekle, and

ho stowed down a little. “I've got a jape on, deah boya!"
“Good!" said Blake. *“ What's the wheezo? " )
“ Keep your chivvies out of sight, deah boys! I'm going

tc wun them down, you know. They won't wecognise me.
They'se widin' stwaight back to Lauwel Villah, snd we'll
follow them wight up to the gate.”

““Ha, ha, ha !

“It will be a joke up a.l_r;a.inst- the Bhell-hsh, deah boya!
You Gweyfwiahs chaps don’t mind goin' it a bit, I hope? "

“Not & bit!' said Harry Wharton, laughing,

I say, you fellows—"

“ Shut up, Bunter ! ™

ear ingreased in speed again.

The two c:i!clista had

had their backs to the motor all the time, and had naturally
not glanced towards it. D'Arey, sitting erect and grinmng
behind his motor-mask, made the car fairly hum.
Toot, toot! Yaup!l
Zip, zip, zip!
m 1

Tom Merry glanced carelessly back over his shoulder. He
was about to turn from the high road into the long, narrow
lane that led down to Laurel Villa, where ho was staying
for the holidays with his old governess, Misz DPriscilla
Fawcett. He started a little at the sight of the motor. It
seemed to be rushing down upon him at a murderous speed,
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and it kept close to the left, too, instead of passing him
on the right.

“Get in, Kangarce!" he muttered. “ There's a blessed
road hog, and you can't arpue with s motor when you're
on a bike.” .

Harry Noble grinned and nodded; he had discovered
that. l:i;}:ua- two Bt Jim's lellows drew close in to the sids
of the road, but the motor closed in, too. Tom Merry
heard it snorting behind him, and looked round agsin. L
was alarmingly near.

A figure in goggles sat bolt upright, tho fur coat close
round him, the pezked-cap down over his brows,

“1 say, stop that!' roared Tom Merry. ' Take your
beastly amell-trap on the right side, can’t you? Do you

want to run us down? "™
Zip, 2ip! Toot! Snort! )
Thnt was the motorist’s only reply. .
“The worm!'" muttersd Kangaron. I wish he'd get

out of that car for a couple of minutes!"

“¥Yea, rather!™.

“8hall we get over?™ i

“No, I'm not going to ride on the wrong side, and be
rcn'p-onsibrl.e if thore's & bleased asccident!™

“What price dismounting to let the hog roll by? "

Tom Merry shook his head.

“ I’:I:J_t much! We're on our rights, and I'll be run down

“ What-ho!" said Kangaroo cordially.

Smort, snort, spork ! ]

The ¢yclists pedalled on rapidly. The motor-snorted just
behind, raising & clond of dust, and exhaling that chnrnn_fgﬁ
odour of petrol which is a distinguishing feature of Engh
country roads in the sammer. i o

The motorist could easily have whizzed by the cyclists af
he had wanted to, but he seemned to prefer sticking just
behind them, sounding his horn every second or two with
terrifying blasts. ) ]

Tom Merry gritted his teeth. He weould have given much
to have that motorist on the ground, withim easy hitting
diztance, with or without glovea.

“ Here's Laurel Lane! ™ he exclaimed.

They turned out of the high road inte the lane. To their

aErprise, the car came whizzing round the corner after
theam.

“My hat! We're not done with it yet!l™

Bnort, snork, anort !

Toot, toot!

Buzz!

Thus sang the car az it hummed over the dusty lane about
a dozen vards in the rear of the two cyeclists,. The bir
Daimler gad necessarily slackened speed to avoid running
over the riders, yet it seemed to them as if it was going
ta dash right into them every minute.

The worst of it was that Leaurel Lane was so narrow thab
thera wasn't easy room for the motor to pass if it had
wanted to.

Tom Merry and Noble pedalled away for all they were
worth. They had read of cases of intoxicated chauffeurs
driving cars sbout to the danger of the general public, and
they had little doubt that the driver behind them had boen
drinking.

Thae Eware half inclined to rum their machines upon the
belt of grass by the roadside, and jump off. But they
would not give in.

Right on thoy dashed, right up to the gate of the long

arden of Laurel Villa. With the big Daimler snorting
g&hind. it was not safe to dismourt in the road, and so they
let their machines run on the grasa. 2

They expected the obnoxious motor to whiz by, and leave
them in & clond of dust and petrol, to make remarks upon
road hoga at their leisure. But it did not.

With 2 fina] obbligato on the horn, the big car came to
a halt just outside the garden gate of Laurel Villa

Tom Merry stared blankly at it. He had not expected
tho car to stop for a moment; but as it stopped, it gave
him an opportunity of saying some things that were weigh-
ing on hiz mind. He let his machine run againet the. fence,
and turned back towarda the car.

“Hallo!"” he exclaimed. "1 want to speak to you.
You're & pig! A rond hog! An utter worm! You ought
to ba kicked! I -

“Dwaw it mild, chappy!”

Tom Merry jumped.

“Eht" ] _

“1 hardly wegard that as an appwopwiate gweotin' for
en old fwiend payin’ an aftahnoon ecall, deah boy! ™

“Epgsy !’

.af';.ﬂ.hi.:.r!Ir Augustus D’Arcy removed the motor-mask, and
grinnad cheerfully.

“Wa gave you wathah a wun, deah boy

And a yell of laughter rose from the crowded car.
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THRE NINTH CHAPTER.
Ready Recrults.

