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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Alonzo Gets in the Way.
BGB CHERRY stopped at the door of No. 1 3tudy in tho

Remove passage, and kicked it open. Bob Cherry

wore & chearful and jolly look, which showed that ho

was in high spirits. When Bob was in high spirita, he
enerally signalised the same by being boisterows; hence
the informal manner in which he aonounced his arrival to
the occupants of No. 1 Study.
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Tale of
and
Alonzo Todd at Greyfriars.
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The door flow open with a bang, and there was a yoll
within the room.

L1 Dw [H‘

A fat junior had been standing with Lis back to the doo,
and it had caught him faicly as it Aew.opon

Ho fell upen his hands and knees on the carpef, and thers
was & roar of laughter from three other fellows in the study—
Harty Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Sangeh, the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Ha, ha, ha!”’
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Billy Bunter gasped,

“Ow! ¥ow! \ﬁlﬂ: wag that? Yow!"

Bob Cherry slared into the study. The sight of Billy
l”hinit_.lc-r on. hig hands and knces seemed lo surprize him very
much, '

* Hallo, halle, hallo!” he cxclaimed.
grmething, Dunter i

* Oh, really, Cherty——""

“What is it—a threepenny-bit ™

“ Qe 177

“Can I help you look for it?’

Bunter scrambled uwp, He put his big spectacles straight,
and blinked indignantly at Bob Cherry.

* (h, really——""

- The door knocked against something when ¥ opened it,”
said Bob Choerry, looking round. ** What was it]"

“"Ha, ba, hal” roared Nupgent. "It was Bunter!'

“Oh, Bunter! What a curious thing it iz that Bunter's
always in the wag " said Bob.

" (h, really——""

“(h, don’t apologize, Bunter, there’s no harm done, as
it happens,” said Bob magnanimeusly. " Don’t mention
it!”

* Oh, really—="

*Let the matter drop! 1 tooked in to ask you fellows if
you were comning?” said Bob Cherry.

" Well, that depends, said Hurry Wharton with a smile,
“Whare 1’

" Ta Braye !

“ Braye? Why, that's twenty miles away ™

“ Al right for & bike run!"™

" Better have the feed neaver to Greyfriars,” said Billy

“Have you lost

Banter. * Then I could eome. I shouid be willing lo do the
cuLHINg——""
“Freed! Who's talking about n foed?

“ Why, what ara you going to BRraye for, thenf”’

“*Ha, ha, ha! There's a football match on.””

Bunter locked deeply disgusted.

Do you mean to szy you're goinpg twegty milcs to sce a
loothall mateh?” he exclaimed contemptuously,

“ Yoz, ratheel”

Bunter snorted.

" Well, you jolly well won’t catch me coming, that’s all*
nid Bunter.

Bob Cherry griuned.

“ As it Iruppens, I didn’t come here to nsk yon,” he said.
“Are you Iellows coming? We have time to ride over
to Draye before the matich begins, and we ean go into fhe
bob sears, It's a League match, and we don’t often got a
thance of sceing a League footer match.”

‘T'he chums of the Remove looked keen at onece.

They weve all foothallers, of course, and very keen on the

rand old game, and, as Bob Cherry said, they very seldom

ad g chance to see real professional foothall,

To visit a League mateh was about as big a treat 28 could
bz dlevised for the juniors.

By Jove!” exclaimed Harry Wharton, * That's & good
idea,  Who's plaging ™

“The "Hpurs!"

The chums gave & yell.

* The "Spura ™

“You M

" My hat! I'm going if I have t0 ¢rawl on my hands and
knees I exclaimed Nugent.

“ The erawlfulness will be terrific!” 2xclaimed the Mabob
of Bhanipur, equally excited.

" What—ho ! said Wharton.

“ Totienham Hotepur against Loomshire United,” szaid
Bob Cherry, grinning as he saw the cffect of his announce-
ment upon the chums of No. 1 Btudy., " Mark's coming with
me, and Tom Brown, too. You fellows ought to come?”

* 0Ok, we're coming, rather!®

“Yoau bet !

“That young chap who's been making a name Jately.is
playing for Loamshire United,” said Bob. ** You remember
—the papers said he would turn gut o second Steve Bloomer.
Chap named Neville!"

“I've heard of him—Jack Neville!™

“That's it. T want to sce him play.”

“Good! What a ripping treat! We'll all come. Jolly
glad you 1:nn:-|'|t.in.:nned~ it, Bob,” gaid Harry Wharton gratefully.

“Come on, then,” Baid Bob Cherry. ** The zooner we starvt
the better. The ground’s sure to be crowded [

The hams of the Remove b

we chums of the Remove hurried downstairs with Roh
Cherry. Mark Linley and Tom Brown were already waiting
in the passage.

They lost no time in getting to the bicyecle-shed. | Bul-
ptrode, the bully of the Remove, was there getting his
machine out. e looked round at the Removites as they
came in.
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“ Cyeling to-day?” he asked. ]

“ Yes; going to Braye to sce the Leapoe match.™

“Oh, good. 2o am L

“ Right-ho; we'll go together, then,”

Tiey wheeled out the machines. Alonzo Todd, the Duffer
of Grayiriges, met them as they pushed the bicyeles down
towards the gates, and he stopped and blinked at thern.

“ ¥You sre going out, Wharton?"' he asked,

“ Well, I'm not pushing this bike along [or exercise only,”
taid Harry! with & smile. " I'm in rather a hurry, too,
Todd.”

* Ah, T wanted to speak to you!'”

Alonze Todd had halted directly in the path of the bicyeles
He did not seem to realise that he was ceusing delay. "Tho
juniars had fo stop.

“ Bome other time, Toddy,” said Harry Wharton.

“ It i rather important. My Uncle Benjamin always told
mi Iil-’.:T- to put off 4l to-morrow what you can do to-day,
vou lnow,

M Good old Benny ! gaid Bob Cherry. ““ Give him a rest
till we come back, Toddy. Then we'll hear 2ll about him.”

** Buzz off, Toddy!"

“My dear Wharton! I have an idea. I want you fo
help me. It 18 an idea for ndﬂn:'tl:ggrL pood, and surely vou will
not let the opportunity pass you !™

“I wish you'd let ws poss you," said Nugent. ** That's
more important.  Po you want to be wheeled over, Foddy "

“ My dear Nougent——"

“ Good-bye T

“ But——>*1

“Jump out of the way, Toddy!*

[ Eut-_—' L

“Clear the track!” rosred Bob Cherry.

* However——"*
~ The juniors wheeled their bicyeles on. They wheeled an
m a group, and as Alonzo still blocked the wav, the machines

wheeled right info him, He backed sway from the bicycles
hastily, but LhrF followed him up.

“ My dear fellows——"" he exclaimed,

“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

“ But really=—=1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The sight of Alonzo backing away, and the bunch of cycles
following him up, made the juniors roar with lnughter,

Alonzo backed and backed, getting more bewildered at
aver Et-r:{z; until he stumbled and sat down,

r“ h, dear!" gm?{md Alonzo.

The .jenjors walked on, laughing, and wheeled their
n’;it:‘:l;mm' over him, and the tyres left dusty lines on his
attire,

He sat wp when they had passed him, vory dazed and
dusty, and” blinked after them as they wheeled the bikes
aut.of the gatoway.

“ Oh, dear!” gasped Alonzo.

He ntuggered to his feet.

*“Oh, dear, I am guite dusty! Buat I must really speak to
Wharton! He musin't let this opportunity of doing pood
ship! Wharton I
_Alonzo ran afwer the cycliste. Buot they had mounted out-
side the sthool gates; and as he reached the road, he saw
them disappearing in a cleud of dust,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Row on the Road.

HE chums of the Remove laughed heartily as they
dalled down the romd towards Friardale.  Alonpze
. ‘odd had added considerably to the gaiety of existence
since he had come to Greyfrinrs. Alonzo was always
trying to be useful and obliging, and ever on the search for
opportunities of doing good. hich was very nice of Alonzo,
The unfortunate thing was, that he was generally very
unlucky in his cfforts, and his attempts to oblige frequently
led to trouble. It was not Alonzo’s fault:; it was his mis-
fortune.

“Good old Alonzo!” said Bob Cherry,
wonder what his wheeze was, We E-]]ﬂlf
us when we get back 1

“*Yea, rather!”

“Which woay are we poing?' asked Nugent. “We ean
go the Courtheld Koad, or take the short cut by Higheliffe.™

“ Short eut,” sald Harry Wharton decidedly. * It saves
more than & mile, and we've got enough distance to cover.™

* That's s0.”

“The road’s rough part of the way, but we can stand it.”

“May zee zomething of the Higheliffe chaps,” Bulstrode
remarked.

chuckling. *“I
get It sprang on

A Bplendid Tale of Harry Whanton & Co.
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" Oh, dear!™ gasped Alonzo Todd, as the juniors wheeled their machives over him, and the tyres left
dusty lines on his attlre, (Sse Page 2.)

“Wall, there are enough of us to make them willing to
laa¥e us alone.™

“Dh, yes, that's all right!"

The group of cyclists swept on through the village of Friar-
dale, and then took the short cut over the moorland to
Highcliffe.

ﬁi heliffe School was in some ways the rival of Greviriavs,
and there had been many a rub between them.

The Highcliffe fellows were greatly given to putting on
eids, and swank was 3 thing that Harry Wharton & Co.
woren't likely to stand from anybody.

Highcliffe fancied themselves at footer, and in a rash
moment they had ondertaken to meet the Creyiriars
Romove.

Groyiriars Remove bad beaten thom hollow, and it was a
defeat all the more dezerved because the Highcliffe fellowa
swanked and boasted instead of playing the pame.

_There had been considerable bad feeling between the schools

SLTT0E,

That fellows who couldn't stand up on the footer feld should
swagger about as if the earth belonged to them was rather
too much for the patience of Harry Wharton & Co.

And the Higheliffe fellows weren't above taking advantapes,
too, that the %ﬁm:;i'riars juniors did not regard as " ericket.”

Mora than once aome of the Remove fellows had been
roughly handled by the Highclifiana when the latter had long
odds on their side, and that was just the sort of thing to get
the Remove's back up.

In passing Highcliffie School on their way to the [oothall-
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round at Braye the chums ran the risk of falling in with
E’ﬂnsﬂnb}r & Co.

But, as Harry Wharton remarked, there were enough of
them to take care of themselves if they did meet the
Highcliffians.

They dashed on at full :-1|?]eed over the bumpy ground, and
soon_came out into the white high road that ran past tho
gates of Higheliffe College.

Nugent uttered an exclamation.

* Look there ™

The Greyfriars juniors loocked. A group of eyclists could
be seen. juat in front of the college gates, qm:l they were
starting in the same dircction that Harry Wharton & Co
were following, so they had their backs to the chuma.

But Harry Wharton recognizsed them.

There were Vavasour and Ponsonby, and Merton and
Gadsby, and three mors of the Fourth Form of Higheliffe.

3 i weore in Morfolk jackets and knickers, dressed very
smartly, and their bicycles were clean and gleaming, in the
pink of gocd condition. Fonsonby & Co. were always up to
the mark. *

Thera were seven #f the Highcliffians, which was exactly
the number of the Greyfriars fellows., Harry Wharton & (o,
kept straight on without a pause. They swept past the gates
of Highcliffe, which Porsonby & Co. had just left, and rapidly
gained on the smart cychsts ahead.

Bob Cherry rang his bell furiously,

Fonsonby locked guickly round.

The Highcliffe fellows were epread out over the road, fillinz
it up right aoross, and there was no room for the Greyfriars

A Splendid Tals of Ha Wharton & C
s By FRANK nﬁmm u.
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juniore to pass, but perhaps there was no need for Bob io
ring quite so loudly.

“Hzallo ' exclaimed Ponzonby., *“ Greyfriars eads "

Iih spoke the words loud encugh for Harry Wharton & Co,
ta hear.

" Nice, polite chap, am’t hel’ Nugent remarked.
“* Ponsonby's the juntor captain of Highelitfe now, 1 hear.
Nico boy—I den’t think 1"

** Clear the road " shouted Bab.

** Rats ! shouted back Vavasour.

“ We want to get past.”

i nmh !:rj-

“We're going to Brave for the footer match,” said Harr;
Wharton pacifically. ** Let's pet by, there’s good chapa! We
want to be 1n time.”’

“ Oh, that's where we're going I’

“Phew!” said Bob Cherry. = " Not much in your Tine, I
should think.”

“Shut up, Bob. Well, let's got on, Ponzonhy.”

“MNo hurry,” said Ponsonby, sigming to his followers o
keep the road blocked. " You can follow in the footsteps of
your betters, you know.™

* Hear, hear!™ said the Higheliffe fellows.

Harry Wharton's oyes flashed.

" Look here, you fellows can be late for the match if ﬁ;ﬂ
like,”” ho exclaimed angrily, " but we're noi going to H
Mako room !

* Rats 1"

“We'll jolly well ride into you if you don't!"”

“ Go shead ! ‘

The Highcliffe party remained stringz out acrcss the road.
It was impossible for the Greyfriars fellows to pass without
danger of collisions, or, rather, a eertainty. But the juniors
were not likely to follow contentedly bebind Higheliffe for the
next ten nriles or go. '

That was herdly to be thought of,

“We're poing past!” said Harry Wherion.

" What-Lo "™

“The what-hofulness is terrifie !

" If they won't give us room we'll make room, if we smash
up every blessed jigrer on the road!” said Wharton.

“Good egz!”

“* Como on, then 1™

Harry Wharton never failed to take the lead when there
was anything like danger to be encountered. He cﬁﬂ:]nﬂad on
at top specd, and drew closer and closer to the eyclists ahead.
Ponsonby locked round, and his expression changed a little.
He had not thought that the porsuers would have the nerve
te really charge them, but he could see now that the Grey-
friars party meant grim business.

Harry Wharton & Co. swept on in a body.

If the collision came there was no doubt that some-
Lody wounld be hurt,: amd that it would be bad for the
machines,

But Ponsonby, though he could hurl defiance at the enem
while he thought they would wenken, had not nerve anm:_r;ﬁ
to come up to the scratch, )

As soon as the Highcliffe captain saw that Harry Wharton
& Co. were really charging he changed his mind.

The Highcliffe fellows instinctively quickened pace to aveid
the erash, and the Grerfriars cyclists swept close en behind
tham. At every second the Higheliffians ﬁﬂﬁ?ﬂtﬂ% to feel the
Greyfriars wheels crashing into their back tyres. Their nerves
were on tho jump with the expectation.

" Better let "em pass!™ muttered Vavasour,

Ponsonby nodded.

“ Close ! he said quickly,

The Higheliffe riders drew towards the left of the road.

They were barely in time.

Harry Wharton shot by them, missing Ponsonby but by a
few inches, and his comrades streamed after him at whizzing

i .

The Higheliffo cyclists had escoped the collision, but in
i:imu-I hurry they were not able to escape running into one
another.

Ponsonby's pedals cauglit in Vavazour's, and the two cyeles
went reeling, and the two riders came heavily to the ground.

As they wers loading, their fall threw the rest of the party
into inoxtrieable confusion.

As Harry Wharton & Cb. swept on there was crash after
clatter, clatter after erash, among the Higheliffe cyeclists.

Harry Wharton locked over his shoulder,

Half the Higheliffe party were down, and the others were
resling about on their eycles as if they had lost control of
their machines. The whole party was in wreck and confusion,
T!-:;; Greviriars juniors sent back a yell of laughter as they
rode on.

* 8o much for Highelife " chuckled Bob Chorry.

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"

And the Greyfrinrs eyclists dashed on, and soom lost sight
and sound of their defested rivals of the rosd
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
@n the Football Ground.

IIE Loamshire ground was already pretty well egacka-rl
when tho chums of the Greviriars Hemove arrived.
Harry Wharton & Co. had put up their bicycles near
the football-ground, and then walked down to the gates,
finding themzelves in the midst of a stream of peoplo following
tho same direction.

Tho matech between Loamshive United and Tottenham

Hotspur had evidently aroused the greatest intervest in the
town.
. People weve coming from far and near to see it, and,
indeed, tle chums heard that there were special trains
running, bringing spectators from all quarters for the preat
League match. :

Tottenham adimmirers had come down with the team, and
Lozmshire backers were turning up in thousands, and a hig
public not particularly attached to either Loamshiva op
Toticnham, but fond of good footar, rolled up in preat force.

Tho great enclosures were filling fash

The chums of Greyfriars contented themselves with shillin
places, and poured in, in the midst of & trampling, excited,
good-tempe erowd.

All gorts and conditions of fellows were there—workmen,
clerke and business men, who had finiched work, lads whe
had the Saturday afterncon to themselves, crowds of fellows
who bad no npfﬁrt.umty of playing thamael:rr.'s, hut were glad,
nevertholess, of » chance of seeing a ¢ Eame.

]Tlm Juniors kept together in a bunch, and found preity good
PRCRe:

Harry Wharfon looked out for the Higheliffe fellows afier
they were in their places.

