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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Change of Front,

o HERE'S Wharton ™
“* Anvbody seen Wharion #
1 sav, vou fellows 2
Bab Cherry grasped Billy Bunter by the shoulder
and interrupied him. The fat Removite had come up to the
wroap of excited juniors in the hatl, without expecting such
a vigorous receprion.  Ho goasped nnd wrigpled in the grip
of BBob Cherry, which was meoeee musenlar than Bob himself
was aware of,
“On, reatly, Chereg---—-
“nnjop—="'
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7T haven't been in your study ! roared Billy Bunie-

“If the jam tarcls are gone, it must have been somebody
elae

“What BY

“T1 haven't token them.
Movk Linley——"

“Tlallo! What's that?” exclaimed Linley

“I—I mean, I shouldn't wonder if it waz Wun Tang,
ihai young (Chinese sweep,” said Bunter, blinking nervouals
at Linley through his big spectacles. * 1 haven't {fouched
them ¥

“You young bounder—"

“1 didn’t even know there were any larfs there I yelled
the unhappy Duater, as Dob Cherey shaoli him.,

I shouldn't wender i Gt wag

Bcptamber 10th, 1910,
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“Then how ard you chattering about them now " de-
maonded Bob, with another shake.

“Well, you see, I—I—— Ow! Tien't
that! You may malke my glasses fall
broken you'll have to pay for them.”

Bhake, shake!

“Yow—yow! I haven't touched the larts— —77

“1 wasn't going to ask yuu about the tarts, you young
Lurg‘iar," said Bob Cherry, desisting at last, out of breath.

“Well, I didn't have the ham. cither. 1 2

““The ham, too!" exelaimed Dol Cherry  indignantly.
“You young porpoise!  Have you cleared out the whola
bleszed cupboard #?

“I tell you I haven’t touehed——""

“Oh, never mind the grub now!” said Frank Nugent.
"Lot’s get back fo business,”™

“Oh, yes,” said Bob Cherry. “1 wasn't going to ask
yiu about ¢ Eﬁruh, you young sweep. I didn't even know
it was gone. ave you =cen Wharton? That's what I was
going to ask you.™

(13 gh ]JJ

“Well, have you seen him?”?

* He's gone out, I think,"” said Bunter. T was going to
sk you feilows if you had scen him. He owes me two bob,
and I wanted it. I'm hungry, you see, and I want a bit of
& F-;aﬁd. I've been disappointed about a postal-order, and

ou shake me liko
; and i they ged

“ 0Oh, cheese it!" said Nugent, *“ And what do you mean
by saying that Harry Wharton owes you money, you awful
voung fbber "

“Well, thera's twa bob due to me,” said Bunter. *“He
doesn’l exactly owe it to me, but—but he was going to lend
it to me, you see. It practically amounts to the same thing.
As he’s gone out, perhaps you fellows might like to lend mao
— Ow! QOw!™
. Bob Cherry kindly lent Bunter hiz boot, and the fat
junior volled along the passage. Bob frowned thoughtfully,

“ Where the dickens is Wharton #"' he exclaimed.

“Ie's not in his study,” said Ogilvy, coming downstairs,
"I've looked,™

“He's not in the gym.,” said Linlew.

"L suppese he's gone out,” said Bob. “That's odd, too,
85 I believe he knew that woe wanted to speak to him.™

“Rotten ! said Elliott,

M Perhaps he wants to avoid the interview,” zaid Nugent,
kith a.grin.

“ He's jolly well not going to!" exclaimed Bob warmly,
"It's a ]::Hi,' unportant matter, and it's gol to be settled.”

“ Especially with the Ramblers’ match coming off on
Baturday,” said Opilvy.

“ Yes, that's what makes it important. Look here, we'll
wait for Wharton as ha comes in,” said Bob Cherry. * Wa'll
meeet him in a body, and put it to him straight.”

“Good egg !’

‘““That’s the talk "

' The talkfulness is ferrific I" agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
%nnﬁilz,hrhﬁ dusky Nabob of Bhanipur, in his remarkable
anglish.

" Letv's get up a blessed deputation of the whole Form,
then,” said Gﬁ'ﬂv:.r. “ Wharton's gone of on his dignity,
Lt if the whole Form esks him to think it aver, I should
think that would satisfy him.”

‘“Perhaps!" said Skinner, with a sneer.
a lot of kow.towing, I think.”

Frank Nugent turned on the speaker like a flash.

“You jolly well shut up ! he exclaimed. " You were ane
of the cads who helped to make Harry resign his posgition
af fgcrt'b_:n.!l ciptain in the Remove, Now we want him back
again, 1t's only netural he shouldn’t jump at it. ITe was
turned out—asked to resign—and now in a couple of days
the FForm changes its mind. Do you think Wharton's going
to be hung up on & nail, ready for us to take down whets
evoer we want him 7

"Elnthcr r:nt?’dmid Bob Ehcrrr:g.

“Oh, rats I said Blinner. **I think we've had en
his blessed dignity, anyway.” e ough of

“We've had enough of your jaw!"™ zaid Tob Cherey
bluntly.  “Thet sort of talle will ot you a thick ear
Skinny, T warn vou!”? ’

Skinner sneered, and walked away with his hands in his
pockets. He was not one of the admirers of Harry Wharton.

But mest of the Remave Farm at Greyfriars agrecd with
Frank Nugent, whe was Wharton’s best chum, nnd with
Bob Chorry,
 In a fit of disn{vl‘mintmmﬂ. and disgust after being licked
i the first mateh of the football zeazon, they had given
Wharton what Bob clegautly called the order of the boot.

The football captain had been asked by a majority of he
Fri[*[r}l fo r-:'auig'n. f

18 own ciose friends, such az Nupent and Cherrvy an
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"But he wants

Hurree Singh and Tom Brown and Mark Linley, and soma
others, had stood by him.

But a big“majﬂrity of the Form had called for his resigna-
tion; and Whartoh had resigned instanily, adding the un-
prgﬁed mtimation that he wouldn’t stand for eleclion
again.

The RHemove didn’t want that,

Having parted with their foolthall captain, for no fault
of his own, as soon as their anger and disappointment wero
over, they were sorry.

hThﬁ second match of the season, and a touch one, loomed
Bhead.

If anything could enzble a Remove eleven to beat the
Ramblers on the football feld, it was the leaderchip of
Harry Wharton,

That leadership wasz lacking now.

Hints had been dropped to Wharton that if be cared to
resune hiz old place, things could go on s before, and
nothing would be said.

To these hints Harry was deal.

He had taken up a certain position, and he meant to
stick to 1t; and his pride—a little too strong, perhaps—was
bitterly op in arms at the thought of being thrown aside
in ac{it- of anger, and picked up again when the 0t had
passed.

The Remove had chosen to sack him; let them stick by
what they had done. That was his view of the matter.

Henee Bob Cherry’a idea of the whole Form asking
Wharton to reconsider his decision; and a crowd of juniors,
keen feotballers, had gathered round Beob for the purpose
of putting it plainly to Wharton.

Just as they were prepared to spring it upon him, Harry
disappeared.

He had gone out, whether to avolid the interview or not
was unknown; but it was wvery cxasperating to the
Removites.

“Weover mind,” said Beob Cherry. “ Got all the fellows
together, and we'll meet Wharton as he comes in."

[ Gmd B Kf!ll

* Bulstrode ! I say, Bulstrode ! called out Ogilvy, s the
burly Removite came downstairs.

DBulstrode, the bully of the Remove, paused. As he had
been chiefly instrumentsl in bringing the trouble about in
the first place, he was not likely to make an effort to mend
1t.

“ Well, what's the row ! he asked.

“* We're walting for Wharton—t

“Well i

“We're going t0 ask him to change his mind.”

Bulstrode sneered angrily.

“ ¥ou mean that you've changed your mrinds, and that
ou’re going crawling round Wharton begging his pardon ™

e exclaithéd contemptuously.

Some of the Femovites looked uncamfortable.

" Nothing of the sort,”” said Bob Cherry hotly. *The
fellows know they’ve made asses of themselves, and they're
g:cnini% to own up, that's all.”

“* Rubbish 1"

“ Who's going to captain us in the match on Saturday,
if Wharton doesn’'t#” demanded Frank Nugent,

Bulstrode shrugged hiz shoulders.

“1 dare say a captain could be found in the Remove,”
he replied.

“"Blessed if I know where you'll find him, then,” said
Bob Cherry. “Give us his name, old man.'

“1 could do it

“You could what ?"

“Claptain the Bemove against the Ramblers,” said Bul-
strode angrily, and with a Aush in his cheeks,

“Oh, den’t be funny, you know ™
“ Funny " roared Bulstrode.

“Yes. I suppose you're joking.”

Bulstrode’s brows contracted.

“1 could captzin the team quite as well as Harry
Wharton,” he said. " A nice show he made in the last
match, didn't he ¥

;‘ Ehe E-l:‘ﬂ:lt’l didn't back him up,” said Nugent.

‘Hats 1™

** And you werc the worst of the lot,” added Bob Cherry.
* ¥ou were trying 1o muck up the game all the time, for a
dig at Wharton.”

“It's a lie!” said Bulstrode fierecly.

* Tt's the truth, and you know i," zaid Bob Cherey coolly,
“ Anyway, I faney the Remove doesn’t want jou for
captain.”

I Hﬂ f{‘ E.LJ'_' ]!'

“ Rather not !

“The ratherfulness iz torrifie 17

There was no doubt about the sincerity of those replics.
The cloud despened and darkened on Dulstrode’s face.

A Bplendid Scheool Tal H Wharto
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“Dear me! I think 1 must have sat in some eggs,” sald Todd, trying to turn himself round so that he |

could see hils back.

“Will you tell me it there is a staln on my clothes behind 2" (See paye 76.) i

S v — L

He had hoped much from the fall of Harry Wharton,

But that fall did not seem likely to “pan out™ in his
favour as he had hoped.

.wWell, do as you like, and be hanged fo you!" he ex-
claimed. ‘*I'm not going to be one to ask Wharton to come
back, that's all."

""GGo and eat coke, then!” retorted Dob Cherry. % Most
of the Form will ask him."

“ Bneaks, I say.”

“You can say what you like; it won't make mueh differ-
ence. Here, you lfellows, come and pget to the deor, and
be ready for Wharton"

* Hear, hear!”

“Good egg 1"
1"T'Em doorway was blocked up with excited Removites,
The whole Form was almest unatnimous in the desire to
get Wharton 4o come back as football captain.

Bulstrode looked on at the scene with a scowl.

“Lot of rot!" he muttered to Skinner. * What a fuss
they make over that chap Wharton.”

Bkinner nodded.

“They dol" he assented.

“We don’t want him as footer captain. IFs roften that
the fellows won't give me a chance,” aaid Bulstrode. “I
was ¢aptain of the Form before Wharton came.”

“The Upper Fourth used to walk over us pretty well
in those days," Skinner remarked,

Slinner had a way of zaying unpleasant things ta friends
as well as foes.

Bulstrode clenched hia hand.

“ If you're looking for a thick ear——"" he began savagely.

Skinnher rotreated a pace. i
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“ Don't
-th-:ll',';e-* ancient history.
Mo,

“The fellows are all going to sneak round Wharton and
ask him to take up the captaincy again,” said Bulstrode
between his teath,

“He won't do it."

“Bah! He won't let a chance like that pass him," said
Bulstrode scornfully,

Skinner shook his head.

“You mark my worda'" he replied, * Wharton wili
refuse. He's too fond of his precious dignity to elimb down
like that. Hea'll ot the Remove craw] az much as they like,
hut he wan't alimb down. He means business overy timee.
Thal's the sort of obstinate pig he s

Bulstrode looked veory thoughtful,

““ He said he wouldn't stand for re-election,’ he remarked.
“1 thought that was only gas, of course”

“Wharton never breaks his word.™

“Tf he keeps it in this case—""

“ He will keep it

“Then there will be a new election, without Wharton as
a candidate,” said DBulstrode, with an cager look in his
0y rE.

1] Eﬂﬂ'l:?“]"-"

“And a fellow will stand a chanee?"

“You'll atand a chance," said Bkinner. * Bob (Cherry
or Nugent will put up, but they haven't the hold Wharton
has Gn the Farm, theugh they're more popular, too, in a
wnﬁ'.” You've got a good chance, if you play your cards
well,

Baulstrode sel his lips

get ratty,” he said. “It's a fact, you know. But
I thiek you've got a good chanee

A Splendld Sochool Tale of Harp
& By FRANK RIEHAIHE&“DM“ T
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“T'I do that,” he eatd. *"T'H siand by those who back
me upy, todr You cateh on? You can let the lellows kuow
i, 4o

" Right you are !

““Lut if Wharton eomes round——""

“ He won't!" said BSkinner confidently. 7T tell you I
know him. He's no more likely to come round than the
clock tower js"

“I wish I could be sure of that.” o

“You soon will be,” said Skinner, pointing towards the
door. " Listen to that!”

There was a shout frem the crowd ef juniors.

“1le’s coming !

“Here he w!” } ;

“Like a blessed conquering hero,” ‘muttercd Bulsirode
eavagely. 1 can't see that he's done anything for such
a fuss to be made about him."

“Itere he comes !" )

v Etand rewdy ! said Bob Cherry. “I'm going to do the
tallking. Yeou fellows can all back mo up.’

**Hear, heap "

Bulstrode and Ekinner hurried to join the erowd, to sec
what effect the recoption would have upon the late football
captass nf the Remove™

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Marjorie Gives Advice.

+ ATVJORIE 1™
Harry Wharton jumped off hiz biryele at the
gate of CIiff House School. A girl was just enter-
ing the gate, and she turned her hoad ag her namno
wen s Calied.

She smuled and nodded to the Greyfeiars junior, and
stuppod.

“Harry ! 1 didn'b expeet to see you here.”

Marjoric Hazeldene was carrying a package, and had
evidently been shopping in the village.  Wharton wheeled
up his megcle, and leaned it against the fence.

came gver to see you,” he said.

“Thank you!" said Marjorie, langhing.

[ want somo advice.”

Marjorie becamo grave,

"“"¥Yes:, Hareyi™

“Can your spare me a fow minutes 7 .

“My time 1z not very valuable,” smiled Marjorie. “1
have been fetching some thinge for Miss Primrose, and she
will not miss me for a few minutes, at all events. But
what js°it, Huarrg?" she added quickly, glancing at the
junicr's clouded face. ** You are in trouble of some sort?”

“* Mot exactly trouble, Marjorie, but—""

“ Bomething iz wrong ¥

" Not exactly wrong, but—"

" But there 12 & but,” said Marjorie. * Tell me abeoud it
It iz very kind of yvou to come to me for adviee”

“Very soft of me, perhaps, wou think,” &aid Harey,
coloaring a little, “1 EE:nuw eome follows would think it
ret to azk a girl for advice. But you're xo jolly sensible.”

" It's very nice of you to think =0, said Marjorie
demurely. " Come into the garden, and tell me what it 15"

They sat on a bench under the wistaria, and Marjorie
lovked at Harry with her clear, frank gaze. There was a
very sincere friendship between theee two—the friendship
of a sweet, kind girl and a fine, honourable lad.

Wharton hesitated.

“1'm blessed if T quite know how to tell you, either,” he
began. “ You won’t think me a silly asz, will you 3"

I won't promize,” said Marjorie.

Wharton laughed rucfully.

“'Well, vou sce, I was foreed into the poszition,” he said.
“1 had ne choice about the matter, Mow the fellows think
I am standing on my dignity, It really isn't that, though
it does Jook [i':i}m it. But—bnt a chap must stand up for
himeelf te o cortain extent, mustn’t he *™

“Certainly [V

"You know we were licked in the first football match of
the =cason.  The Upper Fourth simply walked over us”
=atfl Harry, knoitting his browe

“Yoo, T heard,™

“ There was a chap in the team who was plaving up
agatnst me all the time, It sounds rotien, bur I belicve
he wanted to lose the mateh, to get me into trochle with
the fellows, ™.

Marjorie nodded. Harry would net mention Buolstrode’s
baine, but the pirl had o pretey correet notion fo whowm he
wis shluding.”™

“Otner felowe thourht o as well a8 myeeli,"" said Harry
hastily. "I don’t wani vou to think me suspicious, Lut
there it 13, Well, we were rotfenly licked, and the ehaps
pitt &ll the Llame on the captain. Yoo koow how it is in
forter, he adided, a Little bitteriy. T’ not all honey teo
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bo skipper of o team. When you win, it’s one chap's Tick-
ing, or another chap’s passing, or o third chap's speed that
won the game; but when you lose, .it's the skipper's {ault.”

Marjorie smiled.

" Well, we lost, and the whole Form took it badly.
The Upper Fourth have been erowing about it cnough,
poodness knows.  It's enough to make the follows wi d,
especially as thoy had been deing some ¢rowing themselves
befora the maich, and the licking tock thom dewn a good
wany pege. The long and the short of it was, that the
majority of iha Form asked meo to resipgn.”

“Thet was very unjust.”

VIt got my back up,” said Harry. “1 told them I'd
resign if thoy liked, but that [ wouldn't stand for re-clee-
tion, and that any change they made would ba for good,
'].'he?\l': made me resign,”

"“Then you will not be fostball captain this seazon

'““I infended not. I made up my mind that one &f the

other fellows would be elected to the place, and I meant to
back him ap all T could, of course. 1 want Greyfriars to
win matehes, But the fellows have come round. Thev've
been hinting that they want me to take the captaincy again,
and now some of them are getting up & sort of demonstra-
tion of the whele Form, or nearly all of i, to azsk me to
change my mind.”

“That 1 very complimentary to you"

I suppose it is, in a way; but ¢an I go back on what
I've taid? That's what I want your opinion about, Mar-
jorie,” said Harry. * I've said I wouldn't take the place
egain.  And besides, they want me for a big maich on
Saturday. If we lose, there may be last Saturday’s sceno
all over again—fellows discontented, grumbling at e, and
I may be asked to resign again, If Igmmu round so easily
they won't have much respect for me, and they']l thini
they can pick ma up or throw me down as they like.?

Marjorio looked very thoughtful,

“ Don’t mistake me, though,™ went on Harry, rather
hurriedly. ' Somo of the fellows think I'm proud and
stiffnecked ; but it's not that. I'd climb down if I thought
it was any pood. 1 don't want to look sulky asbout it Jgut
I was kicked out, and they're not entitled to ask me to
come baclk, are shey 7"

MCertainly not. The question is, whether Tou  eould
afford to everlook the injury, and act as though nothing
had happeonced.™

“I don’t like the idea. I hate—" Harry coloured.
“Well, 1 hate eating humble pie, and that's the truth.™

“Yes," said Marjorie gently ; “but that dsn's the point,
The guestion is, what is right for vou ta de, Harry.”

JCWou're right, Marjovie,” Iarry said at once.” “ Vou
niwave are.  Dut is 1t right to give in in this way? If they
can make me come and go at a word, they'll think 1 want
t]fu.: place 20 much that I'm willing to put up with any-
Lining.

“ That is possible.”

“And if we losi tho next match, and they sacked me
again—"" suid Harry, flushing.

“It would be bitter.”

It would. Am I ecalled upon to place mys=elf in such a
postbion '

Marjorie was silent for somo time.

“No," she said at last.

Wharton's face lighted up.

“You think so, Marjorie

“1 think it would do more harm than good fo surrender
too easily,” she said. “ When they turned you out, I -
pose they thought there was another possible captain,™

“T suppose so.M

“ Lel them try him. If he suececds they won't need you,
If he fails, you can take up your old position witheout loss
of dignity.”

“Well, that’s true.”

“Ioesn’t that settls it?®

“Yes,"” said Harry slowly.
won't think me conceited ¥

“ Certainly not !

“Well, most of the fellows think I'm the chap to skipper
them in the Bamblers' match on Saturday.  They think
thex'll win with me, and perhaps lose without”

Et 18 very likely, too, But that ought not to influence
Ol
you I want Greylriars to win"”

“"You've £t to consider tha matter for the whole
season,’” snidgﬁ}l-'larjnric. “If you begin without any discip-
Line, in this way, not one defeat, but a good many will éo
the resalt. Don't you think soi™

Wharion nodded.

“1'm zure of it.””

“Then T advizse you to stand firm. The boys mar think
ou are suiking, but it connot be helped. After what they
im,v{-. dona they have no right to expect you to come roun
too easily,” said Marjorie, with a ring of indignation in

“The only thing i3, you

A Bploendid Soahool Tale of
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her voice. * But forthe sake of the Remowe itself, 1 think
vou should lat them see what another captain can do before
you resumo your old position™ o

“1 thought exactly the same myself, Marjorie. I'm so
glad vou think 20,”" said Harrv. *Only I was bothersd at
tho idea of Greyiriars losing to the Ramblers, and about
the fellows thinking me proud and salky. [ shall do this”

1 think it iz right,”” said Marjorie. I hope it is. I
am sura this will cause less trouble than any ofher course
you could take.”

Iarry rose. sz

“Thank you, Marjorie!” he said simply. i

The girl shook hands with him, and he remounied his
machine and rode slowly back towarda Greyiriars. e had
heen protty clear as to his courze before, but ho was very
glad to have Marjorie’s counsel.  Ile was Hem now in his
ﬁﬁnl"{ﬂ. and if the Remove misjudged him he could not

1k

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Wharton Declines.

" ERE he is!"
"“Wharton 1"
o MNow, then—™"

" Bready ! . .

Harry Wharton had put up hiz bicycle, and was walking
towards the School House, when the shout fell upon his ears.

He started a little. : : o
; TI;:::,-._ doorway was packed with iunioprs, evidently waltimg
or him.

A slight expression of annoyancoe passed over Wharton's
face. He knew that some public demonstration was in-
tended, but he had not expeeted anything on this scale.
Nearly the whole of the Lower Fourth Form was crowded
in the deorway or on the ateps outside,

“Here's Wharton 1"

“ Faith, and here he is!"

“The herciulness is terrific

“ Hurrah ! )

Harry Wharton turned crimson as he walked up tha ateps.

“ You, here I am [" he exclaimed. ' What's all this rot
about? What do yon want?"

“ Rot—ah 17 said Elliott.

“Yes, rot!”

“8Shut up, Elliott,”" said Hob Cherry.
on this oceasion. Wharton—"

“ Let me come in.”

“* Certainly ; but we want to spesk to you™

“You can spoak to me in the study.”

“ No reom there for the whole Form.™

“Well, I suppose the whole Form doesn’t want to talk st
onecs ' asked Wharton, in & tone of sarcasm,

““ Just where you'res wrong,” said Bob cheerfully. ** We've
all pot something to say.™

“Hear, hoar!"

“ Beiter not make such a giddy row in the hall, or you'll
have a master out to see what's the matter,” said Wharton.

“ Bomething in that,"” grinned Tom DBrown. " Shut up,
you chaps!™

“The shut-upfulness ia terrific!"

¥ Mow then, what 15 147" asked Harry.

“ The whole Form have deputed me—

“ Hear, hear !

“ To tell you thet we want you for [ootball captain ol

“Hear, hear!”

“ And to ask you to take up the position.™

“ Horrah '’

“You've changed your minds suddenly,” said Iarry.
“It's only last Saturday vou kicked e out.”

" Wot exactly kicked you out’ remonstrated Ogilvy.

“Well, asked me to resign, if you like it better that way.
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Il ree_rign::;d, and told you that I wouldn't stand for re
olaction.

“We know how much that was worth,” said Bulstrodo
with a sneor.

Wharton's eyes Rashed at him.

“ 1 shall keep my word,"” hoe said,

Bualstrode shrugred his shouhiers _

“ O, don’t mind Bulstrodz" said Bob Cherre hastily,
* Bulstrode's a pig. Ninetv-nine hogs and Bulstrode make
& hundred hogs !

** Ha, ha, hat™ i '

“(h, T dont care for what Bulstrode says!" replied
Harry., * He lost the mateh with the Upper "hu‘rﬂ;lb. as a
matter of fact, only the Form jumped on me for ot

“ Look here—="" began Bulstrode. Bub o dozen voices
intorrupted him.

" Shut up, Bulstrode I

" Ring off 1"

“Take a back seat!"

