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School Tale of
— the Juniors of Greyfriars.

—— BY

FRANK RICHARDS.

e

THE FIRST CHAPTER,

over by Miss Penclope Primrose, That they were going to

The Lambs visit Marjorie & Co. might have been guessed, by anyone

™ AT 1" ) that kna?&hau;,.fmmﬂtha I!-ta.tﬁ_qf t-halit!; attire. hn:::l fﬁuﬁ-
‘ ’ r : . juniors of Greyiriars all wore shining silk toppars, and ha

suf'-ll':!l:g: Wharton: and his: chums. halted, in shoer thair neckties tied quite atraight—even Bob Cherry's necktie

_They were coming down the lane from Groyfriars
to the village of Pegg, with the intention of paying a visit
te their friende at CLff House—the girls' school presided
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boing perfoctly in order, 8 matter to cause surprise to any
of his acquaintances.
Frank Nugent, too, had 8 roge in his buttonhola, which
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was mbst likely to pass Tater into the postession of Miss
Clara,  And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the dusky Nabob of
Bhanipur, wore an even more expansive smile than psual,

The four juniors of the Greyfriars Remove were looking, and
feeling, very nice and select, and quite in crder to take tea
with their lady iriends at Chiff House; and at that moment
—:Uﬂi:-]‘;él' to habit—thiey were dusivous of avoiding rows of
FERERY I 4

At any other time they were ready—perhaps » liitle too
ready=—for a scrimmage with the Upser Fourth fellows at
Gireyfriars, or with the Boy Bcouts of Megg, or with any
other youths who might come along looking ?ﬁr irouble,

But just now they were very peaceably inclined. They
iddid rot wapt to arrive at CLhff House with their hats
knecked in, and dark shades round their eyes, and the claret
dripiping {rom damaged noses,

But it 2 zometimes st the most guiet and peaceable
moments that treuble falls upon us, Like ¢ bolt from the
blue; and g0 it was in this case.

At the ery of “ Hali!™ the chums of Greviriars halted,
anazed.

1t scunded like the stern challenge of a highweyman of
olden times; but as there were hardly likely to be high-
waymen in Pegg Lane, the juniors concluded at once that if
was & jape.

They stopped and stared about them. .

The call had come from one of the high hedges bordering
the road, bui not a soul was in sight. 1n an adjoining field
a cow was gently browsing, but no other living ercature
eould bo seen.

“Tallo, hallo, hallo Y Whera
ore you 't
There was no reply.

Mot & v stirrad.
" It’s some silly ass larking!” seid Nugent. “Let's get

§as

exclaimed Bob Cherry.

tres !
“Home of the Pepp chaps, perhaps,”” said Herry Wharton.
“1 hear that Pegg is very full of visitors just ab present,
feo. It may be some seaside bounder.™

S Very likely I

“The lLikefulness 15 terrific
Bhanipur, in his peculiar English.

And the chums of the Remove walked on.

Ini-i“?d iately, from the high nedge, came a worning shout.

* Finlt !

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

* Whe's that playing the giddy goat?’ he calied out, with-
out stopping.  * Come out and show yourself 1"

“ Halt 1*?

“Oh, goa and eat coke !

“Rats " said Bob Cherry.

“ And many of em!” added Nugent.

There was a rastle in the hedge, and three or four fellows
sprang out info view. They were followed by several more.
The chums of Greyfriars halted. They had no choice in tha
mr:ut:.ﬂr, because the new-comers blocked up the Iane m lront
of them.

Harry Wharton looked at them curieunsly. .

They were feilows ranging in age fromn fifteen to cighteen,
soinewitat louadiy dr{tﬁs.cg, with siraw hats on the backs of
their heads, and mostly with cigarcttes in their mouths, in
apite of their vouth. .

They had a2 rollicking, devil-may-care look about them,
which they evidently eultivated for effect.

In short, they plainly belonged to a class of visitors who
had of late begun to invade the village of Pegp very thickly,
and whom Harry Wharion had characterised as “ scasida
bounders." .

The leader was a loozeqointed fellow of about eighteen,
who stogd oo head taller than Harry Wharton, He wore a
blazer and a locsc tie, and wore a straw hat like the rest,
cocked at a still more rakish angle. His face was not un-
prepogsessing, and there was a gleam of humour in his eyes;
but to judge by his looks, and those of lhs compantons, their
humour was not likely to agree exactly with Harry Wharion
& Co.

He held up his hand to the juniors to stop; a somewhat
soiled hand, and quite innocent of a glove,

“Halt ! he =aid dramatically.

U, rats?!" szaid Harry Dmpaliently.
game "

“* Youth !

“0Oh, come off ' said Harry.
the giddy goat lor??

The bounders burst into a laugh, and the tall fellow grew
roed.

“ Knoeck his "at over his eyes, Bunny,” said one of them.

Bunny made a movement, as i to do so, and Harry
Wharton drew back. 1

“Jook here,” he faid, " we'ro not locking for & row. Dug

v

' murmured the Nabob of

“What's tho

“What are von playing
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Bumny grinned at his companions, and made a sign.
I:mediately the whole crew burst infe a sort of chanting
¢horus.

"The-i:’re not locking for a row! But——'"

“I-.rim here, don't play the giddy ox !™ exclaimed Harry
angrily.

he chorus burst out again.

‘** Look here, don't play the giddy ox 1™

The Greyfriare juntors were red with wrath. Had the
nutbers of the enemy been equal, they would have
ci}ﬁr#f_‘ﬂ them, rockless of the result to their nice ties and
gilke hats.

But there were seven or eight of the bounders

“Who ara yout" cxclaimed Nugeont.

Bunny grinned.

“We're the Lambs,” he said.

“The what "

 Lambsg 1™

The juniors sfared at them.

“Lorrell's Lambs ! explained Dunny. " Haven't yon
heard of them? Whero were you brought up?  Haven’t
you ¢ver been to Margate, or ¥Yarmouth, or Southend? M
dear young person, you haven't lived (zive "em a yell,
Larmba 1

“ Baa-baa-baa " yelled the Lambs, . i

““We are running this place,” said Bunny, if that was his
name, with a wave of the hand thut included the whaole
fishing village and the distriet. * There are dozens of us,
end we're &f the Apchor. We always run a place when we
et t?ﬂ it. We are out for scalps, you know, Now, who are
g B
e Mind your own businees!” said Flarry. .

“Who are you?" repeated Bunny screnely. “Give an
aceonnt of yvourself.”

“You ase—" ] L o

*“Wa belong to Greyfriars,” said Nugent, thinking it best
to get out of the affair with words only if possible.

" And what is that ™

A school, ass!”

“Oht Gentlemen, these are innocent schoolboys, out for
a2 lark,” said Bunny, turning to the waiting Lambe,

“ Ban-baa 1" zaid tho Lambs i chorus, ]

“ And where sre you goisg?” ssked Bumny, in bhoneyed
tonoee.

“Weo're going to Pegg.”

Bunny shook his head. ;
. “* No, upen the whole we can’t allow you on the froot,”
a gaid.

“You ass!” exclaimed Harry Wharton. " Look here,
we're going to Cliff House, and if we were not bound to
show up pretty decent there, we'd wade in and wipe up
the ground with you. Get out of the way I

“Baa-bas 1" said the Lambs. :

“Clif House!” grinned Bupny. *Thut's the gitls’
school—hey 7"

iE YEE.”

“Then yvou shall go. Wa'll take you I

* Raa-baa 1" yelled the Lambs, in delight. i

“ Don’t play the giddy ox!" said Harry, frowning. *' Lot
us pass !

o We're going to take you to CUlif Houte, and deliver
vou there, this side up with cara!” said Bunny solemnly.

“Pron't be on ass! Get out!”

“ Gentlemen—-""

“Will you let us pass?”

“Collar them ! . L

The Lambs made a rush, and the Greyfriaras juniors stood
thoulder to shoulder and roet them: and in a momoent more
the two partios were mingled in o wild and whirling fight.

SECOND CHAPTER.
Taken to Tea.

"BUHHELL’E Lambs,” although Harry Wharton &

THE

o, knew nothing of them, were not otherwize un-
At many s scaside ph.-:e- thﬁ}" had made
Az a rule, their visits angd their coricus
little manners and customs were confined to places like
Margate, Yarmoulh, Bouthend-on-Bea, or Blackpool. Dut
this surmmer they had evidently come further alield ; perhaps
sighing, like Alexander, for fresh worlds to conguer. They
were for the most parct gﬂud-nufur&d fellowa enough, though
nat over-gifted with senze; and after weeks of hard work
i City or workshop, they fairly let themseclves go on their
holidays. .
Lurr}éﬂ'a Lambs had a reputation—and they did their best
to live up to it. To parade a street armein.arm, taking up
all the pavement {I.TI{!] forcing unoffending passeiyzers into
the road, to interrupt Salvation Avrmy meetings by yelling

known,
their mark.

A Splendid School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
By FRANK RICHARDS
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“ Well of all the guys!" exclalmed Bunter, looking at Harty Wharton & Co. * You had better stay Indoors until
Nlce disgrace this ls for Greylriars.

you can learn to take care of yourselves.

Yah!"

out in a {uncless chorus, to snaich eaps from the heads of
strangers and hurl them far, to pass remarks upon people
in a curious chant sung in unison—such were2 among the
amuscments of the Lanmbsa—amusoments not particularly
harmiul in themselves, bul certainly not caloulated to mako
them popular.

But the cheice spirits of the Lambs had * run up against ™
something unusually tough in Harry Wharton & Co.

They had been out for fun—what they regarded as fun—
and the raggimmg of a party of schoolboya in their best
Elfﬂtrl'lcs seemed to the Lambs a particularly attractive sort
of %in.

It did not seem so attractive when the Greyfriars juniors
beran to hit.

The juniors were in no mood for practical jolies just then,
amnd when the Lambs rushed upon them, they grected the
gensiders with scientific hitting.

Bunny, head taller than Wharton as he was, went down
before nis fistz like grass before the mower, streiched on his
baek by a powerful upper-cut.

Three or four more of the Lamba were knocked flying.

Huod the nwmbers been equal, there was no doubt thac
the victory wounld have rested with the heroes of the Groy-
frinrs Dowove, and that the Lambs would have fled n
ignominious disgrace.

But the odds were great.

Witk three of the Lambs rolling blindly in the dust, the
juntors still had o foo each to tackle.  And before they
could dizpase of them, the fallon Lambs were up sgain, and
renewing the conilict.
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f Sock it to Tem ! panted Bob Cherry.

“EKnock 'em out!"

“Go for "em!" roared Bunny. “Ow!"

Bunny dropped again with hard knuckles in his eye.

But the odds were telling. . 1

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was on his back in the dust,
with a Lamb sitting on his chost, and keeping him thero in
spite of his struggles.

Nugent was being borne into the grass beside the road,
with two Lambs clinging to him, and getting rapidly the
worat of it. .

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry stood back to back, with
three or four Lambs hard at them, and both were showmg
sizns of wear and lear,

The sillc hats were all on the ground, and had been trampled
upon, and had lost all semblance to hats ,

The natty attire of the Greyfriars juniors was sadly dis-
arrayed. .

Collars were torn out, neckbios Auttering, jackels ripped,
trousers bagey and duosty, boots lrampled and serabeliod.

The Lambs were suffering quite as much, but they stuck
gamely to the attack, and the odds trivmphed at last.

Harry Wharton went down, and itwe Lambs scramblod
over him, and kept him on his back by sheer weight, :

“Weep him down, Ikey!” gasped DBunny. 51t on has
bead, "Erbert 1M

“What-ho ! chuckled "Erbert.

“You bet ' said They,

Bunny hueled himself afresh upon Bob Cherry. Rob was

A Splendid School Tale of Harpy Wharton & Co.
By FRANK RICHARDS
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already in the grasp of two Lanbas,
wenb down,

The Greyfriars party were all down now, and the Lambs
wird sitbing on them.  Busny rubbed & spout of red from
liis noge, and grinned—a Jittle sideways, for his face was
badly knocked about ,

My only 'at!' he ejaculated. " Troublesome little
bepsts!  Faney four kidlets giving us all that trouble!™

“ Only fdney ! said "Erbert.

“ Bouazh ‘am, now we've got 'em ! growled another of the
Lambs, a short, thick-set [ellow, who was nursing a black
eyve very tenderly.

Bunny shook hiz hoad.

“ Mo, play the game,”” he said.  “ That's the moite of
Lorrell’'s Lambs; play the game. Neover hit a chap when
Le's down™

[ Eut'_l!

“2hut up, Boxer ™

* Look hero—7"

“Lheese it! Hold the young roffians while I tic their
hands " ¢said Bunny.

Harry Wharton strugglad,

“LChuck it he aimed. “"How dare you fis our
hands? We'll squash you For this some time.™

“ We'll risk that,” grinned Bunny., “If you ever want to
find us, we'ro staying at the Anchor Inn, in Pegg, and we
saall be there for o week,®

“ What-ho!™ eaid ko,

“Look here," gasned Harry., “If you like to ficht us
Emr]:f.hlrilll ig:: man, we'll undertake to lick you hollow any

av; but—

' Silenee, the prisoners ! said Bunny.

_And he ::-nu]]¥ proceeded from one prizsoner to anether, ond
tidd their wrists together with siring.

Then the dusty and rumpled juniofs were allowed fo rige.

The Lambs stood round them in a circle, grinning.

" Look pretty, don't they 7" chuckled Bunny. “I've heard
that you fellows [rom Greyfriars carry things with a high
hand round these parts. I consider it the bounden duty of
the Lambs to take yon all down a peg or two.”

" Ban-baa " said the Lambs in chorus,

“This is a beginning,”” soid the leader. * Now, I think
you sald you were going to Chff House?”

Y'We doo’t want to go in this state,” saxd Harry.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You're poing, all the samne,” maid Bunany cheerfully,
“We'll escort you., Walk !

L} H-EIE l:l!

“(Get a move on 1

"Wa won't!”

' Not o step !

“The refusciulness ig terrific.”

" Hallo, 8nowball! YWhat have you got to say ¥

The Nabob of Bhanipur glared indignantly at the speaker,

“If my esteemod hands were free, I would reply with
tl fstiul punch,” he said. *“As it 15, I can only cxclaim
it the scorn and deazpisefulness are terrific””

" Walk, you bounders!™”

e H'ﬁ-tﬁ .!!!

" Kick 'em along !" said Boxer, who zecmed to be rather
piven to suggestin drastic measures.
" Hold on " Sing unny. ““Now walk, my dears ¥

“Go and eat coke !

Bunny looked reflective.

He clearly 4id net want to hort his prisoners while ther
were tied up, but at the same time he was determined to
verry them to Chff House, The sight of the girls' faces
whoen they received their visitors aoculd be worth a fortune,
m ihe estimation of the worthy leader of the Lambs,

There was o erack of a whip on the reoad, and a sound of
wheels, A donkey cart, with a diminutive youth in a barred
yersey driving it, came into sight. There were coconnuts
iiled on the cart. The diminutive person was evidently ano
«f the itincrant morchants attracted to the village of Pegg
b it growth as o summer seaside resort.

Burny grinned at eight of the donkey cart.

“Tgle, keb!"" he called out. “ Stop !™
“Garn "' rephied the vouth on the cart.

“ Stop, and get dawn [

The zturdy junior

1 want a cab,” said Dunny,

* Who yer gotiin' at?”

[unny tock the donkey's head, and forcibly stopped the
it

" We'll buy all your coconnuts, if you give our friends hera
a drive to the village,” he said.

The é:ﬂcuumlt vouth locked at the Greyiriare juniors, and
e inmgd.

* Done ! he said.

The covoanuts were seen distributed among the Lambs,
aial honourably pawd for, and then the Grevfriars juniors
vere helped into the litile cart,

They did not po willingly.
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On the other hiand, they kicked and struggled and fought,
and it wos nob casy for the Lambs to get thom into the
vehicle,

But got into it they were at last.

Jammed together in the little cart, the Greyfriars juniors
gasped for breath, and vowed future vengeanee.

“This way, ' said Bunny, “I'll show you the way; and
when you've delivered your goods, 1'11 stand you a bob for
vour trouble,.”

Thy Greyiciars juniors looked at one another in silent
wiath and dismov. To be taken to UL House in such a
state was a terrible blow to their dignity., But thore was
nw merey 1o be expected of the hilavicus Lambs, They had
entered nfo the joke with great mesi,

The donkey cart rolled on towards Degg.

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced round in a wild hope of
seeing fricnds who might rostue them, but they passed no
Greyiriars fellows on the road.

One or two country people were passed, who stared at the
donkey cort and ite curious cargo, and grinned.

Chit House came In gight. F

Then Wharton, swallowing his pride with a big effort,
spcke to Bunny, who was walking beside the cart, caressing
hiz swollen nose and grioning.

“I say,” ecxclaimed Wharton, " vou might chuck this,
wou know; the joke's gone far enough. We don't want to
&0 to Clifi Houss like this.”

The Lambs leader chuckled.

“1 dare say yvou don't,” he remarked

"I dessay not,”! gprinned Ikey.

“Bat it will be funny!” gigzled Lrbert

YAV you let us go?™

Y Not much 1

' Then we'll make vou sit wp for it!" exclaimed Harry.
“If you're staying in Pogg, we'll make vou sorry for this!”

‘ Baa-ban ™

" We're staying a week, ot the Anchor,” grinned Bunny.
“You'll always find us at home ¥ you look for us—eh,
chaps "’

*“ Baa-bas " said the Lawbs in chorus; this apparently
being 2 sort of war cry with them.

The cart relled up to the gate of CLF House.

The Euuiurs’ heart almost stood stil]l in disinay.

“Take "am up to the daoor, and come back for your bob,”
said Bunny to rhe Iad.

The latter grinned.

“ What-ho !I'* he replied.

"The gate was open, ond the cart rolled in. The Lambs
sfond gronped round the gateway, w Ing.

As the donkey trotted on towards the door, ihe juniors
sapw fncos ob reveral of the windows, and from one window
that was open there floated the unmistakable sound of
laughter.

The cart halted at the door, and the cocoanut youth rang
the Bell, with a loud, reverberating peal that echoed through
the Lig house. . .

The door was opened by a {rim maid.

_ Bhe almost fell down when she saw the donkey cart and
it octupants.

“ These "ere goods for you," said the cocoanut merchank

ke tipped the juniors one by one off the cart, and led
his donkey back to ihe gate. There the delighted Bunoy
pressed a shilbng inte his hands, and the Lambs gave a
yell of laughter.

“Ha, ha, hal"

** Baa-baa 1"

Then they disappeared, tramping off arm-in-arm down
the street of Fegrp, roaring out a music-hall chorus at the
top of their vomwes, to the effect that to escape all the
troubles of life it was only necessary to lose onceclf with
Lucy at Lucerne.

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE!

Just published, a new book showing how Sandow won
Health and FPame, beautifull¥ illustrated, and explainin
kow every man and woman can obtain robust health nng
perfect development by exercise.

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at once a copy of this book
will be sent free,

Address: No. 18, SANDOW HALL, BURY STREET,
LONDON, W.C.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Not a Happy Tea-Party.
HHRRY WHARTON stood crimson and enraged.  As o

rule, the chuma of the Remove could take n joke with
anybody ; but thiz was going a little too far.
Never in their lives had the juniors felt such comn-
plete and utter asses. y

It was too late to think of escape, for the bewildered maid
had summoned Miss Penclope Primrose, and with her a
dozon of thﬂ-ﬁir]u had crowded out.

Marjorie Hazeldenos and her friend Clara, and some pf
the others, had been expecting the juniors to tea, and they
hod arrived about the time they were expected,

But they had not arrived as they had intended.

IHarry Wharton, usually handzome and very clean and
presentable, looked a fearful object now, with hiz clothes
rumpled and dusty, his collar torn oub, hiz battered . hat
sturk on the back of his head, ond his nose red and swollen.

The others looked just as dilapidated and forlorn.

Marjorie was kind and sympathctic. But it would have
required superhuman offorts to rostrain a smile. As for
Clara, she laughed. Miss Wilhelmina Limburger, the
German girl, chuckled loudly. Thare were smiles on all
faccs, oxcept Miss Primrose's. Miss Frimrese looked
puzzled and nlarmed.

She did not even recognise the juniora as belonging fo
Greyiriars.

“Dear me, dear me ! exclaimed Miss Primrose.  * There
is zome mistake! What have you come here for?"

“If you please——"" hegan Harry,

“This 15 not the workhouse!" said Miss Primrose, very
much flurried. * The workhouse is at Mountford, zome miles
from herc. But if you are hungry and tired, I will order
some refreshment for you before vou go on your way. Is
that what you want?"

Miss Clara had to almost swallow her handkerchiof to
keep from screaming. Marjorie suppressed o lough.

Harry Wharion & Co. stood crimson,

To be mistaken for vagrants bogging their way to the
union was the last drop in the cup for them.

“ Unfortanate youths!” went on Miss Primrose. I am
afraid vou have been fighting, to judge by your looks. I
am sarry to sea this. The evils of poveriv can be borne very
much more easily whon thoro is love in our hearts.”

“T1f vou please, Miss Primrosg-—-"

“Dear me! You know my name ™

I should think z20!” exelaiined the junior, exasperated.
“I''m Wharton "

“ What !

“U'm Harry Wharton '

“ Bless my soul 1"

“We've bren ragged by a gang of blessed roughs,” aaid

Harry. " We dido’t meon (o come here in this state, but
they brouglt us here. They were too many for us. We'll
ret off now.”

“ Bleazs me ™

Y Good-bye, ma'am!”

“You cannot go home in that state, Harey,” said
Mﬂ?frm' :' Nonsense! You have comwe here to tea, too.'”

wi——"

¥ ou must stay.'’

“What-ho!" said Miss Clara, in her slangy way. “Now
vou're here, you're going to have tea. What ¥

“Certainly,” said Miss Primrose, recovering herself a
little.  ** Dectdedly. You ean wash and breush yourselves
here, my deasr boys, and I will tolephone for il polies, to
prut :.1.}“'"1 on the track of the ruffions who bave asspulted
v, .

The juniors grinned rocfully.

“ O, no, no, please ! said Flarry eagerly.
fun, bat it was only fun, you know. We dorn’t want any-
thing of that sort. We ean look after curselves, vou know.”

“¥ s oglad to zee that you forgive your encinies,” said
Eliﬁa“l"rimm&f:, very pleased. ““But come in, my dear

oys.

The dear boys came in. The dear girls were trying not
to girrle, without muoch sucecas. Harry Wharten & Lo,
logked almost pitecously at Marjorie. They felt that they
looked absurd, but it was really not their faulf.

The smiling maid showed them up to a both-room, where
they were provided with brushes and combs and other
necessaries, and they proceeded to put themselves inte some-
I_I'I_ILIIH' like order,

But aftrr crdless \‘-‘ﬂﬂ]‘lillg and rubbing, and dusting and
brushing, their clothes were still in a dilapidated state, and
théir faces, though clean, were disfigured wiih  bruises,
which, in fact, secined to show up more clearly than ever
on the clean skin.

They looked in the glass, and growled.

“Precious objects wo look,” grunted Bob Cherry.

" Well, that’s mothing new for you!" growled Nugont,
“But look at iny nose ! Like a blessed crushed strawberry !

“Well, it’s never much better!” retorted Iob.  “ But
lank ot ey eye”
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“Ha, hal. It's comie.” .

“ And our hats,” said Harey., * Ruined! We shall have
to go homeo without them; they're past hope. Sevon-and-
six cach !’ .

“ The seven-and-sixfulness is ferrific.” i

“ We'll make those rotters sit up for this!” growled
Nugoent.

“"“YWhat-ho !" .

Upon that point the Greyfriars chums were cordially
agreed. From that day they wers “up against”' the Lambs,
and the Lambs weee likely to have s warm time, if the
juniors could contrive it .

And they generally managed any little duty of thab sort

uite successfully.

2 Their tealot wu}ﬁ finishad at last, as well as it Cﬂll]tlh be done,
and the juniors descended o the garden, where they were
to have tea under the trees in the summer sunshine.

The tea was ready, the tables set, and the girls were
there, looking very fresh and pretty in their sunner frocks,

Their neatness made the dilapidated stale of the Grey-
friars chuma more conapicuocus than ever. And the juniors
were suffering [:u:-.rsunall discomfort, too—for black oyes
pained, snd swollen noses ached, and bruised chins and
cheeks were not pleasant,

But thoy tried to be cheerful.