ARRY WHARTON and his_comrades alighted, and
Tom Merry looked at them in astonishment. D'Arcy
waved his : ;
“ ¥You know these gentlemen, Tom Mewwy,” he re-
marke.d. “They've done me the Lonah to call upon me,
and I've bwought them ovah to see you on important busi-
nass, me see. 1 don’t think you chaps know Noble.
w‘heﬂm*s timt. E?’P‘““lfi? ’1”{ i ] i ol
*Here 1 am!*? saj angargo, digging the swe
Bt. Jim’s in tho riba. d gt

“Ow! Pway don't be s wuff beast, deah boy! Pway
alow me to intwoduce my fwiend Noble, who is wathah &
wuff beast, but one of the best, deah boys!™

Noble shook hands with the Greyinars fellows. Tom
Merey was looking at Arthur Aupustus in an undecided
sort of way. IFArcy eaught his eye.

:: Anythin’ w'ong, deah%wy? =

" %zﬂ ?s;:d Tera Merry. “I was just thinking-—"

“ Whether I should roll you i the ditch, or not! ™

D'Arcy started back in icl}umi.

:: 'I'.-"i-faallf. Tom Mewwy—"

SUppose you were japimg me sll along the road in

that m]fhax of yours,' said Tom Merry.

*“Yans, wathah! Ha, ke, ha 12

“I've & jolly good mimd-—»"

““Ha, ha, ha "

“It was & jolly good joko," said Wally. ** My only Aunt

Jane! The way you fellows pedalled would have taken
first prize on any cvele track."
“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Tom Merry laughed too.

“ Well, come in,” he said. “I'll overlook it, as Gussy
isn’t responsible for his actions.'
:Waavly, Tom Mewwy—"

- T'm jolly glad to see you chapa. Come into the garden,
and sample the lemon-sguash. It's jolly hot'

The junicrs sccepted the invitetion cheerfully encugh.
Miss Priscilla Fawceott was seated in her garden-chair under
the shade of o spreading apple-tres. She greeted the boys
with her old-fashioned, kindly oourtesy. The garden of
Laurel Villa was very extensive, and it was tha delight of
Miss Fawcett and her gardener.

- The juniors were soon making themsclves comfortable in
garden-chairs and hammocks, snd sucking straws immersed
in tho reviving lemon-squash. Then Harry Wharton came
to_business. }

IPAroy introduced the subject in hir inimitable way.

“Wharten has come ovah to wope in some ewicketahs,™
he remarked. * I've pwomised for all of ua.™

Tom Merry grinned,

* Awfully ob 'g}ﬁg of you, Gussy., Btill, we'll be glad to
e,

pla 2 ?

““What-ho ¥ said the Cornstalk.

Then Harry explained the situation.

Tom Merry listened with attention, and he grinned at
the finish.

“You'll have o jolly good eleven, though T say it,” he
remarked. " If you take along the whole crowd, that will
just make up the number. Tia.!: young rascal Wally can
play well for o Third-Former, and Gussy koows one end

of o bat from another—=ometimes."

* Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“1 with we had Fatty Wynn here; he's the best bowler
at 8t. Jim's. But he's travelling in Wales, like Jomah.
Kerr can_bowl, though, after a fashion."

*“ The New House bowling can knock spots off you chaps,”
paid Kerr disdainfally.

“Wata! T 2

“Then there’s Noble—"

“You are intewwaptin® me, Tom Mewwy.'

*1 know that, Guasy. Then there's Noble. He can bat
and bowl rippingly, and he’s good in the field. I can play
mysgelf, too,” addod Tom Merry modestly.

" Weally, Tom Mewwy—-""

“¥oulll have a jolly good team, Wharton.™

“That's what I want.” said Harry Wharton. “ Thess
Montgomery Smyth chaps are awiul ewankers, but they can
play, you know. «Jne or two of them are really gpood. I
want to make sure of giving them a really good g!ic]:ing.
It will do them worlde of good to be licked by a younger
f‘.t&-li’l; and they average a couple of years older than we
M Good 17

“ Now, if you can all come—-—-"

"Weo can all come, deah boy.™

"“"When can you come? That's the noxt guestion.”

" Aay time you like, desh boy."

Arthur Augustus snswered for all the rest; but they all
said the samae.

“This is 3nIIg decent of wou,’

" Wats! We're jolly glad
ewicket,'”

Tar Micwer—No, 79,
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“ ¥Yea, rather ™

“If you could come back to-day, it wounld be ripping.
1f vou can't, fix a deto, and ong that will auit you, n
I'll arrange with Smyth."

A EHEFE:M you fellows stay at Eastwood till to-morrow,
gnd then weo'll come back with you,” suggested Arthuz
Augustus.

And this was deeided upon.

Harry Wharton & Co. epent the afternoon at Tom Merry's,
and a very pleasant afterncon it was. Tom Merry had a
oricket pitch laid out in an adjoining %eld, where he was
sccustomed to practice when at home, and the juniors fixed
up & practice match of six a side, Billy Bunter being
sllowed to come in to make up the number. ]

it was good prectice, and it showed thema all to be in first-
class coudition, ? ;

Tom Merry and Noble returped with INArey’s pariy in
the motor to Hastwood House, and stayed the night there,
gnd the noxt day the whole party took the train for
Wharten Magnus, . . .

Harry Wharton was feeling very pleased with himself
a3 he stepped intg the train at Easthorpe.

He had had great good fortune in gelting together smch
gn cleven, and he had the best anticipations of the match
with the Smyth team. ) :

He could imaginme what their faces would lock like when
they saw Kerr and Tom Merey bowling, and Kangaroo
Blake at the wiclcet. ]

The train was just starting when Bunter scrambled to the
door of the carnage. i

“J gay, vou fellows, I've left it on the seat "

“ What seat " T've left it thers.”

4 Thq{: Eeat on the ]:Ihlﬂwr?' aso,
Bob Cherry grasped him [ast i
fat. uffer, vou didn't wani io bring the seat
QI course you've

* Wall, you : )
on the plutform inic the train, did you?
left it there!™

“T mean I've loft my sandwiches there—my packet of
dfandwiches ! bawled Bunter. * Stop the train! Hold

¥

nl

“Can’t! We're started now.™ L

Billy Bunter made a clutch at the communication cord,
and Jack Blake venked him bock just in time.

