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“LINLEY’S LUCK”

A Splendid, Long School Tale of the Boys
of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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THL FIRST CHAPTER.

A Telegram for Hazeldene!

ar y AZELDENI ™
“Where's Hazeldene ™
“Whore has that silly ass got to?”

“ Hazpldene U

* Anybody sven [Huzeldene?”
- Up and dowan the Remove passage ol Greyfriars the
inquiry was heavd,  Harey Whavton was the first to ask after
Hazeldene, and then DBob Clierry, and then Tom Brown.
Hazeldene was not fo be found.

“The ass!™ said Hob Cheryy,
at this moment !
,The duffer ™ ejaculated Tom Brown, the New Zealand
jumor, " Just at this particular moment—it's like him to
go and bury himself just now 1™

“The frabjous aes ! said IHarry Wharton.

“Fancy his buzzing off just
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Trank Nugent came upstairs from the hall.

*Bean Hazeldene?™ he asleed.

* Ha, ha, ha!"”

“What are you sniggering about?” demanded MNugent,
staring at the three juniors of the Remove.

“Why, we're inguiring for him ourselves, that’s all,” said
Wharton, laughing. * The silly chump’s disappeared !”

“There’s a telegram for him in the hall,” said Nugent.

“Ha, la, hat

“You cackling ass!”

“ That's why we're locking for him,'” said ITarry. * We
want to tell himm about that telegram, you see.’

“ And to know what's in 1t?" said Bob Cherry.

“Wiich 15 really the more nmportant of the two,'” Tom
Brown remarked.

Nugent grinned.

“0Oh, 1 z0e!™
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Mark Licley cama upstairs, and stopped as he saw the
thums of the Remove,

“Any of you fellows szeen Hazeldena?’ he asked.

“Ha, ha, ha

" What's the joke®”

" Have you seen the telegram for him in the hall?’ chuekled
Bob Cherry.

“Well, ves, andee—* o

* And it cecurred to you that it was from his sister Marjorie
et ClLff House?

Mark coloured.

“Well, I—-I thought—"

**Bo you came to Jook for Hazeldene,” prinned Wharton.
“Well, we'ro all locking for him. That wire is from Chff
House, for a certrinty. It's o hali-holiday this afterncon, and
it may mean that Mearjorie 13 coming over. And now that
frabjous ass has hidden himszelf somewhers I

“It’s too badl'”?

“ Been Hazeldena!' asked MNugzent, as Dulstrode of the
Remove came by,

“1 think he's 1n the gym”

“ Come on, you chaps!’™

Y Right-ho 1"

And the Removites hurried away towards the pym. As
they left the Schonl House, a fat junior, in a big pair of
spectacles, joined them.

*1 say, vou follews—"" he began. .

“0h, don’t bother now, Bunter; we're In o hurry,”™ said
Wharton brusquely.

“Yes,. But [ say—-="

“Buzz off ¥

* Oh, really, Cherry!

Ly Eh "I'!'H‘

“Have wou seen Hazeldena?' demanded Billy Bunter.
“Thera's a telegram for him 1o the hall, and 1T was going to
ke 1t to lom f—"

““Ha, ha, hal”

“ Blessed if I ean see anvlhing to epckle at” sarwd Billy
Bunter, blinking at the chvums of the Remove in gread sur-
prisa. 1 thought it would be gpood-natured to tele hirn his
telegram. I wish you wouldn®t walk so fast, you fellows,
can hardly keep up with you.”

“Don't do it, then"

* Oh, really, Nugent! T say, vou fellows, I was thinking
that perhaps Hazeldena's uncle, ar somebody, has been wiring
money o him, or mmet.hi'llg of that sort, and it would be ﬂuiy
decent to let lum kpow ot onge”

** Ha, ha, hal™®

# 1 pay—"

But Billy Bunter did not say more. e was oub of
breath, and he wog left hopelessly behind as the sturdy juniors
strode on towards the gym,

He hlinked after them indignantly.

“Well, of all the rotters!” he murmured “ Fancy walking
away from a fellow like that. I shouldn't wonder if the wire
was to say that there's money waiting for Hazeldene at the
post-office. I believe I've heard him speak about a rich uncle.
1t would be only decent to let him know ; and he might lend
me a little off t.i'l'ha postal-order I shall have to-night. T'll get
the lelegram and go and locok for him.”

And Billy Bunter hurried back into the Scheol House.

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton & Co. had arrived at the gym.
Their deep interest in Hazeldene and hia telegram was really
quite touching.

But, az o matter of foct, any other fellow at Greyiviars
might have received telegrams galore without Harry
Wharton & Co. bothering their heads about it.

With Hazeldens it was different.

Harry Wharton & Co. wera on the best of terms with
Marjorie Hazeldene and her friends at Chf Houss School.
The chums of the Remove had intended spending that after-
noon in an execursion along the sea-coast. The wire might
mean that Marjorie wanted them—it might he an invitation
of some sort—it might mean that there was something " on™
in which their services or company might be needed.

Hence their obliging readiness in husnting up Hazeldene to
acquaint him with the fact that there was a telegram waiting
for him in the hall. ]

Harry Whartn wae the first to look into the gym.

Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars, was there.
He nodded kindly to the juniors. Thers was no mgn of
Hazeldene.

"gnvﬁ you sean Hazeldene?” asked Wharkton,

(11 2,

“Where iz he?"?

“T've just sent him to take a message to Courtney.”

“0h! Ts he coming back?”

*1 think not.”

“ Where's Courtney?"

“Tn his study, I believe.”

“ Thanks.™
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And the juniors leit the gym. again, and retraced theinr
steps towards,the School House. They grinned at one another
rather sheepishly.

They entered the houwse, and went into the Sizth Forin
pussage.  Courtney of the Bixth had just come out of his

study.

“dEmtrl:nB » have you saen Hazeldena?' exclaimed Wharton,

“¥es. He's just brought me a message.”

“ Where is he now®"’

“ 1 think he went up the passage.”™

“0Oh, my only Aunt Kate! Ihzappeared again!” grunted
Bob Cherry.

“We'll find him. Come on!™

They went up the passage. A sharp and a.'ﬂgrg volca Wwas
heard from the study belonging to Loder of the Sixth.

“You young sweep! You won't got”

' Mo, jolly well won't!"” satd Hazeldene's voice, and
Wharton quickened his stepa,

* He's in Loder's study,” he exclaimed,

The juniors reached the open door. Hazeldene of tho
Reomove woes standing in the study, facing Loder of the Sixth,
with s shghtly pale face but & determined lock. Loder's face
was red with anger.

Neither of them noticed the new arrivals for the moment.

Lodor had p'lt:kﬂl] up & ericket-stump.

“You won't go!' he repeated.

“No,” =aid [lazeldens, 1 won't! You've no right to
senid me to fetch smokes, and you kpow 3t Carberry was
axpelled from Greyirviavs for doing no worse than that. And
I know jolly well that if 1 were canght beinging them in,

ou would turn your back on me—I know bhow yon and

rharry served Nugent minor, when hie was fool enough o
take part in your rotten games”

Loder did not reply  He took a tighter grip on the ericket-
stump, and stepped towards Hazeldene.

The junior made a spring for the door.

But the hully of the Sixth was too quick for him,

He eaught the Bemovite by the shoulder, and swung Lim
'tt}ulick into the study, and then the cricketstump whizzed in

@ air.

Another second, and a savage blow would have fallen across
Haveldene’s shoulders.

But that blow did not fall.

As the stump whirled upward, Harry Wharton risshed in,
anidl hiz swinging fist eaught the senior on the elbow, and
hiz arm went up higher, and the cricket{-stump Bew out of
his hand.

It crashed H%ﬂi’l the clock on the mantelpiece, and thore
was a erash of broaking glass.

Toder utterad g ery of raga.

_ The sharp rap on s eloow had burt him, and he clasped
it with the other hand, as he stagoored back.

“ Quick, Haxol I muttered Wharton,

The junior needed no second biddieg.

He whipped out of the study, and Wharton followed him
apd slommed the door; and the junior: scudded down the
Sixth-Form passage.

They were gone before Loder oould get the doar apen.

Tu the lower hall they stopped, a little breathless, and
laughing. They had got the better of the bully of the Bimxtl,
and they did not imagine that Loder wounld care to carry the
mitter any further,

“Lucky for me you fellows came!” said Hazeldena,

“ Yes, rather! e were looking for yon. There's a tele-
gram for you here,” said Wharton, ‘*Mr. Quelch took it
in, and he stuck it in the rack.”

A telegram

“Yes, From Marjorie, very likelvw.”

“1 shouldn't wonder,” agreed Hazeldeme, "1 don't zeco
who else could be telegraphing; though, 1 don't know why
Marjorne should, either, for that matter. But whero i 3%

* Here—why—my hat !

Wharton had nut his hand vp to the rack to reach the
telerram down, buot it was not there. It had becn removed.

“It's gong !

THE SECOND CHAPTECH.
Blily Bunter Makes Terms.

ARRY WHARTON locked over the rack: the telegram
was certainly gone, What hod become of 187
“Bure there was one?’ asked Hazeldene,
Frim,
[ Tﬂﬂi .F.I.!i!'-l-'.“
“Then where ia it¥* ]
“1 say, Ogilvy,” ealled out Bob Cherry, o a Removite
who was standing near, reading the notice-board. * Have
you seen Hazeldene's telezram
Ozilvy looked round.
“That telezram, Yes, Bunter's taken it
' Bunter '

with a
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Harry Wharton smniffed comtemptuously, and turped towards the jumlor captailn of Highcilffe, who had
just dragged himseli from the ditch.

“Yes, Iie said he thought Hazeldene's uncle waz wiring
some money to him, or something, and he would take it fo
him at once.”

*“The young ass! Which way did he goi?"’

“ Haven't the fainiest idea.”

Hazoldens chuokled.

“Just like Bunter. I suppese he's gone locking for me,
and now we'd better go looking for him. Ha, ha, ha!”

“There might be something impertant in the felegram,
too,” said Bob Uherrfy.

i Fapecially if it's from Marjorie.”

“Ha, ha, bLa!

“1 don't see what you'rs cackling at, Hazeldene,” a&x-
claimed Wharton, rather warmly. *If Marjorie wers my
sister, I should jolly well want to know at onse what was
iin the telegram.™

Huzaldene grinned.

“Well, let's po and look for Bunter'

Y Come on ! )

Tkey hurrvied out iotn the Close again, looking for Dilly
Bunter., Bul Billy Bunier seomed to have vanmished,

“ Botter look in the tuck-shop." said Nugent. *If Lie has
any money, he'll be there’' )

And the juniors turned their steps towards tho little shop
kept by Mrs, Mimble, the head gavrdener's wife, in the corner
of the Close bEehind the elm-irees.

“ Halle, hallo, hallo! IHere lie 121"

Bunter was standing 1 the doorway of the tuck-shop, with
a discontented oxprossion upon hiz fat face, apparently hold-
inr an argoment with Mrz. Minsble,
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he said.

=ik i

_‘;l’l-:f- all right, Mrs. Mimble; I can assure you.it's al
riehk.

T Vou ean have what woul
can have nothing else,” sui
“ But I assure you—""

“ Nengense, Master Bunter!” i . .

“You see, I'm expecting a postal-order this evening—

“ Nansensa I" ] ]

“If it doesn’t eome this evening, it's bound to come to-
morrow morning ab ithe latest,”

“ {oh, nonsense " ] :

“ Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble! You see, Hazeldene it going
to lend me something off it in advence. He's Just had a
lot of money wired fo him by his uncle”

“ Wonsensa ! ;

Billy Bunter was about to speak again, but he squeaked
instead, as @ strong grasp was laid upon hiz plump
shoulder, and he was whisked out of the tuckshop.

He Blinked at the juniors snd gasped.

“(Ow! Oh, really, Ogilvy —"

“You young ass!” : y

“Oh, is it you, Wharton? [ really wish you woulda't ba
a0 rouzh. You might make my glasses fall off, and if they
got broken you would have to pay for them.”

“AYWhere's Hazeldene's telegram ¥

W hat ¥

“ Haozeldene's telegram,” said Harry, shaking Tam.
fook it out of the hall, Where is ##7 Hand it over.”

Buntler blinked at him.

“* Oh, that telegram !”

v for, Master Bunter, and you
Mrs, Mimble tartly.

¥

Y on

A Splendid Tale of the Chums of Grayfriars.
By FRANK RICHARDS.



¢  THE BEST 3" LIBRARY

“Yeoa. Where is it7”

“ Hand it over,” said Hazendene.

“I'm sincerely sorcy, Hazeldene,”

“Hand it over, will you 1"

“1 didn’t mean to lose it.” said Bunter, blinking.
sorry if it causes you any inconvenience, but M

"“You've lost it 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“"Well, you sea——""

“"Lost 1t!"” said Hazeldene.
bounder '*

“Whera did you lose it7"” exclaimed Nugent.
quick, and we'll find it. It's got to be fonnd.”

“ What-ho!” said Tom Brown.

“J—I—T"m sincerely sorry——"*

“ Where did t}'ﬂ-l! drop it?" exclaimed Mark Linley.
“You must surely krnow where you lost it, Bunter.”

“*I—1 feel so faint from hunger that I can't think clearly,”
:m? Bunter pathetically. “If you like to stand me a few
Artg———

“Where's the telegram 7**

“1 feel so faint—->"

Hnrr}- shook the fat junior wrathfully.

. Whera did you drop that telagram " he shouted.
s lost, we'll duck vou in the fountain.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“ Where waa it

*1—I1 feel so faint—"

Hazeldene burst into a laugh.
~"It's no good I"" he exclaimed. I don’t suppose he's lest
it at all, but he won’ tell where it is till he's had a fred.
That's his little game.”

“I want to stand a feed myself,? =aid Bunter. “ You
tee, Ilazeldene, I'm getting o postal-order to-night-—"

“ Oh, ring off 1"

H0Or to-morrow morning at the latest. As vour uncle i3
wiring you some money, you might cash the order in
advanco for me; or, at least, let me have something off it.”

“ But my uncle ian't wiring me any money that I know
of,” grinned Hazxeldene. "1 expect tho telegram iz from
my sister.”

Bunter's face fell.

“(Oh ! he ejaculated.

“So0 I can't lend you nny money, and T wouldn't if I
could,” said Hezeldene cheerfully. *Now, where is the
telogram 3"

“T—J feel so faint—"
“*¥ou young porpoise, it isn't half an hour since dinrer!™

“I never get enough to eat here. I've got a delicate
constitution, %00, that can only be Lept up by constant
nourishment. 1 say, you fellows—"

“*Oh, stand him_sixpennyworth of tarts, and make him
talk ! said Frank Nugent impatiently. It will be quicker
than ducking him."

“* Oh, really, Nugent—->"

“"Come on, then !

The Removites whirled the fat junior into the tuckshop.
Mrs. Mimble came out of her liitle parlour again, all smiles
wt the sight of some of her best customers.

“Bix tarts for Bunter, please,’” snid Harry Wharton.

“ Certainly, Master Wharton.'

“ Twopenny ones, please,” added Bunter.

“Hata!" aaid Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton, I don'"t think you cught to be
mean! T'm in a really sinking condition, owing to want
of proper nourishment.”

_ “"You'll be in a sinking condition, owing to being shoved
in the fountain, if you den't look out,” said Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“8Bix penny tarts, please, Mrs. Mimble.”

“Cortainly, Master Wharton.”

“Beven for sixpence, of course,” said Billy Bunter, blink-
ing at Mra. Mimble. **Of course, seven for sixpenca to an
old customer, you know."

“ Nonzansze,'" said Mrs. Mimble.

‘" But really, you know—"

“There are your tarts,"” said Wharton, as Mra. Mimble
placed a plate of six befors the fat junior. “ Now then,
wherae is the tolegram ™

Bunter grunted, and
% c:rumplefl telegram.

“Here you arc.™

**Then—then vou hadn't lost it!" exclaimed Nurent.

1 didn't say I'd lost it.”

“Why, you did; you—"

“1 3aid I didn’t mean to lose it,”” said Bunter. “If you
drew a wrong conclusion from my words, of course that
wasn't my fault. Hero's the telegram.”

Hazeldena took the telegram., The other lellows steod
fooking at Billy Bunter, who ale his tarts one after another.
FBach tart muﬂe two monthfuls for the fat junior, and a
monthial oeeupied him ooly a second or two.

Tz Maover Lisrary.—No. 108,
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"Well, you cheeky young
“rell us,

H:Il

roped in his poeket, and drew out
ho juniors stared at him blankly.
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The tarfs were gone by the time IHazeldene had opened
his telegram and resd it

Bunter blinked round at the juniors,

“T say, you fellows, six penny tarts don’t go very far. Ik
suppose you're really going to stand a few more.”

U Rix more tarts, Mrs. Mimble,” said Bob Cherry, laying
a sixpence on the counter,

Y Certainly, Mastor Cherry.”

Bunter blinked with satisfaction.

“That's decent of vou, Cherry, I—-"1

“It’s all right, Bunly. ¥You deserve some more farts,
and you're poing to get them,” zaid Hob, with a dangerous
gleam in his eyes,

“Thanks! 1 never get really erouzh to eat. A chap
with a delicate constitution like mine has to be careful, I—
oh-—ow-—ooch 1"

Bob Cherry picked up the tarts ae Mrs. Mimble placed
them before him. He slammed one on each of Lilly
Bunter’s eyes, and another on his nose, and the others on
his ears and his hair,

Bunter staggerad back, masping and splutiering.

“Oh! Ow! Yow! Groo!"
“Have some more " asked Bob sweerly.
“Yarooh!”

“Yeou can have o few more (i vou really vwant em.™

“Garrooh !

“*Ha, ha, ha!” roaved ihe juniors.

“Yow! Wow!"

Billy Buntor staggered blindly out of the tuckshop. He
had bargained for taris, and he had received them, but net
quite in the way he had wanted e,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Help Wanted.

ARRY WHARTON looked inguiringly at Hazeldene.
T]‘lﬂ_ Iﬂff{h}‘ had read his telegrim, and was reading if
again, with a somewhat puzzled expression upon hir

face,
“Wall, 15 1t from Marjorie I demanded Nugeont,
* Yag "
Y Any news for ys?"’
i Ycﬁ-'.ll i ]
“Read it out, thea!” exclaimed Tom Brown. * What
on earth do you mean by keeping iv to yourseli? What's

the news?"

“ Blessed if T understand !

“ Read it out, then, and let a superior brain have s
chance,” suggested Dol Cherry.

Hazeldone grinned, and vead oui the felegram.

“We ara in a fix, and want you to help us. Marjorie.”

“in op fiw,” osard Iarry. Whot does that mean? What
kind of a fix can they e an that we can help them out of 1

}Iﬂ'ﬁl‘.ldl_‘ﬂﬁ Hhﬂi}]i hilf"l- hf‘ﬂlﬂ,

“h, girls are always retbing into somie bother or other 1
he remarked. " They always need a chap to fish them out,
vou koow, I shall buezz gver on my bike.”

* What about us?” said Nugent. I think we'd better
all buzz over on our bikes.”

“lxood ege " raid Bob Cherry.

“You might az well come over, if yvou're doing nothing
thia afternoon,” said Iazeldene. “The telegram i3 o3
much to you as to me, I know. And if the girls are in any
fix, T dare say won chaps will be as useful as I should be”

“4Or more 0! sugeested MNugent.

U Hats ! Well, T'm g:}ing& to get my mechine.”

“T haven't one,’” said Mark Linley, colouring & little.
“1 can't come’

“Oh, yea, you can,” said Boh. 1" land you Inky's.
He's staying in to write letters to Imdin, and he won't
sorne,’
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HWell, if he waon't mind:™

Y11 ask him afterwards, to make sure. Come on!"

Mark laughed, and followed the rest of the juniors to the
biko-shed. In a few minutes the six juniors were wheelin
the machinos down to the gates, They mounted in the road,
Wark Linley mounting the handsome * jigger™ belonging
to Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur—
mors familiarly known as * Inky.”

The chuma of the Rewmove were glad encugh of a little
excursion over to Cliff House. It was a fine, clear, spring
afterroon, just the weather for riding. What the kind of
help, could be that Ma?ﬂrie & Co. wanted they had no
idea; but they were ready to give it, whatever it was.

The bunch of cvelists swept along the country road at a
good 3%.1&3::1. )

Buddonly Mark Linley. who was a little in advance, rang
his bell furiously, and stopped his machine dead with a jam
of the brake,

* Stop I he shouted.

The bicycles rattled to a halt. But Bob Cherry, who was
going too fast to stop immediately, ran right on.” His front
wheel ran upon a rope stretched across the road, and his
bicvele curled round and foll over, and he went sprawling
in the dust. ’

He jumped up with bruised hands and dusty clothes and
an enragad face.

:1:'11& other juniors had dismounted in time.

What does that mean?” roared Bob Cherry.
howling idiot—-1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

chd was o laugh from the thiek hedge that bordered the
road.

Across the road & rope was strotched, about a foot above
the ground, and if the tyelists had ridden on, they would
haﬂ& been brﬂ?ugl:?t to the g*_rm.;n_d ]in a heap.

. A% wn3 evigently a practical joke, and the perpetrators of
it were hidden by the thick hé]dgz-. at the si:ﬂa ::I.-} the r::a&
On the other side the end of the rope was tied to a stump
in the ﬂp‘ﬁpﬂltﬂ hedge,
Earr:r 'I;urtpét!'s ixce flushed wiﬁh ang-]nr.
was a ternibly deangerous frick to and might have
resulted in broleen limbs, though the pract?ga’;l jokers had been
too thoughtless to consider that.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

A head rose above the hedge—a head wearing a mortar-
bosrd eap, which the juniors recognised at once.

The cap belonged to a fellow from Higheliffe School, o
college some distance up the coast, bavond CLF House,
E:giﬂ;ﬁe “Iﬁg Emhf? fi;t:rm t{lirejgrﬁ.rﬂ for the boys to come

uehi 1n contact; but when they did happen 1
not 1n & friendly fashion. ¥ PRl S R, 23 WA

Greyfriars had challenged Higheliffe to a football match
on one occasion, and the challenge had been declined, not in
the politest way.

l1T]'m- real resson of the refusal probably was that the High-
cliffe fellows knew they would be licked; but they had
couched the refusal in a way that hinted that they didn’
consider Greyfriars quite good enough to meet then:.

And Greyfriars had chafed, and yearned to get a High-
cliffe teamn on the footer-ficld, to give them a lesson in
football and manners.

Onee or twice sinco then the fellows had met, and there
had been exchanging of compliments, followed by the punch-
ing of noses.

Wharton looked over the hedge at the Highclific cap and
the face under it, and his brows darkened. Ile rvcognised
Vavasour, the jumior captain of Highecliffe. On a previous
oecasion Vavazour and FHarry Wharton had oceupicd a lively
ten minutes at the tuck-shop in the village, pommelling one
another, and the combat had enly been terminated Ly the
ingpportune arrival of a Highcliffe mastor.

Vavesour grinned at the Greyfriars junior,

“ You utter ass!"' exclaimed Wharton wrathfully. ** You
n:-ught to have more sense than to play a trick like that.”

*Ha, ha, ha!*'

* You—you silly chump!” shouted Bob Cherry,

“Ila, ha, ha! Ife looks dusty, doesn's he?
Vavasour. ' Look at him [

Five or six faces rose behind the hedge. The Higheliffe
fellows wers evidently out in force. There were more, too,
peeving through the foliage. and joining in the laughter at
tha discomfture of Harry Wharton & Co.