Marjoric & Co. wore all that could be desircd—sweot and
kind and echocring—but the juniors felt that the tea was
not a aucoess, :

For once in theie lives they woere nob serry when ib was
over, and the time came to take leave of the girls of CHf
House.

Marjoric smiled as they said good-bye. .

“I'm afraid we've been a bit—a bit dull,’ said ITarry
;ﬂ'hnr!ﬁ?n desperataly.  “ We're feeling rather rocky, you
oW,

“1It i3 o shame,"” said Marjorie softly.

““Oh, we'll get our own back,” said Harey. *FWe sha'n't
feel so bad, then, Dut they were two lo one, you know, and
mestly bi% fellows, and-—well, we'll make them sit wup,
anyway. ['m sorry we've spoiled the tep.party.”

“ Not at all,” said Marjoric. ) T

The girls 2]l looked swect and sympathotic as the juntors
departed.  But it must be confessed that when Harvy
Wharten & Co. had disappeared, long-suppressed gigiles
burat forth, and for some time the only sounds in the garden
weore sounds of merriment,

— —

THE FOURTH CHAPTLCR.

A Chance for Bunter.
“I SAY, you [fellows——""

“ Bhut up, Bunter!"
~ Billy Bunter blinked at the group of juniors sland-
ing at the gates of the school, and did not shut up.
Bunter very seldom did shut wp, excepting when ho was
sitting down to a meal; and then he would suut up as long
as the meal lasted.

There were half a dozon juniors lounging at the gate in
the sunsct, fellows belonging to the Remove—3Mark Lanley,
who was 13ob Cherry’s chum in No, 13 Stwdy, and Ogilvy,
the Scottish jumeor, Micky Desmond and Moergzan, and Tam
Brown of New Zealand, and Bulstrode. Cricket practico
waz over, and most of the juniors had had their tea, and
they were locking idly out of the gates and chatbing when
Bunter came rolling up. Billy Bunter was so fat that he
always appeared to roll rather than to walk.

“1 sav, yvou fellows,' he went or, *it's half-past six.”

Mark Lintey nodded towards the clock tower.

“Woa can sor that, Bunter,”” he remarked. * Besides, it's
just chinmed.”

“Wo usually have tea at six."”

“T knew he'd begin to talk about eabing,” said Ogilvy.
“Thal's onge thing you ean always rely on about Bunter.”

“0h, really, Ogilvy ! You see, I haven't had my tea, and
I'm feeling faint. suppose you wouldn't lilke me to fall
in a swoon at your feet, would you?" asked DBunter
pathetically.

“1 shouldn't mind,” said Ogilvy, " Go ahead ™

“0h, really—""

“I'vo never seen o porpoise swoon, remarked Bulstrode.
“1 sheould think it would be interesting. You can stact,
Bunter."”

*“Ha, ha, ha !

“But I say, you fellows,™ said the fat junior, changin
I-hﬁlﬂll:hjeftﬂ. “Ilave you seen Wharton lately—or Nugen
or Inky*"

“I have,"” said Bulstrode,

“*“Where 1

&

Wharton & Co.
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"In the Form-room.”

“Goold ! Are they there now?”

“lan’t sav.'’

" When did you see them there #* ashed Bunter, turning
to make off towards the Schoo! House, but pausing for Bul-
strode’s reply.

“ Hali-past four,” zaid Bulstrode, with a grin. * When
Mr. Quelch was dismissing the Form, yon know.”

Bunter turned back, with a reproachful blink.

“0Oh, really, Bulstrodoe—"

“They're gone out!” said Ogilvy, 1 understood they
were going out {o tea.”

Bunter jumped.

“ Goimg out to fea!™

¥ ?’E'?- L1 ]

“Where " asked the Owl of the Remove anxiously,

“ClRE House.”

“Oh. the rotters! The spoofers!  The beasts!”

“Hallo! What's the matter with yvou "' asked Bulstrode,
staring at him. ** Anything biting you 7"

“The bounders !'* howled Bunter ‘' The—the swindlers.’

“What have they done?'”

“I1 {old Wharton T was hungry, and—and he told me to

and get some tarts in the tuckshop, and—and gave me a
anner,”” said Bunter. “ [=—=I mean, he lent me a tanner.
I'm to settle it out of a posial-order I'm expecting this
evening. Well, when I'd had the tarts, I looked for them,
and couldn't find them. I've been looking for them every-
where ever since.”

The juniors roared,

* Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I can see anvthing' to cackle at,” growled
Billy Bunter. “I've been spoofed. sent me to the
tuckshop to get rvid of me, so that they could get off to
Cliff House without taking me with them.”

“Were you invitedi” asked Bulstrode.

“"Well, a eort of gencral invitation,” said Bunter
cautiously, * Marjorie is always glad to see me. Wharton
can’t see if. You notice that sort of thing about chsps like
Wharton. ¥You can never get ‘em to belisve that it’s us
W;tﬂll-lg’uﬁt, medivm-gized fellows who catch the eyes of the
girls,

Bulstrode snorted.

“Yes, you can grunt if you like,”” said Bunter, blinking
at him through his big spectacles. ** 1 assure you I've walked
along the front at Brighton, and all the girls have turned
their heads to look sb me as I pgssed.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

" Nothing surprising in that,” grinned Ogilvy. “* They
Il:m:.r have been wondering how you got outside the Zoo, you

now.”

“0Oh, really, Ogilvy—""

“0Or whether you were going fo burst through your
clothes,” said Bulstrode. ''I've often looked at you and
wondered myself.™

*“0Oh, really———=""

" And I'm not surprised at Wharton leaving you behind,
m_thcl::’a;," went on Bulstrode. “ You're not fit to talk to o
gir

Bunter smirked,

" The girls think differently,” he remarked,

“1 don’t see it. Marjorie always gives you the cold
shoulder, as far as I've been able to observe.”

“That’s in publie,” said Bunter. “ Girls have that way of
being cold to & chap in public, when they're awfully chummy
with him in private— - Yow [

Bunter broke off suddenly as Bulstrode's finger and thumb
closed upon his ear. Bulstrode was often called the hully of
ihe Lower Fourth, and he had rather a ““penchant® for
twitting the ears of smaller boys. But on this occasion no
cne there found any fault with Bulstrode; for if ever a
feilow wanted his ear pulled, it was William George Bunter
at that moment.

“guul dirty fat cad!” said Bulstrode,

CLY v .!J

“You're Jying, and you koow it.”?

il ?&wltl"l‘

" Marjoric looks on you as a pig, and she'd never speak
to you at all if she could help it.”

“¥Yarooh 1"

“Isn't that true?”

* Yow "

“You've got fo own up before I let your ear go,” said
Falstrode, pinching the fat car at every word. * You can
take vour time.” ;

The junior: grinned as Dunter turned an agonized look
wpon them, There was no rescuc possible for Dunter. No
ere was likely to stand by him for speaking disrcepectfully
cf Marjorie, who was popalar with all the Removites.
0w T groaned DBunter. " Legpo! I—I was only jok-
Mg
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“You were lying 1"

“Ow! No—yesl”
“Good! Like a dirty cad weren’t yout"
YOw! Yes '™

Bulstrode released the fat car of the Owl of the Remaove,
and carefully wiped his hand on his sleeve, as if the touch
of Bunter were contagious.

" Dlessedd if T know how Wharton and the oithers stand
you in their study,” he said, in disgust. *I'd wallop vou
ten times a day if you wera'in mine,”

Bunter c¢dged away from the burly Hemovite. He let
]t_-!lge sibject of Marjorie drop, as he stood ruefully rubbing

15 ¢ar.

He blinked down the road, but there was no cne in sight
¥et, Then he blinked up at the clock tower.

“I suppose 1t's too late to go over thero to ten,” ha
remacked. “It's rotten to be left hehind like this. I've
been spoofed, and 1t's & disappoiniment for Mar—— Ahem!
I wonder when those rotters will ba back ?"

* Here they coma, T believe,” said Morgan.

* Locks like 'em,” said Bulstrode. ** But what on earth’s
the matter with them ¥? .

Bulstrode might well ask*the question.  The four juniora
who came in sight round the bend of the lane prescoted a
most remarkable appearance.

Their hats were gone, and their clothes were rumpled,
and their faces bruwsed, and hlack eyes and cut lips and
swollen noses were liberally distributed among them.

“ My only hat!” exclaimed Tom Brown,

The four dilapidated wrecks seemed hard to recognise
for & moment as four jumora who had sallicd forth
from Greyfriars in all the glory of Sunday bags and tappers.

A shout of laughter burst from the jumors at the gate.

The retarning heroes heard it, and their faccs went very
Eﬂk.l They tramped on doggedly up to the pates of the

m +

“ My hat!” ejaculated Bulstrode. * What"s happened 1

* Been boxing with lawn-mowers or wrestling with motor-
cars?’ ashed ﬂﬁlh’j.

" Faith, and they've been in the wars intirely !”

* I gay, you fellows—"

" Oh, cheese it, all of you!” said Harry Wharton, rathor
crossly. " We've been in a row with a pang of secasido
bounders, and they were two to one.” '

" Henee these tegrs,”’ smid Bob Cherry, pronouncing the
word “tares,” and indicating hiz torn jacket, Beb Cherry
was never to be deprived of his little joke.

“Oh ! exclaimed Bulstrode. I suppose you mean the
Lambs., I heard there'd been a row between that geng and
the Boy Scouts in Pegg," i

Wharton nodded.

“ That's the lot !

“ And they've used you up like that!” grinned Morgan,

“ Locks like it, doesn't it?" said Harry tertly. 1 tell
you they were two to one. But we gave them ‘as good aa
we pot, anyway."

Er"]?}ut- the gotfulness was terrifie,” murmured Hurree
ingh.

“1 say, you fellows, I suprose you haven't had tea ¥ ox-
elaimed Bunter, brightening up. “Veu haven't been to
Chff House in that state.”

*We just have,” replied Bob Charry,
eat coke’

[ Eut_'_lf

“Come on, you chaps, let's get in]™

“ But I say, you fellows——"

“ Shut up i”

H“III haven't had my tes, except 8 few tarts and tea in

ﬂ a
II“ Well, that’s enough for an average boa-constrictor,” said

arry.

* Look here—"

" Sheer off ! You make me tired.”

Bunter blinked angrily at the chums. He saw that they
were not in their usual pliant mood, and that there was
nothing to be extracted from them.

“Weall, of all the guys!™ he exclaimed. “VYah! Nire
set of asses you are o go out and get licked by a lot of
seaside bounders, and come crewling home in that state.

Yah !
They had

"You san go and

The chums of the Remove stared at Dunter.
expected chipping from most of the fellows, but this was
a new line for Bunter to take.

*Go it, Bunter I said Bulstrode encouragingly.

* Blessed guys!” said Billy Bunter, thus backed up.
“Reotren spoofers! You'd better hide indaors in fature tl]
you can learn how to take care of yourselves, Nice disgrace
this is for Greyfriara. Yah !

“Come on!"™ said Harry shorthy.

Bob Cherry paused, and signed to Bunter. Bob Cherry
WaS Angry.

“ By the way, Bunter,” he said, “are you hungry i

A Splendid Sehool Tale of Happy Wharton &
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#Collar them!" shouted Buany,

—

The Lambs made a rush, and In a moment the two partles wers i
mingled In a wild and whirling fight, ,

Bunter’s truculence vanished in a moment.

“Yes, rather!" he said. “Don't mind what I said just
now, Charry, you know; I was only joking, DI'm awfully
hungry, and—-""
: ;j[ suppose you couldn’t gob a pass out 7" said Bob thought-
el

“Oh, yes, I could, Loder would
to the tobacconist's for him,” said

“Well,
Popoe—'

[ 1] -‘ITI."R ?-I‘J

“Chap named Bunny——

“Ye: ! said Bunter cagerly.

* Well, if you like to go to the Anchor and ask for Dunny,
and say you're a Greyiriars chap, you'll be entertained)”
satd DBob Cherry. 1 don’t promise you anything, but I
3y that you'll get a regular eye.opener

‘I say, Cherry, that’s awfully decent of wou!” said
Bunter. ™ The chap's o fricnd of yours, I suppose ™

" Not exnetly a friend,” ssid Bob, “a sort of acquaint
ance. 1le's a Jolly chap, and fond of a joke. Mind vou
mention you're a Greyfrinrs chap, and you might add fhat
vou hope you won't come across any of thozo roflen cads,
Lorrell's Liambs.

WAL right !

Bob Cherry walked after hiz friends. Buntor cut off into
ihe howse to got the pass out of pates, delighted with tha
prospect of o gﬂrg‘cﬂm feed at the expense of the as yot
unknown Mr. Bunny Five minutes later Bob Cherry saw

him scuttle out of gates, and Bob Cherry gave a soft
chuckle.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Bulstirode Takes the Lead.

ARRY WHARTON & CO. changed their clothes, and
made thamselves as presentable as they could before
they appeared in the common-room, ut the mqld
not hide the signz of conflict, and general grins

greeted them wherever they appeared.

There was no doubt that they had been knocked about by
Lorrell's Lambe, and the fact that they had been taken to
Cliff House in their dilapidated state, added to the hilarity
of the Remove,

It would have been wiser of the Famous Four to conceal
the latter fact, but they had let it out without thinking, and
the juniors made the most of it

The fellows asked them how they had enjoyed the tea-
party, and whether Marjorie admired black eves and swollen
noses, bill they were sick of the subject.

But the Removites were not sick of the subject, by any
moans; indeed, it seemed likely to last them as a topic for
soimne time to como.

Bulstrode, of course, made tha most of it

Ho had never quite got over Harey Wharton's being
eleoted captain of the Remove, and he never lost an oppor-
tunety of :mpressing upon the Form the [net that he—Bul-
strode—wounld have made a fur better leader.

And so ho was in his element now. Greyfriars had sua-
tained a licking and a disgrace, not from a rival school,
nor even from the Doy Beouts of Pegg, but from a set of
weedy seasido bounders, and Bulstrode professed to rogard
the stain as indelible.

Harry Wharton & Co. writhed under the laughter of the

A Splendid School Tale of Harry Wharton
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Lewer Schoel, and the sucers of Bulstrode and his friends;
but they could do nething olse.

There was no getting out of the faet that they had been
veked and made fo look ridiculous.

“ We shall have to get our own back on the Lambs, that's
all.” said Bob Cherry dezperatoly.  ® The fellows will never
led it eest )] thon,’”

Y narion nedded gloomily.

U 'm getting tired of the subjeel,”” he =aid. "I suppose
it will dast for days, o unh] sewething clse happens. ul-
strode 38 very cocky about what he would have done. 1
wish he would trey.”

" Listen to him now "' =pid Nugent.

Bulstrode was tulking to 4 proup of Removites at o short
distance. He affected not to e the churas, but, &5 a matfer
af f:lmt. he was purpasely raising his voice to make it audiblo
tov thaems.,

" The fect is, something onght to be done,”” suid Bulstrode.
“ Those seaside boundors have licked Wharton and his loi—
thore's no getting out of that., Thev're erowing over (irey-
frinrs. Wharton's licked, but I think some of us ought to
Yake the matter up, and pive the Lambs a dusting, for the
honour of Greviriars.”

“ That's all meant for us,™ said Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton nodded, bui did not speak.

“he group of juniors round Bulstrode recoived his remarks
with applause.

“ Hear, hear!’ said Snoop, Bulstrode’s toady, and about
the last fellow likely fo enter into any combat with Lorreil’s
Lambs. “ Bravo, Bulstrode !*?

“What do vou fellows say !’ demanded DBulstrode, en-
couraped.

e T s whe's willing o back :

" Yooy well, then; who's will: o back me up in goi
for the Lambs?®™ o .

“All of us,"”" said Skinner.

“Hurrah "

"Th&r:’ to-morrow afterncon—it's a half-holiday—I pro-
NS ———

“Hallo!" exclaimed Ogilvy. " Here's Wharton; let him
speak. Wharton, have you got any dodge for putting those
seaside bounders in their place I

“Rats " exclaimed Bulstrode, ** Wharton's bean licked
alrcady, and it’s for somebody else to take tho lead now, I
should think.”

" Hear, hear ! excluimed Bnoop,

Wharton Aushed angrily.

" \We wore licked becausze thew were two to one, and they
teok uy by surprize,” he exclaimed,

Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders,

“They won't fake me by surprize,”” hoa replied.

“ Wao had no idea they woere evan at Pegg-—"—"

“It's a leader's business to have ideas.”

And tho juniors laughed. ]

“If vou fellows like to back me up, I'll jolly soon find
a way of putting them in their plage,” said Harrp,

“Rot!'" said Bulstrode emphatieally, *You've had your
ahot, It’s for somebody better to take the lead now.”

“ Hear, hear " said the faithiul Suwoop.

“I put it to the Remove,” exclaimed Eulstrode vie-
teriously. ** Wharton’s had hiz change. If the Form likes
to back me up, I've got a plan for putting the Luwinbs in
their place.™

“Henr, hear !

“ Ok, all right!' exclaimed Harry.
1 hope you will fare better.”

“*I'm pretty sure I shall,” said Bulstrode coelly. " Look
Lere, you chaps, [ know somcthing osbout the Lambs
Tlwy're a weedy lot, and we eonld lick them hollow, man for
man, though they're mostly older than us. Let’s get a fair
chanece at them, that’s all”

" And you've got a plan?™ asked Morgan.

** Yes, rather”

" 3o ghead, Duolstrode !

“ ITear, hear [ i

"Well, thiz is the idea. The Lambs play cricket—what
they eall ericket—in the field behind the Anchor Ion,
“Urey're pretty certoin to be at it to-morrow afterncon—the
wenther's so fine now. My idea is to raid them while they're
b it, take away their bats and stumps, lick them, and make
thetn run, and generaily muck them up. We shall take
ihem by surprise, too—which will be only tit for tat!™ con-
uded Bulstrode, with o sareastic glance at Whartun,

“Hear, hear ! said Snoop.

“Tt's a good ides,” said Ogilvy.
Wharton ¥

“(th, never mind Wharton !
1Let's the point.”

* Let Wharton speak.”

" (Oh, blow Wharton ™ 2

“1 don't want to speak,”” said Harry quietly. © If Bul-
“rowde thinks he ean lick the Lambs, he's welcome 1o try,
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“"Have your wavy.

“What do yeu think,
What do you fellowa think—

and I wizh him success. He can run the show how he likes,
and T waon't interfere. Come on, van chaps!"

Ard the Famous Four wallked dwagh

Baulstrode burst info a laugh. ;

“ Lot them go,” he said. " We don’t want them. T think
it's up 1o us to stand up for the honour of Greyfoiars™

“ Hear, hear I .

“Wo can talke about twenty chaps, and give ihe Lambs
the bigg]gest- licking they've ever had in thoir lives,"” said
Bulstrode.'

“ Hurvah ™

“ flear, hear!™

“Jolly pood dJdodpe,” said Tom PBrown. “ Wharton
docsn’'t seem inclined to take the lead, so I propose backing
ap DBulstrode.”

“ Hear, heoar ! . ;

“Good I said 8kinner. ** Bulstrodc’s all right.”

" Hear, hear " from Snocp. . ;

Tom Brown's eves twinkled. Sngop’s continual tocadying
“ Hear, hear " had been jarring on his oerves for some
time.

“Right-ho " he exclaimed. ' Where shall we find »
better leeder than Bulstrode I

“ Hear, hear "

* And where,” contioued Tom—* where shall we find &
rottencr, meancr skunk than any of the Lambs?"

*"Hear, hear '™ : .

“ Thanks for the information, Bnoop,” said Tom Brown,
with a nod to the cad of the Romove, and the juniors burst
into a roar of laughter.

Snoop turned red. .

“You chump " bo exclaimed.
meant hear, and—"

* Ha, ha, ha!”

e

di ﬂ., ﬂ-_|. ﬂ

“Enoop’s right,” grinned Elliott. "™ He’s a meaner ekunk
than any of the Lambs. Hear, hear! Ha, ba, hal”

And the juniors roared. .

= Wall, it's settled, then," =aid Bulstrode. * We're going
for the Lambs to-marrow afternoon, and we'll show Wharton
that the Remove can manage & few things without his riding
the high horse all the time."

This time Snoop did not say * Hear, hear!”

Bulstrode walked off with a few special friends to stand
gingerheer at thie tuckshop; and when the rest hetrd what
was going, most of them developed a especial friendship for
Bulstrode on the spot, and shared in the gingerbeer. Bul-
strode had plenty of money, and he was always ready fo
throw it abomt to those who paid court to hm.

For the time, at least, Harry Wharton's star was low, and
Fulstrode’s waz in the ascendant. Buf it remaired to be
seen how Bulstrode would fare when he led his followers to
the atteck upon the truculent Lambs,

““Y didn’t mean here, I

assey—'1

——— —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Treat!

1LY BUNTER kept at a trot oll the way to Pegg.
He arrived at the Anchor Inn, feeling somewhat
breathless, but very cheeriul and expectant.

Bob Cherry’s friend, Mr. Bunny, was going to stand
a good tea, and it was worth the walk from Greyfriars. Bo
Bunter thought. He entered the inn, and aimost ran into
the bald.headed, ruddy-fzced host, who was serving lus
custoancrs, mostly seafaring men,

Y Ah, Mr. Bance ! exclaimed the fat imnmior. ' Gaod-
evening ! You have o gentleman staying here named Mr.
Bunny."’ x L

The jandlord of the Anchor prinmed at the fat junior.
He had heard the leader of the Lamba ealled ** Bunny "' by
his comrades, and s¢ he guessed who Bunter meant.

Ay, ay !’ he said. ]

4T want to eec him,” stid Bunter. * Where iz he ¥

“Av, ay! You'll find them in the parloeur,"” said Mr.
Bunce. .

“Them " said DBunter.

“They're all together, Master Bunter."

O T Mr. Bunny has friends with him, then?

VoM

“(aing to have dinner, perbaps ' said Bunter,

“ They've had it,” said 3Mr. Bunee; and he turned away.
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Bunter went into the passage which led to a large parlous
overlooking the inn garden and the cricket field at the back,
e reached the door of the room, and heard the sound of
voigea and ¢linking glasses on tho other side of it Voices =
not very tuneful—ware shouting out a chorus,

“I'll lose myself with Lucy at Lucerne.”

That was all Bunter could distinguish of it, as he tapped
at the door.

The acng went on, and not till it was ended did Bunter's
tapping become audible.

han a voice shouted out:

“Coma in, cocky !

Bunter opened the door.

The smell of beer and tobaceo was very thick, and he
caught hiz breath as he entered.  The room was full of
young fellows, all under twenty. Most of them wers
smoking cigaretiea, and drinking ecither bacr or gingear-
beer. They were silting al o long table, and ab the top of
it, on a chair higher than the othera, was the great Bunny.

They waa st the lower ¢nd of the table, and Ilkey was pro-
volking yells of laughter at the prosent moment by smoking
two cigarcttes at once, one in cither corner of his mouth.

Billy Dunfer blinked at the scens, through his big
spectacles, in amazement.

He had expected to see signs of a feed, bul as far pa he
could see all the refreshmentz were in liguid form, urless
the cheap cigareties, with their rauecous fumes, could be
called refreshment.

Bunny stared at the newcomer,

“"Hallo!™ he exclaimed. * Who's that?"

“ Ploase, I'in Bunter——"'

“0h, Pleazc you'rs Bunter!" said Bunny facetiously.
"Look at kim, you fallows., Pleaze he's Bunter !

The Lambs [ooked ab the fat Removite.

“ Plegse, he's Bunter I snid "Erbert. * Only [ancy 1™

And the Lambs yelled, in their peculiar chant:

“Ploase he's Bunter! Only faney !

Bunter turned red.

He did not quite understand his reception, and he had
noe suspicion as vot that these uproarious young blades were
the famous Lambs

Bunny beckoned to him to apjroach.

* Wow, thoen, PPlease you're Bunter, where do you come
from 7' he asked.

“ Groviriars "

¥ hat 17

“Greyiriars School 1Y

(1] Dh !li

The Lambs all looked intereated.

After their little game with the Greyfrisrs juniora that
aftornoon, they had hardly expocted a visit from the achool.
They had not imagined thot a Greyfriars fellow would have
the nerve to present himmself there alone.