“ Back pedal, old man!" )

Bulstrode tried to make his voice heard in vain, He was
pushed away, and forced to hang on the edge of the erowd,
without intorfering in what was going forward. [t was a
bad omen for Bulstrode, considering hiz hopes of succoss
in an election for football caplain. ;

“ Now that bounder’s gone, we can talk,” said Nugent.

* Yas,” said Bob Cherry. “Now, Wharton all the Form
didn't ask you to resign. There were a few who sluck to
vou all along.” :

“ Yt was decent of them,' said Harry.

The “Maguet”
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WOh P exelaimed Laey. “Then the reat of the Forn
woeren't decent, I suppose " _ .
“ They jolly well weren't,”” said Iarry coolly. They

acted caddishly. The only excuse for you all is that you
wore a set of thoughtless duffers, and wore led away by o
rotter—that’s Bulstrode. Youn treated me rolienly.”

““ But they want to make up for it now,” said Nugent.

“Wo'ra sorey,” said Ogiley.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders. o
* Bupposn we pot annther licking from the Ramblers?
he said. **How will it be tuen? Another case of * Please

resign 1Y

2 li.'q.rﬂul Ag—=""

“Yery hLikely," said Skinpe:
apain, if T were Wharten,'

“1 don't mean to."

“You shut up, 8kinner!" said Bob Cherry wrathiully.
“T.ook here, Harry, the fellows who asked you to gel ouf,
are asking you tc eet in again, T don't see that you can
want more than t! at. The place of feoler captlain for the
geason i8 open to couw. Will you take @™

“ Mo, thanls ™

“ You don't want it¥"

“Yes, I want it; but I can't say things one day, and cat
my words the next, I've said I won't stand for re-clection—
at ag events, until another captain has been tried.”

L1 h !"‘"

“Got another football skipper, and give him a chance.
Bulstrode and a lot more make out that 1 hang on to the
captainey when better players are going begging —="'

“Of courso, ghat's u]ll rot 1" o

“I've heard a lot of it, all the same. I dare say it will
surprise Bulstrode very much, but I siuck o the cricket cap-
tainey all the summer because I thought it would be good
for the Remove., I've been kicked out of the football cap-
tuiney. I stay out. If the Forin tries another skipper, and
he sacceeds, I sha'n’t be wanted. IF he fails, I'm willing
to stand for re-clection, if the fellows still want me. That's
my last word on the subject.”

Bob Cherry whistled. .

’ “Tr:i“n you refuse the offer of captaining the Reomove on
aturday '

i | nlas-t.” 3

“ Look here, we sha'n't win with another skipper.’

“¥ hope you will. Tf T am played in the team, I shall de
my level best, and I'll back up any caplain you chovse—
even Bualsirode”™

YA e're sure of that,” said Morgan.

“ It jelly well won't be Buistrode,” said Nogent. Y Ie's
causcd trouble enough clready., I wish you'd think betier
of it, Harry."

“ Look here,” said Wharton bluntly. **It's very well ot
vou fellows, but take the reat of the Form.  Put it thal we
lose on Saturday, Then we shall have it all over again.
It's the zkipper's fault; kick hun out. I don't wani to bo
rroud about it, but I'vo got more feelings Than a wormn.
_![ can't consent to bo chocked about like a cricket ball
Try another caplain Before you ask me ™

And he strode an, the Removites Ietting him pass now.

iy
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The juniers were gilent.

Few of them had believed that Wharton would hold out
Tiko thiz when practically the whole Form asled him to re-
congider his determination, and few of them were inelined
fo do justice to his motives for helding out.

YWell, I suppese it's his own bizney,’? said Beb Cherry
awkwardly,

“1 supposge =o0," assented Nupent.

Yot ! exelaimed Btoit anerily.
temper, that's what it s
it before.™

And there was a growl from the junigrs. They felt very
spore at the cool and blunt refusal Wharton had given io
thewr conecrled request.

" Btott's pight 17

Y It's his sullks again?t

“We've all got to kow-tow to the great panjamdrum, or
he won't be pood enough to shkipper us’’

“Rata io him 1

“Well, we don’t want him, anyway.”

Oy chuek 7 said Bob Cherey. Y 'We do want him,
but we can’t have him: and we’d better think of the next
best thing., That's an election for football captain, and
the seoncre it comes off the better.™

“ Right-ho 1" gaid Nugont. * May as well have it at once
—in the Porm-room thiz evening. That will give the new
skipper time {o lick the team into shape s bit before
Baturday.™

“Good! You hear, yvou follows! Tee election in tho
Form-rcom this evening—say at eight,” said Bob Cherry.

To that supgestion there was a peneral assent, and the
crowid broke up, with very mingled feelings on the subject
of Wharton's refusal to accede to the general request.

I

f “It's his blessed solky
We've had some specimens of

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo Wishes to be Useful

LONZO TODD stood in the Hemove passoge, in an
H aititude of deep thoughtiulness, with a frown of the
aamo wpon g {ace. Alonom Todd, famous all over
Greyiriars as the “ Duffer,” was evidently thinkmg
things out. He was so deep in redlection that fellows passed
and repassed him in the passage without his seeing them.
Bob Cherry came zﬂ{m?‘ with Mark Linley at last, heading
for No. 13 Sludy. Both of them bhad parcels o their hands,
showing that lhey had been visiting Mrs. Mimble's little
tuckshap behind the elims, in preparation for fea.  Alonzo
Todd stared unsecingly at the two juniors; and Bob Cherry
ave him a slap on the shoulder that brought him oent of
ﬁiu reverie with a jumn,

o {I:I.:l.l[n, halle, halle?* exclaimed Dob.

(18§ '|t !:":"

“Thinking—ch 1"

¥ YVeeoes ' gasped Tadd, ** You—you =tartled me. You
emtote me with considerable viclence, Cherry. It cauzed a
sudden shock to the noerves™

“ o hon 1

A sudden shoek to the nerves is bad,” said Alonzo Todd.
“My Uncle Benjamin always cautioned me to avoid i, I
rogard this way of suddenly bestowing demonstrative greet-
gz as decwdedly reprehensible.™

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“ile's been swallowing another dictionary,”™ he remarkod.

T trust I make my meaning lueid, Cherry™

Hlloar as mud,” said Bob. Y The fact 15, you know, that
I was afraid you might be in & trance, and getting Gxod
like that, and so I woke you up.”

Alonza’s face cleared.

“In that ecasge, Cherry, I freely eoxecuse your somewhat
rough and disturbing action. 1 am not, however, subject
o tranees."”

Bob Cherry roared. Alonzo had a way of taking the most
abgerd statements seriously; and Lad apparenily never
heard of a joke.

“1 zeo no cause for Jlaughter,”
thinking out o most imporiant suliject when yon interrupted
me. I hear that since Wharton's resirnation, there is no
focihall caprain for the Remove Football Club™

“That's s0. Have you thought of a way out of the Jiffi-
culty ¥ asked Bob Cherry, with a prim.

Todd nodded.

“Just =0l he said,
fpucss g8

Bal Cherey stared.

“Joking, eh ¥ he ashed,

“Ceortainly not. My Uncle Benjamin warned me pever 1o
joke on serious subjeets, and I regard thiz ms A sorious
sabrect, It scems that Whartan was & vervy excellent
feathall skipper, and the Remove are sorry for having
made him resign.”
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satd Alonzo. 1 was just

“How very odd that you zhould

WEEK:

"You've pot that down right, Toddy.™
“He refuses o eome round.”

“ He does,” said Bob Cherry, * He do™

“ And it iz necessary to have another football eaptain in
his Elm:u ik

* Exactly.”

T hear that several fellows may put up for election——"

* Most likely.”

“ Ard it is doubtiul who may become skipper.”

3 t%mm 50, 5 .

Y Well, of the Form eare to consider 1, I have n suppes-
tion to moke

“ This iz getting interesting,” szaid Bob Cherry. “Go
ahead 1

“1 am thinking of offering my services as football eap-
tain,” said Alonzo modestly.

Bob Cherry fell against the wall.

“¥ou're what ™ "

" Thinking of offering r_;"-’y services as football captain,”
satd Aloneo, beaming. *You see, if the Remove care to
pecept me, it will save all the trouble of an election.
want to be ﬁbliging. It was a thing my Uncle Benjamin
always impressed opon moe very seriously, to be as obliging
as possible™

Bob Cherry moaned.

“"1e waots to be n’bligin’z,” he murmured. * He's never
Mayed fooler, but he’s willing to oblige s footer capiain,
Mg hat! Heold me up, Marky!”

fark Linley laughed.

“TIt's very obliging of Todd,” he said.

“And I can see the fellows jumping to accept the offer,”
gaid Hob Chﬂrr:i', with a grin.

“To you really think 507" asked Todd eagerly. *I'm
g0 glad., After what some of the fellows said, you know, I
had some doubts az to whether my play wes quite up fo
form for a Remove match.™

“ Bome doubts ! muarmured Bob Cherry. * Not many, I
suppose ¥

“You think T sghall be accepted as football captain®”

' Better a3k the Femove," grinned Bob Cherry. " Putk
it to the Form. If they lot an offer like that pass them, I
¢an only say thera's something rotten in the state of
Denraark.™

“1I -shall cerfainly make the offer,” said Todd. * I will
first, however, make sure that Wharton does nob roally
wantk the position. I should neot like him to think that I
was cutting the ground from under his feet.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Bob Cherry siaggered on down the passage, gasping with
merriment. The idea of Alonze Todd as a footballer at all
was excrngiating.  His first footer practice had made tho
Remove vell themselves hoarse. Bul as foeter captain—tho
thing was too rich for words.

Bob Cherey could only gasp.

Alonzo Todd looked after the ¢hums of No. 13, somewhat
gurprised by their merriment. As he had said, the gquestion
of football captain was a serious matter, and he did not sec
any resson for laughter.

He stepped to No. 1 Biudy and tapped at the door, and
entorod. ?Iarrj.r Wharton and Nugent and Hurreo Jamsck
Ram Bingh were there, having tea.
frizshing the toast ab the grate.

The chums of the Hemove locked u

“ Hallo, Toddy ™
toa Y

Bunter gave a grant,

“ There's not much jam, Wharton,”

*“Bhut wp, Billy IV

“ There's not much cheese™

“Dry up !

“There's not over much milk.”

NMugent reached out with his foot and gave the fat junior
a prod with his boot.  Billy Bunter rolled over the hearth-
FALE -

ﬁﬂiu, really—"" he gasped.

“Shut up, then!™

“Took here, Nugent—""

" Cheeso it ! roared Nagant.

Bunter prancied and relapsed into silence, attending to
the toast with a deeply Injured expression upon has fat Tace.

“1 haven't come to tea,” explained Todd. * It's about
the footkall captainey, Wharton”

“Fht I den't guite underztand.”

“You have resigned—-""

" Yea, yogt” 2

“Phe question iz, whether you want the plees apgain”
snid Todd. “If vou are hanging back to put your valuo
up, n3 Skinner thinks——"’

Harry Wharton's face becane grim.

“Oh, 8kinner thinks that, docs he?” he said.

U %Wes. T frust T am not lelting ont any secrefs” eaid
Alonzo. " Bkinner did oot say ib was @ seeret. Ile dunks

Billy Bunier was

at Todd.
suid Wharton cheerily. " Coming to

A Bplendid School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co
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“Oh, doo’t mind Bulstcode,” sald Bob Cherry, as the bully staried speaking. Nimety-nine hogs and
Buistrode make ong hundred hogs!"

(§ea page 5.)

you ave hanging back to put your value up, azd mean to
take the position all the time.”

Harry flushed.

Y You can tell Bkinner that T'd like him t¢ say that in
my hearing,” ho remarked,
o Certainly; I will give him your message,” said Todd.
i .:nqrru gl:d +|:tth;? obliging. But is Skinner's view correct 1

NGO, 16 13T €.

i ?:Ertl are not hanging back simply for the purpose

1 Nﬁa”

“ Farhancing your value in the eves of the Forin."

“No!" roared Harry.

Nugent and Hurree Singh chuckled. The innocent Todd
did not seem to have any idea that he was saying unplea-
sank things,

“Very well, then,” said Todd. * I may take it that vou
are serious, and that you decline to take the position?™”

“Yes, ass.
ﬂl;: In _&.tﬁt case, you have no objection to ancther fellow

g ak s

“ ortainly not.

. “That s all I wanted to know," aid Todd, with a beam-
ing smile. “1I did not wish to feel that I was taking any
unfair advantage of vou™

Twr Macurr Lisgary.—No. 135,
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O met”

“dust zot

“How? In what way? T don't understand.”™

“I am going to offer myself to the Remove as football
taptain.’

“IFaothall captain!” sluttered Wharton.

* Jusk so"

The three chums stared at him blankly for a moment
and then burst into a yell of laughter.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Alonzo looked at them in surprise.

“ Dear me!” he said. ** What i3 the joke 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“ My dear [ellows—""

“Ha, ha, ha ' roared the Romovites.
came even from Billr Dunter.

1 trust you do not disapprove of my idea of ofering
myself az a candidate,” said Alonzo.

“Hn, ha! No. Go ahead!”

“71 pertainly shall go ahead.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Alonzo Todd quitted WNo. 1 Study with very strong doubta
as to the sanity of Harry Wharton & Co.  He loft the chums
wiping their eyes.

And a fat chuckla

A Splendid School Tale of Harry Whanton & C
By FRANK RICHARDS -
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
The Candidates.

o ¥ ﬂng hat ! murmured Nugent, when the Duffer
M of Greyfriars was gone. “1 think Todd gets richer
and richer. Football eaptain! Ha, ha, ha!™
i And the juniors laughed again.

Wall, it's rich, and no mistake,” said Harry. I
wonder wha will get the place, by the way? You ought to
put up, Frank-—you or Bob."

M Bob's going to, T think,” said Nugent. “T shall back
him uwp.”

“And I, too.”

“The bockiulness will be terrific,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,
N':I ':l.sh you'd think over it again, though, Harry,” said

nt.

111"1?artun L]shnc:-]r. his hem}l_l. 5% y

" Na oing over that,” he said. ¢ That's settled.”

Fl;?nhgg'?u Enthﬁnddﬁd. i ;

“Very well; then the only thing is to back up Bob.”

“Thal's .M ? g_ i

"1 say, you fellowe——"" eaid Billy Bunter, blinking at
the chums over the big round of foast he was consuming,

*(3h, cheese 1t, Bunter!™

“T've got a sugpestion fo make.”

“ Rats ™

“h, really——"

“Well, what is 1477 asked IHarry, “ Fire away !

“That asz Todd won't get a look-in. Look here, if you
chaps like to back me up—-"

“ Back you up?”

“ Yea should have a chance of getting in™

“ Getting in?" said Harry, in perplexity.

*Yes, as footer captain. You seo——"'

“Ha, be, ha!”

“Blessed if I see »nvthing to eackle at,” said Bil!;
Bunter -ﬁfe-vish];r, “You fellows know how I play footer.”
“Ha, he! We do”

“The knowlulness is terrific.”
" 0Oh, really, you know! 1 know I've heen kopi in the
bockeround by jealousy in my own study,” said Billy
Bunter warmly, * Fellows T haid a right o expect aszist-
ance from have failed to back me up. My play’s all righs. "

“*The play's the thing,” as Bhakespeare remarks™
Mugent obzerved,

“I've never had a chance,”” said Bunter. " A fellow told
me onee that there me professional footballers, in Leapue
teams, who don’t play the game as I do.”

* A good many, 1 should say, or they wouldn't geb their
wages, ' said Harry, with a leugh.

*"Oh, really—""

*“(h, youo stick te the grub department, and don’t try ta
be as funny as Todd., Burnty,” said Nugent. " Have zome
more tonst, and ehoek "

AL I:.'I'u.t LR

“Dry up!™

“ At | tell you—""

“*(th, ting off I

Billy Bunter grunted and plunged into the toast again.
There was always consolation there.  DBunter had always
nourished grest hopes of shining in athleties, but these
hopes scemed never likely to become anything more. The
Remove simply refused to take Bunter’s athletics seriously.

The chums of the Remove finished their tea and went
down. Dunter remained in the study.  Thore was more
tonst and more jam, and Bunter was not likely to leave
while there was anything left of either.

Most of the Remove were going down, or had gone. The
time was drawipg near for the meeting 1n the Form-room.

Almeost the whele Form meant to turn up for that.

There wasz likely to bo more than one candidate, and all the
Iﬂliﬁ}vz meant to be there to back up the candidate they
faneied,

Fvery paring moember of the Remove Football Cluly had a
voin, ='sm'iJ there were fow wha did not mean to have a voiee
in the matter.

Eob Cherry and Mark Linley were in the passare when
Barry Wharton came down.  Mark was speaking very
crincetly, gnd Bob was listening with an undecided expres-
sion upon his face.

Mark turned quickly towards the chums of the Remove.

“1 want you to back me up,” he cxclaimed.

“You?" spid Nugent. JE’W you putting up, then?”

The Lancashire lad laughed.

“0Oh, no! I'm trying to moke Bob understand that he's
e only possible captaim of the Remove, after Wharton”

“Uh, T gee!”

*The seefulness ie terrifie,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur.
"We ghall all ha.c'.l'-:qu‘F support the esteermed Bob.”

“ What-ho "' said Nugont heartily.

“That's all very well,” said Bob Cherry.

THE Macwer Lirany.-—No. 135.
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“1 wish vou'd

think better of it, Harry, and take on the job again. Think
of the Ramblers on Saturday.”™

1t can’t be done, Bob™

“You're determined i

' Qtli‘t.!:.1 v

“Well, T suppose somebody must be eaptain?’’ said Dob
Cherry, rubbing his nose  thoughtfully,  © Dolstrode is
ﬁuttiu up, of course? I don't suppose the Remove will

ave him, if there's a deeent candidate.  Somebody ought
to oppose Bulstrode,”

“¥You ought,” said Nurent.

“What about yvourself?" demanded Bob Cherrs. ' [ sup-
pose you're as good a captain a5 I am.™ )

* Better," sald Nugent, lnughing ; “ but I waive my claim.”

Y Long may you walve!” said Tom Brown, ];ﬂiniﬂ;; shem.
“Of cour oh Cherry's gpoing to be captain.’”

“Well, what de you say, Wharten?”

Y Btand for the pest, by all means.

“Very well. I suppose 1 can skipper the team as well as
the nexat chap,” said Bob Cherry, I don't know how nmny
of the fellows will back me vp.’ )

* Mozt of them, I think,”” zaid Harry Wharton, * Weo
shall, and all who we can influence, anyway. Bulstrode
won't have nearly so many voles”

* That's pretity cortain,” zaid Mark Linley. * What uther
candidates are there?”

Wi rj.‘l:'ll'[':td."

*“ Ha, ha, hal"

“ And perhaps Bunter."

“ Bunter! a, ha, hat"

“1 don't think Bob nced be alfraid of Todd or Bunter,”
gﬁ'inncd MNugent. ** Bulstrode's the only danger, and 1 don't
think he's a big one. Who's poing to propoze Cherrs ™’

“¥ou,™ said Harrr, “:1115 Linley ecan second him. [I'd
better keep off the grass; some of the {ellows won't back up
Cherry any the more because I do, in their present homour,”
1 "l;hu chums of the Remove entered the Form.-room in a
ad v

Alonze Todd cameo up to them with a beaming smile.

T trust I can depend upon your support?? he exclaimed.

“That's aceording,” said Baob C rry. U Of eouree, of
vou're without any visible means of support, you can alwars
depepdl on me for a threepenny-bit, to save you from being
Tun in.

*That 15 not my meaning af all,” =aid Alonzo.
your support in the forthcoming election.”

" Well, as I'm a candidate myself, I don't think I shall
back vou up to any extent,” said Bob Cherry.

Alonzo's face fell.

“You are a canchdate?"

* ¥os, rather ™ -

“ But—but then I shall be opposing you,'?

“ Looks like it."

“T'm 50 sorey,” said Taodd., "1 would certainly with-
dreaw my candidature, but I feel that I owe a duty to the
Form. v Uncle Benjamin always impressed me fo make
mysclf useful to my Form-fellows, if 1 could,”

*Good old Benny 17

“¥ou gee, my Uncle Benjamin——"

Bob Cherry looked round.

“NWNo, I don’t,"" he said,

“You zep——""

" Mot here, 18 he??

“Here? Certainly not!”

“Then how can I see him **" asked Bob.,

“*1 did not mean that. I meant——"*

“I say, you fellows——"

“Don't mterrupt me, Bonter, please. My Unele Benjamin
has r!:rﬂ:s:n pointed out that it iz decidely rude to interrupt

eopla,
E “low wour Unecle Benjamin!

" }?ut the fellows were gone.
Lh]

Todd.

“You ass!"” he exclaimed.
Footbhall Club, don't yt:ru?”

“Oh, cortainly P

“ Then are you going to vote for mei"?

ik Fnr }:gu?ir

“Yeog: for foothall captain.™

“But I am putting up.”

“0h, come off! You can't play footer,” said Bunter.
“I'm a jolly good player, and egnal to anything in the
Form eleven,™

“*Ah! You bave plaved for the Remove??

ANSWERS
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“1 mean

I say, you [cllows——""
Billy Bunter blinked wrath-
after them, and then turncd his big spectacles upon

“You belong to the Forw




“Well, no. I've been kept in the shade by jealousy in
my own study,” explained Bunter, “If I EDL in a3 football
captain, 1I'd show the fellows things, What?"

“1'm so sorpy——""

“¥ou can vobe for me, if you like——"'

“1'm so aprry——""

“ Bunter! Bunty"

“Oh, reall¥. Bulstrode——""

Alonzo drifted off as Bulstrode drew the fat junior aside.
Billy Bunter blinked rather approhensively at the Form
bully. He knew that Bulstrode was a candidate for the
captainey, and he was nervous. It would be like Bulstrode
to give him a licking for opposing him, absurd as his
cancdidature was. But Bolstrode was all smiles now.

“ Hungry, Bunter?” he asked.

“¥oes, rather” said Bonter immediately. “We had a
measly tea. I'm treated pretty badly by the fellows in my
study, as you know. I never get enough to cat.”

“ Haord cheesa!” sald Bulstrode sympathetically.

C Yes, it's rotton. You see, I've got a delicate constitu-
tion, too, which I can only keep up by taking constant
nowcishment,

“Fvery chap who votes for me comes to the tuckshop
after the clection, and orders what he likes,” said Bulstrode
carclessly. i

Bunter's cyes glistened,

““1 say, that's all right, Bulstrode. T—I almost wish I
weren't putting up for the coptainey mysell.”

Balstrode stared.

“You! Ha, ha, ha!”
“* Dh, l:eullg. vou know——"
““Ha, ha, ha!”

“0On sccond thoupghts, T don’t auipme I shall get a2
majority,”” said Bunter. " I'm not backed up by tha fellows
in my study. I believe they're going te back up another
chap againat me. That's what they call chummy. Order
anything I like, did you say?'

“Up to a coaple of bob, anyway."

“Good! I don’t know that I eare about being football
(::ﬂn]'.!ti:tll'l:, after all. Footer's o ghastly fag,” said Bunter refloe.
tively.

IE %nll, if you vote for mo——"*

“ Anything up to half-a.crown—eh?"’ said Bunter.

“Well, yes, anrthing up to half-a-crown."

“TUrr your man!"' said Bunter. " Not on account of the
feed, of course. I should scorn to have motives of that sort,
But T foel that you are the proper person to be captain of
the Remove, and I feel I ought to vote for you.”

“Good egg ! said Dulstrode, who did not care a rap for
Bunter's motives so long as he obtained his vote.

“ Immediately after the election, Bulstrode?"

““¥eu, as soon as the result's declared.”

“ And order anything up to three shillingai"’

“ Half-a-crown ™

“I thought you said three shillings."

" Woll, three shillings, then,"” said Bulstrode.