“You young ass!™

“{Oh, really, Blake—" i

“Tt's all wight, deah boy,”™ said D'Arcy. “I've got =
lunch-basket." . .

“ (3, that alters the case, of course !™ said Bupter, sitting
down contentedly. * You see, you chaps, I have to be care-
ful in thess matters. I've got a" jolly delicate consirtution,
and # it isn’t kept up by comstant nourishment, something
might happen ot any moment. ¥es, you can snigger, B
Cherry, but you wouldn’t like me to fall down and expire
in agony at vour feet.” :

* You'd better not start expiring in agony st my feet,”
grunted Dob Cherry. I should jolly well kick out, I can

tell 3;:1.1.“

“(h, really, Cherry——" . ]

But Rilly Bunter’s voice was drowned. Tha ]ungﬂm in
the carriage began to talk cricket, and Bunter wamm’t able
to make himself heard. An hour later he woke up from
& pleasant doze in & corner seat, and blinked at the }}rlmam.
Harry Moble was relating a_story of a test match he had
witneszad in Australia, and Billy wape frowned upon on sl
sides when he interrupted. 5 :

When the story was finiched he tried again.

“f may, vou fellows—"

“ Shut III; Runtar I

n

*1 gha'n't shut up, Cherry. T—"
“Ring off 1" -
“ Look here, vou Fellows—

': Be- r-!i-r'-tﬁ‘r ed i "
“But, I say, = ;
“ Pway alf?e;w!ﬂam voung ass to speak, =said D'Arcy.
“ What ig it, Buntah 7" s
“Yan't it time the lunch-basket was opemed "’
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry. *“I mi havo
gucssed that was it. Choke him with & pork-pie, for good-
ness’ sake !" i
The lunch-basket was opened, and Dilly Dunter waa
happy. It was & pleasant journey for all concerned, only
Wnﬁv wondering once or twice if Pongo was * all right
at Fastwood. ey arrived at Wharton Magnus, and a
uarter of an hour later were being gr by Colenel
%‘-’harbnn at the door of the Lodge.

— e o
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Montgomery Smyth.

A, ha, ha!"
Montgemery Smyth laughed loud snd long.
“ Ha, ha, ha!"

"“What's the joke?" asked Dawson, across the break-
East-table at Mount House. “ If there's anything funny in
the lstter, you can read it out."

‘““Ha, ha, ha "’

: Cat the cackle and come to the 'osses,” said Blaine.

It's fram Wharton,” said Montgomery Smyth, with
tears of merriment in his eyes. * The chap we I)i::ke& the
other day, vou know."

** Yes, rather. What does he say

“ He's got together an eleven since then, and he wants us
to play again. I told him after the licking that we'd meet
any eleven he could get together.”

Bo wo will—and lick them, too,” said Dawson, chipping
an egg. “'I'd like another game. We don't get all the
gricket in thiz part of the country that we could do with.
I haﬁa he's got & decent team."

““A set of junior kids, from what I can make out," said
Montgomery Smyth, tossing the letter across the table. A
lot of juniors from a school somewhere—8t. Jim's, I think
Much the same as his own lot, I dare say.”

“Well, we'll meet them—ah 1"

“Oh, yea! Ancther licking will do them good.™

And that morning Montgomery S8myth wrote the reply to
Wharton. Harry had asked him to name a date, and he
named the following day.

And on the following day the Montgomery S8myth brigade

turnad out in high spirits.
. The game was not to be played on the village green, as
in the case of the Bates match. Wharton’s ground within
the walls of Wharton Park was much better, and it had
been dedided upon. Stumps were to be pitched at eleven
in the morning, to allow plenty of time for the match.

It was only a short distance from Mount ITouse to the
Lodge, but the Bmyth contingent did not think of walking
over, and carrying their baga in their hands. That was not
sufficiently glorious for Mentgomery Smyth. There were
always three cara in the garage of Montgomery Smyth
senior, and all three of them were requisitioned to carry
the Smyth party over to the Lodge.

They arrived in great state.

Harry Wharton and his guests wore already on the ground,
in their Bannela.

i1t was & brilliant August morning. The hour of eleven
was close at hand, and if looked as if the S8myth party would
bo late, when the Mi‘? of the motors was heard.

Montgomery S8myth & Co. cpme on the ground with a
decided awagger.

They were so confident in themselvas and in what they
could do, that they did not think it worth while to conceal
their belief, and they were not much restrained by any
cbnsiderations of modesty,

Harry Whatton greeted them with great politenesa.

The Wharton eleven had been practising again early that
morning, for an hour or so, and they were in wonderfully
fit condition.

Their play wss miles above that of the Smyth brigade,
with one or two exceptions; and if 8myth hed beepn » little
mare courtecus about it, Harry would bave felt sorry for
him.

" But the swank of the son and heir of thoe millionaire
B8myth was so_pronounced, that the juniora could only feel
pleased that a fall was to follow his arrogénce.

“ Jolly glad to mest you,"” said Montgomery S8myth, with
a condescending to the Lodge cricketers. * Feeling
quite fit, eh, Wharton? ™

“Yes, rather," paid Harry, cheerfully.

“Look here,” said Smyth, *we want to be fair. I'm
willing to play ten against eleven if you like, to make the
Eame inﬁ&i‘mtmgl”

" Thank you.’ : ;

Well, it's no good blinking cobvious facts, it %" ‘said
Montgomery Smyth. “ You're -outclassed. I don't. say 1t
offensively, you know, but in a friendly spirit. It’s no good
playing s game with a foregone conclusjon, is it?"