Heo could see nothing of Ponsonby & Co. ,

** (h, they'll go in grand-stand, of course,” said Nugent.
“ It wouldn't be Ponsonby if he didn't swank.™

*The swankfulness of the honourable Ponsonby is terrific V'
Hurrea Singh remarked. " We shall not see him here.*’

“ All the better " said Bob Cherry cheerfully.

Wharton looked &t his watch.

* A quarter of an hour to the kick-off,” he remarked.

'".All% they're still coming n.”

T Y'E-E, Tﬂrj‘fﬁr e

" There will be twenty thousand here at least,” Tom Brown
remarked, with & glance over the sea of bobhing heads

“Or thirty,” said Dob Cherry.

“T've secn sixty thousand at a match,” sald Nugent. “ Tt
was & Hotspur match, too, on the.ground at Tottenham.
{hap was nearly ereshed to death in the erowd. Hullo!
Look thera!”

“ W hat is 1t7"

“ Highehiffe cad "

Nugent pointed out a Highelife cap. They saw reveral
others round it. Ponzonby & Co. had arrived after zll, and
Er:rﬁ coming into the same place. But they were much further

cle. ;

“* Hallo, haiio, hallo ! shouted Bob Cherry. * Heroe wo are

ain !"
ﬂch-nsunhF tiptoed and looked over the heads of tho crowd.

* £h, there you ave, you cutsiders!” he remarked.

" Yes, rather ahead of you,” grinned Bob Cherry, “It

ks to me as if you're the outsiders this journey.”

“*Ha, ha, ha 4

* We'll jolly soon be there!" said Ponzonby.

"1 don't se¢ how you'll manage it.”

“¥You will zeat"

And the Higholiffe fellows, in a sohid wedge, forced their
way through the crowd to set to the front.

%imm was a roar of protest immediately,

Fellows who bad come earlier were not likely. to be pushed
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out of their places by later comers, and Ponsocby’s aliompt
was as rash and reckless as it was unjustifiabla,

“ WhoTare you a-shoving ¥

H Btand back [

“ Order [

“ Keep back theret"

* You chaps looking for trouble?

“ Push 'em back I

“ Kick "em out!”

¥ Maks room !’ exclaimed Ponsonby arrogantly,

The crowd simply yelled at him.

The Highcliffe fellows had never besn to a Leagize match
befors, and in their ahsurd arrogance they expecied the work-
mon and other fellows round tﬁern to make room for fhem,
simply because they wore well-dressed, and had a high opinion
of thamzelves,

They did not know a foothall crowd,

The ¢rowd were too astonished at first to hurt them, but
the shoving of the Highcliffians left noe doubt as to their in-
tontions, and then there was wratly.

“ Kick 'em out!” rose a yell

““ Bhove away!"”

“iGive "em socks !l

“ Boundecs !

 Kick fem out!™

There was a wild uproar round the Higheliffa fellows, [Tarry
Wharton & Co. were not nesr encugh to them 1o interfore,
Wharton looked anxiously.

“*The silly, swanking azzes!” he exclaimed.
hurt.”

“Let "em["” said Bob Cherry carclessly.
play the game, let "em take what they get.”

" Yes, rathar,”

“The ratherfulnhess is ternific.”’

o hat ! said Bulstrede., * They'll be trampled on if
they d};m’t get out. The mad fecls, to think they could bully
a crowd hke this"

It waz a bit thick, and no mistaks.™

“Kick "em out!” roso the roar.

Ponsonby & Co. soon lost their nerve in the uproar their
insolence had exeited. They ceaszed to shove, and would have
been only too contented if the crowd had ceazed to shove, too.
But they had roused a spirit it was not easy to quell. ]

* All right!” exclaimed Fonsonby, whe had turned quits
pale. “ Stop 1t! It's all right. We'll stick here.’”

" Don't shove, pleaze?’ exclaimed Vavasour,

A burst of rude laughter answered them.

“ Kick "em out!"" rose the cry agan.

And Ponsonby & Co. were shoved back,

It was impossible for order to be restorad, unlass the crowd
choss to keep order. The police an the ground could not
have touched them—n fact, all the polige in the county could
not have governed a good-sized [ootball crowd, if that crowd
had taksn it into its head to be * u{fn”

Ponsonby & Co. realised their blunder, apd wers only
anxious to get out of it as soon as poasible.

“ Let's got out,” whispered Ponsonby hurriudlls-.

“Yoa, rather, wo can't stay here among these dirty cads!™
said Vavasour. ) . .

“ Dirty cads—eh?' exclaimed a big, stalwart railway man,

“They'll got

“1f they cam't

who ml?.s standing beside Vavasour. “‘Take that, you
puppy I
And he smote the Higheliffe feflow on the face with his

open hand.
It was not a blow—the railwayman could have killed him

with a blow. It was Just a smack, which Vavasour cectainly
deserved for his insolent speech. The Highcliffs fellow reeled,
his face gning deadly white, then raised his hand to strike
back—and dropped it again.

“Lot's got out!” he muttered thickly.

The Highcliffe fellows retreated towards the entrance.

It was not easy, with a stream of incoming people, hut they
shoved, and wore ved, and, in a somewhat dishevelled
condition, reached the turnstile again. :

Thero they esxcaped from the crowd., Having had enough
of the shilling crowd, they made their way to a more sxpensive
part of the ground. )

Harry Wharton & Co. had lost sight of thom earlier. The
chums of Greyiriara were a little anxious as to what might
have happened to them, but the cessation of the wuproar
saowed that they had gone.

*“ Jolly good riddance,” said Bob Cherry. ** The cheek of
the cads in thinking they were entitled to other chaps’ places,
gots my back up.’ ] )

*The vplulness of my honourable back is also terrifie,”
murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur. ' If they miss the match
it will serve them rightiully.” z

*“* Closa on time now,” remarked Linley. .

The peopls were still coming in, and the crowd was being
packed more densely.

!ELE IEé: waa close on time now for the players to appear in
the hald.

Thera was & cheer as a stream of fallows in red shirts and
white knickers came into the feld
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Thoy wero the Loamshire men.

A minute later came a stream of white shirts and blue
knicliers.

“The "Spurs!" exclaimed IHarry Wharton,,

And the Greyfrars chums gave o cheer for the pallant lads
from Tottenham.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The 'Spurs’ Match.

OTTENHAM HOTSPUR won the toss, and chose a goal.
T Ag the teams lined up, the chums of Grevinars looked
them over with keen eyes. Both teams wers in fine
foxm. But the Greyfriars’ fellows singled out ono of
the forwards on the Loamshire side—the young profes:ioral,
J ai}k i':'lavii!h& i :
n him they took a 1l intereost. :
Ho was a ?;Il:&ti'l-'ﬂ- ufﬂgﬁz village of Frianlale, near which
Groyfriars lny, and well-kknown in the neighbourhood of the
school. Some of the Greyfriars juniors had met him before
he plaved for Loamshire. He was quite a lad, not more than
nineteen, but he was well built and well developed, and looked
uite up to the form of any fellow on the ground there, and
the equal even of the Tottenham giants, like Joyce and
Corgquat. He had a handsome, frank face, close-croppsd fair
hair, and steady eyes like sbeel,

“There he is," said Harry Wharton, with a nod. ** He's
playimg inside right.' . ] ;
“Yes, by Gecrge, I know him again!" gsaid Bulstrode.

“I've seen him doing cardening near Friardale, when 1 was
a kid in tho Second Form,"

*That's nothing apgainst him." ;

“1 didn't say it was,” said Bulstrode, though his tono was
not wholly pleasant. *““It's a change for him. He's getting
the maximum wage now.” ) i

“ He looks a very decent chap,” said Mark Linley.

“He is 2 decent chap,” replied Harry. * I've lieard about
him. He's a wonderful forward, too, and we're going to
have s troat."

Tha people were still coming in a3 the whistle went for

lay.

5 ’]?ham was not likely to be a single available spaco left un-
oocupisd for the mateh between Loamshire and the "Spurs,

Harry Wharton ran over the "Spura with his eye.

5 He Illl&d sppn them play befors, and knew most of tho men
syght.

FHngran some of them over by name for the information of
his companions. .

“ That's Joyee in goal,” he said. * The six-footer chap.
The other six-footer at back is Coquet, I don't know the
other back.”™

“I do,” said Bob Cherry.
It's Wilkes.” 5

“ (tocd. The halves are Darnell, Birnie, and Stecl.
Middlemiss and Minter among the forwards.'

Nupgeni looked at the programme. . ]

:: 18 ﬂE-;hEIH- are Humphrays, Gospell, and Wilson,” ho said.

“I'vo scan him play at Reading.

I know

A ﬁﬂﬂ tﬁlm."

“ Yes, rather.” ) .

“ But Loamshire's quite up to their form, I think,” said
Meark Linley.

“h, yes, rather!"”

“Thore they go!" exclaimed Tom Brown.

Thoe gamo had started. _ ]

Loamashire led off with an attack, which was quickly ro-
pulsed by the "Spurs, and some play in midfield followed, and
then a determined attack by the wisitors.

The "Spurs bgre everything befors them, amid cheers from
tha nme

“Go i, 'EElut's "

“ Hurray "

“On the ball!" .

“ Play up, Loamahire "’ rose the l::riv, “ Look out, Neviile.”

Right down to the Loamshire goal surged the piayﬁrs and
the ball. But the home zoalis was a safe man,

The ball popped twice at him, and was cleared coolly, and
the second time a back sent it away, and the forwards had a
chance.
ba‘I‘lImk out " shouted Bob Cherry.

It was the first time the young inside right had had a chance
of showing hiz quality.

He was “on the ball' in the twinkling of an ave, as soon
as htiis chance cems, and he had & up the fsld at lightning
specd.

Pf?‘ha- Tottenham halves could not touch bun, and az the backs
{E?ﬁ?j in, he dodged Cogquet, and passed just in time to eludo
‘kes,

“ Neville's on the

o

Wharton & Co.
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He might have tried o shot for goal on his ewn, with &
BTy .sq'un:i chance of suecess, but he chose to centre and make
a sure thing of it

From toe eentre it shot into goal before Joyee had a chance
to xtop 1t.

Thers. was a wild roar.

The ball was in the net.

" Goal ™

" Loamshire's goal I

" Hurray "'

“1lip-pip "

It was first bloxd to Loamshire,

“Good old Mewville,” zaid Nugent. **That was npping
pood piay. Lotz of chaps would have been hunpgry for poals,
and szent tho ball in themselves™

Wharton nodded.

“ Yes, it's really his poal, thourh the centre took it."

**The crowd can zee it."

That was true cnough. The crowd clieered Neville loud!y,
The teams lined up again, and the game was resumed,

Tho play was keen and snappy all through, and the Grey-
fricrs chums wafched it with almost breathless interest,

Upon the whole, Tottenham Hotspur outelaszed Loamshire,
a% was seen in many a detail of the play; but Loamshire liacd
one man who was equul to anything the "Spurs could show,

That was the young “ pro,” Jack Neville.

Mevilla was a host in himself.

More than ones he threw himself into the defence when the
backs failed to stand the Tottenham charges, and when he Lad
a cliance as forward, he never lost it.

Twice in the first hall the young professional put the ball
into the met, and all through his play was consistently cool
or:d steady and unselish.

When the wlistle went for the interval, however, Totten-
hawm had scored four geals to three of Loamshire.

The scoring had been pretty fast, but every goal was well
earned; there had not been a fluke from the start.

Tihe juniors sagerly discussed the play during the interval.

' T fancy Tottenham will pull it off,”” Bob Cherry remarked.
" They're stronger than the home team. DBut Neoville almost
malkes things egual™

' The 'Spurs are in spleadid form."

* They always ave®

* My hat!” said Harry Wharton.
matclh like this,

“ What-ho "

“1 wonder if those Highelifie chaps are on the ground,”
said Mugent, fooking round, * IHave you secen them?

“ Not o sight of them.”

“ T ghouldn't wonder if they've missed the match,’”” said
Tom Brown., ° Serve them jolly well right if they have !”

“ The servelulness would be terribie !

“ But they haven't,” said Bulstrode. "I can see FPon-
conby and Vavasour, and I fancy the others will be with
then. They're up there in the stand. Look throwgh my
ficld-glasses,””

Nugent-looked through the glasees.

They brought the Highcliffe fellows, far off as they were,
very close, and therc was no doubt about it. Ponzonby
Co. wore there,

“Well, let's hope it will do them good,” said Nugent.
“The way they play footer is enough to make an angel
weep i

“Ha, ha! Rather!”

“ The rathorfulness is terrific!™

* I'vo heard something about an intention of the High-
cliffe chaps to challenge us again,” Harry Wharton re-
marked thoughtfully.

The juniors laughed.

“ It would be another walk over,” said Nugent. *'I don’t
koaow that we cught to waste time playing them.”

“ Well, another licking might do them good. I heard
that they had a new player who was a regular marvel. 1
expect it's only gas, though"

“Most likely.”

“ Az n matter of fact, I imagine that Ponsonby & Co.
haven't como here for sport,” said Nugent. * I know jolly
woll that Ponsonby bets on footer pames; I'va heard bim
gay so. - Most likely they've got money on ono af the sides
here—the 'Spurs, most likely."

* Rotten ¥

* Hlallo, hallo, hallo! Here they are again!™

The players came on.
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The game was resumed. Toitenham Hotspur pressed the
home side very hard. But the defence was sound, and
the Spurs, brilliant as their aitack was, failed to score.

Ponzonby & Co. were waiching the play with as much
keenncss as the Greyiriars fcllows, and with much more
anxiety.

* Looks to me as if Loamshire’s going lo get licked,” Pon-
sonby remarked to his comrades, with a glum look.

Vavasour nodded.

" ¥es. . Rotten '

“That chap Neville isn’t .ach a wonder as {hey say.”

Y MNoj confound him |

“You've put & lot on Loamshire, Pon " asked Gadshy.

“Well, not a lot,” said Pensonby. “I've a couple of
pounds on the game. But that’s enough to make me want
them i{o win."”

“I've put a fiver on
Vavasour zloomily.

Fonsonhy shrugged his shouiders.

" ¥ou'll never gee your fiver.”

“I suppose not.?

“Hang it!” said Merton. “I think we've been swindled.
That chap Neville was supposed to be a regular Bloomer,
and 1o he able to win matches on his own. Why the dickens
doesn’t ke score ¥

“0Oh, he ¢an’t score 1

" Hang him !V

“Hang them all ' said Vavasour
The "Bpurs will win easily.”

“ Blow the ‘Spurs!”

“ Blow the lot of them !”

“0Oh, dash it sll, old man, never mind ! szaid Merton,
whﬂtl:.f-}m:-omd to have no bet pending. *“ Take it like a
sport !

“ Oh, cheese that! You've got nothing on.”

“I've pot o Bive bBobber,” remarked Howard. "I -don't
care if 1t goes! What have you got on " he asked, turning
to Tunstall, the sixth Higlmﬁfﬁun.

Tunstall grinned.

A owmd.”

" You'll lose 1.7

“Oh, no, 1 sha'n™ lose it."”

“My dear chep, you'll lose 1t
alroady. ™

“My quid’s on the *Spurs ™

“Oh "™

" Rotten " said Vavasour. *I wish my fiver were.”

They watched the game gloomily. Tunstall was in high
feather; Le had obtained two to one against the "Spurs,
and he =toed to win two sovercigns. But for the others
the pleasure of the day's outing was marred. Vavasour and
Ponasonby, at leasi, had bet more than they could afford o
loze, and ihey did not like the prospect. Whenever betting
enters into any sport, the real pleasure and heaith of it are
gone, as the Higheliffe fellows were finding out on ihis
cecasion. And it is to be hoped that those who are secking
to introduce the evils of gambling into the grand old winter

ame will never succeed in reducing it to the level that

oreg-racing—once a great sport—has reached.

The Highelifie follows watched with a feverish desire that
the home team would pull out ahead, and they watehed
Neville very keenly, DBut it was not a patriotic desire {o sce
their own men win that they felt. They were thinking of
their misarable money.

And their desire was not to be gratified.

MNeville scgred another goal for Loamshire, and made the
scores level, and Loamshire hopes rose--only 1o be dashed to
the prourd,

For the "Spurs made a combined effort now, and the home
players were simply swept awsy befors the boys from
Tottenhanm. :

Twice the ball was slammed into the net, and only the
pessation of mlay prevented the ‘Bpurs from still further
maunling thcir opponents.

The whistle rang out, aod the match was over, Tottenham
Hatspur the victors by six goals to four.

The game had been a fine and well-played one from start
to finish, and the 'S8purs had won because they were the
sironger team.

Buat the Loamshire men had done well—very well, and cne
among them, at least, head znd shoulders above the rest,
was equal 1o the best of the "spurs.