“I'm your mamn'

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The New Football Captain,

IGHT o'clock had struck from the clock-tower of Gray-
friars, and the Form-room was ecrowdad with juniors.
Nearly every fullow who had a vote was there, antd the
Removites who did not belong to the Form Football

Chuby had come, too, to look on. It was a burning guestion
for the Greyiriars Remove, who should captain the Lowor
Fourth for the coming foothall season. Harry Wharton
being out of i, it was an open -question who should be
captzin. DBulstrode was not withont his gualifications; and
he hed a good many friends, and he had gained some sup-
orters, too, in the same way that he had gained Iliiﬁ:

unter, though he gained less greedy voleras more cheaply.
Tom Brown or Mark Linley or Frank MNugent would have
heen sure of a good following, but they were guite willing
to have their claims passed over when Bob Cherry put up.
By joining forces, thaoy hoped to bring Cherrs in, and give
Bulstrode a wholesale defeat, while any rivaley  between
tl-;hu:-:r:j would probably have thrown the affair into Bulsirode's
HALTE S

As soon az the volers were all, or nearly all in, the Form-
room door was closed, and the juniors cama down to business,

Frank Nugent stood on a form to address the meeting.
Bulstrode stood on another form, to address the meeting at
tha samo time,

* Gentlemen of the Remove——*

* Now, then, you chaps——"'

“*Bhut up, Bualstrode P

“Bhut up, Nugent!”

* Ordor ! ghouted Ogilve

“ Gontlemen—a—*

“ Gontlemen—=—""

“ Dheiter take it in torns,’
of atb that rate,”
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“T'm guite agreeable,” said Bulstrode., “I'll teke first

torn. '

U Rats " saild Nugent promptly.

Lok here, Nugent——""

“ Look here, Dulstrode——"'

“You fothead!™

“You chump!"

“Order! Order!™

“(h, shut wp, some of you, bedad!" exclalmed Micky
Desmond.  “ Bure, and you don’t give me a chance to pro-
pose ray candidate entirely.”

“ Your eandidate, Micky !

 Faith, and I'm propesing Todd [

“Todd! Ha, ha, ha!"

* ¥Yes,” said Alonzo modestly. * Desmond has kindly con.
sented to propose me, and I trust ono of you will second

e

“Todd! My hat! Ha, ha, ha!"

* Great Seott!™ .

The morriment produced by the news of Todd's candida-
ture clearad the air a little. It was perfectly clear, of course,
that Micky Desmond was only proposing tha Duffer of
Greyfriars from a spirit of mischief, a solemn jape upon
the unconscious Todd.

Alonzo was not likely (o see that. His log might be pullad
to any extent without his being the wiser.

“ Look here, take the speechifiers in alphabetical order,”
sug; estod Opilvy. * Bulstrode, Desmond, and Nugent.”

* Hear, hear!™

Bulstrode jumped on the form again.

“Veor wai}i,” he exclaimed. *““I'vo only a few words to
say. The Remove iz without a football captain, the late
skipper having been given the order of the boot for in-
capacity——""

‘Hear, hear!"" said Snoop.

But a general groan drowned Snoop's * Hear, hear !

Bulstrode's ungenerous and  ill-natured roferenca to
Wharton had not done his cause any good. The Remove
bully was keen anough to see that.

“ Anyway, the place is open,” he went on quickly. “I'm
open to take tt. I think I eould captain the Remove, and
put up a good show aguins!: the Bamblers."’

“ As good as you did last Saturday ?™ sniffed Nugent.

“We had a rotten capiain then.”

" Hopr, hear!"

“Rata "

“Tako it back."

“That's all,"” said Bulstrode. *I'm up for the post
Slkinner proposes me, and that’s all 've got to say.”

* Knough, too!” remarked Tom Brown.

 Next man in,” said Ogilvy. " IDeamond, are you jawing
for Todd, or is he going o do his own jJawing like
Bulstrode "

“I'm jawing." said Micky, getting on a form. " Gentlemen
of the Remove, I beg to propose Alonzo Todd as captain of
the football cleven. ¥You all itnow Alongo!"

“We do! Ha, ha, ha!”
* He has been called Alonzo the Great—""
“*Ha, ha, ha!"'

“Bome of you have seen him play footer, and thoss who
haven't have missed something they wouldn't have forgotten
in a hurry, begorra 1™

“Ouite true! Ha, ha!"

“Then roll up and vote for Alonzo, if you want a foolor
captain such as was niver scen at Greyfriars or any other
public sehool before or since," aoid Micky Desmond. And
the Lrish junior stepped down fromm the lorm amid cheer
and laughter.

MNugent jumped up.

¥ Hold on,™ said OpFilvy. ¥ Wha's seconding Toedd 77

There was noe reply. Apparently no ome was seconding
the Dulfer of Greyiriars.

Nugent prinned, and went on

* Fallows, we've lost the best fonfar captain wo've had,
and T beg to proposce the next best chap in his place. My
candidate’s Bob Chorry™

“Hear, hear!™

“You all know Cherry. He hasn't been called Cherry
the Great, but you know him. [Ie's decent all through:
plays first-class footer, kicks as straight as an angel, and
ﬂﬁu& :i]rlhhle a ball through the Upper Fousth from end to
end.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“1 second Cherrw,” aaid Marl Linley.
doean't want a Lztter footer captain.'

H By 1

1t wasz evidend that Bob Cherry was the ponular candidate,

“ Now then,” szeid Fronk Nugent, =1 call for a show of
hands for my man.”

“ Brave, Cherry I

“The Remove

9
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“ Hands up for Bob Cherry !™

A forest of hands went un., Two juniors had been fold off
to do the counting, and they counted, and compared notes.

“* Twenty-six votes for Cherry,” anid Nugent, with a grin.

There was a thundering hurral,

Bulstrode's face was black with chagrin.

“1f every other voter voted for him, there would not be
enough to turn the scale in hia faveour now.

But he called for o show of hands, hoping against hope.

A considerable number of hands went up, and his hopes
rose for a moment. But the counting dashed them again.

'* Fifteen I

“My only hat ! murmured Skinner. * Rotten !™

Bulstrode ground his testh.

“It's their dodge in putfin
te back him,” he muttered.
or Linley Lo
:‘ They're too deep for that.”

., Hang them " 2

' Bob Cherrg is clected,” began Nugent. But the voice
of Alonzo Todd was heard.

Y Pray excuse mo—'

“ Pon't interrupte——"1

“I'm so sorry, but I'm a candidate, you know.”

“"“Ha, ha, ha!"

“T trust I am within iy rights in ealling for o show of
hands,” said Alonza Todd. “I do not wish to ask for more
than I am entitled to, of course. I wish neither to claim
more than my right, nor to be satished with less. My Unecle
Benjamin has always imPresﬁed that wpon mo as o mosi
excellent line of condact.’

““Ha, ha, ha !

“Good old Ben !

“ My dear fellowg——>"

“ Hands up for Todd ' shonted Ogilvy.

Not a hand went up. Even Micky Desmond kept his
hands in his pockets. As a matter of fact, he had already
voted for Bob Cherry.

"Ha? ha, ha ! roared the Remove, as Alonzo blinked
ronnel -1 surprise.

" Do you vote for yourself, Toddy #** demanded Ogilvy.

“ Is that allowed i

“Ha, ha! ¥Yes, if you like.”

“Very well, I vote for myself,” said Todd, putting his
Land up.

“Ha, ha, ha !

Todd's hand was the only one up. Nugent declared the
resalt formally,

* Uherry, twenty-six votes; Bulstrode, fifteen; and Todd,
one,” he said.  * Bob Cherry is football captain.™

“ Hurrah !"

“ Hip-pip 1"

Todd was &till keeping his hand in the air. e appeared
eery much surprised,

“1s the election over ¥ he asked, blinking round.

“Ha, ha! ¥Yes. You can call your fist home.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Todd dropped his hand.

“And Cherry is clectod

“He s, anid Nugonr, “ 1o gre!”

The Duffer hesitated a moment, and thes wallked over to
Bob Cherry, who was surrounded by a erowd of congratula-
ting juniora.

“I trust you will accept my congratalations, Clerry,”
he said. “I'm sorry I have noet beoen elocted, beeause [ éin-
cerely desired te be useful to {he Fornin; but I congratulata
you all the same.™

** Thanks, Toddy,” gi-rinmrd Cherry.  “Tf youn only want
to be useful, you ¢an be more useful by pot playing footer
than by playing it, so that’s all -eight,” '

"My dear Chorry—ee—"'

] Hﬂ-, hﬂ, ha 1**

" Brava, Dob ! shomted MNupent.
Cherry—Captain Bob Cherry I

Andd they were given with a will.

Cherry up, and combining
“If Nugent had put up as well,

*Threo cheers for Bob

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Captaln Bob Cherry,

APTAIN BOD CHERRY sat in his study, with a deep
wrinkle npon his wseally smooth brow, a cloud upon
the face that was wsually sunny.

Bob Cherry had been football eapiain for tweniy-
four hours.

In that time he had discovered that it was not all
lavender, fo use a slahpy expression, to hold the post of foot-
ball eaptain in the Groyfriars Remove.

Wharten had held i, and be had done well. Bat Whartan,
though good-natured encugh, knew when to he as hard as
iron.  Bob Cherry was made of different stulf,
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Bob Cherry was as pood-netured as Wharton—most of the
fellows =zald more s0. He was genial and kind-hearicd o a
fault. And the grim firmness that had made Harry Wharton
respected, and sometimes dizslilked, was lacking in Bob.

Boly was brave as o lion, and ho had o temper.  When

b was in a rage, he could be very angry, and nobody

cared to provoke him so far, as ¢ rule. But in friendly and
sociable moments he couldn’t be hard.
A splendid footballer, and alwavs in fit condition, he was
just the fellow to play well in the Form eleven, and back
up his ecaptain and comrade: whole.heartadly, without &
selfish thoweht for himself.

But the position of captain was different.

Bob had now the task of selecting the players, deciding
who should play far the Form, and who shouldn't,

Wharion cpuld be as hard as steel. He would play a man
who could help the side fo win. in a tough match, and no
other. In easier matches he would give weaker players a
chance, of course, but always keeping one object 1n view—
that the Remove had to win if it could possibly be doune.

But Wharton, adhering firmly fo hiz own opinion, had
Enmed a reputation for pride and obstinacy; though if he

ad been yielding, the samo fellows whe thought him proud
and obstinate would probably have been the first to blame
him for the dizaster that wnuid have inevitably followe<d.

Bob Cherry was different.

When a chap thought he could play footer, and was oon-
vinced that he was the wvery man to play for the Form
against tha Ramblers, Bleb hated to undeceive him. Ile
preferred to take the chap et his own valaastion, and try o
think that he was right.

There was a keen competition among the Removites, of
course, 25 to who should play on Saturday in the first wmaich
of apny importance in the football season. Fellows who dis-
tinguished themselves in this match were pretty certain of
their eaps for some time to eome, probably for the whaole
BCASOM,

Every fellow who could play footer, and a good man
fellows who conldn’t, urged their claims upon Captain H;:-E
Cherey. They had not the resolute Wharton to deal with
now, and every fellow felt his hopes rise at the prospect
of dealing with the more amenable Bob Cherry.

Hence the deeply corrugated frown upon the brow of the
new capiain, aeg ho sot irluiiu study that evening and conned
over a paper scribbled in peneil.

Mark Linley was in the study, too, at work; but he fre-
quently raised hiz cyes from his work, and glanced at
Cherry. He was ready to talk as soon as Bob was ready;
but for a long time DBob Cherry was silent.

He broke the silence at last.

* Busy, Marky " he asked, with a rather apologetic look
at his chum. The Lancashira lad laid down his pen at
onoe,

“ Not at all,” he said.

“I'm in a bit of a fix, Marky.”

Mark Linley zmiled sllﬁhtly.

“ 1 thought yoa were Dioh™

*“Oh, you thought so, did youl?" said Bob, a litlle taken
aback. ' What made vou think s0, Marky?”’

HI'm oafraid the fellows have been petting at vou a little
over the footer."

“* Oh, you noticed that?"”?

" Vee" sald Mark.

. W-;-il, that's how it 15, szaid Boly Cherry, after o pause,
“It's not the caziest thing in the world to captain a foothall
team.™

“T1 lnow it isn't,” said Mark quietly. ** I was captain of
gur filteen, home —we plaved Rugger there—and I know.””

Bob Cherry looked rueful.

“* You see, it's rotten to tell a chap he can™ play for toffees,
when he's wrapped up in his plaving,'” he said. ** And then,
there nre lots of chaps whoe play well at times, amd not ot
ather times—some who can get inbo form if they like, and
some who can't. Now, there's Bulstrode. Ho woukl bo a
first-rate foothaller 1f he liked, but he wouldn’t take the
trouble to win league motches—and he's too unreliable, Tye
been firm about Bulstrode.”

“1 should think =o, after the trick he plaved Wharfon in
the Upper Fourth match ! exclaimed Mark indignontly.

“ But there are other follows—and they put it to you in a
wav that makes it horridly unpleasant fo jump on them,”
exid Dob. “0Ff course, I haven't promnised them places in
the team. Buat—--."

““ But vou've given them encouragement, as they say of
ihe voung ladies in the novels,” sald Mark, with a emile.

“Well, they wmay have taken it that way."

“* And ven'll have sbout fifteen or sixteen fellows, all want-
ing to play in the Hemove eleven on Saturday.™

“ That’s about the size of 1t."”

“ And you haven't chosen yet??

i [
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The Ramblers, although they managed to beat the forwards, could not beat the half-back, Vernon-Smiih,
Again and again he cleared, and drew from the crowd cheer npon cheer,

(8ee Page 22.)

“ Let's make out a list," said Mark, taking up his pen.
"1f you settle on the eleven, vou can be Frm with tho
other chops, Give me the names and I'll write them down.™

*Good, I must be in m}'selt'. I suﬁ){msﬂ, a5 skipper——"'

Y Well, vos, that's vaual !’ grinned Mark

“ Then thera's Wharten, Nugent, and Inky——"

“Wharton, Nugent, and Inky,"” said Mark, writing the
names dowin.

“ Yourself, Tom Brown, and Ogilyy——"'

* Linley, Brown, Omilvy."

“1 suppoze 1'd hefter put Morgan in®

“Morzan ! said Mark, writing tho name down.
about Desmond "'

** Yes, Desmond, certainly.™

“That's nine. Wha's going to play centeehali?"
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“ Bulstrode, if he would Bahave himself—="

“But he won't! Whn elsed'

“1 haven't decided. You can put in Elliott for the other
forward, About the centre-half, lpflr:'n’t. kEnow vot."”

There was a kick at the door, and Bulstrode came in. e
zlanced at the two juntors at the table, and noted the list

“ Making up the team®' he asked.

" Yo" snid Bob shorily.

“ My name's down, I supposef’

¢ Mothing of the sort.™

Rulstrode frowned.,

“You're not leaving mo ouk?’

“That's what I am deing,”™ said Dob Charry—"* that'a if,
exactly. You've got it, Arst chop!"

* Look here &

Wharton & Co.
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** No time for arpument, We'ra busy.”

“ 1 supposa that factory fellow has advised yon to leave
mo out,” said Bulstrode, with a venomous glance at Mark
Linley. " What are vou going to do for a centre-half "

“ 1 haven't decided yetf”

i‘;?_'{.u there o better centre-half in the Remove than my-
anlf ? ]

“1 chouldn’ wender,”" =aid Bob. I jolly well know
there sn't a worse. A fellow who can’t be depended upon
to back up his own skipper isn't the fellow to play in any
team 1I'm captain of.™

Buletrode flushed erimson.

“ Who raye I wouldn't back up my skipper

“You didn't back up Harry Wharton in the Upper Fourth
match, I'm not going to have the Ramblers match mucked
up in the sameo way. "

1 did my best.””

" Bosh I

“ ¥You can't take my word

* No fear.”

An extremely ugly lock came over Bolstrode’s face,

o }hﬁu won't play me, then!" he asked.

*1 ): '|ﬁ 1I"r

Bob Clierry might he too vielding and good-natured in
most of his dealings with ambitious footballers, but he was
brm enough now, and the ' No!" came out sharply. Bob
bated meanness or trickery of any gort, and he was never
slaw to tostrfy iz opinion of it; and a fellow who played &
mean trick had little politeness to expeet from Bob Cherry.

Bulstrode's eves pchinted.

* Not on any terms?" he asked.
No"

“ Wot if T promise—0-"

1 couldn't trust yvou "

Bulstrode clenched hiz hands,

1 may have played the giddy goat once,” he said, ' but
¥ou must admit that Wharton is enough to put 2 saint’s back
.

T don't admit anything of the sort. I don’t want vou in
:li,‘i Himll'—ﬂ[' in my study for that matter,” said Bob Cherry
Muntly,

“ Nessed beggar on horseback, and no mistake!” sneered
Batl=trode,

“ Iut it ag’ you hke; you don't play in the team.”

" You'll be lucky if you're fit to play yourself,” said Bul-
strode, between his teeth, I have a jolly good mind to
wade in now and wipe up the floor with your,”™

* Mo, you won't,"” said Mark Linley,

" Is he going to hide behind you?' sneered Bulstrode,

Hob Cherry jumped up with o erimson fage, Mark jumped
up, too, and pushed him back, almost angrily.

“Don't be a fathead, Hob!' he exclaimed. * Are vou
gomg to have the Ramblers match mucked up, just to please
that cad?"

U Ond—eh?' exclowmed Bulstrode.

" Yo' sald Mark, with Hfashing eyes.
word 1™

“ Perhaps vou weild like to try again with me?? said the
Remoeve bully, turming fiereely on the Lancashirs lad,

" Any tinwe yvou like after Saturday,” said Mark.

Y Buppose | say now=—and insist on it

Mark met his eves firmly,

T won't fight you till after the match, and Bob sha'n't,
either,” he said. ** You won't get the better of us with a
lrilt:l-:I mcr-”that You'll get ous of this study, and sharp !

" After the Ramblers mateh, all the fighting yon want,”
ml;-jp;ﬂn rk guietly, ' Now, out vou go, or you'll be chucked
out !

“Who'll chuck me ont?' demanded Bulstrode fiereely,

" Bath of us 1"

Ty to one—oh ¥? sand the Remove l:l'l.!“;l.", with o snoer.

" Yor—ull after the matech. One to one then—and as
o aned as often as vou wand,” sad Mark.,  MNow, hindly
step cuf, before we fhrow you out. You came here to kick
pp o row, but if vou make oS go for you, you won't hnd it
[l sant,

I dorL stir a stop.™

* You'll jolly soon got stivred, then,™

Mark Linley and Tiob Cherry advaneed upon the Remove
butly rogethor.

Bulstrodde stomd Lis preund. He had heaps of plack, and
o dogeed, obstinnte temper. The two jumors collared hint

Bab Cherey pecldd Laek feom a woundimg thomp on tha
irhiet, Bus then Mark's grasp was on the bully of the
Homove,

They struggled fiereely.

" Lend a hand, Beb ! panted Mark.

Bob was to the fore agm':n in a twinkling. e grasped
Bukstrocle h:.' the shoulders. PPowerful as the hur!g.r Bemovite
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" That's the

was, he was swung to the door between the two, and sent
whirtling into the passage.
He crashed down with a heavy bump upon the lincleam.
":zklliﬂu.d better stay there,” said Mark, breathing o little
uickly.
d Bulstrode stapgered 1.'?1. He gave the two juniors in the
doorway of the study a furious look ; but Linley’s edvice was
too good not to he taken. The Hemove bu Iy pgritted his
tecth, and strode away down the passage,

——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Todd Obliges.

OB CHERRY gasped a littla as he returned into hia
study. Mark Linley set down ot the table agein and
tock up his pen. The new captain of the Hemove
fontball club grinned o Yittle rnefully.

“Weil, Bulstrode's gone,” he remarked.
got a centre-half.”

There was o knock at the door.

** Here's an offer, no doubt,” sawd Mark, with a smile.

Alonzo Todd eame in.

He nodded and smilad benignly fo the two chums, and
glaneed at the football list as %u]stmda had done.

*1 just met Bulstrode in the passage,’" he said.

“Yes? said Bob Cherry.

“He was quite annoyed about something. I asked him
what made his jacket so dusty, and offered to dust it for him,
and he pushed by me quite rudely.”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ 1 thought 1t very odd of Bulstrode,” sad Alonzo. ' How-
ever, I did not come here to talk about Dulstrode. It is
about the football. 1 hear that you are making up the tbam
for t#e Ramblers match on Baturday.”

o5,

I should be guite willing to play’

“ {30 hont"

Y Wes," said Todd, with a beaming smile. *" Although
defeatad in the election for football captain, I hope vyou ﬁﬂr
not think that I bear any malice. I am quite willing to play
in the team and back you up.”

" Thanks awf'ly 1"

* Not at all. It iz simply lovalty to the Form,"” said Todd.
Mv Upcle Benjamin always told me to be loyall”’

“ Good old Benny!"

" What places in the team remain unfilled " acked Todd.
I am net at all particular as to the part I fake !

“liver kept goal?! asked DBob, with a grin.

“ No; but I sheuld be perfectly willing to do s0."

“Tla, ha, ha!I*?

“My dear Cherpy-—""

“ But perhaps you'd be befter in the frent line,” sug-
pestedd Bobk,  * Have you ever been forward 7

“Oh, no!” =said Alonze. "1 hope you do not suspect me
of that."

FE Eh ?"

s Ii;hr Unele Benjamin was always most particular about
that.”

* About what ¥

“ e alwavs condemned forwardness of any sorl.
I have never been forward in my life.
would not like it.” o )

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Bob Cherry, and Mark joined in.

Alonzo pazed at them in mild surprise.

“ My dear fellows——*

“1 moeant forward in the team,” roared Bob,
you aza! Den't vou kvow what a forward is?
the front line,”

“Oh, T se!
ing to try."”

“Ha, ha! Lver plazed back 7

N, Is it o game?”

“I1a, ha, ha! It's o position, ass, on the footer field™

“1 have not plaved in any particular place so far,” said
Todd modestly. 1 have practised kicking the [ogtball,
with sonme sucorss,™ :

“ And g0 yvou're specially fitted for footer captain,” said
Bob Cherry, with a grin,  *“ Well, if T were playing a match
for the cinematographs, I'd shove you in like o shot, A
I'nt not, I shall have to leave yvou out, Todd.”

“ Are all the places filled ¥’

“ Al bui oppe—eentre-halfl’r

Y1 shoulidl he willing to play contfre-hali.
what it i=, but 1 would do mzy very best.’”

“Go hon ! L

“(4h, eertainly, T wonld., My Uncle Benjamin says thet
if o thing ia worth doing at all, it 15 worth deing well.™

Bobh Uherry wiped his eyes.

“adidbv, ald man, you're too rich ! he murmured.  Go

“ Put we haven't

=

L]

I trust
My Unecle Benjamin

" Farward,
Chap in

Mo, I have not played there, but T am will-

T do not Loow

A Splendid School Tale of Harre
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away before I got & fit of apoplexy. It 1sn't fair to spring
vouraslf on a chap suddenly.”™

My dear Chorry—-"

Bob Cherry waved his hand to the door.

:‘ %md-hye, Todd!"

[ 3 ut—l—"

“ Buzz off, old fellow !
11 But F

“ Allez-vous-on ' roarad Bob Cherry. “ Clear oub!™
“But I have not finished what I came to say.”
Bob Cherry cast 8 wild glance towards 2 ruler.

“You see,” said Tedd, ““it's my wish to be obliging. My
Uncle Benjamin always impressed that apoen me very much.
I want to be of service to the Remove, and I want to be
of service to you personally, Cherry, because I like you.
Now, I think you really ooght to give me a place in the
Remove cleven”

“Buzz off I

“1f 1 can do anything to oblige—"'

Bob Cherry started,

“You want to oblige me, Todd ' he exclaimed,

“Oh, certainly "

“You'd really like to do s0 1"

“ Very much indecd."

“Then will you go=—but no,"” said Bob, checking himself
“T1t's asking too much.”

“Not et all,” said Aloneo eagerly. “ 1 should be only
too glad to oblige you, Cherry, either by playing football
w in any other way. My Uncle Benjamin—"

“ Then look here, Todd, will you go to the village—"*'

“To Friardale *"

“Yes, Go into the postofice, and ask them if they have
By letters for me."

“(Oh, certainly !"

“If they haven't, ask them again, and insist upon making
sure,”’ said Bob. “ You know what a careless ass Mr. Coots-
18. Just mean business, you know."