“ Mot much.”

“ With ten men we shall give you more of a show. It
“E*]{J.Iﬂlh 1;!13 game worth watching., You accepi?"

, Mo,

Montgomery Bmyth frowned a little.

*Come, Wharton, you don't decline?”

“Yes, I do. Thanking you all the same, you know."

“ Yaas, wathah."

““Well, have your own way. It means us only plny.in%-
eno ionings, snd I'd rather have had a whole day’s cricket.”

“Bai Jove,'” said Arthur Augustus, as Bmyth reéjoingd
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iﬁi friends, “ I wegard that chap as a fearful boundah, you
now.™

Harry Wharton grinned.

“That's Smyth! We are going to surprise him.™

*Yaas, wathah!"

Montgomery Smyth won the toss, and batted firet. The
umpires tock up their poaitions, Colonel Wharton umpiring
for his naphew. Tha Colonel was an old ericketar, and had
played for his county in his younger days. He had seen
Wharton's eleven at practice that morping, and he too waa
anticipating with grim amusement the surprise of Mont-
gomery Smyth.

Montgomery SBmyth lounged down to the wicket with his
bat undger hiz arm, to open the innings with Dawson. Daw-
son took up his position with a Aonrish, and grinned at hia
companions in front of the tent.

Wharton had placed hiz mon to field, and given Kerr the
ball for the first over. Kerr went to the bowler's wicket
in his quiet way. There was no swagger about Kerr—ha
was a fellow who could do things, and he did not need to
SWaTger.

ontgomery Smyth received the first over.

Ha smiled as he drepped the end of hiz bat on tha creass,
and waited for the ball to come down.
hf'-_lfiarr took a little run, and the ball went down like &
3eil.

Meontgomery 8myth just stopped it.

The confident smila died away from his face, and he
locked a little puzzled, asz tha ball was fialded and thréwn
back to the bowler.

It came down again,

Muntg{mmar{ Smyth was a little loss confident, and a littla
more careful for the second ball of the over.

Buf that did not save him.

The ball locked an easy one—but it broke in from the off
in the most unexpected manner, and there was a ¢lack!

Montgomery Smyth blinked at his wicket.

The middle stump was at an angle of forty-five, and the
balla were on the ground.

“M—m—my hat!" gasped Bmyth.

“ How’'s that ?'"" yelled Bob Cherry.

£E ﬂut [ HE

There was no doubt upon that point.
was oub-—second ball of the first over.

“ My only hat!” said Blaine, as his friend came out with
his bat in his hand, and a most amazed and lugubricus look
upon his face. ' How did that happen, Monty? "

Monigomery Smyth shook his head.

“Blessed if T know! It was a fluke, of course.”

*“*Oh, ves, of course it was a Buke.”

“The chap couldn’t do it again! Go in and make a
better show, old chap,” said Montgomery Smyth.

And Blaine laughed and said he w&uld’:

e went in, and he did indeed make a bettor show, But
he did not meke much of a show, all the same. BElaino
could play criocket, and before that over was finished, ho
roalised that he had first-rate bowling to deal with.

And the Bton fellow was very careful, and as a result he
lived through the over, but he did not score.

Whon the field crossed over, Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh
was put on to bowl.

Dawson, like Smyth, attributed the fall of the frat wicket
to a mere fluke, and his manner was as confident as ever
a3 he faced the hc-wli.ng of the Indisn.

But a change came o'er the spirit of his dream when the
Nabob of Bhanipur settled down to work.

Ho gave Dawson two balls that he easily stepped, and
then a third that dodged hia bat in the easiest way imag-
inablal.] and knocked his middle stump elear out of the
ground.

Dawson locked at the wicket, and his friends looked at
Dawson.

it 11 el

“My only Aunt Sempronia!” said Dawson dazedly.

And he walked back to the tent.

There was a gontle smile upon the dusky features of
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.. He was - enjoying himself.
And the gentle semile intensified, and the eye of the nabob
hall-closed in 8 wink, when the hext batsmen went out for
& duck's egg.

Montgomery Bmyth and Co. loocked at one another.

Thoy could not understand . It wes no dream: thesa
things were really bappening. But they could not grasp
them, as it were.

The rot that had set in st the start did not continue un-
checked.

Blaine and several others
against it, snd they he
never high

For when the batamén were able to keap their wickots
up, and got 8 chance of sending the round red hall on its

n, 8 To.
Ol y

Montgomery 3myth

of the team made a stand
gan bto score. Bufp the scoring was



}?ume}', then thoy had to deal with fielding of the very first
clacs.

Blaine was “out’ to a smart throw-in from Tom Merry,
which knocked his wicket to pieces while his bat was still
8 foot from the crease.

The next wicket fell to a difficult catch brought off in
the slips by Noble, and the other fellows gave a cheer for
Kangaroo.

Montgomery Smyth's face was & study,

Ho hardly dared to leak at the board.

But others were looking at it. The wvillagers had been
given freo entrance to the Lodge grounde for the metch,
Enﬂl therc was a considerable crowd of them round the

eld.

They cheered heartily every good ball and every good
eatch, thorouphly enjo E'ng the discomfiture of the swagger-
ing t?nm who had dafeated Bates, and made sc very much
out of it.

The runs piled up slowly: the wickets fell fast

Last man in found the score at 40.

It was less than half what Montgomery Smyth had fully
expoctad to make. Last man in did not inerease it, either.
Ha was bowled out by Tom Merry at the second ball of
the over.

All down for 40.

The Montgomery Smyth brigade hardly looked one
ancther in the face,

They were asking thomeslves what the Wharton eleven’s
Elll:&ing would be like, after this displuy of bowling and

elding.