“Well, it's a dusty road, and it's kind of him to dust
it.” romarked Hiiton. **' Ha, ha, ha ™

The Greyfriars lads exchanged angry glances.

The lnugh was on the side of the Highcliffe fellows, but
Harery Wharton & Co. did not feel in the least inclined to
leave it at that,

“The ends!” muttered Wharton,  * They might have
smashed our bikes, and perhaps us, foo, with 8 mad trick
bke toat.” A

“I'm jolly well poing for them!™ said Bob Chesry,

Y Come on, then!™

P Right-ne! Down with Higheliffe [

And the BEemovites rushed to the attack,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Capght!

AVASOUR did not scem to be alarmed by the at-uc!:.

As a rule, the Higheliffe fellows preferred to aveid

close quarbers. T}i:lE}' regarded themselves as being

extremely select, and they were averse to having their

clothes rumpled, or their faces marred, by fighting. But when

every advantage was on their side, they were not so unwilling.

They were in a strong position now behind the hedge, at the

top of & high bank that ran along the lane, and the Grey-

friars lads would not find it easy to get at them. Added to
that, there were nine or ten of them agaiost half-a-dozen,

But Harry Wharton & Co. meant business.

Herry dashed up the steep bank, with his comrades close
Eﬁind, and they plunged through the snapping twigs of the

2.
”Eir:‘:cr for "em ! shouted Bob Cherry. ** Give ‘em socks!"

** Hurrah for Greypicias!™

" Go it Lo

Crash into the hedge went the charging juniors.

But the Higheliffo fellows met the attack well.

As the attacking juniors crashed and tangled in the hedge
the defenders hit out at them, and the assailants bad a bad
time of it.

Tangled in the hedge, and on lower ground, they were af
a terrible disadvantage, and they were sent whirling back
one after another, ;

Bob Cherry and Tom Brown rolled in the dusty road, and
Mark Linley came rolling down upon thety, gasping.

As they scrambled up again, Frank Nugent whirled down,
and after him Harry Wharton, Hazeldene was pgrasping
Vavasour, whom he had seized thrﬂgh the hedge, and tryin
to drag him through. Hilton rushed to his leader's aid, an
Hazeldene found that he had ocaught & Tartar. He was
dragged through the hedge himself, and was s prisoner in
ﬂ;eghands of tga Highclifhans. )

Two or threo of them squeshed him down on the ground,
and sat en him, ] i

“ (ot one of them!" grinned Hilton.
to have had enough.”

““ Ha, ha, ha!" = g

Tn the lane below the bank the Greyiriars Juniors gathered,
panting.

There was a shout from Hazeldene.

“ Rescue, Remove !

Wharton gritted his tecth.

* Come on, you chaps !

* Right-ho!

They dazhed up the bank again.

“ Look out ! yelled Hilton.

The attack was deaperate, snd it was not fo be raguhad
this time., The Greviriars juniors burst through the hedge,
and came fairly among the Highelifians. Then there waz a
change.

The odds were against them, but at close quarters the
champion athletes of the Lower Bchool at Greyfriars were
miore than a match for the dandics of Highohffe.

The enemy were knocked right and left. Vavasour went
whirling down the bank, to bump heavily in the lane, and
Hilton was sent flying after him. 1

They staggered up, but did not return to the fight, taking
to their heels instead acrosz the lane and the opposite feld.

The other Higheliffe fellowa were already scattering.

Broathless and bruized, but victorious, the Greyiriars chums
remained masters of the field of battle.

“ Wea've done 'em!"” gasped Bob Cherry.

** Yes, rather!”

““Hurrah for Greyiriars!”

“ Hip, hip, hwrrah!™” . ] )

Tho juniors had certainly wen fhe victory. The Highclifie
fellows were scattered far and wide. But the chums looked at
one ancther grimly, as the thought occurred to them of the
kind of appearance they would present st Cliff House,

“ My only hat!” said Bob Cherry. *' We look a pretty
famil:il.r, I must say. We can’t go to CLif Housc in this
stute.’

“ By Jove, no !

*“What shall we do, then "’ sald Nugont. * We'd bettar
have laft the Higheliffa rotters alone, though there was a lot
of satisfaction in punching their heads.”

Wharton thouelit for a moment,

“ There's old Dame Pelly’s cottage on tho road,” he said.
* Bhe would let us clean op theve, 1 know. It would save
the time. It would take a jolly lonz time to po back to
Greviriars, Let's geob to Mrs. Pelly's cotlage.”

Good epg !

The juniors descended into the road again, Bob Cherry
cut. away the rope the lligheliffe jokers had fastencd across
the road, and threw it into a ditch. Whecling theic l:'iu::,n::]'.l:‘_vea+

“ The others geem

A Hplendld Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars.
By FEANK RICHARDS.
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the juniors turned from the lanc info the footpath that Jed

to Mra, Pelly's cottage.

Mrz, Pelly was a well-known character in the district, She
was an infirm old lady, and often received charitable wvisits
from the girls of Cliff House, who came to bring her broth
and medicine, and articles of clothing they had made for her,
and 1o read to her sometimes. She did a sort of trade in
ginger-beer, and had a dozen bottles or so in the window
of her liitle cottage. The Greyfriars fellows, when they were
near Mrs, Pelly’s coltage, frequently stopped for a bottle
of pop, whether they wanted it or not. It did not take the
juniors long to reach the cottage,

T4 lay back from the footpath, at the end of a long garden.

Harry YWharton opened the gasden gate, and the juniors
wheeled their machines in, and [eaned t%ﬁm against the [ence
e,

Then they went up the long garden path to the cottage,

* There's someone looking out of the window,” remarked
Nugent, catching a movement at the little curtained panes.

* Daine Polly, I suppose.”

" She may have somne visitors,” grnaed DBob Cherry,

“H'm? shouldn’ care to run into the rector’s wife in
thts state,” gaid Harey. ' Dut it can't b helped. We've
got to pet a wash.”

* Yes, rather!”

And the juniors tramped up to the eoftape door

Havry Wharton tapped at the door.

There was no reply for a moment, but the juniors fancied
that they could detect a faint zound of suppressed laughter
within,

They looked at one another curiously.

Dame Pelly might have scen them from the window, but
=she would rather have been shocked than amused by the
state they were in. As for the rector's wile, certainly prim
and stately Mrz. Buxton would not have laughed.

*“ I heard a snigger, I'm certain,” muttered Nugent.

£ 3o did 1.7

Harry Wharton nodded.

* Shall we go in?™

“0Oh, yes. After all, chaps have had noses vanmng with
gore, and dusty chivvies, befors now,” said Bob Cherry,
1 feel g3 if I'd been wrestlimg with a lawn-mower,  We
ean't show our faces at Ul House in this state, that’s
eertam, 1'd rather anybody but Marjorie see me hke this™

“ Sama here.™

Y lhen we'll chaneo it srid Harry,

He knocked at the door sgain,

There was a sound of slow feet,

The cottare door was opencd, and Dame Pelly, with her
rel shawl vound her head, 2nd grey locks escaping under
it, looked ocut at the juniors.

“* Master Wharton,” she said, a smile lighting up her old
][Jan:-a. ?..t onec, ' pray come in! Do come i at onee, my dear

Oy 8.

* Thank you, Mra, Pelly!
Harry Wharton broke off.
He was stepping into the cottage as he spoke, and in the

'li%rhlt; of the window he caupht sight of Mrs. Pelly's visitors.

ero were two of them.

They were both pirls of nearly filteen, and hboth of them
were trying their hardest not to langh.

Harry stopped dead.

“ What’s the trouble?’ muttered Nugent, from behind.

“* My hat!"

“ What is it—who 13 1£7"

“ Marjorie!™

il Dh !:I!-

The juniors of Greyfriars, dusty, dishevelled, and stained
with tho stains of desperate battle, stoad in the deorway,
Inoking and feeling a8 rough and ruffianly a crowd as possible,
and Jooking sheepishly at thoe laughing face of Marjorio
Hazeldene,

We want you to let us—"

S —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Diftlcult Situatlion.

ARJORIE tried not to laugh, and Clara tried not to
laugh ; but it was in vain. They simply could not
help it. The dusty and dishevelled appearance of the
Greviriare juniors was not so comical as their sheepish

looks at being discovered in such a state. The juniors stared
at the girls in silence, glumly.

# Ha, ha, ha "’

“Well, of all the rotten Juck ! murmured Bob Cherry.

“Oh, I'm so sorry ! exclaimed Marjorie Hazeldene, com-
ing forward. * I could not help it—you looked so surprised.”

“We—we didn’t expect to sea you here,” sald Harry.

“No, T suppose not.™ )

“My hat!" said Miss Clara, who had picked up many
boyish expressivns from the juniors of Greyfriars. " You
seern to have had a rough time.”

Tae Macxer Liprany —No. 108
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“We have. 1t was only a row, you know.” ]

“And you have so many of them,"” assented Miss Clara
syinpathetically.

Harry coloured,

“Well, vou see—"" i )

“You see, we couldn't help 1t,” said Nugent.

“ Impossible I'* said Tom Brown, ** We'd have kept out of
it if we could.™ ;

“ I suppose the Upper Fourth were in-the wrong, as usuali”
&1 gnsl.m; Clara.

Tarry Wharton lamghed.

“Tt wasn't the Upper Fourth at all,” he said.
the Hizheliffe fellows™

Marjorie and Clara exchanged quick glances,

“* The Hj_glwiiﬂ'c fellows " sxclaimed Marjore.

“Yes. Vavasour and his set,” said Harry., "We really
would have avoided a row if we could, this time, as we wera
cpming over to CLIT Housze. Of course, as a rule, we're just
as ready as they ave.”

“Or a litthe more s0," grinned Bob Cherry.

“0h, T see! said Marjorie. 3o you have met thoss
harrid boys I

* Yes, thev're horrid, and no mistake,’ said Nugent.
“But it's o satisfaction to have heked them, isn't il? And
we did 1"

“ Hellow " zaid Bob Chorvy.

“Good ! exelaimed Miss Clara.
thom, too !

“{Oh, Clara!™

“80 1 do, Marjorie. T suppose vou have had the telegram
Marjorie sent?’ went on Mis Clara.

"“Yeg,'" =ald Hazeldene. * That's why we were coming
over to CHf House.™ o

“It's on account of the Highecliffe boys,” said Marjorie
“We want rou te advise usg, and to help wvs if you can. We
were just gomng back to CLHE Ilowse. Will you walk with
s

“In this state?”

Marjorie langhed,

“Oh, we will waig 1"

And the two girls went out of the cotlage.

“ Deary me, what a state you are in!” gaid Dame Pelly,
as she led the juniors to n room where they had a liberal
allowance of hot water and soap, and by dint of washing and
serubbing and brushing down, they restored themselves to
something of their usual tidy appearance.

Then they joined Marjorie and Clara, and the party walked
down the f)n-ntp:tth to ClLff IMouse. the bicycles beirny left at
Dame Pelly's cottage (o be called for later.

Harry Wharton & Co. were feeling very curious to hear
the news from Chif House.

hat connection Marjorie and her feiends could have with
the Higheliffe fellows was a mystery to them; but they were
gquite reacdy to lend their aid against Highcliffe if required;
in Tact, more than ready.

There was & slight wrinkle on Marjorie’s smooth brow as
she walked beside Harry Wharton down the footpath.

It was cleay that the difficully, whatever it was, was causing
the girl a considerable amount of anxious thought.

“1 really don’t know what to do,” she exclaimed at last
“Y wonder if you can help uws It’s really a ridiculous
sttuation.” : -

Y But what is 17" =aid Harrw.

“Tt's throneh the Highehffe bows,’”” said Marjorie.
course, it was silly of us, But then we felt so angry.”

“You did " exclaimed Harry, in astonishment.

Marjorie coloured.

“Yes, 1 did .

“Then they must have been awivlly caddish " said Harry.

“Well, T will tell you how it was," aaid Marjorie. " Bome
of s went to iea at the viearape yvesterday, and the viear
had invited a few of the Highelific boys, We played tennis
after tea; and vou know the unpleasant way they have, those
boys. They thought tennis was a soft game, and only fit for
girls, and ialked about football, and I—*

She paused.

“And yvou?" said Wharton,

Warjorie Hazeldene laughed ruefully. :

“Weall, T told them we played foothall at CLff House—we
do, you know, in & way, though it is not exactly the kind of
football you boys play. We have an asociation ball, and we
often practice with it, and we ean play the pame. Dut, of
course, we couldn't stand up to a boys' team.”

“1 suppose not" _ ,

“But Vavasour osnnoyed me so much by lis superior
manner, that 1 told himm we played foothall, and that we
would be willing to meet his team in & mateh, and show
thein that girls could play as well as boys.”

IHarry Wharton gave an expressive whistle,

id M ]':Iﬂ L 1” . ) :

o E;H course, it was silly of me,” smad Marjorie. I

It was

“1 wish we could lick

“Of
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The junmfs n'! ﬁrﬂyi;inré.. dusty, di&ﬁeve!led and stalned, stood In the doorway, and looked sheepishly at ':
the laughing face of Marjorie Hazeldene. 1

SEESSTE FLIESS SP R =N B S S o

Vavasour had been a nice boy, like—like some boys, he wonld
have taken it a¥ a joke, and turned it off somehow ; but he is
a3 keen as anything to make us look ridiculows. So he
accepted at onee, :mg made tne fix the date, and—and we're
to meat the Higheliffe team on Baturday afterncon.”

Wharton looked very serious.

He had not expected anything of this sort, and he eould
see at once that the Cliff House givls had got themselves into
a very serious difficulty.

Vavasour was very muzh of a cad, and Wharton could quite
undecstand that he was looking forward very keenly to the

rospect of humibiating and annoying the girls, that being

13 ien of fun. _ o

It was just like Vavasour to jump at the chance Marjoria's
unguarded words had given him, and to nal the gitl down to
her challange,

If the CLEF House girls withdrew from the mateh they had
themselves proposed, the lanzh would be against them, and
it would be a standing joke among the Higheliffe fellows, and
Marjorie & Co. wonld certainly never hear the end of it

On the other hand, if they met the Highchfie junior eleven,
s cortain defeat, by a ridiculous number of gouls, would be
the result. g

It was probable, too, that some of the girls wonld got hurt ;
for Vavasour and his team had a rveputation for playin
roughly whan they werve dealing with a weaker eleven; r't:l(ﬁ
of course, the CLff House team would be much weaker,

Wharten wrinkled hiz brows i thought. Mavjorie locked
anxionsly into his face. She had a preat faith in Harry's
Judgment. o

“Of course; we don't want to meet themy," said Marvjorie.
“We know we should have no chanes. Bub we'd rather be
licked than withdraw the chalienza. That wounld make them
lanzh at us. They are so horrid and mean!™

Wharton nedded thoughtfully,

“Then you're determined not to seratch, in any case? he
asked. ;

“Oh, guite determined !

“Yez, rather ! exelvimed Wiss Clara emphatically. *F We'd
rather e beaten to the wide—we simply won't withdraw ™
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“ Bat if you don't withdraw you'll have to meet them,”
zaid MNugent.

I th yes 1

“Then you'll get an awful licking. T know jolly wall that
the Higheliffe lot will play roughly, for what they wounld call
the fun of the thing.”

* I suppose so." - = i

“3Well that would be worse than withdrawing,” remarked
Boh Cherry.

T suppose it would."

“ Then—"

“But we can’t withdraw, and we don't want to be licked
by those horrid boys,” said Marjorie pathetically, * Can’t
wou advise us?'

“We thought you fellows might be able to suggest some
wav out of the diffieulty,” seid Miss Clara, with a shght
aniff,

“ Eractly,” seid Marjorie. * We want you to advise us.”

; ’J.'I]m Greyfriars juniors looked at ome another rather help-
casly.

There seemed to be only the one alternative—to play or not
to play; and how they were to advise, when the girls relused
o tuke one of the only two possible courses ~and there was
no possible third eourse to take—was a mystery to them.

But it was elear that Miss Clara, at lenst, expected thom to
find seme way out of the difficulty, and that Murjorie at [east
Lhoped they could.

b Cherry rubbed his nose 'I'.J:ﬂught.[:lli:,u

“Well, T've fi'ut a sort of wlen,' he remarked.

“Go 181" s0id Harry, not very hopelolly.

Y Buppose we o and ook for the Hig]lcliﬂ'{? chaps, amd give
them such an awlol licking that they won't be able to play on
Saturday ™

“*Ha, ha, hal"

“ Well, 1t’s not a bad idea,” zaid Bob, "and it would zorve
them jolly well right for being so beastly caddish !

* Well, it's a lhittle drastic!” said Hearry, laughing.

“All the better'”

“And it would bove {0 be an awlul licking to lay them up

A Splendld Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars,
By FRANK RICHARDS °
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fur half a week. T'm afraid we =hall have to think of some-
thing g Little less Lievow,™ . ) o
* But you will think of semetiing 27 said Marjorie,

“We'll try.”’

“Wea rely on vou,'" said Mizs Clava.
we have to rely upeon.
Lalp us,
thiﬂg.“ )

“I thought they couldn’t help us out of en Impossible
position, dear,” said Marjorte gently.

“Yes, that’s what I meant: but I thought they could,”
sald Miss Claza triumaphaatly. I'm sure they will think of
something."

“We'll fry.”

“And you'll succced, wen't youi”

“You gee—" . _

" We 3im;3]y can't mect the Highcliffe team on Saturday,
and we can’t withdvaw and zcratch the match,” said Miss
Ulara. " Now, vou'll think of a way out, won't you?"

Harry smiled ruefully, What was he to eay?

“Yes,"" he said, “T'll do my best.”

“ Ther wo can rely upon you?

Harry gave his chumns a helpless look,

“ Yes " he said at last.

Misa Clara clapped her hands.

“Good! It's all right, Marjorie!”

And having shifted the burden of the frouble off upon the
shoulders of Harvy Wharton & Co., Miss Clara seemed quite
eatisfied, and assured that everything would turn out well,

Harry Wharton was not quite so sure about if.

“¥You see. you're all
ly It was really my idea to get you to
Marjorte thonght you wounlkin't e able to do any-

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Takes a Smnack,

ARRY WHARTON & Co. spent & very pleasant after-
.]‘l noon by the sea with the CLHff House girls, roaming
on the shore and sailing op the bay; and the difficulty
of the football challenge was not mentioned till the
parted. Tha girls seemed quite satisfied now that Harry ha
declared that he would find & way; it was a very fattering
reliance to place upom his judgment, but something of a
responsibility, and he conld not Lelp thinking about it all the
afternoon. It rather weighed on the other fellows' minds
too.

They were committed lo ib now ) bub what on earth wers
the%tc do—unless they adopted the drastic method suggested
Ly DBob Cherry That would certainly only do as a last and
desperate resource.

“ Vou won't forpet?’ suid Miss Clara, when they parted
at Jast at the gates of Chff House.

* That's not hikely,”” said Havey,

" Mo, 1 am sure not,"' said Marjorne.
be able to think of a plan, Harry.™

‘LDP‘:, he's prommsed,” said Clara cheerfully,
rizht.’

Harry looked a little troubled.

ST think it over all the time,™ he said.

£ Gmd !.I

“The match 13 on Saturday afternoon®™® said Nugent
thoughtiully.

“ ¥ea. The Highcliffe fellows arve coning over here, in a
brake, to get here at half-past tweo,” smid Marjorie. ' If
they arvive here, I really don’t know what we shall do. As

“ I do hope you will
“It's all

& matter of fact, we haven't a proper football ground,
and if we really play the mateh, weo shall have to borrow
the ground helonging to the Pegg Football Club. I know

they will lend it to us, for that matter, and it's only up the
roed. DBut—but I do hope the High-:lilfe team won't come.”

Harry leughed.

f:] Well, rely on ns to think of somethmg or other,” he
said.

“ We do,™ said Miss Clara.

And they parted. y

The chums of the Greyiriars Femove wers very zilent and
thnug_ht,[ul ag they walked back to Dame Pelly’s cottage for
tha bicycles. )

They mounted their machinesg, and pedalled home to Grev-
friars in the growing dusk, still in the same thoughtful meood.

They had plenty to think of.

They were committed to an apparently impossible task,
and how they wors to cavey it through was a great mystery.

They reached Greyiviara, and wheeled the cyeles away fo
the bike shed, and as they waltked to the schoolhouse a fat
junior blinked at them in the dusk, and joined them,

“Do you know what the time is, you fellows? he de-
mandec,

“No,'? said Havry, “ What does H matler?™

“ 1t's an hour past tea-time.”

“Tt's all vight ; we've had tes.™

BEilly Bunter glaved through his spectacles.

" You've had teal It's zll right! What do you mean?”
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“ What T say.”

* Toomay be all vignt for yout” howled Billy Bunter, ** But
whai price me'”

* Twopence, and dear!” said Bob Cherry, with an ex-
tremely disparaging look.

“ Oh, really, Chorry—"

£ Well, it's been a mice aflerncon,” szaid Mavk Linley, ss
ihey went in. “ And we're in pood time o gel our prop.
done.”

“I zay, vou fellows—'"

* Do buzz off, Bunfer!”

“ Bug I haven't had my tea!” _

“ Do’you want some more tarts?’ asked Bob Chevry,

“ Oh, really, yvou know——""

“We'va had tea out,” said Harry, " There was plenty
of grub in the study for any iwo chaps, Why didn't you
have that®"

“Oh, P've had that,”

*WWell,, then, you've had your tea, so shut up!™

*“I haven't I’ sxclaimed Bunter indignantly. *'I took that
i'l.i a iﬁn“k while I was weiting for you chaps to come back.

I pangry.”

2 "Eu.’n’{-!], o and eat coke

L Eg :Fr

* Halle, hallo, halla! There's Loder's sweet voice,” eaid
Bob Cherry. ““I've got pressing bizna in another direction.”

* Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors hurried up to the Remove passage. None of
them waa Loder's fag, but Loder peid very little regard to
the unwritien laws of Greyfriars. He would claim any-
body’s fag, or even a junior who was not a fag at all. When
his voice was heard calling for a there was generally &
rapid exodus of all the fags within hearing.

t Billy Bunter did 'not follow the Removites.

It occarred to Bunter that Loder might want some refresh-
ment fetched from the tuck-shop, and in that case, Bunter,
though otherwiso the laziest and slackest junior at Greyiriars,
was not unwilling fo tender his services, 1o the hope of profit-
ing by the crumbs that might fall from the rich man's
table.

] FEE |.j'l

Loder's voice was growing louder and angrier.

Billy Bunter scuttled toyards the Sixth-Form passage, and
ran down it to Loder’s study. Loder was standing in the
doorway, with a frown upon hig {ace.

“ T say, Loder, o you want [a.%'?“

“¥ea, I do!" snapped Loder. " Why didn't you como
before®”

“1 only just heard vou. I came at onee,”” zaid Bunter,
keeping a wary eye upon the seniopr, “* Can I do anything ¥

“ Yos'? gmwi&d Loder, “ I've got lonides and Carne
poming to tea, and I want some things from the tuck-shop.
Here's a list.™

He handed a paper to Bunter. The fat junior glanced at
it, and his eyes ghstened behind his speetacles as he read it
down.

“* Thiz will come to about five bob,” he remarked.

“ It ecomes to four and t-hrm};ancﬂ,“ gaid Loder snappishly.

** Better give me the five bob, in case—""

" Here's the four and three. Now huzz off, and if vou're
more than five minutes gone, I shall come to look for you,”
said Loder sigmificantly.