That one was Jack Neville. .
And as the players went off the ground, Neville wae

with sald

Banks the bookie,™

“ My fiver's gone

The home team’s beaten

F-y Enlau%!d Tale of Har

Wharton & Co.
¥ FRANK RICHARDS.
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wreck and confusion. * So much for Highclifie 1’ chuckled Bob Cherry, ¢

ding on. (See pagé 4.)

i Half the Highcliffe party wers down, and the others were reeling about on their :;cles. The whole party was is

cheered by name by many of the Loamshire supporters, dis-
appointed as they wero by the result of the matoh.

Fonsonby and Vavasour, in their bitterness, hissed the
player, to the estonishment and rage of the people reund
tham, for which they were dpmmpﬂﬁ hustled, and were glad
to escape from the ground with their clothes considerably
rumpled and themselves hreathless and furious. :

The Higheliffo fellows loft the ground in the worst possible
termper with themselves and with everybody and everything
in the place. )

They were just in the humour for a row, to wreak their rage
upon somebody, it mattered little whom, and in that mood
they fell in with Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry, who had
become separated from their comrades in the cram at the
gates of the football ground.

The juniors were pushed together by the crowd, and Pon-
sonby at oence noted that the two Greyfriars fellows wore
alone, and that their comrades were not in sight.

His cyea glinted. i ]

“ Groyfriats cads ! he exclaimed. " Now give them some-
thing for their check! Bock it to them I" )

And the Higheliffe fellows, whose ideas of honour did not
include fair play, rushed at the chums of the Romove, and
were round them in & moment.

— et —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Jack Neville takes a Hand.

ARRY WHARTON and Beb Cherry sprang shoulder to
shoulder at once. ?
Ponsonby & Co. evidently had no ides whatever of
" playing the game,” and having found the two chuma
alono, they meant to pay off old scores. Ponsonby and his
Tae Masawer LiBrary.—No. 138,
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friends had had a bad time at the League match, and they
wanted to make somebody smart for if.

Y Look out, Bob!™

“I’'m looking out!” said Bob Cherry serenely, as ho put

up his big hsts. “‘Come on, you Highcliffe bounders, il
Fgu'm locking for a prize set of thiﬁﬁ ears and enlarged
proboscises 1"

Tha Highcliffe fellowa came on. :

In a moment they were attacking the two Gireyiziars
chums hotly, but they did not rush them off their feet by
force of pumbers, as they had expected.

Wharton and Bob Cherry hit out siraight frem the
shoulder, and Ponsonby dropped on the ground as if he hal
been shot, while Vavaeour fell across him. Then Merion and
(adsby went down. ’

The other three closed with the Greyfriars two, and thes
strupgled fiercely.

At the same time Harry was shouting to his chums, who,
he knew, were not far away.

“ Greyfriaral Rescoe !

Ponsonby and Vavasour staggered up. They were hurt,
and they were furicus. They - hurled themselves upo:
Wharton and Cherry again, and as the two juniors wers
hotly engaged with the others, the Higheliffe leaders had
it all their own way then. ;

Harry and Bob went down, with threa or four of the
Highcliffians sapon them, and they began to get decidedly
the worst of il

“ Bgquash “em ! aaid Poneconby, ru’hhing his .nose, which
was streaming red. **Squash 'ern! Rub "em in the mud.”

“ Here, fair [jlaj",' you know !" exclaimed a clesr, ploasant
voioa, “*Fair play's a jewel! Not four to one, please ¥’

And a handsome, stalwart young man pushed among the

Bplendid Tale of H Wharto
A Blen e T R RIBaAR B &



®  THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY ®=™ THE “B0YS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "Si2"

Higheliffa fellows, knocking them to right and left with
shoves of bis strong hands.

‘“ Here, keep off I" shouted Ponsanby angrily.

““Fair play, then 1V

it E‘ﬂu {:.‘fl.l:']—-”

“ Better language, ploasa ™

"Iit's Neville!"” exclaimed Vavasour. " That [ootball
bounder !

The *foothall bounder™ took Vavasour by the collar,
hifted dhim off his fcet, and gently dropped him upon the
ground.

The Highchiffe fellows promptly retreated now.

Harry and Bob scrambled up.

They were very dishevelled, and somewhat hurt. The
Highclifie fellows eved them savagely, and moved away,
evidently net inelined toa push the matter further in the
presence of the new-comer,

Harry looked quickly at the rescuer.

He recognised the handsome young footballer of the Loam
shire . team, though Jack Newville looked wvery differant i
ordinary clothes,

“Thank you!" exclaimed Harry.

" Yes, rather ! gasped Bob. “ The rotters had us dewn,
and they'ro never heard of fair play. Yoo came just at
the right time. It was awifully pood of you to put your
W':E'E:E tike tha.t."I i

e young man [anphe

“Not at all,” he said.
two without interfering.”™

“You're Mr. Neville. aren’t you?” asked Harry.

HTPm Jack Neville, of Loamshire United.”™

“ We've just scen you play,” said Harry.

“ Been us licked,” said Neville, with 2 smile.

_** You weren't licked,” said Beh., ** If the cthers had been
like yau, even the "Spurs would have had a bad time of it."”

“Thank you!" said Jack Neville, launghing.

He shook hands with the boys, and went on his way.

“*JFolly decent chap,” said Bob.

Wharton nodded. ;

“I knew he was,™ he said.  “*But we've seon it for our-
selves now. We should have had a bad time if he hadn’t
chipped in.”

" We haven't had o good one as it 15" said Bob, ruefuilly
rubbing his nose. * Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hero are those
bounders [

The rest of the party came .up.

“We've been looking for vou,”” said Mark Linley.

“The lookiulness was terrific,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur.  *“ Have my worthy chums been engaging in
fightful encounters? My worthy friend Wharton's nose
sceme to be imitating the esteemed strawberry.”

Wharton leughed.

“ We got into a row with the Higheliffe fellows,” he said.
“We had them all on to ms at once, and we were having a
rough time, when Neviile interfered. He got rid of them.
I }it}l];a we shall meet them again while we're all together.”

* By George, 1 hope 20! said Tom Brown.

But the Hiﬁhﬂliﬁe fellows were not to he seen now,

The football match was 6ver, but the Gregfriars chums were
not in a hurry to leave the piacc. They r.fi:d not often como
go far from the school, and they denided to bave a lock round,

et their tea, and then cycle bhome 1o Gregfriare in the

usk of the evening.

They strolled round Braye, and got their tea at a little inn
outside the town, and it was not till the sun was setbiog that
they reclaimed their bicyeles, and mounted them for the home-
ward journey.

They had seen nothing of the Higheliffe fellowa since that
encounter outside the football ground.

It was probable that Ponsonby & Co. had alreadsy started
for home

As the chums of Greyfriars reached the erest of a high
ascont on the hemewsrd road, Harry Wharton looked ahcad
in the glimmer of the sunset, and eaunght sight of a bunch of
cyclists far ahead—dots in the distance.

He knew them at once.

“There they arc!” he exclaimed.

*“The Highcliffie rottersi'™

“ Yes™

Bob Cherry snapped his testh.

“ It would be a good idea to eatch up with them, and get
u little of our own back,” he exclaimed. * They won't be so
jolly ready to go for us when we're oqual numbors.”

" Weil, we'll pass them, anyway,” said Harry. "1 don't
think we'll begin & row, though; but if they do—-?

“Then we'll squash "emn.”

" Just so.™

* The squashfulness will be terrific.”™
The Greglriars cyelists dashed on.

The m;i was growing duskier, and now long lines of trees
casl an additiens] shadow ever it
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Suddenly Wharton held op his hand,

“ Dhd you hear that?"' he exclaimed.

“No. What was i£1"

* Listen.”

The juniors free-wheeled and listencd,
diskance ahead camo a loud ery:

“ Help!™

** Phew !" said Bob Cherry.

* Somcbody m trouble.”

“ Perhips the Higheliffe bounders. They wouldn make
much of 2 show if they fell in with a few tramps.”

* Whoever it is, we're going to help them,' =aid Harry.

“Right-hot'"

* The rightivlness is terrifc.” :

* Come oo, thent Put your becf into it)"”

And the Greylriars chums, leaning down over their handlo
bars, searched on at top-specd in the thickening dusk,

From the dusky

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Cowardly Attack,
pDNEGHEY & Co. had left Braye in the worst of

humours,
All but one of them had lest momey on the football
match, and they attributed their loss to Jack Neville,
whose reputation had cansed them to back Loamshire against
their redoubtable visitors.

They had had an opportunity of wreaking their vengeance
upon Harry Wharton, when that same obooxicus Jack Neville
had interfered, and the Highelifian oars were still ringing
from the hearty cuffs he had dealt them.

Ponsonby & Co. would have given a great deal for s chance
to get level with the younz footballer - and, as it happened,
fortune was destined to grant their wish,

They had left Braye some little time before the Greyiriars
juniors, but they did not make so much speed on the road.

ey talked in gloomy strain as they rode . an—Ponsonby and
Vavasour wondering where money was to come from to make
up for their losses,

“It's all the fault of that roften pro. Neville!" Ponsonby
declarcd. " I wisit I had a chance to make him sit up

““1 jolly well wish I had, too!™ growled Vavasour. ' The
hound had the confounded cheek to biff me on the ear ™

“heaky beast!™

“ Rottor "7

“ Blesscd if T know what things are coming to when o foot-
balling chap lays his filthy hands on & publie school fellow!”
taid Vavasour,

“ Let's get a-chanee at hine, that's all!" zaid Gadsby,

“{h, rathar**

“ By Jove!" exclaimed Vavasour suddenly.

“ What'e the matter, Vav "

" Look thers I

Vavasour released a handle-bar, and pointed ahead. A
stalwart, =apple ﬁgg.l;n was striding along the country road,
and although the beys conld cnly see the back of 1t, they
recognised it at once.

“* MNeville !

* Jack MNeville, by Jove!™

* The cad himself I

Fonsonby chuckled.

“He's poing our way, of cowrse,” he exclaimed. “ Ve
know he's a Friardale chap, and lis people live there now.
He's going to pai themn a visit. I suppose he’s too poor o
take a railway-ticket, and hLe's walling—or perhaps he got o
Iift part of the way.™

" Poverty-stricken cad!” said Merton.

“ Anyway, here he 15!

“ And here we are !’ said Gadsby significantly.
chance to scttle accounts with the rotten outsider '

““What-ho !

Vavasour grinned approval.

“J think we're all of one mind about that," he said., “ He's
lost us money, and he had the check to mterfere botween vs
and Wharton, and to lay his low hands on us! I rather think
we're going fo make him squirm for it now we've got the
chanee,”

Id Yﬂu bet |r:|:|

“Of course, we can’t firht such & chap,” ssid Vavasour
leftily. ** It would be a disgrace fo stand up to a fellow of
his class.” )

“Oh, quits impusmble; dear boy ™

“(ut of the question.™ -

“ Besides,” spid Gadsby, " he's bigger than any one of us,
and ho'd knock any one of us into a cocked hat. Thera can’t
be any question of a fight, unless we arranged it with two to
one.”’

*“ There can’t be any question of a Aght under any cires.,)”’
said Ponzonby. ** We've pot our dignity to consider.”

“ Yes, rather!” agrecd Merton,

““Thia is &

A Splendid Tale of H Wharton & C
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In their hearts,
ing to commit &
tter to keep up

“ That's

The Highcliffe follows. all agreed on that
they Lknew perfectly well that they were
mean cowardly action, but 1t was
appeBrances, oven to themselves. ,

“We'll collar him and rag him,” said Ponsonby.
the idea.’

. Good egg!” . A ; :

“ Don't give him a chance, either—just pila on. h-"‘l ot
“"c'f-j: 13;1& hiw him down, and wo'll put him through it.

= t's the game.” .

The Higheliffe fellows rode on, rapidly overtaking the
young Eoothaller, ] ] .

They did not ring their bells, and the tyrea made little noise
an the road, =o they were quite close before Neville was awarc
of if. .

In fact, it was not $ill the group of cyelists were only three
or four ysrds behind that a slight sound caught his ears, and
he turned his head. i .

Hea stappei é;ui«cktg amdgu a3 he saw the ridors.

But they did not mean 233, :

Sevon t.g ona a3 they war£ the Higheliffe fellows did not
want to give Jack Neville a stand-up fight—they were eager
to iake any advantago they could. )

Ponsonby atraight at him, and before tha surprised
voung man could get out of the way, the front wheel of the
Ficola dasiiad jito: i, _ _

Neville staggered, and the cyclist fell, but Poasonby jumped
cluarli:-f the machine. The next instant Vavasour crazhed into
Nevillo,

The Loamshire footbsllar fall to the ground.

He sprang up the next moment, but as he did so Vavasour
and Ponsonby fastened upon bim like a ecuple of cats.

Ho was borne to the ground, with the two Higheliffe fellowa
sprawling over him. It would not have taken the stalwart
footballor long $o get rid of them, but the others were scramb.
li:g off their machines now, and they fell upon Meville in o
body,

“Ei-'i]n:: on him!" roared Ponszonby.

“ What-ho!''

“ Down with the cadi”
“ You cowardst'’ gas
woight of the orowd of

“Down with him "'

“ Help ! shouted Jack.

Ponsonby laughed. ;

“¥You can yell for help of
one likaly to hear, I think.

:‘ E&s rﬂhwti;ht -

cop him t

i Whn!.:tr;-hu g

“ NMow, then, Neville—""

“ You cowarda!” ]

 Oh, we'll soon stop your tongue!” sakd Ponsonby, with an
ovil glitter in his eyes. * Yaok him over here to the. ditch,
my somal™

*Good egp! Duck him!”

*That's the idea—clothes and all! He's as poor as a blind
beggar, and I dare say it's the only suit.of o he's got!'*
said Ponsonby brutally. “ Im with him "

* Ia, ha, ha!"”

Jack Neville struggled hard. .

Although not m:‘a-:% 80 a3 Ponsonby averred, it meant

emething to him if his clothes were aﬁm]ed. But the humilia-
t.{_.nn of being ducked by a gang of schoolboys was worse than
thak.

He foupht hard.

But they had hold of him, and there were 30 many of them.
Ho could not got either arm frce for a blow. The odds were
oo greatb.

He was drageod and hustled towards the ditch., In the faint
hope that there might be someons on the lensly road to aid
him, Jack Nevilie shouted again:

“ Holp!"

Buzzuzuz!

Ting-ting-ting !

It was a buzz of bicyela-bells that answerad, and out of the
gloom of the road swept up & bunch of cyclists.

Jack Neville, str _E'g!ing undar the
ipheliffe juniors. * You cowards!"

ou ltke," ho said.
a've got him I

“There's no

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
One Good Turn Desarves Another.

ARRY WHARTON & Co. had armived.
The Greyiriara juniors, as they dashed up at top spead,
caught sight of the struggling group in the faint light,
and had someo idea of how matters stood. They zaw
that the Highcliffe fellows were the assailants, and that they
were all piling upon one adversary, in what seemed to he the
Hirheliffe way. Who their victim was the chums did not
know, and they did not care, but they meant to ase fair play.
They sprang from their machines, which went rceling any-
where, snd rushed into the fray.
The Highcliffe fcllows hardly knew they were coming before
they were there.
Tae Maewer LiprarY.—No. 138.
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Right -and left the footballer's assailants résled under
dﬁug%lt blowa from the Greyiriars jJunors. )

MNumbers were egual now, and the Greyfriars fellows
showed ab once that they were made of better stuff.

The Tighclifians let go Naville to defend themsslves: but
their defence did not avail them much, man to man.

Ponsonby was knocked headlong into the ditch, and
CGadsby after him, with tremendous splashes, and then
Vavasour, in Bob Cherry's clutch, was dragged shricking to
the water's edge, and flung iy in. :

Four other Higheliffians put aup a feeble defonce sgainst
the vigorous onslaught of the rescuers.

It did not last long . .

Twao of them were promptly knocked into the ditch, knock-
ing back those who ware trying to scramble cut. )
nﬁ‘unstall made a rush for his bicycle, but was coliared with
his leg over it before he could push off, and Tom Brown and
Bob Cherry pushed him, bioycle and all, into the stagnané
water by the roadside. o

# {n with thom ! roared Bob Cherry. *“ Duck the lot!

“Hurrah 1™

“ The duckfuiness is terrific.”’ .

One after ancther the Highclifians went 1n, .

In a fow minutes saven Furtous fellows were standing up to
their waists in muddy water, yelling out threais.

The Greyiriars juniors raplisd only with loud laughter,

““Don't you try to get eut, thai'a all,” said Bob Cherry,
wagging a waming forefinger at the frenzied Higheliffians.
“That's your place, and you're going to stay in it."”

“VWea shall cccatch c-cold,” mumbied Merton. )

“ Wall vou were going to duck this chap, and he might-
h{va csught oold,” said MNugent. * You can take your
chance.”

“ Who'll amash you for this!”" roared Ponsonby.