They starcd at Billy Bunter

““ And what have you come for?™ asked Dunny.

“J—I thought there was a feed going,” stammerea
Bunier. * Bob Cherry said——"

“ Bob Cherry ! Who's Bob Cherry i

“ A Greyfriars chap. He said that I should find Mr. Bunny
hera—-"

“ Ho, ho, ho!"

“ 1o, ho, ho "' roared tiw Lambs.

Bunter lookad surprised. {le did not sce any veason for
the Lambs to yoll with laughter in that manoer.

“The landiord told me [ should find Mr. Bunny here,”
faltored the fat juniﬂr.

“Ho, ho, ho!'

#Well, here he 15" saild Bunny.

¥ %¥on 1"

“ Certainly I

it Dh 1.'“-

“Glad to see you, Pleaze yvou're Bunter!™ said Bunny,
keaping up that playful variation of the fat junior’s name.
“You %’nui: o nice, well-fed chap.™

“ 11e looks a nice, well-fed chap ! chanted the Tamba.

T Wao're glad to make your pcguaintance !

“ VWe're wind to make his acquaintance 1™

“Thanlk vou very much,” saud Bunter, a fittle reaszoredd.
“T'm glad I've found you, you kenow. I was afraid I might
run into somno of those rotton Lasmba™

“ These what 1

“ The Lambs, you know. Porhaps vou haven’t heard of
them,” said Buoter. A lot of weedy, rolien, slouching
bounders who have come down to Pege for a holiday. They
rall themselves Lorrell's Lambs, you kpow."

“1 thick I've heard of them,'” said Bunny, with perfect
gravity, *‘Describe them to us”

“Well, they're a lot of worms," sald Bunter zonbdon-
tially. ** Blackguards, you know, every ona of them. Dirty,
shabhy bovnders, vou kuow—Fellows ‘who save up about a
pound in three menths, and biwz it all on o holiday at the
sepaide, and malie themselves & genoral nuisance to evcey:

“I'm Mr. Bunny."
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* My *at!" murmured Ikey, rubbing his prominent nose.
“ My only "at!” .

Bunny remained grave as a judge. Most of the Lamba
were nearly exploding, but they kept guiet at a sign from
their leader. i}ﬁlunn_v evidently had his followers in good
contrel ; though in other respects * Lainbs ™ was & misnarmer
for them.

“ They must be awful rotters,’ said Bunny.

“ They are,” said Bunter. “They handled soma of our
follows this aftornoon awfully roughly—not that it didn't
serve themnm right., Wharton 13 a sfuck-up rotier, anyway.
But they are fesrful outsiders, you know. 1 don't think
they'd be admitted at any decent nlace.” }

““How good!” said Bunny, * Inow anything elsc about
them "

 Ves ' gaid Bunter, drawing on his imagination, as he
gonerally did when he could find anybody to put up with
his conversation. © I'va heard that they're all thieves”

* Thieves 1"

“ Ves; pickpockets, you know. They always steal the
apoons ot any place they stay ai, and lots of them have lween
in prizon.”

¥ Any murderers among them 7 asked Bunny, unmoved.

T don't knew,” said Bunter. “I shouldn’t wonder.

YoMy omly rat I murmured Ikey again.

“ Only fancy !'" gasped "Erbort.

" Lemme smash him!" mutterrd Boxer, .

“ Shut up! said Bunny., © Mr. Please your namés
Bunter, you are awiully interesiing. You cams here for a
troat-—h 7'

Y Yes, rather I

“ Then yvou shall have one”

“ Thanks awkually "' . "

“ {Juite & now experience, I promise you.™

“ You're awfully good.™ -

“ Mot at all.” smid Bunny, with a gracious wave of the
band. * We're only too delighted and honoured to make
your acquaintance.”

“ Delighted and honoured ! chanted the Lamba. ]

Tt 1sn't often wo meet a charming young gentleman with
such interesting and really attractive gifts in the conversa.
tional line,"” said Hunnl'{. “ And then your gift of descrp-
tion—it's simply marvellons.™

“ Marvellons 1" said the Lambs in chorus. o ;

T peally think we ought to show our appreciation of it,
and bestow somo marlk of recognition upon our friand
Ploase he's Bunter,” said Bunny, looking down the long
able. 5
t The Lumbs and rattled theic tumblers with
approval. . )

“Tn the frst place,” went on Bunny, “I must introduce
ou to my friends.”” e made a sign to Ikey, who left the
i:’mtmm of the table, erossed to the door and locked it, and
put the key in his pocket. Bunter was too short-sighted to
see Ikey's action, and his attontion was elsewheors.
“ Gontlomen ” said Dunny, * rise to tha occasion.”

The gentlemen rose. -

“ This is Mr. Please ho's Bunter, gentlemen.

“ Good old Bunter ! chanted the Lambs, .

“ Mr. Bunter, these gentlemen are the Lambs—Lorrell’a
Lambs—of whom wou have heard, and whom you have a0
feclingly and accurately deseribed,™ said Buany sweolly.

Billy Bunter E’r.ag‘[f,'{-red bock. . -

The fat junter had never been so surprised in lua life.

He realised, from the looks of the Lambs, what was 1n
etore for him now, and what sort of a2 “ trest” he was to
enjoy, and he made a wild rush for the deor.

cheored,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Sings a Song.

L TOP ham ™
“ Collar ham ! :
s 1t's all right,” said Ikey. *It's all right, my
thons.” lkey spoke with a slight Hap. *“The donar's
locked.™

Bunter grabbed at the door Landle. ]

He turned it and dragged at i, but i was of no use;
he could not got out. The door remained fast,

The Lambs set up a yell of laughter, more worthy af
wolves than of lambs, as they watched his vamn abfcropt to
OEOR .

o I!Ie's all right," gaid Banny.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ho, ho, ho!" .

Runter turned round, gasping.

 Lomme out ! he shouted. * Yah! Lemme gerrout!™

“ He, ho, ho!" :

A Bplendid School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
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“T won't stay here! [——

Clhdn't you come for a treai?’ exclaimed Bunny, in
alfected astonizhment.  ** Yoo're not roing to leave before
yeu ve had the treaf, are yoo ?*

"I=1 forgut an important appointment,” stanmered
Bunter. * I—T'd rather go, il you don't mind, and return
anotier time.

Do we mind 7" asked Duwsny.

:‘Du we mind £ chanted the Lambe.

*I rather think we de!”

“ Yes, we rather think wo do,™

“Lan’t spare you yet, my dear Pleaso your name’s
Bunter,” said Bunny blundly.,” * Come here.”

i Hut T

“ Yes, eome here, my thon,"” said Ikey, * You must thing
at least one thong before you go.”

“ Ho, ho, ho!”

“I'd rather po—""

" He'd rather go! Ho, ho, ho! DBaalbaa!™

The Lambe rourcd. Bunter gave another hopeless wrench
&b the door, and then Ikey and 'Erbert took him by the
cars—which were large enough o afford an easy hold—and
ted him back towards the table,

Rilly Bunter went guictly,

Ho was very much alarmed, but he saw that it would be
Tutile to struggle with fiftean or sixteen enemies round him.

P-p-please don’t hurt me,” he mumbled. *I1—1 was

;}:}1: ?wkmg. ¥ou know. I suppose you fellows ean take a
B:: Yes, rather; and we can fake the joker, too,” grinned

nny.

And the Lambs roared again,

" Put him on the table,” said Bunny,

“ Hurrah !

" P-p-please, I—T'd rather not got on the table.”

" Get up 1

" Bul rr -

" Pour some gingerbeer down his neck if he doesn™t.  Ah,

good I Billy Bunter stepped gingerly upon the table am
the botiles and ash-trays, * Now F el
b s sdiiions 1 ¥ ow then, Lambe, gather round

‘: Ho, ho, ho !

‘“Here stands Mr. Please I'm Bunter, who's libelled the
encient and worthy association of Lorrell’s Lambs,™ aaid
B:.lm:ni.'. I call upon him to refract his words”

*Oh, certainly,” said Bunter, in a preat larry.
Ltract everything,™

" Ah! You admit that all you said was a slander 7 de
marided Dunny, shaking a finger at him.

Yez; and I'm sincerely sorry——="

" ¥ou were lying—oh !

‘“ With pleasure—~I—I miean, certainly —"
You really admire the Lambs very much ™

" Very much indeed,” said Bunter. “I-—-I've never mot
such a lot of really nice, j-j-jolly chaps in my life 1™

The Lambs chuckled. " Bunter's retraction was complete
ﬁ:ﬁ: :r!:i ‘ and he made it quite willingly, but they were not
E;‘rll:i;atﬁrhl-‘]ﬁaie I;'m_lﬁuater l}“'""l'l'gl eaten his words," said

¥, a3 now finished cating. ! i "
el s ke g. 1t's all the cating he's

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, really—"

“ Mr. Bunter will now add to the hilarity of the evenin
by singing a song, to the tumbler accompaniment.” saiﬁ
Bunnpy.

“Hear, hear ™

#I—1 really—"

" What sort of a8 voice have vou got 1" demanded Frbert,

o EA—& Yery ?:-:-gtlhmiiic,_;mu know, and—-""

mean, what brand 1s it—tenor, I suppose 77
"Erbert. ' S
:‘Yes; I'wl got & very fine lenor voice,” said Buntor,
o Srows sy
ith—with pleasure. 1all I—I give you ' I, I
a Soidier Fall 1" Bive d ot e Like

“"No. Give us something comie”™

“I—I don't know—-~"

" Bing up !

" Accompaniment, gentlemen 1™ said Bunny.

Tho gentlemen rartled their fumbliers on
Bunny poked Billy Bunter in the ribs,

" Bing up!” he said.

“0Oh, really-—"

T Elﬂrt l”

“(Zet on i

*Go ahead !I”

*¥Yes, let me like 2 soldier fall 1" howled Bunter, in his
fine Lenor voice.

‘Torbert stopped his carve,
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“Chuck it!" roared Tkey. “ Do you eall that thinging
a thonr? Shut 1™

" (h, really—""

“If  that's tenor, we'll have baritone,” said Bunny
humorously. * You're about as tenor as a rusty hange !

“ Ho, ho, ho !

“ Den' squesk, but sing," said "Erbert: and Ikey chimed
i with a conunend not to ** thguealk, but to thing.”

“What shall I sing " said Dunter desperately,

“Give us a [ootball song.”

“0h, really—"

“an you am]g‘ “On the Ball*? ™

“*That’s hard ¥

“"Ho, ko, ho !

“ Bing ap ™

“Go ahead, or we'll squash you !

Tweo or three light missilez flow through the air, and
caught Bunter in various parts of his body.

He gasped, and began, to & rattling accompaniment of
tumblora.

* On the ball, on the ball!
Loud and nllr:u.: it rings Jike o trumpet call 17

My only ‘at? said Ikey. " What a thwect voice!l
Sthop him 1"

“ Orecler 1

Y Hear the shouts excitad roll I roared Dunter.
up there! Look out in goal! On the ball—"

“On the bawl!"” groancd Ikey. ** Sthop him ™

* Order 1

" Thilenge 1"

“"{Oh, really——"

* Bthop him ™'

Ikey reached out with a gingerbeer bottle, and pave
Billy Bunter & prod in his fattest region. The prod knocked
all the wind out of the fat junior, and he collapsed in 2
sitting posture on thoe table, and there was a crash of bottles
and glasses as he kicked them right and left.

worthy of my powers——"

“ Buck

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Anointed.

HE Lambs velled with lunughter at Bunter’s eollapso.
T The fat junior sat among the upset glasses and ginper-
boer hnlﬂt"ﬁ, l:-linhiug in great wn% I
big spectacles,

" O 17 gasped. * Yow!”

“ Ho, ho, ho!"

“Roll him off 1" growled Ikey. **For goodneth thake
don't let him thin;{ any more thongs, my thons ™

“0Oh, reslly—

“ Thilence, you thgueaky ath!™

“ T=I'll sing another eong if yon like—"

Y“We don't like,” said ‘Erbert,

“Bhut up, Please your name’s Bunter,” said Bunny.
“"We've had enough of your singing. Iit's ghastly. I
apologise to the gentlemen present for starting you.”

“ Baa-ban 1"

¥ Rut we can’t leb him go home without a token of our
ceteom,” sald Boxer “ 1 propose that wo anomt him !

“ Hear, hear "

Y Gentlemen, who's in favour of anointing our honournble
mueat? Gentlemen in favour will kindly make the rame
known in the usual way.”

* Baa-baa " chorgsed the Lambs,

“* Yery well. Bunter, are you willing fo be ancinted?”’

1 don't know what you m-m-mean " stammmered Bunter.
#I—TI'd rather go home, if you don’t mind.™

* Not without a treat?”

“ Oh, reallv—""

“Tmpossible " said Bunny. * You must be ancinted, &s a
warning to all the other fellows at your school, of what will
happon to them if they are cheeky to the Lamhbs.™

* Hoar, hear "’

“ Tkey and 'Frbert, hold him!"

“What-ho!" said those two lively young rentlemen.

Bunter made a feeble movement towards the door, but
Ikey and "Erbert quickly had him by the armns

Bunny went to the grate, and drew o tumbler round tho
inside of the chimney, collecting o considevable quantity of
BT,

This he mixed with water by the aid of a = il i
formed a workable black paint. 7 spear Ll ik
Bunter eyed these preparations in fear and trembling.

Ha had come thers for a treat, bul the freat seemed to ho
for the Lambs, and they were enjoying it, to judge by their
roars of lpughter.

* Anybedy pot o brush?’ asked Bunny.

No one had.

“ Anybody lend me his handkerchief ¥

usion through his
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When Harry Wharton & Co. disappeared through the door-way, the long.suppressed giggles burst iurth, and
for some time the only sounds In the garden, were sounds of merrimeat.

— T s i

Nobody seemed eager to lend his handkerchief. But Boxer
jerked Bunter's handkerchief from his pocket.

Y Here, that's mine!” gasped Bunter.

# Won't vou lend it to me?’ demanded Bunny truculently.

“Oh, yes—ves, w-w-with pleasara "

Y Good

Bunny twisted the handkerchiel up, and dipped part of it
in the tumbler, and then calmly procesded to blacken
Bunter's visage with the liquid scot.

The fat junior spluttered and choked.

Yiw, ow! Yow! Toop!"

“Ho, ko, ha!"

“ Keep ztill, Bunter!

“Yow! Yarooh!

“ Hold him, Ikey!"

“T'm holding him, my thon

Bunter's face wasz soon Dblackened all over, and his hair
gad his neck and eaes and collar came In for a fair share of
tha soot.

Bunny surveyed him in great admiration when it was
finizhed.

“ You haven't done hiz hair,” said Boxer.

“No: and [ thupposa his hair had better Le done,” re-
marked ey,

“What-ho ™

Bunny produced & candle, and by melting the wax, he
stuck Buuter's hair together in a horrid mass, twisting it to
a pont on top.
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Then the fat jumor's jacket was taken off, turned inside
out, and put on him again, and he was released,

IHe looked a funny object enough, and it was no wondor
that ilie Lambs yelled with laughter.

“ Ha, ha, Lat"

““1 thoppose that will do, my thons ! said Ikey.

And even Boxer was satisfied.

“You may return to the school now, sweet voulh "' said
Bunny, with a wave of the hand. * Tell the chaps thurs
that wo'll lick themw ws often as they like, and if they come
down the front any day while we're lers, we'll give 'om
o warm time 1"

* What-ho ! chuckied the Lambs.

Buntar staprersd to the doar,

“ Lt lum out,”™ snd Bunny.

The door was unlocked.

Amid roars of laughter from the Lambs, Bunter stapgered
awnay, and blindly made his way down the passage.

e met Mre Bonee near the side door, The landlord
of thoe Anchor uttered a skartled exclamation, and droppod
o lavge jug he wes caveyving, and there was a crash.

*Bbiver my timbers ! paspod Mr. Bunce., * Wot's that ™

Bunter brushed past him without a word, leaving the sloul
innkeaper standing petrified. The fat junior dashed out into
the street.

His onlv thought was to get away from the Lambs, in case
they should think of further mizchief, and to return to Gray-
friars as quickly a: possible.

A Splendid School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
By FHANK RICHARDS = o0
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I'he momoent he appeared in the street, however, he dis-
E&t‘-?ri*d that e xx'nuM not have a pleasant walk back to the
sehiood,

There waz a vell from o erowd of fisher lads at once,

Such an objeet as Billy Bunter in his present state had
mrt.}ud:i never been seen in the streets of Pepg before.

* Look 1"

“ What is it*"

“Who is it

Tunter ran.

The sight of the strange and startling ohject running was
quite cnough to etart all the urching of Pegp runhing in
parsust,

Bunter tore out of the village with 2 crowd of young
rascals whooping and velling at his heels.

‘Fhe fat junior gasped and panted as he ran.

:F'-*ak' lent him speed, and he went down the lane to Grey-
frints in veally fine style, and close on his track dashed the
yelling youths of the village

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Poor Bunter.
B'DB CHERRY locked into No. 1 Study in the Remova

passkge.  There wasz a little elowd on the features of

Dol Cherry.

Harry Wharton, Frank MNugent, and Hurres Jamset
Ram Bingh had just finished their prep., and were t:hu.ttin;_v,
in the study. They locked at Bob as he glanced in. Tob's
glance went first to the armehair,

* Bunter not here?” asked Bohb.

“ No." said Harey Wharton,  ** Do vou want him "

" N-no, not exactly; lut where iz he?"

“Gone out, I believe ™

0L
. He may have come in, thougl,” said Harry, *' He'll be
jelly late with his prep. 1 don’t know where ho went to.”

MNugent leoked curiousty at Bob.

* Thdn't vou send him semewhere ' he askeod.

Bol Cherey eoloured.

“ Well, the faet is, T did play a little game on Lim," he
almttted, I seng him to Bunny at the Anchor, you know,
to ot o treat.”

The chumsz of the Remove yilled.

“ Bunny! The leader of Lovrell's Lambs ™

¥ '{'!lnl'.'ra ]}t::; : 485

“ You giddvy ass!" gazped Nugent.
lhing b_a]d]t%u:]é:’] ke e s

L:.\'L ell, I thought he needed it, after the way he slanged
ug,  suid Bob. " But I should have thouszht he'd be in
before this.”

“Ha, ha! T wonder what's happened to him 1"

“The happenfulness will be terrifie,” murmured Iurree
Jamset Ham Singh.

“Well, T wish he’d come in,” zaid Bob Cherry. "y
thought he ought te have a lesson, hut it's ocourred to me
that they might be rather rough on him, you know."

Harry Wharten laughed.

" Very likely, Let's go and see if he's come in.”

The Famous Four went downstairs together. They asked
for Bunter up and down the House, and looked for him in
the junicr common-room and the school shop, But he was
not to be found,

* He hasn't come in vet,” Harry Wharton remarked.

 Let's ask Gosling,” said Boh.

They strolled down to the gates. Gosling, the porter, said
that he had not opened the pates for Bunter, so it was pretty
clear that the Owl of the Remove had not come back.

The juniors stood at the gates looking out between the

nrs,

As they looked out a stranpe sound came to their ears
down the road—a sound of fast footsteps and whooping
Volees.

*“ Hullo, ballo, hallo!” excliimed Dol Chorrey.
that?’

" Eounds hke a row of some sort.”

“The rowfulnesz is terrific.”

“* Gosling.”" shouted Ilarry Wharton, * come and unlock
the pate, old man. Here's Bunter!™

Gosling looked out of hiz door and grunted,

" Which e sain't rune the bell,” lie remarked.

* Come and open the gato!™

" Wot I saye is this 'ere " bepan Goshing,
~ Wharton pulled himsell up to the top of the zates, climb-
iz on Bob's shoulder, and looked oot mto the road. The
sun wag almost gone, it L could make out a fat firure in
the distance tearng alone with a mob behind,

s Bunter!” he exclaimed,

Cosling ™ shouted Bob Cherrey.

AN
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“Why, they'll rag

“ What's

WEEPK:

NOW O
ME‘"

* Bring your keys here

Vot I osayse——

Wharton dropped to the ground again.
towards the surly porter.

*It's Bunter!” he exclaimed. ** And he's got a crowd
after him.  Open the gates, quiclk !”

“ Wot I zavs iz this ‘ere——7""

Wharton did not argue with Gesling. He knew what he
wanted: and le siipped sixpence into his hand.  Guosling
r:;is;‘ﬂd no further n}:mctinn, but fetched out his bie bunch
of keys,

By this time the fugitive was at the pates

Bunter halted breathlessly outside, elinging fo the hars to
save himself from falling. He was breathiess and exhausted.
He caught sight of the junicrs within, and yelled to them
frantically.

* Open the gates, you lellows--guick 1"

* Gosling—Gosling ! Buek up!™

“*1'm a-coming 1™

“Let me in?' shrieked
They're nearly heve 1™
There was a shout from the diztance.

* Heva he is!”

“* Dack him !

“ Hurrah! Dwuck him !”

Bunter rattled the gate desperately.

" Letme in! Let me in 1"

* Buck up, Gossy ™

Gﬁﬁhr:g inserted the key, and unlocked the pate with ivri-
taling deliberation. The pate swung open, and Bunier

He ran quckly

Bunter, shaking the bars

roll in.
“ Heare he s

Tha foremost of the pursuers reached the pate the nexe

moment, and excitedly rushed in after Bunter. Boly Cherry
grazped him,

Y Not wanted lere " he remarked.

Arned the rash vouth was hurled forth apain.

He cvashed into the others us they came panting up.
or theee of them rolled on the ground, and tl.h
of gasps and ejnculations,

Geshing closed the gate and turned the key again.

4 What have you been up to, vou young ass?" growled
;H‘ri;g,rtc:n. “ What have you got half the villaze after you
or?

“*Ow, ow! Groo!
G" What's the matter with him? Bring your lantern here
oszy,

Gaosling turned his lantern upon the fat junior's face.

Harry Wharton and his comrades started back.
“Great Seote !

“My hat!"

" The great-Scolt-fulness is terrifie.””

“Where on earth have you been putting your face?™
“Yah! Yow! TI've been ragged!™

“You look it !" gﬂﬁ}:ﬁd Nugent. **Ha, ha, ha!"

“It was all Bob Cherry's fault. That chap Bunny was
one of the Lambs™

i Hﬂr I'Hi-. ha 1™

" They made me s-s-sing a song.”

““Ha, ha, ha !t

“Well, of all the chivvies " ejaculated Nugent. * Ther'va
Ilqlii{iry?ﬁ”utl & trcat. Have you had a really good time "

ah;

Bunter sewttled away towards the House. The chums of
the Remove followed lim, welling with laughter, It was a
joke up against Greyiriars, but they could not help laugh-
Ing.

- Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, met Bunter as e ran
in. Ha stopped the fat junier with a grip on his shoulder.

“Who are you?”’ demanded Wingate.,  What does this
mean 1

Y P.p-please. I'm Bunter.”

Y Bunter ! How—what

“T've b-b-been ragged !

“*¥You don’t mean to say you've been trealed like this
in the school 7 demandad the sonior.

“"Ne-neno! It was the Lambes—ELorrell’s Lambs ™

*(h, I see!l”

Winssrttﬂ released the fat jumior, lavghing, and Bunter
seutiled away lo the rearest bath-room. For nearly an
hour Bunter was bosy with soap and serubbing-brush and
Aowing hot water, seeking to get rid of the anointing. DBut
hiz hair was =fill very tallowy, and there were sif,ns of black
about his eyes and ears when he at last emerged.

He eane down to rolate his woes, and {o obtain sympathy
and encouragement. Bul he found all the Lower Bchool
in possesston of the story already, and roaring with laughter
over it. He did not get a little bit of sympathy, and the
anly regret any of the juniors expressed was a regret that
t]:,:_-:.,- hadn’t seen him before he cleanod off the soot and the
tallow.

Two
ere wos o chorus

Fr

Wharton & Co,
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.

fu Datile Array.

ULSTRODE worn a maost important lock the next
morning. He had sueeceded in his object, of taking
Harry Wharton's place as leader of the Remove in
the campaign against the Lambs, and his suecess had

got into his head just a little

There was always a certain amount of *swank" cbout
Bulstrode, and now there was moro than ever. FHis rather
prominent nose was higher in the air than usual as he
walleed about Greyfriars. Bulscrode was going to show the
Remove, and Groyfriars generally, what was what.