“T'Nl be less than five minutes.
n snack, won't vou?'? zaid Bunter.

* et out ]

* I'll do any ecocking you want, too. I'm an awfully good
cook, and——""

“ Buzz off 1" g

“ Yes, but of conrse, dy{:-u are going to pive me—"*

“I'Il give you a hiding 1f you don’t buzz off I shouted
Loder, reaching out towards tho fat junior's ear,

Billy Bunter skipped away down the pesare.

His fof face was very rezentful 22 ho took his way to Mre,
Mimble'a littla shon. 1t was rather too rough that he should
bo ealled wpon lo fag, without being admitted fo any shae
of the feed. And Bunter was hungry—his ususl state. He
reached the tuck-shop, and was greeted with & frown by Mrs,
Mimble, i

“1 have told wvou, Master Bunter, that I will not allow
wou anv credit,”” said the pood dame, With’grmtt— asperity,

I suppose you'll give me
* I'm awfully hungry "

* Why do you come here, wasting my time."

Bunter blinked at her with an air of great dignity.

“ I've not come here to ask for credit, Mrs. Mimble. "

He laid the four and threepence on the counter,

“Oh Y said Mrs, Mimble.

“J--I had a list,” said Dunter. " I suppose I've dropped
it. I think I put it in this pocket, but 1t ien't there now.
How beastly! Never mind! I'll order the things from
memaory, These ham pattios look very good. I think Id
hetter begin with them. Perhaps it would be safer to fasto
‘o to make sure they're all vignt. Loder is an awlully
particular beast.”
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And Bunter tested the Dam patties. Ile tazted the jam-
torts, too, and tasted the cream-puffz. He tasted some more
things, and finally he had tasted to such an exteont that Mrs.
Minihile grimly refused to pass over anything oore to be
tasked.

** Four :ahil'lin$ and threepence, MMastor Banter,” she said,

Bunter started. The four shillings and the three pennics
clinked inte Mrs. Mimble's till, with a terrifying clink to the
ears of the fat jumor,

* I—T1 say, Mrs. Mimhle -—"

“ Thank you, Master Bunter. Cood-evening!™?

* But-—-but I say, you know "' stammered Bunter., ** That
—ihat moncy sn't mine. Do you mean to say that I've
hed four and threepence worth of stuff?”

* Exactly four and threcpence, Master Bunter.”'

“ But—but Loder gave me that money to take sonre thinga
to him,"” said Bunter, in great distrezs. ** You'd better give
me the things for Loder now, Blrs. BMimble, and put what
I've had down to my account.”

My, Mimble did not even deign to reply. Bhe walked into
her little parlour, and shut the door with a slam, and then
let it open a few inches, so that she could keep an exve on
her stock, which might have been in dangey with Billy
Buntrr in the ahop.

Billy Bunter stood utterly dismayved.

When he began to eat, Le Iost all account of time and

ce, 50 to apeak, and it had come upon him as a sudden
shock that he had eaten the supplies he was supposed to take
to Loder's atudy, for the delectation of Carne and Ionides.
_He knew Mrs. Mimble too well to hope that she would
listen to or believe any explanation.  What was to be done?

Billy Bunter suddenly remembercd that Loder had pro-
mised to lock for him if he did not return in five minutes.
He had been in the tuck-shop at least ten,

, He seuttled out of the shep.  The situation vequired think-
me out, and £ was safer to think 1t out io some spob whers
Loder would not find him easily.

A form loomed up in the gloom as Dunter scuttled out.
The fat junitor skalked nto the shadow of & tree, and allowed
the angvy Loder to pass him, and anter the tuck-shop. Then
he scuttled off to No. 1 Study as fast Ha his fat little legs
would carry him. There was only one place now where he
could hope to find safety, and that was under the wing of
Harry Wharton,

—

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Punishment.

HE chums of the Remove were busy with their prep.
when Billy Bunter enterod the study hastily. Wharton
glanced up.
* Going to work, Billy?'

“Yeooen™

“ Had your fea?"' asked Wuogent, with a gan,

#I—I—I've had a snack.”

Y Blessed if [ Lknow where you put it! Leook here, be
guiet, 1f you're going to stay in here,” said Nugent,

Y (Oh, really, you know—""

 2hut up!”

“The shut-upfulness iz tervifie,” remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur, in his beautiful English. * The honourable
Bunter i3 an esteemed troublesome animal at any Lime."

“ (3h, really, Ink o

“Tha ringrr.rl:f—fufness 15 the proper caper,”’

“rang off." He sat sileni but his atlention waos
nob upon his books, e kﬁ[:r‘: a nervous eye upon the door.
He looked up so often that Nugent glanced at him nritably.

“ Can’t you keep still, Bunter?" he exclanped.

13 ?ﬂ-'ﬁ-ﬂﬂ!”

“Then do so, a3

“I—I was thinking we mipght 23 well have the door
locked ! starmmered Bunter.

Nugent stared at ham.,

“ What on earth for?"

“Woll, s-s-gomebody might come m, you know.*

# Well, suppose s&mehng:.r does "’

“I—I thought—'" o

“ (Oh, don't atart thinking, at this time of day!’
Wugent. “ Dry up!”

Bunter relapsed into silence.

But at every sound from without he elanced up nervously,
thinking that it portended the arrival of Loder, porhaps with
Ionides and Carne with him.

The thunderbolt foll at last.

Thers was & heavy step in the passage, and the door of
the study was flung violently open. Loder looked in savagely.

Eilly Bunter jumped up, and skipped round the table.

He blinked acrosa the table at Loder, his eyes growing
wide and round behind his spectacles. Loder glared at him.

“ o 've found you!™

“ Yepeees ! stammered Bunter.

The chums of the Iemove rose to their feet. Toder was
a senior of the Sixth Form, but the juniors did not care
to have their study invaded in thiz unceremonious way,
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“What do you wan! here, Loder?? demanded Ilarry
Wharton, with & frowning brow,

* I want that fat young thief !"

“ 0h, really, Loder—""

“*What do yvou mean?” demanded Wharton.

“ Don't ask me questions, you cheeky young eub I’ snarled
Loder. “I'm poing to lick him till he basn't & bope left
without an ache in it ¥

T ﬂ“. !u

“ You're jolly well not,"” said Wharton, facing the bully
of the Sixth with Aashing eyves, " Stand back '™

“ Don’t vou dare to gei in oy way, you cub!”

“ Line upf, chapa !

Wharton, Nugent, and Huorree Jamset Ram Singh stood
it & row boefore the senior.  Behind thon Billy Bunter atood
guaking and blinking.

Loder hesttated.

He was a senior, and a match, probably, for any two
juniors; but the three of them would have been rather too
much for him, without counting Billy Bunter.

“ Stand aside ! he said, between his teeth,

“ Rats 1"

That expressive monosyllable was the only reply of the
Removites. They stood their ground without flinching.

“ That young thief has taken my money,” said Loder, his
voice trembling with rage. “I've boen looking for him
everywhero, I gave him money to go to the tuckshop and
get some things, for mo, and he spent it on himself,”

“Oh, really2=—"

% Ts that true, Bunter *"

“True!" howled Loder.
word, wou young hound 1" g

“] certainly wouldan’t take your word,"” said Wharton
coolly. *I know how you helped Carberry to lie abouf
Nugent minor the other day. Is it truc, Bunter "

“Well, you sec——"

“¥es or no?"

% Je=I was getting the thinga for Loder,” said Bunter
haltingly. *“1—I tasted somo of them, sz I was anxious
that Loder should have the best, you know. I've & great
regard for him. And—and Mra. Mimble took the money
for what T had just tasted. I thought it was awfully dis-
honest of Mrs, Mimible ; but women never have any senso of
business, vou know. I was geing to explain to Loder, but
I thought he might be waxy, and—and—"

“ You young thief!” .

% Oh, really, Loder, I"in sincerely sorry, and I shall malke
it a point to settle up out of my postal order to-morrow
morning."”

Wharton's brow grew very slern,

“I suppose you don't realise what this i3 really, Bunters,”
ho seid.  ** But it jolly well amounts to stealing.”

“Oh, really, Wharton——""

“ Give Loder back his money."

“T—1 haven't it. I'm going to secttle up out of my
postal-order to-morrow. 0Of course, 1 intended to do that
zll along.”

“ How much was it*"

“ Four and threepence.” .

“We'll ind it!" zaid Harry grimly. *“The moner's got
to be paid, for the honour of the sindy. I'll sen to thaf,
Loder. Got any moncy, you chaps?”

Funds wers, o & great extent, in common n Neo. 1
Study. The juniors felt in their pockets.  Hurree Singh
laid & half-crown on. the table, and Harry Wharton added a
shilling fto it, and Frank Nugent ninepence.

“ Thore's your money, Loder." !

Loder picked up the money. IHe did not mean to lose
that. But hizs brow was still black., 1ilis little tea-party had
been spoiled. Iounides and Carne ned gone away in a bad
temper, and he had been given o great deal of trouble. He
meant to compensate himsell by giving YWilliam George
Bunter the licking of his life.

““ And now—"' zaid Harry.

“It's all right,” said Bunter, nof quite liking the look on
Wharton's face. * I'm going to scitle up ont of my postal-
order the first thing in the morning.”

“Yery well,” said Harey., “If the posial-order comcs,
you shall settle up. If it doesn't—-""

“It'as barely possible there might be some delay——-"'

“If it deesn’t,”” went on Wharton, unheeding, © you
won't have any tesa 1n this study till we've saved enocugh on
}rucl:rﬂfl}?rh to make up the four and threepence.”

““Phat's the only way, I think, of tcaching you the
elements of honesty,”’ said Harry, * We're going to do this
for your own pood™

“ Oh, really—""

# Good-bye, Loder !

A Bplendid Tale of the Chums of
By FREANK

“Do you dare to question my
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“T'm going to lick that fat young thiel,” =aid Loder
savagely.

“Your mistake,’” said Harry coolly. “ ¥ou're not."”f

: Er'hu:.‘: poing to stop me ¥’ demanded Loder ficrcely.

g !’

“You insolent young cub——""

“ You see, Bunter's not your fag, so that places you ouf of
court,” explained Harry. * You shoukln't fag 'a junior who
ian't your fag., That'a school law. You're in the wrong.
We're going to punish Bunter for disgracing his study. But
vou're off-side, you see. You can get out, and the sconer
the hetter.”

“I'm going iy

" Exactly ! Gel a move on’’ L

Loder inade a sudden spring  towards the fat junior.
Bunter dodged away with a gasp of alfright.  Wharton,
Nugent, and Jlurree Singh laid bands on the senior, and
he was dragged back.

He struggled fiercely.

Y Handa off, you young cubs—-="

“(h, vate! (Gor-out!™

“I won't! J[—''

“Yes, vou jolly well will.”

i All together ' exclanmed Nugent.

Loder inade o ficree effert to wronch himself loose, bud
it was in vain. Heo was dragged viclently to the door, and
hurled forth into the passage. e cane rushing back, but
the three juniors stood greoaly in the deorway, and he
sluckened, hesituted, and stopped. He goave them a [ereo
gcowl, and walked down the Hemoeve passapge.

Wharton and his clns turned back into the study and
tlosed the door. They had got the befter of the tussle with
Loder, but they were vory angry with Billy Bunter. The
fat junior blinked at them nervously.

*I—1I say, you fellows—"

“Oh, shut ap ! said Wharton irritably.

“Yea; but I—I S0y, you were only jolking abent stopping
my tea, weren't you,” said Billy Bunter unquietly.

N0 we meant i

“ But—but—""

“(Oh, ring off "

“Yea: but—but—-""

“Shut up I’ exclaimed three veices in unison, so fiercely

that the fat junior gave a startled jump, and shut up
ferthwith.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

Ooe Against Two,
il IT’E Wharian 17

Harry Wharton looked up quickly as he heard the
“'qrds. It was o couple of 3&,};3 after the wvisit to

., CHE House, and Harry had just been down to the
village after afterncon school. He was walking back to
Greyfriars, his hands in his pockets, and a frown of deep
thought upon his face, when he heard hiz name spolean.

He was thinking of Marjorie’s difficulty, and waondering
how ho was to find & way out of it, when the voce fell
upon his"ears.  Vavasour and Hilton of Higheliffe were
camting along the lane towards him.

They stopped, and Harry stopped ioo. The Highcliffe
fellows looked a little hostile. They had boen lieked by
the Greyiriars juniors on Wednesday, although the odds had
been on their side.  But they had a chance now of reversin
tho state of affairs, two to one as they were. They stoppe
directly in Harry's path.

“ Jlallo ! sald Wharton., T was juE.t. thinking about you
chaps. I hear that you are mecting o pgirls’ team on
Saturday—to-morrow afternoon™

Vavasour grinned.

“Yea; we're going to Piu:.r Clift House,™?

“You're really porng 7'

* Rathor ™
t “:‘;}'hat-lml” sard Inilton. * It will be ripping good fun,
a0 :

Wharton looked at them steadily.

“You know jolly well that the CHT Housze girls ara
nothing like your form al footer,” he said. It will be
mere rott’

“They shouldn't have challenged us, then.”

" You shouldn't have taken up the challenge, you mean.”

Vavasour shrugged his shoulders,

“They can ery off if they like,” he zaid. " Of course, T
knew they coubldn't play footer, but I wasn't going {o let
them down lightly.”

“It's like vou to taks a mean advaniage of & girl,” said
Harry seornfully.  “If yvou had any decency, vou would
scrateh the mateh yourself, and lot them out of a fix as
lightly as possible,”

Vavasour chuackled,
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# Not much.

“¥You won't Jo that i

"“Hardly 1"

“What are you going o do, then "

“Play the match,” grinned Vavasour. “If they don't
want to play, they can seratch. Ii they don't scraich,
they"ve got to play.”

“Yes, rather I said Hilton. :

““ If they play they've no chance,” enid Harry,

“That makes it all the funnier.” - ;

“ They might get hurt, too, some of them, plaving wiih
a boys' team.” :

“ Very likely,” said Vavasour coolly. ‘' It will serve them
right for their blessed cheek in challenging us.”

Wharton’s eves gleamed.

“You cnd ! 3 .

“Ha, ha, ha! You seem fo take o great milerest in the
matter,” grinned Vavasour. “ You'd better come and sce
the match. As 2 maiter of faci, we shall play raiher
rough—"

" ¥You can wager on thet,” said Hillon.

" You sec, it will be ripping fun !V ]

q Wharton surveyed the twe Iighelifie fellows in keen
ispraat.

There were some mean fellows at Greylriars, cevtainly:
but he did not think he had ever come across two such
finished specimens of the species cad before.

“I don’t know what to say to you,” he romarked. I
vou had any decency, you would let the girls out of it
casily.”

“ No fear!"

“If you haven't any, it's no good talkimg to you,” sud
Harry confemptuously. *Get out of my wey., I don’t
fancy your compeny ™

“Not in such a hurry.,” grinned Vavasour.
mighty cocky the other day——"

“We licked vou, if you mean that.”

Vavasour turncd red.

Y Well, there were a gang of you,” he said.

“* Not so0 many as there were of you, but we had pluck,”
anid Harry scornfully, “and that’s a thing you never will
have except when vou're dealing with girls.”

“Weall, we'll jolly well give vou a lesson
Vavasour spitefully. ' Collar him, Hillon!”

“ Right-ha !

And the two Higheliffe follows rushed at Harry Wharton.

Wharton's eyves tlashed.

As a matter of fact, he wished for nothing better. The
rhampion athleto of the lower Forms at Greviriars was not
afraid of the two dandified, flabby Highchffe fallows.

He met them without yielding an inch.

He krocked up Vavaesour's goard, and planted o stunning
blow on hiz jaw, which sent him reeling and staggering away
across the lane, )

There was a ditch fAowing with water at the side, and
Vavasour, unable to stop himself, staggercd backwards into
it with a ternfic aplash,

Muddy water shot up in streams as the dandy of Highcliffe
disappeared nto the ditch,

But Wharton and Hilton bad no eves for him. Tlilton’s
fists wera crashing into Havry's face even as he struck down
Vavasour,

Two good hlows Hilton #ot home, and Havry stagpored
under them, but the Hirlwl:ife fellow had no chanes to strike
another, .

Relieved of Vavasour, Harry gave Hilton his whole atten-
tion, and lie attacked the fellow with all his force.

Hilton retreated up the lane under a dazimg rain of blows,

Iliz puard was knocked rieht and left, and he did not get
a single blow in wpon Harry Whorton's flushed and angry

“You were

now,”’ said

A0

Wharton drove in his fists vight and left, lefi and right, and
Hilton stagpgered and stapgered lclplessly, 41l at last he
erashed down i the dust. )

Wharton stoed over him with clenched fists and flashing
eyes.

“Get up!” he exclaimed.

e .G“_. !"I‘

Y et up and fmish 7

“Ow! T zive vou best!” gasped Hifton.

Wharton sniffed  contemptuonsly, and turned towards
Yavasour., The junior caplain of Highehife had just dragred
himezeli from the diteh,

Fie was soaked with water. drpping with slime and mud,
and looked the most mizerable ohiect that the sun had ever
shone upon.

larry Wharton burst into a Juugh as he locked at him.

** Ha, ha "'

Vavasour gasped and splutlered.,

et Groo! Yaroon! Ow!™

*“ Ha, ha, ha¥?

Now on Sale.
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I— Groot!”
“ Want any more!”’ asked ITarry, advancing upon him.

Y Y ou—you beast! T'm soaked!
The dripping and muddy hero of Iigheliffe hustily
retreated.

“ No, I don's

“T'm guite rendy for hoth of you if you're not satished.'®

0w Keop oft, you beast!”

Harry Wharton shrogeed bis shoulders and turned away.
Yavasour and Hilton looked at him with volumes of spite
i their looks.

“ You—you beast!" muitered Vavasour. * You can jolly
well come over and see the match on Baturday afterncon,
and vou'll see whether we'll let the girls off lightly! You'll
00 that wea'll .gh‘ﬁ tham a wlly tune, you cad! Yol ™

“What-ho "' said Ililton.

Harry Wharton did not reply. Hiz face was clouded az ho
strolled towards Greyfrisrs. Tt had Been a great deal of
satisfaction to give the cads of Higheliffe somethineg of what
they deserved. But he realised that in doing so he had made
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Billy Bunfer steod utlerly dismayed. He had lost all
account of time and space, and it had come wpon hlm
as a sudden shock that he¢ had eatenm (he supplies he
was supposed to take to Loder's study.

matters worse for the Cliff ITouze girls. Vavasour & (o
would take their revenge in a safe way by making thivgs
rougher for the Cliff House team if the match came off.

Wharton gritted s teeth at the thought.

Dut that was 2 matter he could not imterfers in—he was
helpless—if the mateh camo off. But the mateh should not
come off. As he walked home Harry cudpellad Lis beains
for a plan whereby the match could be prevented without
Marjorie & Co, having to acknowledge themselves anxious

to soratoh.
THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes His Peace.

TFHL was ready in No, 1 Study when Havry Wharton camea

in,  Nugent had finished poaching the epgs, and
Hurrao Jamszet Ram Singh had made the toast. Billy

_Bunter had beoen pressing in his offers of help, bt
his wid had been declined. Bunter penarally did most of the

cocking, but the ¢13'1}5-Ling was doene by Nugent and Inky now,

A Bplendid Tale of the Chums of GreyIiriars.
By FRANK RICHARDS. ¥
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Billy Bunter's services were not wanted. For two days the
chumz of the Remove had carefully kept their word., Dilly
Bunter had had no tea in the study. Tea in hall was a very

oor substitute in Bunter’s eves. It was a frugal meal, and

unter bad an extraordinary appetite. Ile could have made
three or four teas in hall and then partaken of 2 good dinner.
This evening Bunter was simply squirming in his desire to
make himzelf agreeable to the chums of the Hemove in erder
to be admitted to the meal. Dut the faces of Nugent and
Hurree Singh were grim and unpromising, and the face of
Harry Wharton was equally so as he came in,

““ Better let me make the teast, Inky,"” said Billy Bunter
peranasively.

“* Not at all, my esteemed Friend.”

“But you're making yourself so warm,”

“ [ do not mind a betfully.””

“an I poach the eggs, Nugzent!”

Y Neo, you cen't.”

“You know how nicely T do them,! urged Bunter.
heard you say so yourself,”

** Rats "'

“Oh, really, Nugent——""

“ Besides, I've dono them,’” said TFrank, as he turned the
poached eggs out upon a dish.

Bunter blinked at them.

“'There's only six, Nugent."

" Exactly.”

“That won't bo enough for four people.™

“There's only three to have tea,” zaid Nugent blandly.

Y Oh, really, Nugent—""

Y Halle, Harry! Tea's ready.” .

3 “Good! I'm awiully sharp set,” “said Wharton, sitting
awn.

“Where did you get that cut on your lip?" asked Nugent,
looking at him.,

Havry langhed. - .

“I met Vavasour and Hilton in the lane, and we had an
argument about the Chiff House match. They have got worsa
than this."

L1 El._'.lﬂd ‘!"‘j p

“ And they intend truefully to meet the girls in the playiul
match ¥ asked the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Ves,” said Harry ruefully; “and I'm afraid T've made
matters worse for the girls. Vavasour said plainly that he
was poing to make his team play roughly to pay me out.”

“The cad?!” ] i

“The cadiulness of the esteemed Vavasour 1a terrific.”

“(Oh, they're caddish enough for anything!"” said Harry,
looking worried. I don't know what to do. We've under-
taken to see Mariorie & Co. out of the difficulty, but I'm
blessed if I've thought of anvthing like a plan yet.”

“Y say, you fellows——"

“ Shut up, Bunter !

“But.I'm hunery "

“Go and have tea 1n hall, then!"

“I've had it there,” said Bunter pathetically, * That
doesn’t make any difference to me. You see, I've got a pretty
good appetite—""

“Ha, ha! I've noticed that!™ . 2

“I've got a delicate constitution,” said Bunter, blinking
round for sympathy. "1 can only keep going at all by taking

lenty of geod, nourishing food. It's really a blessing that

've got a good appetite, and can eat well.”

“ Ha, ha, ha !

“ Blessed if I can see anything to cacklo at!™

“ Pass the toast, Inky."

“With pleasurefulness, my worthy chum.”

““ [--1 say, you fellows are only joking,” urged Bunter. “I
must have tea,” -

“¥ou know what we said. I vou pay the cash we gave
Loder you'can feed as usual. If you don't, we make it up
put of your grub. You've got to have a lesson.”’

“T'm expecting a postal-order—"7

“ 1t didn’t come, did iti"

“T'm not alluding to that one, You know how careless the
postal autherities are. I'm afraid that one was lost in the
post,” said Bunter. “I'm expecting another one to-night,
or by the first post in the morning at the latest, amd T'll settlo
up out of that.” .

Al right ! We'll talk to you when you've settled up.”

 But—

Y0, ring off : o ;

Billy Bunter looked pathetic. The juniors went grimly on
with their tea. As Wharton zaid, it was a strict necessity for
Bunter to have a lesson. Nurent had explained that it might
save him from going to prison some day, but Billy was not
much comforted. ¥He would have rizked anything in the
future for the sake of o good meal }ust then.

While thev ate the jumiors talked over the Ol House
affair, and discussed ways and means. They hod done so
many times before without hitting on a plan for extrieating
Marjorie & Co. from their difficulty.
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What was to bo done?