“ Very well ; come out and start the amashing,” said Harry
Wharton. ;

But that offer was declined. 5

Jack Newille had risen to his feet, and was dasting down
his clothes. The Greyfriars juniors did not need his assist.
ance. Tha Highcliians being disposed of, Harry Wharton
turned to the young man he and his comrades had rescued.

“ Mr Neville! he exclaimed, in astonishmant.

MNeville amiled. )

“Yes,"” he said. *“ You have soon returoed the littls
favour I did you, lad.™ : 2

“ One good turn desarves another," said Beb Cherry, with
& grin. " Jolly glad we came along just now."”

“ It was lucky for me,” said Jack Nevilla. * Thoss young
cads were going te duck me i the ditch. They were too
many for me, %:'he - are the aame fellows, I think, Thn WETS
attacking you outside the football %r-:-und in Braye."

“Tha same lot,"” said Harry Wharton, * They're from

Highelifa School—a set of rott swanking ecads. But
they've got what they dasarve this time™
aville smiled os he looked at the Hi ifians, floundar-

ing in the muddy waters of tha ditch. ay certainly looked
vary unhappy, and they dared mot attempt to scramble
achore while the Greyiriars juniors remained co the apot.

“ [ don't know how to thank you,'" said Jeck Nevilla, " but
I'm very much obliged. If you ever think of anything I can
do for you, you've only to say it, and you'll sea that I'll do
it\..:ll

“h, that's all right "' said Harry, * You'va repaid this
boforehand, you know, You're going our way?”

Neville nodded. :

" Yes, I'm walking to Manor Farm, hers, and I'm getting
a lift from thers in a market cart to Friardale”

“Is the farm near hera?”

“ Half a mile further on."

We'll walk that distance™

“ Thanks—though [ don't think theose youhg scoundrels
have any more fight left in tham,” Neville remarked, with a
soornful ilamca at the shivering, dripping Higheliffiana.

“ No, they don't look like it.”

““ We're going, Ponsonby,” said Bulstrode. “ You can get
out. If you want some more like this, you can come fo Grey-
friars for it." . )

And the Greyfriars juniors wheeled their bicycles down the
rord, walking with Neville. They chatted very pleasantly
on the road, tll the Manor Farm was reached.

There thoy shook hands for good-hye.

“ Don't forget what I said,” eaid Jack Neville, on parting.
“I'm always to be found on & Friday afternoon at my
mother's cottage in Friardale, if you should want to soe me.™

And they parted.

Harry H‘ghartc—n % Co. remountad their machines, and roda
on to the school.

 Awfully decent chap, Neville,” Bob Cherry remarked.
I think we'll call and see him some Friday afternoon—eh !*'

§er
9

“Good ege !
A Bplendid Tale of H Wharton
Gy FRANK HicHARDE " % Co
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* Might pick up some points of looter from him, too," said
Nugent. “ It would be ripping to have him come to Grey-
{riars, ard stand him tea in the study.” )

“Good again!” gaid Harwry Wharton, “We'll do it, if
be'll come.”

“0h, I think he'll come "

The cyelists saw ne more of Ponsonby & Co. They
reached Grevfriars without any further adventure on the
read. The Highcliffie party were far behind

Billy Bunter was waiting at the door of the School House.

He blinked at the chums of the Remove through his big
spectacles as they came in.

" Well 7" he said.

“ Well?” repeated Harry Wharion, cheerfully.
good supper ready "

. "' Oh, really, Wharten! I supposze you know I’ve had tea
im Hall, because you were out, and there wasn’t any grub in
the study "

“ Awful ! Did you cause a famine in Hall #** asked Nugent.

“0Oh, really——"

‘e gruwing thin,” zaid Tom Brown sympathetically.
He's fading away before our eyes. Poor old Bunter!”
Bunter blinked at the New Zealand junior..

"1 suppose you've had a treat at Braye,” he said.
" Yes, rather ! It was a splendid footer match.”

I don’t mean that,” said Bunter, peevishly, * I suppose
you had a feed while you were there? What did you get ®"

Bob Cherry dmpﬁe i hiz hand upon Bonter's shoulder.

W:’} met the Higheliffe fellows, and we gol something from
them,” he remarked, * Would vou like to have a taste of

it, Bunter "
" Yes, rather!" said Bunter aa’gelrly. “Yes, [ think you
some fo What was it you

“Zot &

=

might have brought home rome.
got, Cherry 77 “

“ A punch on the nose?™

L Eh -?II

“There's your share, Bunter.”

And Bob Cherry solemnly punched Bunter's nose, and
walked on.
. The fat junior sat down with great suddenness upon a seat
in the hall, and blinked after Bob Cherry in amazement.

: Ch, really——"' he murmured.

*Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Brown.
have some of what I got, Bunty "

“ Wew-what did you get, Browney 1"

““ A thick ear.”

*I—I say, vou know, I'd rather not.
I'm hungry, and—"

But the fellows walked on laughing, leaving Billy Bunter
hungery.

“Would you like to

I say, you fellows,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
A Surprising Challenge.

WO or three days after the 'Spurs’ match with Loam-
shire, as Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton stood at ihe
gates of Greyfriars looking down Lhe rond, the latie,
uttered & sudden exclamation.

“* Higheliffe cads ™

Two fellows were coming up the road in & handzome dog-

cart. It was a Higheliffe way to do things in style.
Bob Cherry whistled. 3 i )
“Coming here, I wonder?" he said.

“ Looks hike 1"

Ponsonby and Vavasour were in the dogeart.
was driving,

They brought the horse to a stop just opposite the Grey-
friars gates, and there they met the glances of the Remove
chums. They did not dismount.

“We came here to see youw,” said Ponsonby.

“ Well, we're here,” snid Bob Cherry cheerfully, © as large
as life, and twice as natursl.”

Ponsonby frowned. Perhaps he did not consider Dob's
manner quite respectful enough to suit his lofty dignity,

" Look here,” he said, *‘ as you're here, it will save us the
trouble of coming in, and we don't want fo come into vour
show, anyway.” i

“I'm sure we don't want you to, either,” said Wharton.

“ Both parties suited,” gremned Bob Cherry. “ Mind that
gee-ﬁp doesn't run away with you, Vavvey."

“ Mind your own business!” snapped Vavasour.

“Though I have no doubt you could do some running,
too,” said Bob, * you Higheliffie chaps are great chiefs when
it comes to running.”

“'We didn't come here to jaw,” said Ponsonby. “ I you
Lhike to histen to me, Wharton, we'll say what we came for.”

*Oh, go ahead ! said Harry carelessly,

“ We're bringing you a chalienge.”

“Oh! Wallking or running match " asked Bob.

FPonsonby scowled.

* Football mateh,” he snd.

Tue MaeueT LInrany.
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Dob Cherry chuckled.

" Pon muet have his little joke,” he remarked. ' Now, look
here, Pon, don't vou be too funny, you know.”

“ LYook here—--"

“ Veou mean marbles, of ecourse ™

“1I mean football,” exclaimed Ponsonby savagely, ** and if
you're afraid to meet us——"

“Oh, rats!” interrupted Harry Wharton. " We've met
Fﬁurhe;fﬂ["ﬂ. and licked you hollow, and we ecould do the same
again.”

“ Do it, then."

“ But it's all rot,” said Harry. “ You fellows can’t play
footer for toffee. You just fumble at the gpame, It's not
worth a decent team’s while to play you. don’'t want to
be uﬂﬁiaasant. but that's how the matter stands.”

" That's plain English,” said Bob Cherry. ** Without men-
tiomng that it's no great catch to play rotten cads who pile
on a chap seven to one.”

“In a word, you're afraid to meet us, now you hear that
our team's improved in form 7 said Vavasour, with & sneer.

Wharton flushed.

“We're not afraid to meet anybody,” he said. “ We'll
iﬁ;e-tet you, if you can put a decent team into the field.

a TR

o We'll guarantee to lick youl

“I don't see how you can do that,” eaid Harey, with a
shrug of the shoulders,

* We're willing to put money on it.”

“ Money ! said Harry, with a stare,

* Bolid money,” said Vavasour. “ We're willing to lay you
oidds that we pull off the match, and place the money in
independent hands, with. your stalees.”

“Well, you worm,” said Bob Cherry, "“do you think
we re rotters enough to bet on s footer mateh 7

Ponsonby eneered.

“Of coursze, you're too good for that,” he said.

“ Not too good,” eaid I‘E&rry Wharton, * too decent, that’s
mll. To say nothing of the fact that we should be flogged or
expelled if we were found out, and that we don't care fo
have any unpleasant secrets to keep. You can keep your
money in your trousers’ pockei, my son; but we'll meet your

team, if you can put & team into the field that a fag's eloven
wouldn’t be ashamed to play.”

“We can lick youw."

“1 don’t suppose so0,"

* Are yvou willing to try—that’s the peint?’ eaid Pon-
sonby. “If you are, we'll arrange the S-Jiai]ﬂ now.”

“ Well, we should have to know the date,’ said Iarrv.
“ Most of our dates are booked up now. We have next
Saturday afternoon, if that would do for you. We had a
match on with Lindrop, but it’s fallen through, owing Lo
illness in their team. ¢ could meet you then if you hiked.”

*“ I don’t know whether that would suit us.”

“Well, it’s the only date we've got open,” said Harry
concisely. *“ For five or gix weeks to come, at all events ™

“ Oh, very well; T dare say we could make 1t Saturday,”

“Weory well”

“Which ground do you f’lrﬂfﬂr?“ asked Ponsonby. “* Wo
don’t care. We're quite willing to bring our team over here,
or the other way round, just as yvou like.”

*We have arranged a home match that afternoon,” said
Harry. "I don’t sec that it matters.”

“But I do,’” said Bob Cherry. "' Let them come,herc
I've heard about chaj[;‘rs being ragged after licking Highelilfe
on their own ground.'t

The Highchiffe fellows Sushed.

“1t's a lie ! said Vavazour hotly,

Boh Cherry sniffed.

“ It mey be one,” he gsaid, *but from what we saw ot your
methods the other day at Braye, I should say it wasn't.”

“We'll eome over here if you like,”" zaid Ponsonby, chang-
ing the subject.

“ That's settled, then,” said Harry,

“ What time for the kick-off 1"

“ Say three™

“Good ! DPonsonby made & note in hig pocket-hook.
“ Kick-off at three. ©Oh, by the way, I mentioned we've been
making some im;:nrm'emeqita in our team.”

" Vou needed em,” said Bob,

Ponsonby took no notice of that remark, He looked

straight at Harry Wharton, 1

"Ig SUpPpPOsn Hyﬂu*vﬂ no objections to our playing fellowa
from outside Higheliffe,” he zaid.

“* Not at all.”

“Bome of our fellows are on the sick list, and some are
chucking footer,” said Ponsonby. “ 'We may czll on two or
three outsiders.”

“ Tust as vou like™ ] .

“(f course, they'ro fellows connected with Higheliffe,”
explained Ponsonby. * They're really fellows who've been
to the school and left.”

“{h, that's all right1”

Wharton & Co,

did Tale of H
AHHIH:.EF Fli HARDS.
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*Well, we're here,” said Bob Cherry, cheerfully, *as large as lile and twice as natural.,” (8ee page 70.)

‘ “We came here to see you,” sald Ponsonby, bringing the horse ?n a st; I .ju-s_t.ﬁni}pn;li:;..lha l‘i-;; trln;'a gat;s. [

““All sarene !” said Bob Cherry.

“Good " zaid Poensonby. “JI just wanted to make the
point clear, 30 that you couldn't say after we'd licked you
that you weren't prepared for it

Wharton coloured.

‘*Wo shouldn't be likely to say that, anyway,” he renliad.
“I think you must be pretty mecan to think so, Puonsouby.
Still, it's just as well, as you say, o mention any little point,
and have it agreed to. Of course, it's the same for both
sides. We can play any fellow from outside the school if
we like, Not that we shall want te.”

“No seniors, though,” said DPonsonby quicikly. *“It's
uanderstood that nobody belonging to any Form above the
Fourth at oither achool shall play."

Wharton laughed.

“ Well, we shouldn't be likely to apring a Sixth-Former on
you,” he said. * That's understood, of course.”

“Right you are, then. Good-bye!”

“ zood-bya!™

Vavasour drove on. The whole talk had taken place with
tha Higheliffe fellows still in the dogcart,

The vehicle disappeared down the road in a clou:d of dust.

Wharton and Bob Cherry looked at one unother,

“ What the dickens doca that mean '’ said Harry.

Bob shool: his head.

“ Don’t asle me,” he said. ““It's a puzzle. They can't play
focter for toffee. They're all swank, and thay can't touch
ve. A Third Form team of Groyfriars could walk all over
tho best thoy've got ia the Fousth.”

“1 know it, bug—"

“Tf they'd insisted on having tho match on their groand,

Trr Miower Lierary.—No. 138,
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I'd have thought it was a trick to get us over there so that
thiey could rag ws’ said Bob thoughtiuily. * But they've
agroed to play here, so it ean’t be that™

“They can't hope to win,' said Harry thoughtiully

#* Not much ™

“Then what 1 the hittle game 77

“* Blessed 1f T ean madoe it out.”

The chums of the Bemove strolled in, thinking it over.
They met Tom Brown and WNugent and Hurree Singh, and
talked it over with them. All the juniors were surprised.

It was not conceit that made the Greviriars fellows fancy
their change. They knew that the Highclifians were all
swanl, and that they were far too preatb at slacking to make
any fAgure at footer. As Bob Cherry had declared, o team
from the Third Form at Grevtriars could have beaten Pon-
sonby & Co., on their usual form.

“ Perhaps thev've been slogging away at practice ke
mad,”" Nugent sugzgested, after seme consideration.  * Thoey
may be in form now.”

“That lot of slackers slog at practice!" said Tom Drown.

“Well, I know it's not hikely."”

“Not a it of 1it!”

“Then why have they challenged us 7' zaid Harry, ° Andd
I must say that both Ponsonby and Vavasour looked as if
thev thought they had a zoft thing in hand.”

“I give it up,” said Nugent,

And all the chums had to give it up. They sunply eoalld
not make out whae little game Ponsonby & Co. had in mund.
But upon ong point Harry Wharton was ecartain—there was
somi “ little game.”  There was more in the Higheliffo
challenge than met the eye.

A Bplendid Tale of Wharton &
By FRANK RIGHARDSE » &= ©o
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THE NINTE CHAPTER.
Alonzo Has a Daty to Peclorm.

LONZO TODD came-into No. 1 Study in the Remove
prassapre with a thoughtfel expression apon his simple,
good-natured face. Harry Wharton & Co. wore there,

At was Wednesday, -the day after the visit of the High-
ciilfians, and the Remove chums had met in No. 1 Study
ta have a discussion on the subject. The more Harry
Wharton thought about the matier, the more he suspaested
that Ponsonby & C'o. had some unplessant surprise in storo
for the Greyfriars Remove. What 1t was he counld not guess,
but he felt that it was to come.

" They’re not coming over hore to be licked, and to make
themselves look asses before all Greylriars,” Harry said, in
hie clear headed way. " T'here’s somnething om.”

“ PBut what?” said Mark Linicy.

1 don't know.”

.“.1 simply ean't got at it said Bob Cherry.

But you think they've got something up ‘their eleave 7
asked Harry.

il WL']..I., ves,

:: Bamce here,” said Nugent.

The samefulness is terrific,” remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur.  *“The cadfulness of the estecmed Highelifie
rotiers is great.’

* But what’s the game?®" zaid Tom Brown.

And all replied at once:

©Give it up.” :

ol don’t see what it can be,” Harry Wharton confessed,

E’ut they have some trick in store for us, 1 know that, and
we'd better be on oor guard. Though how they can hope
tqcf{il;rlilﬂ\fﬁlr 1.115 mhn.ﬁy m:in}rﬁl;ldnn't know,"”

allo, halle, halle, To 1w ank ¥

Tk e ] ¥1! What do you want?

“T have an idea,” he remarked. T have been trying to
get an opportunity of speaking ta vou follows for some tinoe
and really-—" ) '

“You've really got an idea "

“Oh, certainly!”

“Go and bury it, then, old chap.”

"My dear Cherepy——"’

" And stay by its grave,” saud Nupent.

Todd smiled patiently. He could stand any amount of
chipping, lﬁ'“t, the worst thing about him was that it never
m::.:ﬂf_r himn “ ring oft."”

I was going to mention it to you the dav vou went to
Braye,” he remarked. * Perhaps you would care to hear it
now. It is & scheme for deing good. M» Unele Benjamin

Bob Cherry groaned. When Todd’s Uncle Benjamin came
on the scene, it was a sure sign that the Duffer of G reviriars
did not mean to leave off.

“Give Ben a rest,” implored Nugent.

But Alonzo went on, unhecding.