They were soon to seel

D ——

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
Licked to the Wide!

OB CHERRY and Frank Nugent opened the innings
for the home team. Blaine went on to bowl the first
over for ihe visitors.

_ Blaine could bowl—but he did not succeed in making
m_yl; impression upen Bob Cherry’s wicket in that over.
Bob scored two, and let it go at that, Then the bowling
came to Nugent, from Dawson; and he scon realised that
he had a weak bowler to deal with. He lcoked for the
balls and swiped them right and left. Ten for the over
made the crowd shout.

“That {:haE can bat,” short slip remarked o Mont-
gomery Smyth, as the field crossed over.

Montzomery Smyth nodded without replying.

It was pretty evident that Nugent could bat: buf he
knew that. The Greyiriare fellows had played well in the
Bates match. They iad plaved against every disadvan-
tage, but made a good show considering. Now was fo bo
sgen what they could do when backed up by & good team.
Montgamery Bimyth was heginning to see!

It was curious to note how the swagper gradually disei-
pated from the mauner of the visiting team.

It zeomod to drop off thom like a eloak.

They set to work to play the game hard, playigg their
hardest: and they put into it all they knew.

Bub the conviction was gra.duallyeieing forced upon their
minds that they were outclassed. They—the groat Mont-
gomery Smyth and Co.—were ouiclassed by this team of
juniors-—juniors from the Lower Forma!l

It was incredible—but it wae trua.

Montgomery B3myth remembered his offer to play ten
men againit Wharton’s eleven, and even Monigomery
Smyth blushed as he thought of if.

Mugent was caught out atelast by Blaine, and Harky
Wharton went in. Wharton stayed in while three sue-
cosaive batsmen éame and went. All the time ke was piling
up riuns., His score was at 80 for himself alone, out of a
total of 140, when he gave Dawson an casy catch., It was
glear to¢ Harry that he would have to declare the innings,
and he didn’t want to declare without giving hiz allics
from Bt. Jim's a show.

The wickets lasted a long time, and the Smyth bowlers
exhausted themselves agzinst them in vain. om Merry
gdded 40 to the score, and Kere was responsible for 20,
Kangarco was not out at the finish, having already added
5. There ware still three wicketa to fall when ‘Wharton
declared, for a total of 230 runs.

Two hundred and thirty |

Against forty!

Mo wonder the Montgomery. 8myth fellows locked as if
thare had just been an eathgquake. _

‘I Wharton had not declered, the total might easily have

n up fto over three bundred, a scoré that a county team
would have been ﬂ?mud of in a first-clasa match.: But
Montgomery 8myth & Co., of course, were not first-class
opponents. Harry Wharton had played harder matches
againet' & scratch team in the Greyfriars Remove. Tom

erry remarked to Blake that s maich against & Third

orm eleven from 8t. Jim's would have been harder.
ally, less restrained by the laws of politeness than his
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elders, was laughing most of the time. He scoemed to
regard the whole affair as a huge joke. BSo did the others,
as a matter of fact ; but they were reserving their merriment
till after the departura of Montgomery Smyth & Co. Jack
Blake conlided to Bob Cherry that he would give a week
of the vacation to throw himself down in the grags and
roar; and Bob admitted that he was feeling exactly the
same himself. i

The cricketers lunched with the colonel, snd during
lunch something of the old manner came back to Mont-
gomery Smyth & Co,

After all, they had been unlucky. They would pull up
in the afternoon—they would show Harey Wharton and his
ericketers what stuff they were made of.

And they did—though not in the way they intended.

After lunch, the second innings of the Montgomery Smyth
!::I:liﬂﬂﬂ opened, and Dawson and Blaine went to the
wiceats. '

Wharton was merciful, and he put on Wally to bowl.

His idea was that the Third-Form fag would be about
tha weakest of the team, and would give tha visitors some-
thing like a chance to save their face. Wharton meant
to lick the Smyth eleven soundly; but he did not want ie
ba foo hard.
b-'II[ihera was & wicked gleam in Wally's eyes as he took the

a +*

He was & splendid bowlar for his age, and thers wasn™
a wicket in the Third Form at 8t. Jim’s that could stand
ageinst him.

Montpomery Smyth, at their Hirst meeting, hed patted him
on the head and called him *“little boy.” Wally had that
insult fo avenge. Smyth had meant to be agreeable and
patronising ; gul, Wally would have preferred a right-
hander in the eye. He meant to make Montgomery Smyth
i-elp_lgnt that ﬂ;'mt. and that “little boy.”!

e bowled first against Dawson's wicket, and Dawson,
secing that he had only a fap to deal with, let himeelf go.
He swiped the ball right back to the bawler, and ren.

There was a roar |

“"Well caughe !"'

LI n AL STORY
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Dawson stopped in dismay.
holding up the balk

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry, unable to restrain
himself. * Caught and bowled, Wuiiy—cuufht snd bowled
D'Arcy minor! Oh, carry me home to die !

“*Bhut up !" said Wharton, hardly able to hels laughing
bimszelf,

“0Oh, T can't help it!
sobbed Bob Cherry.

“Yaas, wathah!
know, myzelf.”

" The funnifulness is terrifio [

“How's that "’ grinned Wally.

“Out !

Dawson walked away with a glum face, and another
batsman cama in. A minute later, that batsman was look-
ing down at s wrecked wicket as if he could neot imagine
what was the matter with it.

“0Out ' grinned the umpire,

* Hurrah!" roared the crowd.

Then in marched the mighty Montgomery Stmyth himsalf,
Ho bad been disnmissed for a duck’s egg in the first innings ;

]_:E:I?is lock showed that he didn't mean history to repeat
1 . 3

But Wally's eyes were gleaming. Little boy! He would
giva tho unspeakable Smyth little boy !