The Famous Four looked on without comment, but they
smiled to themsclves. For the honour of Greyiviars they
hoped that Bulstrode & Co. would suceced in puiting the
Lambs in their place. Iut they had their “ doots.”

Bulstrode was willing to let anybedy and everybody have
& hand 1 the affair; in Fact, he tried to get recruits from
the Upper Fourth and the Fifth. The Sixth, of courss,
were far too lordly to be mixed up in a row with seaside
bounders, But Bulstrode argued that all Greyfriars cught
to “‘hback up' against the strangers. The Fifth and the
I__Tpt::ue: Fourth, however, did not seem to seg 1L in the same
gnt.

Bulstrode broached the subject to Blundell, the captain
of the Fifth, when he met him in the Closs after school that
Weodnesday morniog.

“Wo're going for the Lambs this afternoon, Blundell,”
ha remarked

Blundell looked at him.

“ Lambs "' he repeated vaguely.

"“Yos; Lorrell's Lambs, you know.'

“ Lorrell’s Lamhs 1™

*“Yes; the boundera at Pegg."

£e Gh !.“

" You've heard of them? said DBulsirode festily.

Blundeall locked at his chum Bland.

“Have von ever heard of ihese Lamba, Blandy ?™ he
nsked.

“Lambs " repeated Bland reflectively.

Bulatrode turned red.

“ Look hors, you know that the Lambs licked Wharton
ﬂestcrda,}', and send Billy Bunter home scoted and greased,”

p exclaimed.

“ My dear chap,” zaid Blundell loftily, * you surely don't
‘tihink I'Tf?' know or care what goos on in the Lower Fourth,

o you

0k, rats!" said Bualstrode. *You know all abont it
I saw you in the hall cackling when Bunter game in.”

“You saw us what?" demanded the FifteFormer.

“ Cackling,” said DBulstrod: defiantly, * Cackling like a
pair of old hens."

Blundell made & movement towards the Removite, who
promplly backed away.

“ Hands off I he sagid, * Look here, we're going for the
Lagnh:i ﬂﬁa afternoon, and i yvou like to help, you can take
a nand,

“Thanks, awfully " said Blundell, ** When wo go for

any lambs—did vou szay lamba, or sheep
Lambs!" anapped Bulstroda.

“Good! When we go for them, we'll go with eomebody
s little older, thank you,” said Blundedl. ** We really don't
want to go about with a gang of fags."

“ Rather not!" assented Bland.

“ Oh, go and cat coke!” said Bulstrede. )

And he walked away, leaving the Fifth-Formers grinning.
ITe looked for Templa, Dabney & Co., of tho U]Epar Fourth,
and found them in the Close. To them ho broached the
gubject of the proposed raid upon the Lamba,

“8o you're going for them ¥ said Temple thoughtfully.

““Yea; we're going to lick them, you know.”

“ What's Wharton doing 7™

Balstrode shrugged his shouldera.

“Oh, Wharton's staying at home,” he said. * He's dead
in this act. L' taking tne lead, and if you fellowes like to
j0in in, the more the merricr, you know., [ hear that there's
& good big crowd of the bounders at Pegg.”

Temple grinned at his companions.

“Wa wouldn't mind standing IJ.P for Greyfriars against
the bounders,” he remarked. * Ilow many of the Lower
Fourth are going 7"

‘" Mearly twenty."

“Good! You'ro willing to follow my lead, of eoursa?”

Bulatrode stared.

“ Follow your lead ?" he ropeated unpleasantly.

“ Certainly 1" said Temple, in his most affable way. “Of
course, that's what you were thinking of, wasn't 4e?"
U1 wasn’t thinking of anybthing of the sort. 1 was think-

ing that tho Upper Fourth might like to back me up.”

“ Bomething wrong with your thinking apparatus, then,
t]‘: sh?:.:.ld sav. We're not likely to go around backing up
ags.

“Why, you're fags vourselves'

" Wone of your chesk ! sald Temple loftily.

TEe MaoXET LiBRARY.—DNO 131,

NEXT

WEEK:;

“ALONZO’S PLOT.

EYERY

CThe “Magnet”  gue
PENNY,

TRRORWRY; LIARARY. o ‘

Bulstrode grunted, and left them. There was evidently

ne aid to be had from any Form bat his own, .
“ Those rotters haven't » grain of lovalty to the school,
he romarked to Skinner, when I}m‘y wont into the dining-

room, “* They won't back mo up.’
Skiuneyr chuckled. o _
 Well, if loyalty 4o the school consists in basking you up,
Eu!ifitl'lade—h o :
“{3h, shut up!" ; : "
After dinner, Balstrode marshalled his forces in tha Llose.

Thers were a score of juniers in the arvay, amd they all
loolced determined. The Famous Four stood on the steps
of the School House and watchod thom.

“YVou follows coming 7" asked Ogilvy.

Wharton hesitated. ;

“Wo'll come if you like,” he said.
Bulstrode 7

“You can come,” seid Bulstrode. *1 dare say we shaail
have use for every pair of fistz. But it's understood that
I'm leader, ond you're not to interfere™

Wharton shrugged his shoulders. : .

“Oh, all right! I don’t supposa you 1 mal:u:_angthmﬁ
but a muck of tt, but I'll back you up as far a3 bitbing goes.

“Ciood! And don't let’s have too much of your talk

And so the Famous Four joined the runks of the raiders,

And Bulstrode's followers wers glad encugh to have them.
In the coming tussie the four hardost hitfera at Creyieiam
would bo valuable, whoever was leader of the expedition.

Mark Linley looked out of his study window as tho juniers
gathered below, and Bulstrode beckoned to him.

“You're coming I he called up.

The Lancashire lad hesitated.

““ Where are you going?'’ he callad back,

“To Pogg, to lick the Lambs." "

“J've got some work to do this afternoon” sald Mark.
“I'd rather not come, if you don't mind.” )

“(h, you're always swotting!” suid Bob Cherry. * Do
coma i )

“Let him skulk indoors if he likes," said Bulatroda
rudely. *“It's handy to have some work to do when ono
wants to keep clear of a row."”

Mark Linley flushed crimson.

“1 will eome!” he said, ) )

And in a minute more he was downstairs and in the Closo.
The juniors walked down to the ﬁf‘-’*t‘f—“- and & good many
glances were cast after them, illy Bunter was ab the
gates, and he blinked at the bold warriors through his
spectacies as thoy came by. i :

“ You coming, Bunter #'" askod Nugent, wika & grin,

Bunter shook his head. _

“I'd like to come,” he said, “but I've got a pain—duo
to insufficicnt nourishment, I think, I nover got enough
to cat. Otherwiso, I should be very glad to como.”

“ Yes, we know how snxious vou always are Lo get in tho
forefront of the battle, as they say in the novels,” reamarked
Tom Brown, “It'z as much as you ¢an do to restrain your
warlike ardour, isn't it ¥ . .

“Yos, rather. I'wm rather a terrible chap whon I'm
roused,” said Bunter. *“ Perhaps it's just as well I'm not
gﬂinfg. I might hurt some of them teo much.

":U-]I:'!a. ha..u al”

“Oh, really—"

The juniors marched on.  Blundall and Bland, of &he
Fifth, walched them go, and 2o did Templo and bis ehums
of the Fourth Form, .

HMay as woll stroll down to the bay and ses the fun,
Temple remarked.

“0Oh, rather!"™ said Dabney.

And Blundell thought tho same. Some more fellows
stralled in & leisurely way on the track of Dulstrode’s raid-
ing party. They thought there would probably be some fun
in watching the cncounter with the Lambs.

The Cireyiriars juniors strode down the lane towards the
fishing village. Just as they entered Pegg they cameo i
sight of two girlish forms. They were thase of Marjorc
and Mizs Clara.

Wharton eoloured as he zaw them.

“The girls!"” he muttered, * They've sesn us, Loo!
What giddy asses they will think us, going out in a growd
like this [or a row!” —

“ The giddy assfulitess is terrific, ;o

Hasry Wharton & Co. had to stop as they met Marjorms.
The other follows marched on. The two girls looked at the
chums of the Remaove in surpriss,

" What 3 it 7' asked Miss Clara. * A treat?”

“ Not exactly,” suid IHarry awkwardly.

“You ave going on the hay "

if l:'h. i) Fet

“It's a row," explained Bob Charry.

“.-A “.hat-.}r:l I

i A row! Wa're going to lick the Lambs.'

U A\That do you say,
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" ¥You ece, Balstrode's got the affair up, and we couldn’t
stand out,” said Harry, " It's going to be a scrimmage.”

Marjorie smiled.

“ I hope you will not be hurt,” she said.

Wharton coloured.

" Really, %ml know, we hope to do mest of the hurting,”
ke remarked.

“Yes, yes; but the

X are older than wvou are” said
Marjorie.

Hatjor “ Bome of them are men, or almost men, you
oW,

“We'll manage them, though,” said Nugent. * We'll do
our best, anyway. The bother is that Bulstrode's leader,
and he's bound to lead us into some trouble. I suppese vou
girls won't be anywhere near the Anchor this afterncon "

Marjorie shook her head.

“ Wo," ghe said; “as o matier of faet, zome of those
persons—the Lambs, as they call themselves—have spoken
redely to some of our girls, and Mizs Primrose has warned
us to keep away from them.”

“We'll make them sit up for it, then"

“ Exeuse us now, we shall have to run,’”’ said Harry.

And the Greyfriars juniors raised their caps, and ran on
alter Bulstrode & Clo., who were now almost out of sight.
They overtoock the main body in a few minutes, and the
party marched on towards the Anchor Inn together.

rr—r—arsl

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Attack.

UNNY, the great chief of the Lambs, came out of the
B inn in white fAannels, with a bat under his arm. Bunny
was looking, and feeling, wery plessed with himiself.
. The Lambs mostly played crickei—and they plaved
it in o way to make tha angels weep. But they were guite
satisfiad with their form at the grand old summer gameé,
and they frequently, during their stay at the seaside, as-
tonished the natives with a display of their prowess in that
line. They had eertainly never met a pood side, or they
would not have been eo pleased with themselves. Easy
vigtorieg over rural teams had made them swagger on their
form; but if Bunny ever led an eleven to a real tussle, there
were hilely {0 be painful surprizes in ztorg for him.

The field hehfh£ the Anchor Imn was used for ericket in
the summer, and football in the winter, by the vouih of
Tegg, but the Lambs had it to themselves during the after
noons while they bonoured the Aonchor with thewr presence.
Most afternoons they played there, to the greater or less
admiration of the natives,

“Ready, vou fellows " drawled Bunny.

“Yes, we're ready,” said Boxer. * What have you Leen
doing 1™

“laving & ginger,' said Bunnvy.

_ Bunny had really been having a gingerbeer, bul he said it
in a way to pmply that he had been drnking brandy-and-

waler at least. .
" said 'Erbert,

" Well, come on, .

“ Yeth, play up,’” said lkey. ' I'm thertain we shall beat
you chaps, you know. '

Punny laughed confidently.

“You're welcome, if yon can,” he said,
first 77

“Toith upt

They tossed up. There were twenty-two of the Lambs in
ihe field, in flannels. The two elevens were captained by
Bunny and lkey. There were more of the Lambs, a dozen
¢r &0 more, sitbing on the fence or on benches, to walch the
pame, and smoke cheap cigarettes the while, For the
Lambs would not have felt themselves really and truly
Lambs if they had not smoked cigaretfes,

" Begn any of those school chaps about to-davy ?" Bunny
ashed, as he strolled on to the pitch, having won the toss,
and decided to bat.

** Not to-day,” said Boxer.

"1 passed the school before dinner,”’ =aid another Lambh,
wha rejoiced in the name of Soapv—one peculiarity of the
T.ambs  being that they never called one ancother by {he
names that properly belonged to them, ™ Bome kids n the
Close gave me a yell.”

Bunny chuckled.

“We'll gpive ‘em zomething to yell for, when we see thom
again,” he remarked, ™ We're guiuf{ to put’these fellows in
their places while we're down here”

“ Hear, hear I

“I've been thinking,” went on Bunny, “thal wa might
challenge them to a game of erwcket. What do vou think 1™

“Good idee," said -Boxer.

“Who's batting

“ 1 bLelieve they pride Uwm-
vglves on their cricket, and it would ce akboat the best way of
taking them down a peg.”’

“ Yeth, rather "' sand Thev.
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“We'll do it,” said Bunny.

Bunny was just opening his innings, when the juniors of
Greyiriare appeared upon the scene. They were not nmme-
cdigtely observed by the Lambe.

Bulstrode was exercising a cerfain amount of caution.

He led his men to the rear of the inn, and to the gate that
gave adnuttance to the cricket-ficld, furthest from the
bulding. _

There, 1n the cover of a belt of willows, the juniors halied,
and surveyed the enemy they were about to attack.

Twenty-two cricketers, and a dozen more fellows close at
hand, made about three dozen foes, avd DBulstrode’s party
was not £0 numerous.

Ogilvy sugrested pausing and holding a council of waor
before they atiacked,

Bulsirode sniffed.

“What's the good of a giddy council of war? he de-
manded. " Wa know what we've come here for, and we'ro
gowng to do it, I suppose.  All the councilling of war in the
world won’t make any difference.”

** But they're more than we are.”

“I know that. Who's afraid 7

“ Nobody’s afraid, T think,” said Harry Wharton mildly,
“but it’s Just as well {o consider a little before going for o
more numerous pariy.’’

““Rate !

“Bo say L' remarkad Nugoent.

Bulstrode turned upon the Famous Four with his most dis-
agreeable expression.

" Look here, it wasz agreed that vou fellows were fo take o
back seat, this time,”” he exclaimed. * If you want to run
the show, you can get out.”

Wi Hl.]t"—'_—““

““And if you're afraid of the Lambs, you can get out.
That's plain English."

Wharton clenched his fists.
tween them,

_ Btop that,"” said the Beottish junior. * It looks to me as
if we shall have enough to do fighting the Lambs, without
ighting one ancther.”

* Well, let them shut up, then,” prowled Bulstrode.

“I'm done,” said Harry. I didn't come here to lead :
and if vou attack the Lum{ns} I'm ready., I've said my say.”

“ And gquite enough, too. Come on!"

“ You're Faing for them " asked Ogilvy.

“"Yes. We shall take them by surprise, anyway.”

“TE::;::,* may wse their bats and siuomps, and we're un-
armed.”

“We shall have to risk that.”

ad }3ut_'_'_l"

“ Look here,” exclaimed Bulstrode. ‘Do you recommerd
chucking up the whele thing, afler coming a]i’ thiz way Lo go
for them? What will the other fellows say if we go back
to Greyfriars and tell them we came here, and were afraid
to show ourselves "

* Faith, and ye're mght.”

“ Let Wharton answer tnat question,” seid Bulstrode,
with a sneer.

“They will say we were fools to come on such an ex-
pedition,” satd Harry quietly. “We ought first to hove
found out by seouting how many there were of the Lambs,
and found a better opportunity than ithis of going for them.”

“h, rats! Come on!"

Bulstrode opened the gate, and marched into the field.

The juniors had no chelee but o follow,

Bulstrode had plenty of bulldog courage, but he had few
other giits necessary to a leader. Harry Wharton felt that
the whole affair was rash and reckless, but they were com-
mitted to it now,
~ There was a shout frem some of the cricketers as the
juniors were sooen.

“Hallo " exclaimed Bunny, ' Here are the school kids

Dulstrode waved his hand,

“Go {for them ! he shouted.

And the juniors gave a yell and rushed to the attack.

But DBunny showed more gualities as a leader than Bul-
strode possessed. In a few seconds he had called the
cricketers together, and the other Lambs had come running
apr to reinforee them, By the time the jumiors reached them,
the Lambs were standing all together in a compact hody to
receive them. And some of them had caught up bats and
stumps to uee in the tussle.

The Greyiriars party hurled themselves upon the enemy,
hitting out furiously, and in a moment a wild combat was
raging.

The Greviriars charpe drove the Lambs back, and broka
itheir ranks, for the momant, but they rallied at once, aud
attacked in their turn.

“Give "om beans ! roared Bunny.

And the Lambs yelled their war ery

" Baa.baat"'

The initial success of the Greyiriars party lasted lesa than

Ogilvy quickly pushed in be-

(33
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Harry Wharton went down at last with two * Lambs " scrambling on tap of him, keeplng him down by sheer welght
* Keep him down, Tkey!™ gasped Bunny, who was struggling with Bob Cherry. **Sit on his head, ' Erbert!” I

[===F

a2 mittute. Then numbers, and superior size and weight

began to tell

_ The junior: were driven back on all zides. Some of them,

in close tussle with their foes, rolled struggling on the

pround ; some were knocked there sprawling, and the main

pody of them went surging and 5tm§gling back to the gate,
3

hotly pressed by the victorious Lam

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bulstrode Does Not Cover Himsell with Glory.

" OCK it to 'em !
“ Ban-baa ™

“* Buck up for Greyfriars "

o oat, Lambs ™
The conflict was wild and whirling.
Twice the juniors rallied desperately, and scemed to hold
Tue MasrRET LiBEARY.—No 131,

their own, but numbers would tell, and they were broken
i wnd driven back.

The din of the conflict attracted o crowd of idlers at once
to the field, and fisherfolk, and seaside visitors, and al] soria
of people hned the fence, and loocked on in asionishment
and keen intercst, some of them cheering the combatants.

More Lambs, attracted by the uproar, came upon the
soonre, and secing what was going on, plunged into the serim-
mage Bl oncs,

The odds were hopelessly against the junigra.

Half of them were sprawling on the ground now, a few
running. and the stauncher part of the band gathered
reund the Famous Four, retreated towards the gate with
their faces to the foe, resisting and contesting every inch of
i rouncd.

The Lambs were paying for their success. Home of them
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wera very much hurt; and darkened oyes and swollen noses
were thick in their ranks.

Bunny yelled to his followers as they reached the gabs,
and the Lambs made a charge, and the Groylriars juniors
were finally broken up and scattered. :

The Famous YFour remained togelher, and with them
staved Marl: Linley and Tom Brown, shoulder to shoulder,
and still resisting; but retreating at the same time, for it
was clear that all was up. )

The rest of the juniors were running.

Bulstrode was on the ground, in the grasp of They and
Boxer. He strugzled hard for his freedom, and succeoded
in }fatting lovse at last. ;

e gave a quick glance round as he jumped up.

Hias followers were fleeing on all sides, and Harry
Wharton & Co. were retreating with their faces to the
enemy. _

Bulstrode gritted his teeth and ran. There was nothing else
for him to do. Bunny yelled to the Lambs. -
]1'" Collar that chap! He's the loader! We'll anoint

Im ‘Tl

* Ho, ho, ho!"" roared the Lambs.

Bulstrode hoard the words, and shiverad for a meoment.
The ides of going back to Groyiriars aa Billy Bunter had
gone was appalling, " After all his swank, he would never
get over the disgrace of such an ending to the adventure.

He ran his hardest, and never had he shown such a turn
of speed on the cinder-path &t Greyirinrs.

But the Lambs were in pursuit,

Careless of the staring épectators én the stroet of Pogg,
the victorious Lambs pursued the juniors on all sides.

HBome of the fugitives, caught between the Lambs and the
sea, wers overtalen, and ducked in the bay; some were run
to earth in the field, and bumped, or ducked in the ditches,
or smothered with nud.

The Lambs were yelling with laughter now, and thoy
fairly lot themselves go in inflicling punishment upon theic
defeated and flecing assailants,

Bulstrode dashed through the street of P*EE%‘I. and into the
lane which led past Cliff House School towards Gregiriars.

Patter, patter, patter, came thc footsteps behind him.

Bulstrode strained eovery norve. But patter, patter,
patter, came behind, The sound seomed to ﬂlinﬁ to him
like an echo. . Further back he could hear the yells of the
Lambs; but one pursuer was close behind, and at every
step Bulstrode feared to feel a hand on his shoulder, which
would dra,? him back snd hold him till the rest camo up.

The burly Removite set his toeth, He awung round and
stopped, determined bto deal with the nearest enemy while
the others were yob behind.

The runner came quickly on, and Bulstrods was about to
hit out blindly, when a gasping voice talled to him:

“ All right, Bulstrede, it’s me !

It was not grammatical, but that did not matter.
Bulstrode recognised Hazeldena's voice, and Huzeldene him-
selt;, ‘E?t t.'!m ﬁama n;ggmnki e i

*You!" he gaaped. thought it was—

Huzeldone Ented_ Gl

“They're close behind.”

(17 '::DI'I'EE on !!I

““Hold on, Bulstreds, They're gaining.”

“Then come on, as fast as you can, you fool I

“Held on!” panted Hazeldene. “T—I can't run any
further. Stop! We can get into Cliff House. They can't
tuur:i] us there.™
 Bulstrode halted again. Tt was not particelarly gratify-
ing to have to tals refuge in a girls' achool, after all he had
satd and done; but it would be still less pleasant to be
sootod and greased by the Lambs. And they were coming,
yolling, down the road, soven or eight of them, with Bunny
in the lead, running hard.

* All right,” said Bulstrode ghortly.

They dashed for the gates of Cliff House. Bulstrode gave
the pate a violent shove, but it did not mova,

* Locked I he exclaimed.

“Oet over! Bunk me up !’

“Rals! Bunk yourself up!™

Bulstrode clambercd quickly up the iron gatos. He was
strong and active, much more se than ITazaldene, and not
nearly so exhausted with running. ITe was on top of the
rates in a few seconds, and, without thinking of hiz com.
panion, he dropped on the inner zide of the iron bars,

‘Hazeldene tried to drag himself up, but his stronegth and
his breath were equally exhausted, and he hung holplessly
on the gare.

“ Lend me o hand—gquick ™ he panted.

“Got him " roared Bunny, I_]:'l!-]}il'i_rlg up.

Haceldene made a despairing cffort. At the same moment
Bunny grasped him by the ankle Boxer collared him, and
dragza:d him down.

The junior fell among the Lamhs,
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“ Help, Bulstrode!” he shouted.

Pulstrode was on the safe side of the
thore. Even the reckless Lambs bad no
over a locked gate to pursuoe him.

U ¥an eoward [ yelled Hazeldeno.

o I{:_‘rrm-i i:n;e n!; them !"" grinned Boxer.

“Hold him !" . _

“ Thertainly, my thon,” lisped Ikey. * Wa're holding the
thilly assl” ] "

g ﬁ’nld on, though,” muttered Bunny. * Look hera!”

“ What are you doing to my brother? exclaimed a giclish
voice, and Marjorie Hazeldens ran up with Clara.

Tho Lamba retroated abashed.

Hazeldene shook himself fres, and hung on to the gate,
gasping painfully for breath. Marjorie atood betwsen him
and tho Lambs, ﬂﬁr eyes flashing. ;

“ Pon my Tham, wgut a thweet gal!™ said Ikey.

Bunny frowned.

¢ Shut up, Lkey!” "

¢ But she is a thweet gal, Bunny. .

“ Dry up, I tell you! Don't you know how to be polite ta
a lady!” demanded Bunny soversly, taking off his siraw
hat to Marjoria. *We didn’t know the kid was your
brother, miss,” he went on gallantly. “We wouldn't have
hurt & hair of his head if we'd knowa."

“Oh, crumbs " murmured Boxer.

# Groat Theott ! rauttered Ikoy.

“Zhut up, Ikey! You see, miss, these chaps went for us
on our own cricket-field, and we were bound to paste them a
littla,” said Bunny.

“Oh 1" said Marjorie. ) .

“But if the chap’s your brother, we'll let him off,” said
Bunny, with a bow, * Lorrell's Lambs are always polite to
ladies. Ton't mind Ikey—he learned those manners i a
sccond-hand clothes shop his father keeps in Lambeth.”

“1t's a lio,” said Tkey furiously. * You're a thilly ass!”

* Look herg——->"

" Rﬂtﬁ !!I L] +* . Ll L

“Thank you very much,” said Marjorie Tnckl:.r. ' Y ou
aro very kind indeed. If my brothor atiac ed you, I sup-
pose you have a right to, but—"

“ Mot at all,” saiﬁ Bunny. “A lady’s wish is o command
fo va, That’s the motto of the Lambs, miss. We wouldn't
touch him for worlds. It was only fun, anyway, you know;
we wouldn't have hurt him.” :

And the Lambs, all taking off their caps very politely to
Matjorie and Clara, departed. Hazeldene gasped.