The match was fixed for the morrow, and there was not
much time left to act in. Billy Bunter sat blinking at the
juniors.

““ T say, vou fellows!"" he exclaimed suddenly.,

“Shut up, Bunter!™

L] But_!F

* Shut up

YPRut I've ot an idea P!

Y Whose " said Nugent sceptieally.

* Oh, really, Nugent—""

“ Look here, Bunter, if vou don't shut up you'll get sbm'ed
out of the study I said BHarry, looking round. * There's too
much of you ™ i —

* The too-muchfulness of the honourable Bunter is terrific '~

“But I've pot a scheme I

“ Oh, we know your schemes!” .

“0Oh, all vight " eaid Bunter sulkily, ** It flashed into my
mind all of a sudden, but if you don't want to help
Marjorig——"" : ]

Harry Wharton looked straighp at him. r

“ Now, I’ll let you speak if you've got a scheme,'” he satd ;
“but if it's only tome more of your rot look out, that's alil
What is it??

1 feel so faint—""

* Out with it I'”

“T'm afraid I'm too hun%i g :

“Then out you go!” said Ilarry, jumpn U “T1 knew
it was only a trick to get some grubl Outside!

“ Oh, really, Wharton ! Billy Bunter dedged round the
table. * Oh, reslly, you know, I—I think I could manage
to tell you if—if you'll let me have o snack afterwards, you
}trllm:-;- Ii it's a good scheme I'm to have tea. That's only
air. ]

“Well, all right ! said Harry, after a pause. ** Go ahead!™

" Laok here, the Highcliffe fellows are going over m 2
brake to Chff House to-morrow afternoom,’” said Bunter,
speaking very rapidly.

“Yeas: they get there at half-past two.” i

“*Thav’'ll have to go alopng the lower Iupe,r you know—it's
an awfully lonely road at any time, isn'¢ it?" -

“I-helieve so. What on earth’s that got to do with it?"

“Well, you see, there'll only be a dozen or so of the High-
cliffe chaps—"'

“Well, ot on!” .

“What's to prevent about twenty of the Hemove Iny:ng
low in the lane and collaring the brake when it comes by
said Bunter. *““Wea could easilv do it. We could stop the
brake, bundle cut the Highcliffe ehaps, and keep them shut
up in the old barn till it was too late for the match with
EEI’E Heousze. Then it would really be the Highcliffe chaps
fuilinr to turn up that caused the match to bo seratched.
Seal"!

The juniors stared at Bunter. It wag really a good scheme;
though somewhat adventurcus, and they wondered how
Bunter had come to think of . -

“ Ot of the mouths of babes and dulffers—"" said Nugent.

““ Oh, really, vou know——" ;

“ 1¢ shows how hunger will sharpen the wits,
laughing. . 3

“The sharpfulnese is terrifie. The waylayfulness of the
esteemed Higheliffe rotters will be the easy thing,” remarked
Hurree Singh. *“1I thinkfully considex that our fat chumn
has earned hia tea.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Wire in, Buanter.” e

Billy Bunter needed no second bidding,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Ambush !
IT was astonishing that Billy Bunter should have kecn

ta talk. YTon see—"

said Harry,

the one to think of it; but it was really a good plan,
That ¢vening the chums of the Remove talked iE over,
and discussed it in all its bearings.

“1t’s a good scheme,” said Bob Cherry, when he heard
it. **0f eourze, it's ouly putting the thing off. The High-
cliffe rotters will explain how they were stopped from
coming, and elaim another data for the mateh.™

“1 suppose so,”" agreed Wharton, * But the next hali-
holidav is Wednesday next week, and it gives as till then
to think of a scheme.”

“Truo ™ N

“It's really only putting off the mateh, not stopuing if,

ANSWERS
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said. Nugent. " It's simply gaining time. But, az wa
haven't the faintest idea how to dish the bounders, what
we want i3 to gain Lime, Before next Wednesday we shall
have thoughi of something.”

#1 hope z0.""

“dJust now, the thing ia to carry out this plan” said
Harry. " Now, in the first place, we mustn’t let the High-
cliffe chaps know we are mixed up in it if we can help it.
We don’t want them to be able to throw it in Marjorie's
face that her friends interfered to save Cliff House from
being licked.”

“* That's so.™

“We're going to stop the brake in the lane, and stick
the Highcliffe chaps into the old barn for the afterncon,
We shall have to disguise ourselves.”

Nugent rubbed his hands gleefully.

“(rood! That's a chance for the Remove Dramatio
Socicty. What about false heards and moustaches?”

“Good! But rather hikely to come off if there's o tussle.’

“Well, perhaps so0."

“1 was :'.hinkingi of Guy Fawkes's maskes," said Harry.
“We have a lot left over, in the box.room, you know—
the lot we used last November. You can'i recognise & chap
in & Guy Fawlkes's mask.”

“ What-ho "

“Then we cau gel a lot of sacks to hang over us, to cover
up our clothes down to the feet. And we're not to talk,
50 that they can't recogniee our voices. You sea?”

“You, rather !

“ They may guess the highwaymen who stop them belong
to Greyfriars, or they may think thev're the village lads,
or perhaps the Boy Scouts from Puglg,'” anid Harry., * The
Pege scouts are always up to some larke, you know. They
;::an ,ﬁuﬂﬂs; but they won't know. I think it will be ripping
un !

“Firsk rate !I”

]"And we'll tnlke about twenty fellows, to male sure of
them.™

And so it was arranged.

A sufficient number of the Greviriars Remove were [et
into the secret to make up a strong party for the waylaying
of the Highcliffe eleven.

Twenty sturdy juniors mado up the party, and they all
entered into the spirit of the thing with great keenness,

The Greyfriara juniors were “'up against’ Higheliffe &ll
the time, and any chance of lowering the Highcliffe colours
was welcome; and az Vavasour & Co. were 1n this especial
instance acting the part of cads, the scheme Ior flooring
them was particularly welcoma, The Removwites felt them-
selves in the position of defending beauty in distress, and,
naturally, felt rather pleased with themselves.

The chums went to bed that night in a satished humour.
They chuckled over their scheme when they rose on Satur-
day morning.

Billy Bunter, taking advaniage of the general satisfaction,
asked Wharton fo lend kim half-a-crown off & postal-order
that was coming for certain that evening ; and Wharton lent
it s0 readily that Billy was sorry be had not asked for
five shillings.

The juniors were looking forward fo the afternoon,

Mormning school dragged through tediously; buf at lask
the welcome hour of dismissal came, and the juniors trooped
out,

Then there was a raid on ihe old store of Guy Tawkes's
masks, and the junlors tried them on in the box-room, with
shrieks of lanxhter.

Certainly there was nothing like a Tifth of November
musk for disguizing a fellow and totally changing hia
Ili.!ifﬂ:*{l.l':'l.-ilr-&.

farry Wharton had bargained with the Greviriars green-
grocer for the lvan of twenty sucks, which were to be left
in the old barn near the lane, for the juniors to take when
they wanted them.

Immediately after dinner the Greyiviars juniors paclked
the maslks in their pockets, and left the school

They had good time to get on the ground and epsconce
themwselves in their ambush before the Iizheliffe brake came

y.

In the old barn they took possession of the sacks. By
cutting a shit in the bottom of each sack, and putting them
on upside down, so that the sack hung from the shoulders
to the feet, the juniors completely disguised themselves.
The maska hniﬂheﬂl the disguise. Their nearest and dearest
friends could not possibly have recognised them. and it was
ﬂiiixllhf their stature that they could bz s2en to be boys
at all.

They yellad with laughter as they looked at one another
i the barn.

“ My only hkab!" gasped Tiob Cherry. " Thiz is ripping !
Buppose we mect anvbody going down to the lane ™

“Ha, ha, ha! We shall give "om fits, T expect ™

“Come on ! sand Wharton,

The juniora foblivwed him from the barn.

They hod fo cross o lield {o get to the lane where they
were fo sinbush (he brake Tromn Higheliffe School.
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A country lad waa coming acroas the field, whistling. Iis
whistle ceased suddenly as he caught sight of the astounding
figures approaching him.

i His jaw dropped, and he stared at the terrifying spectacle
i gpen-mouthed horror for a moment; then, with a yell
of affright, he tock to his heels and tore away.

The juniors yelled.

““Ia, ha, ha'"

L M%" only aunt,” said Nugent almost tearfully, ““this 18
' I wonder 1f the Highcliffe chaps will take it like

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors reached the lane.

It was very narrow at the part Harry Wharton had chosen
for the ambuscade, and thick bushes grew nlong the sides,
topped by young trees, now green with the new folinge of
SPring. ;

There was plenty of cover for a bundred fellows if neces-
gary, and the Greyiriars band had ne difficulty in concealing
themselves.

Té-a:.— took cover in the bushes and ferns, and watched the
road.

Wharton glanced at his watch as acon as his follovers were
in cover. .

- %}t'a &ilme the Highcliffe brake was here,” he said.

I GD ':II‘

“ Keop quiet, you chaps.”

““The quietfulness is terrific ™

The ambush fell into silence, broken ouly by an oocca
sional chuckle.

The juniors listened for the sound of wheels upon the road.

Thers was a deap silence upon the countryside. The road
waz very little used by vehicles, for the traffic to and from
the village of Pegg usually took the upper road.

Wharton gave & sudden start.

L 31 LlEtE'ﬂ lf]‘

There was &8 rumble of wheels. y

* Now, keep still till I give the word " exclaimed Ilarry
guickly. “ It may not ba the Highcliffe fellows yet, you
know."”

“ Right you are !

" The rightfulnes: i3 terrif—""

i QquE— Eu

Clatter, clatter went the wheels on the rutiy road. A
vehiele came dashing up, and an excited Removite, for-
getting Wharton's caution, sprang out into the road.

““ Beded, and stop wid ye!"” he shouted.

“ Desmond, you asi—"

“(ret down! It's not Higheliffe"

“ Faith, and I—""

“It's the butcher's boy! Get back "

‘' Howly mother av MosesI™

It was a light butcher's cart that was ratiling along the
road, driven by the butcher's boy of Friardale. The driver
of the cart stared at Micky Desmond, and gave a ftl'eii of
startled affright. Ile whipped up his horse, and dashed on
at 1op speed, and the cart, rocking to and fre viclently in
the ruts, disappeared down the lane. .

Muzent dragged Micky Desmond back into the bushes.

“ You utter asg——""

“ Faith, and I—"

“Leep hold of him!" growled Wharton,
ko move again jam his head inlo the mud !

“ Bure, and ——"

“ Dry up !’ )

Micky Desmond dreied up. The juniora waited anxiously.

Agein thers enme a sound of wheels and hoofs on the
rutty road.

“ Look out !™

The juniors peered from the bushes. The great, heavy
vehicle that was swinging down the lane could only be the
Higheliffe brake.

The Iighcliffe team were coming &t last!

“1f he Lriea

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
On the King's Highway.

AVABOUR & Co. were in high spirits.

The Higheliffe fellows wore crowded in the brala
cn route £g::rr CIiff IHouse. There were thirteen fellows
in all, and they wera talking and laughing gaily.

The joke on the CLff House girls was one that appealed
extraordinarily to Vavasour's somewhat peculiar idea of
humour.

And the prospeet, too, of annoying Wharton and his
chums by giving the girls a rough time made the whole
thing more enjoyable to Vavasour.

Ag the brake bowled aslong, the Higheliffe fellows dia
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cussed the coming match, and the expecied dismay of the
Clif House eleven when they arrived. 1 .

“I expected to get o wire or o letter from Miss Marjorie,”
grinned YVavasour, “asking us to scratch the mateh. I fully
expected it."

v 2o did 1" said Hilton. _

“ And I,” remarked Byng. “T1 can’t understand the girls
sticking it out like this. They will bave to play the match
now."

“Or else cry off at the last moment,” grinned Vavasour.
“If they do we'll never let them hear the end of it, that's
a dead cert ! | ]

And the Higheliffe fellows chuckled in chorus,

“ Wa're nearly there,” remarked Hilton. " We shall be

in good time for the match. My hat! How they'll shriek
at %Iiglmliffﬂ when we describe it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“ Halt 1"

It was a sudden shout from the side of the road.

The driver of the brake looked astonished, and involun-
tarily pulled in his horses.

As he did so a scare of strange figures burst out of the
bushes by the roadside and surrounded the brake.

Twenly fellows, their faces covered by grotesque Guy
Fawkes masks, and their whola forms cogcealed by in-
rorted sacks, crowded round the Higheliffe vehicle.

Two of them ran to the hend of the leading horse, and
held it fast, so that it was impossible for the driver to drive
on. Not that he thought of doing so. He sat in a stupiied
frame of mind, staring blankly at the strange figures.

The Highcliffs fellows simply gasped. .

Who and what the enemy were they had not the faintest
iden ; but they saw very clearly that they were enemies.

The strangers swarmed round the halted brake.

Vavasour stared down at them in surprise and terror. It
seemed almost impossible that highway robbery could be
attempted on a public road in the broad daylight. But
what else could it ba?

“ Who--who are you?"” gasped Vavasour.

“ et down I . z

It was the leader of tho masked assailants who spoke, n
a hard, deep voice—evidently assumed for the purpose of
disguising thé rcal tones.

Vavasour did not maove.

“ Who—who—"

et down !V g <

e won’t " exelaimed Vavasour, with some spirit. 'L
suppose this i+ a lark. We'll jolly well noet poing to get
down."

“Obey me 1"

“Rats! We're going to the school at Pegg to P!a]r a
i}‘iml:hall match, and we've got no time to waste’ =aid

IR

“ Faith—" began one of the masled party.

Another gave him a sudden punch on the head, which
made him ztop short with a gasp.

Thoe masked leader waved hia hand commandingly.

“ zet down at onoe, or take the conzequences.”

“1 jollvy well know this 13 & lark,” s=aid Hilton. *We
won't! Wheo are you?”

“We are the {at-e::icms Members of tha Blood-Curdling
Brotherhood,” said the masked individual, in deep tones,
with a faint recollection of seme American fiction he had
read once, and thore was a faint chuckle from under soma
of the masks.

“ Order, thera ™

“* Faith, and sure J—
“ Bhut up 1

“ Bhove them out of the brake,' said the leadar, as the

I%igllmliffa fellows made no movement to obey the order to
altght.

LL Gﬂ'ﬂd !lj

““ Mind that none of them get away.”

“W-w-w-what are you going to do? gasped Vavasour,
beginning to get really alaemed now,

“ Wake vou prisonors’t

“What for?"

“ Faith, and we want the pleasure of ye're company—-=>"

Lh 3
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f Shut ap

“Bure I was forgettin’.”

“If you farget agzin yvou'll jolly well pet a thick ear.”
“Look hero, Whar =

“ Shut up, you ass!”

“We're not poing to get down,” growled Hilton.
know this iz a rotten lark.
we'll shove you out”

* Lay the whip round them, driver ' exclaimed Vavasour.

The driver did not do so. Two of the enemy were up
heside him now, and they made him wery plainly under-
atand that he would be thrown inio the rond il he resiated.
01}:.? of them took the reins from his hands, and another the
whip.

“Gat ont !

“We won't,” yelled the Higheliffe fellows,

“ Throw them out !’

The masked juniors scrambled into the bralke.

Highcliffe resisted, and two or threc of the assailants,
cumhbered by the sacks, lost their hold and rolled into tho
road with heavy bumps.

But the rest came on grimly. .

The odds were against Highelife—and the odds in pluck
and determination, a3 well as in numbers, )

The assailants swarmed into the brake, and the High-
cliffe fellows, resisting in a half-hearted fashion, were thrown
out one after another.

Two or three of them tried to dash into the bushes and
"EIM:.-DEJ but the assmilants were too keenly on the wateh for
that.

Each fellow, as he was thrown out, was seized and sccured
by at least. one junior,.and they were scon all in the road.
and all held fast.

Bome of them wero still siruggling, but it was in vain,
The odds were too much against them,

“Get dewn, driver ™

18 AL

“Got down!"™ rapped out the hard voice under the Gay
Fawlkes mask,

The driver stepped down.

The two fellows in his seat drove the brake down the
lane, and turned it into & by-path under the overhanging
branches of great irees.

T!';a Highcliffe fellows watched that proceeding in amaze-
ment.

“Look here! What are you up to?" bluatered Vavasour.
“You'll get locked up for this”

*t Bilence, prisoner [

“1 tell vou—-=""

“Bump evary chap who speaks™

“ Right-ho 1"’

* Look here—-"

Vavasour broke off short.

He was bumped heavily inte the dusty road, with a forea
that made the dust rise in little clouds round him, and
hrought an exelamation to his lips.

“ Now, then, will you shut up ¥

[} Dw !"

" Mareh I

Each of the prisoners, held fast by one or two of the
captors, was marched through a gap in the hedge, and
acrass the field to the old barn.

They went nnrosistingly, after one or two had been bumped
hard as a warning of what would be the result of struggling.

In a few minutes they were in the barn.

They looked round, and at one ancther, in dismay. The
whole affair was a mystery to them, Who their assailants
were they had begun to have a slight suspicion; but what
was the objeet of this strange attack was a mystery to them.

“Where's the ro;:l-&?”

“Hero you are !’

Dne of the masked juniors drew a long, thin rope ocut
from under a bundle of straw. It was knotted to the wrists
of each of the prisoners in turn, so that the Higheliife
fellows were soon all tied to one another, helpless to use
their }jnn‘dﬁ, Then the ead of the rope was fastened to a
beam.

Tha masked juniors surveyed the curious scene with great

L w&
Il vou try 1o get into the brake
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“Hurrah for Greyirlars!

—— T B S e b Bt} B R B - e o 2 o o

Go it!" shoufed Bob Cherry, excitedly,

#i Glve ‘em socksti™ 1

]

satisfaction when their work was finished. Vavasour was
black with rage.
“You'd better let us
jelly wall who you are.
“Hz, ha, ha "
Wl complain to Dr. Locke™
“Ha, ha, hal”
“You'll get Hogged for thiz!™

““Oh, shut up!” said Wharton contemptuously. * You're
going to stay here for three hours. It's what you've been
sentenced to by the Mysterious Members of the Blood-
Curdling Brotherhood.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1f you make a row, yvou'll be gagged. There's plenty
of siraw for you to sit down on, and if you want somethin
to do, you can think over your sins, and try to make goo
rasolutions not to be such rotten cads in the fuigre. ™

And the masked juniors walked cut of the barn,

They left the Higheliffe fellows squirming with rage.

In spite of the warning they had received, sﬁx‘Eraf of tho
prisonera yelled for help when they wore lefl alone.

One of the masked juniors immediately re-entered.

Hilion was ehouting the loudest. The junior had
brought in a bunch of muddy grass. This lie checrfully

o!” che exclaimed. “*We know
ou’'re the cada from Greyfriars.”

proceeded to cram into Hilton's mouth, amid wild gasping
and spluttering from the Highcliffe fellow.

" (zroo-oco—gro-oo-o0h I

“If there's any more row, we shall gag the rest of you,"”
said the mosked junior.

“ Beast !

““Ha, ha, ha 1"
A few moments later the driver of the brake was tied up
in the row with the Higheliffe fellows. He was still locking
dazed, and he made no resistance. But the captors kindly
allowed him to fill and light his pipe, and he sat on the
straw and smolked contentedly while the Higheliffe fellows

raged and chafed.
M There was a curicus expression upon the face of

the =irl. She had not heard from Harry Wharton,
and sho did not know if he had thought of any * dodge ™
for extricating her from her difficuli position. But the
time ans past now when the Highcliffe fellows should have
arrived.

I———

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Yavasour Is Wrathful,

ARJORIE HAZELDENE stood at the gate of Cliff
House and looked out.

THE MacuET LIBRARY.— N0, 108,
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The time fxed for the kicl-off was past, and the visiling
feam had not even arrived.

Marjorie was breathing more pasily.

HSomething had certainly happened fo prevent the High-
eliffe fellows from' keeping the fixture, and for that some-
thing she had little doubt that she was indebted to the
chums of the Hemove,

She was watching from the gates now in the exnectation
of wecing, not the Higheliffe brake, but some of the chums
of Greyfriars,

_ It was a guarter past three when a eouple of juniors came
in sight, strolling down the road towards Cliff House,

Mearjorie uttered an exclamation.

“ Clara, here they come "

Miss Clara came running down to the gates.

“The Higheliffa brake !

“ No. Harry and Frank,”

Wharton and Nugent arrived at the gates. They were
Bn'ﬂh:lg: sarane_lg as they raised their caps to the girls.

s Well?" said Marjorie and Clara together breathlessly.

o1t all sorene—for to-day. at least,” said Harry.

Vavasour is not coming -

L] Nﬂ-”

:: Where i3 het”

" Making o short stay in a barn, for the sake of resting,®
snid Harry. “He won't be zlong this afterncon. Perhaps
I'd better not go into details, as it may be more suitable for
you to know nothing about it &ill afterwards. But I
thought we'd look in and tell you that the Highcliffe fallows
are unsvoidably detained, and there won't {‘-e any match
this afternoon,’

“Hs, ha, ha!"

H“ You see, thg}' really can’t get away,” said Frank
ugent. * They're sorry, of course, You must consider us
as bringing their apologies.”

Exactly,” assented Wharton.

Mnrf_l:rne and Clara laughed merrily. Exactly where the
Higheliffe fellows were they did nob care in fthe leact, so
lﬂ?{g as Vavasour & Co. did not come to CLHF House.

So they won't be coming to-day,” said Marjorie. “I'm
Ec-‘glad. I suppose we can consider the match as off.”

Yes, rather—unless they explain how they were un-
av‘c‘uﬁiﬂiﬂg detained, and demand another date.”

:: ‘h‘:’ﬂ can refuse,” sald Misz Clars.

That would be as bad as scratching the match,” said
Marjorie. “As a matter of fact, I pave Vavasour his
choice of dates betwoen to-day and next Wednesday, and
llﬂ“kﬂp‘f’ﬂ wo could meet him on Wednesday if we liked.”
~ wo'll think of a new dodpe before Wednesday,” eaid
Nugent. “O0f courss, it wouldn't be possible to work the
same dodge twice. But we'll manage it somehow.”

m sure you will,” said Miss Clara. “ We neadn't focl
at all anxiows sbout it. Let's go down to the bay.”

i Jolly idea !"" said Wharton.

:: But where are Cherry and Hurroe Singh #*

: ey're staying to keep the Higheliffe ehaps company.
You see, thers were quite a lot of us met the Higheliffe
brake on the road; but after mweecting them, and paying
them szome polite attentions, I sent the rest back, and only
Cherry and Inky are staving #o look after them."”

Marjorie looked a little puzzled,

But it was best, a3 Wharton had said, for her nof to know
the jlgszrhnulﬂm till afterwards, so she asked noe questions.

“Iiob and Inky will be detained there 111 we go back at
five or eo,” said Harry.
which two should stay.

" Very well.”

And in o few minutes the {wo juniors and the girls were
i a boat on the bay, speeding ulong with a white zail
glaneing i the spring sunshine.

The juniora enjoyed the sail, and they did not return to
the shore until a little later than they had intended.  As the
boat at last sped landward Mavjoric glanced at her waich,
and uttered a little exclamation.

“We shall be late for tea."”

Harry whiztled sofcly.

“I told Bob to let them
“Thcri't:’il be cut before now.
somcthing of theam."

The boat ran upon the =and.

Two figures were standing there, ovidently having been
on their way fo CHf {lonse, and having stopped st sight of
the boat coming in.  Thoy were Vavasour and Hilton.
There was nothing to be scen of the other Higheliffe fellows.