“(0h, cortaindy !™

" (Jould you go at once!”

“ Immediately.”

“Good! Thanks awfulls.”

“Not at all, Cherry. I am very glad to have an oppor-
tum:%' of obliging you." )

“Then don’t lose any time, old chap,” said Bob €herry.
" The post-office closes early, you know."

1 will use the greatest poasible despatch.”

And Alonzo Todd quittm}:l} the study, and hurried awavy.
Bob Cherry burst inte a roar of laughter, Mark Linley lock-
ing at him curiously.

“Ha, ha, ha!" reared Bob.

Ha rose and crossed to the window. TFrom the stady
window he could ses Alonzo Todd leave the houss, and
hurry across the Close towards the gates. Todd was in a
greak hurry evidently. His cap was on the side of his head,
.u,n;;'l his jacket flew in the wind as he rushed down to the
gates,

 Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob, again,

““Where's the joke ?"" asked Mark.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Is Todd gone?"

Hob turned away from the window with streaming eves.

“Yes: he's just buzzed down to the pates.™

“ But—"

“Oh, my hat!" gaf&-ﬂd Bob Cherry, guing off into a fresh
mﬁrﬁ Ll{n,,. ’I}a. ha! My only Aunt Eliza. Ha, ha, ha ¥

b—

“ Well, ho said he wanted to be obliging, didn't he !

* Look here, have you any letters coming to the Friardale
Fu&t-niﬁuﬁ * demanded Mark, a light bresking in on him.
fAre you expecting any letters there, Boh?™

“ Lotters thera! Certainly not. Why should I have my
letters addressed to the village post-office?™

“* But you've scnt Todd s

“ Ha wanted to be obliging, Ila, ha, ha!”

Mark grinned.
cor old Todd,”” he remarked.

“1It's a bit rough on

“ Not at all. He wouldn't go, and it was the only way of
%ﬂ-ﬂlll!_{ rid of him. He was going to take root in this

leased study,” said Bob Cherry. “Ile'll be guict for some
time now. ilﬂw wea <an talk in peace—"*

UCOan we?" anid Mark, with a smile.

As Bob spoke, two fellows came in at the door—ILacy
a:-d Trevor of the Remove. They started on Bob Cherry
at onca.

“1 hear vou're not playing Bulstrode at centre-half §'f

“Ne, I'm not'

“ (zat anybody else yet 7"

Not yet."”

It tuke the place, i vou like,” seid Lacy and Trevor
together, 30 concordantly that the two voices sounded as one,

Yob Cherry groaned.

“My hat! DMore joys of a football captaini®
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Combative Candldates!

ACY frowned ar Trevor, and Trevor looked daggers at
Larcy. It waz evident that neither had a very high
opinion of the other as & centre-half,

“ Betrer chuck that rot, Lacy,"” said Trevor.

Y 0Oh, talk sense, or don't talk at all!" retorted Laooy
“You're about as suited to play ecenfre-half apainst tha
Hamblera as—as Todd ™

“ Lok hore——"'

“71 daon’t want to brag," zaid Lacy, " but vou know I can
make rings round you, any day in the week,"

“You mayn't want to brag, but vou're doing it,"' said
Trever., ““{H course, Cherry won't take any notice of your
habble. He's a sensible chap.'”

“1 know he's a senaible chap, and that's why he's gomng
to play me at centre-half on Baturday.”

“ Rats "

“ What do you think, Cherry#"

*I think rou're a pair of assea!" aaid Bob.

“1 don't mind a joke, and you're half right, anyway,"
goid Trevor.

“ Just half right,” agreed Laoy.
an ass. Now, Cherry, you've seen me play centre-half.
it good I

* Yes, pretty good." .

“ But you've seén me play, too 1" roared Trevor. * Wasn't
I good?”

Y Pretty good.” _

A pretty pair!' murmured Mark Linley.

“YVery well” said Trevor. * You admit, of course, that
I was a cut above Liacy. I have a really great reliance on
your judgment, Cherey."'

" VWell, you ace e .

% Cherry's judgment 15 wll right," said Lacy. * Cherry
knows a good thing when he seer it. Cherry knows that I'm
the contre-half for the Remove team.”

“ Well, you sec—"

“ Now, look here, Cherry

“ Look here, Cherry—"'

“ Bhut up, Lacy!”

“ o ring off, Trevor!" , _

“Can't you stop talking rot, when it's such a sorious
matter 49 meking up an eleven for the first big match of the
geason I

“{h, go and eat coke! Look here, Cherry——"

Y Don't you interrupt me, Lacy—"" .

“T'11 interrupt you as often as I like., I'm not going lo
have you worrying Cherry with vour silly claims.’

Y What about your own?  ¥Your fsoter would make a
monkey weep 1" .

1 haven't seen you weeping.'

“If you want a thick ear—

“71 want all vou can give me,"t

“Then I'll jolly well—""

Y ah !t

“Talke that!™

Then they closod,

Bob Cherry and Mark Linley got round to the other side
of the table and watched them. They did not interfere.
As a matter of fact, Bob had no intention whatsver of
playing either Trevor or Lacy as centre-half in the Remove
team, q:ut. it was uscless Lo attempt to expiain that to the
two oxcited juniora.

They struggled and wrestled and staggered about the

“1 ecame in hore with
Was

L

study.

“‘%alca that, you ass!"

" Take that, you fathead!"

“ Yon cheeky chump! You, centre-half!
more suitable for an Aunt Sally !™

# You, centre-half ! Ha, ha, ha!"

“Yaht”

 Asal”

Pommel, pomme], pommel ! Punch, punch, punch ! Tramp,
tramp, tramp ! Crash !

The table went rocking and jumping as the combalanta
reeled against it. liob Cherry gave a shout.

E“ E::un that, you asscs! You're wreckiong the study!
top !’

Blut Lacy and Trevor did not stop, Their blood was ap
now, and the study was their battle-ground. They did not
stop. Tramp, trawmp! Crash!

2top! Lay hold of them, Marcky."

“What-lia '’

Bob and Mark seized the two excited jut‘:iu:‘.ﬂ. ek r_-El‘ﬂp::‘g'Ei;]
tleemn aparts They locked very ruflled and dishevellad, Hed
was streaming from Lacy’s nose, and one of Trevor's aves had
2 darkening circle round it, “Their hate was wildly rufled.
and their collars and ties torn out.
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" Lemme get at am " roared Lacy, strupgpling in the pras
of Boh Cherry. y REDRE Brame

* Keap quict I

" Hands off 1" yelled Trevor, **I want to get at him ™

it ﬂmck it '

LY Egﬂ !]}

* Lemmme o I
" Rats ' caid Bob coolly. * What are you rowing about?

Neither of you is going to play centre-half on Saturday.”
“ What !’
" You heard what I zaid.”

Lacy and Trevor looked at one another. Their mutual rage

uied away—or, rather, it found a new direction, for it turned
upon Bob Cherry.,

“ Neither of us¥’ echoed Lacy,

"It so "

“ Neither of us?' said Trevor.

* Yas, neither 1?

* You ass!"

" Yeou chump "

" Here, draw it mild! Get out of the study! You can po
atiel have that fight out in the box-room if vou like. ™

“ You [rabjous ass!” roared Trevor, * Here, lend a hand,
Lacy, and burp him 1"

“‘}-‘i'htf_.lt-hﬂ !‘:’ saidd Lae

“Haold oo ! gasped Be
fustenad .
O 17

He was rolled over on the floor of the study in a twinkling.
1_"lhtma the two envaged centre-halves proceeded to bump
TR

“ Ielp!” roared Bob. ** Rescue!”

Mark Linley was alveady rushing to his aic.

He caught both Trevor and Laey by their collars, and awung
themn away from Bob, and then, with another swing, he sont
them whirling through the deorway tomether,

Bob jumped up.

. " By George, I'll give 'em socks!’ he exclaimed wrath-
ully.

Mavk canght him by tho arm.

S IV all right, Bob!” he exclaimed, lavghing.
sving each other socks 1*?

TLacy had fallen neross Trevor in the passage, sprawling over
him, and Lacy was no light weight. Trevor was hurt, As
the eusiest means of getting Lacy off he began hitting out
az hard as he could.

Lacy caught one on the chest and one on the chin, and
howled with pain. He was not slow to return the compliment

romptly,
. Cherry, as the two angry Juniors
upon kim like a pair of cats, ** Chuck it] I——— Oh!

“ They've

in kind. Pommelling and clutching and gasping, the twe
juniars rolled on the linoleum in desperate conflict.

Bob Cherry burst into a roar of laughter.

* Ha, ha, ha! Go it!"

The two juniors separated and stagrerad up at last. Thov

eyed each other fiercely, and closed in combat again, and
staggered down the passage pommelling away at top speed.
It was at that moment that Billy Dunter’s luck brought him
blinking along the passage. He walked right into Lacy and
Crevor.

* Oh, really—"" ho exclaimed.

The two combatants atq;ige-md upeon him and fell, and both
of them caught hold of Billy Bunter.

“Oh ! pazped the fat junior.

e was drag down, and Lacy and Trevor sprawled

upon him, and nearly every oumce of breath was knocked
vut of Bunter's body.

He gazped feebly

“Melp! Help! Ow!™

Lacy and Trovor serambled up.
own combat, and, taking hold of Dunter, bumped him on the
linolewn, and then strode away, exchanging glaness of
defiance, but both satisfied with the pommelling they had had.

Bunter groaned.

“Ow! Help! Fm nearly expiving! Ow !

Ho opened his eves ami.r blinked up at Bob Cherry and
Linley, who had como along to look at him,

i ﬁeaﬁ}y dead ' said Bnﬁ cheexfully.

+4 w

" Like some jam-tartz, Bunter?’

Bally was on his feek in a twinkling.

“0Oh, yes, Cherry! Whers are they i

“In the tpckshop,” said Bob Cherry.
vou can payv for.'
D0, really, Cherry—-"
the burly junior,
you—-"

o 'j::hen I'm much obliged to Lacy and Trevor for stopping
You.
" Oh, veally! T hear that you're not playing Bulstrode as
ceatre-half, and I was going to offer—"'

“ Ha, ha, hat"

Tae MaoxET L1BRARY.~No. 135

Tlhey tacitly ceased their

“You can have all

Bunter blinked reproachfully at
“Look lvere! I was cothing to lalk to

“¥ou don't aften get an offer from a centlre-half like g
Bob Cherry. J—-"

* Quite right, old chap! And U'mi not reing to aceapt this
olfer!” grinned Bob Cherry. “ Come on, Marky., Theve'll
ke 1 whole procession of thom to the study, and the zwoner
we pat out the better.”

And Bob Cherry and Mark went downstaivs Janghing,
leuving Billy Bupter gasping and blinking in the Renove
passage,

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Many Offers.

e HERRY !
c * Here's Cherry 1"
“ Cherry, old man——"

"I want to speak to you particulavly—"*

* 1 say, Cherry e R v

“1f vou've got & minute to spare—-""

* It's about the football, you kngw——"

* Faith, and sure I—"

* Cherry! Cherrey I

Bob Cherry put his finpers to his ears.

*Oh, chuck 11" ho exclaimed. * Don't all speak at once —
or, rather, don’t speak at all. That's much better. Bpesch is
silvern, silence is golden, Cheese it!"”

] [.Q'I:l]'[ hﬂr&_'_”

Y Abond tho [ooler——"

" You want a centre-forward—"

** And & centre-half—"'

“1 say, Uherry—="

“EBhut up!” roared the unlmp%’ captain of the [ocothall
team, backing away. " My hat! ’]m'cii be a footer shipper?
I'll sell the job for twopence ™

“ Look here!” said Russell,

* ¥es, but—""

“Well, thean——-""

* QOnly there's no room in the team.”

" No vooin V'’ shouted Russell, exasperated. * Why, I ex-
plained to you for half an hour this afterncon that you
couldn’t possibly do without e "

o ‘!r'eﬁ,ll know, but—-"

“¥ou said you'd noticed that my passing was good.”

“Well, to I had,” zaid Bob; " but 1 meant your passing the
jar at tea, you know. I wasn't thinking about the footer.”™

Ruszell’s face became almost purple with indignation, and
the rest of the juntors laughed. A football captain is like
the acknowled wit—he has oply to say * pass the salt™ (o
zet the table in a roar.

* Faith, and ye're & funny merchant, entirely I excluined
Micky Desmond. " Russell can pass the jam, and he can pass
the tuckshop—I've zeen him de it—but he can"t pass s ball
for toffee }” .

* Look here, you Tipperary duffer—"

“Bure, and ye want me, Cherry darling " eaid Micky
eloquently,

“ Yas, I'm playing you, Micky.”

* Hurroo ™ ropred Micky Desmond. * Faith, and it's an
iligant captain we've got, darlings! Didn't I tell yez ve
coutld {I{!Fiﬂd on Bob Cherry's judgmint?”

“1la, lin, ha!'*

“You'll want me ot centre-forward, I suppose?” Morpan
vemarked.

“No, I don't—"

“*Why, you as good as told me I was to play——""

“1 meant—"'

" Didn't you say I eouldn’t be loft out of the front line?™
roared Morgan, **If vou're being funny with me—-"

1 meant——"

“ He meant the [ront line of spectators,” said Skinner.
“Wasn't ithat what you meant, Cherry

** Ha, ha, hal”

* Look bere——"" .

Y0k, you wore hﬁmg"j{ funny, eh?’ said Movgan primle,
“You funny merchant! ¥You don’t want me as centre-forward,
after what vou said?"”

* Mo, but—"

“*Then there's for your nosze, lock you ™

Bob Cherry stagpered back as Morgan punched his nose,
The Welsh lad was very wrathy. Bob, in his good-nature, had
allowed many ¢f the fellows to entertain hopes that could not
be fulfilled, but to Morgan he had given what amounted to
i promise.

“* You assV" he roared.

* Tako that!" FRpTey

Bob Cherry hit out in his turn, and Morgan rolled mmong
innumerable feet.

Y Berve him right "' said Smith minor. " You'd better play
me, Uhervy, and—"

“T'm going to play Morgan !’ gasped Bob Cherry,

“You want me, dou’t youl”’

“ 1 meant——""
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i Todd still held his hand in the air, and !té seemed surprised when lhe ilmlur.s cheered the new footer captain.
“I5 the elcctlon over 7 ke asked blinking at the grinning Juniors who were standing round him. (See page /10.}

e P i ey e L

"\‘Flulaﬁt o 15:;1.&[::9& Morgan, as he stagpered wvin ' Whey,
o sal—-""

d 1 said I didn't want you as centre-forward, you chump!
You've inside-right.””

YOl said Morgan.

“1a, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed ss2!™" zaid Bob Cherry, rubbing his nose. " Look
here, the next chap who goes for his captain geis left out
of the team ! That's final ' )

* Morgan's all vight at inzide-right,"” said Ogilvy.

s vouw want me at centre-forward, Cherry 7

“MNa, I don't!"”

“If vouw're going to leave me ont——""

“Yoir're imside-left ™

“ Oh, good |

“Who's centre-forward, then?' roaved half o dozen voioes,

* Wharton '

“Wlaron! You're plaving Wharton ¥

“0OF conrse T am, you dullers!” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
“Iro you think I'm going to leave out the best foothaller in
the lleinove because 1've got his place as shipper? Wharton's
going to play centreforward, as usual, 1 jolly well wish lLe
wie contain of the team again, tool!™

" Who's your centre-half I askzed Hazeldeno

" :'*:ul, Sl!ttle{i :,'{!t-h" s

** | cuppose I'm keeping goal?™

“ T au E ¢ you'ra nut,ﬁ said Bob.

e MaerET LABRARY.—No. 135.
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Hazelaene eolouread,

* ¥ou're not leaving me out, Dob Cherry 1"

“Yes | oam. You're not in form, You've been off colowt
ever sinee vour holiday in Switzerlund,” ssid Bob Chorry.
“You chwn up too mueh with Vernon-Smith, you 1-531m'-f-
1'11 not going to play & chap who can’t keep himsel fit.

Hozeldene kit his L. .

“ Wharten would have played me,”" lie said,

“* Not on yvour present form,” _

“ By Jove ! murmured Bulstrode to Skinner, on the edpe
of the Romwove crowd,  ** That's decent of Cherry! You H]'- HLEL
how much he thinks of Marjorie Hazeldene—and now hi-'= ]-Eﬁ.
bor brother out.  He'll have Hazel's knife into lam for thes.

“ I'm sorry, Hazel, but you can’t go in,” said Bob l.‘hc-rn;ry.
“It’s your own fault. I'm putting in Brown to keep.poal.” 3

v Good ! said the New Foaland junior. ' Goal or hu]!:, it's
zll the same to me. Anything you like, old ¢hap. T ihink I
can keep goal.” ) )

1 know you can, or you wouldn't go in,” said Bob Uherey.
“T]“'.,l’l"""\“ goes to the chap who fills it best, Hazel. L'
SOy

= O, all right!" said Hazeldene sulkily.  * 1 suppouse you
know your own husiness best.  It's not what [ expected, that's
all.” "And thrusting his hands decp into his pockets, Hazel-
dene walked away, :

Boh Cherry looked worried for a moment. He liad special
reasons for not wanting to get on bad terms with Marjorie’s
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brothér. But it couldn’t be helped. He couldn’t risk losing
the match to please a fellow who preferred slacking at
practice.

“ Any places still empty ' Elliott asled.

“ Yes, centre-half,”

: Plonty of offers,” said Stott.

: No, you won't, Stott.™

= ¥ou as good us promised ms a place,” said Treluse.

No, [ dide’t. I said I hoped you would be satisfied.”

i ‘E"&LL what d&:ea that mean, then?®'!

* And you said you hoped it would Il ki e
exclaim -LL:lnl.'ﬂm:m:LJr ; 7 8 BB or e

“ Well, I—I hope it will,” said Bob feebly.

“ And what about me " exclaimed Berry, * Didn’t vou BAY
that you hadn't seen a chap pass like I do Tor a long time?”

“Well, 1 hadn't, you know."

4, ha, hat"

“ And what about me ?"”

“ And me?"

“ You siid——""

* You led me to sxpect—-="

* You plainly said—"

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bob Checry. “I can't play you
all! How many fellows do you. want to put in the field
against the Ramblers on Saturday? Do you think I'm

goin ;:3 Eﬂlﬂf_fu early Victorian side of forby or fifey ¥
“You chiump!"

* ¥You fathead !

“:E't:-u captain a team!™ shouted s dozen derieive -voices.
E‘;}Fi ::":‘m couldn't skipper a team of white rabbits!"

a E ! 1 L]

“Go home!"

“ (ot your hair cat !

i m[l-t

. Bob Cherry beat o retreat from the storm, He took refuge
in the commen-room, rasping and almost bowilderad. Harry
;:’-'Trt-ﬂn was there, and Bob gave him a most lugubrious
i :

* Bleased i£ 'L know what anyone wants to be footer captain
for,” he grunted. ** I don't wonder that you chucked the job,
Yharton. I shall chuck i, I think, when we're once safa
over the Ramblers' match. [t's rotten.’

* You'll get used to it,” said Wharton, with & smile.

Bob shook his head,

““ You only want to be Arm, you lenow.™ ,

“ I don't know how you mansged the bounders, but I ean’t,™
ssid Bob Cherry, " If I tell a chup his footer's no good, i
make an cnemy for life—if 1 say the least polite thing about
it, he twists it info a promise that he shall have a place in ihe
team to play the Ramblers.”

Harcy Wharton laughed.

“1t's alwaya the same,”” he remarked. * Ten chaps think
you've a wonderful gift of selection, and the others all set you
down as a arass idiot. It's human neture.”

“There's toe much huwman
Bemove,” growled Bob Cherry.

“ 1"l talke it on myself.'

nature in the QGreyiriars

—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Order of the Boot.

LONZO TODD rushed broathlessly into the post-office at
Friardale. The post-office, grocer's-shop, provision stores,
and [talian warchouseman's was L:Iu:-simi:. The post-office
department and the rest of the establishment all closed

wogethor, and Todd was only just in time to catch Mr. Coots.
Hiz perspiring face Ehﬂ”ﬁ"ﬂﬁ how he had hurricd from the
school.  He rushed into the shop as Mr. Coots's boy was
putting up the last of the shutters.

Mr. Coots was behind the counter, and he looked round with
a frown as Tedd came dashing in, Mr. Coots had had talks
with Todd bofors, and had found the Duffer of Cireviriars
Ext.rr:.ma]{' cxasperating.  But that was Postmastor Cools.
Grocer Coots was & different inan. He was willing to zell
hacon, if not to send telegrams, on the very stroke of closing
time. It was the same with Italian-Warchouseman (Coots,
Ho would have sold paraffin and bundies of wood while
postage-stainps were unobtzinable for love or money. The
post-master portion of Mr. Coots was annoyed at the sight of
Codd toaring into the shop, but the grocer part of him waa
zlad to zee s belated custorner, so he looked at Todd and asked
him what he wuanted.

“ Dear me!" gasped Alonze. " [ wasz afraid [ should find
you closed " And gosping [or breath, he zat down wpon &

X.

* Look hout!" roarcd Mr. Coota.

But the warning was too late for Alonza.

The junior had sat dewn upon a Himsy egg-box, and the thin
waood went straight through veder hes woight, and there was
a terrible craghing inside,
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Alonro jumpmi up a3 if he had sat upon o red-hot stove.

*(h, dear!" he gasped.

Mr. Coots's face was a study in scarlet.

“You've broken them heggs!"™ he reoared.

“ ['m 30 sorry."”

* You—you—yoil—"

“I am really so sorry, Mr. Coots. T would }13:; for thoss
ceps which I have unfortunstely destroyed if I Lad ang
money.™

* You'll pay for them now!" roared the grocer.

“1I'm =0 sorry, but that would be impossible, as I have no
money. I am indeed serry for this very unfortunate occur-
renee. However, i you Lud these boxes made stronger, it
would not have cccurred. What do you think "

Mr. Coots did not say what he thought. He could not do
g0 without using language wiich would have shocked Alonzo
very much.

“ However,’
lettera.””

" For what?™

Y Bome letters.™

“ There ain’'t any letters for yeu," said Mr. Eifﬂ‘ts; “ but
there's a little bill,;and if you don't pay it I'll send up to the
schoal. Them hég%s cost money."'

“I'm s0. sorry. cannot say more than -that, really.” said
MAlonzo rclmacg.fuﬂy. . nele Benjamin says that when
an injury 15 irpeparable, only thihg to 'do 13 to express
sincere serrow for the annovance inadvertently cawsed, I
have dome s0, and I really consider that you should be
satigfied."

Mr. Coots snorted.

“ However, that is not my business here,"” said Alonze, Y1
have called for some letters."”

** There ain't any."

“ My dear sir—

* No leftore for name of Todd—"'

“ But the lotters are not for myself," oxplained Todd;
“they rre for my friend Robert Cherry, and he asked me to
call for them.™

i Eh@r& ain'y any for Robert Cherry.''

(13 ut_l‘?

“You get hout before i.'(:u do any more damage,’ said Mr.
Coots, “ T'll send the bill for them hages up to the school.™

“ My dear fallow—="

“He, he, he!™ cackled Mr. Coots's boy, entering the shop
after putting up the last of the shutters outside.

Alopzo looked at him. The boy was looking at Alonzo's
trouscrs, which had been deeply stained with broken czes as
he sat in the epg-box. Yolk of cgr was streaming down them
behind, though Alonzo was not yet aware of the fact.

“ Dear me ! said Alonzo. " What a rude boy ™

“He, he, ho!”

Y Good-evening, Master Todd,” said Mr., Coots.
that bill om.”’

“ But the lettora—"

“There ain't any 1™ reared Mr. Coots.

“ There must be some misteke.  Bob Cherry told me to
insizt,” said Todd Grmly. ™ ¥You have not yet looked, Mr.
Coots.”™

“ I know there ain’t any.”

“ Pleazo look, to make sure."

Mr. Coots glared at the junior, and then made a pretence of
lu:ahini{ for the letters. Then he again declared that there
woren't any.

Todd looked very puzzled.