And he bowled, and Montgomery Smyth smote manfully
where the ball wasn't, and the ball shot on where the
wicket was, and there was a clack!

# How's that "

[ 11 Dut !l!

: M-my hat!" said Monigomery 8myth fesbly.

Brave " roarcd the crowd. ‘' The hat trick | Hurrah I*

“Bwavo, Wally! Bwavoe, deah boy ¥

And Wally chuckled.

Harry Wharton, dg;nnmng, called the redoubtable fag off
after that over, and Wally didn't bowl again. But he had
avenged himself upon Montgomery Smyth., The groat
Bmyth had been cloaned bowled by a Third Form boy ! The
hat trick had been performed against his team by & fag!
It was s Blow that it was pr:%nhla Montgomery Smyth
would never recover from.

What need to relate the mourniul close of that innings?

Montgomery Bmyth & Co. were all down at the finish for
30, and tasir total for the two innings wss thus 7C.
Wharton’s ¢laven had wpn the match by an innings and
160 runs. They could bave won it by many more if thoy
had chosen, only, as Bob Cherry rﬂmarkadj: it was a fag
to keap on running ali day.

When the last wicket fell, Montgomery Smyth packed

Wallr was grinning and

Why will they be so funny ™

I wegard it aa awfully fannsy, you

T Ty Py
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his things in his bag. The motors wero buzzing in the lane.
The wisiting eleven wers pressed hospitably to stay to tea,
But they declined. There was no ill-feeling exactly. Bat
thoy realised that they looked utterly ridiculous.. There
was no disgrace in being beaten in a match; that might
happen to anybody. But to be beaten alter swaggoring
about with more than the importance of county cricketers
—there waa the rub. The villagers were nziﬂnlr laughing ;
and Harry Wharton & Co., in apite of their politenecss,
could not wholly conceal their merriment. Montgomery
Smyth & Co. their leave, -and buzeed off in the mobors,
sadder and wiscr youths.

When they were fairly gone, and courtesy no lenger
phged Eeatramt upon the victorious eleven, thers was an
outbraak.

Colonel Wharton, with a grim smile upon his bronsed
visage, walked back to the houss, and there ke chuckled to
himself. But the juniors threw themselves in the secats or
npon the grass, and yelled.

“It's too funnoy ! sobbed Bob Cherry. * Moantgomery
Smyth & Co. ought to bo on the front page of a comic
paper.”

“ §la, ha, ha 1™

“Yans, wathah! T wegard them se bein' weally the
limit, you know.*

T Hﬂ; h:ﬂ.,. hﬂn e

“The funnifulness of the esteemed rotten cricketers is
torrific," murmured the Nabob of Bhenipur. “The
honourable egga of the worthy ducks are cheap to-dey.”

% Ha, ha, ha !”

! §io, ho, ho 1"

“ My only Aunt Jane!"" purgled Wally.

“ Ha paited ma
on the head, and called me a little boy !

Heo, ho, ho | hy.

Pongo could play cricket better than that chap! Littwe
boy! Ha, ha, hal”

*"Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton wiped his eyes at last

“ Well, we cught to be obliged to Montgomery Smyth,”

he aaid, gasping. “I haven’t had such a laugh for agea!
Montgomery Smyth is the prince of humorists !

““ Yars, woathah!"

And all the eleven agreed that he was.

- - £ . =

Montgomery Emﬁh had had & shock; but Montgomery
S8myth was always Montgomery 83myth. In less than twenty-
four hours he was the same Monty; but when he iold
wondrous tales of hia foats on the cricket feld. he never,
never by any chance mentioned that match with Harry
Wharton's Eleven.

THE END.

—---—-—-—-————-_d-'-q-—\-.-r--——r-' o = o
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A BRIEF RESUME OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Homald Chenvs, a ¢adet In his last term at Sandhurst, is
falecly accused of chenting In 8n exam., 50 one nlgiit.
gl.c-king apa few necessnries, he lcaves Sandhurst with his

og R h. He walks to London, enlists in the Royal North
Wezgex Hegiment under the name of Chester, and is sent
down to Woelchester., Arrived theére, Ronald nnfort I.I.I].ﬂttli
manages to¢ fall foul of Bagot, a bullyi s€rgeant, an
Foxey Williams, & vate, on the Tirst day, nnd 80 he
comes in for a rough time. On the night that he is doing
his first sentry-go, lan Chenys, his unscrupnlous step-
brother, enters the ment a3 & subaltern. Ronald e

rsuaded to act as the regimental champion against a

avy bexsr, and goes into striot training. Onthe ht of
the great fight, however, it is discovered that Ronald has
been drnogged, and the fory of the regiment -XKnows no
bounds. ol feeling very bad, Ronald manages to
w ] the Navy man's biows fora time. Dut at last,
spurred om by the cheers of his backers, the zailor rushes
at him like a tornado.

(Now go on with the story.)

The Craft of Foxey Willlams,

A yell went up suddenly, for Ronald was down. He was
on his feet in an instant though, but again the sailor’s
amashing hits sent him to the boards. i

Btill he scrambled to his feet, withont taking respite,
and still the stoker pressed his atteck, using his brawny
arms like pisten-rods. Ronald scemed to by smothered—
helpless. He was dashed upon the twanging ropes and
catapulted back on his opponent,. Agaio the champion
lashed out;: but thiz time Ronald was too quick -for him.
He ducked, seomed to hoang for &n instant, snd then his
own good * right™ swung short end sharp.

There was a jolting thud as his glove moet the sailor's
jaw, his opponent’s arma flew up, he turned half round and
fell full length, then rolled over upon his face.

The champion was *out!”