Wharton and Nuagent helped the girls out, and while
they were doing so, Vavasour and llilton came striding up,
their faces red with rage.

“(Gogd-afternoon "' said Marvjoria, * You did not come

L suppose you have

“It's all right. We tossed up
Lot's ot down o the boats.™

go ab five,” he remarked.
I shouldn't wonder if wo aee

for the mateh, so0 we wenf for a 2ail.
some explanation to make "
Tue Magxpr Lapparv.—Ne, 109
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Vavasnur epluttered with rage.

“Yes; we have " he almost shoutad,
na?ped by a gang aof yvoung ruffigns ™

“0Oh, dear!™

“Our brake was stopped in the lane by a gaug of rodrers,”
said Vavasour, almost choking with rage. °° We were Foreed
to geb out, and taken into & baru, and our hands were tiad
with a long rope.”

*Goodness gracious !

* What a mu%h exginunwf” soid Harry Whatton sy
pathetically. * I wonder you didn’t put up a Gght, or seme:
thing of the sort.™

 The odda wers sgainst us," said Vavuﬂfm‘r‘. seowling.,
"“There wore at least thirty of the scoundrels. We were
fastened up in the barn, and the driver of the bralo with
us, and the brake was tied up in & turning."

“ By Jove!"

“* Did you recognise the chaps who eollared vou?™ asked
Frank Nugent innccently.

Vavasour gave him a furious laolk,

i Mo, we didn't. They were afraid ko lot their faces lm
:ﬁ;‘lﬁm’}'_hay had Guy Fawkes masks on, and sacks over their

‘g, ha, hal™

* It muat have looked funny,” said Marjorie demurciy.

And did you stay o long time in the barn " asked Miss
Clara, with fun dancing in her eves.

“We had to stay,” ssid Vavasour—* we had to ztay till
the cads chose to et us go, as we were tied up. They loft
us there till five o'clock.  We herrd the church clock strike
acrozs the Lelds. Then two beaats came in—the othera had
EOTIG BWAY a5 3000 As we were tied up, [ suppuse. Anyway,
wo only saw those two, If they had lot ua loose thien, we
woubd have smashed them."

I wager you would, as you were 1hirtéen to two,” said
Wherton.

“I'm not talking fo you, Wharton. But they didn't let us
loose—they just loosened the brale-driver, and told him to
untie us. One of the beasta gave him half-asovereign as a
compensation for having been tied up all the afternoon, and
that satisfied him. But we're jolly well not satisfied !

“ What, haven't you had enough ¥*" asked Nugent.

“Wo're going to make s row about it, 1 can tell you!"
said Vavasour savagely. * You'll see.  We're not going to
talce that sort of thing lying down, DBut about the footer
match, Miss IHazeldene. You see, we were prevented from
coming."

“Wes; I ssupﬁnse you wers,”

“And I think I can guess who it was that prevernded us,
and why,” said Vavasour, with a savage look at Wharion.
*I suppose you want to scratch the match, and own up ihat
you would be licked if you met us—that’s what it amcanty
to.”

Marjorie coloured with anger.

1 haven't asked you to serateh,'” she said,

“Then vou're still ready to meet usi"

“The hixturg remains on, if you lLike”

“Good! You said Wednesday afterncon would suit yon
as well as to-day. Will you meet ws on Wednesdar
ufternoon

“We'll moke that the date, IF vou like”

“ And lick you " said Miss Clara.

“ Perhaps you wouldn't mind playving on our gronnd *
suggesterd Vavaszour. “ We've pob o rood ground at Iiigh-
cliffe for the junior matches, and ancewlents secimn o happen
lo teams visiting ClifF Iouse.™

“ Anywhere vou hke”

"Vory well—Wednesday  afterncon on tha Iicheliffo
ground,” said Vavasour, with-a spiteful glance in the diroc-
tion of Harry Wharton.

HThat's right,’ zaid Marjorie,

And the two Highelife fcllows walked away., They wovo
fecling a litle more pleased with themselves now. Tha
maetch was to come off, after all, and cn their own ground,

When Vavesour and Hiltorn were gone, barjorcic and
Clara locked et the jumiors in silence and dismay,

“ 1 suppose T ought lo have scratched,” soid Marjorie ooif-
lessly,  “But ke was eo dreadfully tmpertioent 1 fele [
could not give hitm the advantage.”

#How T wish we could lick theo ' said Biss Clara.

“ There's time between now znd Wednesday to think of a
dodpe,' said Wharton. ** You can rely on us. The mnich
sha'n't come off, and vou sha’n’t have to scrafch—even if
we have to set Higheliffe on fire !

And the juniors walked home to Greyiriars endaolling
their brains for 2 Y dodge.”  Rilly PBunter's tlea had worked
well; bat it had simply meant ithe paimng of tine. . The
situation remained the same, only the dificulty was put off
till Wednesday, Whal was to be done to save the {'hil
Fouse pirls from fhat mateh, and o szve their face ol ihe
game tine ¥ It was a difficell gquestion 1o answer,

EWa've bren lid-
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Called over he Coals.

" ALLO, halle, hallo ™
““ What's the matter 1™
“ Phew 1™
“What'z the matter, ass?'

L1 ka !:I:I' ]

Bob Cherry wog stending at the door of the gymnasium,
looking out into the quadrangle. It was Monday, and morn-
ing =e¢hool was over. Three ﬁg‘l:ll"&ﬂ hatl caught Bob's eye as
they came up from the direction of the school pates, and
made for the house. g

Harry Wharion and Nugent and the Nabol of Bhanipur
joined ﬂim at the door.

“My hat!™

“ Vavasour |7

“ And Hilton and Byng !'*

"“What on earth do they want here 1”7 exclaimed Wharton,
in amazement, as he watched the three fellows from High-
cliffe enter the School House. * They haven't come to ace
us, that's a dead cert.’

Bob Cherry grunted.

“1 know jotly well what they've come for,”

“What, then 1"

“To complain to the Head.”

Harry Wharton whistled softly. X

“My word ! he said. 1 should hardly think even the
Higheliffe fellows were cads enough for that. I should
imagine that even Vavazour would draw the line at
sneaking.” i

“ That's joly well what Lhe%'?’vﬁ come for!” said Bob
Cherry, with conviction. * We shall be called over the
coals.”

Harry Wharton looked grave. It had been a first-class
jape to ca;ivtur-‘: the Higheliffe fellows, and prevent the
match at Cliff House. But it was gquite possible that Dr.
Locke would take a more serious view of it

That the Higheliffe fellows could be mean enough to tell
tales to their head-master seemed almost incredible fto
Wharton. Yet he felt that Bob Cherry was right. Vavasour
& C'o. had come there to complain. :

“ My hat,” said Nugent at last, * this means-troubla I

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Tooks like it. The Head may think it rather more than
a joke. DPerthaps it was”

“What are we going to doi” ;

“T don't see that we're called upon to say anything to
imcriminate ourselves,”” szaid Harry slowly. * Buppose woe
keep silence. The Head iz a spert. e wouldn't ask o
chap to pive evidence against himself.,”

“RBut the Higheliffe chaps will say—"

“ They can'’t say they recognised us.”

“Ha, ha! Nol™

“1 don’t sec that it mattors much what they say,” went
on Wharton thoughtfully, * Unless the IHead make: us
speak and convict ourselves, we're »ll right, and Vavasour
& Co. will have had their walk for their paina.™

“Ha, ha!"

The ehums of the Remove strolled over towards the School
House. They fully expected to be called into the Head's
eludy; and they were not disappointed. :

Wingate, of the Bixth, the captain of Greyfriars, called
to thein 1n the passage.

“ Here, you youngsters [™

“* Hallo, hallo, hallo 1™

“The Head wants to see you,” said the senior.
“Wharton and Nugent and Cherry are to go in.  What
mischief have vou been up to now, vou young rascals?"

#Oh, Wingate, as if we ever get up to mischief 1"

Wingate lauzhed and walked away., The chums of the
Remove went io the Head's study, and Harry Wharton
tapped at the door, and they enfered.

E’l;e'l.ras.-:}ur, Hilten, and Byng were standing there. The
Head of Greyfriars was looking very grave.

There was a lurking smile of triumph on Vavasour's face,

It was pretty clear that he considered that he had
cornered the chums of the Romove 1in 2 way there was no
ezeapinge from; and the meaoness of his conduct in fale-
bearing did not seem oven to have occurred to him,

Dr. inc&e fixed his severe glance upon the juniors,

“Wharton, [ have received o very serious complaint from
these lads, who belong (o Higheliffe Schoel, as vou are
doubtless aware”

“Yes, air,” said Havey guietly,

“¥[aster Vavasour fleclares that on Saturday afternoon,
a: he and his [riendsz weore going o Pegg in a brake from
Higheliffe, they were set upon by a number of boys disguised
in GGay Fawles’ maska.™

Harry's face never changed a muscle.

“Indeed, sic!™?

“They were taken out of the brake, and confined in a
barn by violenee, and not released till it was too late for
them to proceed on their way.™

“Yes, sir¥’’
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“* Vavasour declares that the outrage was perpetrated by
Greylriars boys.”

“ Does he, sir 7" . .

““ In short, Wharton, he sceuses you and your friends.

“ Haa he any proof ta offer, air ¥

Dz, Locke lcr':'-{md curiously at Wharton. 4

“ He says that he knows it was you, Wharton. _

“ Ho can say what he chooses,” siv, but surely he is called
upon to produce some proof,” said Harry,

Dr. Locke glanced at Vavasour.

“ Vou assert thut Wharton was one of tho boys who
attacked you? he asked,

# Yes," said Vavasour fierecly. ** And Nugent was another.
I know jolly well those two were there, and I think 1 could
point put & dozen of the others, toa.”

“ What have vou to say, Wharton?”

" Nothing, ate.™

“ Nothing !

“ No, sir.”

Dr. Locke raized his eyebrows. A

“I do not fully understand you, Wharton, I am afraid.
What do you mean to iinply by saying that you have nothing
to say? f‘!o you admit Vavasour's accusation !

“ No, air.” 1
“ Then you deny iti”

“ Weo, sir.” N ] A

“1 must ask vou to be o little more explicit, Wharton,™

“1 don't i.hiui T ought to be called upon to say anything,
sir,” said Harry respectiully. * Suppose I know the fellows
who japed the Higheliffe eads—I mean kids. It would be
smeaking for me to give them away.”

The ﬁ-:a.d paused. .

i There is somsthing in what vou say, Wharton, and I will
not ask you about the others, Tut you can answer in regard
to ;,'nursulf o : ’ !

‘'Y will if you insist, sir, ns you know best; but it doesn’t
sbent fair to me that I should have to conviet myself if

wilty,” said Wharton, © I Vavasour thinks I was there, let
Eim rove it."’

“ (Yan you prove it, Vavasour?” .\

“ How am I to prove it when he was masked ?” howled
Vavasour angrily. ]

“ Don’t raise your voice here,
sharply. _

“ Well, T can't prove it, and he knows I can't]” zaid Vava-
aour sulkily. I hknow jolly well that he was ¢n¢ of the
gang "’

‘ But you have no proof to offer?"”’ . .

“*Of course I haven't. He won't deny it if you ask him,
I know that.'

Pr. Tocke frowned.

“ Then in effect, Vavasour, you have come here to make an
accusation against Wharton, relying upon his sense of honour
to make him conviet himself 7%

“ 1 know he was there.” oy e ;

“If .you have any proof to offer I will listen to it, and
certainly punish any IIj::n';:,.r who was connceted with such a
trick,” said the Head. * But L will certainly not ask any boy
to convict himself in order that he may be punighed,”

Vavasour gritted his teeth. ) . :—:

“Of course, you won't punish a boy in gour own sclool,
he said, with a savege sneer, I was a fool to think you
would, "

The Head's brow darkencd.

“That is not the way to speak to me, hﬂj'“ ;

“ Well, Wharton was there, and he played that trick on us,
m1'E::Il we'll pay him out for it some time!” said Vavasour spite-
fully.

“ gilence!” 'The Head turned to the Removites. ' You
may 1 zhall not ask you any question on the subject.”

**Thank you, sir.”” And Harry Wharton and his ehums
left the study, feeling very much relieved.

Vavasour & Co. came out a few moments later with scowl-
ing faces. Vavasour gave Wharton a savage lock.

Harry met it with & smile of contempt.

“ Well, you've gained nothing by sneaking,” he remarked.
“You might as well have decontly,™

“Oh, he couldn’t!” said Bob (herry.
exnecting impossibilities, you know ™

* 1t would sorve the cads right to give them a jolly good
bumping while they're here I exelaimed Frank Nugent.

Vavasour & Co. looked alarmed, and quickened their pace,
bt Harry Wharton restrained his indignant chum.

* Lot them alone,” he said; *° they're not worth touching.™

And the Highelhiffe fellows guitted Gre:;frinrs unmaolested,
and breathod more u:nrii{ when they were in the road oulside
the gates. They had had their walk for their pains. A
Harry had said, they had gained nothing by sneaking, and
the chams of the Bemove were none the worse for being
hauled over the coals.

17

A Splendid Tale of the Chumsa of Greyfriars.
By FREANK RICHARDS.

ploase,’” said the Head

“1It's no pood
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Wonderful Whecze.

TRIXNCG the noxt fow 1!:,1}'5 the eliames of the }':{'l't'lﬂ"-"'-"-‘
wave the matter o great deal of thought, but without
any rosult.  As & matter of fact, the situntinn sermeod
an impossible one, and they had set themeclves a hope-

fmas $nuk.

To cepture the Higheliffe feam a second timae was ont of
the guestion, and thers was no ether way of proventing the
mateh, And if the match were played, the OO Howse girls
would have o rouxh time aned a humiliating defeat.

Harry Wharton ransacked his braing, so to speak, for o plan,
but without result.

Billy Bunter offered 1o think one aub.  ITe declaved that if
he were wall fed on the besl of everytinng for 2 considerable
time, hie had no doubt whatever that o first-cluss sehome would
oncur to B, Te which the Remove chuma responded that
they weren't taking any, so Bunter’s valuable services as a
echimner wore not available.

Bt what was to be done?

“ I only we could wmeet the Higheliffe chaps instead of the
girls mrecting them,” Tom Brown remarked, at tea in No, 1
Btudy on Twesduy evening, "' then it would be all OUKLY

The chums of the Remove had miet round the tea-table in a
final eouncil of war  Iarry Wharton and Nuzent and
Hugree Singh, Bob Cherry and Mark Linley and Tom Brown
anc ITazeldens, were discussiog the matter in the hope of
hittine on some =cheme or other at last.

“Yes. by Jove,” said Wharton. “ If we were playing
Iigheliffe it would be all right—we could take the meatter up
for the wirle, But, of course, Vavasour woulda't meet us,
he did, 1t woalde’t be the visiting {eam that would get licked
at Hirheliffe to-morrow.’

“The foot wonld be & boot on the other leg,”” remarked the
Nahob of Bhanipur.

* But, of course, that’s impozsible.”

It was of this moment thot Frank Nugent, who had bheen
stlont Tor some minutes, suddealy rave o wild yoll,

My hat!”

Thev all locked at him.

“ Wit on earth's the matter?” exclaimed Wharton,

 Ave you il

YOME vour rocler I

Ehat np'!

“T've got it ! yelled Nugent.

“Got what?”

I

“Do vou mran fo oy you've gol a sehomwe?” exelaimed
Wharvton easerly.

* Yos."

“A wheeze?

* You, rather !’

The juniors gatheved eazerly round Nugent.

“YWhat 15 1£*"

(o aliead.”

“ et it off your chest."

“ Propound.™

SV TR

% s, we see—huek up

* You see, the Higheliffe clwps ave determined to mect s
team of girls—"'

*“We know that.'

*The knowfulness is terrific.”

“ And the Chff ITouse girls are not up to their form——"

“ Tell us somathing we don't know."

" But thore's nothing bo provent Marjorie from getbing in
recruits to strenpthen her tcwn if she likes, from “outsido
Clhif House.™

“Weli??

" Well, that's the whaeze,”

Bob Cherry snorted.

*Woell, you ass! The Clff House givls can play footer quite
63 well as other girls, I suppese, and besides, where—"

“1 haven't fintshed yeot.”

“Then for goodness” sake finish."

*You remember the time wo had a contest with the Boy
Seouts of Pegp!™ bepan Nugent.

* Blow the Boy Scouts of Pepg!™

"'iWhut on earth have the Boy Scouts of Pege got to do
with it®"

* 8tick to the subject.™

“ That's what I"m doinpg, as much 23 T ean with & set of
howling asaps interrupting me!™ exclaimed MNugent, Y e
ghut up and let 2 fellow get on™

“(h, ro ahead "

“ You remember the contest with the Doy Scouts?"?

Y es, yos, ves'”

“YWe had to send a fellow through the wood without his
being stopped by the scouts, and we succoeded,” aaid Nugent.
“I was the chap, and I swas dressed up as o picl, and that was
the way we dished them.™
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*Yos, yos, ves,"

Gat ant?

“Woll, den’b you soe®™

Y Blessed 1f T odo ! s0id FRazelleac.  What on earth has
that old alfair got to do with the givls plaving a footer-inately
at Higheliffe,™

MNugrent snilfed.

“0Oh, you're dense!  IT T conld dress ns o #ivl Tor a
ﬁnﬂlhﬂftlg“wuluﬁl., I eould dress oz o girl for a footer mutele,™

y b

“ And von fellows conld do the some.”

[ £ ':j},.. !JJ

P And we could zo to ITighelilfe and Dick Lhoze Lragomz
hﬂ:n{mrinrﬁ hollow I exelaimed Nugent {riumphantly.

Oht”

The Removites staved blankly at Frank Nogent.  The
geleeme was shnply stupendous, and it abmost took theiv breath
awny. DBut az they thought ovee i, i appeaded inore amld
more fo thelr Deesination.

The prospect of neeetine the Highehiffe foellows i Taie Held
on the football-feld wos o very sttvactive one, and they all
Inoked Forward fo it And if the trick could be ployed with-
out dizcovery, it was a corbuin way of extricating Alarjorie &
Co. from therre diffienadty.

“ My only hat? scid Harey Wharten at last.  “Tt'--it's
splendid ! But it will have to be kept awlully dark.”

* The darkfulness roust be terrifie.™

I don't sec why it shouldn’t worls"

“Its tremendow T snid Tom Brown, *f Paney {le faoes of
the TTigheliffe ehaps when the pgirls begin to score poal™

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

 Just picture Vavasour, with a givl chorging lag off the
Latll™

“TTa, lia, Bal*'

O, s rpping

IF it will work ! gaid Hazeldens,

“Why shouidn't it work?” zaid Nugent vwarmly,  * The
Highcllie fellows don’t know holf tie UL euwse girls by
sight. Thes don't mect much, Bositdes, Marjone s ot
Libewty o ot o rocrails Trom outaide the school, 1T wost of
the team aro stransers to Vavasour, he won't suspoct anything
from that”

FRiwht enougly'’

“T dare sny we shall look o Bit stardy for girls, ton: tat,
then, givls whe o in for footballing would paturally be =
bit bigger and stronzer than other gicls™

T Ha, ha! Yes™

 Marjorie can captain the team, and she can lkeep proal,
s0 a5 to be out of the crush. Our goalkeeper wun't have
mieh to do in & mateh wilh ITigherifte

“Ha, ha, ko ™

“ Clara can take the ploce of a back, too, io help keep up
appearances. We'll see that the Ihigheliffe cads don't get
near her. Then there can be nine ol us—we're seven here,
and we ean have, say, Ogilvy, and young Jones."

i Gl}ﬂfi A

““WWell, what do vou think of the idea "™

I think 1t's splendid,” said Harrey VWharton, " We shall
have to consult Marjorie, and see what she savs, ihat's alll”

" Andd the sooner the better,” san] Hazeldane.

ST geb o opass from Wingale, and buzz over there on
my bike now,' said ITarey.

" Then off vou go!"

And in five minrutes Harry Wharten was pedalling rapidiy
over to Chif 1louse,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Taken for a Walk.

ILLY BUNTER was puesled.
There was sometiving going on in No. 1 Study to which
he was not admitied—a secret was I_wiug_ kept from
. by, and anvthing of that kind greatly rocensed the
fat junior. He was the Poul Pry of the school, and i the
habit of minding everybody's business but ivs own, and
there were few things going on at Greyfriars which escaped
his koowledge, But on the present occasion, hlly Bunter

was out of it.

He had come up fo No. 1 Stady ansuspiciously for tea,
He had not been admitted. Whardlon had haoded him a
shilligr, and told ham {o ge to the fuckshop. And when
Billy DBunter began explaining that a shilling was o ridicu-
lows amount to be expended in a fezd for a fellow Like ham-
aelf, Wharton had cut the argument short by closing the
ptudy door and locking it

Bunter had nobl token long to dispose of the shilling, Then
he had refurned to the study, In bine {o see Harry loave
and take out his bevele,

The fat junior was allowed n {he room now=-hut the
wmeeting had broken up. lla caught hold of Tom Brown's
gleeve as the New Zenland junior came down the jassagze.
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“1 say, Brown, what's going on

1 am,” said Brown,

And he wenl on, leaving Billy Bunter blinking. The fat
junior buttenholed Mark iinlny next, and sszked him what
was the matter.

“ Nothing,” said Mark.

* But what were you all meeting in the study for 1"

“To discuss a matter,”

“Yes—what waas it¥"

“Don't ask questions.™

“Bul I want to know.™

“Rats!"

And Mark Linley jerlicd himself awav from Bunter’s de-
taiming clutch, and walked off. The fat junior next applied
himself to Bob Cherry. Bob Cherry took him by the ears,
turned him round and applied his foot gently to Bunter, and
Bunter moved rather hastily nlong the passage. Then Bob
followed Mark Linley.

The fat junior gasped.

# Htﬁnat! But I'll jolly well know what's going on, all the
BRI

And he went into MNo. 1 SBtudy. Nugent was roasting
chestnuts, and chatting with the Nahob of Bhanipur. The
two Juniors ceased speaking at once as Billy Dunter came
into the study,

Bunter blinked at them wrathfully.

“Look here! What's going on here * he demanded.

“I'm roasting chestouts,” said Nugent innocently.

“ What ware you saying to Inky ¥

“Words !

“Eh? Dou't be funny! I want to know what's ihe
matter, You're jolly well not going to keep me out of it
I suppos:e you know I'm fo be trosted 277

“That's just what we don’t know,” said Nugent, with o
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grin. “We'll tell you {o-morrow, perhaps—and perhaps
we won't"

"* Look here—-—"

* Oh, ring off 1"

Bunter sported angrily. 11e waited for Harry Wharion
to come back. When the captnin of the Remove came in,
Bunter was in the study. o

“It's all right, you chaps,” execlaimed Wharicon, ** Mevjorie
thinks it's a jolly good idea,™

“ Uareful,” said Nugent.

*On, all right !

“ What's a jolly good idea?” exclaimed Bunter.

“(Oh, never mind !

“But I do mind!” exclaimed Billy Bunter indignanily;
**1 want to know all about it.”

“Then you con go on waniing,”” sald Wharton cheerfully,
because you are jolly well net going o know & word.”
“Hear, hear " said Nugent.

*The hesr—hearfulness is terrific™

Y Then I'll jolly well find out,” said Bunier,

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Why don't you mind vour own businezs, Billv ¥

To which question Bunter returned no answer bl a eniff.
He was on the look-out for the rest of the evening. He saw
Wharton speaking to Ogilvy and Jones minor, and eaught
the word football, and saw them laugh and nod, but that was
gll-=and that did not convey much mformation.