“ Jolly lucky for me you came up, Marjorie!” he
exclaimed.

“* They ware very polite,” sanid Miss Clara, with a glance
after the Lamba.

“ Veory,"” said Marjorie. ' It was foohsh of you to atiack
them, Hazel; ecapecially as you don’t seem o hawe had a
chanea."

“We hadn't an_earthly,” said Hazeldens ruefully. “It
was that ass Bulstbode led wa into if, you know. hey've
simply wiped up the ground with us, And Bulstrode just
whipped over the gate hoere, too, and left me to face them
alone.™

Marjoria's lip curled. 8he had seen the desertion from
a distance. ulatrode could not hava helped Hazeldeno
much against the Lambe certainly: but Marjorte knew that
[Harry {\?hnrtﬂn would never have left him alone to the
enamy.

Bulstrode was looking through the bars of the gate still.
Ilis face went crimson ms he caught the expression upon
Marjorie's face. It was gone in a momant, but not betors
Bulstrode had seen it.

“I'm sorry,” he said. **We were both trying to scoot
over tII'Iu': gate, Miss Marjorie, and—and I got over firat, that
was all.”’

Marjorie nodded without replying.

“Tt will be safe for you to go now,” aaid Miss Clara
demurely.

ate. He stayed
gzire bo trespas3

Thae word “safe ' made Bulstrode flush again. Marjorie
rang the bell, and the old porter came and unlocked the
gate, locking curiously at Bulstrode the while. The gicls

want 1in, nhdrﬂuh‘-lmﬂﬂ tramped away to Greyfriars with
Hazaeldens, with a black clond on his face, and he did not
speak a word the whole of the way.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
After the Battle.

ARRY WHARTON & Co. roached Groyfriars.
They came in limping and gasping, and they foun:l
that many of the juniors had already arrived.
All of thom looked vory much the worse for wear.
Every fow moments another fellow would coms in, breath-
lezs arnd dusty, to be grested with ironical remarcka by tha
crowd at the gate.

A Splendid School Tale of Harry Whearton & Co.
By FEANK RICH Ds



“Had a pood tune, Wharton?” asked Temple, of the
Upper Fourth, as Harry came in with his dusty chums.

Ok, ripping " said Harey, rubking his swellen nose.
“* Very exciting 1

“Tho excitefulness was terrific.”’

“ Licked the Lambs?”

“(Oh, rats !

Harry and his comrades went up to the dermitory to wash
and change. They were in a state of dust and disordex

which they did not wish the masters’ eyes to ohserve. They
found many more juniors in the dormitery similarly
occupiod. Bulstrode came in last with Iazeldene.

A general growl greeted Dulstrode,

“Here ho 1™

“Here's the giddy loader 1"

“ Here's Bulstrode I

Ass 1

“ Fathead !

“Cal yourself o leader ¥

“Yah1"

Bulsirodo seowled round at the angry Removiles,

He had certainly led his IForm-fellows to a terrible
disasier, and covered them with ridicule m the eyes of their
schoolfellows and of the enemy.

Bulstrode’s leaderzhip was at an end.

“Oh, go and cat coke!” growled Bulstrode.
my foauli.
U

“But they didn't, look zou,™ said Morgan. “ There
wearen't encugh of us fo go for the Lambs, and you cught
to have known better.”

L proposed a2 eouncil of war,” said Ogilvy.

“Faith, and ye did I

“0f ecourse, DBulstrode knew hest,”” remarked Elliott.
"That's o way of his. The as: has made us look fools all
round. [ think he ought to be bumped.'””

The sugzestion caoughi on at onee, The Removites wers
angry, and they wanted to wreak it upon somebody,

There was & general movement towards Bulsirade.  The
Remove bully backed away in alarm.

Y Hands off ' he zaad savagely.

“* Bump him 17

" Callar him [

And 2 rush was made {or Bulstrede.

Haoarry Wharton stepped in the way, and waved back the
too eager juniors.

“Hold on,” he said quietly. ' Bulstrode has been
handled as roughly asz the rest of us, and he’s had quite
enough.”

“He's made blessed fools of us!” exclaimed Trevor
angrily.

“You made fools of yourselves,” said Harry quielly.
“You took him for your leader with your eyes open.™

“We're going to bump him 1"

Y [l desorves it 1Y

“ Clear out, Wharton "'

* Mind your own business, confound you '™

Wharton did not stir; and Bob Cherry and Nugent and
Marlk Linley came quoietly to his side. The intended raggoers
paused.

* Look here,” satd Stott, * why shouldn™ we bump him?
Why ean’t you keep your oar out, Wharton 7™

" Well, you can bump me, too," szid Harry.

Y And e, said Frank Eugﬁut, “You're a set of giddy
asscs for following Bulstrode’s lead at all; and now it's
turned out badly, you've only pot yourselves to thank.
You're not going to bump him.”

“ Not muoch,' said Mark Linley.

* The noimuchfulness is terrific.”

The raggers receded. They did not want & general
sorimmage in the dormitory, and it was certain that they
could not rag Bulstrode without one.

“Oh, chueck it!" said Elliott. “ We don’t want o row,”

“"Wharton's right,” saiwd Ogilvy, after a pavse. ' It's not
cricket to go [or Bulstrode; we knew he was o duffer, to
start with.”

And the idea of _ir".'ﬂicriug' punishment upon the unsoc.
ceseful leader was grven up.

“Tharnk you, Wharton,” said Bulsirade, in a low voice.

Harry nodded,

“It's all right,” he said,

“You necdo't e afraid of oy taking the lead sgain,™
sa.id _]!iul.-astmde bitterly. ""They'd furn on you, In the sare
way.’

“Well, az a matter of fact, you have made a ghastly
mess of it," said Wharton bluntly. * The fellows are wild
ebout it. I'm not pleased myself. We've all got bruises
or ::utsi or black eves, and the whole scheol will be laughing
at ws.’

“The laughfulness will be ternific.”

“YWell, I'm done,” gruanted Bulstrode. ** The Lambs can
ride the high horse as muach as they like, for ail 1 care.”

“And they will,” said Beb Cherry. " They'll crow Liko
anvihing over this™
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* And wo shall be chipped by all Greyiriars,"” Tom Brown
roemarked.

The New Zealand junior was right.

All Greyfriars was soon in possession of the stovy, and all
Greyfriara chuokled over the unsueccessful expedition and its
absurd conclusion.

The matter came to the doctor’s ears, with the result thet
Harry Wharton, as eaptain of the Lower Fourth, was called
into his study. Wharton went with the full expeetation of
being called over the coals for the expedition; which was
rather hard lines, as he had not been the leader, and had
been against the idea all the time.

Dir. ke gave him a severo look when he presented
himself.

“I hear that there has been o great deal of fighting be-
tween some of the juniors and seme holiday visitors stayimg
ot Perp, Wharton!™ he exclaimed. “*Mr. Tozer has re«
ported it to me, and I have heard it from other quearters,
tﬂﬂ.”

“¥es, siv'"

“ The offenders are chiefily boys in  the
beliove 57

“* All, I think, sir.”

HAnd yon had a hand in the buzineda?'’

“I was there, sir.”

“ This will not do, Wharton. I hear that the seaside
visitors at Pegg arce not very orderly, and they are best
avoided. I will not inguire which side was in the wrong,
L5 I have no doubt the ?)Ia.mﬂ could be agqually divided w'lt._h
justice. But I must warpn you nob to enter into any affair
of the sort again. I suppose tha bruises on your face and
nose were received in this fight #™

““Yoa, sir.”

! Please remember what T say, Wharton. You must avoid
these scaside visitors, and if there iz any more fighting, k
shall inguire into 1t very strictly,'t

" Very well, sir.”?

“ For the prosent I shall say no more. You may go.”

Harry Wharton left the Head's study., The Removites
knew where he had been, and they gathered round him when
he re-entered the common-room.

W Any trouble?' asked Hazeldene.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“Daly I've been called over the coals for the row,” he
replied. 1 take the blame, as captain of the Form. The
Head says there's to be no more rowing with the Lambs,
or he'll inquire into if, and make it warm for us”

The juniors looked blank,

“ Then we're to give them best " exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“1 suppose zo0."

“ Blessed if I will " exelaimed Tom Brown. © Hanp it
we're not going to take this licking lying down, Wharton.”

** Well, that's what the Head saya.™

“ We sghall have to get round it somehow.™

Harry shook hiz head.

“Tf the Lambs go for us, we can defend ourselves,' hes
said. “ But we can’t look for them, you koow, We've got
to do as the Head says.”

*It's rotien !V

* We ought to lick tham ™

“ The puphtfulneszs 13 terrifie™

““Do vou mean to say we're not to get our own back at
all, Wharton ?"" cxelaimed half a dozen angry voices.

“I don't see what's to be done,™

HWoll, think of something,” said Elliott.
vaptain, ain't you'?"

Y WWell, that's conl! Yon deposed mae once, and now—-—"

" New you're reinstated,” grinned Ogilvy, “and you're
called upon to think of a wheeze for putting ithe Lambs in
their place. We can't knuckle under to a hcking like this,
that's certain.”

“Well, T'll do my best,' said Harry shartly.

Remove, L

" You're Form

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Harry Wharton Has an Idea.

Vo T.ESSED if I know what to do,” said Frank Nugent.
B “T ean't see light,” Dob Cherry remarked, " You
see, if the Head hadn't forbidden us to go for thom,
we might have done something, But now——"
“We're done !
Y The donefulness is ferrifie.”
“YWhat Jdo you think, Wharion ¥
Harry Wharion did not reply. _ .
It was the day after the unsuccessful expedition againsk
the Lambs, and the Remevites wers still feeling very sore
about it—hterally, The sorefulness, as Ilurree Jamset Ham
Singh would have put it, was terrifie. 3

A Splendid School Talaof H Wharton & Co.
By FRANK Rtﬂmnﬂ.
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The Remove gonerally looked to Harry Wharkon to think
of some plan for avonging the defeat, and rostoring the
pr%;tlga of {Em R}.enrmvc.

@ way toe other fellows chipped them was exasperatin
to the Removites; and but for the Head's striet urdnl::ﬁ, th{:rﬁ
would have been another expedition, probally with results
jual a3 disastrous as in the first case.

Harry Wharton did not beliove that another expedition
would bo any good, unless it wore backed up by the other
Forms, which was not likely to be the case, An way, it
wajd out of the question now : the Head had to ba n{m}fud.
But how clse the Lambs were to bo brought to their songes,
and the prestige of the Remova restored, was a puzzlo.

It was rather hard upon Harry Wharton that he should

called upon to solve the problem. It would have heen
more just to hand it over to DBulstrode. But Bulsirode had
declared that he had washed his hands of the matter; and
in any case none of the Removites would have been likely
to follow his lead again just vot.

The Famous Four wero holding a council of war in No. 1
Study ; but Bob Cherry and Nugent and Hurree Singh had
been quite unable Lo think of a plan,

Wharton was sitting silent now, with corrugated brows,
evidantly thinking deeply.

:‘EH“-"EE do you think, {"Jhartun?” repeated Nugent.

“ Have you hit on 8 wheeze?"

:: I've been thinking—"

K Lo ahoad I said Beb Cherry, with much satisfaction,
I can soo there's something coming. What is it "
:-"'l"hf.rtcm amiled.

Woll, a3 we can’t gﬁ_fm; the Lambs again, we shall have
to l:ﬁ up the Iiii:,n Iﬂ licking them, unless they come hare,
an at’'s not likely to happen,” he said. “T 's
orders will havae ta hi ohayo .E' he Head

:: I supposo so. But—"

But you romember what the Lambs were doing when we
wont for them yestopday,” said Harry. “They were
playing crickat.”

Bob Chorry grinned.

_“TI've heard about their oricket,” he remarked. *“It's a
sight for gods and men and little Ashes, from all accounts.”

“ All the bettor.”

“ I don’t catch on.  What has their cricket to do with us?"

“1 waa thinking of playing them.”

Bob Cherry started.

“ Playing the Lamba—at oricket !

:EWTF'” d N good

y Jove,' sal ugent, * that’'s a wheeze! I
rather think we should crawl all over them, you know."

v The crawliulness would be terrific.”

i I think we could beat them easily enough,” said Harry.
I've heard that they brag of their cricket, and they've
beatan two or three country teams in this neighbourhood.
At;the same time, I believe they can't really play for toffee.”

' That's go."

“Wa're not allowed to go for them, but if wo could lick
tham hollow at ericket, that would be a licking.”

““ Yes, rather!”

“'Then what price sending them a challenge "

“Good egg !

:: The goodiulnoes is terrifie I

We could play them on Baturday afternoon,” said
Harry. * We have a motch on with the Upper Fourth, but
wa gan got Temple to postpone that.'

“That's all right.”

“Then I'll prr:gi;caae it to the fellows, and then go ovor
ta Pag% on my bike and take tho challenge to the Lambs.”

Bob Cherry looked serious,

“Would that bo eafo?"’ ha spked. “If you pgo over to
Pege alone, you'll be at their mercy, and they may treat
vou as they treated BPumnter.”

W}mi'tm;{ "'Imﬂkfhif heed. o

“I think wnot, 1 ¢ with a friendly moessage," he said.
It will be like & fag of tonse™ ° 3

“Baler to write.”

“ Well, to-day's Thursday, you see, and we must give them
nolice, and get their anewer,” satd Harry. % They
wouldn't get a letter till to-morrow morning. Saturday's
the only dny to meot them. Besides, if they agreed br
lotter, wa should have to arrange details by word of mouth,”™

"”H"JILr I don't like the idea. But if you go, we'll all

0.

“No, I'll go alene. Four of us coulde't do any more than
ong against a crowd, and if they cut up rusty, one's guite
onough to comea home sooted and groased,” satd Harry,
laughing. * You fellows can wait for me in the lane, if
you Jike "

“All right, then."

“:‘ T'll go down and tell the fellows now, and see how they
1he 1l
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The Greyiriars Remove received the suggestion with ene
thusiasm.

It was the neatest possible way of getting out of the
dilemma the Head's orders had placed them in .

They could not fight the Lambs again, and they did not
want to lie down under their licking. 1o defeat the enemy
on the ericket-field would, at least, e a victory over thems,
to balanes the account,

And that they would defeat the enemy at cricket there was
not a Removite who allowed himself to have a doubt.

The Lower Fourth ericket team was in wonderful form for
a Junior side, and quite equal to the Upper Fourth Eleven;
in fact, many ambitious Hemovites wanoted to challenge the
Fifth Form team to & match.

That they would lick the Lambs thoy were cortain. .

Bunny and his men wero all older and bigger; but they did
not play the game as iy was pla at Greyfriars,

Wharten's 1dea waz endorsed by the whole Form at once.

The young captain of the Removo went down to the bicycle-
shed for his machine, and his chums also brought out their
jiggors. They wero to go with him as far as the border of
the viflage.

The [our cyclists wheeled their machines out at the gates,
and mounted in the road, and pedalled eway towards the bay.

On the outzkirts of Pegg, Mugent, and llurrea Singh, and
Pjga Cherry, dismounted, to wait for the return of their
sader.

Harry Wharton rode on alone into the village.

The strageling street of Pepo faced the bay, the view of the
sea intorruptad by only a few builldings, It was a fine after-
noon, and the sands were covered with seaside loungers and
children.  Ouiside the Anchor Inn & group of the Lambs
smbked cigarettes and chatted. Bunny, and lkey, and Boxer,
and 'Erbert among them. They caught aight of the Grey.
friara junior as he pedalled up.

My only "at!" said Tkey, I can thee a Greyfriars chap ™

“It's Wharton ! zaid Boxer,

Bunny chuckled.

“We'll have him off hia bike!" he remarked. ™ Get into
the Ir:'?a.d and stop him, Boxer! Never mind if he runs over
you !

Boxer grinned and ran into the road. But there was no
danger of Wharton riding into him, for the Greyfriars junior
jumped off his machine as sovon as he was opposite the inn.

“I'va come to ses vou, Bunny, if that's your name,” said
Harry Wharton guietly. *'I'm the bearer of a mossage from
the Groyiviers Remove ™

“Oh!" said Bunny.

B0 paws off, please!”

Bunny grinned.

“Come Iin,"" he said, making signs to the Lambs to ot
Wharton alone. *° If you've got a message, we'll all hear it."

Wharton leaned his machine against the inn wall, and
followed Bunny indoors.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Challenge Accepted.

e ALLO™
“Whe's this?™
“What have vou got thers, Buanny ™"
Thore was & crowd of the Lambs in the inn-pariour

and in the ,f:'a.rdun outsidec. They oll stacad st Wharton in
EUrPriso, hey had not expected to seo a Greylriars junior
come in with the redoubtable Bunny after the happenings of
the previous day.

“It's a messencer,” zaud Bunny.

* Looking for tiocble?’ sugrested Soapy.

¥ Mo said Harry Wharton, ' I've come from Greyfriars
io brinz vou fellows a challenge.*

* A challenge?’

“0b, go ahead! =aid Bunny, with a grin,
loaking for another licking?™

“ Yeos, if you can give us one. Tho Head has [orbidden us
to tackle you any more—""

“Ha, ho, ho!” roared the Lambs.

“Thoe good little boys all do as they are told 1™ zaid Baxer.

“ Ho, hie, he!"

‘' Baa-baa I

“And it's safer for them in this case,” remarksd "Erbort.

“ Wueh thafar," said ITkew.

Wharton flushed. .

“Let's come to business,” he said. *“ Wea're willing to
tackle you in another way, 1 believe vou fellows think you
catn pay oricket?™

“%e live on 1t said Bonny.

“ood! We plav cricket, too™

Tho Lambs roared.

“ Behoolboy encket ! zaid "Erbert.

*“Are you

“You don't mean to

A Splandid School Tale of Harry Wharton
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say that you've come here to bring us & challenge to a
cricket-mateh

“Yez I do!”

* Cheek M said Boxer.

“Only faney " =aid 'Evbert,

“Awlul thauee " zaid They.

" We'll meet you on Baturday alterncon, if you've pot the
date open,” said Wharton, ** Either on your ground here, or
ours at Greyiviars, just as you like.”

" Hao, ho, ho !

“[1o you acoept?™

Bunny shook his head.

“I'mv afraid we couldn’t agree to play a schoolboy team,”
he remarked. ** You zee, it would make us look ridiculous.”

* 1 don’t see how you could very well look more ridiculous
than your are,” remarked Wharton, * 8till I suppose your
cricket would be very funny.”

* Why, you cheeky cub—="

“Thaucy voung rascal!”

* Anoint him, Bunny "

Wharton stepped bacl: and clenched his fists.

“1 trusted fo your honour in ecoming here,” he zaid.

“That's all ngit,” said Dunny,  * You can go safely
enongh. But T don't know about playing vou at cricket.”

“Wa'll undertake to lick you,”

‘*Ho, ho, hol®

“ And to do it easily, too!™ said Wharton, **If vou're not
afraid of a licking you'll accept the challenge.”

** Look here—""

“ None of vour thauce !

“Well, aro you going to meet us?"”’

. Bunny locked at his followers. Most of them were laugh-
mg.  The Lambs, evidently, did not consider that the juniors
of Greyfriars would have the remotest chance against them
m the cricket-field,

[ o }:.?hat. de you fellows 2ay ¥ asked Bunny. It will be
e,

“ Thplendid fun,” said Tkey.

“Oh, I don't mund for one,” said Seapy. It will be
gomething to tell the fellows when we get back to town.”

“ Ho, ho, rol"”

“Then you accept?’ asked Harry.

Bunny nodded,

“Yes, wo accent,” he zaid,
on Saturday afterncon, and
ericket,”

** Ho, ho, hot"

“ What time will smit you®" said Farey.
any time after one.”

" As soon as you like

“"Which pround?’

“0Oh, here!” said Boxer quickly. " If we get inside theo
walls of the school the fellows may pay us out for yesterday.””

Wharton colonred

* There would be nothing of that zort,” he said. “Of
course, nobody would raise a fnger to touch you if you came
over to play ericket,”

“We'd rather not risk it.”

*1 don't believe in running rithks,"" said Tkey.

“* Just as vou like. We'll come over here if you prefer it,"
said Wharton, “It's for you to say.”

“*QOur ground, then,”” said Bunny., ‘' Besides, it will be
convenient for the erowd to see—and T want all Pepg to sco
tho fun."

“"Ho, ho, hal'”

“Tt will be a treat for them,” Boapy remarked. *The
pity is that we can't get it taken down on the cinemato-
praph.”

And the Lambs roared apain,

“Very well,” said Wharton., “If we get here at two
o'clock gaturdny, will that suit you "’

* Down to the ground,” said Bunny.

1 think that's about all. Good-bye 1"

Bunny walked out of the inn with Wharton, to see him safe
through the lires, as it were. The chief of the Lembs was
grinning liugely.

He evidently regarded the whale affair as a joke, which
would not redound to the eredit of Greyfriars School.

“Well, rood-bye?" he snid. * There'z vour hike.
eeo voil on Saturday afternocon at two o'clock.”

“* Right-ho 1™

Wharton mounted his machine and rode slowly down the
street.  Ile was satisfied with the result of his njssion;
though he was aware that, but for the influence of Bunny,
the Lambs would bhave failed to respeet his person as o
messenger, and he might have been ragped as ﬁﬂy Bunter
had been. However, all was well that ended wall

There were a good many of the Lambs out, and they
hooted and chi-iked Wharton as they caught sight of him
in the street,

One festive Lamb ran toiwvards him with tho intention of
upsatting him ; but Wharton released his right foot from the
pedal, and held it out, and gently pushed the Lamb over with
the boot on his chest.
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He leit the Lamb sitting in the mud ie a state of great
astonishinent, and roda on Ei‘mtg‘hing.

ITe had almost reachad the end of the town, when & sound
of loud shouting fell upon his cars. He glanced round to-
wards the sea.

¥ Marjorie ! ho exclaimed. :

Marjorie and Clara were walking towards Clifft House from
the path that ran round the base of the great cliffs. Half a
dosen Lambs had gathered to stare at them, and they
greeted the girls with the peculiac chant In wnison which was
the Lumh-lilim way of passing remarks upon things and

P L

“These are jolly nice pgirls!” roared six voices together,
in & sort of tuna.” The tune could be written in tome-solfa
aa Doh, me, soh, soh, me, doh, or, in the old notation, in
the key of C, 88 C, E, G, G, E, O, ] ]

Marjorie and Clara walked on with crimson faces, without
looking at the Lambs, .

The Lambs burst into the chant again.

“* Why won'$ they speak to us?”

The girls did not look round. .

* Won't vou say just one word®” chanted the Lambs again,
in the same doh, me, sch, soh, me, doh, us beloro

Wharton kmitted his brows.

The six Lambs, as the girls would not look at them, formed
a circle round, and prevented Marjoric end Clara from going
on thetr way. ; : .

Wharton gave a loud whistle, as a signal to his chums in
the distance, and then turned his bicyele upon the sands, and
roda towards the spot. L

Marjorie and Clara had halted in dismay and some fear.

' Please let vs pass,’’ said Marjorie, with a gquaver in lher
e,

“ Won't you give us a kiss?"’ chanted the Lambs to the same
tune.

** Ploage—"' ]

“ Give us Just one kigs rach "' chanted the seaside bounders.

Biff !

Harry Wharton eame tearing up on his bieyele, and without
ringing his bell. The Lambs did not sce him until he was
upon theni. The bieyele dashed into the midst of them, and
two or three wont sprawling on the sands.

The eyele rolled over with the shock, and Harry sprang clear
and slighted on hiz {oet.

Marjorie gFave & cry.

“Harry ! g .

“I'm here,” said Harry, as he ran to the side of the girls.

He put his hands up as he spoke—and not a moment too
soon, for tha Lambs were rushing furiously at him,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Hard Run!

ARRY WHARTON met the half dozen Lamnbs coolly as
they rushed at hun,
o knew he would not be able to keen up such a
combat long, but he meant to do his best, and already
he aould sce Bob Cherry and Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh scorching at top specd towards the spot.

Harry met the Lambs with straight hits from the shoulder,
and two of them went down heavily upon the sands

Then he was in the grasp of the others.

As it happened, it was & rather loncly spot at the foot of
the eliffs, and there was little likelihood of any interfercnce.