‘My Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon me to do
good, and to remonstrate with persons who actod badly, and
endeavour to point out to them the errar of their wavs, I
recently made an attempt to inculeate in the poorer vouth of
Friardale some conception of the higher lifo—"

"“Ia, ha, ha!"

i E‘frddﬁ“ I!;elh'iwn—a”

nd & ghastiv mess you made of " grinned To
Hr-l‘lrrrl'I’ “I sheuld think you'd had ennué-h ﬁf it Tf.u.ld;:
realby,

" Notoat all. My Uncle Denjamin— "

There was o gencral L0,

“My Unele Benjanun,” went an Todd, firmly—" my
respected Uncle Benjamin always told me never to give in,
Always to stick to n thing —-that was the chicf precept of
Uncle Benjamin.™ :

"‘ ‘i‘:’&]l,’ ou're sticking to that,” grunted Bob Cherry.

‘Now,'" said Alonzo, “you know that the Higheliffo
fellows are awful rotters, and they bave lately been worse
than ever™

“"That's z0."

“ The sc-fulness is tervifie.™

I'jl_'r"i-"i'vl],*_rl wag thinking that it wes my duty to vizit High-
AT Qe—

“ Vistt Higheliffe I shricked the juniors.

" ¥eu; and point out te Ponsonby & (Yo, the error of their
WAVE.

'Y M", i]ﬂt ]1‘1‘

“Ha, ha, ha ™

" You see, they are growing more and meore ecaddish and
anpleasant,” said Alonze. " Whao knows but what they may
ctually develop into eriminals for want of a word in season ?
Uan I, consistently with my duty and 2 due obzervation of
the valuable precepts of my Uncle Benjamin, elude the
responsibility of speaking that word in season ¥

" How does he rsﬂ it " said Nugent admirvingly.

Tur Maaxer Lipsany.—No. 138,
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“Da you

eal dictionaries at tea-time, Toddy, or have yon got & gramo-
phone attechment somewhere in your Jarynx ¥

"My dear NMugent—"

“ Blessed if T konow where he digs up lus language,” Bob
Cherry remarked. ™ Dot his language is betier than his
ideas. llis ideas are rotten.”

M Extremely rotten,” agrecd Nupent.

My dear fellows, T was thinking that perhaps you might
v:a,r;i- to help me in this mission,” said Todd, with a beaming
Srnile,

“¥es, I can see us doing it—I1 don’t think I™

“1f voa come over to Higheliffe with me, and help me
cxplain the ceror of their ways to these unfortunate and
benighted wouths—-"

“They'd cot ue!’ roared Bob.

“Oh, no. My Uncle Benjamin says that a soft answer
turns away wrath, and I should be careful to address them
with groat politeness. T should mention Grst that 1 simply
wanted, as & friend, to rescue them from the dangerd their
cowardiee and geneoral caddishness may culminate in”

The juniors roared.

“Well, if you're as P:::lite as that, I don’t sce why they
should get ratty at all,” Bob Cherry observed, -

“ lixactly. I should be so sorry if I annoyed them in an
way, and I shall be very curceful in the selection of the words
I use.™

“ Look here, Todd, don’t be an ass,” said Harry Wharten.
“ Don’t go. They'll only rag you haldheaded,” o

" That would not deter me, Wharton, My Uncle Benjamim
always impressed upon me never to Jet danger scare me from
the path of duty.”

T R-.‘I'I.fﬂ 11

“ My dear fellow, T & -

“(hain him up, somecbody,” said Bob Cherry. ' His
people ought to have him muzzled. Todd, old son, go and
lock yourself up in the box-reom.” i

“If you fellows don't care to come with me—""

H Mg fear ™

" Then I shall go alene,”

“LDon't be an ass, Todd.”

Todd smiled benignantly, and quitied ihe study,  The
chums of the Remove stared at onc another when he was
gone, DBob Cherry tapped his forchead gently.

“ Poor old Toddy ' he remarked., T suppose he's rocky.
It's en scute case of Uncle-Benjaminitia, I suppose.™

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Do you think he'll really go?" said Tom Brown.

“ 1 shouldn't wonder.”

HThey'll serap him I

H O course they will,
though,”” s2aid Harry.
off another time.”

Y The chwnmp ™

Harry crossed to the window. He glanced out, and looked
in the direction of the gates, and uttered an exclamation.

¥ There he goos !’

“ Who—Todd #V

[ YES\‘T‘?‘ :

The juniors crowded to the window, and looked ocut. There,
sure cnough, was Alonzo Todd, with his hat on, in the Cleses,
walking towards the gates. He disappeared from sight in a
minafe more,

“*The ass!” said Harey Wharton, “T1 hope he won't get
hurt. Well, 1t's time for us to get down to the footer.”

The chums of the Remove went down to the footer. Buf,
cxcept whila the game was elaiming their attention, they
could not help wondering how Alonzo Todd wae faring at
Higheliffc.

T den't see how he's to be stopped,
"I we stopped him now, he'd get

e

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Into the Lion’s Den,

n ON! WVav! You fellows! Come here, guick ™
It was Gadsby, of the Fourth Form at Higheliffe,
who called out excitedly, as he stood in the gatewsy
of Highclific 8chool, and waved his hand {0 the
fellows in the guadrangle at some distance from him.
Ponsonky and Vavasour looked round lamily.
“What's the matter, dear boy?"” said Vavasour, with a

drawl. " It's too warm to hurry, Too warm for anything.™
"1-[ ust 80, agreed Ponsouby, “ You can tell us about it,
Gad.”’

“ You asses ' eried Gadsby, " It’s a Groyfriars chap !

“* What ¥*

ANSWERS
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“ And he's coming here”

L1} ﬂh !""

That information was quite enouch to banish the affectod
languor of the Hirheliffe follows,

TPonsonby and Vavasour and Merion hurried down to the
raie.

They looked out into the road, and saw a somewhat weedy
youth coming along, with an wnmistakable Greyfriars cap,
and a shuffling walk that was not much like Greyiriars.

*Pon’t know him,” suid Ponsonby,

* Not from Adam ! agreed Merton,

“Well, it's a Greyirias chap, and ho's coming here,’
Gialshy, " The question is, is it pure check, pr—"

“* Well

“Or have they smelt a rat, and sent a messenger to tell
us the match on Saturday is off 7 suid Gadaby.

And at that the others whistled,

I hope not,” said Ponsonby, at last. * Tt wounld be rotien,
when wo've talen all the trouble. Do vou think they would
cry off, even if they found out "

“ I jolly well know 1 would.”

“Yes, but you know how punctilious Wharton 1s.  IHaving
acerpted a challengo, he would feel himself bound to stand
by it—and they can't say, too, that we didn’t give them fair
warning that we might be playing outsiders,”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥ think Wharton’s going to stick,” said Vavasowr.

*“Yes, I think so, too.™

“* But what dops this chap want, then?™

“We'll see soon enough; he's nearly here. If he's a
meaenger from Wharton to tell us the matéh i off, he must
be o champion ass to come.™

“We'll rag him baldheaded."

““What-ho "'

The Higheliffe juniors stood with grim looks, walching the
advance of Alonzo Tadd—for, of course, the newcomrer was
the Duffer of Greoyivarvs.

Ponsonby & Co. didenot feel pleasant.

They had laid & achemoe with great skill and forethought
for the discomfiture of the Greyfriars footballers, and hitherta
vverything had gone swimmingly, and it would be too bad
if there were a hiteh at the last moment—soe the Higheliffe
fellows considered, at all cvents. That theiwr precisus schems
was & ploce of the sharpest of sharp practice did not maiter
to Ehern an the least.

Quite unconscious of the thoughts in the minds of the
Higholiffe fellows, Alenzo Todd came on. He waa thinking
about anything but foothall He rezarded the late condict
of the Higheliffe fcllows as very mean and low-down, and he
felt that he cught to point out to them the error of their
n‘ﬂ:i':i an kho lines laid down by his excellent Uncle Benjamin,

He looked up suddenly, to find himsclf face to face with tho
Hirheliffe fellows, who were staring at him in concert.

Alonzo halted, and blinked at them.

“Hallo " said Ponzsonby.

“ Good-afterncon ! snid Todd, in his most affable manner.
“1 came here specially to sce you, Pounsonby—you and tho
others hore.”

“0Oh! Why?" 1

“1 have something very special to say to you."

The Highcliffe fellows exchanged glances. This certainly
looked as if the Duffer of Greyfriars had & message from

Wharton. )

“Oh, very well!* said Ponsonby., *“Come in!™

“Oh, certainly ! )

It was a case of the spider and the Ay, and if Alonzo Toadd
had been & Ay, he would not have walled inta the spider’s
arlour without a suspicion. He walked into t{ighc]igg oW
in the midst of the juniors.

Thoy closed round him as he entered.

“You've got a message for me—el ¥’ asked Ponsonby, as
they escorted Todd into the house, and took him to the
Fourth Form-room—descrted on the half-holiday save by
thomselves, IE they wanted to rag Todd, that was a very
svonre place for doing so.

it A kind of message,” said Todd.

YGood! We'll ke glad to hear 12"

“1 hope you will,” said Todd dubiocusly. “In the first
place, T want it understood that though I may wse rough
words, it 13 my intention to be polite.”’

““ Cortainly,” said Ponsonby affably.

“1 have no wish to hurt your feclings; vet [ must sneak
of your conduct in the terms it merits, or elso there would
Lo no use i my coming here,”

“ My hat!”

“Well, let's have the message,” satd Cadaby,

Todd was in the Form-room new, and Merton had olosed
the door, and was lounging with Lis back asainst it

Alonzo was in the trap.

But as yet _he suspeeted nothing  His face was beaming
with trusi and good-natuse. :

“Now about the message,’” said Ponsenby.
Wharton "

i “u[ may say that Wharton thinks the same as T do in the
wtker.
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Ok, he does, doea he !V

“Yes, but he did not consider it advisable to come over
heve and spoak out as I intend to do.'”

““ Perhaps it wasn't advisable for you,” suggested Vavasour.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I have my duty to perform,” said Todd. *I think I
ought to point out to you the crror of your ways., There ia
noy reason why you should net bo decent and honourable

fellows, if you made some shight offork in that dircotion”

The Hizhelifians stared.  This was now and startling
language to them. '

“You're awfully good.,"” said Vavasour. *1I must say
%’ﬂu’i'c awlfully goud.  Shall we make a slicht effort, you

ellows 2"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1Is that all you've come to tell ua?® asked Ponsonby.

I wish to point out.to you the error of your ways

“Ha, ha, ha !V

“My hat !

:: gihl.:”hmr acted meanly—caddishly—"

!

“You have taken a mean advantaze of Wharton —"

“ Phew " said Gadsby., *They know all about the Old
Boys, then”

“Bhut up, you ass!*

ILd BuL_ll

“I don't know what you mean by *0ld Boys,' " said Todd.
“ But certainly you must admit that you have acted meanly
and rottenly.'

“ Do you mean about the footer match i' asked Ponsonby,
making the others 2 sign to be silont.

Alonzo stared.

“ Footer match 1" he repeated.

“ Yes, the match on Saturday.”

“1 did not lknow that you had a match on Saturday, or [
had forgotten,” said Todd. * Such trivial matters do not
occupy my thoughts.”

“1t's all right." said Ponsonby.

“But what has the fool come over for, then?" asked
AMerton.

“Ha, ha! I den't know.™

“I came to point out to you the error of your ways"
explained Todd. * My Unele Benjamin——"*

“Hia Uncle Benjamin! Ha, ha, ha !’

“My Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon me,” said
Todd solomnly, © that whon I saw a fellow going to the dogs,
I should speak a warning word in time. Now, all you fellows
are going to the dogs. ™

“ My only Aunt

ir Eu it- ]i‘l‘

“1 am hore to reason with you, to point out to you—

“I don’t think we'll be reasonod with, thank you,” aaid
Ponsonby.,  ““The chap has come over to cheek us, you
chapa. What shall we do with hin "

“HRag him "

f“Bnatch him bald-headed.™

“ Sock it to hun."'

“Good cgx!" said Ponsonby, “ We'll teach him a lesson
alout coming over here and checking us in our own quartera.
Collar him ™

My dear fellowa——"" protested Todd.

But the dear fellows took no notiee of his protest. In a
motnent he was sezed by the Higheliffo juniors, and was a
holpless prisoner in their hands.

it

emimna !

¥y

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo is Socked.

“ r4 CLD the ead!"
H *Woe've got him!'®

"My hat! We'll put him up to 2 wrinkle about
coming over here and slanging us in our giddy
Form-room '™
* What-ho!™
* Really my dear fellows,” gasped Todd.  “ You are guite
mistaken. 1 did not intend to slang you, My intention was
te be useful to you, in pointing out tho error of your ways
[ wanted to be obliging.™
“Ha, ba, hat"
“ Bump him!'"
“I dislike being bumped vory much  IT——"
S Hold onl” said Ponsonby.  * Boetter than that, we'll fix
lim wp and zend him back to Crevfriars as a curipsity 1"
* Good coe ™ |
“*Ha, bn, ha!"
I suppose you have no objeetions to your evcbrows being
shaved off, have vou?" asked Pousouby seriously.
* Moty eyelrows®™ )

13

Wharton
HARDS & Co.

A Splendid Tale of Ha
Ey FEANK RI
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“ Yoo, your beantifnl epehion

“ Moy beantiful eyebgow: " sammered Todd, parrvet-like.
He had a curious way of repeating words when he was
startled and confused.

To Hu, ]]:|, ha ! roared the “iglmﬁmﬂ,nﬁ.

“Then we'll shave rour head bare, too,” said Ponsonby,
{::Jr;|-;|'ng his head on one side and looking at Todd u[.lf.l:lLth'-l:.'Ij.
“I really think thot will improve your appearance.”
“M-m-my appearance?”’

“What about cutting his ears off ¥ asked Gadsby.

" Momy ears?”

" And putt.ing: a ring through hk noze.”

“ M-my noge?”

*Ha, ha, ha!
“Well, of gll the shrieking duffers.” reared Ponsonby.
I thinks you mean 1t. Ha, ha, ha!”

* Mean g

" It's o blessed parrot, and not o human being at all,’” said
Guadsby, chuckling.

" Parrot ™’

** Lasten to him! Ha, ha, ha!"

"“ 1 suppose you haven't got-a gramopliene record tucked
away in there, have you?’ asked Vavasour, inserting his
finger into Todd's collar, and pinching his neck.

“Ow! Gramophone record I

“ Go it, parrot!”’

* Parrot 1"

“Ha, ha, hat"”

“0Oh, bring him to the grate, and let's get to work,” sabd
Tonzonby. *“ Wo won't shave off his cyebrows: it would
mcean trouble. We'll give him a soety shower first VY

" Hear, hear ™

My dear fellowg——"

* Shut up, you Gregfriars cad !

“ B-b-but—-—""

“Dan't vou like soot?”

* Boot 1M

* There he goes again!l Ha, ha, ha!™

* Bring him along !’

" Hore poes!™

The Highcliffic juniors dragged Todd aleng to the Form-
reom fireplace: It was a wide, open one, with a very wide
and open chimney. There was no fire. Todd was pushed
over the grate, so that his head came directly below the open-
g of the chimney.

* Now then,” said Ponsonby,
the thingl”

* Good egg!”’

* Fishing-rod "' murmured Alonzo.

(Gadsby brought o fishing-rod, and opened it to its full
length inside the chimney, Then he raked it about.

The result was a thiek shower of soot, brought down direetly
upen Alonzo Todd's devoted head.

The Duffer of Greyfriars yelled and squirmed.

But hiz vells soon ccased, for the clouds of soot choked his
"mauth, and his voice died away in murmurs and gasps,

1He wag jerked away from the grate in a few minutes, and
Gadsby ceased to stir in the chimney with the Rshing-rod.

A rvoar of luughter from the juniors greeted Todd's
A pearance.

He was as black as the nce of spades.

He stood a pillar of darkness, his featurcs indistinguish-
able under the masa of soot gathered on them, his hair a
black mass, his collar as black as his boots, and his jacket
and waistcoat in a terrible condition.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Higheliffians.

A number of juniors had
come into the Form-room, on

the seent of fun, and there
was quite a crowd gathered
thers now,

They sunply
Alonzo,

Certainly he looked funny
ericigrh to exeuse any amount
of laughter; bLut he did not
feel funny in the least.

“I—-1-—1 " he gasped.

** fla, ha, har

“1amce-co-ch ch-couked !
(R3]

“"Ha, ha, ha!

“You horeid rofbans —*

“ Oh, my hat!” said Pon-
sonby, with tears in his cyes.

E

“Get a fishing rod, that's

shirieked at

il
1"

il

fifd
LR

“This 13 too rich! Ha, ha,
foa 1"
“"aroo! Yoo! Iuo!™

*11a, ha, ha!”
Tue Maener Litrary.—-No.

*1—I think thiz 18 very wrong and rufhanly,” said Todd,
grasping through the soot, and blowing out hittle clouds of if.
“You are very roiten cads to pile on me in this mawngr.
Groo "

* Point out the error of our ways, my son,”" said Vavazeoaor
kindly.

' Go o, Booty !