But he caught a few words in Neo. 1 Study laler, as he
came along the passape.

“ Marjorie laughed like anything,” said Harev. ** 3he and
Clara think it's o good idea. They are gpoing to got the
things we shall want, and we're {o get over to Clif House as
soun a8 possible after dinner to-morrow, Then we can be
ixed up.  We shall have a brake from Pepg to Higheliffe,”

tGood ' said Nugent,
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Y Alarjorie and Clara have underiaken fo have the things
ready, and we can depend on them. As for altering our
faces o bit, we must do what we con.  After all, what's the
zood of belonging to an amateur dramaiic zcciety if you can'i
change the look ol your chivey ¥

“ b, we ean do that ™7

“ ¥os, rather. The wigs will do a lot towards it, and then
f |’thtle rouge and challk will make better compleniona for

Lis.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“The eyebrows can be darkened, and the mouths made
snialler by shoving on seme red, and whilening the corners,”
said Wharton., “ We shall pass all right."”

S0, TUve no <doubt of it We—'

“&h! | Thers's somebody at the door!”

Wharton stepped quickly into the passage, and dragged
Bunter into the study by the serufl of his neck,

“You voung cad !’ he exclaimed wrathfully., * You were
listening."

“{h, really, Wharton—"

“I've a jolly .g:}nd mind to lick vou."

“[—I—1 din't hear a word. [ don’t know that you're
going over to CH House to-morrow immediately after
dinner, or—""

“Ha, ha! You young asz! Get out!”

And Bunter pot out

But Billy Bunter determined to bhe wery much on the
watch the next day, and when the chums of the FKemove
made a move, he meant to mazke a move, too. Bunter's
thoughls generally ran on fecds, and he suspected that there
was some great feast planned, from which he was tobe ex-
eluded. And the very thought of that maede Buntsy warm
with indignation.

The noxt morning it was plain enough that there was
“poncthing on,” 1 anvbody had taken the trouble to
observe it.

The chums of the Remove discussed the sfterncon’s ecam.
paign in whmpers, when they were together, snd shut up if
anybody elss came by,

g During morming leasons some of them earned lines hy pay-
ing more attention to the scheme for japing Higheliffe than
to their work.

VWhen closses were over for the day, and the Remeove
poured out into tho Close, Billy Bunter kept a watchiul cve
of the chums.

But he discovered nothing.

The juniora had their dinner, and hnmediately alterwards
Harry Wharton & Ce. prepared fo go out. Wharton,. and
MNugent, and Linley, and Dob Cherry, Tom Brewn, and
Hazeldene, and Dgxl. . and Jones miner, met in the hall
They were jeined by Morgan and Hurree Bingh, It had
not occurred to the juniors at first, but, of course, 1t <id
later, that the Nabob of Bhanipur would have o be left out.
Mo amount of make-up would change his dusky complexion
inte that of an English girl. Morgan has been let into the
gooret, and he was to take Hurree Singh's place.

“Borry vou can't be in it, Inky,”" Harry Wharton re-
marked, as the group of juntors lefé the School House.

“Tha sorrowlfulness is terrific, also, on the part of my
worthy self,' remarked the Nabob.

“ But there's one thing you ¢can do, and that's keep an eye
on Bunter, The fat voung hounder is determined {o nose
the thing out if he.can.”

The Nabob grinned and nodded.

“I will keep an eyeful watch on the esteemed Dunter,™
he promised.

Billy Bunter followed the juniors across the Close, and
came Jdown to the gates with them. Hurrce Singh linked
arms with him.

“ Are we to have the eslecmed honour of your company in
l'-hﬁ Hittle walk, my worthy fal chum ?" he inguired affection-
ately.

Buntar hlinked at him.

“Yes, I'm coming, Inky !

" Than do e the esteemed honour to walk with me.” said
the Mabob. * I wearn for the honourable and august com-
pany of the excellent Bunicr.™

“(h, all right !"”

The chwms of the Remove strade on at a rapid rate on the
road. Bunter was a slow walker: and as long as he kept
one of the party with him, he thought that it would he all
right. He strolled on with Hurree Singh, while Harry
Wharton & Co. were scon out of sight.

“2hall we take the esteemed shork cut through the wood #7
asked Hlureee Singh.

“ Yes, rather !" z2aid Bunter. * I lrate walkinge just after
dinner-—it fags me. I know those chaps are going to Chif
Ilouse, yvou know, You're f{:ing there, aw't you?"

“ Wot at all, my worthy chum.’

“PBut I heard Wharton say-——

“f am going to the village"
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“ Does the estecnied Bunier ¢are to come with met”

“Yos, rather 1" said Billy Bunter, with emphasis. “ I'm
jﬂ}lyrwakl not going to lose sight of you, I can assure you of
that "'

The Nabob chuckled. They took the short cut through the
wood to the village, and arrived there, Bunter fecling some-
what fatigaed. He hinted that it would be a good idea to
take & briel rest in the village tuckshop, but the Nabob did
not appear to see the hint. ST

““ Ta my esteemed chum tired?” he inguired,

“ Yas, rather!” grunted Bunter,

“He would like a rest?”

1 YEE-.”

“ And something to drink "

Ok, rather ! .

“ There is o seat outside the inn, and a fountain where the
cold water can be chtained in any guantity,” said the Nabob
gravely.

Bunter snorted.

* Look here, Inky-——""

1 am sorey that I must now take leave of the esteemed
Bunter."'

“I—I say—

But Hurres Jamset Ram Singh had begun to walk vqrﬁ
fast, and it was impossible for the fat junior fo keep up wit
him. Bunter broke into & run, but he zoon stopped thak
He halted, and shouted after the Nabob.

“ Inky! I say Inky!" i

The Nabob of Bhanipur did not turn his head.

“Juky ! Come back, old chap. Stop, you black bounder !’

Hurrse Singh chuckled, and walked on'faster. Bunter sank
down upon the bench ontside the village inn to rest. o was
boiling with indignation. Hurres Singh walked on fast, and
as soon as he was ont of sight of the fat junior he took the
shortest cut for Cliff House.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Deep Disgulse.
H.&HRT WHARTON & 0. had arrived at Chff House,

and they found Marjorie and Clara ready for them.
The two girls were smiling gleefully. The joke on the
Highelitfe 1ellows was an excellent one, and 1t was a
way out of their difficulty that they had never dreamed of.
'They welcomed the chums of the Remove eagorly,
_*We mustn't say 2 word about it,"” said Marjorie—"" at
feast, not till aftorwards. Miss Primrose might not see the
joke. But it iz very funny.” ] .
C]“It,’a simply shrieking, the joke of tho season,” said Miss
Ara.
“ Are the things ready ' asked Harr¥,

“ Yoz, Wa have nine dresses ready for yow”
“ Good, Where aro they?"
“In the shed,” said Marjorie. “*We placed them there

for you to change. There ave coats for you to put on, too,
and you can do your making up there. We've enguged a
brake from the Anchor, and it's to be here at half-past two,
Will that be all right?"

* First-rate.”

“That's plenty of time.”

“There's a path through the shrubbery, from the shed
down to the zide gate,” said Marvjorie. “ ¥ou can go out
thet woy. You'll find us in the brake.”

“ Right-ho " . .

And the juniors of Greyfriars made thetr way to the shed.

They were chuckling gleefully over the enterprise. The
more they went about if, the better they liked it.

Harry Wharton bad brought over a bag containing the
make-up necessary for the occasion. The juniors all helonged
to ths Amateur Dramatic Society of Greyiriars, and they had
had =ome experience in this line, They had a great many
“props,” too, and Harry had obfained additions to the
supply, on hive, from the costumier in Friardale. _

The junfors had no doubt of their ability to make.up in a
way that would completely blind the Higheliffe fsllows.

1{1 the shed, they found all was prepared. Marjoria had
her of ready-made dresses of a strong serge, and

hired & num
such

the nimbls fingers of the CHI House girls had m
alterations in them as were deemed requisite.
Harry Wharton closed the door, and they proceeded to
18 LArLs.
El‘].‘]:lfﬂhums of the Remove took off their culer garments,
and donned the serge skirts and jerseys. Wharton had
thoughtfully brought a huge supply of safety-pins, am:} they
were needed. The appearance of the juniors, with boys’ faces
and close-cut huir, appearing over tho girly dresses, was
curious enongh. But that was only a beginning.
They pulled on the stockings, and then donned the foot-
ball boots. Clertainly their fvet looked decidedly large for
girls, But then, as Nugent remarked, footballing girls would
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havo pretty, well-developed feet, and. besides, fooiball Gools
wore bound to look substantial.

Thon the makeup commenced.

Wharton and Nugent and Tom Brown were the most skil-
ful in that line, anﬁ they touched up eaciy other’s faces, end
the faces of the rest.

The difference in theiy appearancs was zoon marvellous.

Wigs of long and cwrly hair, of various hoes, wore fas-
teuaf?m, and the hair locked very natural, and made a great
alteration in their looks.

‘Then evebrows were dackened, and evelushes touwched up,
lips reddencd, and cheoks mads pinker.

By tho time the makeup was hnizhed, the juniors’ neavest
relutions would pet have known them, angl it would have
needed a very keen observer indeed to defect that they were
not girks.

True, & close observation would have detecied the rouge
and the powder, but the natural assumptlion would have
bean that they werd the kind of girls who assist Nature in
her work of beautifying by one or two touches. o

Hary Wharton surveyed his teamm with great admiration
when the work was finished,

“Jeolly good!” he exclabmed,

There was o tap ot the door, and FHurree Jamset Ram
Singh came in, ']I'hﬂ nabob was looking a little dusty, bue
smiling cheerfully, e p -

“ My solitary hat ¥’ he exclaimed, *“* It is rppingful.’

“What do you think of us, Inky?"

 Amazeful.”

*“You think we shall take in the Highclife cads®™

“Tho thinkfulness i3 terrifie.”

1 Gﬂﬁd-”

Harry Wharton looked at his watch.

“Time to get to the brake,” he remarked.
have to leave you behind, Inky. By the way,
Bunter?™

“T left the esteemed fat Dunber resting his
limbis on a beneh in the village,” he rephed.

“Ha, ha, hal” o

“ He is not ikely to reach the Chff Housa in time to mako
any discoveries,” said Hurree Singn. ™ I think he was somne-
what tived, my worthy chhwms., We had a long and pleasant
walkful stroll. I will come with you as far ns the brake.”

* Ready, my sons?

* ANl ready.”

“Then, come on™

And the team left the shed, and 1ok the path through the
shrubbery down to the gate. They left the grounds by the
gide gate into the lane. A brake was waiting there, with
Marjorie and Clarg sitting in it, and the driver in his seat.
The driver glanced at the girls, but did not smile, It was
evident that no suspicion crossed his mind. Marjorie and
Clara gave a shriek.

Y Oh, splendid I

“ Ripping 1" _ o

* Batter put on your coats,” said Marjorie. :

With the girls" coats wrapped ronnd them, the jJunors
looked more like girls than over, as their sturdy proportions
wers more concenled. They took their places in the brake,
and Hurree Singh stood in the road and waved his hand as
the vehicls 1'1:1'[&,3:[{! AWAY.

“Good luckfulness, my worthy echums,” exclaimed the
Nabob of Bhanipur. I hope to hear that vou have lick-
fully beaten the esteemed rotters at Iligheliffe.”

“What-ho " said Wharton.

“ Good-bye, Inky."”

The brake relled away. The Nahob of Bhanipur strolled
down the path towards the sea. A fat Form came into sight,
and bors down upon the Nabeh of Bhanipur., It was Billy
Bunter. lHurree Jamset Ram Singh glanced round hurriedly ;
but the brake waz ont of sight, and hoe was relieved.

Bitly Bunter halted, nand blinked indignantly at the nabob.

“You—you inky bounder!” he gasped. " Bo I've found

ou!”

e The appearfulness is such, my worthy chum.”

“ Whore are the others?

“They have gonefully departed.”

“But where have they gone?”

“The csteemed Bunter may have the pleasure of finding
out.”’

“Put—but. I zar—Ilook here—-:"

But the Mabob of Bhanipur was walking away, and Billy
Bunter was left to addeess his indignant inquiriez te the
desert air.

" We shall
where 1s

wearyiul

—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Highcliffe Match.
ARJORIE & CO. were in high spivits as thev drovo
along in {he brake in the briphi wpring sunshine.
The team that was going to meet Jhirheliffe  was
vory ifferent from tha team Vavaszour was cxpeocting
to meet. And the prospect was tlat tho Highelithians would
sxpenence the swprise of their hves,  And that prospect
made the ULHT Houso team smile.
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That the dizguise was excellenr, and wonld pass nugter.
was made evident by the fact that no suspicion was excited
on the road,

The vicar of Friardale pnssed the brake, and it stopped
while he spoke tp Marjorie, and he glanced at the olhers
without a suspicion.

Peaple in the lane glanced at the brake, without any ex-
prassion which hinted that they suspected tloogs to be other
than as they scemed.

And the spirits of the footlallers vose higher.

They felt certuin now that they would pass muster; and,
once they had s chance.of meeting Higheliffe at fair foot-
ball, they had no doubt of the resuls. .

Vavasour & Co, wonld begin the match with an airy con-
fidence that woeunld soon be replaced by guite another feeling.

“ We shall bo all right,” Marjorie remarked, as Hipheliffe
came in sight. " You had better let me do all the telking—
as 13 only proper, as 1 am captain.”

“0f course,™ )

“TIf you hmve fo speak, von moct make your voiees Taigrh-
pitehed.”

“T will talk for vou,” said Miss Clara. * Mavjorie always
save that I do enoush talking for three or four?

“0Oh, Clars?!" :

“Well, so vou do, Marjorie, and I dave say ii's true, ITere
we are.”’ :

The brake rolled in at the open gates of Ilighcliffe.

Several fellows were stunding about, evidently watching for
the arrival of the Chif Honse team, and they raised their caps
and smtled.

There was not a single plance of zuspicion

The general feeling seemed to be one of amusement,

The iden of o girls’ team coniing over to play Vavasour's
eloven struck the Higheliffe fellows as funny.

Vavasonr, with a wide smils npon his face, came to wel-
coms tho tewmmn,

He helped Marjorie to alight from the brake, Imt the
others jumped down without assistance,

“ S0 you've come,” sall Vavasour,

“ Certainly,” said Marjorie. * We avranged to come,
dian’t we?”

Vavazour laughed.

“Yesz: but I thought something might turn vp to prevend
Fou, you know.”

*“Oh, not at all.”
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¥ ¥ou ses, wo hardly took you seriously,” said Vavasour,
with that insufferable air of condescending patronage that
made Marjorie long to sheke him. * Cirls can’t play Footer.”

“Df course, they can't,” said Hilton,

"' Rats ! said Miss Clara warmly, * We're jolly well going
to lick you, anyway.”

':H_&, ha, ha!"

“Well, we're ready to be licked,” said Vavasour, with a
langh, * Hers, I'll show wou into your dressing-room. Kick-
off at three. You'll be ready.™

Y Quite,'”

The girls went into the pavilion.
hﬁ, general chockle from the Higheliffe fellows followed

&ni.

Highcliffe anticipated fun. And Fun was coming, though
not exactly of the kind that the Higheliffians anticipated.

Tho home team were already in their football garb, ready
to begin. The CLF House team had o changing to do.

Round the field a bie crowd was gathering.

The match was an unmsual one, and it excited great in-
terest at Highelifie. Fellows of all Forms wero turning np
to_see it
. Vavasour and his feam went out into the field, and laughed
in response to the reneral chuckle that greeted them.

“My hat! It will be funny," suid Byne. * The funniest
thing of the season, The girls seem to bo pretty confident
about it, too."

“Ia, ka!"

**The only thing I'm sorey for is Wharten and his friends
not beiny hers,’ said Vavasour

“I should awfully like them to see the fun.™

“ ¥Yeos, rather! Ha, La, ha!™

" But I suppose they will hear about it,” grinned Hilton.
“The CLit Houze team will ro home with a tale of woe.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

* They will explain to the sympathetic Greyfriars chaps that
football is veally a rougher game than tennis or eroquet.”

* Ha, ha, ha

“ And that tha HHigheliffe feliows are dreadfully rough.™

“Ha, ha, ha?*

“ Halle, heve they come 1!

Marjoriz & Co. were coming oub of the pavilion.

All the Hizheliffe crowd looked very curiously at them as
they came cut. They were not exactly as the fellows had
expected to see them. There was very Iitile feminine delicacy
about most of them,

A ronnieg five of commenta from the crowd prected their
appearance in the Geld.

* My hat! 'There are a couple of preity ones, but the
othars—-"

* Look at their feet!™

“ And their waists!™"

“ Enormous I

“ And thoir ohivyies!”

“Phow! That one's got powder on!™

“ And that one bhas painted her face !V

“ Phew! Nice, 1sn't it, at Bfteen or so?*

* Nice crowd, I must say!"

“And leok at thewr fists!
bhands that size?”’

*“ My hat! YWhat a tepm !

“Tlhey may be able to play [ooter, but they wouldn't take
prizez in a beauty show.”

“Ha, ha, hat

Some of the remuarks reached the ears of the CHff House
team, but only made them smile. Harry Wharton . & Co.
were not touchy on the point of their personal beauts.

_!?eside-s, they expected to make rathor maseulinelocking
giris.

The chief point was, that ther were not recognised or even
suspected, and that the Higheliffe crowd had not the faintest
idea of the real state of things.

And that was enough for the Grevfriara juniors.

Vavasonr tossed with Marjorio for choice of goals.

Marjoria lost the toss, and Vavasour chose the poal from
which the wind was blowing, placing hiz own team ot an
advartage to begin with. The teams lined up, and Marjorie
svent into goal, and Miss Clara took the poaition of left back.

With the Greyiriars juniors between thom and the eaemy,
the Cliff Touse girls woere not likely to get any of tha rough
handling Vavazounr intended for thom.

The disguized juniors took the places tiwy wore acoustomed
to take in playing, in thair own proper persons, for Groy-
friars.

A senior of Higheliffe waa referesing the matel.
the whistle, and Favey Wharton kicked off.

The Hichelitffe fellows lounged round the ball

Thev did not suppese for a moment that any exertion on
tlesir vk was requnired, and they werz content fo walk
t.hrm:gli:;a the mateh, so to speak.

But a change eame o'er the zpirit of their droam
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The Clhiff Heuse forwards followed up the kick off with a
tlmﬂhl:'mm the home half, and Wharton was on the ball all

1e time,

He drove it down the field with a tremendous kick, and

the forwards followed it with a rush that scattered the High-
cliffe defence.
Rlﬂlt through Iligheliffe the atbackers rushed, and the ball
was brought right up to t.EmL The goallkeepor stared dazedly,
He hadn't expected anything of this sort, and ho was far from
being ready for the attack, or capabla of dealing with it if he
had been ready.

The ball flew in from Mark Linlay®s fool, and found a
odging in the net.

E’J&er&l [u_!.;a.a a surprised gasp from the erowd.

oa

Marjorie clapped her hands ecstatically in her own goal.

“Geal] Goal!” she cried.

" Ripping ! exclaimed Misa Clara, “Goal!”

Vavasour & Co. looked simply aghast.

How the goal had besn taken they hardly koew; bub it
certainly had been taken, and thove it was—one up for the
visibora.

* My word!" muttered Vavasour., *I—T don't know what
to make of this "

* Blegsed if I do, either!” prunied Hilton.
to know how to play footer, after all, Vav.”

“ Well, we weren't prepared for anything of the sort. We
really let them take that goal™

““Oh, wes, rather!™

“We shall have to lock oul,” said Byng.

Y Play up, hard,” said Vavasour, “And look here, don’
mind being a bit rough. They ean’t expect chaps to play
footer with kid gloves on, even if they are girls. If they
don't like a litte roughness, they should keep out of & game
like football™

“Ha, ha! Ves"

“ Then go itl”

. The sides lined up again. The Higheliffe fellows were look-
ing very spiteful They did not mesn to allow another goal
to ba taken if they could help it. The Clif Housa team
grinned at one another.

Tha fun was beginning !

————mm

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like Football.

AVASOUR & Co. meant business this time!
They kicked off, and then followed soma hard play:?
Iuml the Highcliffe fellows played as hard as thoy knew
10W.

But they found their opponents unexpectedly tough.
The oetural supposition was, that when a fellow chargod
a girl roughly, the girl would fall down, or, ut least, lose
hor head and begin to shriek. But nothing of the sort

h ned.

t’avaﬂﬂur rushed at the Cliff House centra-forward, who
was on the ball, in a desperate attempt to charge hor off it.

But the forward stood the shock like & rook, and Vavasour
reeled back and crashed to the ground himself, lying thers
for several moments in & dazed state.

And then, in a scufla for the ball at close quarters, Hilton
grasped one of the Clif House halves, forgetting the rules
1o his bad temper and excitement, and endeavoursd to wrench
her aside.

To his amazement, the half laid a grasp on him in return
that seamed hke iron, and he was lifted off his feet and sent
whirling away.

He joined Vavasour on the ground.

Several

“Thev geom

more little incidents like this occurred, and it
dawned I:EEII[ the Higheliffe team that if rough play was to
be the order of the ﬁ&g, the CLif House side could give as

good as they got

And in fact, as scon as it was made mantiest that the
Highelifhans meant to play with intenttonal roughness, the
(1i{f House team toolk up the gauntlet, and began to indulge
in heavy charging and shoving, themselves,

And the last state of the ﬁighcliffc team woas worge than
1ts first.

For the disguised juniors were ahead of tham in every way
—in physical strength as much as in skill in the noble gamse
of foothall,

The Higheliffa forwards toiled after the ball in vain,

They sometimes: had possession of it, but they zeldom
succanded in getting it near the visitors’ goal,

One2 only came a chance in the first half for o shot, and
then Vavasour sent in the ball with a really pood kick.

But Marjorie Hazeldsne, in goal, was on the alert.

She fisted out the ball, and Clara cleared it, and then the
;ﬁl_]'galﬂﬁ were upon it arain, and it was taken oubt to mid-
JERILE.

The chance did not return {o Iligheliffe.
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The visitors kept them too busy defending for them to have
much time for attacking.

Higheliffe had their hands fufl, and thev reabised 1. And
hard shoves and sly kicks were returned with so muech interest
thnt Vavasour & Uo. dropped that zame at last.

In every way the givls seemed move than their match, sven
gt rough play.

The crowd looked on In amazement.

Their sympathics were all with the home team, and all of
them were conscious of how ridiculous it would be for High-
cliffe to be beaten by & team of girle.

But even so, they could not restrain a cheer at times when
soma fine bit of play on the part of the visitors canght their
attention.

. Another goal was added to the Chff ITouse score, and then,
just before the whistle went for Lall-time, a thind.

At half-time Higheliffe had not scoved a single geal. CHEF
]Huu?e; were three to mil.  The girls walked off the field
anghing.

Ifighc.liife did not feel ke laughing. They were puzzled,
savagely angry, and very much fagged. Bome of them had

rdly a run left in their leps when the welcome whistlo
brought them o spell of rest.

Of the two teams, the rmost easual ohserver conld have seen
that the CHF Flowse =side were the fresher, and in better
form in every way. Even Vavasour conld not blink the
obwvions facts of the case.