The Lambs were vengeful, ; "

They had not meant any harm exactly—their ehipping of
the wgirls being & form of rough horseplay they frequently
indulged in. But they had been hurt, snd they were angry,
end they meant to make YWharton sorry that he had come
upon the seone,

In the grasp of four fellows, each bigger than himself,
Wharton struggled desperately, but in vain,

He was rolled down on the sands, and the Lambs rolled
aver him. !

“ Help ! eried Marjoric.

The three eyelists raced up.

“ Here we are!” gasped Bob Cherry i

They jumped off their machines, and threw themselves inte
the fight in the twinkling of an eve.

The sudden attack disconcerted the Lambs.

The odds were still on their side, but they did not seem to
have & chance against the Greyinars junors.

Bob Cherry accounted for two of them with heavy upper-
cuts which left the recipients no desire to come on again, and
Hurree S8ingh and Nugent cach proceeded to meke one of the
enemy properly sorry for himsulfl.}

Wharton was left with two weedy youths grasping him.

He wrenched himself freo and sprang up. The Lambs
sprang up too, but they did not remain perpendicular for long.

Wharton let out with his left like a flazh, and zont ons of
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thow rolling, and the other would have followed, had he not
taken to his hecls in timo.

He ran off, and one of Bob Cherry’s assailant’s followed
faat; and then the rest of the Lambs ran. ]

The juniors, & little dishevelled and breathless, but victori-
ous remained on the spot.

“rer George!” gasped Nugent. “ It was lusky we came
up ! ¥

* Yes, rather!" said Harry.

“Thank you so much!” exelaimed Marjorie,
know whether they meant to
getting very frightoned.”

“&o was [, confessed Miss Clara,
better slide~—-1™

“ﬂh. ':..-'Iﬂl'ﬂr-'-" .

“ Bettor slide,”” soid Miss Clara firmly, *and so had we.

hoy may coma back with some more, you know. The whole
village has been in an uproar cver since the Lambs eame
here. It's rotten!”

" Jolly rotten,"” azroed Harrf'. “They spoil the place.

The juniors and the girls walked uickly away. Thera was
no nesd to wait for a crowd of tlmt&mmha to frrive, as thay
wore sure to do ere lﬂnF. The juniors wheeled their machines
a3 far as the gates of CIf House,

. " We're playing the Lambs at cricket on Saturday afternoon,
in the fisld behind the Anchor,” said Wharton. *° Would you
cara to see the match ™

* Yes, voery much, if—"

“Ob, you'll be safe enough Lthere, or we wouldn't let you
come,” said Iarry. “We shall get o crowd of the chaps
to coma and see fair play, you know.™

" Then we'll be glad to come,” said Miss Clarn; “and I
hope we shali see you lick them, too.”

arry Wharton layghed.

“* Not. much doubt about that,

toffen, I hear.*

The juniors bade the girls sood-bye ab the mate of Clift
House, and mounted theﬁ' machines. As they ?::'id 50 & Cry
came from Murjorie, who was looking after them.

. What is it?" asked Wharton, locking round.

Marjoric pointed down the road.

From the dircction of Popg came & bunch of cyelists, all
soorching &t top speed. Even in the distance Harry could
recognise the Lam

He laughed lightly.

"It's all right,” he said; “we'll be off."

Ho raised his cap again and jumped on his machine,
four juniors swept down the rond as the Lambs
along after them.

Miss Clara laughed.
" They will casily got to Greyfriars,"” she said.

So thought the juniors. They were good eyclists, and the
Lambs did not look as if they wore. arry Wharton looked
back as they swept into Rylcombe Lane.

The Lam 5 were coming on at top-speed. From their hard-
ridden machines came a sound of clinking and rattling. The
uniors grinned as they heard it. The machines wers most]
vred in Pegg, and were not exectly in condition for o ha
rage,

Harry saw at a glanee that the
from the pursuers quite casily, but he did not choose o do so

* Let's give them a run,” he remarked.  * We may as well
take them round the other road, and through Courtheld, and
then to Greyfriars.'?

The juniors chuckled at the idea,

Tho straight run to Greyiriars was very short, but round
the Courtfield road was some miles, and it would be an execl-
lent joke to take the pursuers for that long and weary run,
and elude them at last,

“* Blacken a bit, then,” said Nugent; * wo're simply walking
away from them now.™

" The walkfulness is terrifie.”

The Lambs, in fact, were dm}‘r:ping' behind, though they
were putting on their greatest efferts, They were alveady
thinking of abandoning the chase when the juniors slackened
pace.

’ Boxer, who was among the pursuers, uttered an exclamae
on.,

* They're slowing 1™ he said,

“ They'ra Ingged!” said Soapy,

" Put it o, and we'll have them 1™

The Lambs rode harder than ever. There were eizht or
unine of them, and the olinking of the hired machines made
sart of accompaniment as they rade.

. The Fumous Four were froe-whecling now, and they kept
it up till the leading Lamb was only a coupla of yards behind.

Then Wharton gave the signal, sand they incrcased their
speed, Fmialimg' away industriously, but not as hard as they
could, for they wished to lead the Lambs further on.  Hab
Cherry looked back and waved his hand, and the Lambs TAVE
& voll of wrath.

The eyelists swept through Clourtficld, and out into the
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“ 1 do not
be rough or not, but I waas

“ You fellows had

They con’t play cricket for

The
came teartng

could have ridden away

broad high road beyond. The Lambs panted on. There waa
a sudden *' pop,” and one of them dropped behind with a busst
iyre. A few minutes later another stopped with his chain
off and his maochine curling uyp.

Harry Wharton laughed. :

" We shall shake them off on the instalment system at thia
rate,” he remarked. * We'll leave them distributed all along
the road.™

“ Ha, ha, hat"

“Btop, you rotters!” bawlod Boxer.

“Not this evening,” sang Bob Cherry—some other
evening !"'

“We'll skin you ! 2

“Well, here we ave, waiting to bo skinned.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" :

The Lambs made another cffort. Again they Iswoiptlup closa
to the juniors. But just as the prize was within their reach,
50 to speak, the Fameus Four darted away again at top-specd.

Two or three of the Lambs, quite breathless, tailed off now,
and only Boxer and o coupls more kept un the pursuit,

Wharton glanced back, and grinned,

“ There’s only three left " he oxclaimed.

“May as well stop, then.”

* Koap on to Greyfriars—it’s not far now.” ]

The juniors rode on to the school. Boxer & Clo., too excited
to remember that the odds were now sgainst them, even S
they did overtake the fugitives, dashed on. ;

arry Wharton & Co. rode up to the gates of Greyfriars,
and dismounted, !

Boxer & Co. came dashing ué’r ]

The Famous Four stood ready to receive them. The threo
breathless Lambs vode up, but at a stackening spoed.

It had dewned upon them suddenly that it would not be to
thieir profit to overtake the Greyfriars juniors now.

Harry Wharton & Co, stood waiting, The Lamhbs free-
wheeled, and then jammed their brakes on—and then, beforg
they reached the waiting juniors, they turned their machines
in the road, and pedalled back the way they had come.

The juniors gavo a yell.

“Come on !’

“Here we aral™

L Ratﬂ !”

* The ratfulness is tevrific.” -

But the Lambs prudently declined to be drawn.  They
pedalled back down the rond to Pepg, and d.u;gpenred; ard
the juniors, laughing heartily, went in at the school gates.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER
The Eleven,

r ELL"
A dozen voices echoed that monosyllable as tho
-:.:huni:::. li-]f the Reinove came into the schoolhouse.
1l 'u ?1!

“ Well ¥ repeated Bob Cherry. 'Quite well, thanks!"

“ The wellfulness is terrific.” . ,

“ Oh, don’t be funny !’ said Tom Brown. *Is it all right?
Are tho Lambs going to play us on Saturday 1"

" Tha'ﬂ uru.’!'

i GDU B 1

“ IMurrah !%

" And I think we shall get our own back, and some over,”
swid Harry - Wharton, with & laugh.  “We'll give them
cricket !’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The news put the Remeve in a good humour at once.

Even Bulstrode grinned over it, sore as he was feeling
generally, Ilo asked Wharton to put him into the eleven,

Wharton ithought it over.

As & rule he did not play Balstrode, who could have been
an excellent ericketer if Lo had chosen, but who did not talka
the troublo to keep himself up to the mark,

But Harry did not think that a firet-class team would b
required to meet Bumg and his merry men, and he thought
he might as well give Bulstrode a chance.

“ Righl you are,” he said. * I'll play vou !

" Thanks!" said Bulstrode. ' I'll do my best. I've beon
down at the nets already, in case you szhould take me oo
I'm in better form thao any of tho Lambs, anyway.”

Wharton nodded.

“That’s all right. Mind, we've got to pull together, and
pull hard, T want to lick the Lambs—but that's not all. |
want to lick them without giving them a look-in—if possible,
without letting them break their duck. It might bo done.”

“Ia, ha! I'll do my level best, you: may Le sure,™

And the next day the Bemove cleven spent avery possilis
Etmrnant on the cricket-ground, getting to the top of their

T,

Bestdes Bulstrode and Wharton, the team included Hurr. s

Singh, Nugent, and Bab Cherry, of course. Then there werg
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rom Brown, Mark Linley, Ogilvy, Morgan, Desmond, and
Tazeldene. It was a strong eleven.

Wharton had offers from all sides from fellows who wanted
to pluy. He had to refuse them; thereby convincing the
offarers that he was s rotten cricket eaptain, whe didn't know
anything aboat lis bosiness ) ]

But Wharton was uscd to that—a ericket captain has to get
used to it. Fle went ‘o his way sevenely, unmoved by it

One of the fellows who offered his services was Alonzo
Todd. Lodd was such a good-natured fellow that Wharton
hated vefusing him anything; bat he waonld as $00n have
‘played Hilly Bunter as Todd, the Duffer of E}re;rfrmm. )

“1 should very much like to play,” said Todd, tapmng
Wharton on the shoulder. “* I have nothing to do on Satur-
day afternoon, vou know, so it would be quite convenient.”

“*To you, perhaps,” assented Wharton, .

“ Fxacily. And T want to moke myself useful; my Uncle
Benjamin alwaye told me to make myself useful whenever
possible.™

“ Can vou play ericket?™

ST don't know,” said Taodd.

ui E}l?”

I don't know, You sea, I have never tried, so I really
don't know whether 1 can play or not,” said the Duffer,
beaming.

Wharton gasped. .

“You haven't played—and you ask me to put you in the
eleven for an out match ! he exclaimed blankly.

“Yes. T should hke to be useful, you know,”

11 5 hat !11

“ g«lieva the game is very simple," said Todd. 1 have
watched the fellows playing, you know. 3o far as I ecan
soe, you simply have to bowl a ball at a wicket, and knock the
bails off the stumps.” :

Vv harton grinned.

“* That's all,” he assented.

“*Op il you are batting, you have only to knock the ball
a cortain distance with g‘f& bat, and run to snd fro on the
piteh befors it is thrown ™

* Exactly.”

“ Tt seems to me very simple.”

“ Ha, ha, hae " roared Wharton.
that's simple here,
Taddy 1"

“ Really, Wharton—""

tut Wharton was walking away, to tell the other fellows
of Todd's desire to distinguish himself in a simple game he
had never played before.

The Removites roared over it, much to the surprise of
Alonzo Todd. Todd's name was not ineluded in the list for
the match.

On Friday the cricketers were hard at practice, and Whar-
ton was quite satisfied with the shape of his team.

The other fallows at Greyfriars took a considerable interest
in the coming match. Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper
Fourth, deigned to recognize the existence of the Remnve on
this occasion. On Friday evening they came into Noo 1
Study when Harry Wharton and his chums were doing thetr
prep.

“ It's not the only thing
I think you are about the mmplest,

“I hear you're p]a:r-ing Lorrell's Lombs to-morrow,
Wharton,"” Temple remarked.
“ Wo are.”

“ Big team for vou kids to tackle,” said Temple, with a
shake of the head.  That chap DBunny, for instanes, is
eighteen or nineteen, if he’s a day.”

* We shall manage them.™

“1 was thinking that we might streng&ﬂmn your team for
yvou,” said Temple. " On an occasion like this, 1 believe in
putting Form rivalry and anything of that sort aside.”

“Oh, rather I said Dnbnuaéf, and Fry nodded assent,

“ Good " said Wharton. ** That's very decent of you!”

“1 shouldn't mind captaining the team,” said %‘ampie
genorously., ' I'd put five or six Fourth-Form chaps into it,
too. ¥ou and Nugent and Cherry could play.”

“*You're too good,” said Nugent.

“ The poodfulness is terrific; but what would become of my
homourghle and  esteamed  self?*  asked the Nabeb of
Ihanipur. .

“ Well, we'd put vou in, too," zaid Temple.
bowl well for a kid.

** Rats!"

di Eh ?FF

“ That's what T say, old son—rats ("

' Look herge—"

¥ you've got any scheme for strengthoning the team,
we're open to adopt it,"' =aid Harry Wharton affably. ' But
what you sugpgest would have quite the oppoeite effect, you
kuow. "

** Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugoent.

“Ton't be an ass, Wharton. T'm teally proposing this
for the sake of the school. You Remove chaps have been
et gathering up hckings enough lately. ™

“ We don't want to gather any more.  When we do, we'll
i zlad of your help, Temple,” said Wharton imperturbakly.
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Temple seemed to swallow something with an cffort,

“ Then you won't adopt the suggestioni™

* No fear?"” )

“ Borry; you'll be licked.”

“Oh, rather?"

And the Fourth-Formers swung away.

“ Hold on,’” said Harry Wharton, * I'll tell you whao 3
might do. The mateh will be worth watching—TI think it
will be funny, Suppose you fellows turn up in foree end see
fair playt”’

Temple hesitated.

“ ¥ou see, when we've licked the Lambs, they may go
for us, and there's thirty or forty of thom,"” said Harry.
“If the Upper Fourth turns up on the ground, as well as
the Remove, we shell be able to hold our own.” 1

“Oh, all right?' said Temple, after a pouse. * We'll
gtand by you and see fair play, anyway."”

* Thanks!” S

“ That's good,” said Nugent, as Temple and his friends
woent out. ** We shall need a crowd thers to see fmir play.
T wish we could get some of the semiors.” T

“I'm going to speak to Wingate about it," said Wharton

uietly.

k And later that cvening, when Wingate saw lights out in
the Hemove dormitory, Harry tackled him on the subject.
Wingzate had evidently heard of the forthcoming mateh with
the Lambs, for he grinned as Harry mentioned the matter.

“ 8o you'ra going to play the seaside bounders?” he eaid.

“ Yps, Wingate. It's the only way we can get our own
beck, a5 the Hoad won't let uws go for them,” explained
Wharton. ] .

“Well, it's a bhetter way than pum:hmﬁ their llamii&"
agreed Wiogate. * Which ground are you playing on?

“ Their ground." .

“ Are you sure of geiting fair play?”’ asked the ceptain of
Greyiviars, * I don’t want to say anything against them—I
den't know them—but are they the sort to be licked on their
own_ground without making a row?’ :

“ Wo,"” said Harry, **1 don't think they are; and that
what T was going fo speak to you about. If a crowd o
Greyfriars' chaps come and watch the mateh, they'll have to

*1

give us a fair show. If you could come—
T

“ Yoe, 1f you would—" _

“ You checky young ass, to ask the head of the Sixth to
come cut and watch a junior mateh " exclaimed Wingate,

“ Well, you sea—"

" But I'll come !’ said Wingate, Jaughing. Y T'll conmre,
and bring some of the Bixth, T'll give the fellows o hint
that they may as well turn up, toe. We'll have & crowd
thﬁre, and if the bounders try any tricks, we'll drop on them
—heavy."”

v Phanks *' osaid Wharton, in delight. * You're awlully
goad ! Now M

BT Get to bed!" : )

And the Removites went to bed in a perfectly =atisfied
frame of mind. They anticipated a great trinmph over the
Lambs on tho morrow, and that was enough to satisfy them.
And if Bunny & Co. made a row afterwards, therp wonld be
cnough Grevfriars fellows on the ground to wipe up the
field with them—and that would be better even than winmng
the match, in the opinion of the Kemove,

THE EfGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Life is Saved.

ABRLY the next morning, in the rising sunlight, the
Remove eleven were ab practice again, and thﬁly kept
it up till breakfast-time, During morming school many
whispered remarks were exchanped on the subject of

the coming mateh. Glad encugh were the Remove when the
honr of dismissal came. ; -

They poured out of the cluss-room in high spirits.

It was a splendid summer's day, calm and sunny and not
very hot—an ideal day for the great summer game, The
juniors made all their preparations for the journey, for they
were to leave immediately after dinner

Alonze Todd tapped YWharton on the arm as they camo
out of the dining-room.

“You are sure vou will not play me?™" he asked.

Wharton lavghed.

* Quite sure, thanks !’ he said.

1 shoulld be very glad to malkee myself useful—"

* Bome other time, old chap.”

And Wharton walked away to save argument.  Todd stoed
looking after him. and shaking his head.  Billy Bunter
rolled up to him, and slipped his hand quite affectionately
thicough Todd's arn. &

Wharton & Co.
ns
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“T say, Todd,"” he bagan.

The Dulfer of Greyfriars locked down ot him.

“ Yeos, Buntor? [ suppose you are going to see the mateh?
I will walk with you, if vou like."

“ Uertainly. I heard you tell Wharton just now thab

ou'd like to be useful,” zaid the fat junior, blinking at the

uffer of Greyfriars through his big spectacles.

* Exactly,”” esid Todd. “ I should be very glad to make
myself useful in this cricket match, and it would be & now
oxperionce for me; but Wharton has refused my serviees for
some reason.”’

" Rotten !" said Bunter. “ But you can be useful in other
ways, you know, if you really mean it, Toddy."

" Certainly I mean it!" said Todd. * My uncle Benjamin
slways impressed this upon me. T do my best to carry oub

the precepts of my uncle Benjamin.'

* ¥es, he must be an awfully decent old sport,” assented
Bunter. * But if you'd like to be really use ul, I can show
you a way."

I should be very much obliged to you, Bunter.”

* Would you like to save a chap's lifa?"

Todd started.

“* Save his life!"

“ Yos, that's what T gaid.”
, ““Dear me! Is auybody in danger? asked Todd, look-
ing round him, as if expecting to sca someons in deadly
peril at his elbow,

:" I'fea, r?&jlﬁr !{' 3

1 would willingly do my utmost to preserve his life,”
said Toedd; “butgl fear that I do not quite understand.
Who is it, and where is he?

] What is the danper he is in "
““He's In danger of

expiring from want of sufficient

nourishment," said Bunter: “he's a chap who never gets
enough to eat, you know.'

“Oh, dear! How horrid! A poor boy, 1 su pose, ono of
the dear little fellows who have no father ang no mother,
and perhaps only & cruel uncle,” said Tedd syvm-
pathetically,

B:II;,r Bunter coughed.

* Well, not exactly that' he asid. ' You aeo, he has
fgthars and mothers—] mean & father and mother—but
t r::f don't understand that his constitution is a weak one,
and can only be kept up by constant nourishment. Ha is
fading away bofors their very eyes, and they don't ses it,
you know.’

" How terrible!” ]

“Yes, it's dreadful, isn't it? Now, if you cared to take
the trouble, fyau could save that chap’s life, you know. A
good square feed now would do him worlds of pood.”

* But where is he?" -

JIE you felt inclined to stand the feed, I could get it to
him,” seid Bunter evasively, * Come to the tuckshop."

. " Certainly,” said Tnd:i‘i following the fat junior. ** It
18 very fortunate that I have had o remittance from my
Uncle Benjamin this morning, isn't it 1"

Bunter chuckled.

“ Yery fortunate," he agreed.

They entered the school shop. Todd was looking very
gerious and sympathetic. An anticipatory grin was spread-
ing itsell over the fat features of Billy Buntor.

Now, how much can you stand #'% he nsled, * Suppose
wo SaY & mrkgiu. & ham patty, a beefsteak-pudding, and
somo tarts and buns, and a bottle of gingerpop.’

“ Certainly,” said Todd.

“We might have some milk chocolate, too, and some
almonds and raisins "

“VYery well."

“ And some dough-nuts and eream.puffs.”

“I'm 20 sorry, but I am afraid I should nol have sufficient
money to pay tor them," said Todd r&Emtfullj-.r.

“ Well, never mind the dough-nuts," snid Bunbor.

Mrs. Mimble served the eatablos, with a peculiar look
at Bunter, who gathercd them up into a bundle.

“* Now, where is the poor boy 7' asked Todd,

"gh, I'll take them to him,” aaid Bunter,

& “t_r-

"You needn't trouble any maore,” explained Billy,
“ You've made yourself useful in buying the Lhings, and if's
my turn now."

“Very true; but—""

““The fellows are starting for Poge," suggosted Bunter,
;;If,jﬂu’l‘ﬂ going to see tho mateh, you've got no tine fo

a0,

“But aren't you coming 2"

“1 may come along later.
this grub.’”

Teodd hasitated.

* You'd better cut off, you know,” eaid Bunter anxiously.

“I'm so sorry,” said 'E‘ndd, showing an unexpected frm-
ness, “‘but you have deceived me scveral times, Bunter:
and my Uncle Benjamin always told me never to trust a
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person who hos deceived me once. He says that a person
will not decsive a*ﬂu_unl%c; he is deceitiul, and if he ia
daceitful, he will doceive you again.™

“Oh, really, Todd—" :

“Sg I should prefer to see these things handed aver to
the unfortonate person you apoks about,’” said Todd I:Jl‘l'l:tlj'.
“I fear that vou may devour them yourself otherwise.”

“0Oh, really—""

I must insizt, Bunter.”

Bunter blinked at him duhiu-ua‘lg

“Oh, very well!™ he said sulkily. “I should think you
could trust me, Tedd, in & matter of this sort. Bub come
on.

“ Where are you going 1"

“Oh, you just come!”

Bunter led the way to the School House. It waz desorted
now, for all the fellows wore out to go over to Pegy wilh the
eleven.  Bunter led the way in, and upstairs, Todd
followed him in great astonishment.

“The poor boy cannot be in here, surcly, Bunlter!" he ex-
clsimed, as they reached the Remove passage.

“Why nott” grunted Dunter.

“ Do you mean that you have taken him in and
shelter ¥* paked
Bunter.”

Bunter grunted. e reached No. 1 Study, and blinked in.
There was no one there. Billy Bunter went in, and laid the
provisions on the table, Alonzo Todd looked round the

studf‘
“Hea 14 not here,” he remarked.

“Beo if he's in No, 2," said Dunter.

“ Clertainly.™

Todd went along the passage. Bunter coolly closed tha
door, and locked it. Then he started on the provisions, It
was not a quarter of an hour since he had eaten a good
dinner; but Bunter's nppetite was boundless.

In & minute or less, the study door was tried from out.
side. It did not open, and the voice of the Duffer of Grey-
triars came through the keyhole.

* Bunter! Are you there, Bunter

Billy Bunter did not reply. His mouth was too full.

“ Bunter! The door is locked 1™

That was all the eound that

iven him
Todd. * That is really very noble of you.

Munch, munch, munch!
ﬁama from William George Bunter. Todd knocked at the

00T,

“ Bunter! Open the door. What does this mean? I
believe you are eating the things. You have deceived me,
Bunter.”

*1It'a all right,”
you're looking for is

s Thﬂl‘ﬂl !ﬂ

“Yes, I'm the chap !

" You " sjaculated Todd, In astanishment.

“Yes,'" smd Bunter t.hrmigh the keyvhola. * I never have
ﬂnm‘aﬁ"h to eal, and this feed will very likely save my fife.,”
“Oh, dear! Do you mean to say that it was vourself you
were talking about all the time, Bunter?"

“Of coursze it was. "

* Bunter——"

" You see, I've got a weak constitution, and I can only
keep going at all by taking constant nourishment, and
plenty of it," explained Bunter. ' You've very likely saved
my life. You'd better cut off now, if you don’t want to miss
the ericket match.™

“ Bunter——"

BMunch, muach, munch !

* DBuntor! You have deceived me

Munch, munol !

“1 consider you
Dunter."

Munch munch, munch !