* Pile it on, Snowlall!"

“1 regard you all as cads,” said Todd., *1 consider you
cowardly. You are beastly ruffians. Yow! Greo! Ugh!™

**Ha, ha, ha!"

1 am sorry now that I came to Highelifie at all,” said
Todd. I realise now that it g uselese to point out to such
unpleasant and rotten bounders the error of their rascally
ways"™

T Gﬂ itl'!u'

“Let him talk," z2aid Gadsby, consideratcly.
jaw! It's onply fair.
wve the doing.”™

**Ha, ha, ha!"

* I consider you disreputable and rotten brotes, ard T wish
I had you over at Greyfriars!” said Todd wrathfolly—for
even Todd eould get wrathful if he was safficiently provoked.

* I should be very glad to face any of vou in the gym., with

ira

or without gloves!

1L G':F it. |r!-l

1 will meet any chap here, and lick him,”” said Todd.
“1 min not very ruch of a fighting man, having always
regarded violenee as o shing to be ﬁﬂprecatﬂd. but I shall
wuive my rule on this cecasion, if one of you hag the pluck
te stamd up to me without the assistanee of others’”

“* Ha, ha, ha!"

“*Doesn't he talk beantifully ¥ said Merton.
to be a missionnry. What o low of langueage?”

I despise you all from the bottom .of my heart,” said
Todd, "1 am eonly too sorry to reelise that no words cf
rnine can call you to a sense of your low caddishness™

" Ha, ha, ha!l”

“* And now——"" went on Todd.

Ponzonby interrupted him.

“ Now,” he remarked, * we've had enough jaw, and we'll
get down to bizney. Collar him!'™

But the order was not obevod.

Nobody wanted to collar Todd. He was too sooty,
Hizhelifte [ellows leoked at him, and held back.

* Collar him !"* repeated Ponsonby. ** We're poing to give
Lhim the frog's march round the Form-room |
“You can jolly well collar him yourself,” grinned Tunstall.
I'm not going to soil my hands on the black bounder!”

“I"{ut much !’ a.ﬁrnnd Merton.
** No fear, Pon!

*“{h, hang it all,”” sald Ponsonbe, “we haven't finished
with him yet, have we? This isn’t half enough for his cheek
in coming here and slanging us’

“Quite 20! apreed Ponsonby.
touch the black boeast.
fingers."

“Well, we'll kick him out,” said Ponsonby, after somo
reflection.  ** He won’t hurt our boots, I suppose?™

“ Hear, hear!”

**Ha, ha, hal"

“ Time for the kick-off,” grinned Gadsby,

The juniorg lined up behind Alonzo. He knew what was
cormming, and he made & break
jor the door,

He got it open. At tle
same time half a dozen boots
took effect, and Todd fiew
out into t.iln passapre  head-
first, and sprawled there =t
full length.

“ Kick dim
Ponsonby.

* Hurray "

" Kick away V'’

*Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Let him
He shall have the talking, and we'll

" He ought

The

onby. “But I'm not going to
He's in too filthy a state for my

“Just the
book for

out "' shouted

Charley ! ”

Alanzoe Todd leaped to s
feet and ran, and after hin
ran the Higheliffe jumors,
kivking away for all they
wera worth, Todd cscaped
from the housze, and he
erossed the quadranegle to the
rales o record time, the
Highelife joniors still  close
behimd, active and Kcking.
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“1 was golng to mention the idea to you tﬁa"daf you went (o Braye,” s;Ed T-udd. :'lt s a scheme for doing j
good. My Uncle Benjamin——" b Cherry groaned. *“Give Ben arest,” he Implored. (See page /12.)
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER, SO munaured  Vavasour. “YTou reprclienztblo
Not Nice for Alonzo. bounders 1

LONZO TODD was not a great runner. He had never
shown bimself upon the cinder-path at Greyiriars;
but if he had been on the cinder-path now, he would
have covered himsclf with glory., Hia break across the

ITighcliffe quadrangle was really splondid.

He ran and gaagﬁd. and gasped and ran. He outdistanced
Punsonby & Co; but fresh juniors fram all parts of the quacdl.
yoined in the chasze, and Alonzo was never without a kick or
two to help him along.

Who he was, under the coating of black, could net be
seen—who ot what he was; but he was something running,
wted that was enough for the Higheliffe fellows.

He had a very warm few minutes getting to the gates, and
iz van out inte the high road amid a roar of laughter and
a confused shower of kicks.

[ staggered across the rond, and brought up against a
tree, to which he c!ung‘ in sheer breathlessncss,

Ponsonby & Co. had stopped in the gateway, almost as
breathless as Toddy, expending what breath thev bad left in
voblz of laughoer.

Tudd blinked Lack at thern through perspiration and soot.

O he pasped, U Ol dear !

** Ha, ha, ha!™ yoared the jJuniors of Iighelife,

08! You rotters! T reymied this conduct as utterly repre-
bensible ™ prasped Todd, whoe would bave pasped ont 2 wend
ol four syllables with his lest breath,

Tar Macner Limnapy.—No. 138,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

htoas simply a o malignant persecution ™ said Tedd.

 Malignant’s good, too ! sobbed Gadeby. ' Go it 17

TL‘uEd dul not o it

Ho realised that wonds were waxted vpon thoe unrepentant
Hiphclitfe fellows, ond he went down the vond instoned.

Uhe Iyheliffians yelled thenmzelves hoavse as they watehed
hitee oy,

For a fellow to walk alaoog the pulilic road as Dleck ne the
aco of spades was o pew thing, and they wondered whal
ativentures the Paffer of Ujl!}'fl'izu"{ :Jii|:;']inl,r crwmanter Pedope
hio reached tho seliool,

Alonzo was not tlinking of that atb present.  The v
tlnnkmye of the di=eomfort of his present sigoadna:, o
felt nolhing bt & keon desire to get to Greyfrnos ond
hamsell of the clinging soot.

It was o long walk back to b= own sehool, aed Toadd s
already latigoed, boat bo stepped oul breavely,

A acter of powele [rom Hi;.;hq'!:iﬂ'n Teer bisned Dias fipsd wmoarmings
thist hus ppedranee was oot exnetly tho usaal thing for n
public provaenade,

lew sact an old |:L{]:-; :‘:u'rl'_lr'in;;' market baskets full ef Trost,
and s sher faw bn she stopgasd dend, staring ot hime witl
Wiy eves,

Todd fooked at leer. e saw that sho was feipglaesad, and
La beried towards her and radsed fos cap to reas<ine bier,

[ddall



15 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY Bw— THE “BOYS' FRIEND”™ 3™ LIBRARY. "3&*

“ Pardon me, madam—-""he began.

Tlo =0t no ferthor

The old woman dreopped her baskets with a wild shriek,
and ran inte the nearest field, sereaming for help at the top
of her voloe.

Treddd stood transfixed with dismay. He had not expected to
biave that effect upon any member of the gentle sex.

*dene me ! he murimured.

Tho ofd woman was still shrieking. A desper and harsher
'-'-}::-:.- bohind a hedge was heard, ﬁamauding what was the
maticr.

'm0 sorry 1M called out Todd. *° [—"

The Duffer of {_}re?:i'riari_ was interrupted. A burly youih,
with a pitchfork in his hands, came through the zap in the
hodee, He ottered & ory of angry astonishment at the sight
of "Todd, and charged 2t him wigh pitchfork down.

Evon Alonzo did not stop to argue then,

That ptchiork did not look as if it would be comfortable
at ~loser guarters,

Alonzo dashed away at top speed.

_The youth pursued him for o dezen yards or more, but the
girat of the pitchiork had lent Alonzo wings, as 1t were, and
ho covored the ground at a wonderful rate.

e Jdid not stop for noarly half & mile, and when he ventured
to look back at last the youth and the pitchferk had dis-
appearad.

“0h, dear!" gaspod Alonzo. *““Oh, deart! This is terrible!
1 shall have a mosl uncomfortabile walk back to Grewfriars—
I am sure of that. Tt was really very reprehensible and in-
conzxlerate of the Highelife follows.™

Todd reflected for a few moments, and then he walked up
tﬁ tho door of a farmhouse to ask permission to wash himself
thera,

Treo door was opened by a buxom lady.

She gave Todd one [dok, and then slammed the door in his
face, and he heard the sound of bolts and bars being placed
1 OSITLOn.,

o away!” came a quavering veice through the kevhole.
“Go away, or I'll set the dor on you.”

Tadd stood petrified

 Hadp " shrieked a voico within.

** My dear madam," cried Todd, ** I assure you—->""

“{+0 away "

:‘ {_ﬁn 3 schoolboy, and I only want—""

wlp!
“To wash myself—'
“ Mucder "'

“1 have been treated in & reprehensible manner——""

“Halp! Murder! Robbers!”

Todd gave it up.

Flo returned to the high road, and trampea aleng despe-
rakelv, lnoking for a brook wherein he might remove the
treces of his rough handling at Highcliffe.

Ha found one at last, and washed hiz face in it, but there
was 8o much soot in his hair and in his clothes that it was
quita impossible to get clean without soap and without
spetiding a very considerabls time upon the operation.

Tkl removed the worst of it, but when he fnished fresh
streams of black cama down from his wet hair, and his face
was Diehald inatesd of black.

Ho hurried on to Greyiriars with wet haiv and face, his
compiexion now & plasing variety of black smudges and
sbripaes,

People who passed on the road stared at him, and some of
them ran, and some of them yelled or threw stones at him,
and Todd guickenad his pace, and reached Greyfriars at last
in a broathless brof,

But there his troublos were not over.

A3 ho tramped breathlessly in at the gates Gosling, the
porter, presentod himself in hia path and stopped him.

** Hlout of that!" said Gosling.

Tadd halted, and panted,

“ What?" he ejaculated.

* Houtside "

L 'E“t._"

“ Nigger munstrels ain't allowed to give hentertainments
it thezs 'ere grounds,” said Gosling loftily. ¥ Houtside, you
wagrant "'

Tokl Aushed under the soot.

“ Beally, my dear lellow—"" ho bogan.

“TDan't you call me a dear feller, you wagrant!" said
Gasling. ** Wot 1 says 15 this eva: Hout you po, or I chucks
your hiout ! That's it !

O § tﬂ-ll f,"t}l.t-—'—"""

“You tell me nothin' ' said Gosling.

“1 belong——"

* Har you golog?"

“Certainly mot!” exclaimed Todd angrily. Y1 am mnot
gyng ! You arve labouring under a3 most absurd mistake. I
assure you—""

* [Houtaide "

Tue Magwer Linrarr.—No. 138,
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“ Houlside !

“ALONZO'S LITTLE CAME.”

* Pray listen to me, Gosling, and—="

Y Ho ! satd ihe porter. ™ You koow my name, da yor?”

“0OF coursa I do, and you know mine, and 5

“I don't,"" sud Gosling, “and don't want te! Hout you
go, arml if you ain't houtside thal gate in two seconda I chucks
you hout! That's falr warning.”

“ T tell youu—""

(rosling graspedd the junior by the shoulders, considerably
blackening his Lands in 20 doine, and swung him towards the
rate.

L Houtsuls, you w

* Help "' shouted
& Co. in the Close.
drunk, I think '™
™ zaid  Gosling.

rant "l growled.

add, catching sight of Iarry Wharton
“ Wharton! E"Imrrj'l Help! Gasling =
“ Drunk !

“Drunk, ham I' You
wagrant——""

** Halle, kallo, hallo! What's the matter?'’ exclaimed Bob
Chevey, running up with Harry., © Wheo's that?"

“It's a blessed wapranf—"~

[ I'm f.[“:dd l!‘l

“Todd I yvelled the two juniors. ]

“Yeas, 1 have been treated in a reprehensible manner by
tha fellows at Higheliffe.”

Wharton and Cherry went off inte & roar,

Y“"Todd! Ha, ha, ha!™

Todd blinked at them through damp =zoot. Gosling released
him in sheer astonishment.

“There's nothing to lavgh at," said Todd.

But the juntors ﬁmught there was. They roared.

“ Ha, ha, ha ™ :
= M})’ word "' said Gosling, ““My word!” )
He looked at his sooty hands. and growled, and tnok himself
off. Todd lboked at the two juniors, who were “almost in
convulsiona.

“ Really, vou fallaws—"

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“ I have been treated—""

‘' Ela, ha, ha!™

“ As you ars detarmined not to tale the subject ssriously,
I will not pursue it," said Todd, with a touch of dignity,
and ha walked off. He loft the chums of the Remove
ahrieking.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last.

ODD dodzed into the School Houss and reached the
dormitory, where for the neaxt hour he was busily
engaged in cleaning himself, He was not alone during
the process. The E&mi::va turned up in great foroe to

watch him. The story of Alonzo’s mission to Higheliffe, and
his state on his return, tickled the Lower Fourth very highly,
and they wanted to see Alonzo and hear all about it 'ti‘h-a_:,r
saw Alonzo—they watched him scrubbing the soot out of his
hair with great intereat. It was long before he was restored
to anything like a pormal state, and then he was breathloss
with his exertiona. Meanwhile, the Juniors had showered
qhu:-aﬂans upon him, but Todd had been too busy to answer
then.

He sat on his bed at last, and gasped.

“ Al right, mowi' grinned Bulstrode.
oxactly how it was, Toddy."

“ o ahead, Todd!"”

And Todd told how it was.

The juniors grested the rvegital with shrieks of laughter
which seemed to the Duffer ot Greviriars uncalled for, and
very much out of place.

The dormitory rang with merriment,

“ Oh, Toddy, Toddy 1" said Bob Cherry, wiping his eyea, at
Ia_sltl. “You'll be the death of me some day! I know you
wi

“ My dear Cherry 4

“The deathfulness will be ternific!' murmured Hurree
Singh. “ The comicaliulness of the esteemed Todd is great "

“It did oot seem at all comical to me."" said Todd.

“ Ha, ha, ha ™ ) _

“The Higheliffe fellows ave simply reffians, and it is guite
useless to attempt to point ouvt to them the errora of their
ways,” said Todd, “although, upon reflection, [ think thera
muay have been some misapprehwension oo their part. as they
imagined, in tho Orst place, that I had come over about the
footer mateh.

“ The footer match?'" said Wharton.

“Yes. When I explained that I regarded their conduct as
rotten and mean, they seemed to think T was speaking of a
footer mateh, which I believe they have arranzed with you
for Saturday.” .

The chums of the Remove exchanged a quick glance.

“ My hat!"” said Bob Cherry, with a deep breath, " Out of
the mouths of babes and e.ucf;lings. you know—I:s it pos-
sibla Todd has hit on anything "

Y Now, tell ua
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“They may have thougit he came over to say the matck
wie off,” Nugent remarked.

Alonzo nodded.

“ Mow I think of it, T think that s guite correct,” he said,
“But I zoon assured them on that point, however. I did

nl;::ut ujnderstand the reference to the i}]ci Bovs, but they
thong ht-a—?

Wi U]-d Eﬂ}".‘s?"

“"¥Yez:. When I said their conduct was rotten and mean,

they asked me if I had come about the footer mateh, and if
I knew about the Old Beys,” ssid Tedd, with an effort to

remember, 1 did not quite .undevstand, and I was very
mueh !F_ill?.at]c:], in fact. Perhaps yvou fellows know what they
nweant?

d"fhe expression of Horry Wharton's face showed that he
.

i }.I;i,; only kat!” he ejaculated.

o at do you think, Harry "' Nugent asked.

“ The same as you, I belicve,” said Harry, "It was o
ease of guilty conscience—they believed we had tumbled to
their rotten game, and sent Todd over to tell them that the
mateh was off.'"?

“Yes, but—"

“ What was the little game?” asked Mark Linley.

“Don't you see? You remember that Ponsonby made a
point that outsiders could be plaved in the Higheliffe toam
if he liked.”

“Oh, yes!™

“ And he mentioned that they were fellows who had been
to Higheliffe, but had left,” porsued Wharton.

“They were his words,” said Bob Cherry.

U Well, don’t you see? He's going to play Old Boys—that
15, grown ap men,' said Wharton cxeit-:gly. “1I don't know
how many. DBuat that's the dodge, I'Hl bet my head. (O1d
F:ﬁ.'?:! They would be fellows who'd been to IHigheliffe and
eft.

“ My hat !"

L l"nqmnh;.' gave us the impression—end meant to give
us the Impression—that he was playing fellows whe'd been
in the junior forms, but had left—as fellows migpht.”

“That's 1t," said Nugent.

“Whereas really he's playing men—Old Boys—fellows
who've been threugh the Sixth Form and left the school ¥

" Phew !V

“Then we're done in for the mateh ! said Tom Brown.

“Hang it exclaimed Bulstrode. *“If he's playing a low
down game like that, why can't we moeel him on his own
rround ¥ We could get some of the Sixth to play., If we
explained to Wingate how we'd been iricked, Wingate him-
self might play.™

Wharton shook his head.