“ Onp—two—three I" The timekeeper’s voice droned out
the flying seconds. Then & mighty yell arose. Ronald had
wom 1n spite of all the odda,

Over chaira and barriers the Wessex moen came clamber-
ing, curried away by the excitoment of victory, and now
ﬂl:ﬁ-j thirsting for vengeance, Diseipline was at an end !

The attempt upon their champion muat have been made
during his passsge from the dressing-room to the arena,
and thither the mob [ought its way. The police were
swept back and almost Aung off their feot.

“Whera 13 he? Who is he! Show us the scoundrel !
shouted the crowd. , , i

Bpud Murphy was making his wa rimly to where
Foxey had rcircated against the wall, o had no proof
that the Cockney wes the traitor; but he knew that he, of
all men, waa the one most likely to have struck the blow.

Yoxey watched Him orushing his way through, and read
his fate in the Irishman’s eyes; but his cralt had pre-
pared for such an cinergency. : : :

Turning suddenly on Alf beside him, he gripped him by
the throat. :

“ H{erc he ia! This is the man what done it!"" he velled.
“ Hea's got the knife now in his tanwg!™

Alf's qJ:u'l:ltt-a'.:rma had yiclded to the frenzied tug he gave,

Ter Maicyer—No. T,

and something small and glittering fell, to be caught by
his accuser. It was not a knife, but it looked as deadly to
the excited eyes of the soldiers as Foxey held it up.

“1 see him creep up to Chester,’” he yelled, while Alf
stood dumb with horror and surprise, * then I see him hide
thisa whers wo found it!"

The Wessex men waited to hear no more. They flew aid
the ex-hooligan as hounds fly at a fox, jostling one another
in their mad desire to get their hands upon the traitor.

Ronald cleared the ring-ropes at 8 bound. Unless he
could win his way at oneo to the heart of that Ht-rugglinr
mob, murder would be done. Admirals, generals, and all,
his veice was the only one that would be listened to in that
mad moment.

Of one thing Ronald was certain,  Whoever was re-
sponsible for the dastardly atfempt to drug him as he
made his way through the crowd to the arcna, it could
not have been Alf

Morphia had been injected into his arm by means of a
hypodermic syringe. he needle point of thia had becn
driven into the skin, and the drug forced into the blood,
to be diffused through his body, dulling his senses, and
making his limbs like lead.

Fortunately the convulsive start he had given as the
:i.lverl ﬂr;eﬁdle pricked him, had almost entirely frustrated

5] "

The only one capable of such a despicable act who had
got within arm's length, was Foxey Williams. Ronald had
no doubt but that he was the guilty person; but Foxey,
with consummate craft, had hoodwinked the crowd, and his
comrades were at that instant wreaking vengeance on an

innocent man.

Alf had been proclaimed traitor not only to Ronald, but
ta the regiment, and his comeades, in their blind rage,
seamed intent on t.{’.{lril't[{' him limb from hmb. '

In vain Spud Murphy used his giant strength to protect
tha wretched wvictim. C(ieorge, his bosom pal, Corporal
Kedge, Tony Truscott, the garrison police, all who tried
to stem the rush were swept back and crushed out of rango
of helping. .

AM was pumumelled and punched, kicked and pounded
until he lay an inert mass vpon the floor. That he might
have been killed outright there i3 no gainsaying; but
Bonald managed to force his way through the crowd at
last, and, standing astride the ex-hooligan, threatencd to
ram his fist down the throat of the next who raised finger
or foot against him.

“Stand back, you fellows! By Heaven, I mean it!”
shouted Fonald, his eyes flashing, his terrible right arm
grooked for the blow. * This man is innocent ™

“Innocent I The men recoiled in dismay.

“ But Foxoy said——"" began one.

“ Foxey lied!” answercd Ronald gquickly. " Whoever it
was fried to drug me so that I should lose, it wes not this
poor fellow you %:.zn'a- been battering here. Take my word
for that!™

#Then who was it?’ roared someone. " Name him,
Chester, for by crumbs we'll make him pay double, the
scoundrel 1™ - .

] don't know, and if I did I woulde't tell you! Yon
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have forgoetten ome thing in this mad moment—that you
arn neithar judgoes nor oxecutioner, but soldiecs [**

The men fell back under the rebuke, while Ronald knelk
beside his one-time enemy, raising his bruised and blood-
stained head on to hiz arm.

Dy this timo the officers, who had been sitting in stupe-
faction, had risen and tmken the reins of disoiplineg into
their hands.

Colonel Conger was furious at the disgrace which the act
of treachery in the first place, and the savage vengeance
which followed 1t, had brought upon his regimant.

Every man of the Wessex rank and fle present in the
hall was put under arrest, while some of the most pro-
minent of the lynchers weore collared by the military police
and sent under escort to the station.

As for the poor victim, he lay senscless, waiting for an
ambulance to take him fo thoe Royal Marine Hospital near

¥.

It was a depressing ending fo an otherwise glorious
evening.

BRonald was drng_’ging himsolf painfully into his regi-
m?EntaEl in the dressing-room when Lieutenant Bob Fairly
entered.

Mounldy Milla and Hookey Walker, who were helping
Ronald into his clothes, wera promptly ordered out, an
Lieutenant Bob sat down.

“ Now, Chester, what do you male of thia?" he asked
Brmly. ' You say this poor brute who was denounced as
the traitor was not the guilty man. You know that much,
perhaps you know more, and can tell us who is?”

“I'm efraid I cannot, sir,”” answerad Ronald.

“{an't, or won't?"' asked Lieutenant Bob, looking at
him fixedly through his oveglass; and then, without wait-
ing for an answer, he went on: * You know, Chester,
there's a good deal of mystery about you. At least, that
is the impression you give. ¥You have enemies—deuced
desperate ones, too, it _seems. There was that queer
business on sentry go. Yo must have known who it was
mauled you like that.”