That was all the reply that Todd recoived: and as it was
evident that Billy Bunter weuld not unlock the door uniil
the last erumb of the feed had vanished, Alonze Todd
sighed, and departed, a sadder il not a wiser junior.

runted Bunter, at last. *The chap

CTEN,

an wuntruthiul and deceitful

perion,

——

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Well Bowled!

a HERE they are!"™ ecxclaimed Boxer.
T * Thumthing like fifty of them, too,” aaid Iloy.
Bunny grinned.

“ They've come to see the licking were going to
give the school eleven,” he remarked. * The whole tlhing
will be a walk-over for us. How do you chaps feel? 1't7™

“Fit as o fiddle,” said Soapy.

“ Right a3 rain,” said "Erbert,
Only fancy ™ )

“ Yeth, rather!”™ said Ikey. “I fancy there are {hum
thurprises in thtore for the theoolboys, my thons™

It will be nuts to us,
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there was a goodly crowd of Greyinars [ellows
wn sight. The Retove had turned out almost to & man, and
pearly all the UUpper Fourth came with them. Wingate, and
a number of the Sixth had come to see [air play, and as the
Bixth came, the Fifth condescended to turn up, too, in .con-
siderable force.

There were fifty or more fellows with the eleven, and
more were walking down in twos and threes every few
minutes,

If the Lambs should cut up rough after the match, as was
only too probable, they would have a bigger task on theilr
hands than the row with Bulstrode & Ca.

Bunny greeted Harry Wharton with a shake of the hand
and a grin.

" You've come, then?"” he said.

“Dhdr't we arrange it77? said Harry.

“¥es, but I thought vou might think better of i, you
know,” said Bunny. " Of course, you know you haven't the
ghost of an earthly,™

“ Wot the thpectre of a chiance,” zaid Ikey,

Harry Wharton laughed.

“We'll zee,” he remarlked.

“ Thertainly.”

* Then let’s lose no time.™

There was already a crowd round the field. The Lambs
were there in full force, and crowdsz of the fishing follk and
tae villagers had turned up. Crowds of the Greyfriars
feliows were added to them, so that there was a double row
of spectators round the whole feld, and in soine favourable
Ellﬁ;ots they were in groups and hunches, and all the avail-
able roofs and fencea near at hand were in use as =eats,

The chums of the Remove looked round for the ClLiff House
girls, and they soon saw Marjorie and Clara and Wil-
helmina, and some more in the crowd. They were pro-
vided with camp-stools, and they sai on the edge of the Reld
of play to get o good view of the mateh. They waved their
hands to H:ﬂ,rr"{.-' as their bright parasals caught his eye and
attracted hiz giance in their direction.

Harry tossed for choice of innings with Buuny, and
Bunny had the luck, and elected to take the first innings.

) ".we-'u pile up a good score, and make them follow their
mnings, my sona,” said Bunny to his men, * Then we shall
have to bat only once.'?

To which the Lambs responded

" Baa-baa !

Bunny and Boxer wgnt In to bet.  Harry Wharton
ewiiled as he led his merry men into the field,

The ball was given to Ogilvy for the frst over, The
Beotiish junior was a keen bowler, and knew manv a trick
that would have been troublesomo to a count teman,
Agamst suchi bats as the Lambs, Ogilvy was hkely to prove
& terror,

And eo it furned out.

Boxer received the first over—or, rather, the first ball—
standing 1n a swaggering aftitede at the wicket.

_ The ball came down—and so did DBoxer's bais.
jumped as he hesrd the clatter of them.

“ By George!" he ejaculated.

A ripple of laughter swept round the field, Boxer's as-
tonishment was comie. The bails were on the ground, and
£ was the leg stumn.

* How's that? velled Ogilvy.

And My, Bunce, the landlord cf the Anchor, who was um-
piring at that end, said:

qi4 ‘:lut !!'.'

Mr. Bunce often figured as an wmpire in local matehes.
He might have been inclined to Etr&tcﬁ a point in favour of
hiz guests, for the Lambs crowded kis inn inside awd out ;
but there was no peint to be stretched there. Boxer wae
evidently out !

“Hout ! repeated Mr. Bunce.

., And Boxer walked away with his bat under his arm, look-
ing dazed,

" Next man in!" grinned Bok Cherry.

Soapy took Boxer's place at the wicket.

Ogilvy winked to his comrades, and delivered hie secand
bull. It took SBoapy's middle stump neatly out of the ground,
S0apY was batiing at the empty air wit{n an energy worthy
¢f a better cause, ]

The bat swept in a circle, and Boapy very nearly fel! aver,
1-: }ul.tl.:.I]J]mc his stumps and his bails were being wrecked by
G il

“Oh!? pasped Soapy.

" How's that?" shricked Greyiriars.

“Hout " said Mr. Bunce solemnly.

“What price duck’s eggs?’ chrieked the Hemovites, ns
the unhappy Boapy carried out his bat with his duck un-
bipoleen.

Bunny was not grinning now. He realized that there was
somicthing wrong,  He had not Jooked for bowling like this
from n junior school team. As a matter of fact, Bunny
ezl hig ompen knew very little about ericket. They had never
faken the ganie seriously, and they were at a hopeless dis-
advantage in encountering fellows who had.

Bunny looked soriaus.
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“My only Jat'™ murmured Tkey. “This ia thumthing
rotien, my thons.’’

And the Liambs had to agree that it was.

'Erbert came in nexi, and he was much more careful than
his predecessors ab the wicket.

But his carcfulness did noi serve. I booted net, as they
say in the novels, for the first ball from Ogilvy knocked his
leg-stump flving.

There was a delighted yell from Greyfriars.

““The hat trick! Huoarrah ! .

Ouilvy grinned serenely, He could not have done it so
easily against a Second Form team at Greyirinrs, and ho
knew 1t. But it was easy enough against the Lamba.

Anothor man came in, and he just lived through tha rest
of the over. No runs were scored, but the Lambs hod already
learned to boe glad when a ball was barely stopped.

The ficld crossed over, and the ball was tossed to Hurree
Jamsot Ram Singh. The dusky Nabob of Bhanipur grinned
as he received it o

“Mind, a wieket every Lime!” said Harry, grinming.
“If you den't give us the double hat trick, we'll sealp you™

“The hatfulness of the henourable trick will be terrific.”
purred the naboh,

The juniors looked on cagerly as Hurree Singh started
to bowl against Banny., Bunny was fechng, and looking, &
little nervous.

He had reason to be. Hurree Jameset Ram Singh was in
fino form, and thoe first ball he tent down wonld have per-
plexed a better batsman than Bunny. As for the chief of
the Lambs, he was simply helpless to play it

He swiped at the baﬁ, g¢r where it ought to hovo heen,
and his bat circled in the dir with such force that Bunnpy
last his balance, and sat down on ETRAS.

The bump on the grass was accompanied by the click of
the ball on the wicket.

There was a vell of laughter from the crowd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“YWell bowled "

Bunny staggerad up, with a kind, helping hand from the
wicket-leeeper. He stared at his wrecked wicket, and lost
no time in getting off the ficld, and out of sight of the
velling spectators.

The crowd wore all laughing now. The ridiculous exhibi-
tion of the Lambs' balsmen was encugh to make anybedy
laugh—or weep—as Bob Cherry mma;-rfﬂd-

'irbert took Bunny's place at the wicket, and was bowled
first ball by Hurree Singh.

Then another fellow went in, and was clean bowled. Ik
was the hat trick again, bub this time the crowd laughed
instead of cheering. _

There were tears of merriment in Harri' Wharton's eyes.
He was laughing too much to field the ball. _

Bob Cherry missed an easy catch the next minute, being
doubled up with laughter at the time, Tho batsman hit
the ball into the slips, and started to rup. But the ball
wont up from the band of Tom Brown. And the crowd
roared.

“ Canght 1"

The hapless batsman refired. The Lambs were now seven
down for . The crowd were gettang almost into hysterice

Still the unhappy Lambs struggled on. The third over
commenced, and Ogilvy took the ball agsin. He whipped
a stugil.p Dtuf- of the ground at once. Then another man wza
Cau out.

The tenth man ecame in, and stopped in for exactly ma
long as 1t took Opilvy to bowl.

Hiz bails wenl down, and he went guly

The crowd roared.

“All dewn! Hurrah !

The Lamhbes were all down for @

—_—

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Century.

- LL down!" roared the Greyfriars crowd.
“ For nought ! shrieked the juniors
“What pree duck's egpps "
““ Ha, ha, ha!" .

Bunny and hiz men were dismayed and furious.

The mateh, which they had intended to be a walk-over,
u};aa a walk-over indeed—but for their opponents, not for
them.

The Greyiriars junioras were walking over them with
VENgoanee,

Bunny was generally good-tempered, but hise pood-temper
wag all gone now. He felt that he had lost prestige in the
eycs of his own men, as well as reaping ridicule generally.
The Lumbs would not forgive the leader who had led them
into such a scrape 5

A Splendid School Tale of Ha Wharton & Co.
By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Tha beasts!" growled Bunny. “ How wea & chap to
know Lhey were fn such form ?"
. Itﬁ thickening 1" agreed Ikey. Ho meant to say sicken-
mg. ° It's simply thickening to leok at the rolterth.”

EE_l_i]r Liey o going to bat, and we may serve thom the
amo, said Boxer sagerly.
you know.

“Bo am L" said Boapy.
Bunny nodded.

“Well, we'll try,” he said.
em——-""

“If we can’t touch them one way, we will another,” said

ﬁ-ﬂmr. “AWe'll rush them off the field after the mateh.”
Hear, hear!"

“ Baa-baa !
;I?upny snapped his teeth.
hat's the ticket ! he said. “IF they lick us at cricket,
and malke us look asses, we'll make them sing small ancther
way before they get back to the school.”
e Lrreyfriars eloeven were ready to bat. Aft 5}

rest, Bunny led his men out to fiold. ) °r & short

The way the ficldsmen tok up their positions made some
of the spectators grin. There was nothing businesslike
about them.

Scapy was to bow! the frst over. To sent down a few
trials to the wicket-keeper, and the juniors grinned again,
If that was a sample of Soupy's bowling, they had littlo
to fear from him. |
., Harry Wharton and Mark Linley went in to open tho
mnings. They were two of the strongest bats the, Greyfriars
séu:le possessed.  Harry Wharten received the first aver from

oRpY. _

Soapy might have been accounted a good bowler by the
rural teams he had played on village greens, but he was
clearly not up to Greyfriars form.

b [—tim bl]wllll%’d“'ﬁs sinl:jpl- pitching the ball to be hit. The
atsman wou ave had to be very bad i i
mﬁ:h L vioud. | very bad indeed to let it
arry Wharton did not let it. He swiped tho ball aw
for two, and the second ball for a boun ary. Ti'itinln;:ﬁ
gave him three, and then Mark Linley batfed. Mark was

1 good form. He swepk the leather to rigl ' :
boundaries were fﬂllwlad by a two. L

The Lambs looked quita green,

The ficldsmon were already panting over the leather-
hunting they had been given 'in the fipst over; they wore
not ﬂf -gcmld eondition, : )

“ My only 'at!” murmured Ikey. * This is therious.”

And all the Lambs thought it Fwaa sarious too. S

Boxer bowled the second over, when the field crossed. and
he delivered the ball to Harry Wharton. :

Vharton stood cool and unconcerned at his wicket,

He hardly oxerted himself: there was little danger. It
was only in running that he showed exertion.

That was an cyc-opener to the Tamba.

Wharton swiped away every bull with the greatest of
ease, and the runs piled up at almost a magic rate.

To and fro, to and fro went the batsinen,

. The ball eame haltingly in, but before it appeared every
timc the bats were safe on the crease. ; )

Wingate, who was standing amid a crowd of senjors from
Greyiriars, grinned expansively.

e Greyiriars captain was very much amused.

“ Blessed if I've ever seon a match like thiz before I he
remarked. * Wharton is only j§aying with them."

Courtney grinned and nodded.

"1 shouldn’t wonder if thoy finish the match without
losing a wicket,” ho remarked.

“Ha, ha! That would be funny !

“Well, it locks like it."

It looked like it to others, as well as Courtney. The Grov.
frinrs batsmen who were awaiting their turns watehed
Harry Wharton and Mark Linley with mixed feclings.

They checred whenever the hal[}'was swept away for threo
or four or five, At the same time, thoy watched the score
cresping up with anxious eyes.

“We sha'n’t have 2 blessed chance fo bat,” growled Bul.
strode, who was sixth on the batting lList. “Look! Theres
ﬁfr._l.r aiready, and thirty-five of them belong o Wharton.
He's going to win this match on his own.”

“The winfulness will be terrfic™

* Blessed if we need have brought onr bats ! Tom Brown
remarked, “ It's all over now bar shouting.”

" The shoutlulness will be great when the honourable silly
Lﬂ.mi}s_ are lickfully beaten,” murmured Hurree Singh.
“It will be a great and glorions day for Greyfriars®

“Well, I want to bat," growled Bulstrode.

“You couldn’t do botter than Wharton's doing for us, I
suppose,” said Nugent, with a shrug of the 5&1311&1&1‘3.

‘L 3till, I didn't come here just to look on™

But it certainly seemed as if Bulstrode would have nothing
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elza to do. Marry Wharton was piling up the runs, and he
could noi be expected to lose his wicket on purpose to oblige
Bulstrode. )

It zeemed impossible for the Lambs to touch the wickets,
They fagged after the flying leather, thoy ran and they
panted and perspired, but the two batsmen steod up against
all their efforts, sercne and smiling.

““Hallo, halle, halle ! exclaimed Bob Cherry suddenly.
“"Logk ! That will be a close thing."

The batsmen wers running. Mark Linley had knockea
the ball deep into the long-field, and three Lambs were
panting and perspiring atter it.

The ball was felded, but the batsmen had risked a run
more than was safe—or would have been safe against
ordinary foes.  But the Lambs had muffed everything so
raaeh, 0 Far, that they were tempted to run risks.

The ball came in for Lanley's wicket, as the Lancashira
lacl was :,:n:}]‘i‘t]ﬂi}[ing his dhird run. Ho szaw ik (:{Jm:ir'ls.l;, ar,
rather, felt 1t comin, and strained every nerve {0 be in
time. Ha hurled himself forward on his kneoes, and the
end of his bat clumped on the erease as the ball came in.
There wasz a orash at the wicket.

“How's that?"" gasped Buany.

“Hout ! said Mr. Bunce.

Mark Lanley staggoeced up.

“What!"" ha exelaimed., ** My bat was on the ereasze.

i H{Tr—'lt- !J-I

“1 tell vonu

“ Houat '

Mr. Bunece was evidently straining a point in Favour of
hia friends. Mark Linley bit his lip hard. DBut he had
learned to play the game; and part of the “game" is not
if:n r;;aihl; the decision of wmpire or referce. He carried out
s bat,

L2

“ Hard cheese!" said Bob Cherrvy, clapping him on tha
back as ho came out. * You weren't out, old fellow."

Mark shook his head.

“It was no good making a fuss,” he said. Y PBut I'm

certain [ was not ont. Not that it makes much differcence.
They can't touch ws.”

“ Rather nob; it's only a question of Litae beiore Wharton
declares.”’

¥ Next man in!™

Nugent was next man in. He grinned at Harry Wharton
as he passed him going fo the wickets. Bulsirode granted.

" Wharton will deelare now,” e said. “There's no
chance for any of us to hat”

“YWhat's the odds, so long as we beat "o 7" said Bob
II:'.'hp['r:.r cheﬁstfu!]}f. But Bulstrode ﬂ-l’l]_:.’ Hrunh*d ngn.in in
reply.

Harry %harton and Frank Nugent certainly made {he
fur fly betweon them. Wharton's score vose to cighty. Tha
total was well over the hundred.  Then, by a stroke of lack,
Bunny caught MNugent oat.

Bunny could hardly helieve it when he felt the round red
ball in his grasp.

But there it was—and Nugent was oub,

“ How's that 7" gasped DBunny,

Y0t 1

And the Lambs gave a fechle cheer.

Nugent laughed as he went out. He did not care.  Tob
Cherry took his place, and the batting went on mereily.

Bob Cherry knocked up fifteen before he was stumped,
the wmpire again sliEhrIj{ strotching o point in favour of
the ﬁn]é.ing side.  Dob Uneery shrugaed his shoulders over
it. He cared litile,

“1 suppose you'll declare?” he said, as he passed ITarry,
going out,

Wharton laughed.

“ Yes, rather! We might hat bera till davk,” he said.
W As soon as U've pot my contury, or my wichol goes, T
declare.”

“Good! Their second innings won't lnst Jong, and we
can get in in time for tea.”

HGond ! DBut we musta’t leave anvihing fo chance ; we
don't want to risic having to bat o second fime”

Tom Brown joined Wharton at the wickets, Dulstroda
was next man in, if eilher wicket fell, and he took hizs bat
in readiness.  But it was not needod.

The New Zealand junior was well able to keep his end
up. He backed up Wharten well, and they piled up tho
ITHTS

The spectators looked on cagerly now, It was prefty
certain that Harry Wharton would get a confury, and that
that would be eonough for the mateh, without finishing the
innings. To bo first 1n, not out, and to score & century, would
be rather o striking performance, and to declure the innings
closed would give the Anishing touch to the bumihiation of
the Lamba, The crowd chuclled over it DBul the Lambs
did not chuckle. They were grimly preparing to rush the
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Creyiriars eleven when the match was over, and to follow
a defeat by & victory of another sert. ;

Nugent joincd the CLff House girla. Marjorie lecked af
him with a smile. g

“ Harry will get o century,” she remarked.

Nugent nodded.
“Yes, rather!” he said. “What do you think of the
T.omba' ericket 777 : :

“ Absurd !" said Marjorie, laughing.
at all” ;

“ They can't play for toffee!” agreed Miss Clara. I
would undertake to bat against them with a golf club.'?

“Ha, ha, ha!”
¥ There goes Wharton again! Hurrah |7

“Hurrah 1" cried Miss (lara.

And Marjoric clapped her hands

1t was another three, and Wharton's individual score was
nt ninety-six, Boxer proparcd to deliver another ball. He
wog red and perspiring, and quite tired. Az a matter of
fact, it would have come as a great relief io the Lambs if
ilarry Wharton had declared the Gregfriars innings closed.

Boxer aent down that ball with the determipation that
somefhing should happen. Something <id ! Harry Wharton
swiped it away to the boundary, and he waved bis hand
10 Tom Brown with 2 laugh.

* Mo neod to run,” he said.

And it was.,

Loud cheers from the Greyiriars crowd grected the com-
piciton of the Remove captain’s contury. The total scove
for Greyfriars was 180,

Then Wharton declared.

The Greyfriars innings closed with three down for 180
runz, and the Lambs were culled upon to bat a second time.

“They cannot play

“Tt's a boundary.”

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Well Licked.

ARRY WHARTON joined Marjorie and Clara. The
handsome junior was looking a littla flushed with
exertion, but by no means fatigned. He was in
execellent form, and guite ready for ancther innings if

necessary,  Only it was not likely to be necessary.

Muarjorte smiled at hun.

“Yeou are beating tham, Harry,” she szaid.

“Yes, 1 think s0," agreed Harry., “Inky and Opgilvy
will fake care that they get no runs in their second innings.”’

Marjorie lagughed.

“ Weall, they descerve i, az they have been so boastiul,”
she said.  * But do you think they will play ent the seecond
inninge ¥

Y1 suppose so. YWhy !

“ T have becn loaking at them. They all lack wery ansiry.”
said Marjorie. “*1 am afraid there is going to be {rouble”

YA row,” snid Miss Clara. ' It's pretty certain.’

“ 1 think it’s very likely,” said Harry. * But weo're ready
for it,. We've got more fcliows on the ground than they
Lave, and if they start any foul play, they'll find that we're
yaore than ready for them.”

* The readyiulness is teerific.”

The juniors chatted with the girle till £ was {ime for the
Lambs to open their second innings, Boxer and Soupy came
cu to bat, both leoking very selky and clouded, Bunny
and the rest were gathered in a group, and Wharton noticed
that the rest of the Lambs, to the number of at least forty,
woere gathering round them.

There was evidently {rouble in the air.

‘*Look out, vou chaps!™" =aid Harry, as he fed hiz mon
o Lo the feld,  * There's mischicl on foot. Look ot those
Leamders,”

“1 believe they'ro going o rush us in the neddie of the
mmprings 1" exclaimed Tom Brown, aghast,

“ Looks like it."

“"The rotters!” said Nugent. "1 was oxpecling a row
-'lll'l_uiv;';:l.ri.lﬂ, but {o interrupt & match, that’s o little 100
B nd 8

“ Keep your weather eye open, that's &l said Harey.
“ 1 they don't score any runs, [ believe they mean 1o rush
us, and we want to be ready.”

“What-hao I

And the Greyiriars fieldsmen kept their eves open,

It was rather a difficult matter fo play erickef, with one
cyve on the batzmen and the other on the threaicning group
vn the edpo of the held of play

But the juniors 11':1111&;&-% it. In fact, they gave Bunny
and hizs men more altention than they gave the Lnts,

Poxer was bolting first, and Hurree Jamset aw Singh
Fowled fo him, The nabeb was in better form than ever.
ite koocked Doxer’s wicket Hyving with the second ball.
Hl.'lﬂ}l].' caine in, and sharod Boxer’s fate, Then the sane
misfortune fell upon the hapless Bunny himsclf,

it was the hat trick cnes morve, but the spectaiors only
truzhed. The cricket match, on the zide of the Lamibe, was
culy o farce, and langhter was all that was needed.
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Bunny rejoined his men with a grim brow.

His looks showed that the erisis waa coming, and the
Greyfriara ericketers knew i, Another bafsman came 1n
and kiz wicket dropped to a ball from the Nabeb of
Bhanipur. As the bails went down, there was a shout from
Bunny.

“ (3o for Tem!” : ;

With a wild rush the crowd of Lamba invaded the cricket
field,

But the juniors were ready.

“ Look out!” shouted Wharton.

In the twinkling of an eve, the fieldsmen wore together,
and refreating in & body towards their fricnds.

The Lambs reached them befors they could get off the
field, wnd thero was a wild and furions scrimmage at once,
But the Greyfriars crowd were already rushing to the rescue.

Wingale shouted to the Greyfriara fellows.

“ Back up, there!

And he dashed into the I'I'-'li," .

The Greyiviars fellows followed him hotly, seniors and
juniogrs mingled together. From al sides they rushed in to
tackio the Lambe.

The Remove ericketers would cortainly have been very
roughly handied, had not the rescie been prompt. But af
was prompt enough. .

The Lambs had hardly tackled Harry Wharton & Co,
when Wingate and the rest were on the scene, hitting oub
furious!y,

Thoe Greyfriars rush drove the Lambs back, and gave the
cricketers a breathing space. But they did not want o re-
treat. They threw themselves into the combat with great
glee. Tt was the scenc of the previous Wednesday repeated,
but with the difference that the odds were now on the side
of the school, instead of against them; and that made afl
the diffarence. R .

“ Aock it into themt™ velled Wharton ; end again Wingatc's
dec) yoloe rang out:

“Back up ! ;

The Lambs foueht havrd, not at first realising that the
chanees of the conflict were against them, and that in trying
{0 avenre their cricket defeat by rushing the victors, they
had only zot from the frying-pan mto the fire.

Bunny and his followars Iad plenty of ‘pluck, as far as that
went, and they put up & fiexce fight. But they had no men
good enough to stand up to powerful fellows like Wingate,
ard the numbers of the Greyfriars fcllows were overwhelming.

Feor four or five mirutes the combat raped in the cricket-
field, amid yells, and cheers, and hoots from the erowd round
the fenece, wha looked on without jeining in. i

B3y that time hali the Lambs were sprawling and gasping
om the ground, and the rest were fiying for the shelter of the
1.

* After them 1"’ roared Bulstrode.

** Hurrah !

“ Hurrah ! After them! Give "em socks ™

“The seckfulness 15 tervific!”

“MNurrah far Gmyl'ri:ws!”

Into the inn-yerd the Lamhbs were pursued, and up to the
very doprs and windows, into which they mmmbiccf in hot
hasto 10 e=zcape,

Bunny was capturad in the yard, and surrounded by &
yelling mob of jupiors.

Ho struggled m vain to escape.

“legre!™ he roared. " Help! ‘'Elp!"

Yot him " roaved Bulstrede, Y This is the chap that
soctod Buonter, and was going 1o soot me!  This 15 the
rotter ™

“* ek him 1™

“Hureoh! Doek him 1M

“"Yowl Help!”