“ It is very odd,” he satd. * Bob Cherry told me to insist
upon having them. It is very odd indeed if they have not
arrivedd. Don't you think so, sir?"

“ Will you get houter my shop?! ssked Mr. Coots, with im-
paticnce. .

“ Certainly. But don’t you think-—"

U Good-evening '

¥ Ahout the letters ""

E;“ Will you go, and let my boy shut the door!” roared Mr.
‘oots,

“ear me! I am sorry to be the cause of any delay,” aaid
Todd, F especially a3 the lad 18 probably fired affer his day's
work, and wants to go home. [ suppose he is overworked,
like most grocer’s boys, Mr. Coots ?"

Mr. Coots could not be expected to agree cordially with that
atatement. He glared 26 Alonro insh:ag of roplying, and came
round from behind the counter.

Todd made a move towards the door. He did not undor-
gtand why Mr. Coots was angry, but thero was no doubting
the fact that he was angrv.

“ Dear me!” exclaimed Alonzo, suddenly becoming aware
of a hittle pool of egm-yolk close to the spoet where he had been
standing. © Dear me! I think T must have sat in the ceggs ™
He twisted round to try and get a view of hia back, but with
difficulty. He blinked in his trusting manner at Mr. Ceots.
“Will you tell me if my olothes are stained behind ' he asked

Mr. Coots smiled grimly.

said Alonzo, I came here to ask for some

“ I send
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Y Turn vound,” he said.

“ Oh, cortainly!™

Alonzo Todd terned ropnd,

Then Mr. Coots’s foot rose, and a heavy boot emote Alonzo,
and he waa swept fairly through the doorway upon the pave-
ment outside,

He fell upon his hands and knces there, very much
Eurprized.

* (Y, dear !” he gasped.

He serambled up, aching considerably, and locked round.
The shep-door was closed now, and he heard the chain being
put up within,

“ Dear me!” gasped Alonzo., " 1 fear that Mr. Coots is not
quite right in his head. I have suspected it before. How
very odd of him! 1 seppose I must return to Greyiriars with-
out the lettery," ;

And Alonzo, with a very considerable ache to keep him
company, trotted off towards Greyiriars to report his ill-
success to Bob Cherry.

e ]

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Boonder’s fler.

* Y hatt*
M “* What's he been up to?™ )
“Where have you been, Toddy ™

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

A crowd of langhing juniors surrounded Alonzoe Todd as
he came breathlessly into the junior common-room at Groy-
frivrs. Todd was looking a little out of order. The volk of
eggs was drring on his clothes in yellow streaks, and a great
deal of the dust of the lane clung 1o it.

= Ah, I have had a slight accident!” he said.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

It is really not a langhing matter,™ exploined Tadd, © 1
sat down upon a box in Mr Coots’s shop w rest.  Unfor-
tunately, the lid gave way, being of somewhat flimsy con-
struction, and I =at in the eggs.”

*“*Ha, ha, ha!*

“Mr. Coots is going to send a bill in to the school for
thom, which iz very odd of him, as 1 told him that I had no
money to pay for them However, he grems to me to be a
very obstinnle and bad-tempered man, I am sorry I waoa
not able to bring your letters, Cherry.”

Bobh Chorey stared.

My lottors?

“VYes. Mr. Coots assured me that there were none.”

“*Ha, ha, ha!” voarsd Iob Cherry,

Alonzo blinked at him.

“I am glad to see you take it =0 cheerfully, Cherry,” heo
gaid. "1 was afraid you would be dizsappointed, as yon
ecemed to oxpoct the lettors,”

“Ha, he, hat”

“Hallo! What's that?” exelaimed Bulstrode.
receiving letters ar the postofice—eh?® What's the little
game?  Getting mixed up in the racing—eh®"

“Wo, ass! I hoven't received anv Jetters."

“They hadn't come,” explained Todd.

“And they weren't coging, chump!” said Bob Cherry.
“1 wasn't expecting any. I didn't tell vou I was I simply
asked vou Lo (ig-t:- down to the post-office, and ask for them,™

Todd looked at him in bewilderment.

* But if you weren’t expecting any——""

“{'{:rtain{ nok. ' :

““Then why did vou ask me fo pol?®

“ 20 that you could bother Mr, Conts instead of hotherin
me,”” sald RBob Cherry cheerfully. "1 was getting fed un.”

“ My dear Cherry——""

“Ha, ha, hal!” roared the juniors,

This is very rotten!” said Alonzo. 1 have wasted my
time, and my Uncle Benjamin always eantioncd mwe vory
much not to waste my time. T must remark that I rogard is
a3 nconsiderate of vou, Cherry. I will now resume the
subject. that was interrupted when you asked me to hurry
off to the post-office. I—°

* No, you won't,” shouted Bob Cherry.

* ot [——""

*Ring off 1"

*I think I ought to play eentre-gquarter——>?:1

“Centre which

“Quarter,” said Alowzoe. I forget whether it is guarter

“Ha, ha, ha!*

~”'i am willing to toke that position, or any ather.” said
Todd. [ shall play my very hardest. 1 trusi sou will play
me, Chorre.” ¥ )

“ My h:Lt.r*." gn}mwﬂ Bolb Cherry, = Why don't somehody
sutfocate him?  Todd, old man, Tl plar veu as [ull-back-
throe-guarter-wicket:keoper next tima we plav—er—hackey.
That's the best I ean promise. ™ i

“Oh, very well ! said Todd, with a beaming smile. 1
accept vanr offer, Cherry, and 1 will put in a lot of nractics
at onew, as soon as I ean find someone to instruct me in the
dutics of !'ullrh;:m[-:-tlu'm-r||mrmr=w'rf:t::.-t-]:-:-::fmr."
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; ﬁ‘he Removites roared. Todd blinked at them reproach-
ully.

“You have not seen me play set,”” he said

“My hat!" said Nugent. ""i shall be glad to sce you ploy
a8 full-back-three-quarter-wicket-keeper, Why not try centre-
forward-covoer-ship-third-man 1

*1 should be perfectly willin
other position,” said Alonzo, **

*““Ha, ha, ha!”

Alonzo Todd, wondering what the juniora found to langh
at so muech, went away to change his clothez and to spend
gome hours in eleaning those he toole off. It was a long
task for Alonzo; but it relieved his Form-fellows of the little
favours he liked doing them when he had time, so0 no one
was sorry but Alonzo.

Meanwhile, Bob Cherry had not yet decided upon his
centre-half, There were several fellows who seemed to have
-F!?Hﬂ"].‘ good claims, and Bob had not made up hig mind.
He did not like to go divectly shond, as Harry Wharton
would have done, having a sensitive regard for people's
feclings; but as it was already Friday, there was littie timo
to out to waste, ag the Ramblers maoteh wos dus on the
afternoon of the morrow.

Bob was thinking it over by the window of the commons-
room, when Vernon-Smith joined him. Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greviriars, was not on the best of terms with
Bob Cherry or any of his friends, but there was an un-
usually cordial expression upon his face now.

Bob looked at him grimly.

“I wani to spoak to you,” zaid the Bounder.

Bob's reply was terse and uncomplimentary,

“Go ahead "

“I hear you're still 8 man short for thoe f[ootor team
to-morrow, '’

Bob stared. Vernon-Smith, the slacker, the Bounder, the
blackguard of the Lower School, had shown little or no
interest an sports- before. Was it possible that Bob, in his
new capacity of foothall captain, was to he bothercd by
Vernon-Siith as well as all the reat of the Remove?

“Wes, contre-hall," said Bob at last.

* How would you like to play mei'”

“Youl”

Vernon-Smith nodded cooliy.

Mo, 1 shouldn't," said Bob., *You're not fit, for one
thing ; you're a rotien Bounder, for another; and you don's
play fooler, cither,

"1 ean play.”

i ;; I'tl believa that when T see 1t said Bob Cherry seorn-
ully.

" ¥Youn ean sce it as soon as you like,” said Vernon-Smith,
with a shrug of the shoulders. T had a coach, and he put
me p t‘{ all of it, and I ecan play if I choose. I'd like 1o
p]:ﬁr in the match to-morrow.”

ob Cherry laughed involuntarily.

"I dare say you would,” he said. “ 2o would the rest of
the Remove. But there are plent;,r of fellows who'll Gl tho
ploce pretty well. You can't play.”

“You can give me a trial to-moreow morning beforo
brokker, and see, '™

Bob made an impatient gesture.

1 osuppose you're Joking?? he exclaimed. ¥ You're not
a eportsman.  You don't care a rap for footer, either, I've
heard you say s0."

VU uite trae,”” saikd the Nounder, with a nod.

“Well, don't play the giddy goat, then,” said Hob, *“and
don't bother me when I'm erying to think things out.”

The Bounder's cyes glinted.

“*Then you won't give me o chanee?” he said,

“*No, no, no! (et out!”

“ 1 particularly want te play to-morrow,” said Vernon-
Smith, sticking to his point. " Tve a reason. I don't care
for fnotor, as a rule, but I want to play in the Ramblers'
mateh, I you like to give me & trial to-morrow marning,
I'll stand or fall by your opinion of what I can do.”

Boh was exasperated, It was too bad to be bothered hy
the worst slacker in the Remove talking to him in this sivle.

“Will »ou buzz off?" he exclaimed.

" Look here——"'

“Oh, wot out !

The Bounder ecast a glanee round. Neo
them. e lowered hiz voien.

" Laok here, Cherry,” he whispered, and he drow a erisp
and rustling ship of paper from Lis pocket, * look at that!”

Boh lgoked av it. It was a five-pound note.

“Waoll ¥ he said blankly.

" You see what it 157

“Yea: a fiver”

' That's yours if I play in the Ramblers’ mateh tamorrow,”
sail Vornon-Bmith, under his breath, 1 ean afford ir, ond

1 want to Py,
Boly Cherry sat stunned for o moment.

to do 3o, or to take any
only want to be obliging.”

Ong Wil near

That even the
17
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Bounder of Gropfrlars should offor him money for the
privilege of playing in the Form cloven was ineredible. Ho
coutd not believe 1t now. DBut the Bounder was in carnest.
glp suk with his eyes on Bob Cherry's face, intently watching

im.

Dob realised it ot last. A hot red flush came up over hia
faco. He roso to his feet; his grasp fell upon the Bounder's
eollar, and Vernoun-Bmith was jerked up.

" Let go, you hound!” gasped the Bounder.

Bob Cherry did not let go. Ho swung the Bounder to
the door of the common-room, and, witﬁ a swing of his
powerful arms sent him rolling into the passage. Thero
was a roar of voices at once,

What's up "

“ What's tho mattar?™

Bob Cherry gritted his teoth.

“Ask him!” he said coldly, pointing to the sprawling
Bounder.

And & dozon caper voices did ask, but the Bounder did not
reply. Ho gave Bob Cherfy one bitter look, and serambled

to his feet and walked away.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Short Way with Croakers.

HE next morning the Ramblers’ mateh was the one
topic of interest in the Greyfriars Romove.
t would have been n tupic of keen interest in any-
. tazs, but with Captain Bob Cherry at the head of
affairs it possessed a peculinr interest for the juniors.

If Harry Wharton had been in his old placo of football
captain, and the Remova had backed him up ss hard as they
could, still the mateh would have been a tough one.

With Bob Cherry making his first exsny s skipper, the
result wag still more doubtful. Bome of the juniors made
long [accs about it already. The Remove had been licked
by the L-pfg-cr Fourth in the first match of the scason. They
would be licked by the Rlamblors in the sceond. It looked
like hc-mﬁ & rotten aeason for them.

Bob Cherry had a short way with the eroskers. When a
fellow expressed his doubis in Bob's presence, llob replied
in lt-ht: platncst of plain English.

' We simply haven't a chance,” Bulstrode romarked at
his washstand that morning, addressing nobody in particular.

Oh, shut up!™” said Bob Cherry.

I_‘tulatmde turned round towards him.

M Bhut up or not, it's the brath," he said. “ The Ramblers
will walk all over us,”

* Breawse wa're not plaving voun at +half, i
Bob aslkod ﬂ:nrr':zuEnt.itmll;.rl:.i AN I et conirel L stpross

“ Not only that; but because we've got such a ripping
captain, who ean’t say *Ho' to a goose, or ‘No' to =
mug.” said Bulstrode,

S0 Charry's playing mugs, i3 he ! demanded Mickey
De:frinncti. [w:t "a w_nrhlni look. :

whole eollection of "om,'" sai

ot e tollec o . satd Bulstrode coolly.

“ Bhut up, Bulstrode !

:: Don't cronk !

" Woll, I say Groyfriars has no chanee.”

If you think so, keep it to wourself, and don't be a
blessed Jonah!" blazed out Bob Cliorry,  © Wit vou want
i3 a hiding. " ) )

“I'm ready for any you can give me"

Dol Cherry rushed straight at Bulstrode.

His temper was up. .

Ihe Remove bully wanted nothing botter. A mill with
‘herrs on the mnrnmﬁ: of the match suited hiz plans
admirably.  After he had finished with him, ns he had
reviously remarked to Skinner, Bob Cherey would be more
tted fo capluin a hospital ward than o football Lo,

Eut it was not to be.

Mark Linley caught hold of Boll Cherry and stoprad him,
and at the samo monment Tom Brown and Hurre Wharion
graspod Bulstrode and swong him away. )

* Lot go, confound vou!"' shouted Bulstrode.

“ Let ma get at him ! roarved Bob,

" Chuek it sxid Hlarey Wharton quictly. * Don't be an
ass, Bob ™

* I tell youa—"'

“As for yom, Bulstrode, if you lay a finger on Cherrr,
you'll be ragged till you don’t know where vou are.” sajd
Harey sternly. “ Wo know your game—vou're not gaing to
spoil Cherry's form for the mateh.”

“1 didn’t tesn

* ¥es, you did.'

“1I tell you—~"

“Bhame!” shouted a dozen voicos.

“Oh, all right!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ Only if that
dummy croaks in my hearing, I'll o for him ™
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“T' say what T like!™ said Bulstrode.
“No, you won't,"” said Tom PBrown. ** 8hut up. What

do you want to discourage the chaps for-—better chaps thag
yourself ¥

Ly (Rl

“ Well, hold your tongua.”

“Rot! Greyfriars is going fo lose, and, considering how
foothall matters are managed in the Remove, a jolly good
thine, too!"' suid Bulstrode aulkily.

* Bump him ™

FE IJE‘L Hﬂ_""

“ Pump him ™

Thres or four paivs of hands ecaught hold of Dulstroda,
The burly Removite was not wsed to this sort of thing, Lut
he had to stand it now.

e was bamped, and blefJﬂd afruin,

Gasping for breath, he rolled on the floor of the dermitory,
Ho sat L, dazed, and stared at his zzzailants.

By Gearga!  17l]l—"

“ You'll keep q‘_ui-EtI:. or you'll get worse,”

Y Hang you! J[——"

0, shur up

Thers were angry faces round Bualstrode now, and la saw
that he was in a hopeless minority. He forced a laush, and
turned back to his washstand.

There was no more of Bulstrode's croaking for some timea.
Many of the fellowa believed he was right, butb they felt thak
it was rotten to say so. There was no need to ery beforo
the milk was apilt, anyway, as Ogilvy romarked.

gaidd Tomm Brown

II-I'

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
Wharton Advlses,

ERNON-SMITII gave Bob Clerry a very peculiar
lock as they sat down to breakfast that Saturday niuen-
wng. If Bob had noticed hun, ho would have seen that
the Bounder was doubtful about whether he should

approach tho subject of the previous evening apain. But
Bob was not looking at the Bounder.

Ha had more important things to think of,

He had not vel decided who was to play centrehalfl in the
Rermove eleven, and hoe did not know what te decide.

Lob was keenly feeling his limitations sy football captain.
Ho had a feeling that Harry Wharton woeuld have seltled
the question of the centre-half the day befere at the latest.

. But conflicting claims, and doubts of his own, made Bob
ezitate.

He wanted to put the best man in—bat the best man was
Dulstrode, snd he was disloyal. He could not be played.
There were thres or four fellows Bob found it difficult to
decide among, and all had shown up very well on trial.

Eob determined at last fo ask Wharton's advice.

He had heen chary about doing so, for it seemed o him
something hke asking Wharton to assume some of his old
responsibility, without the honour of being captain: but hes
came to 1t at last,

He touched Harry on the arm as they laft the dining - room.

* ot any advice to give away?" he-asked.

Wharton smiled.

“ Heaps!" he saidd. " If you want anv, Bob, vou know
I'm only teo glad to give it, thougl I didn't want to force
itk on you "

Bol: looked relieved.

“Iacht! I haven's a.centre-lhalf yeb.”

“ I know!™

* Bub:trode won't do—voun wounldn't advize mo Lo give him
a chance ¥

“Of wrecking the team ¥ said Harry.

“1'in glad you agres with me thers
Smith, and Percival, and Northoott, but—-""

“You're nob satished with any of them?'”

“ No. The enly thing I ean think of is to put in Brown as
centro-half, and play Haveldene, after all, in zoall What
do vou think of that®

Wharton nodded.

ok a bad arrangoment.”

* Well, what do you think!' asked Toh.,  *1t's voue
advice T wunt. Hallo, hallo, hallo! What do vou wanti'
fie asked, as the Donnder came up to them in the Closs,

Vernon-Smith gave hine a dark look.

“1 want to play in the eleven this afternoon,”

O, ring off 1T

“ 1 apneal ta Whartan —- i

“ Wo pood appealing to me,” said ITarer. with a Luagh,
“I'm not footer captain any more. It reata with Cherry,”

“ I mean, I appeal to your commmonsense. ' entitled
to a trial. Tf you like to see what I can do, you can see
whether I'm fitted to play centra-half or not"

Wharton looked al him earioasly,

“ Not likely ™

There's young
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He had not thought of Herbert Vernon-Smith as a foot-
haller before; the Hounder had shown tastes very different
from those of the athletes of the Lower School. But when
he come to think of it, he remembered having heard of the
Bounder's professional coach, snd what he was supposed to
be able to do if he chose.

" Bo you think you're a half 7" he ashked,

“1I'm a good helf.

“ You've played?”

“ Many times,"

" Wea've seen nothing of it here ™

“ I don’t eare for football,” said the Bounder coolly.

“ But yon want to play to-day "

Vernon-Smith nodded.

id 1r"lhbl 'i-ll

* That's my business,” said the Bounder ealmly. “ 7T want
te plav—and if I'm fit to play, ]‘_,r-:-u ought to play me—
especially as you can’t find & centre-lalf for love or money I

Ioh Cherry gave a scoffing laugh.

“We've had & lot of rot from you,"” he =aid. ""But I
never expected to hear you begin to talk footer. Why don't
you ring off ¥*

* Then you won't give me a chance®”’

" Hats 7

“ VWiharton—"

Harry made the Bounder a sizn to be silent. There was
& thoughtful expression upon kis face.

“ You asked me to advise your, Bob?" he said.

" Yes, cartainly.”

“ You meant it, of course®™

“Of course."

“Then I advise you to pive Bmith a trial.”

Dok Cherry stared,

*Lave him a trial ¥

" Exactly.”

" Bt ko can't pley footer.™

" He says he can.”

" 1t's only gos™

“Well, it won't take much treuble fo give lim 2 trinl"”

" Waste of time,” said Bab Cherry decidedly.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“"Very well, Bob; that's my advice, but, of course, you're
not bound to take b

Y Oh, ratg, ']l take it eaid Bob Cherry. * May as well
give hirn o friel, if you think so0; butf, of course, it's all zas.”"

“We've got nearly helf an hour before pravers,” said
Harry. " Call up the whole team, and play them together
apainst a serateh eleven. TI'll bring up the fellows. The
practice won't do any harm.™

* Right vou are.”

Bob Cherry turned away.
aft Harry.

“ Thank you," he said.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

““ Mo need to thank me,”” he replied. ""T'm as keen for
Greyiriars to win as anybody. If you can play, I'd put you
in, :!_ [ wers captain, if vou were filty tines the bounder you
are !

Vernon-8mith laughed as he walked away., He evidently
had confidence in himself, and ho felt that he had gained
his pomnt,  Hageldene met him as he went down to the junior
footbdll-ground.

* 1 think it will be all right,” Hazeldens announced.

Vernon-8mith gave him an inguiring look,

“1 mean, about my playing,”’ eaid Hazeldena, * Cherry
enn't find & contre-half—and if he puts Brown there, he'll
hava me to keep goal.  He'll have no cheice sbout the
mmttllz‘r.’ I'm glad of it, as Marjoriae's coming over to see the
misteh,’?

Vernon-Bmith looked guickly

The Bounder prinned.
“* I'm sorry,"” he said,
“Borry! Why??

“ Bob Cherry's found a centre-half,"

Hazeldene's expression changed,

" Who's he found ™"

* Myself,"

“¥oul" shouted Hazeldene,

“Why not?"

* You play football I'f

“ Certamnly 7

" (h, rats! You can play poker, and play euchro, and pla
the riddy goat,” said Hazeldene, ' You can’t play footer!?

“YWou'll see™

“You don't mean to say that he's giving vou & trial?
exclaimed Hazeldene, following Vernen-Smith to the foothall-
grnunﬂ. \‘r'}lpm i r_.{r'l"':l.L IIIH":I.:." IHILET}I'!-'- Wers {‘Un‘i‘ﬂ']‘giﬂg,

The Bounder nodded.

Bt at's all rot.”?

" Thank vou [*?

" Look here, is this what vou call being a friend?” de-
manded Hazeldene anegrilv.” ™ You ought to stand by me,
not sneak in vourself in this wav!™

* Kvery man for him=elf,” smid thoe Bounder, with a shrug
ol the shoulders. ™ I'm poing to play centre-half.”

“It's rotten! T expected ook here, what arc von
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ging to play for®' demanded Hazeldens savagely, * You

wte Tooter ™

* Az a rule, yves"'

“ Then why are you going to play this afternoon?’

“ For a change, I suppose.”’

Hazeldene drew n deep breath.

“Well, I think it's a roiten trick,” he exclaimed; " and
if vou treat me like this, 1 don't want to hava anyiting lo
do with you.” )

“ Until the next tune you are hard up,’ saud Vernon-
Smith, with a sneer.

Hazeldene Rushed erimson, and walked away. Bob
Cherry's volee was heard now calling to the Bounder and
Yernon-Smith hastened w join hun,

s

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Yeroon-Smith, Centre-Half,

HE news that Vernon-Smith wes to be given a trial as

centre-half in the Form team made the Remove gasp.

Yernon-Smith, the black sheep of the Yorm, the

fellow who hroke mare schonol rules than any other

three, and broke them in a more reprehensible manner—tho
biackguard and pub-haunter—he was taking up footer,

That was surprizing enough.

But that Bob Cherry was giving hin o trial for the Form
elaven—that he haid a chance of playing for the Hemove -
that was more sarprising still.

The Remove wondered; and ar the news spread, they
flocked to the ground to sce what the new recruit would
shape like. <

They found the elevan at practice.

Harry Wharston eafled up a number of fellows for a scratch
tewin, and they took the field against the llemove eleven,

In the latter, Vernon-Smith took the place of centre-half.

It was easy enough practice to the teain, for their scratch
apnonents were nowhere near their form,

Itut the contest was= hard enough 1o show up the form of
the playsrs, and to allow Bob Chnerry and Harry Wharton
to Judge of the form of the new recpuit,

Ther watched Vernon-Smith and wonderad.

Certainly the Bounder played well .

e hod a turn of 5Eht"1'rf théy haal never suspectad him of,
a quickness of eye and of action mvaluable in & half-—und his
passing was as elean as a whistle,

Bol Cherry prew mare amd more amazed, and Ifarry
Whatien more and more pleased. When the play had gena
on for o guarter of an hour, it stopped. llarry Wharton
clapped Bob Cherry on the shoulder. .

““*Thore'a your centre-hall, old man ! he exelaimed.

Bob Cherry nadded.

= iood ege " he sad, )

“You're satisfied 177 asked IMarry, with a smile.

“Caite,”

The Bounder, leoking a litile hot, but it encugh, came
ip to them.  There was a =lightly mocking expresston in his
eyes.  [le knew that he had done well

“Well #** he azled.

“You'll do," said Bob Cherry tersely.