“We'lre jolly well done,” said Hillon despondently. *f Whe
on au.jrth would have expected girls to play footer in this
way1'

Vavasour shook hiz head.

“ Blessed if I can understand it,” he =aid. ‘' No wonder
Marjorie Hazeldene wouldn't serateh the match, when sho
had a team in form like this??

“1 simply can't get on to it!"" esaid Hilton, as he ruefully
sucked 2 lemon.  * Moap of the givls, too, are strangers to
moa. I don’t remewber baving seen them among the Chlf
House erowd, ab chureh, or anywhere”

“ Nor I

“Wall, T suppose Marvjorie Hozeldene has roped in recruits
fromm all guarters, all the girls she knew who could plaw
footer,” saxl Vavasour thoughtinlly.

“Tiv George! She las succeeded, foo!' =said Byng,
i'll':m:d‘l-: here, it jolly well locks to me as if we shall be
iched I"*

“WWell, three goals to nil in the first half does look ke i,
doasn’t it?"* said Vavasour, with a zhrug of the shoulders.
“ And the wind will be against vs when we change ends.™

“We haven't a look in, and that's a fact.”™

“ What o set of giddy asses we shall look, if we lot the girls
beat us!? said Vavasour restlessly, I wish wa had nover
pecepted the challenge, now.™ .

“It's rather Jate in the day to wish that.”

“J suppose there's no excuse we could work vp for abandon-
ing the match?’ Hilten supgested.

“It's no pood making any bones about the matter, you
know. We're booked for a licking, and if we can get out of
it, wa mmust.”

“What excuse iz there?’

“That's what I was asking.™

Vavasour shook his head hopelessiy.

He would have been glad enongh of any excuse, the smallest
and slightest, of getting out of the mateh without finishing
it. But there was none. The game had to be played out to
the bitter end: and bitter enough it was likely to be for the
Higheliffe fellows.

Vavasour groaned in spirit at the thought of the endless
ehtpping ha and his team would be subjected to for having
been heaten by a team of girls.

And the worst of it was, that they had taken on the match
in such zn atry way, with the dﬂg!ared determination of
making the Chff House girvls look ridiculous.

The ridicule was on the other side now, with a ven cmmg?

While the Higheliffe fellows wore despondently discussing
the situation, the Chiff House team wore chuckling gleefully.

Tha scheme had worked like a charm.

No suspicion had been excited, and the Higheliffe fellows
wern being licked to the wide, The disguised juniors had
eruse for satisfaction.

“Phat will be o come down for Vavasour & Co.,” grinned
Dot Cherry. I spy, Fronk, some of your complexion is
coming off,"’ . .

“ My fuce is damp,’” grinned Nugent. * Give me another
tourh up, Harry, old nan. You've got the stuff with you.'

“ Yoz, rather! Ilere you are!™

Most of the juniors looked as if they would be a little
better for a touch up, the perspiralion having had some effect
upen their complexion. Harry was busy for some minictes,
He was touching up his own face before the glass, when a
well-known volee was heard in the pavilion.

" Are the Greyiriars chaps here?™

Wharton's heart almost stood still for a maoment.

It was Billy Bunter's voice.

The fat juntor had tvacked them down,
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“ My only hat!"* breathed Bob Cherry. ** It's Bunter[”
“ I'he young rotter! How did he get heret?™ .
Wharton went out guickly. Bunter was there, ond it waa
necessary to shut bim up before he could blab out awkward
mformation to the Highceliffoe fellows. .

Bunter was standing in front of the pavilion. His fat face
was eovered with perspiration, and his clothes and boots
were dusty., He had evidently welked [rom ch% to High-
cliffe, and the walk was a long one, and it had aared the
fat junior. Ile had arrived on the ground just as the frst
half of the football match finished. s -

“What do you want heve!’ ashed Harry, disguizsing his
voice as well as he could.

Bunter blinked at the givl, as ho supposed Harry to be.

“ I"in looking for some chums of mine,’ he said. I lost
them aver at CLff House, Do you belong to the CHT IHouse
team "

Ve ]

“ Good! Iave you secn Harry Wharton and the rost? I
lost. themn at CLff House, owing to o trick played on me by
an inky bounder; but I puessed they might have come over
to IHigheliffe to zee the match hers, so I walked over. I'm
jolly tired 1”?

* You'd better buzz off again ™

" But isn't Wharton here? I—7

Billy Bunter stopped suddenlky. 2 :

Ile had shared the same study with Harry Wharton aé
Greyirviars for a good time, and he was familiay with his
features, and with every tone of his voice. Bomething in the
supposed pirl had struck the fat junior. :

%5 blinked at Harry Wharton with wide, open eyes behind
hiz big speetacles,

“ Why- why-—who—what—'%

Wharton gritted his tecth.

“ Ouiet, you ass!'" he muttered.

“ Why, Wharton, what—-"

" Not a wordI” .

Billy Bunter gasped helplessly, like an expiving fish. He
eould not roemove hns eves tram {"Jhartﬂn’a face. Sonwe of the
other juniors came out, sceing whut was on, and a group of
the supposcd girls, surrounded Billy Bunter, kecping the
amazed junior scrcened from the observetion of the High-
cliffe fellows. )

Baob Cherry grnsl;md him by the shoulder.

* Quirt, Bunter ™

“ Not a word, you assl™

* M-m-m-my hat "

“ Shut up ¥ ) ! y

“Ts it—is it a jape?” whispered Dunter, in & {remulous
whisper, :

“ Vex, you young sweep! What have you come poking
round here for?™ demanded Harry Wharton, i angry, mut-
tered tones. ¥ Why couldn't you keep off the grass?”

“I—I didn’t know "

“Well, you know now. Keep your mouth shus "'

Billy Bunter blinked at the disgunised juniors in blank
astonishment, but a glimmer of ntelligence was appearnng
m hiz eyes L ;

Ho recognised Marjorie and Clars, and it dawned upon
him that tﬁi‘: rest of the Cliff House team were the chuus of
the Hemove in disguise.

Ho comprchended now what was the plot that had been so
carefully kept from him. ‘

b word,” ho said, “fancy thet! You might have
trusted me. You know the kind of fellow I am at keeping
a secret.’

“ Ves, wa do!” growled DBob Cherry. * That's why we
didn't tell you"

“ Oh, really, Cherry——""

“ Shut up, you assl™

“ Will yob keep your silly head shutl”

“ Oh, really harton—"" ] o

“Jf you give us away %-DU:'" get the biggest licking you
ever had in vour life,"” said Harry, in a fierce whisper.

Billy Bunter looked at bim indignantly.

“I'm not likely to give a chum away, I hope, Wharton,
especially o fellow I like. You can depend on me not to say
s word, of course.” ] o

Wharton eved him doubtfully. He had very Lttle faith in
the discretion of William George Bunter.

“Well, mind you don't,” he said.

“It's g jolly pood wheezo,” said Bunter. ** ¥ hope you'll
lick the Higheliffe chaps. I thoupht you fellows wnzhi be
here to ook on, you know, and I came over, as I suppozed
thero would be a feed. 'm bhungry.”

“ Oh, go and eat coke!" )

“ The Higheliffe chaps are in the feld,” said Miss Clare.
“ The referee i3 locking over here.”

“Time we were on tho ground.

“ Hold on a minute,” said Billy Bunter.

"

“I supjore theb
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the Higheliffe chaps would seratch the match now, if they
dizcovered the facts."

“ [ suppose 0! growled YWharton. * And they'd be jolly

lad of an excuse to escape a licking, too. But they can't

iscover anything, unless you tell them, and if you wo'll
ckin you afterwards at Greyiriars.”

“I'm not likely to tell them anything, Wharton,"” said
Bunter, with dignity. ' Tle only thing 15, I feel 5o faint,
that there's no knowing what I might say, Do you know,
there's a tuck-shop down the road, a short walk from here.”

‘I don't care if there is.”

“Well, T think 1 ought to have a snack, or T may be ill,
yvou know., I have a very dolicate constitution, and I can
only keep it up by taking constant nounshment. I have a
poatal-order coming to-morrow——"

* Oh, ring off I’

It will be for ten shillings," said Bunter grimly. © Now,
I was thinking thaet you fellows might like to cash it in
ad-.-u.ﬁiie, lhetwecu vou, and let me have the money now.”

Lk t-S-”

“ You see, I must have something to cat, or | may faint.
If I have to borrow it of the Higheliffe chaps, I may blurt
out something about you fellows by accident, and then they
will be on the track.™

“ ¥ou young cad!l™

* Oh, reslly, Wharton, I don’t think you ought to ecall
me ‘names, just beeauss I'm hungry. How would you like
me ta ax(!nra at your feet?” agked Billy Bunter I;Jatheticallm

“ Awfully 1" said Wharton. “ But you won't do any-
thing half so obliging, sc there's no need to talk of it. Have
you chaps got any money?™

u;‘ I'd rather punch his fat head!” growled Nugent wrath-

Billy Bunter backed away in alarm.

*“Gh, I say, you feliowa—""

* Shut up 1™

“ Yes, but—""

“I'll find the tin,” said Wharton, *‘ and vou ean go down
to the tuck-shop and gorge. Don't come back here, or you'll
goet g licking.™

.. Oh, really, Wharton—"

“ Dry up!"

. Wharton hsd somo money in hizs coat-pocket, and ho went
o the dressing-room to %rntah it. It was more than time
to commence the segond half, and the Higheliffe fellows were
getting curious and impatient. The referee came over to
the group as Wharton came out of the pavilion.

‘Al rigiié,” said Harry, * we'ra coming [

He pressed the money into Bunter's hand.

** Now cut off, Billy "’

* Hold on a tick! I say—"

Wharton turned round wrathfully.
moment that Billy Bunter would
would give the whole show away.

“Well, what i3 it?"" he whispered fiercely.

* About this loan—-"

“ Well, quick! They're waiting for me."”

“It's just barely possible that my postel-order may not
come in the mormng,” said Billy Bunter hestily, < If it
doesn’'t—-""

“ (h, buzz off, confound you 1"

“ Yes, but it's better to be businessdike. We ought to
settle this. On second thoughts, wili you have this back out
of my postal-order, or shall I put it down to the account?™

Harry Wharton did not reply in words. He reached out,
and gave the fat junior a box on the ear that made him sit
down suddenly. hen he ran after the others into the ficld.

There was a buzz of surprise from the spectators, who =aw
the supposed girl bpx Bunter's ears, apnd Harry, who had
forpotten for the moment that he was & givl, coloured az he
joined the footballers.

Billy Bunter sat dazed for a moment. In his fall some
of the shillings had escaped from his hend, and rolled on
the zround.

He biinked, and groped alter them discontentedly.

" The beast ! he muobtered.  ** Just because T wanted to be
businesslike. The beast! This is how o fellow gets treated
for having strict notions of honesty and regularity in money
rnatters.”

And Billy Bunfer gathered ap his shillings, and drifted
disconsolately away, and never stniled again—till he was in the
tucl-shep, and then he smiled broadly over well-flled plates.

THE NINETZENTH CHAPTER,
Eight to Nil.
PHIE‘! rang the whistle, and the ball was kicked off for

He was afraid every
lurt out something that

the second half of that peeuliar football-match.
The Chif Houwse team were looking very fresh after
the brief rest, bub the same could not be said for
Vavasour & Co,
The gruelling they had had in the first hall had told on
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them, and there were very few of the Highcliffe eleven that
had any freshness left. i .

Beveral of them did not seem to have a run in their legs
at all, and played through the second half & great deal as af
they had been skittles. s -

‘I“im Greyfriavs juniors were entering into the spirit of
the thing now.

Victory was in their hands, and they were not disposed to
spare the enemy. For a pgood team Eltm%glmg against
adversity they could have felt keenly; but for a team of
oads, who had wished to take a mean advantage of the girls,
and who had setually tried to play roughly against & fermnine
eleven, they had no pity. A

Vavasour & Co. were * in” for it .

With hair streaming in the wind, as it ecscaped from itz
fastenings—for the juniors naturally were not accustomed to
having their hair done up—and with skirts fiving as they

&d

ran, the disguised juniors threw themselves into the game.

They rushed Highcliffe ali over the field, till the un-
fortunate defenders hardly knew whether they were standing
on their heads or their heels.

Vavasour, enrly in the sccond half, gave up all hope 1DE
attempting to equalise, and packed his goal to defend, with
the mli)a idea of reducing the margin of goals by which the
Cliff House team would beat him., : .

Bu: even in that the unfortunate junior captain of High-
cliffe was not destined to have any succeas.

In the visitors’ goal, Marjorie Huzeldene ket a useless
watch and ward: ever since the whistle had gone for the
second half, she had had nothing to do. Not once had the
ball been anywhero near the Chiffi House citadel.

The struggle was all in midfield or in the home half;
and most o¥ the time it was just in front of the home goal.

The Highclifians exerted themselves to keep their goal
intact, but their exertiona were in vain,

In the first ten minutes the Chiff House forwards slammed
the ball in, and it was slammed in again pnd again.

Six goals to nmil!

And twenty minutes more to play. Vavasour & Co. were
utterly knocked out. Some of them were simply slanding
sbout” the field, without a run left; the others defended
faebly, and prayed inwardly for the whistle.

The speetators were laughing. _ .

Although it wasn't pleassnt to any Higheliffe fellow to
seo Vavasour & Co. licked by a team of girls, the comic
aspect of the matter appealed to all irresistibly.

The utterly absurd fipures cut by the one time self-suffi-
cient, boastful Highelifte team would have provoked a
miganthrope to merriment.

Another gorld Seven to nil!

“Hﬂ-. hﬂr ha 1"

A shout of laughter greeted it—a shout that stung
Vavasour & Co. into one more effort. They made a
struggle to get possession of the ball, and to get away with
it, but it was only a flash in the pan. The Cliff House
team soon put * paid " to it, and the home teawm were driven
back to defend their own goal: Their defence was more
feeble than ever. Again the leather went in, and lodged

in the net. The goalkecper was nowhere against the Chif
House shooting. o _

How many poals the visitors would have taken if the
match had

asted a halt-hour Inn[ier_it is difficult to say.
Fortunately for the pride of Higheclife, the whistle went
then, and the match terminated with the visitors victors by
ocight goals to mil!

Eight to nil.

The “girls' smiled as they walked off the field. The
crowd did more than smile. They yelled with laughter

Vavasour & Co. fairly crawled away. They were stiff and
aching from their unaccustomed exertions. The mateh
which was to have been a joke and a walk-over had turned
out the toughest in their experience--tougher, in fact, than
anvthing ihey had ever gone through before. And the
licking had been so sound, so comnlete, that there waz no
explaining it away. They werc beaten to the wide—
thorouzhly licked, and there was not & word to be said on
the subject. Dut Vavasour & Co. were not inclined to zay
anvthing, indeed, just thon. They wanted to sit down and
rest, and pour forth gallons of embrocation, ard gasp for
breath. That was their cheerful oceupation for some timoe
after the match.

The CLf House party, in gleeful triumph,. donned their
coats and mounted inte their brake. They did not feel
inclined to linger at Highchiffic after the match; as soon
as they were clear of the field, they departed.

As the brake rolled down the road, they burst infe a yell
of lnughter that rang far and wide over the countryside.

“My only hat!” gasped Bob Cherry, wiping his eyes,
and wiping away some of his complexion at the same time,

“ Did YO OV ET=—"

o Weover " sobbod Nugenf.
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“§Ja, ha, ha !

CFOh, it was ripping ! said Hazeldene. ™ The biggest
olie of the scagon, though Bunter nearly spotled it. Hallo !
ere he isl™

Bunier was standing in the road, waving his hand to the
brake, Wharton sigacd o the driver fo stop, and the fat
junior clambered in.  Billy Bunier was Jooking fat and
conttesnied, and there was a smear of jam on his maouth.

“1 saw, you fellows;—-""

“You young sweep ! said Wharton,
speiled it all. You cught to have a licking.
word we'll chuack yon out of the brake 1™

Hunter's mouth opened, but he closed it again. He did
not want te have to walk home, and so he did not say a
word., Ha eat in the brake and munched toffce.

It waz a happy pariy that drove up o CLif House.
Marjoric and Clara were in high glee. They had beaton
Highchiffe, and the vainglory ﬁ% avasour & Co. had re-
eeived a cheek it would probably never recover from.

From the date of that mateh, the Higheliffa fellows would
bhave to hide their diminished heads, and in ease of any
boastfulness on the parvt of Vavasour & Co., it would énily
be neeeszary to whisper the word “* Football.”

“Ii's heen ripping fun,” exslaimed Clara, as CLiff House
eatne mosight,  And it was awlully rood of yvou fellows to
stand by ug bike this and got us out of a difficulty.”

" Awinlly good!” said Marjorie softly,

Harry Wharton laughed.

M IE was vipping fun,” he said. " T wouldn’t have missed
it fur worlds! Halle, Inky ! The Nabob of Bhanipur
cawie up a3 the brake stepped. *It's all right, my son!
Eight goals to nil b

“"¥eou nearly
If vou say &

EVERY & 4 ONE
TUESDAY, tﬁe unlgﬂ_ﬂn%flet FPEMMY.
“The allrightfulness iz terrifie,” prinned the nabob.

“ The esteemed Vavasour will have to sing smaller with his
diminished head.™

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors changed their clothes in the shed, and re-
moved their make-up. They stopped to tea af Cliff House,
without Miss Penelope Primrose having the faintest idea
that her boyish guests had lately been playing a fecibail
match in feminine attire. That secret was kept; and af
Greyviriars the chums of the Remave chuckled over it among
thoemselvas, hut said never a word to anyone clse.

Not n word—exeept from Billy Bunter., Bunter, of
course, kept his promise of sccrecy as he usually kept
promizes—nand he related the story to everyone who would
liston. Bub Bunter’s reputation as a yarn merchant was too
well known, and he found no one to believe him, and Harry
Wharton & Co. maintained a diserect silonce on the subject.
And so Mighelifo never knew the real identity of tha
“girls” who had licked them so soundly on the football

field.
THE EXD.

(Another splendid, long, complate tala of Grey-
Friars next Tuesday, entitied : * Linfey's Luck,” by
Frank Bichoards. Osder your ' Mognet" Library In
advanco, Price One Fenny.)
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The First Chapters of a New Serial.

pplash.

An Exciting Swim—Attempted Murder—The gleaming
Eyes.

Stunley Dave thoupght nothing of his own danger, for, with
a strong ebb tide running on g dark and foggy night, he ran
ihe rvizk of being daﬁhe-:f against somec obstacle, such as the
stone buttress of a bridge or an anchored barge, and being so
huri, and possibly stunned, that he would go under--vever
tO rise agalin.
IIT]mre wis a human life to save, that was enough for
EETIR

By the time he reascned what he supposed must be the
nuddle of the river, the tide swept him under the central
archway of Waterloo Dridge, so close to one of the buttresscs
that he touched il with one of his elbows.

“That was a norrow shave!™ he murmuored.
gwim nore cauntiously.™

e knew that sound was earried a long distanec on the
surface of the water, =0 he stopped swimmmeg altogether,
gnd turniug on his back, Boated, with las head just enouph
ratEed to prevent the water rushing (o his cars

Confused and indistinetly, bub pnevertheless unmistakable,
it eane ta b 2ts e floated, Iiﬁh‘:-ﬂing with strained atbeg-
tror. A foast eplashing again, as of someone fochly beating
the water with his hoods, amd mingling with it a sobbing
rvcatk, the last despairing expression of one who has aban-
deaeed all hope of azl. T wae not far away.

Fle stepeie ik agxin, amd a few monutes lafter his right
fet romched somee object that was Just beneath the surface.
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INTRODUCTION.

Stanley Dare, the Boy Detective, having just returned from Egyph
after clearing up the case of the King's Messzenger, i3 walkicg along
the Fhames Embankment at midnight, when he hears a cry and a

Pulling off hia overcoat and boots, he at once plunges into the chilly
water, and swims towards whera he hears a faint, splashing about
the centre of the river,

He turned and dived for it, and his fingers gripped some
portion of a man’s elothing ; then with a desperate efford
he brought the body io the surfoce.

It was not till he serambled on shore, thoroughly
exhausted, that he saw clearly the face of the person he had
rescued. He was a young fellow of sbout Dare’s own age.
with good-locking, clear-cut features, although now they
were grey with the hue of death.

But he was not dead. The young detective could distin-

wish & fnint pulsation of the heart, and he set to wark to

o his best to restore eirculation. After half an hour’s
exertion, which fairly made himn perspire, despile the cold-
ness af the night, and which therofore was of direct benebt
to himself, he had the satisfaction of bringing him round.

“Where am 17" gasped the roscued youth. **What hoa
happened "

TN tell you gll T kenow Iater on,™ zaid Bfanley Dare
briskly, *“ Now that I'm surc you are alive, I'll find out
& place where we can got some hot coffee and dry clothes.”

ho tide had carried them below Blackfriars Dridge, and
as Dare, l_'.‘.n.{'[‘}"illl his ;_:mn[jll.uiml, emerped into the tlmrnughv
fare known as Bankside, he strucl off to the right, then
took the first turning to the left, and finally stopped befors
the door of 2 amall inn which hare the sign of the Dolphin.

After hummering for several mmutes at the door, which
did not possess a knoeler, 2 window above was opencd, and
g round, red face was throest ont.

“Whai's all the row about 7 demanded the ownor of the
red face, 5%

A Bplendid Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars,
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Dare explained the situation briefly, at the same timo
informing the lardlord who ho was.

“Mr. Dare—the young detective!” execlaimed the Iand.
lord, *That's good enough for me. Bob Duelett ain't the
man that'd be ?:'I-:E.Ij.r to refuse you admittance, under any
circamztances. You can tell me all that’s happened after-
wurds, if it o be that you're disposed to do 0.7

The head disappeared, and the window was clesed, and
about three minutes later the street door was Hlung open.

“This way, lad, this way!” oxclaimed Bob Duckett.
“Goad Lord, what a night to havoe to swim for wour life
in the river! T'll soon have a fira going. It am't guite
out, I reckon, for T was a hit late going to bed.”

The glmlial landlord., who had a great liking for Stanlev
Dare, although he was by no means partial to the Scotland
Yard men, hurrted through inte the kitchen at the back
of the house, and, true to his word, very scon had a roaring
fire, which blazed up cheerfully.

“Birip off your wet clothes,” he cried, “and I'll fetch
down a couple of blankets to wrap round you.”

All his movements were brisk and full of life, although
he was as round as a tub, and would have turnod the scale
at fourtecn stonc.

In tar less time than it takes io tell, he had 2ome oxcellont
coffee, and laid out a supper on the table which gave Dare
an appctite simply to look at.

Cold fowl and ham, pickles, the whitest of bread,
bigounits, checsge, and bulter thal leooked as i ik had come
frosh that evening frem o farmhouse, were the principal
ingredients of that repast. While it was being prepared,
Dare had an opportunity of learning something about the
young fellow he had rescued.

* Hew to thank you—to repay you for yvour gallaniry in
saving iy life, I don’t know," ho said. * Bui one thing 1s
coartzin, vou have a right to know all that T can tell vou
about the attempt to murder me, which ended in my being
Aung from Hungerford foot-bridge into the Thames"

“ An attompt ab murder I echoed Stanley Dare. T was
right, then, when I put it down to foul play, and not an
accident or an attempt at suicide™

“Certainly not the latter with me,” smiled the voung
gbranger. *To begin with, 1 must tell you that my name
i3 Tom Winficeld, that I hail from Launceston, Tasmania,
and that I am on a short visit to England. I sail on my
return voyage to Tasmania on Thursday next on board the
Valetta. You will hardly, perhaps, credit me when I tell
vou that my lifo has been aticompted three times—twice in
the Colonies, and the attempt to-night here--and yet my
assallant is quite unknown to me, and I am utterly a2t a
loss to understand what motive he, or any man, can have
for wishing to kill me™

Y quite ecredit all vou say,” replied Dare, “for in the
courag of my business [ hear many strange things. I am a
private detective.”