But Bunoy, in spite of his howls, was dragged to the horse-
trowrh in the yard, and there he was ducked with so muwch
vircare that the juniors wera mostly splashed, foo. Wi
vells of laughter grected his efforts to extricate himself {rom
L troaph,

*1la, ha, ha?

* Flurrah 17

Wingate looked into the yard, laugling.

“You'd better be off. you young vascals! ho exclaimed.
" 1 hear that the landlord 15 going to turn the hose on you.”

Thal was cnouzh for the juniors. They scuttled out of the
ine-rard o twinighing, leaving tho vnhappy Dunny to drag
Limself fromn the troezh and erawl awav., Nor did Bunny
ot much eomfort or eonsolation from his comrades. They all
asived to attribude iheiy double defeat to the mismanagement
of theiv leader, and the things they said to Bunny were
namerons, and eotelied 1n exceedingly plain English.

Tie Greyfriars fellows erowded into the street of Dogg in
vprearvions hunwour, "The seniors walked off quiotly ; but the
jumicrs did not. They paraded the strect, yelimg, and ha]gﬁng
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nt tirmos before the Anchor Inn to yvell invitations to the
f._:lr-.ul:Ja to “comeo out!" But the Lambs did not accept she
kind invitations. They were better satisfied to remain where
they were.

The juniors gave it up et last, and departed. heoting and
laughing., Harry Wharton & Co. had already joined Marjorie,
and they were walking to Clilf Houwse with the girls. Tha
juniors were in high good-humour,

* 1 don’t think wa shall see so much of the Lamhs' swanking
in  the future,”” Harry Wharton remarked, laughing,
* They've had a jolly big como-down to-day, and no mistake.
And 1 don't think tlm:l."ﬁ'm'ﬂr challenge us to play a gamne of
cricket again.”

Marjorio laughed.

1 should say not!” she seid. * But—it 15 tea-time. The
mateh has ended early. and vou arve in tims for tea at Chit
House—if vou will come.”

“If wa will come!" said Wharton,

" The ratherfulness is tornfic!”

“Will & duck swim?'" said Bob Cherry, emplatically.

And the juniors went to tea saf Chif House, and a most
enjovable tea it was, made all the move agreeable by the con-
sciousness of complote victory ever the adversaries who had
brought Harry Wharton & Co. to CLff House under such
ridiculous circumstances only a few days before.

The Greyfriars chums had cortainly *° got their own back,”
and with a vengeance! After their double licking, the Lambs

ST

“Yeas, rather!"

The Clue of the Pearl Button—The Yellow Mask.

Stanley Dare retired to his bed-room soon after eleven
o'clock that night, but he had no intention of lying down, or
even of snatehing & bricf spell of sleep in & chair.

But he wishe I
house into the belief 'that ho was slecping, so after a regson:
bl interval he extinguished the light, and sat perfectly still
in the darknoss.

At half-past twelve the various moiscs in the housc ceascd.
Diare heard the propristor enter his room and close the door,
and he knew that he would be the last to retire.  But he
waited for another half-hour before starting on his task,
which was the exploration of the room in which the man
Fleming was murdered. . .

He had provided himsclf with everything which would be
nzcessary for his purpose—skeleton keys, electrie luntern,
magnifying lens, ?ell;-mlad_ slippers, ete. The clock of
Limechouse Church was striking one as he emerged from his
bed-room, made his way along the dirty passage, and came
to o pause opposite to the door of the room next to his.

It was locked, as the proprietor had stated, but he soon had
it open—a locked door wus no obstacle to the young detective,
Entering the room, he closed and bolted the door on the
inside, thus securing himself from being interrupted by any-
one in the house. Then he erossad over to the window, nod
goftly raised the sash.

A brief examination of the outside was sufficient to assure
him that the assassin could not have entered by way of the

window. It would have vequired a ladder ot least foviy
fect long to reach the window-sill, and it would lave
had fo be raized from the backyard of an adjoining

house. And there was no rainpipe available by which even
the most active of men could heve elimbed up to the rocm.
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to lead the other inmates of the lodging-

5‘_-'-8]’*3' not likely to hold up their hieads again in the streets of
Moo,

And so, indeed, it proved. Bunny & Co. had come to Pegg
for a fortnight's heliday ; but Bunny departed next morning.
Ia did not care to meet any more of the Groyfriars fellows,
and his own followers were not at all Jamb-like in their treat-
ment of him. PBunny departed, and finished his heoliday elsa.
whera. Ile had had enough of Pegg and of rivalry with the
Groeyiriars Remove.

The Lambs who remained in Pege did not zeek to try
eonclusions with the Remove again. Nor did they swank so
much among the quiet fishing-folk of the village. A great
deal of the swank had been taken out of them.

So guict did most of the Lambs become, in fact, that Bunny
would hardly have known them if he had returned. But he
did not rveturn. And at the end of their holiday the Lambs
departed, without having broken tho peace in any way agan,
as far as Grevirviars was concerned.

And when Harry Wharton & Co. saw the train, erowded
with the **seaside bounders," steaming out of Friardale, they
ehuckled.

THE EMID.

{ A nather splenddd, Long, complete geliool inle of Harry Wharton £ Co,
mext Twesday, enfitled ; " ALONZGS PLOT," by Frank Richarls,
Please orvder your copy of Tus Maexer Lienary @t adirnce, [lrige
e Penng.)

EY |)ARE

INTRODUCTION,

OVD eleclive

Stanley Dare, the Boy Detectives, (s investigating a murder case near
the Waest gn

man, a seaman named Fleming, bad been the bearer of a pocket-hooi
containing valuable papers belonging to Gilbert; bence the latter's -
terest in the cass. Stanley Dare, disgpuised as a merchant seaman, visits
the lodging-house where Fleming was murdered.
there Dare notices a Chinese hali-caste, with a bandage round the midd'e
finger of his right hand,
the bandage, which discloses a deep cut. The hall-caste leaves tha room
in a rago, closing the door after him with a savage bang,

dia Diocles, on behalf of a man named Giibert. The murdered

Among the sailors

By a trick the detective manages te remove

(Now go om with the Story).

Daro closed the window again,
“ Ppint number one,” he murmured. “ The murder was
committed by a man who was either staying in the house that

night, or als¢ had managed to conceal himself on the premuses,
I am inclined to the former theory. And in my opinion i
ﬂ:sts botween two men who——  Hallo!  What Ih:wvr wa
ere?’

He had switched on the clectrie light, end a amall object in
the corner of the room gleamed white under its rays. -

The object proved to be a pearl waistcoat-button” which,
though of the smallest possible value in itself, might prove of
the greatest value as a clus to the perpetrator of the crime,

At all events, Stanley Dare pounced upen it as thouch it
had been o diamond of the rarest water. Indeed, 1t 1z doubt-
ful whether the finding of any diameond in that zpot would
have given him half the 3atisl¥:l.::tiun which the discdvery ot
that button did. :

“It iz a wonder {hat this has been overlooked,” no
muttered, *though if the police searched the room in the
davtine that corner would be almost in darkness, even the:n.
It ‘was the clectrie light which showed it up.”'

Fle wrapped the button in paper and put it in his ficket
pocket, then he continued his search of the roomn, using his
powerful magnifying lens the greater part of the time, moving
about the Noor on his hands and knees, with his keen cys
gloaming with suppressed cxcitement.

Already he was Emt on & trail which would lead, he honed,
to the arvest of the murderer.  Suoddenly he uttered a sharp
pxclamation of delight, ,

ST oam in luck !’ he said to himszelf. ]

There was a strip of carpet by the bed, but the rest of the
fioor was bare. He had turned back onc end of the carpot—
the end which was against the wall at the head of the bel
stoad—nnd throuph his magniiving-glass he noticed that i
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edpe of one of the Seor-planks bore marks as though the
blads of o knife had been used to prize the board pp.

* Bomething has bheen hidden under the floor,” he muttered,
“amd, whatever it is, it may be there still. I must have this
plank up.”

He whipped a leather case from his pocket, and tock from
it an instrumens which looked like a very thin chisel. If was
about an inels and @ half in breadth,  Inserting this between
the two floor-boards, he pressed down on the handle.  The
edge of the plank which fm wanted to move rose up until he
was able to get his fingers underneath it.  Then he pulled,
with a strong. steady, Lfting pressure,

The plank, which was a short one, came up from its place
comparatively easily. It had not been nailed down. Stanley
Dare noticed an uhfung, dark objcet in the eavity between the
wcists,  He reached down and picked it up.

It waz a leather pocket-book, with the initials “RB. 8.7
stamped upon the outside—the pocket-book which Martin
Gilbert declared must have been stolen from the rourdered
man, and which he had hinted once may have been the motive
of the crime.

“This is very strange,”’ said Dure. * The pocket-book must

bave been hidden in this place by Fleming. It is not to be
eapposed for an instant that the assassin would have taken the
treuble to hide it there.  And why should Fleming have
bidden it. There ean be only one pluusible resson—he fearcd
thet an attempt would be made to sterl it It is evident,
then, that there are others quite as anxious to %’Et- possessien
of it, or its confents, as Martin Gilbert. Why?
. A3 he was reatoning tho matter eut he still remained kneel-
mg on the foor, with the pocket-book in his hand. He was
undecided whether he ought to open it sand cxamine the
contents, or hand it over to Martin Gilbert unopened.

- I'll deeide upon that point to-morrow,” he sad.

_He was about to rise to his fect when he heard a slight
ehuflling neize at the other side of the room. Keenly alert,
and on his guard in en inatant, he fashed the light over in
the direction of the sound. A startling sight moet his gaze,

A rusty baize curtain which hung across a recess had been
drawt aside u few inches, and from the opening there peered
out a face that was like no human festures that Stanley Darve
bad ever gazed on in his life. There was something unnatural
and inhuman about it, it was so set and rigid. The colour
was an unhealthy-looking yellow, and it was as expressionless.
a5 & mask,

_But the eyes which locked from 1% were by no means
lifcless—they gleamed with s maslignity which was fearful in
s ntensity. And if the soul looks out of the eves, as is
commonly asscrted, it was surely the soul of 5 demon which
leoked out of those orhbs,

Tle face vanished as scon as Dare focussed the light divectly
on it, and the young detective sprang to his feet, He meant
to sce what was i huding behind thet curtain

Lut as he tock a stop forward & heavy baok, flung with un-
eering aim, steuck the eleetric lantern from his grasp. It
fell with a clatter to the [Moor, and instantly the room was
plunged into derkneas.

Dare heard the curtain torn aside, and, realising that he had
& desperate foe to contend with, he madae & snatch st his
revolver, which was in his side-pocket.

. Before he could draw it, his antagonist was upon him, leap-
inge tfimm his hiding-place with the silence and stealthiness of a
panther.

It was with something like a fecling of relief that he felt
the grip upon his arms. It was human at all events—that is,
it waa of ordinary fesh-gnd-blood, but & human being with tho
soul of a fend.

Owing to the powerful grip npon his arms, Dare was guite
wnable to use his weapon. mﬁ"c struggled at a disedventago—

fiercely, desperately.
Neither spoke. The Eﬂﬂ]’l dedective had wo desire thet the
omld be romsed and find himm in that

inmates f&f tha imuf;l: 51 :
room, and presuma i3 anfwgonist kepk klont for precisaly
Only their heaxy ﬁmlEmc and the skuffiling

the same reason.
cf their feet could be heard.

Stanley Dare was very strong and active, and in perfcet
condition, but his assailart was almost his match. @ had
lomg and sinewy arms of uwnusual muscular power, and his
EI‘I]P was a grip of iron.

hen suddenly he releused his hold with his right hand, end
Dare seized the opportunity to hit ont with all” his strength.
The blow cauglt his adversary on the side of his face, and
wiung a snarl from his lipa such as might have been uttercd
by a wounded animal.

Dare swung his arm back ngain to repeat it, but his adver-
gary was too guick for him this time, He had armed himself
with a short, loaded cane, and with this he struck the young
detective savagely on the head,

Dare reeled back snd feli heavily to the floor in a state of
pemi-consciousness.  His senses did not entirely leave him,
but he was so dazed that he could not tell what was happening
in the room. A confusion of sounds buzzed in his enrs, most
of which, no doubt, emanated from his brain 25 a remult of the
blow. For a few minutes he was 2s utterly helpless ns though
he had actually fost his senses. Then he began to rouse op,
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and presently he staggered to his feet. He picked up the
cleeteic lantern, which had been struck from his band, and
managed to switeh on the light again,

The room was empty. His antagonist, the man with the
miask-like face, had disappeared, and the pocket-book had
disappearad also, i

“He muet have come here fo search for it, whoever he
15" mused Dare, "and I interrupted him in his search. Haea
1s 11 the house still, for he could have anly quitted the rcom
by way of the door. I ought to be able to trace nis [ootsteps
with the aid of my lens, for there is plentr of dust about on
which the imprint of a fout woukd be leit with tclerable
istinciness,’

He croesed to the door, and was about to furn the handle,
when he heard the gruff sounds of mewn's voices and the
tramp of heavy footsteps on the statra. They had heard
the noise of the 3trugg¥e, and were conung to investigate
the cause of it.

He was caught !

“This is awkward "' he mnttered.

He cast a swift glance round the room, and his eyes fell
upon the blankets and a rug on the bed, The sight of than
gave Lim an iden, and with lightning guickncss he proceeded
to put it inte execution. Dragging the bedchothes off the
mattrees, he tossed them on to the Hoor, 0 arranging them
that it looked as though a man was underneath them. Then
he derted back to the deor.

The men were already in the passage; but even at that
critical mement the young detective had eyes for anything
fresh which would give him a clue to the identity of his late
antapgonist.

And he found something fresh. Merely & single t of
blood close to the door. But it wae enotigh. He switched
off the light of his electric lantern; then he took his stand
by the side of the door, remembering thet it opened inwards,

The handie was turned, and the door Bung open.

A Clever Ruse— Stanley Dare Surprises the German.

The opening of the door completely shut Dare from the
view of the men who entered the rcem, for the simple
reason that in the position he had taken up he was now
behind it.

First of all came the German, Eckermann, the landlord of
the boarding-house. He had a lighted lamp in one hand,
and & heavy walking-stick in the other. He was followed by
twa of the seamen boarders, while behind them c¢ame the
Chinese half-caste.

“Thunder in himmel! Vhat 1= here?’ exclaimed the
German, as he horried across the room to the heap of bed-
clothes, **T1f it wae ancder murder, I was ruined !

All eves wore directed to the bedclothes on the fleor, which
ench ona present believed covered the body of a man, and
they all crowded up behind Eckermann as he gingerly lifted
up & corner of the top blanket.

This was Stanley Dare's opportunity. He slipped from
behind the door, and came sitlently up behind the others,
UN&een.

Eckermann lifted up the second blanket, and then the rug.
Then he dragged them all on ene side )
" Nodings "' he exclaimed, in the greatest astonichment.

*1 made certain there was a body uvnder them there
lankets ' cried ope of the seamen.

‘* Bomebody's been in the room. There can't be any mis-
takoe about that.”

“ Mistakes " aid the German. * Theres wias no mistakes.
These clothes were on the when the roonr was locked
uﬁp. And we all heard the noise. It was what roused us
&ll ¢cop.”

"Yes, we all heard the ooie.  Sounded to me like a
etrugele, and then eomebody a-falling.”

“It is & curious thing," put in the half-caste slowly, * that
the young fellow who came here last evening, mnd who sleeps
in ihe next room to thes, did net hear anything.”

“Whkat makes von suppose that [ did not hear anything *"'

At the scund of Darv's voice behind him, the half-caste
ptorted e though he had received a blow. He swung round
sharply, apd he met the keen fa.ae of the young detective
fixed full upon him. A lock of fear Sashed intc his eyes,
but was gone in an instant.

“1 did not know you were here,” he faid. " You walk
as silently as a thief ™

“Or a hunter of thieves " suggested Dare coolly.

“Well, you zlept in the next reom,” Exﬂinimedythe pro-
prietor. * What «id yvou hear?”

“Much the same as you heard,” replied Dare, which was
the breral truth.
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“There must haf peen someone in hera!” continued
Eekorimann, Hi‘r“-‘.iﬂ;{ tiwe Aoor with his stick to em E'l]'IHE:iH‘! hia
worids. “* Yel wo ind the <loor lecked, and the window it 12
factened. Where ghall this man haf gone, then?"

“ Mavhe,"” suggested one of the scamen, 1n a half whisper,
O was Fleming's spirit come back to haunt the place I

“Pah!” The German uttered an exclamation of angry
disgust. He did not want the notion to get about that the
place was haunted by the ghost of the murdered man. " You
must falk senese!”

“ Why not search the room " asked Dare. " Now, I have
noticed something which you all seem to have overlooked.”

“What 1"

“What haf you noticed 7

They all put the question in various forma.

“This spot of fresh bloed by the deor,” replied Dare.
“ And, by the way "—once again he called cttention to the
ualf-caste’s bound-up finger—'‘ vour finger secme to have
~tarted bleeding again; the rap is eaturated with blood."

At these words, suspicious glances were directed at the
vaif-caste, who, however, was equal to the occasion.

“You scom to take a lot of interest in my cut finger,”
tie snarled, plaring at the young detective. “If you must
krow, 1 knocked it as I was coming upstairs, and that spot
of bluud, I suppose, dropped as I entered the room. There's
nethineg remarkable about that, 13 there "

Stanley Dare did not reply, so the German mulbiered :

“ Nodings 1"

The haif-caste was a good customer who spent his money
frecly, and he did not wish to eay anything to offend him.
On the other hand, Dare could not say that he had scen the
blood spot before the door was opened without revesling
tha fact that he had been in the room all the time; and he
could not make that revelution yet. The evidence was not
complete, But already he had marked down the assassin.
It was the Chinese half-caste. On that peint Dare no Jonger
had any doubt. He had in his pocket a little piece of cvi-
dence which, when the right time came, would iF;e produced.
The pearl waistcoat button which he had picked up.

He could gece now that the buttons on the half-caste’s
waisteont were exactly similar fo the one he had found
and thoere was one missing ! ]

“Wa will not call in the police, hein!"" Fekermann =aid.
“J like not the police, and there is nedings to show them.
Is it not eo?™ .

The others agreed that there did not seem to be any case
for the police, so the room was once more locked up, amd
they all adjourned to the dining-room on the German's in-
vitation, to have hot coffes *' mit a lectle goot rum in 3"
the night being cold. : :

Stanley Dare thought it would be polite to accept this
invitation, but he drank the coffes without the addition of a
“leetie drop of goot rum.’ .

There was a lot of aimless tall, of course, and a lot of wild
ﬂuggm’ti:}ﬂa in explanation of the mysiery. Yei there wers
two persons present who could have given a correct solution
of it had thoy so chosen--Dare and the hall.caste. Yor the
yaung deteciive knew new that his assailant with the un-
natural yellow face must have been the half-caste. Ile had
worn a yellow mask as a «lisguise, and there could be no
doubit that he had gone into the voom which Fleming bad
occupied in order to search for the pocket-book. .

“There iz a considerable amount of mystery surrounding
that  poclet - book,”
mused Darve, when at
lenzth he retired to
hiz room and made
himzelf a: comfortable
as possible in a chair
for the remainder of
the night. * What are
its contents, that one
man should commit
murder in  order I‘lll.'!l

ain possession of it
that another should
gpecially engage me to
try and find it; and
that Flemin ahould
have taken the trouble
to hide it beneath the
flooring  during the
time that he occunied
thiz room ¥ It must he
in the half.caste’s pos-
session now., He ook
it while T was half un-
conacioug—=""

His head sank on to
#ho back of the chair,
and he dropped off

ROW

suddenly into a heavy sleep. This was a most nnusual thing
for Stanley Dare Lo do.

In tlEu! meantime, m anolher bed-room of that seaman's

boarding-house, Bamuel I’eters, the Chiness half-caste, was
busily packing up a box and a portmanteau.
“1 must get out of this ai once,” he was saving o him-
eelf.  *That young chap has found out too much. 1 gusas
he 1e o detective, E'i\’e!]. I've dished him up for a Taw houra,
That lozenge I dropped inte his coffes will keep hin aslaep
until nearly midday. By that time I hope to be well clear
of London.' .

It was, as a IE':,.':nt of fact, exactly hall-past cleven in tha
li'r‘l_.{}l.'n_::il.g when Dare woke to find the German standing by
1is side.

“You was sleep sound,” observed Tickermann. “ For five
minutes I haf shake you oop. And you haf not peen in ped.
Himmel! How you can slesp o mooch on this hard chair "

Stanley Dare rubbed his eyves and stared abont him
stupidly. Tha effects of the drug were not quite shaken off.

““What is the time?"' he Eﬂ-kﬁg.

“ Half-past eloven."
“ What "

* Half-past eleven,” repeated the German,

“Give me a drink of water,” answered Dare sharply.

_ Kckermann brought him some in a tumbler, and he drank
it greedily. His I:ps wera parched, and his throat was dry.

“That's better " he continued. “ Now I will tell you
what was the matter with-me. I have been drugged.”

m“ Drugged! Who shall drug you hera? You talk mitout
nse,

“ That ¢offee which T had must have been drugged,” said

Dare. *“1It is not the first time that I have had an opiate

administered to me, and I know the after-taste that is [eft

in the throat and mouth, and the heavy fealing on awaking.”

“ You was acouse me?"” demanded the German angrily.

V' Ne,” answered Dare. “I don't think you knew any-
thing about it. Where is the half-caste " '

"“Ha left directly he haf his preakfast,’” was the reply.
"G:_;nng to Hull, he tell me, to stay mit friendts.”

“Then ¥ was he who drugered my coffec ! cried Dare.
“And he has given me the slip !

“ What do you mean

Before answering this question, Stanley Dare went to the
door_end glanced up and down the passage. Then he shut
the door and returned to his seat.

“Yon may be able to help me, Herr Eckermann,” he
gald; “ but 1 must first take you, to some oxtent, into my
conlidence, I am not o swilor. I am a private detective.
Hare s my ecard.”

The face of the fat German was a study on hearing thia
announgement.  His flabby chesks turtmdr as pale as veal,
and the card shook as he held it between his fingers, Ha
had the greatest dread of detectives, for no particular
reagon.  He was not the sort of man who would ever be
likely to commit a great erime, though, as he made tha
greater part of his liviog by rebbing sailors, in o more or
less barefaced manner, he could not be described as an
honest citizon,

“ Mr. Btanley Dare!" he gasped.
but for why i

“Why am I here?

*1 haf heard of you;

Well, to tall you plainly, I am on tha

Himmel! T would haf
miven mooch  that i
should not happen——""

“1 don’t suspact vou
ol having any hand in
the erime,” inforrupt-
el Dare, "0 Mo fan
s2b your mind al rest
on  that acore, RBut 1
want to know all that
iy e ; vou can tell me about
TRt o that Chineso  haif-costa

trail of the murderer of John Flemning.”
" But von cannot susnest me!

ol wlin has slipped
|« ALONZO’S PLOT.” | through my  fingore
Alonzo Todd, the surprise W EI1I'1t i8 his name?
packet of Greyiriars, hos a Bamuel  Poters,”
fittle task set him by Bul- repicd Tiekermann,
strode that causes a great § who, now that he was
deal of fun and laughter, guré he was not him-
“ALONZO'S PLOT?” gelf  under suspicion,

waz quite anxious bo
M one "!ht:‘f. SOAL foles WOR siva Ml the “informias

tion in hia power about
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NEW
LONG
GOMPLETE NOVELS

for the home and

FOR THE HOLIDAYS

THREE NEW NUMBERS OF “THE BOYS' FRIEND ”
3% COMPLETE LIBRARY

JUST OUT!

NO. 127: “PETE'S PUPILS,”

A NEW, Spiendid Long, Compiele Tale of Jack, Sam and Pele.
By 5. Clarke Hook.

NO. 128: ““CHAMPION OF THE WORLD,”

A NEW Thrilling, Completa Story of the Ring.
By J. R. Cannon.

NO. 129: “A LEGACY OF PERIL”;

or, A Boy's Queer Quest—A New, Complete Tale.

By Murray Craydon.
d.

EACH.

PRICE

Ask always for _esnEmE—__—
“THE BOYS’ FRIEND” 3“ LIBRARY.
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