“1 did, sir; and said =o!"

“ Exactly, and refused fo reveal his identity. Why,
Heaven nlone can tell. Next, there’s that serimmage in
the gymnasium, and now to-night. Who was it tried to
inject that morphia into your arm? Why did he do it, and
Wﬁlﬂl‘ﬂ' did he get tho deadly little instrumeont to do it with?
See, I have it hare!" :

He held open his hand, and there on the palm lay s tiny
silver syringe such as doctors use, and morphia maniacs
who have fallen under the spell of the terrible drug.

“1'm afratd I'm a3 much in the dark as you are, sic.”

“You can't possibly be!l
Think again. You know of "-
one enemy wihoe attacked you
face to face on a fogpgy night,
and whom vou shielded at the
O X DENE ol fourtesn {].’-I.._‘,.'ﬁ!
rack-drill,  Don't you think
that the same scoundrel may
ba responsibla for this piece of
blackguardisim 7™

“I don't know, sir, and even
if I did I should have to main-
tain stlence.’

M Exactly ! That confounded
air of mystery again !

“Yes, sir, there s a

be glad to hear from ¥ou.

«« Boy Scouts from

“I am in your hands there, sir,” sauid Ronald. *Only I
hope that day will ba long in coming ; not for my own sako,
but for that of others, to whom the shoek would come with
deadly force."

Lieutenant Bob looked at him for a long minute, and

then said :

“0m! Tt's like that—eh? Well, 23 I have said, T don't
want to poke into any man's private affairs, but then—well,
if 1 tumble across anthi}ing I think is & solution of this
contemptible m%sterg. Il consult you before making a
definite move. That's only fair, perhaps.”

“ And now about to-night,” he continued efter a pouse.
““The colonel says that & corporal and one man are to be
left behind to look after that poor wretch Sheppard, and I
have ﬁﬂt ﬂa}ptnm Carthew to detail Kedge ang you for the
job. There'll bo nothing to do but to spe him into hospital,
and after that you can get to bed early and rest, for you
must be-1n need of 187"

Ronald thanked Lisutenant Bob for his kindly thought,
and the officer took his departure, a deal more puzzled and
nonplussed than before.

In due time an ambulance lumbered up, send, poor Alf
having been lifted into it, Corporal Kedge and Ronald
climbed in too, and were trundled away.

As Lieutenant Bob had said, there was nothing to do but
hand their insensible comrade over to the hospital staff for
the night, and then seek quarters in the Royal Marine
Barracks ad)joining,

They tried in vain to find out before leaving how noar
the bruised and battered man was to death, for thot he was
terribly injuzed was evident to all.

At about two in the morning, in the midst of a hideous
dream in which Ronald found himself battling the contest
ovor and over again, beset by all sorts of phantom foes, he
was roused up by the corporal of the guard, accompanied
by a hospital or arly.

“You're wanted,” said the latter. *The cove wyou
brought in has been hollerin’ for you, and the doctor sayvs
¥ou are o come and guieten him."

Ronald rose at once, and scrambling into his clothes,
roused Kedge to tell him of his errand, then followed his
guide out.

In one of the double rows of cots in a long hospital ward,
looking doubly grim at that uneanny hour, Private Alf
Sheppard lay tossing on the borders of delirium.

“Where's Chester, T tell you? TFeleh 'im, carn’t ver?
He thinks I done it, and I wants ter tell 'im. I sin’t a rat,
a— Ah.lthere he is ! i

As Ronald came up to the bedside, and stood lockin
down with pity on the battered cripple, the wild, hurning

cyes soemed to focus them-
Belves a little ns they rested on
his face, and the mind, reeling
with fever, to steady itself,

“I want to see you had,
You don't believe what he
said—Foxey, I mean—ths
lying hound ! You don't
believe I'd done such a dirty
thing, does yor "

Fonald opened his lips to
answer ‘" No," but Alf read
the reply already in his eyes.

“8Bhake 'ands! I kneow you
wouldn't "  he said, and
struggled to raise his arm.
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mystery, I admit it. But I
have reasons for not divalging
my share of it, and I beg you

the Faderland.’’

*“There, nothink secems to
work about me. I'm gll broka
up, though 'ow was they to

not to probe further.”

Y But don't you see how it
ties ocur hands; hew this
quizotic fdea of yours makes
it possible for blackguards in
our midst to do these acta and
Bacape unpunished 3°°

“They will not escape for
ever sir,” said Ronald.
Mot af I, for one, can help
it.”" answered Licutenant Doh.
“I don't want to probe into
any man's private affairs, but
where the honour of our regi-
ment is concerned none of us
can sit idle while thesa things
huppen. 1, too, have my
puspicions. I shall follow up
my clues, and be the end ever
8o bitfer for somebody, I will
bring him to book. Under-
ttand fhat, Chestor.™

Harry Wharton & Co., also
the members of Study 13,
receive a party of visitors
from a land renowned
many things besides saus-
ages, The fun is furious and
the consequences varied,

N.B,—* Pluck® brings luck,

know when Foxey set "emn on?
The sneakin' cur, to save ‘is
own skin like that! 'E done
it "isself; I'd swear it, though
I never scen 'im. DBut I was
watchin® "im, me and George.
Wea knew 'e'd got it in for you
thick ever since you and us
joined. So ‘ad we—Georpge
and me—only wa ain'k
Foxey's sort, quite. 'E came
sneakin’ round ws more than
onge, but we gzive 'im thes
shove arter a bit. We don't
‘ave to go crawlin' round &
feller's back afore we dara
strike 'im, like Foxey. You
believe that, don’t yer?”

for

Another instalment of thiy powerful
serial next week, Please order your
capy of the "'Maognet™ Library fn
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