“ You're going to play me this afternoon I

YA eyt

“ iood ' aaid the Dounder.

The two chums lanked after him ns he “':II”-:Eﬂ El.“"."l?'- They
were puzzled. That the Bounder did not like football was no
secret.

““What on earth ezn be his object in playing " cxclaimed
Bob Cherry, wrinkling his brows in perplexaty. 1 don't
get on to it at all.”

* Blessed if 1 do, either.”

*“ | suppose he wantz to chow off for some renson. I sup-
pose that's the only motive a chap like 8mithy could have
But——"

Wharton uttered an exclamation.

“It's Marjorie, of course.”

“ Marjorie 1"

“Yes. You know, she's coming ever with Clara o see the
mateh., That's why the Dounder wants to play.”

ob Cherry whistled mﬁ]{. :

“My hat!™ he said I believe you're right. Fanev the
Tlounder! Wail, I suppose it's a Little bit decent of him {o
care what a nice girl ke Marjorie thinka of hon

“1 suppose so,’ saill Wharton, laughing, * Anyway,
there's no harm in it; and if he helps us to win for Grey-
frinrs, that's nll we want.”

“ What-he !

There waa Little doult that Wharton’s explanation of the
mystery was the correct one.  The Bounder nad shown on
more than one geension a curiows regard Tor Marjorie's
OIHNLON.
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It was earlous; but it was a decant brait in hia character,
and the chumsa thought a little the better of him for it.

That Vernon-Bmith was to play centre-half in tho
Ramblers’ match was announced to the Remove at once, and
it waa received with mingled {ealings.

Each of the fellows who wanted to play centre-half came
to Cherry to speak to him about it, and at intervals during
the morning Bob had a very uncomfortable time.

_He hated saying no to anybody ; and to refuse a fellow he
lllnal:ii:l Ec;lr the sake of playing a fellow he dizliked intensely,
was hard.

It would not have happened but for Wharton certainly;
but Bob felt grateful to Harry for his aid on that occasion,
He felt that in the way things had gone, Harry had proved
himself the proper person to captain the team; but for him,
there would have been no raliable centra-half.

Pleasant or not, Bob had to reply plainly to the rejected
candidates, and he left them all with the firm conviction
that he was a fool.

But upon the whole, no one could deny tha! Vernon-Bmiil
was the fellow who ought to have the place. He had proved
that he was fit for it. Whether he was reliable enough to
stick to footer, and make himself wseful in other matches,
was anothor question, Sufficient for the day was the football
match thereof, Bob Cherry thought., If they pot szafely
f-ilrf.:!:lilgh the Ramblers match, the future could take care of
ikzelf.™

After morning lessons that Saturday, the Remove foot-
ballars made thamselves ready for the match. The Ramblers
were expected to arrive at three o'clock.

“You're going over to fetch Marjoria, I suppose, Hazel 27
Harry Wharton remarked to Huz.efdenﬂ, after dinner.

Hazeldene looked sulky.

“1 suppose g0, he said; Marjuriﬂ wanta to see the
match, Bhe wanted to see me play.”

“I'm sorry, old fellow."

“1 don't see why Bob couldn’t have put me in.
friendly to leave me ocut, anyway.”

“Can't afford to think of friendship in footer, Hazel,”

“0Oh, rats !

* Bob's responsible for everybody he puts in, and—>*"

“ You'd hove put me in.”

Wharton sheok his head.

“I'm afraid I shouldn't, on your present form, MHazel,”
he replied frankly. “If you dou't think it worth while to
keep up practice, how can vou expect to be played in the
Form eleven.”

Hazeldene sneered.

* Does Vernon-8mith keep up practica ™

AL w&].].’ .lm_‘if

* But you're playing him.”

“Well, he's fit—he wouldn't be played if he were not.
You're not fit, Hazel; vou're nob so sirong and hard as the
Bounder, and you can't keep fit unless you try to. A couple
of those rotten cigarettes do you more harm than three or
four cigmes would do him. He happens to be the right cha
in the ";Eht place, and Bob is right in playing him—1 ad-

It waen't

viged it.'

“Well, it's rotten.”

“1'm sorry you think so. I don't aee what else Bob could
have dono.™

Hazeldene bit his lip, and went for his bicycle. Hiz face
waa very sulky as he rode away rowards Clif House.

Hazeldene knew how much the chums of the Remowve
thought of his sister Marjorie, and how great was Marjorie's
influence over them. Jazeldens was naturally weak in
character; and he had certainly counied upon his relation-
vip with Marjorie to weigh in the matter. Marjorie would
e disappointed if he did not play, and he had expected
Inat to count for muck with the chuma of the Remove.

It did, as & metter of fact; but not to the extent of making
Yob Cherry play a fellow who had not taken the trouble to
yoep himsalf in form.

Marjorie and Clara were ready when Fazeldene arrived at
Viff House. They were standing by their bicyeles at the
yarden gata, walting for him.

Marjorie noticed ot once the cloud on her brother's brow,

“ Auything wrong, Hazel ?"' sha asked hastily.

““ No,” he grunted. : . :

“We shall have to hurey, if you're going to play.' eatd
Miss Clara, leoking at her watch.

Hazeldene flushed.

“T'm not going to

“ Mok oxelaimed

* No," : .

‘1 thought you were kesping gonal for the Remove,”™

“ 8 did L" said Hazeldene bitterly; * but Bob Cherry's
decided not. He thinks Brown will keep goal better.”

Marjorie looked distressed. 2 ”

“1 hope you've not been quarrelling with Bob, Hazel,

e said. : .
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lay,"" he said.
Tarjorie, 1n SUrprisse.

- offended at Hazel's being left out of the team.

“Oh, nho; I've been sacked in a poerfectly friendly
manner ' said her brother, with a sneer * Cherry thinks
I'm no good, and he's told me so, that's all."

“I'm sorry.” )

“T supvose vou want to sea the match?" sald Hazeldene
hesitatingly, thinking to himself that he would more than

et his own back in the disappointment of the chums of the
emove if Marjorie did not sppear that afterncon on the
Remove ground.  * Yoo wouldn't like a apin instead. It's a
gloricus day for a ride.”

“*We promised Harry,’

iL '&FEE’ but_'l"l ) ] I .

“ And we're going,” said Miss Clara, in her determined
way.

Hazeldene looled sulky. ‘

Do you want to go, Mar;]ic-ria 7 he aeked directly.

Maorjorie looked distressed.

“ They would be disappointed, and we promised them,™
she said. I think we had better go, Hazel.”

“Oh, all right, if you think more of thesa fellows than
of your own brother I said Hazel sulkily.

“1It's not that. But--—"

“ih, T don't care; let's go!"'

Miss Clara compressed her lips a little as she mounted har
machine, and they remained compressed as she rode towards
Greyiriars. Marjorie was loolng distressed, as she did
when her brother was woyword and unreasonable.  Miss
Clara was thinkinig that if Hazeldene were her brother in-
stead of Marjorie’s, she would box his ears soundly.

" said his sister.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Ramblers’ Match.
HARRE' WHARTON ran to meet the cyclists as they

came up to the gates of Greyfriars. Bob Cherry and

Frank Nugent were close behind him. They greeted

the girls warmly, and for the moment did not notice
the sulky, dark face of Hazeldene.

“ 8o glad you've come,” exclaimed Harry.
vour machine, Marjorie,”

They walked to the ground together. .

The Ramblers had not yet arrived, but there was a big
crowd of Greyiriars juniors round the football ground.

The girls were conducted ko the comfortable seats that had
been arranged for them, Hareldene slipping away unob-
served.

Marjorie glanced round for her brother, but did not aee
him. Harry cunght the expression on her faco, and undee-
stond it. He saig nothing, only wondering if Marjoria was
Bob Cherry
understood, too, and, as wsual with Bob, he blundered inko
words at once.

f:lI*m sorry about Ilazel's .mot being in the team,” he
aaid,

Marjorie nodded. .

“ Vou see, he wasn't fit,”” exclaimed Bob, going very rod.
“HY}M had heen fit I'd have played him like a shot.”

es "

“ Bacavse I knew you'd be disappointed,” Bob blundered
on.
Marjorie smiled.

" Wou surely wouldn't think of me, in such a matter as
selocting playera for the football team,” she said.

Bob looked relioved.

“ Txactly,” he agreed; I woulda't."

Miss (lara buried her mouth in her handkerchicf to con-
ceal & laugh, which she did not wholly conceal. Bob Cherry
had a way of suving things bebter left unsaid when ho was
Aurricd. When he saw that Miss Clara wais amused he
hurried on from bad to worse, in kis wsual way., )

] wouldn't think of you at all,”™ he said, reddening still
more, ' butr—"

Wharton tapped him on the shoulder.

“ jare are the Ramblers, Bob,” he said, 2

The bralke had arrived with the visiting team an ik

¢ Cood,” said Bob. * BBut you understand, Marjorie—"

“ Perfectly.”

“1 wanted to play Hazel, only—only he was no good,
nndL—”H ;

1] 1'- oo ‘.} ,-I'!

“Hziﬂtur} leave it alone,” whispered Wharten, as ho
hurried Bob Cherry away towards the new arrivals. * Mar-
jorie understands better than you ean explain.”

Bab Cherry gosped a hittle, :
“ YVeos, [—I suppose so,” he said. 1
right. She doesn’t mund, does she, Wharton ? 2

Welt, a little, pfz-]l"hafrﬂ; that's only natural’

Tioh Cherry paused.

13 . | “_ﬂnlr‘dni: whether I could play Hazel after all?" he

Y Lat me take

suppose it's all
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murinured. “ After all, he used to ]{E-'-EI;.I goal jolly well. I
waonder if Brown would mvind if—if——'

Harey Wharton burst inte a laugh.

“'What's that, Dob¥ Making changes in the team ten
minuirz before kick-off 277

“Well, you gee—--"

“ 1 don’ see,” said IMarey Wharton deeidedlv. I don'f
see, Bob, Brown’s better at goal, much 1r-.'uf}t,'!n:r than Hazel.”

“Yes, but if—if he wouldn't mind——->""

“lt's not a question whefher e minds. Ti's o question
of what's goed for the team.” said Harry zharply.

“Yez, I know, but—but | hate disappointing Marjoria,

“ My dear chap !

“Buppose after all T }:ut Brown at econtre.-hplf, and

"l.

Hazeldena in goal, and left the Bounder out.  After oll,
he's 2 rotten Lounder——

“Don't be an aszs, Bob™

ic T*th‘_'l
~ “Leave the team as it is. You'd enly offend Marjorie
if she though! vouw'd plaved her brother to please her,
nrainsf vour better judgment.”

“You roaaily think so"”

“1'm ecortuin of it."

“Well, tn—in that case I'd boetter lot things alone.

“ Much better,”

Bol Cherry wiped a bead of perspiration from his brow,

“"T've had enough of capfaining the eleven,” he said.
“I'H zee thizs mateh through, and resign as sovon as il's
over.”’

[ L} Hﬂ‘tl ¥

“T mean ik, T'mo nol built for a footer skipper. I ecan
'-"f'i'ﬁlk f:lﬂ?'"bﬂd}’ up all the time, but Nature didnt mean me
ter lend.™

Wharton nodded. He felt that Bob was right. He was
far too easy and good-natured for the post he had fnken
arn, i auch a keen and uwnruly Form as the Groviriars
Lemava,

The chums greeted the Ramblors—a fine-looking team,
older nnd heavier than the Remove eleven, There was
something in the manner of the Ramblers which hinted that
thoy expected an casy victory st Greviriars, though they
woere too polite to say anything of the sort. The Ramblers
were a fown toam, and came from Courtfield, snod their
captain - Darrell —was a elerk in the post-office there. The
Ramblers had a good reputation as a junior team, and the
Greyiriars Remove were very anxious o take them down if
possible,

The look of the Ramblers showed wvery plainly that they
did not expect fo be taken down ot Greviriars,

Bulstrode came lounging down to the fiekl some minuties
Lefore the kiek-off e Remove bully was looking sulky
amd tll-tempered.

He felt wvery keenly his exelusion from  the
cspecizlly an favour of a fellow like Vernon-Bmith.
probable that in his heart DBulsirode wished that
Remove would get a defead.

SEkinner joined him.

** Bob Cherry scems to have sztarted 2s captain an the
pringiple of making as much dizsatisfaction az possible,”
Skinner remarked.  He's loft vou out, and Hazcldene
Ent._ .a:‘}d a good many fellows who thought they ought te

o in.

Bulstrode nodded with a grunt.

Y1 suppose I had to expect " ke said.

“There's another fellow left out who thinks
ought to play,” said Skinner, with a grin.

“ Who's that?"

£ Tﬂdd.r?

Bulstrode grinned foo.

“But it's all right.,” said Skinner.
goomd fricnd fo Alonzo™

“ How do you mean ¥

Skinner fook o fragment of paper from his pocket and
seribbled on it in pencil.

Bulstrode watched him curiously,

“Dear Todd,—Get into your things quick.
you. Hurry.-R. "

Skinner folded up the note.

“You're poing io sernd that to Todd

 Factly.”

“Hn, hw, hai™

“Te will be fun.  He's in his study now, muzging up
Latin,” zaid Skinner. **I'll zend & fap with this"

He called bo o dimoanutive fap of the Sccond Form.

“Take this to Todd, will vou, Myers,” he said. “He's
in his atudy.™

“(y, all right!" sald Mycrs.

He hurried off with the note.

Skinner grinned in antieipation. That the Duffer of
Greyiriars would fake the note sertously, asif iteame from
Bob Cherry, he had not the slightest doabt. Aloneo Todd
never suspected that his ber was being pulled until the
process was very lar advanced.

That ho would bolt into his football ihings, and come
fenring down lo the ground, was certain, as zcon @5 he
received the note by Myors

'k Mac¥eEr LinraArY.—-No. 135,

veex:  BILLY BUNTER'S KICK-OFF.”

WHEK:

mateh,
It is
theo

that he

“T'm going to bo 2

I shall want

EVERY ONE
TUESDAY, Pﬁ#mr.
The two voung raseals grinned and wailed, Bob Cherry
and Derroli wore toseing for choice of goal.

The kick-off fell to Greyfriars, The ball was placed, and
the foothallers were ready, when a hurrying hgure cami
bounding from the direction of the school.

Skinner chuciled.

T 'P]"I&TE' hE‘ iE]”

Ii was Alonzo Todd, .

He was in football garh, and he had a coab on over it
but the coat was fluttering wildly behind h:ll'l} in the bl‘ﬂ“ﬂzﬂ
f]ﬂr in his hurry he had omitted to put his apme in tha
slonves,

“My hat ! exclaimed Stott. “ Look &% that!™

“ Here comos the Duffer ™

“Ha, ha, ha!™?

Tadd paused a second to throw his coat down, and thep
bolted upon the field of play, and rushed up to Bob Cherry,

*“*Here I am!” he exclaimed.

“The ~ fnagrmt 7

LIDR AR

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

Alonzo Is Ready.
s HﬂT }1!‘
" Asg Y
"Get off the ground I
“Get off the earth !

 Burz away ™

The footballers yelled those things at Todd, who stood
f:fri]'}in breathleszly  He simply gasped in return, and
Alinked at them.

“T'm here!™ he exclaimed. -

“YVoe, I pan zoe vou're here,” said Bob Cherry.
get somewhere clee, before 1 kick yon off the field.™
"4 My dear Cherrye——"

”Enu’m stopping the game ! roarcd Bob.

i ut =R

“Wha on carth’s thizs?"" exclaimed Darrell, with a glanot
ai the weedy Tedd, with his angular limbe and ill-fitting
garb. * What does he wounl?¥"

“ & thick ear, T thould think,” said Nugent. )

“ The thickfulness of the cstcemed ear should be terrifie®

“T've como——"

Y Yo, now go”

“nut_”

“Gel off I )

“(Clear out ! roared Bob Cherry, shaking the Duffer b
the shoulders. “Dan't vou understand plain Euglish
Clear out !

Dy e

“We're going to play focter, you ass” ;

¢ Pooter, vou ass,” stammercd the Duffer, repeating wordy
in the parrot-like way he had when he was ¢onfuged.

“Ha, ha, hal"”

“Get off the feld.”

“Off the feld

“(Clear out!”’

“ Now

Ilﬂut !'j
“My hat, I shall pulverise him soon I”v‘g‘;aﬁpnﬂ Bl
Cherry. “ What's the matter with him. y can’t 14

understand ¥

“ Understand 7'

“Will you pet out of the way "

" The way " )

The Bamblers were all laughing now.
Removites were, and some weore furions. .

Bob Cherry was one of the latter. It was no time now
for the curious freaks of the Duffer of Greyfriars.

Bob shook him,

“ (o back " he said

“"Back ¥

“"Vei: You're stopping the game.”

“The game?!

“Wick him out!" howled the juniors.

“ But—but von sent for me !’ howled the Dufler at lasf,
recoveting his wite a little.

“YWhat! Sent for youl”

“ Here's vour note!”

“ My note ! gaid Bob Cherrey dazedly.

“Yes, look !™

Todd held up the note.

“ You champion ass!” growled Bob Cherry.
not my writing '™

i :"':E] !!“

“Ti'as Bkinner's, as a matter of fact.
Got off the ground.”™

“1 vonsider it mighty unlecling of Skinner,”! sanid Todd.
Y1t 15 a roiten jeke.  Are you quite sure you don't wapl me,

Chorey
“Yoer azs Buazz off 1M

Some of the

“ That'y

You've been japod,

21
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YT am guile willing to play—'

“Go away !

“T should be very glad to ‘make myself wseful in any
way. My Uncle Benjamin——""

“Al vou go?T pasped Bob Coerry.
up. You're awfully valuable, but we can’t play you.
ik
" :" F?rhﬁ!];‘i vou could play twelve men?" suggested Todd.

C ';'I?.Il

“I presume the number of o football team i3 not ford?
It iz not like the laws of the RModes and Persinns, 1 sup-
pose ™ eaid Alonzo, " Buppose you play o side of twelve?™

“Ha, ha, ha!" roxred }“”_Mi

Todd blinked ai hun.

“1 zee no cause for lanchicr in that suggestion,” he said,
I think thal,

“The ¢leven's full
NNow

“I regard it ns an eminently practicul one.
as my Uncle Benjamin savsg—=—""

What Unele Benjamin had said was last to the Remove
foothallers, for a couple of juniors scized Todd ond bece
bim violently off the held.

e wos dropped in the grass outzide the field of play, very
much astonished and considerably imdigoant.

Then the ball was kickedd off, and play beran.

Alonza Todd st up in the grass.

“LDear me?” he said. 1 am guite breathloss, and I foel
very rwapled. I have besn treated very rudely [

“ [a, ha, ha!" ]

Todd blinked at the juniors. e blinked at Marjorie amd
Clara. who were sitting near him. Then he stngpered to
his foat.

“5it down!" shouted a dozen voices.

i oh 2

“We can't see through yoo !

T‘:ilfj}hf I am sorry to incommode you in any way,” said
odd.

“Well, get aside, then!"

" Oh, certainly "

“Then why don't you do it roarsd Siolt,

“My dear Stott——"

Several feot ur:i;nd Todd out of the line of vision before
he could get any further, and he disappeared.

The match was [airly started now,

Ramblers and Removites were playing up well, and the
wvontest was dast and hot from lhe very bBeginning.

A thick crowd round the ground watched the play with
keen interest. Alonze Todd was as intercsted as anvbody,
a3 s00n a3 ho had recovered his breath. He found himself
near Skinner, and he asked Bkinner questions, to all of
which Bkinner replied in the most obliging way.

“* What is Cherry kiching the ball in that peculiar way for,
firast with one foot and then with the other " Todd asked.

“0h, that's to make it soft,” said Skinner.

“Make it soft!"™

“¥es. I suppose you know that a fooiball gets harder
and harder the longer you use it," said Skinner solomnly.
By the tima the firat half 18 over, it will be like a =olid
chunk of iron!™

“Dear me! I did not know that.”

“If you get near the ball in the interval, and try to dig
& darning necdle into i, you'll find that the necdle won't
go in,” said the unveracious Skinner. * It's a most remark.
able thing, and has attracted great notice in--in seisntific
circles. A chap wrote to the-~the ™ Lancet” about it ™

“Dhid ho really "

“Yea. You should certainly bry that experiment with the
darning needle. It's a very interesting one,’” said Skinner.

“T shall certainly do so. What you have said interests
me vory much,” said Taodd.”

‘' Better still to use o bradawl--1t's stronger,” said Skinner,
“You can borrow one of Gesling, the porter.”

*Oh, certainly!” )

“¥You give a sudden, sharp jab at the footer with it, and
the awl will glance off like—like anything !

“How very odd I

“Only don’t tell any of the fellows what you ave going
fo do. Let if come as a surprise to them,” said 8kinner.

“Oh, certainly 1™

And Alonzo Todd went away to borrow the awl, and
Skinner and Dulstrode chuel-:lc:g,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Golng Strong !

HE first half of the Ramblers” match fought on. DBob

Cherry’s team played up wonderfully well, but they

had all their work cut out to keep level with the
visitors,

Harry Wharton played az keenlr as if he had heen still
captain of the Remove team. In fact, during the play,
mare than onco he forgot that he was not caplain, and the
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team forgol it, foo, and they looked more o him for leader-
ship than to Bob Cherry. And DBob was very well content
o have il so,

A5 for Vernon-Bmith, there was no doubt ihat he was
[:Iu{mg up finely.  Even the fellows who considered they
onght to have hod the place, had to admit that the Bounder
was proving himezelf worthy of his selection,

Vernon-Smith certoinly had cne fauli, and that a scrious
one. e was a sellish player. Tle was more inclined (o
take risky shots at goal than to fead his forwards.

But, a5 it huppened, one of his shots at goal * came off,"
and the Dounder earned o cheer from 1he crowd, the first
chrep that had ever been given for him at Greyfriars.

Wharton frowned o little

The shot bad maleriaiised, certainly, but it was one (hat
ourht never to have been made; and the principle was the
tiung that needed to be obscrved in football as well as in
everything else.

Bolb Cherry was pleazed, bowever, and it was nol for
Wharion te say nnvihing.

Vernon-Smith caught %".'Imt‘lnn’:i look, and grinned, Ha
did not mean to pay any attenfion to Wharten's apinion.
Wharton was not canlain,

The play went on.

Vernon-Smith's goal was the only ong faken by the home
gide g0 far, and the firat half was drawing (o its end.

';h& Ramblers had scored once, and zo honours wers easy
g0 far,

Then luck came to Harry Wharten.

A fing, combined attack of the Greyiriars forwards ended
in a well-shot goal from the foot of Harry Wharton, and tho
crowd checred loudly.

“Goal ! Goal!™

Diarrell's face set gprimly. ITe was determined to cqualize
before the whistle went, and he muttored a few words o
thoe Ramblers as they went back to the centre of the ficld.

Then the Ramblers made & hip effort.

. They pressed the home team hard, and succeeded in beat-
ing the forwards; but they found a tower of strength at
centre-half.

Vernon-Smith showed up well.

There was one minute of terrifie play, in which most of
the brunt fell upon the Bounder of Greyfriars. Tom Brown
waa ready in goal, feeling that he would be needed. But
he was mistaken. The thick press broke up as the ball was
cleared, golng away to midfeld from the Bounder's foot.

The forwards were on if in a flash, and rushing it on.

The crowd cheered heartily.

All of them could see that the Bounder had done well, and
the cheer was all the more hearty because such play was 3o
unlooked-for on the part of the Boundar.

The Ramblers rallied, and the ball came back, but they
did not succeed in getting it into Tom Brown's citadel, and
:Im whistle went for the interval with the score still two
O DIhe,

Greyiriars was ahead on the first half!

The players crowded off, the Removites very well satisfiad
with themselves, and the Ramblers determined to make up
lost ground in the second half.

Tedd eame blinking up as the warm and perspiring foot-
ballers were rubbing themselves down or sucking lemons,

* Where iz the ball¥” he asked.

Todd had his hand in his pocket. The sharp awl, bor-
rowed of Gosling, was in his hand. ile was going to iry
that intaresting experiment S8kinner had suggested to him.

“The ball?™ said Bob Cherry.