- E’E’vﬂ ngreed to play no zeniors on aither side,” he said.

i1 ut_._!l!

“ Ponsonby made o point of it, and I agreed.”

“But Old Boys have been seniora——"

" Have been, yes—but aren’t now. Of course, it's a trick,"
said Wharton, with a curl of the lip. " A rotten trick, just
about worthy of Ponsonby and Vavasour and his set.”

The juniors siared at one amnother blankly.

They had little doubt but thet Harry Wharton had hit
upon the true explanation.

The term Old Boys, as the Higheliffe fellow had used it,
cculd bear no other construction. They had imagined that
the Greyfriars fellows wanted the mateh off because they
had found out about the Old Boys, There was no other
moaning to be given to the matter,

Yet it seemed such a mean trick that it was hard to be-
lieve even the Higholiffe “eads™ guilty of it

“It's a rotten thing,” said Tom Brown, at last. * But it
fits nll the circumstances so well, that T think it must be
right.”

“We knew there was something on,” Bob Cherry re-
ngrked.

“"'The knowfuloess was terrific.”

Wharton compressed his lipa

“We knew that the Higheliffe rotters didn™t intend a
fair game, and that they had some trick up their sleove for
us,” he said, "1 was convineed of that all along, though T
sdmit T eouldn't work out what it was. Buat T only wanted
n huf}i. to get down lo the trick; and I think we've gol it
Taddwy,

“ Not much doubt about that.™

“ The guestion 18, what's to be done ¥ said Bulstrode,

“ Wa can’t play them, I suppose, if that’s really the case,”
sabd Nugent doubtfully. ““But (o cat the moateh without
proof—and, after all, wa have no proof—:

“Can't be did ™ said Teom Drown.

VWharton shook his head.

" No, we can’t cut the mateh, you fellows. Ponzenby and
Vavasour would deny for ever after that they had had any
intention of playing UOld Dovs. We couldn’t prove that
they had, of course, and it would remain at that—ihat we
wureed to play a footer match with themy, and cut it late
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in the day because we were sfraid. That's how it would
look, in plain English."”

" otton 1V

“¥Yes, roticn cnough.”

“But we could eut it at the last moment, os soon as they
arrive on the ground with their blessed Old Boys,” sug-
gested Bulstrode.

Wharton nodded.

“That conld be done, cortainly, but it's net a niee thing
to do, cutting a match at the last moment, We ean’t say
that Pongonby didn’t warn us. We have his own words, and
they bear this construction. People will say it was cur awn
fault if we didn't see it. Ponsonby ean l.'ja.im that it was
undorstood, and that we ean play (d Boys too il we like.
We haven't any available, or we might. Anyway, we don’t
want to cut the mateh if 1L can be helped., 1 don't like the
idea of concealiog our knowledpe iill the last moment, and
then suddenly springing it upon them.”

dd But__ﬁi

“ We must play them, I think”

" With two or three grown-up men in the team, perhaps,”
said Bulstrode, with a shrug of the shoulders.

“We've time yet,” said Harry. ““We'll put our heads
together over if. We may be able to raise two or threms
(Nd Boys, and spring them on Ponsonby & Co. on
Baturday.”

The juniors laughed.

“My hat! That would be ripping ! said Nugent, *1
¢an imagine Pon's face when he sees them, But we must
make certain firsh that they mean to play us that trick. We
Know it; but we have no proof, and—--"1"

“We'll get proof.’

* How ¥

Y If they're playing Old Boys, they'll have them down for
practice, 1 should think. They must be fellows who are
staying in the neighbourhood, don’™ you think? Old Boys
wouldn't come a great distance (o help jumiors play a rotten
trick. I imagine that the fellows are staying round here
somewhere, and that's what put it into Ponsonby’s head lo
dizh us Like this.”

“ Very likely.”

. Weﬂ, they'll do some practice fogether, to get working,
and if they do, we shall be able to sce them,” said Harry.
* It's easy enough to zee the Higheliffo football ground from
the road, and it's not a long cycle ride. Woe ean keep our
eyes open to-day and to-morrow—do a little scouting, you
kngw—and if we see grown-ups af practice with the junigra
over there, that will settle it,”

“ Right you arc!™

“And if we prove they're planning this trick
Bulstrode.

“Then woe shall have to do some hard thinking, and beat
them somchow,”” said Harry.

" aaid

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The OId Boys!

4 LESSED if I quite like it!"” growled Harry Wharton.
It was the following day. Throe cyclists had
wheeled their machines into a field, and leaving
them at the foot of a tree, had climbed®he tree, and
were now ensconced on cne of the topmost branches.

That high branch gpave 2 clear view over the school wall
of Highchffe, and allewed an uninterrupted view of the
Highehife football ground.

1t was after achool, and the foothall ground was crowded
with seniors and juniors at practice.

Harry Wharion, Bob Cherry, and Frank Nugent were the
three fellows in the tree, and they looked keenly in the
direction of the junior foothall gpround,

Wharton waz looking discontented.

“"T'm blessed if T like 11, he repeated. Y T's Like spying
fm l]h’r:- rotters, and that's coming tog much down to their
eyl

“Can't be helped,” said Bob Cheery. “Tt's their fanit,
anyway. They're rri:l.yiug o caddish trick, and we're bound
to get down to the faci="

“(h, hang it wsll, H's scouting, that’s all,” Nugent re
marked,

“1'd rather walk siright up io the ground. Buab that
wouldn't do any good, I they've gor Obd Boyvs for thie
team, they'll I-:m-}'; them dark when they know wo're abont. '

" You, rather ™

“*Hallo, hallo, hallo! laook there !

In the distance Ponsonby could be seon, walking down 1o
the junior football ground, in company with Vavasear sl
Gadsby, and three grown-up fellows, 1Tm yonngest ol wlheon
was certainly nol Jess than twenty,
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Thz six were laughing and talking together.

Twe of the men bore a very close resemblance to Pon-
sonby and Gadsbhy, and it was easy to guess that they wero
calations, cousing or elder brothers.

“There are the Old Boys ! said Nugant.

" Looks hile i£.™

“ Oh, it’s cerlain,™

Tt certainly scemned so. The six were all in football garb,
and they joined a number of other juniors on the ground.

The churms of Greyfriars watchod.

Twao elevens were forined up, cvidently for & practice
malch, and the thres Old Boys were included in Ponsonby's
R R

The opposing eleven was composed partly of senioss, s
there was no doubt that Ponsonby regarded the three (Old
Boys as giving o great doal of steength to his team,

The three watchers in the tree saw the two elevens line
up, and the match commence, They were playing out a
full mateh. P-‘.rllﬁﬂnh}‘ uvidﬂnﬂf meant 1o got hiz men inlo
fizhiiong trim for the match with Grovfriars.

larry Wharton saf on the branch, and looked at his
chiuma,

“ Wotk much doubi about it now," he remarked.

' Mot much.”

k¥ E‘ansmﬂ}y has thron 0L T’h-.:y.q i Lha prract e, He can't
D {]ﬂit‘lg that [for rlﬂlhirlg. He mewns bo [l!.il:.-' thom :';-.;uil:n—'.t
us on Safurday.”

lhat’a i

“Three grown-up men,” said Harry, wreinkiing his brows,
“However badly they play, they'll knock ws out by mere
age and weight, I should thinl.'™

“We'll give them a tussle.”

# We sha'n't have an earthly,” said Nugent,
will have the ]‘J-!i'-.;tﬁur(.t af Iir.liillg us nt lnst.™

Y TTnless we serateh,” said Bob.

[ 11 II"m !"F

“The ecads!" saml Wharton, with & curl of the lips.
“ Those three fellows know that thoy are going to be played
axainst juniors, to tazke a roften advantage. If they had
anything of the sportsman about them, they'd decline to
be used in that way™

“0Oh, Higheliffe fellows are all the same, Old Boys or
not,” said Nugent. “Cads from the Sixth down to the
Serond !

“I belicve you're right.”

“ Anyway, these fellows mean business, caddish or not,”
said Bob Cherry. *The question is, how we're to beat
them. I suppose we can lake it as certain now '’

iIarr;,-' Wharton amiled grimly.

“Weo'll soon Eeo

““How do you mean?'"

“ Those fellows may be there for a little harmless practice.
If that's the case, -they won't mind us seeing them. If
they're meaning a caddish trick on Saturday they'll got out
of sight if we come. We'll go te EHigheliffe and zoe DPon-
sonhby, and sex what thosa three fellows do™”

“{a00d ege !

“That will settle it.™

f Come on, thon"

The Greyfriars chuma descondoed the tres, and wheeled
their bieyeles out into the road. They remounted, and rode
on to the gates of Higheliffe,

The gates woere open, and they dismounted there and
whooled their machines 1o, As they did se, a IHigheliffe fag
whoe was leaning against the gatepost scuttled of atb top
apeed in the diroction of the footer ground. y

“ Hallo, hallo, halla "' exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ Did wvou
s that ¥

Wharton's lip eurled.

“¥eg; he's gone to give the alarm.”

*“ Then they had o wateh kept hero ¥

" Lpoks Like it. That fagx was here to warn Ponsonby in
time if any Greyiviars chap should happen to comne along.
They knew one of us might look in, nbout the mateh."

¥ Let's follow him."

Leaving their bicyeles at the porter’s lodge, the chumas
walked towsrds the footer ground. When they arrived in
%ﬁllt of it, there was no sign to be seen of the fhree Old

ya.

The fag had evidently given the alarm.

The match was atill in progress, but the three moen had
disappoarcd, and their places had boen taken by three juniors,
'onsonby & Co. were &In:.'in.g on, not for practice, but to
keop up appearances, hat the Greyirviars chums had scen
from tho tree-top was, of course, not known to them.

rTh-‘: three Groybrars Juniors stopped and looked on at tho
[hay.

Pousonby waved his hand to them from the field, in a pruse
of (he pame.

T Zerry can't apeak to your now ! he celled out.
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. “Oh, it's all right 1" called back Harry. ** We just looked

.

“Like to walch the match "'

“ Just for o few minutes; wo've got to get on.”

The Higheliffians played on, .

The Greyfriars chums watched them for a few minutes, and
thon strolled away. They took back their machines, and
rede down the high read. The Higheliffe fag who had given
the alarm of their arrival watehed them from the gate gl
they disappearcd down the road. -

““That makes it pretty clear,”” said Bob Cherry.  “ The
(ld Boys scuttled ous of sight a3 soon as they knew we were
coming.”

“Clear enourh”

“We'll have another look from the tree,” salid Harry.

Yes; ok will make assurance doubly sure.” ;

The juniors put their machines into the ficld and elimbed
the tree, after making sure that they could not bo observed
from the direction of Ilighelifie, They had vot been gone o
quarter of an hour, but the Old Boys were already at practice
apain with Ponsonby & Co. .

From the branch, the three juniors could see them plainly,
The match was groing on as if 18 had nover heen mmtorrupted
l:—;}/ the unexpected appearance of Harry Wharton & Co.
There could be no further possible doubt of the intentions of
Ponsonby and Vavesour. The three Old Boys were Lo be
included in the Hichaliffe team for Saturday: and, unless
Crreyfiriars seratehed the mateh, it dooked very much as i
they wora booked for a cortain heking.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Ianvitatlon to Tea.

He had been trvins bo think of a way out of the

serape i which the Remove [oothallers found them-

sclves, but a solution of the difficulty did not como
t2 him. The only feasible plan secmed to be to wait till
the Higheliffian: arrived upon the groumd on Saturday,
when they would have to declare their intention of playin
the OHd Boys, and then to scratch the match, when Ponsonby's
game had been made manifest, Buat the Greyfriars fellows
were avarse to that course for many rzazons. But to play
such a side as Ponsonby had formed, and to be licked in
consMuonae, was not 2 pleasant prospoeot.

“Tf thoy lick us, it will be a licking,” =aid Bob Cherry
gioomily. ** They won't mention the Old DBoys when they'ro
talking about the victﬂr’i'. A licking's a licking, you know;
and though I don’t mind a licking from a good team, a lick-
ing from a gang of worms like the Higheliffe chaps would

H:‘iRR? WHARTON ware a troubled look the next day.

“ Awful ™ said Nugent.

**The awfulness would be terrific,” murmured Hurree
.I?mse;: Ram Sinrh, with a gloomy face. “ We must think
o & an.

Bob Cherry shook his head.

“There's nothing except scratching.”

“ Tho rottenfuiness of the estoemed position 13 great.”

“T confess I don't see o way out of " said Harry
Wharton. “ But don’t give in; we may get up o scheme for
beating Ponsonby & Co. yeb.” gz

But though the chums of the Bemove thought over it Ll
3ol Cherry declared that it bad given him a headache, the
gohemo did not turn ap.

The fallowing day was Frday, and after school Harry
Wherton remembered the promised visit to Jack Neville. Ho
tapped Nugeod on the arm coming out of school.

“What price a ran down fo Friardale to Neville's?" ho
azked. “He said he was in the village every Friday after-
noon, you know,"

“Good " said Frank, with & nod.
over to tea in the study.”

“ Good egpe. if he'll come ™

““What's that, you chape?” asked Billy Bunter, who had
czught a few words. “ What is it? Il come to tea with
ploasure, f you're speaking about me.™

Harry Wharton laughed. )

“ Rut we weren't speaking about you, Billy.”

“Novor mund; ['ll come all the same,” said Billy Bunter,
Llinking at Wharton through his big spectacles.

“ Rats "'

“ Dh, really, Wharton—-" .

* Look here, we're g{u!}g to qsk somoebody to tea,” said
Harry. * You can come if you like, but—"

Runter'a fat face bramed with satisfaction.

“It'a all rizght, Wharton. I'll come. You peedn't press
ma.'’

“1 wasn't going to presa you, fathead.”

“We might bring hiin
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“Oh, really—-"' _

“I jolly well belicve he'd burst if he were pressed, too,"
Nugent reraarked,

“{3h, really, Nugen

“look here, you cvan poet tea while we're gone,™ said
Horry Wharton, ** 'We'll raige the tin ameng usg, and—""

“And leave it with me, and 'l do the sim;}ping,“ said
Euntar. “ Good cnough! You ean rely on me.’

“No fear! We'll leave the tin with Inky, and he can do
the shopping. You can do the cooking, and if vou take a
singie snack before we come back, we'll leave instructions with
Inky to scalp you.'

i, I‘-l."H,]f}"—“

" Now cheese it 1"

And Bunter glared wrethfully and cheesod it.
Jamset Bum Singh willidely undertook the charge of the
&ho ymng, and under his directions Billy Bunter—who was
really 2 great hand nt cooking—was very useful; but it is
FTEH:-* certain that but for the watchfal eve of the nabob,
ittle of the pravisions wounld have cscaped the fat junior,

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent left Grevirviars, and
strolled down towards the village. On the road they siphted
two cyclists, who stepped. They were Ponsomby and Vava-
sour of Highelifie,

" Hallo I™ excluimed Ponsonhy. * We were coming over to
BCR YOU.

Y Yea?" gaid Harry.

“1t's about the footer mateh ¥

L] TE-E ?F‘i

“We've had a challenge from  Topham,”
Ponsonby.  “They want to play us to-morrow, but we
couldw’t fix it, as we were engaped fo you. I suppose
nothing's likely to happen to put our match off with you "

Wharton was silent.

“If you chaps want to ery off, now's the time," said Vava-
BT,

Harry Aushed angrily,

“We don't want to cry off " he exclaimed.

“It's settled for to-morrow, then %" said Ponsonby.

“Certainly.”

“Mind, I have your word.”

“Of course.”

" Honour bright i

" Honour !

* That's pood enough,” said Ponsonby.

Harry looked steadily at him.

“Why should you think there was any doubt about the
match coming off ¥° he asked. * Why should you fancy that
we might want to get out of it 1"

“Oh, we're in sueh good form ocurselves, you know.”

“ Nothing else 1"

“* What else should there be ¥ suid Ponsonby affably.
Jove ! he added, looking at his watch.
hack 1"

And the two Highclifians jumped on their machincs and
rode AWAY.

Wharton and Nugont stood locking after them until they
were out of sight, and then glanced at one anothoer.

“What does that mean 7" Frank asked.

Wharton laughed gcornfully.

“ It means that they were g'eeiing uneasy, in case we shonld
have smelt a rat, and meant to out the mateh at the last
moment, after they had given themselves away by showing
up at Greyfriare with the three Old Boys, Frank.”

“ Just what we thought of doing.”

“ Exactly.”

“ And now—"

o Now we can’t.”

Frank puraed his lips,

*It waa rather rash promising the cads, Hary,”

wihir:dﬂn ahlrugﬁed his shnulﬂeri.:.

L to do that, or seratch the mateh. If T seratched i
they'd hold that we had cried off, and deny the story of I:ht-;
three Old Boys. We settled that before. I had to promise;
they had us n a ecleft stick, Frank."

}Fug[_:nt. rrcaclcdend glm:-l]:lil;qr.