“ A detective! But yvou surely can’t be twenty vears of
agoe yob!"

“ None the wuss for that,” put in the landlord. *° And if
vou want my decided opinion, I can tell vou that there
ain't another detective in Fngland, private or proiessional,
old or young, that i3 Stanley Dare’s equal, unless indeed
it be Soxton Blake ™

“Btanley Dare!"” exclaimed Winfield, gazing at him in
mingled wondeor and admiration. I have heard your name
even out in the Colonies, and I have read in the papers
some account of your adventures. Oh, if T could only per-
suade you to come out ta Tasmania with me, T should believe
that there was some chance of this terrible mystery which
hangs over mo being celeared vp! Life will soon become
unendurable if theso attempts at murder by an unknown
g3zallant are continued.”

“You speak of hire 83 an unknown assailant.,” said Dare.
“You mean that he 15 a stranger to you, that yvou have
pevar to vour knowledge seen him before the fiest attempt '

¥ No. What I mean is, that I have never scen his face.
On the ficst two attempts he was masked, but tonight he
stole up behind me and struck me down before 1 was aware
of his presence. I staggered to my feet and attemnted tn
call out for help, but he put his hand over my meuth, T
struggled to freo myself from his grip, but I was half
gtunned from the blow he had given mo; and as he was
atill behind me, he had o double pdvantage, Then, suddenly,
ha epded the matier by liftiog me bodily 1o his arms and
finging me over the rail info the river,”

“What 1z yvour weight?" askod Dare.

Winfield was evidently surprised at the abrupt gueer,
but he repliad that he wos about ten stone sis.

“ e =nust have beern o fairly muegcnlnr man to have lifted
vou up znd thrown yon from the bridge,” said Dare.

“ Judging by the way in which he gripped me he is vory
strong.’”

“You sav that vour hife was bwice aftempred in Tas.
mania,”” purswed the young detective, “ We nuy assume
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that in those two cases it was by the same man; but there
is nothing to show that it was he that made this third
aitempt. It may have been an crrdin:r.rg attempt at robbery
with violence : not at all uncommon in London, I can assure
vou, on dark and foggy nights like this” .

“T am sure it was the same man,”” replicd Winficeld.

1 “rh:r?n

“For this reason. My assailant is evidently particularly
fond of a cortain kind of scent—wood-viclets. On ench ocea-
sion I have detected it. To-night a whiff of the perfuine
came to me at the very momenkt T was struck down, It it
not to be supposed that if 1 was attacked by o different
man to-night that he, ton, would have a partiality for wood-
violeta, Such a coincidence would be too improbable.”

“Well reasoncd ouat, young sir!” exelaimed the landlord.
“But vou ean talk and cat as well, Come and have some
supper.’”

“You arc guite right Winfield,” said Dare, as they seated
themselves at the table, and attacked the viands placed
before them. ** That woed-vielet scent, recurring as it has
done, iz a most important ¢lue.  The would-be assarsin
must, then, have followed you to England, which iz conclu-
sive proof that he means ito leave no methods untried to
Lill you. He must be a man of wnusually determimed
character, and his reasons for wanting {to put you out of
the way more than usually potent ones.  He must have
known that you were refurning to the Colonies, and yof he
followed vou ito England., That would secin to suggest a
time limit beyond which it would be useless to interfern
with you. How old are youl?”

““I shall be twenty in thrae months’ time.”

“ Will you inherit any property then 1

“ Not that T'm awara of,” replied Winfield. 8o faras I
wnow I am already in possesston of all the property that
I am ¢ver likely to have, exeopl such as I may obfain by
my own unaided work.™

“Well, T must confess that at present the whole affair
appaars myzierious to the last degree,” zaid Dare; **but
then, of course, if 1 was investigating the case, I should
hope to make discoveries that would fit one to the other as
pieces of a puzzle do.  One clue thers is to work on, the
wood-violets, Many thousands of persons, of course, use the
seent, but when a man uses it, it would scema to betoken a
refined taste'

“ A murderer with a refined taste!” ericd Winficld.

“In some matters,” answered Dare, *cascs have heen
known, as any deteetive will tell you. It does not, of course,
follow a3 & certainty thal & man moy have & refined tasie
bocause he uses o delieate scent, but it 15 a conclugion which
must be taken into comsideration.’”

“Yes, I understand—""

Tom Winficld stopped abruptly, and then utterad a sharp
cey of alarm, at the same time pointing to the window.

%l‘hu blind was partly drawn uop, and as Stanley Dare
swung round he caunght a glimpse of a pair of gleaming
cves ab one of the lower pancs of the window. They had
vanished the next instant, but the young detective was juetk
able to make out that zll the face—the eves exeepted—wns
covered in some black, soft substance, which gave a most
startling and uncanny effect.

Dare leaped to the window and ﬂun? it open, forgetting
for the moment that it was wmpossible for him to go in
chase of the mysterious watchoer, as his cnly garment af the
timoe was the blanket which the landlord had lent him.

He leaned far out of the windew, Winfield by his side,
but the man had vanished in the dorkness and fog. DBob
Duckett, the landlord, had rushed to the back door, and so
inte the yard in the rear of fac premises; but all search
was unavailing.

Tom Winfield, whose nerves had been very much shaken
by his recent terrible experiences, was pale as a ghmt.

“" Tt must be the man who 15 heunding me down," he eried
exeitedly, * who will shadew me until he has suceeeded in
hiz murderous &cr':ifgn- I cannot be on guard for ever against
an enemy waose faca T have wever seen. He maght even
be s fellow-poassenger with mae on board the Valetta, possibly
sharing my eabin, and I should have no idea of i, And T
already know that it 15 quile usaless to appeal to the police,
for I can give them no mere definite mformation than |
have given you. [ am surely doomed, as though my—-"

“Come, come!” said Dare, interrupting him., * You
must not give way ko that! There is a dark and sinister
plot agamst your Life, and possibly there 18 more than one
man concersed in it But you mmst faeo the =ituntion
bravely. Or, botter atill, we will face it together, if von
are willing,  The case interesis me in o romarkable degroe”

“* Do ovow meast that vou will ecome over with me o Tas-
mania ¥ eried Winkield delighrediy.  * That you will inves-
tigate the case on my behalf? It #eems too good to be trae,
I have o few hhndered pounds in the bank, and I am oin
receipt of a faicly good income from my appointment in

Now on Hale.
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the Woods and Forests Department; so phat it you will let
me know your fees——"' }

“ Aren’t wa getting on o little too fast, now 1" said Dare,
smailing. ““We will Ieave the question of fera umtil later.
Pavmonts by results, I think, would be a good plan. T have
been working hard lately, and feel that 1 want a holiday.
The voyage will be the holiday, and a very good one, too.
Work will recommence the moment I set foot on shore in
Tasmania. Tha selution of the mystery ean only boe arrived
ot gut there. And now, I think, if Mr. Duckett can provide
us with beds, a few hours sleep will do us both good.”

“ Bob Duckett,” said the landlord, * will provide you
with anything his house eontains.  And he hopes if you come
back safely that you'll give him a look-up on your return.

On the f:}l};?wing' '].I'hurﬂda:;f the Valetta ;!ajie& for Mel-
bourne, carrying Stanley Dare and Tom Winfield among
her passéngers,

A Surprise — Professor MacAndrew Turns Up — At the
Internatlonal Hotel, Launceston, Tasmania—A Midnight
Yisitor,

“Great Scott, it's the professor !™

These were the first words uitercd by Stanley Dare as he
stepped from the gangway of the Melbourne steamer on to
the quay at Launceston, Tasmania. : :

Tt was not often that the young detective wes astonished,
but here was ecaunse for seme astonishient.  Waiting fo
welcome him, with hand outstretched—which Dare was not
slow to grasp—was Professor Seth MacAndrow. He stood
there as ealm and serene as though Launceston were his
home, and the greater part of his Life had been spent there.

W was expecting yo vesterday, laddie,” said MacAndrew,
as though Dare were simply paying him a visit somewhere
a few wmiles out of London, “and I've secured rooms for
vour friend and vouwrsel’ at thoe International Hotel in
Tirishane Strect. Launch’'ll be ready al two o'cloch—-""

“Hold on a bit, professor!” exelaimed Dare, laughing.
“ Lot us straighten things out a little. Ilow on earth did
vort get here? I thought you were back in London. Youn
wire on your way back from Rome when T wrote to you.”

WAy, that's so,” replied MacAndrew, 1 received your
lotter in Florence, and as I thocht T would like o bit of a
change myscl’, T juist turned back on mz traeks, went to
Brindizi, crossod to Alexsndria by tho mail-boaf, went on
fac Suez by the train, and caught the P. and 0. boat there,
that was juizt leaving with the Australian mails. I was a
weele shead of ye, laddie, ye see

“ | know of no ene that Tshould be better pleazed to moet
here than you, Mac,” said Dare. " Let me introduce you
1o Me, Winfield. We bave talked about you more than onco
during the vovage, and Winfield knows the great asaistance
vou have always been fo me in oany cases that we have
worked out together Of course, you are going to take a
hand in unravelling this mystery, and our chances of success
wre inereased fifty por cent. by that fact alone™

“ 1 ppnna lecsten to such gross ﬂﬂ!tﬂr};,” E-r{ﬂlﬂ.llnpd tho
professor, although he was evidently well pleased with the
compliment  “ Ye came straight oot by Eea all the way
from Yondon to Melbdurne, ispa that saef?’

“YWoa " poplied Dace. ** At Melbourne we irﬂnafcrmi]rtu
the Tamar, the local boat, and erossed over here. We've
been thirky-seven days on the whole voyage.” . :

“ Ay, ay; thirty-seven days. If ye'd come oot via Brin-
disi ve'd hae done it in thirty-three™

“ Possibly. But Winfield had his return passege booked
by the Valetta.” b ;

" Tyactly! Ye pave mo an necount of the cose sac far
ne it 1-.'m1t}}n vour letter, T was thinking it might have been
advisable for ye to have come oot by the short route. Jump
i, and we'll ‘drive fue the hotel; :.h:arur:hqht lugragg ia in
the brap,  Lunch will be waiting, and I've the appetite of a
stock.rider.” _

It was not until lunch wasz disposed of, and the brio wero
souted comfortably in the smoking-room of the hotel, which
they had to thomselves, that the subject which was upper-
mozt in all their minds was broached agoin. :

“ Why should you have suggosted, professor, that it would
heve beon advisable for us to have come out by the shorter
route ¥ asked Tom Winfield. g

our

“ Weel, it'a juist this way,” replied MacAndrew.
nlnown nssaiiant, who secms so determined tac put an end
to ve, will fallow ve oot here again, It's no likely that he'll
remain in England after ye left, since it is as certain as any-
thinge connected with eriminal investigations mnlhr:,’ that he
iz n Colonial, or at loast o resident in the Colonies.”

Y1 have always supposod that”™

“Ha would hen woel the steamer you had bocked your
passaze in,' pursued MacAndrew. " And being a mon of
detairmination, he'd like as not gang the overland route, so
as tlfr geb here ashead of yo. It might give him an advantage,
Yk .

" [ never thonght of that !’ cried Winficld.
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“ Ay, but Stanley Daroe has thocht of it, I'l} warrant. By
the way, Daro, ye said, in your letter, I think, that the
would.-be murderer was fond of a scent, which perfumers
miscall * wood-vieleta,”

K ?'E‘S-..f1 .

“Then I'm thinking it possible he called at this hotel
yesterday—mebbo to see if you had arrived.”

“ Did yvou see him ¥ eried Winfield.

“Mon, I shouldne ha known him if T had seen him.
Yeo've not sent me o deseription of him. Bide & wee, whils
I feteh something 1

The professor was away about three minufes. When he
returned he was carrying a handkerchiof botween his fnger
grd thumb, gs though there was something about it to which
he had a strong objection.

As a matter of fact, there was. He hated scents of all

descriptions, regarding them as effemipate. The handher-
chief—g man's—was strongly impregnated with the scent of
wood-violets,
Y1 picked it up,"” ho said, “in the hotel coffec-room. As
1k lmﬁrmnml, a lob of men used the coffec-room vesterday, but
nobody ¢laimed 1t when I asked who had lost 8 hondkerchief,
Mon, it's as guid a trail to follow as & red herring !

“Tt zcoms that we must be moro alert with our sense of
gmmell than with our senscs of sight and hearing,” said Dare.
“But we mustn’t waste our time in endeavouring to tracs
overy man who uses wood-violet scent on his handkerchiaf,
or wo shall hawe more than enough to do.  All the same, it
behoves us to be on our guard, for the man may be hangin
about in Launceston. Now, my plan is, that Winfield an
I change bed-rooms, but wilﬁuut the knowledge of the
officials 2

“What " exclaimed Winfield. “ For you to run the risk
of being murderod inztoad of ma? 1 couldn't think of it.
If the assassin means to make an attempt on my life whilo
I am in this hotel, I shall be ready for him. I intend alwoys
to have a loaded revolver in my possession, and if occasion
reguirea, I shall not hesitate to wee 141"

* Laddie,” said the professor, “ I like your speerit, but ye
must remember that you're in our hands noo. Ye musina
think vour encmy will try his old plan again. NWa, na! The
next time be tackles ye it'l} be in an entirely unoxpeoted
manner, that ye have taken no precaution against. Ye must
change rooms wi' Dare.  He is an expert in ballling criminals
of oll sorts and conditions, but you are not. I tell ye that the
mon who trics to put him oot of the way is gocn to have an
unco’ bad time!”

The professor’s Aat decided the matter, and as nothing
further ¢ould boe done that afternoon they hired a trap and
drove out to the ecataracts, where some grand scenery of &
regular Tasmanian type 19 fo be seen. Thoy refurned in time
for o seven o'clock dinner, and after the meal Stanley Dare
want out alane,

He had his rcasons for doing this, for he reflected that if
Winfield's myaterious assailant was really in Looneeston he
would probably he kecping a watch on the hotel, to find out
az mueh n3 e conld of Winfield's movements.

ITe hizd walked the whole length of Brisbane Street, which
was foirly erowded at thot thne of the evening, and bavin
an idea that be was being shadowed, he turned and strol
slowly back.

At the corner of St. John's Street he stopped abruptly.
A red-bearded man, who was dressed in 8 workmanlike riding
“get-up,” and carried a stock-whip in his haod, after
sauntering on a fow paces on the opposite sida of the road,
also eame to a stop.

““ 3o that's the game—eh ¥ thoupht Dare.

The fellow glanced Berosa tm his direction once or iwice,
but Dara did not pretend to notice him. Two ' larrikinsg®
who wero loafing at the street comer, appeared to know the
man, by name at least, for one said to the other:

“Hallo! What is Jim the Traclier doing here ? T thought
he was aver al Waratah.”

“Been hanzing about Launceston for the last week."” was
the reply. ' Got soincthing on, you bet. Jim don't lose &
chance of maling monay, and he ain’t over particular how he
gets hold of 18"

“8e long as he don't have to work for it,”” roturned the
first speaker, at which both mon laughed, and then adjourned
to & bar to quench their thirst. )

“That information 1s worth something,' thought the young
detective. * The fellow 13 evidently a * bad ege,” but he is=
eertainly not the man who followed Tom Winficld to England.
But he 13 probably an associale, otherwise thers could be ne
reason for him shadowing me. Well, my friend, you may
he an excellent ‘tracker " in the bush, but you're o vory poor
hand af shadowing in a town., T think I will give yvou a liftla
exercise; it may do vou good.”

Starting off at a brisk pace, Stanloy Dare went up 5t John
Street, reund by 3t John's Church, then doubled, and madae
his way to the public gardens, walked round them, then made
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his way by & zig-zag course right down to the wharf, where,
amid some piled-up bales of wool, he shook Jim the Tracker
oft

This had oceupied nbout twenty-five minutes of smart
walking. After Dare had re-entored the hotel he kept waleh
at one of the coffee.rcom windows, and presently had the
satisfaction of sceing Jim the Tracker, locking hot and
angry, turn into the strect and take a sfand opposito Irvine
& MecUachern's grocery etores, from which pomnt he could
geo everybody who entered or quitied the hotel,

““ Vou will be able to get cool there, my friend,” laughed
Stanley Dare. as he turned from the window. :

The professor and Winficld eatered the room at this
momaent.

“Who will be able to get cool?"” asked Winfield.
where have vou been all this ¥ime, old chap 7 :

“Have you ever met, or heard of, o man enlled Jim the
Tracker 7" said Dare, replving in Scoteh fashion, by asking
another question.

““I have heard of him,” replicd Winfield, * and come across
him once, I think. A fellow with a bad record, who af one

“And

time balonged to & notoriocus gang of bushrangers. WWhat
about him*"
“ He has been shadowing me, that's all,” said Dare. *° No

doubt he thought he was doing it very cleverly at first, but
I fancy he has quite a different opinion now. ¥ou can sco
him from this window—the red-bearded fellow.”

“That iz the man,”? said Winfield. “ A dangerous fellow
%}ﬂ- meetnaiﬂne in the bush, unless you happen to be armed;

L

““ Does he seent himself wi' wood-violet "' aszked the pro-
[essor. ]

“0Oh, no! He i1s not the man we want, but he 15 an
associate, or a paid subordinate. The knowledge that he has
gome hand in this business is an impeortant gain to us, and
may help Winfield to make a surmise as to who his seeret
enemy 157" - :

But Tom Winfield shook his head, and negatived the sug-

estion,

. “It gives me no clue’ he snad. " HBo far az T know, Jim
the Tracker is not associated with any acquaintanee of mine,
whother o friend or an enemy. Indeed, I cannot dream whe
the man can bo who is so preat an enemy that he should
desire to take my life.” . ]

“Well, he may not be an enemy in the ordinary sense of
the word,"” said the professor.  ** My amn gpecnion is, that he
is & mon who will gain in some way by your death—a large
sum of money, or some property of great valie” .

“ Zurely I should know before anyone ¢lse if I was heir to
monoey or an estate,’” said Fom.

“ Mebba ve would, mebbe ye wouldna,” roplied Mae-
Androw. : -

“Tt is of no use indulging in speculations.” exclaimed
Dare. “Jim the Tracker is evidently engaged by zome
greater villain, who is keeping in the background for the

present. Let us go into the billiard-room and sec if there is
a ta.l:uﬂu vaeant. We'll have one pame, and then I shall rctire
to bed.™

- . = [ * .

Stanley Dare wasz keeping a weary vigil that night. He
had retired to his bad-room, but not 1o sleep. Ile was
Iving on his bed half-dressed, alert and wakeful. A revalver
was on a chair by his bedside. The room was in darkness.

Through the partially
open window came the
oceasional cry of a night-
bhird; and at reguler
intervals he could hear
the deep tones of a
church  elock  which
boomed out every half-
heour.

How long thﬂi‘ gaamed
—those half-hours !
Twelva struclk, hali-past
twolve, then one, and
gtill he lay there woit.
in% with the patienece of
a Red Indian for what-
ever might befall,

Huddenly the stillness
of the sleeping hotel was
broken by the sound of
a footstep in the pas-
sape, faint and stealthy
as that of an wild
animal stalking its prery.
Diare reached out his
hand and gripped his
revalver.

He had purposely left
the room door unlocked

and the window parkially open, so that the midnight visitor
whom he was expecting should fod ne obstacle tu lis
entranee. It was pot his intention to keep him out, for ha
meant to capture hin -

Tho room deer opencd cautiously, and someone came in,
closing the door softly atter him. Dare could just make out
a dint fizure in the darkness, bui c¢ouid not dizeern ius
featurcs,

With noiscless and catlike tread. the intruder crossed lun
room te the bedside. A faint, sickly odour pervaded e
atmosphere—the odour of chloreform.

Darp smiled grimly. Tt occurred to him thak it woull not
be put to the use which its owner intended. He was able to
discern now that the man wore n half-meask that came ns low
a5 his lips. Below the mask a red beard was visible, o
knew who his visilor was now, but it was certainly not him
that he expeeted.  The discovery troubled him a little,  Was
there more than one. plot afoot in the holel that night ¥

The man leaned over the bed, and, as he E.EII'}{J'DEET!, aver ihn
sleeping figure upon it.  All 2t once, something vold and hard
was preszed against his forehead. He started back with a
half-stifled cry. Tt was tho muzzle of a revolver!

“Hands up """ eried Dare. “Don't move! If vou stir a
single inch Il put a bullet theough you !V

The man threw ap his arms, and a chloroform pad dropped
to the floor. Dare sprang from the bed and kicked the pad
into & corner of the reom. Then he reached out his hand
and switched on the electric light.

“ Lok me seo what sort of a face that mask hides,” he said.
as ho spatched off the piece of erape.  ““Ah!  Jiw the
Tracker! And whal may vour business be in my room

The fellow gazed at the young detective 1n fear sud
astanishmeant.

“How did yer know my name ! he gasped.
been in the place twenty-four hours.
kuaw my name?”

Tt is my business to know many things," answered dare.
“Tor instunce, I knew that cither vou or vour villainouws
azsociate would pay a visit to this room lonight, and, 7+ ven
aea, I was prepared to receive vou in proper sivle. Bag e
wasn't me von expected to find here—eh, Jum the Tracker?”

“1 didn't know. I thought perhaps——"  The fetlow
hositated apd stamumered.

“Tt zeoms to me you have given vourself away very com-
pletely,” said Dare. * Turn round !

“You ain't goin' to murder me?"" ¢ricd Jim the Tracker.
“ Aro yer gi.*.rin’ to put a bullet info me when my back’s
turned ¥ It'll bo murder if vou de, and you'll swing tor il
I waesn't goin' to do you no harm—"

“0Of course not "' interrupied Dare sarcastically.  “ Just a
friendly vigsit—eh? I've had them before. Turn round. 22 [
order vou. You muost not judge me by your own standard.
I am not a8 murderers.”

The fellow turned round, though evidenlly with some
reluctance.

“Tower your hands—down behind you !

Jim the Tracker obeyed. There was o sharp “elick "' and
his wrists were Hrmly sccured in a pair of handeuffs of fincle-
tempered steel.

“ Toolk here I snarled the fellow. * Whoare vou? Ordioary
folle don't carry handeufls alrout with them,

“Tt is not the custom, I believe,” said Dare, in This
cool, impassive manner, that nothing szeemed to disturb.
“ But don’t waste your
browth 1o asking gques.
fioms that are nol hikels
to be answeped !™

Crossing the room ho
rang  the DBell  until
the hotel servants wore
roused,

Footstops sounded on
= e the sztairs and in the
passages; volees of men
and women could ba
heard asking each other
what wos wrong.  Tho
manager, followed by
two waiters, pushed into
Dare’s  room--or, af
least, the room which he
was occupying in placs
of Tom Winfield—amd

YO0 oaind
How did yer eoine to

Ths Lancashlra Boy takes & frm
atand and while Wharton & Co. do
not mt frst coderstand hiz attitode
they zo0m Tally rowapd whed thed
discover the truth.
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Llbrkry." demanded what wasz the
matter.  Stanley Dare
pointed  to Jim  the
Tracker.
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