“%¥oa, Cherry™

“What ball? This is a football mateh, not a ball,"” =aid
Tom Brown., * Are you going to ask mo for the last waltz*"

Y My dear Brown—-"

“11a, ha, hal!"

1 want to zee the ball,” said Todd mildly. * Skinner
has tokl me something very interesting aboub the state of a
foolball after the hizst half of 2 match, and I want to sece for
mysclf.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Well, you can sce the ball, said Dob
Cherry. *“* Here you arel” _

The fellows all looked at Todd with interest as he took
the football in his hand, What Skinaer had told him they
did not know, but they had no doubt that it was Eumething
wonderful, which no one but the Duffer of Greyiriars could
have believed.

Tadd blinked at the ball

“ Dear me! It seems soft enough,” he said.

“Boft!" said Nugent,

“*Yes. I expected it to be hard.”

“#Hard ! .

“ Yag, cortainly ! However, T will try the experimant.”

Alonzo Todd drew the awl from his pocket, and slashed
&t the foocter. Bob Cherry gave a wild yell.

I suppose,™
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“You asa! Blop.

* Btop 1417

But it waz too late.

The keen edge of the awl was right through the leather,
and the business earcer of that football was over.

Todd starcd at it in amazenrent,

Y Dear me ! he exclaimed. ¥ Skinner was quite wrong.”

“What I

i Agg 1M

* Fathead I"

“YWhat have von done that for 7'

“Skinner told me that—"'

“You frabjous ass! You've ruined the ball '’

“I'm so sorry ! Shkinner saide—"

“Oh, kick him oul! You'll have to pay for that ball,
Toudd, ™"

“Bear me! T should be very pleased fo do oso, if T had
any money. Unfortunately, I have none. However——=%

" Kick him out !

“My dear [ellowg—"7

“Out vou go ™

Alonzo Todd was kicked out., Tt was the least they could
do.  He was left in o very breathless state on the grass,
gasping.

* Hallo!” said Skinner, looking down at him, * Have you
tried that experiment yvot?”

Todd blinked up at bim reproachfuily.

“ Yes, 1 have tried it, Skinner, and you were gnite mis-
faken.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1

*The awl penetrated the ball immediately,
soft. They say T bave roined the fecter, I certainlv did not
intend to do so. It was a very unpleasant occurrence alto-
gether, especially as I wos treated with some violence.”

** Ha, ha, ha!"

1 do not see any causze for langhter. I have a consideralle
ache in all my bones. My Uncle Benjamin L

“Try the experiment again,” sugpested Skinner. ** They'll
have another bull for the secand half, When the game's over
get near the ball, and try another jab. You'll seo then i

“ My dear Skinner, I decline to do anvthing of the sort.
1 have been freated with violence alveady, and if anvthing
should po wrong with the experiment 1 am afraid the fellows
would be very angry.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1

Todd stagpered to his feet. The second half of the mateh
was commencing, but it had no interest now for the Duffer of
Greyiriars.

“Upon the whole, 1 think I will retive,” he zaid. “ 7T think
I Ll better reb my limbs with embrocation. Perhaps you
wounkl like io come and rub them for me, Skinner "

“ Awiully, I don't think " zaid Skinner.

" O von, Dnlstrode i

" Rats 1" said Bulsieode.

“"How very odd! I am alwayvs willing to bo obliging™
sald Alonzo mildly., My Unele Beniamin savs that one
ghould always be obliging. I really thinle——*

But Bulstrode and Skinner did not histen to what Alonzo
Todd veally tiroungit. They turned to wateh the game, and
the Duffer of Greyfriars ambled off towards the house
eearch of embrocation,

Tt was quita

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
Well Won,

On [:I']ERH.Y and his team looked very businessiike as
they lined up for the second half. They were one goal
alwead of the Ramblers, but they vealised that they had
been lucky.

The veal strogele was yvet to come.

] j;hﬂ Bamblers put all they Lhad into the tussle of the second
nlf.

They were prod men and troe, and they plaved up well,
ard agwin aned agin their heavy charges brought them right
up te the Greviviars poal.

Bt the Hewnove team woere hard to beat,

Veroon-Bmiath, at cencre-half, showed himsell in fino form
cither in attack or in defence, and Tom Brown in goal was
almvost invulneralle,

]

But the fight was hard and Lot, and the crewd looked on
with intense intervest, ready for any development.

Marjorie and Clara watched with all thew eyes. ]

Marjorie would have been plad to see her brother in poal,
but she realised very elearly that he would not have bwen o
strong there ss the New Yenlund junior, and she did not blane
Bob Cherry. And even Hazeldone, as he watched the pame,
rrow less iiymntcntml, a5 it was horne in upon him that he
vould never pave stood up to the ficrce attacks ;]mt were elo
upon ihoe Remove ool

Tom DBrown was doing wonderfully well. Some of the team
wera showing signs of the gruelling they hud bud, but not so
the poalkeepor. 1lo was as fresh s paint, _

9he pamo had becon o hard one El.lf thirough, and Loth sides
showed =igns of wear and tear, )

Throngh the whirl of the varying play ene thing was clear
to most of the spectators—that without Vernon-Smith the
Greyfriars defence would liave been broken up a dozen times,
anid without Horry Whartan the forwards would mot have
worked topather anyiling like o well.

Bob Cherry realised it as clearly as anybody.

Wharton himself as a forward, and Wharton's selection as
centro-half, wore winning the gome. ) .

Winning it they certainly were, for the Ramblers, in epito
of their greatest efforts, were failing to score.

Again and sgain they strove their hardest, but the Hemove
defence bafiled then, and only cnoe did they sucoced o
penelrating to the home poal.

Then, for a few minutes only, the score was level

1t was only a brief rlimpse of hope to the Ramblers.

Wharton =cored within a few minutes, and Greyiriars were
threa lo two, und then Bob Clerry slammed the ball inte the
net.

Greylriars were too far ahead to be touched now.

The Ramblers foucht on, bhut they had not changed the
seore by the timo the blast of the whistle put an end to the
strupelo.

TE-} plavers went off the gronnd with the Remove score at
four and that of the visitors at fwo.

Greyfriars Hemove had beaten the Ramblers.

Thers was a roar of cheering to preet them as they came
off tha ground.

The winning team were surrounded by a erowd of congratu-
lating fellows, slapping them on the shoulders in high glee.

The victory over the REamblers was an earnest of what the
foothall season had in stora for them. 3

The vietory had been won under the lead of Captan Bob
Cherry. But with the victory the captainship of Bob Cherry
eeased to exist.

Bob Cherry put it pluinly to thoe fellows as they crowded
rounnd.

“ We're throngh with the Ramblers,” he said. ' Wharton
won tho pame—Wharton and the chap he advised me 1o
wit ip, ngainst my own judgment. Wharton's captain of the
}qunm aleven. Yoo can have it or not, but ' done. 1
resign’t

“Oh, rot " =aicd Orilvy.,

“1 mean it—1 reziyn.”

All eves were turned on Wharton then,
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hezsitated, Mo bad smad thot }.If.‘l worn led not take on the
captainey again till another captain had been tried. That Liad
becn doene,

Tha juntor hesitated, and caveht Moarjories eve in the
crowd., Ihs olapee asked tho pirl wlat she thoughf, and
Marjorio neadiled.

That decicded Wharton.

AN vight.” Be said. ' IF the Foem wants me I'l1 eaptain
the tean,  1'm oot going to stamd for election, but 1t the
Remove say they want e ' ready.™

There was wot mueh doebt what the Remove would say.
They died say they wanted Wharton, and without any nwore
being said the former captam of the Remove slipped into his
old place. Claptain Bob Cherey bad won his fivst and his Tast
vielory.
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The Contenis of the Pocket-Book—Strange Instructions—-
Jamaica Coitage.

The last thing that Stanley Dare did before returning to
the cofieeshop wae to purchase a small amount of chloro-
form fram a chemist whom he knew.

“It seems that the bed-room of a coffee-shop i3 again to
ba the ecene of my attempt to secure the pocket-book,” he
mused.

A different coffee-shop certainly, and a different man
to contend with. A more dangorous man, perhaps, than
the half-caste; but T have an advantage now which I did
not possess before.” He loughed lightly. **I shall be able
to qua]ifjf' as an expert burglar before I have done with
this case,” he added. ** Already I fecl alinost like one”

He retired to his room shortly after ten o'clock. At
aleven o'clock he heard Martin Giﬁaert enter the rooin next
but one to him; but he allowed two hours more to elapse
before he made any attempt to carry out the plan which
was In hia mind.

The house was in silence and darkness. FEveryone in the
place was in bed, except himself, and he hoped that every-
one was also asleep.

The door of the room occupied by Martin Gilbert was
locked, as he expected it would be; but the lock was quite
an ordinary one. In five minutes he had the door open, anid
was inside the room.

At the instant Martin Gilbert stirred slightly, and sat
bolk upright in bed. The blind had not been drawn down,
ar_dezn faint light from the street-lamps came in through the
window.

“Who are you!” demanded Gilbert fiercely. * And what
do you want in this room "

“1 want to have a few words with you, Martin Gilbert,”
answered Dare, who remained purﬁut-ly cool and self-
possessed. " Hush! Don’t make a neise! Don’t attempt
to raize an alarm, or you will be the person to suffer, not
me !

“What iz your game?!” snarled Gilbert. “You scem to
know me, but T don’t want to know you. If vou think——"

“I think you would be wiser if you kept silont,” inter-
rupted Dare. *' A man who has deliberately planned to rob
a tatherless girl, a5 you have done-— - Ah, would you?®"

Gilbert had spddenly dived his hand under his pillow,
and when he withdrew it he had a revelver in his grasp.
The young detective lesped upen him, and pioned his right
arm down so that he could not use the weapon.

Then there ensued a short, furious, but noiscless struggle.
Dare had soaked a pad with the chloroform which he had
purchasad, and had it handy. Presently he had the oppor-
tunity of using it.  Gilbert's limbs relaxed, and heo lay
quiet. The drug had done its work. He was unconscious.

“It was the only 'Smsr;'thlﬂ way,” Dare said to himself,
“of dealing with a fellow of his stamp. e will not recover
for an hiour at least. That sught to give me ample time."

. As a matter of faet, a far shorter period of time was all
that he needed.  The pocket-hook was under the pillow,
closs to where the revolver had been. With a low
exclamation of triumph, Dare securad it.

AL lask I he murmured.

He crossed the room to the door. On the thresheld ho
Ej:ilmi and glanced back at the motionless figure on the
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INTRODUCTION.

Stanley Dare, the Boy Detective, is investigating a murder case,
where a seaman vamed Fleming has been killed for the sake of a pocket-
book evidently of

friend, Profeasor
pocket-book in Ethel Selwyn, a girl w
At the same time they ars aware that a man pamed Gilbert is in guoest
of the pocket-book also. Dare Iearns that a Chindse half-caste . called
Peters, on board a yacht bound for the Canaries, has the pocket-book, so
he and the professor give chase ina tug chacterad from Gibraltar.
overtake the yacht, deserted, and on fire. They return to London, where
Dare traces
mﬂ‘ee—ath near Kennington Road, The
there, and t!

place, since they last met.

at value, of which he was the bearer, Dare and his
acAndrew, acmrlentlﬁ discover the rightful owner of the
om the professor had befriended.

They

ilbert, whom he now suspects of having the pocket-book, to a

. oung detective takes a room
ien writes the Scotsman a detalled account of ali that had taken

(Now go oo with the Story)

“Yowwill not be likely {o raise any alarm when you
come to your senses, my friend,” he said, *for you will
understand why this visit was paid, though you may not be
able to guess who your visitor was.’™

He closed the bed-room door and crept quietly down the
stairs. Ten minutes later he was cutside the house.

The amuzement of the landlord of the coffeeshop was great
when, on l;1|'-q following moerming, he found an envelope on his
desk containing a sovereign and a pencilled note. He spelled
through the lotter with some difficulty, for he had not had
the benefit of the Board-school education which he aifected
to despisa.

“I have had Lo take my departure,” it ran, *‘somewhat
earlier than I or yon had expected. The enclozed scvereign
w]]! pay my bill and a bit over, thouzh it may not allay your
curicaity. But remember that a *Still tongue makes 5 wise
head." Yoo will never find cut who I am unless 1 eall in one
day and te!l you myself; so don’t bother your head on the
subject.”’

But the stout lardlord of the coffeeshop has not taken the
very excollent advice contained in the last paragraph of the
note. He i3 continually “ bothering his head ™ with vain
guesses as to who his strange and generous lodger can be, but
up to the present he has not solved the riddle.

] 4 * ¥ " L3 - L] - 4

“I'm thinking that Martin Gilbert will know it was you

who paid him that unweleome vecsit. Hech, laddie! Floo
simply even the maist astute of villains can sermnetimes be
trapped !
*Tha zimplest methods are often the most efective,” re-
plied Stanley Dare to the professor’s remarks. ** But, so far
a3 knowing or guressing that T was his assailant last night, T
am not sure that Gilbert will hit upon the truth. He has
moré reazon to suspoct the half-caste, for he has no idea that
I am following up ths case on behalf of Ethel Selwyn. And
during that brief stratgig!ﬂ in the uncertain light he could
not possibly bave formed any idea of my height or build. My
faca waz, of course, disguised.”

This eonversation was taking place in the breakfast-room
of Professor MacAndrew's houze at Chelsen, whither Dare
had gone divect, arriving several hours before his letter. It
was nob yob davlight. They were having coffes and biscuits
as they disenssad the situation in all its bearings.

The packet-book lay on the table between them. Dare had
openad it, but, to their surprise, it contanined nothing but a
scrap of paper, with the following message written upon it:

“To my dear daughter Ethel,—Thix is my only legacy to
yoi. Press the eye of the cat. I have not strength te write
more, —R. Srawyrs"

The {Jmfﬂcﬁam‘ had read the words on this scrap of paper
over half a dozen tirves.  His brows knitted. e was decidedly
purrled, as was Stanley Dare also.

“Press the eyo of the cat,” muttered the professor for the
sixth time. * Noo, laddie, yo canna ca' that direction a very
wluteeenating ore. What cut will we press the eye of, for
instance? And what goid could it das?! U'm minding that it
mght das a wnckle sight o' harm if it was 2 live cat whose
ova vo presced.””

“1 agrss” with yvou thers,” laughed the young detective,
“Tho divection, so far as wo can make ont at presant, sesins
to ba absclutely meaningless. Yet we must not supposoe that
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Captain Selwyn, while on his death-bed, would despatch a
meaningless ossage to his onty child.”

“His mind mav have been wandering," suggested the
professor. §

Stanler Dare thook his head.

“Would Fleming, the murdered seaman, have guarded this
hook as carefully as he did lad he believed that CGaptain
Helwyn was not in his right mind when he gave it into his
charre ™’ ho suid. ** I cannot think 1t possible.”

> kh, laddie. 1 had muaist forgotten ! exclauned MacAndrew
mt:’lllﬂnl:gr._? “ We can soon hae a licht on the subject.”

i Hﬂ“ rI!'

“Why, by asking Ethel Selwen if she can explain the
meaning of the divection. The message is intended for her,
a0 mayba sho can explain it. She is staying hers in the care
o' my housekeeper, a guid auld soul,. who looks after her
weel,

IH-:} had jumped to his feet, and was going towards the
doar.

“What avo you going to do?” called out Dare. * Burely
vorl are not going to have Mize Belwyn roused up at this
hour of the morning to ask hev that question? 1t is only just
forr o' clock.”

“ Guid sakes, my biain's wandering, T think ! said the pro-
fessor., **1'd forgotten it was so early., We mauon wait until
break fnst-tune.””

= eourse,”’ assented Dare,  ** And in tho meantime T
will have thres howrs’ sleep. I em feeling a bit drowsy.”

Breakfnst was at eight o'clock, and HEthel Selwwn, i'lucrking
swant and fresh aned charming, now presided at Professor
MacArdrew's breakfast-table,

It was not nntil the meal was over that the Scotsmap—
who ha]d his peenliar Jittle fads—handed the pocket-book to
the mrk

“1t contains your puir father's last messape,’” he said,
“ but naething else. My young freend Dare has been success-
ful. as T tauld von he would be. Read the words on the bit
of paper, lassie, and presently we'll come back and ask yo if
ve kop their meaning.”

e elanced at Stanley Dare, and they guitted the room to-
gether, knowing that the givl would prefer to be alone when
Thf‘; ]1.51;] that iast brief message from her beloved father in hey
L F1CaN.

For he was very thoughtful and tender-bearted for those
wha deserved and needed srmpathy and consideration, was
the Scotch professor, whomn many people thought to be hard
and stern, and almost devoid of feeling,

When he and Dave returned te the breakfast-room half an
hour later they could see thot the girl had been crying.
Her eves were red, and there were traces of tears still on her
cheeks, MacAndrew crossed over to where she was seated,
and took one of her hands in his.

‘- Now, lassie,” he said gently, "' if you feel equal to talkin
to us we're lust wanting 2 wee bit o information. Tt is
important that we should obtain it somehow—important for
vour sale, yve ken”

“1 will gladly give you all the information that it is in
my power to give,” replied Ethel Selwyn; “but I am afraid
that it won’t amount to much.”

“You have read the words on the bit of paper,” pursned
MacAndrew, ' Noo, do you ken what is meant by the direc-
tion, * Press the eye of the cat’ 1"

“1 can't understand it,"" the girl confessed. " If can't, of
course, rvefer to a living cat, and we had no—— Oh, I had
almest forgotten! It may refer to that, although it hardly
soems probable.”

“ Refer tae what!?’ asked the professor. *‘Think, lassie.
What may not seem probable tae you might seem likely
enough tae 1 .

** In the cottage where wo used to live when my poor father
was in England,” replied the girl, *there was an old
mahogany burean in the stting-room. It was rather fan-
tastically carved, and wimong other carvings I remember that
there was one of a cat. It was on the upper part of the
burean. Unless the direction refers to that carved animal
I'm alraid I can't help i,]'ml to » solution.™

“1 believe y¢u have helped us to a soluetion, Miss Selwyn,™
“i"“.]‘ NDare. © Where iz this article of furnitire now? 00s
it still belong to you®”

“0h, no! The cottare and all the furniture was sold. The
person who Bought it lets it furnished.”

“ Where iz it situated

“Abont a8 mile out from Newhaven,"” answered Ethel
Jelwyn., "It 15 named Jamaica Cottape.”

“Tle you nappen to know whether it iz oceupied at
present

“HMNo, T do not; but I ean give vou the name and addresa
of the person to whom it now belonge.™

" Then if you will do that.” said Dare, I will go down to
Newhaven vhis worning, and by hook er by crook T will get
a sight of that buvean.™

- And press the eve of the cat,” said the professor.

*1 shall not amit fo do that, you may be sure.” repliad
Stanley Dare, “even if T have to hreak into the house like
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a burglar to do so. I am getting quite proficient in that

ri.

Ethel Selwyn wrote down the name and address of the
present owner of the cottage, They were: ** Mrs, Bryes, the
Laurels, High Street, Newhaven.” :

Armed with 1his, Stanley Dare made ready for the jonrney,
but he had to go to his rooms first to change his clothes, He
no longer needed a disguize. i

“ Il meet ve at Vietorin Station,” said MacAndrew.

“ ¥ou mean to come down with me, then?"” replied Dare.

““Pye think I'm poing tae miss the final scene of thia
gueer drama?’ rejoined the professor. ' We hoe come tae
the last act, end it may be o stirving one.”’

“1 was thinking so myself.”

“ Ve zo0,” continued MacAndrew, ** thers can be nae deot
that Martin Gilbert found oot by some means or other that
the noeket-book contained Captain Selwyn's legacy to but
daughter, and, villain that he &, ho would not seruple to
rob an orphan, The words on the scrap ¢ paper cover up
2 secrot that as yet neither yoi nor I, nor Mies Selwyn, have
fathomed ; but the mon Gilbert has fathomed it, He wanted
the elue, that was all, and he was ready tae commuip murder
tas gain if."” . 3
“ Yo has committed murder,” said Dare; * and, knowmg
his chumcftr_-r, I shouid say that the motive 18 money—a large
amount of money.” =

“Orits e.-quiﬂ:a?ent. We mavn hasten, laddie. If we should
ke too late—-" _

Dare had snatched wp a timetable : y -

 The next train for NMewhaven,” he cried, “is not until
12.30. We must have a special, Drive down to the station,
and arrange about ome at once, Mac. He may have the
start of ns.”

“ Martin Gilbert 2 . . .

“¥es, 1 will join you by the time the train is ready.

Ttaih Professor MacAndrew and Dars wers well known
to the railway officials, and a special train, consisting of an
engine, guard’s van, and one carriage, was pol ready In &
l'-m'r:a,rkagl:.r short space of time, It was exactly a quarter-
past cleven when 1t steamed out of Vietoria Station, and,
with a clear line, it made the journey of fifty-six miles in
the record time of Gity minutes, ]

The engine-driver, stoker, and guard, were liberally
“ tipned  for this satisfactory piece of werk, nnd then Dara
antl the professor made for the Laurels, -

Mre. Bryce proved to be a sour-visaged, snappish dame, who
nformed them thet Jumaiea Cottage was to be let fur
nished, but that a gentleman had called that morning respect-
g . ‘

“ He told me that ke was an old friend of Caplain
Selwyn, the former owner,” concluded Mrs, Dryce, ' eo I
Iet him have the key to look over the E]um. Tf you will call
here apain in about an hour’s time, I shall be able to tell you
whether he has decided to take it.” : o

“Thank yel” said MacAndrew, ' Guid-morning!

They hurried off without troubling to ask any more gues-
tioms of the sour-visaged lady, and as scon as they were
clear of the town they set off at a run along the road.

“ There it 15 cried Dare.

The professor had not the breath to reply. He had not
done much running of late, and a ** fast half-mile ™ took it
out of him somewhat. : pouone 1=

The cottage was @ pretty, ivy-clad residence within sight
of the sea, but they did not then pay any heed to its beauties.
The front door was closed, but not locked, and Darc opened
it quierll;.'. ) : -

“ 2wiftly and silently,”” he whispered to the professor.
Thesa were their warchwords, :

MacAndrew nodded as ho followed Dare inte the ;msaaﬁe.
Then ho closed end bolted the door behind them. Ethel
Selwyn had told them which room the bureau was in when
she last oceupied tho cottage, and there was no reason to
suppose that any of the heavy articles of furniture had hoen
moved from their origimal positions, 5

They made their way to this room, and €0 noiseless were
their movements that a nervous bird would scarcely have
been disturbed by them.

The room door wag open.  This may have been a measure
of  extrems  eaution on the part of the man  who
was ahead of them.  He had ieft it open in order that he might
mare casly hear anyone approaching. ith anyone else it
might have been regarded as sheer carelessness, but it was
hard to suppose that Marfin Gilbert would be careless,

Stanley Dare entered the room first. On the soft carpet
his frotstops made no-sound. He came to a halt just inside
the door, raising his hand warningly. The professor moved
noizelessly up to his sde.

The sitting-room, an apartment of modcrate size, was
furnished plainly but comfortably. At the further eide of
the room from whore they were standing, in a recess by
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Ehe window, was the old-fashioned bureaun, which was the
only thing in the house which pozscssed any intecest for

b,
The only manimate thing, that 3. But there was an
ilf“ﬂ_t-’l'ﬂ abyjoet which rix’nmnz_' thoeir attention, oven to the ox-
cision of the buvceau, for tho time being.

It waus & man whoe was standine with his baeck 20 them.

Ho was the man whom they expected to find in the cottage--

Martin Gilbert.

Aa they stood there mazing at hite, he in turn stood gazing
al the carving of the cat, which was right over the centre of
”'“. bookease that stood on top of the burean. It was really 2
weil-oxecuted carving, the domestic animul being repro-
'si'minl a5 lying down, with its front paws tucked under its
chost,

Being in profile, i, of course, had only one eve vizible to
tho spectator. Dare noted the fact instantly, and the divec
tton which hed once svemed so strange was clear enough
nowy,

" Press the eye of the eat,”

Martin Gilbert spoke the words aloud at that moment,
with an expression of the meost intense satisfaction. He
was ploating over the mere thought of the fortune which
h@Jﬁrm!y bolieved, lay just within his grasp.

" Anyone ix welcome to the pocket-book now,' Lo
muttered.  ** The words on the scrap of paper are all that |
wanted. Well, here goes!"

He reached up his hand, and pressed his forefinger hard
upen the cat’s oye. There was o soft “click.” and the
portion of the woodwork of which the body of the cal was
-::pmim.md. awung open on invisible hinges, revealing a fair-
il recesd. .

With n ery of triumph, Martin Gilbert drow out a big
featiier case, with & hrass fastening.

AL last!” he exclaimed.  ** Minc at ast ™

“ No, not yours, Martin Gilbert.”*

It was Stanley Dare who had spoken, and on hearing his
volce Gilbert swung round sharply,

“You!" he eried, dropping ﬂ?a vase. ** You!”

CAnd my friend Professor MacAndeew,” added Dars, in
his customary cheerful tones. “ We are here on behalf of
Captain Selwyn's davghter, Miss Ethel Selwyn, and [ must
trouble you to hand over to our charge that leather case
;I;l;:h ¥ou have in your possession, and which is hen pro-
““-':!:'rn that is your game. eh? he anarled, grabbing the case
agmin.  * You firat et for me, and then, having gained all
the information that you require, you start on vour own
hand. Of course, you don’t expect me to believe that vou
are here on behalf of Miss Sclwyn, or that you would give
hFr't mm case and its contents if once you got possession
of it?

* Do you intend to give it to her? asked Dare

" No,” replied Gilbert boldly. It is my proper
intond!to g a0 T Moy iSRRI |

You might have saved I)"ours.alf that lie,” returned theé
oung detective. ' Although 1 supposc that a lie, mors or
vsd, 18 not of much conseyuence to a man who hes so many
orimes to hia sccount."

¥ Crimes !’

:: Erhum said so. Among others—murder !

::%ﬁu -e.ia.rfdtau aiﬁc]gsﬂ mﬂL{:t'-—-—r-" 5

& murder of Harper Custance? Yea, T accuse vou
that crime, for I bourded the yacht Amazon beforo Hlirﬁ wgi
utterly destroyed by fre. [ need not tell vou what I saw
upon her deck.” i

Gilbert reeled back as though he had been struck. For o
moment the coolness and self-possession of that hardened
villain deserted him. But he soon recovercd himself, and,
with o savage oath, snatched a revolver from his pocket,

Yet he did not raise it. His eyes became suddenly fixed
upon the door with a startled paze, as & rean mickt stare at
the appearance of a person whom he belicved to be dead.

Staniey Dare stepped back against the wall, taking up a
position whence he could command every part of the rosm,
sl then he locked towards the door, man was standing
on tho threshold. 2

It was Petors, the half-caste!

Martin Gilbert—The End of the Case,

”Thﬁf murder of Harper Custance!™ echoed the half.
caste. " You are right, Mr. Dare; this man i3 guilty of
that orimo. There is no love lost between you and me -
he was addressing his words to the young deteetive, thonzh
ho kopt his cyes fixed all the time on Martin Cilbert—"" but
I am not remambering that now. 8o far az I can understand,
all lhlatgu;ru require 15 that leather case. Take it, and leave
Martin Gilbert and T alone to sottle our dispute.”

1 have no dispute with you!" eried Gilbert sullenls.
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“Perhape “dispute’ is the weone word to use,” said

Peters. 1 make mistakes sometimes in tie English
language. It is not my native tongue ™
“ Why are you here¥" demanded MacAndrew,
For vengeance!™ replied the half-caste. © Tha! man”

—he pointed again to Gilberi—* killed wmv  azter, Mr
Harper Custance, the one porson in the world for whom [
bacl any affection. * An eye for an eve, a tooth for a looth,
uw life for o life!” That 15 the old law- the only law which
I have eonsistently obeyed throughout my carenr.”

“I can weel believe it," said the professor. * But ve'll
no be putting that law intae practice here. Martin Gilbert
will answer for his crimes before a judge and jury, as vou
also will have to answer for yours.” '

“ Not at your bidding."”

Suddenly a knife gleamed in the half-caste’s hand. e
made o apring forward.

“ Look out, Dare!" yelled the professor.

But the young detective had alecady made a bound across
Fho room to intercept the man. He had gripped him by
tho 'Ehl'-‘*ll[d{!l', whon of o sudden thero was a riuging revrt,
and Stanley Dare felt something sear his arm like n:-il-]mi:
ITon arainst if.

The bullet had wounded him sligh*iy, causing him o
release his hold of Peters. It waa Gilbert who had fred,
He had aimed at the half-caste, but missed him by an inch,
and Dare was the sufferer.

This act proved to be Martin Gilbert's undoing. The
miss was fatal. Many a time has a man’s life dependod
on the accuracy of hia aim, and this was ‘o be ane moro
tnstance added to the list

Mo gooner had Dare's grip on him relaxed than the half-
caszte, who was lithe and supple as a panther, made a bound
clean over a cnair, and right on to tho man whom he had
sworn o kill,

The professor tried to interfere, but he was too late.

A frightful shriek of agony and despair broke from
Martin Gilbert"s lips.  The one shrick, then he becasie
silent, nod remained silent evermore.

The half-caste roas to hizs fect,

* ¥ou have killed him ! gasped MacAndrew, in necents
ol horror.

““¥es, I have killed him,” replied the other calmlwv.
* For what other purpose have I been tracking him ever
sinpe I heard of my master’s death®"
 Btanley IDare closed the door of the room and stood hefore
1t. He was onlv able to use his left arm now, for the bullet
wound on his right was bleeding freely. The hasty bandage
which he had made with his handkerchief only served to
partially siop the Jow of blood.

“This i3 the second murder which you have committed
within my knowledge,” he said sternly. “ John Fleming,
the seaman, was the first. It will be my duty to detain you
until the police can summoned."

The half-caste laughed scornfully.

“The police don't otten come this way,” he =aid.
“Jamaica Cottage stands in a lonely position, for there ia
no other howse within half a mila of it. Few people pass
it. T have ascertained all that. Do youw mean, then, to
wait here until a policeman comes within hail? You will
be tired of waiting."

Dare drew a pair of light but very strong handeuffs from
his pocket, and tassed them over to MacAndrew,

“[ have only my left hand,” he aaid, ““but [ can shoot
shroight with it {will Ecep him covered 4

“Fools! Keep clear of me! T am deaparate!™

The professor had moved towards him, but the half-caste,
who was unmatched in cunning, instead of trying to avoid
him, aprang to his side, so that he was shielded hy the
Seootsman's v in case Dare should use his rovolver.

Thers was a brief, sharp struggle, the crash of splintering
glass, and then, as MacAndrow staggered back, the half
caste jumped through the window, raced across the garden,
and in a few scconds had diseppeared,

“Are you hurt, Mac?" cried Dare,

“ No, laddie,” was the reply. * But the deil has tha
streneth of twa men: I couldna hanld him."

“He mustn’t escapo " exclaimed Dare. F II&ng b, 1f 1
could only—— But I [eel so dizey I can’t do anything, "

“ Stay where ye are, laddie."

The professor had pulled himself together, and, climbing
out through the window, was soon holt in purauit of the
murderer.

Stanler Dare sank down on to a couch. e was funl
through loss of blood. Butk after a while the faintness
vazsed off, and he croszed the room to whore Martin
%:iibmt was lyving motionless on the Hoor.

His hands were clenched, hia lips pressed tighily together,
and his zolitary eve staring apward with a look still ot
of malignity and hate and fear. ;

“Wheo shall say that the fate which has overtaken him
iz not well deserved ?'" muttered the young defechive. " A
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murderer himeelf, he has met his death at the hands of
another murderer.”

For two hours Dare remained alone in the colinge with
the dead man. It was an unplessant experience, although
he was well used to gruesome sights, and the Fresﬂn-:e of
death wes by no means unizmilinr to him. Then, to his
relicf, he hcard focisteps on the pravel path ountzide, and
FProfessor MacAndrew shortly afterwards entered tho room.

“Well, Mae, what news?' aszked Dare.

“Mon, 1've had mair rinning ithe morn than I've done
for the last fwelve months,” replied MacAndrew, as he
sank info a chair. “*The fellaw had a ;i:uid start o' me,
and T couldna keep bhim in sicht lang, but he made the
miztake of heading for the beach instead of gaeing inland.
I got the help of a coastpoard and a voung fisherman,
telling them what had happened, and they joined me in
the chasze”

“ Iz ha captured "

“ Ay, ay, he's safe enongh the noo,” continued the Scotls-
man. “ Thev ran him to earth away beyond Seaford. But
ke fought like a fiend tae the wery lasf, giving the coast-
FUM an unce’ nasty dig wi’ his knife. DBut the young
isherman—a brawny sca-dog he was—just swung hizs arm
round onee, and gave the half-caete sie a4 clout under the
lug that he went doon like a pole-ax’d bullock. ]"ii,' the
time that he recovered the handeuffs were on him. He is
in Nowhaven police-station now."

AWl they send an ambulance for this?"

Dare pointed to the ipanimate form of Martin Gillert.

* They should be here soon,” answered MacAndrew,

“Listen, noo! This will be them ! .

There was the tramp of feet and the sound of wheels, and
an inspector and two constables entered the room, There
were the ymual gquestions asked and statements taken down;
but, of courze, Stanley Dare's name was well known to the
ingpector, =0 & lot of the usual red-tape formality was dis-
pensed with.

“It's a gueer ending to the whole business,” =zaid the
professor, when he and Dare were once more left alope.
YTt commenced wi' a tragedy, and if has ended wi' one.
It wonld be az weel " —he pauvsed, and laid hiz hand upon
the big lcather casc—" tue open this thing,” he went op,
“hefore we hand it owre tae the lassie. Who kens what
it contains ¥

“T believe ithat Gilbert knew,” raid Dare; “but now
there iz no one alive that koows, until we learn the sceret.,™

“Then we will learn it now,"”

The case, when opened, was found to contain a considor-
able guantity of precious stones—diamonds, rubicer, and
pearls=—and some gold ornaments of curious workmanship,
evidently collected by Captain SBelwyn during his visits to
different parts of the world.

““ They must be worth at least thirty thousand pounds™
said Dare, as he elosod the case. " A big stake to play
for""

Y"'Yon jewels are stained wi' blood,"” =aid the Scotsman,
who had a strain of superstition im him, ltke many of his
countrymen. ' They'll carry nae luck wi' them. We maun
petsuade the lassie iae sell them.™

Twenty-four hours later, Stanley Dare, Eihel Selwyn, and
Professor MacAndrew were once more seated at breokfast.
The girl had. just heard the story of the final act of the
dramz, and her eyes, when not suffused with tears, were
wide with astonishment. )

“If ye'll tak' my advice, lassie,” MacAndrew was saying,
ye’ll well these jowels, and invest the money that they
fetch. Ye'll hae a settled income then.”

“ ¥ will do whztever you advise,” replied the girlh, “ Yeou
have both been so kind and good to me that the possession
of movey seems of ne account beside the fact that I have
gained two guch friends.™

It may be mentioned here that the jewels and other
valuables when sold realised no less a sam than thirty-two

thousand pounds, which, when invested in good secaritjes,
brought Ethe] Selwyn in an imeome of fifteen hundred a
VAT,

“I want te ask you o Tavour, profezsor,™ said Ethel
Selwyn, breaking the silemce after a long pause, * although

have reeceived so many favours at your hand: that I
cught to be ashamed to ask another.”

“Tt iz granted before it is aszked, lussie”

Tt iz that you will allow me 40 be a daughter to vou.
I, who have no father now——"

“ There's naething ve could have asked, lassie,” said the
prafessor, In a gentle voiee, ' that wounld give me greater
pleasure, Many years age Weel, weel, why tallt of
the ;mat? It canna retarn. 1% sad work tae talk of what
might have been, vet the thf.:u?ht comes tae me that if all
thinge had happened ag F had wished, I might now have
had a dauvghicr about your ape.™

Hiz hand was resting on the girl’s shoulder, and in his
oyes there was a far-away look, as memories of the past
came np before. hia mind—sacred memories, not to be dis-
turhed,

Stanley Dare rose, and stole sofily from the room,
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A Nameless Client—*"There is a Mystery "—Susplcions—
The Owners of the Princess Ida.

“For the present,’” said the gueer client, T desire to ba
anonymous. If you wish to refer to me in your books, give
me g number. You may learn my namo E_!,.' the time you
have brought the case to a conclusion, or you may not. It
will depend greatly onm whether you tucceed or fail. In
any case, my name is of no consequence, as I shall not be
a prineipal actor in—well, let us say, in this drame.”

““1 hope I shall snceeed,” observed Etanley Dare.

“I hope o, too,” replied the nameless client, “il only
for your awn sake; for your failure will probably mean that

our career has been suddenly ended by a violent death.
i’ want you to clearly undersiand that, 1f my suspicions arg
eorrect, you will be running a conmsiderable amount of
danrer in making your investigations. 8o 1f1 under those
circumstances, vou prefer not to undertake.—--

“Mon alive,” broke in DProfeecor MacAndrew, ' ye canna
hae heard muckle o' Stanley Dare if ye think that the
prospect of danger would Jdeter him. He cares littlo about
cases whaur there 15 nae risk. It is the saut o life iae
him."

The elient, with the bronzed and wrinkled face and iron-
grey hair, carefully snipped the énd from a cigar.

““You have no objection 1o my smoking, I eupposel
Thank you.” He lit the cigar, and pufled away in silenca
for about thirty seconds, en he continued the conversa-
tion. * I have heard a great deal of Mr. Dare,” he said,
“ hut whether danger has a charm for him or not, I wish
him to understand clearly the risks he may have to rum,
But I have not vet given you a detailed statement of the
facts so far as I know them.” ) , ‘

“T am anxious to hear them,” zaid Dare, producing his
notcbook and peneil, ] B

“Ton davs ago,” pursued the nameloss elient, I returned
to England from a eraise in the West Indies on board the
steamship Princess Ida.  She 15 a large and luxuricus
passenger steamer, fitted out by her owners pureiy for
what are termed * vachting eruises,” wlhich means practically
that the carries no eargo, and is not tun confinuously on
any epecial rouie,”’ )

 Qovaral shipping companics run one steamer on theso
sn-called yachting eruises,” eaid Dare. * There iz an adver-
tisement in to-day’s ‘Mail® about the Princess Ida. Bhe
it to zail in o weal’s time on a cruise in the Mediterrancan.

“ Pxactly 1" replied the client. " Pasengers pay sixty
guincas for the month's cruise, and it is }qun-ted out in tho
advertisement that it iz af exceptional opportunity for
invalids to whom a sea voyage has been recommiended, and
so on, You know the usual style. Well, as I stated belore,
T wns onc of the passengers on the last cruise, which was
to the West Indies. During the voyage two of the pas-
sengers died, and were buried at sea. Yﬂu”‘n'ﬂ] note that
point, Mr. Dare. They were buried at sea.”

“That is guite usual, unless the ship is due in some pork
within four-and-twenty hours,” said Dave. N

v Just so. KEvervthing, of course. was quite reguler,” con-
tinned the nameless client. ‘' The obvious advantage of burial
afb =ea is that th e body cannot be exhumed for examination in
cpse of a suspicion of foul play.™ 1

“ o you suggest that there was foul play in tE]'Er caze of the
two paesengers who died during the voyage?' ashed the
veung detechive.

“I do suggest 117

" And yc:-%lgwish ma to——" 2

“T wish you to find out whether my suspicions are corvech
but purti:m:i'a.ﬂy to keep watch over a young Jady nassenger
wio iz making the Mediterranean trip for the benefit of her
health, Im ::rrger to do that, you will have to join the Princess
Ida in seine capacity, The lady’s name 35 Vicolet Castleton.
1 have known her for gome vears, and I take a great mterest
in her, because—becauze she reminds me of o daughter that
I lost. Wateh aver her, puard her, Mr. Dare, as you woul
vour own sister. 1 believé she is in deadly peril.”

“ S0 Tf that iz the caze, sir, why not lay the matier before her
relatives "’ ] ]

“ For two reasons. Ter only relative—an uncle—I verily
believe desires lier death. At the age of twenty-une Violet
Castleton inherits a large fortune. but in the event of her
death hefore coming of age, the whole of Lher money goes to
Saul Bierce—this is, her uncle. You see now why jt is im-
possible for me to meke any representations to him. And in
any case, e would not listen to anything T have _Itn £ay, for
we are by no means on { riendly terins with each other, %

Tt is a very grave charpe lo bring agammst anyone, said
nr}rrf'].-_.mw it is,” replied the other; *but I ean’t forget tlhat
the wirl has no desive {0 make the voyape. Bhe would much
sooner remain in England, But Saul Bierce insists i‘:pﬂﬂg]l?mr
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ﬂmg. for the sake of her health. Tor the sake of her money,
sltonld have said, which he is longing to gain possession of
—tho scoundrel I :

" Have you anything in the shape of proof: that such is his
scheme-—u «dinbolical one, if your suspicions are correct®”
queried Dare,

" “ Nothing more than what I have told you.”" was the reply.

It is fur you to find the proofs if you will undevtake the
case. I feel morally cortain that he is plotiing 2xainst Vielet
Castloton's life, and yet T am powerless to streteh out & hand
to save her sxcept in this way of engaging a clever detective
to puard her, and bring the suilty scoundrels who gre earning
blood-money to justice

* Hor uncle does not accompany her on the voyage, T under-
stand ** said Dare.

[ No. He romains on shore, where no suspicions can reach
tI:lll.m. No dﬂu:?l: he will p;,j.r &:i:.'e-r_-,r liifh sur_:d or thallnurdnr—
1219 13 no other name for it—to Carrl out slowly an
surely on board the ship.” "

* I wiil undertake the case,” replied Dave; * bevause if this
young lady is roally in peril, there must be such a vast network
of fiendish villainy spread by some masters in the art of
ocrime 83 the world at large can little dream of. With this
case, if there is foundation for your suspicions, we are only on
the fringe of it. If T can penetrate to the centre— But,
thers, I must not allow the thoughts of possible success and
fame in the future to blind me to the realities of the present.
1 ehall endeavour to obtain a berth on board the Princess
Ida as a steward, but, failing that, L shall have to go as a
PR3N Ear.

. The nameless client took out a fat pocket-book from an
inner pocket and counted out twenty ten-pound notes.

‘“llere are two hundred pounds,” he suid, “for expenses.
“If you Want more tater on, T will give vou an address of a
banker who will supply you with what yeu require. Spare no
expense. | would sacrifice a fortune rather than a hair of
"F?:rl;t Uast]lr?tﬁn’arhaﬂ :Em:ild be injured ™ i

. Ay, ay !’ put in ndrew. **It's a queer business, 'm
thinking. There's & mystery aboot the Prﬁmﬁ-ﬂ Ida that will
tax a’ oor courage and skill tae clear up.™

“Do you intend to assist, professor™’ msked the client, in
SUrprise.

“I'm_thinking o sea voyage will doe me guid,” replie
MacAndrew. ‘‘The Princess Ida calls at Maﬁs&ill&s—h Ir.-m::}
an’ I'll ‘just join her there. But Tl purchase my ticket in
London, for I'd like to has an interview wi’ the owners.
EJTEEt dae they esll themselves—Messrs, Vardon, Traill &

Dare's client rozo to tale his leave,

*1 shall zee guu again before tie ship sails,” le said. ** And
don't forget these facts—two passencers died on that ves=al
last voyage, and one on the previous vevage—all apparently
from natural causes, and all were buried at =ea. But 1 have
found out that in two of the caszes the nesrest relatives to
the deceased had very excellent rensons—from their point of
view—for having in one case a cousin and in the other a
nephew removed. And in the third case I have no douhbt
there were equally gocd reasons for putiing out of the way an
individial who was not likely to die quickly enough in the
natural order of things to pleaze those who would benefit by
hia death.”

With these words the gueer client passed sut of the r
and closed the door oo
gquietly behind ham.

The stewards of the
Pringesa Ida were
either engaged at the
docks b the purser or
at the City office of the
company, which was in
Fenchurch Streel, and
after a short delibera-
tien Stanley Dare <e-
cided to make his ap-
plication for a berth at
the oflice.

There were several
reasans why this was
the betfer conrse, but
the principal one, from
his poing of view, was
the fact that at ihe
office he might chance
1o see a member of the
“firm " fhat owned the
steamer about  which
thare had gathered so0
dark a cloud of mys
tery.

At about seven o'clock on the following morning, (herofore,
tha voung deteétive found himself standing on the staps of a
rathor dingy building whielr, onca a private houze, was now
bt cnad in suties of offices,

A braz< plate on ona of the door-posts bore the inseriptivn:

“VARDON, TRAILL & CO.,
Shipowners.
Weat-End Office, Tla, BRegent Street, W.”

“The West End Lranch ia evidently where the passongeosr
booking i3 done,” mused Stanloy Dare, ** while this placo i
whera the business connected with the ship iz carried on.
et a very inviting sart of entrance.”

It cortainly wasz not. The honse was old, the passage dark
and musty-smelling, and tle staircaze up which he made 4
wav none too clean.

The offices were on the second floor, and consisted onlv of
two rooma.

On the door of the back room was painted fhe word
“* Private,” #nd on the door of the front room were the words
* General office.” ;

Dare entered the goneral office, and as he pushed open the
door almost ran into the arms of a shabbily-dressed man who
wa3 coming out. i

“I beg your pardon!" ejaculated Dare, and was about to
pass on, under the impression that if this man was a elevk
there would certainly be others in the room to whom he could
state his business, when the shaliby individual laid a detaining
hand on his arm.

“YWho do you wish to see?’ he demanded.

Dare explained the nature of his business.

“ The stewards are usually engaged at the docks,” pursued
the clerk; ** but now you are here, you had better wait and
soix Mr. Abrahams, for I know that some changes are being
made in the stewards' department.™

“ Who is Mr. Abrahams?" asked Dare.

“The manager of the City offiee,”” was the reply. * He is

eng of the partners in the firm into the bargain, so if you
make a good impression on him you are pretty certain to be
an ﬂ-gﬂ{]-"

are thanked the clerk for this friendly hint, and took his
zeat on & chair, to await the arrival of the manager.

" Ho won't bo lonz,” said the clerk, and left him there in
tha empty office. ‘

“They take matters eazily here,” thought Dare, * or alse
the stafl of clerks is limited to one, but as the Princess Ida
doesn't take cargo, and the passzenger business is done at the
West-End office, I suppose that one iz sufficient.”

The reom in Whiﬂﬁ he was scated was furnished with an
ink-splashed desk, a couple of stools, and a couple of chairs.

Soms ma‘pt-, the plans of a steamer’s cabin—stained and dirty
—and a framed lithograph picture of a fine-looking steamer,

upon the walls,

which proved to be the Prineess Ida, hun
ledgers that was

and bevond the ordinary business books an
all that was in the offica.

Dare had been zeated in the room, waiting for the appear-
ance of the manager, for about ten minutes, when he suc '-'}-l'.‘tlL'.’
experienced the unpleasont sensation that he was being
watched by some unseen person. He darted a keen glance
vound the rogm, and even went over to the window, althougl,
as it was on the second storey, and above the main thorough-
fare—it was not likely that any person could be looking in
through it, but could see no sign of anvone.

Then, as he turnad
round again, so me
strange attraction drew
hiis eyes to the plan of
the steamer's cahin
hanging on the wall at
the oppoeite endd of the
PO,
o~ The plan was slighily
o e T torn in twe places, and

i through these slils he

- H-".L BUNTER'S distingtly saw a paie of

kkeen, steely eoves pe-

: 3 ' F L
KIGK-0FF, garding him with a
A miost funny tale, 1z our fixed stare. As_they

met his they vanished,
and Dbefore he could
make a eloser examing-
tion of the plan he
heard a shuffling foo!-
step on the landine,

next ! Billy, the bounder, the

boy without & sense of
humour, without any tralt
greater than his pwn ad-
miration for himself, decldes
to take up football. He does
—wlith surprising results,

and the next minuts
the office door was
opened.

{A:antﬁer dmrg  Fnstalment
of this theilling stary fiext
Teresderse)

——
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