“1 suppoee vou're right, Harry. But it scems to me that
they've pot us in a cleft stick, anyway.”

‘1{3 that Harry made no reply.

The two jumors walked on into Friardale, and found the
cottage of old Mrs, Neville. A handsome voung fellow was
outside, engaged in instructing a chubby lad of nine in the
art. of dribbling a foothal],

It was Jack Neville.

The young professional turned round with a smile as he
saw the two junmtors from Greyfriars.

“We've come to sce you, wyou see,” Frank Nugent
remerked.

“You're very welcome,” sand Neville.
my {‘?ung braother a lesson.

JF¥

Hurroe

caplainod

1] BH
“We must got

“I was just piving
1 Come right in.” . e
' Will you come up to Greyfriars ?™

Neville looked at them.

* Greyfriars I he said, .

‘Yes. Look here, we want you to come to tea in our
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study, if you will,’” said Ylarry Wharton. " We'll tey to

make you comfortable, and all the fellows will ba glad to see

you, Mr. Neville.™

Jack Meville coloured a little, and looked very grave.
You're very good,” he said. " Bupe——' -

ut you're otherwize engaged ' said Harcry, with a

amile.
“Oh, no! I'd like 10 come, only—""
“Only what "
“I'm a professional foothaller,” said Neville calmly,

“ Have you the permission of your masters to ask me to the
school ¥

Harry fAushed.

*Oh, you surely don't think there could be any objection
on that seore?’

*1 dan’t know."

*1 think vou're a chap any fellow might be proud (o
know,” said Harry. * As a matter of faet, ? have mentioned
vour name to Mr. Queleh, our Form-master, and he spoke
very highly of you. ™

Ja{:kr?aughed.

“Very well, Master Wharten, I'll come, with pleasure.™

‘Soon as you like, then.”

“I'll just tell my mother that I shall be away an hour
or o.M

Neville stepped into the cottage, and joined the ijuniors
five minutes later. They walked back to Greyiriars topether,
chatting pleasantly the whole of the way, and the subjeet of
their chat was the subject that most keenly intercsted all
three of them—the grand old game of foothall.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Broken Egidst

o OACHED egps!” esaid Billy Bunter. * Two dozen!
Good! Ham—that’s all right! I szay, Inky, 1 could
do somn cutleta beautifully on this fire.”

The MNabob of Bhanipur shook his hesd,

“’:‘.ﬁh cutlets are wanted, my worthy Bunterful friend."

(1] l.ltl_.__!li

““Is it all finished?"" _

“¥Yer, it's all nearly ready. They're not i yet.”

“I saw them come in st the gates,” spid Hurree Jamsot
Itam Bingh, who was at the study window. **They will Le
here in a minute, ™

“1 could dow=-="

“It is ell right. Now shut up!™

“ But T say——""

“If the Honourable Bunter puts that cake inte his
esteemed mouth, I shall smite him with viclence upon his
reapected nose.”

illg Bunter hastily laid down the cake,

“* Oh, really, Inky——"

The door opened,

“ Here they are, my worthy chum,
Tadd.™

Alonze Todd locked into the stady.

‘“*1 hear you have & tea-party on here,” he remarked
"Wharton's bringing in tomobody to tea. Can I help?’

‘" Mo, vou can't,' said Bunter. ‘' Clear!™

"My dear Bunter——"

** Buzz off I

1 thought I might make mysell useful,” said Todd, look-
ing at the nabob. * My Uncle Benjamin always impressed
upon me to make myself useful. I do not want to come ts
tea, Bunter:; I am having tean with Bulstrode this evening.
But——"

* The gmc’lfulness of my honourahle friend is terrific,”
murmured Hurree Bingh. * But tho esteemed Bunter has
done everything."

“You can lift this dish of cpgs to the table,” said Bunter.

** Oh, certainly !"

Alonzo Todd seized the dish of egges on tha fander.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent brought the young
Loamshire footballer inte the study at the same moment.

“Hero we are!" announced Nugent.

“ The herefulness is terrific,. [——""

“*And here's Nevillee Wa've got him."”

Mevilla shook hands with the nabeb. Todd looked at him
over the dish of poached cggs he was holding in both hands

“Dear me! Is that Mr. Neville?™ he asked.

“Yes, as larpe ae life."”

1 should be very happy to make vour acquaintance, Mr,
Neville,”” said Alonzo, holding the dish of eggs with his lefe
hand—a wonderful bulancing trick—and extonding his right
to Jaek Neville. I have heard a great desl about you, and
admired you very much.™

* Thank you!” said Jack, langhing and shaking his hand.

1%
Wharton
HARDA " % Co

MNo; it 13 the esteemed
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“ Yes, indoed. I—— Oh, dear!”

The balancing trick was not s success. As Todd was
speaking, the dish of eggs slipped forward, and the contents
ware shat Tairly into Jack Neville's waistcoat.

"l‘hul:fi young footballer uttered a startled exclamation,

L] Y ‘H

Tho dish went with a crash to the floor.

“My word!" shouted Bunter. **The eggs—two dozen—
rinsied ! Lost! Oh, you frabjous fathead'”

“Bhut wup, Bunter!” growled Iiarry Wharton,
concern was all for his guest,

Jack Neville stood, the picture of dismay, with poached
cgpa streaming down his waisteoat and deipping upon his
tronsars and upon the carpet.

“I'm s sorry!" gasped Alonzo,
£ ?w m‘l:ll

* ¥ou fathead!”

“ You {rabjous chump ™

“My dear fallows——"

(13 Dh‘ M&t |__n

“ I'm sorry, Mr. Meville,” exclaimed Harry Whartog. “ We
shall have to get you s change, and get Trotter to clean
your things. . I'in sorry.”

Neville smiled.

“Oh, it’s all right; it was an accident!” he szaid.
I admit [ shall he'glad to get this waistcoat off.™

He had it off very guickly.

It was taken away for Trotter to clean, and Jack Naville
buttonod his jocket, and declared that he was all right. He
rubbed off the stains on his trousers. Todd had stood
looking on, in great contrition.

“¥ am a maost unfortunate person,” he remarked. 1
roally only desired to be wscful. I trust you credit that,
Wharton.”

Wharton grinned. )

“(Oh, yes! But you might give a chap & wide berth when
you're trying to be useful, Toddy. Run awey and play.”

“1'm so sorry.”

“It's all right,”” said Neville
. What about the egpa?’ cxclaimed Bunter wrathlully.
“We can't have only Eﬁam for toa. Look here, if you got
s0me oggs quick,,l’il poach them in a jiffy. The fire's lovely,
and it won't take mo long."

“T'll go," exclaimed Todd cagerly. “I insigt npon being
sllowed to pay for the oggs. 1 will run down to the tuck-
shop at oncoe and get them.”

“All right™

Todd dashed out of the study at once. He hurried to the
tnckshop, purchased the eggs, and brought them back in a
bag, hurrying along at top speed.

Meanwhile, Wharton and ﬁ friends made Jack Neville a3
comdortabla as they could in the study. The tem was brewed,
and Nugent sugg ham and tea ss s first course, which
was agrecd o, as all wern hungry.

But Todd was not long getting the eggs:

Thore was & sound of hurried [ootsteps in the passage.
la“’lj.;hm'& he comes!™ oxelaimed Harry Wharton, with a

ugh.

Bunter ran to the door, and opened it

Fodd dashed in.

“Here you are,” he exclaimed, holding out the bag of

cgiu- before him.
nd ab that precise moment his foot slipped in his haste.

Ho fell forward, and the bag of eges was launched fairly
upen Bunter's fat countenance. The eggs smashed there!

There was & wild roar from Bunter,

Todd regovered his balance, and Billy Bunter sat down.
His face and clothes were streaming with broken eggs.

“ Oh," gasped Todd, * I'm so sorryi”

Tho chums roared.

“ Ha, ha, ha !

“Ow!" gurgled Bunter. “I'm ch-ch-choked! Oh, you
frab uu.iizlm.ﬂ!h [t}w! Oh, kill him, somebody! ¥Yah! Groo!™

an H-, urg. o (E]

“Blessed il I ean zee anything to cackle at. Why don't
you kick that dangerous idiot out of the study?®”

“ T'my 80 3‘3“‘3-—“

“Yah! Where's the Pl:-ll:ﬂr?”

“ dear Bunter——*"

“I'll *dear Bunter® you!™

Billy Bunter, knackling the broken Pg%flfmm his eyes, and
with his eggy spectacies clinging fo his nose, scrambled
towards the grote for the poker. Even Alonzo Todd had
tactk enough not to romain, )

“T go, T think," be exclaimed. “I'm so sorry——'"

Buntor swung round with the poker.

“Now, you ubber ass—"

Alonzo retreated, and slammed the door.

whose

“ But

Bunter glaved

“ ¥Yon silly asscal™

“Ha, ha, hal”

** All the eggs wasted againi”
Bunter wasted them this time.
careful, Bunger.”

“You chump——

£ Hﬂ., h-ﬁ-, hH 1 .

“Go and clean yourself, Buuty,” said Harry Wharton
“Wou shall have a feed at the tun'kaht:p whan you're clean.
Buzz off ™

And Bunter, comforted by that pledgs and taking a chunk
of cake in his hand to conscle himseﬁ during the cleaning
process, left tho study.

rinned Nugont. * But it's
oun ought really to be more

L ——

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Jack Kevile Makes a Suggeation.

OB CHERRY and Mark Linley camo in to join the tea-
party.in Ne. 1 Stady, and perhaps upon the whole the
juniora weren't sorry that Billy Bunter was unavoid-
ably detained elsewhere. Although the eggs bad so

persistently come to grief, there was ample for the meal, and
a good deal over, of ¢ther kinds of provisions. Jack Neville
showed himself very cheery and very casy to ploase. He
evidently enjoyed the fun of having tea in the study with
the juniors, and his good-humour would have made the little
partﬁ.ra succass in any Caao

“Well, it's ripping to have you here, Mr. Nerille,' szid
Boh Cherry. * I'd rather have you opposite me at tea than
at football. Ha, ha, ha!”

“* ¥es, rather!”

“ The ratherfulness is terrife.’

Jack Meville laughed.

“ 1 should like to sea you lads play footer some time,' hLae
romarked. “They say in the village that you play wery
gaod footer here”

“We do our best,” said Harry modestly. * Nothing lie
wihat vou're agoustomed to with {wngua clubs, of course, but
we put up a protly good game. ur first eleven here ia
ripping, and the Remove sleven—that’s our team—isn't so
bad. We have a match on Baturday—to-morrow—but of
course_yow're az;_mi somewhere then?

Neville shook his head.

“No, I'm not plaging to-morrow,” he aaid. 1 waa in
two matches this woeek—mid-week matches—and they'ro
gfwmg;tmc a rest to-morrow and trying a new forward in my
placa,

Wharton's face lighted up.

" Then vou could see our match if you cared to waste your
time locking at junior foctball,” he said.

“1 shouldn’t lock on it as waske of time,"” said Neville,
o an_;ir 1 should like to see it. Are you playing at home?’

il ﬂl.!‘!

“Good! T am staying in Frardale over to-morrow, and it
would fit in well. I should like to see tho match.”

“Good! Then come over; we'll be jolly glad to see you,”
said Harry. * We're playing Higheliffe, you know—you saw
soine of their fellows other day.”

MNeville's brow clounded for a moment,

* Those fellows I had trouble with on the road?' he asked.

“¥a3, They'ra not a nice zet, I know, but one meets all
sorts of fellows at footer,” said Harry. **Wa jolly well
ducked them for their rotten game, and they have taken that
lying down, and are more civil than ever now. As a matter
of fact, they're playing a rotten trick on us, and you'll most
likely see us licked if you come over."

Nevillo looked interested.

“How is that?' ho asked.

Hacry Wharton expluined, The young professional listencd
with a curious expression fo the recital

“My hat!” he exclaimed, at last. ““T've heard of some
pretty rotten tricks in my fime, but never anything quite
50 mean as that."

“1 know it's rotten,”

“ Rotten msn't the word!' said Nevills warmly. * Why
don't you cut the match—scratch it off, and refuse to play
with them " _

“They'd make out wo were afraid. They intend to spring
the 0ld Boys on us at the very last moment, you see, and if
the match were scratched by us they'd pretend they nevar
entended anything of the sort. They're not very strong on
the truth, vyou know, at Higheliffe. ey only want to score,
and tiey don't mind how tﬁey do it."”

The Loameshire forward nodded.

“I understand. That's the kind of fellows I should have
taken tnem for."

“And now we've promised not to seratch the match," said

through the broken, streaming epgs, at the yelling juniors. Harry,
“*You chumps " o %:en vou're hooked for it?"”
“Ha, ha, ha!" U Quike.’”
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Neville ran hLit fingert through his curly hair. He was
evidently thinking things out, and taking a great interest in
the diffioulties which beset the junior footballers of Greyfriars.

“ Couldn’t you raise obhjections to prown-upe playing as
conn as they come on tho field?'” ho asked.

Wharton shook his head,

“ No; they've provided for that. We've agread. Ponsonby
made 4 point of being allowed to play fellows who had been
at Higheliffe and Iﬁt- Of course, wo thoupht he meant
juniors. When it comes out, of coursa ha'll claim that he
meant-tho 0ld Boys all along.™

“ Couldn't you get recruits from the Upper Forms here?”

*“* Sentors sre barred.™

“ But these Higheliffe Old Boys have been seniors,” Jack
Nevilla remarked.

Wharton laughed ruefully.

" ¥Yes, but they're not so now, you see. OFf course, it's a
trick ; we've been had.” :

“You have, by (eorpe "

“We've thought of getting down some Old Boys to play
for us," said Nuegent, " hut we can’t Ax it in the time, you
g00 ; and, besides, there wouldn't be time for us to practice
together if they did comme down.”

** It looks to me as il we're done,” said Dol Cherry. * The
only thing is, that the Higheliffe chaps are such rotten players
that even the Old Boys mayn't be vp to very much, and we
may lick them after all”

Neville looked serions.

“Thres grown-up men,’”” he remarked. “ They mayn’t ba
very good players, but they have speed and weight on their
side. You E}:aw no chanee ™

*You don't thunk so?"

*Not if you play a junior team against a team with three
men in it You can't expect to have a chanena™ .

“ I suppose 1.0f,"" said Harry roefully. " We're going to do
our beet, of course. Wa shall put up a good fight.”

MNevilla nodded thoughtiully.

** And hopo {ov the best,”™ Bob Cherry remarked.

The young prefessional seemed to bo deep in thought.

There came a sparile into his eyes, az if an amusing thought
had ocecurred to him, and the juniors locked at him curiously.
Neville came out of his brown study, and looked up, with a
glicht laugh. ]

“*Perhaps I could make a suggestion to help youw,” he
remarked.

“T jolly well wish you could,”’ said Harry. *' I was hoping
when [ mentioned the matter that you might be able to give
us somo adviee™

“T1 think T can,”

“*“Go ahead I

“*This i3 how tho matter stands. You are bound to play
the match oot now, and you ean't put in any seniors, and you
cen't raise any Old Bovs on the spot to strengthen your
team ¥

“ That's it."” ; :

* But there's no rule against playing any chap you like—it's
not neceszary for him fo belong to Greyfrars 7"

“(3h, no! Ponsonby is plaving three fellows who don't
belong to Higheliffe” ;

" You could play anybody you liked, then, except & senior
of Grroyfriars?'”

“* Certainly.”

Y Good " zaud Jack, with much satisinction.

Wharton Jooked puzzled. )

"I don't quite see where the 'pood’ comes in,” he re-
marked. " We could Play anybody if theve were anybody to
plav. Bud thevo isn't’

““The isn’tfulness s ternfic [

“* Oh, yes, thera (8." ’

" ¥You know somebody?” exclaimed fwo or three of the
juniors at once eagerly.

Neviile nodded. )

* Good epg!” excluimed Wharton, * What is he—a good
footer player? Forward, back, or what?"

" Forward.”

** Well, we can make room for him in the.front line easil
enough,” said Harry. " Yom could ‘go into the halves, Tioh.”

*Right-ha " eaid Bob Cherry.

“ And he's o good player?' asked Mark Linkey.

MNeville langhed,

‘' He's considoered s0."

“ You've seen him play, of course?”

“Yon lads have =een him yourselves.’

“Wo have?’ exclaimed Harry, i surprise,
then? Whero have we seen him play'?”

‘“ At Brayo."' I

“Brayve! You don't mean in the 'Spurs
Saturday "

“"Yes, I do.”

"My hat! A Loamshire man

T -‘.h"ﬂﬁ.”

Harry started.

“You don't mean—'" he exclaimed hreathlessly, and
Lroke off short.
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"“If you care lo

“Yes, T do," said Neville, with a nod.
play me—-"
“Youl” shouted Bob Cherry.
*I'll play for you with pleasure.™ .
here was a moment's silence of astonishment in the study.
The;IiI Hﬂhhﬂherrj.r gave a wild roar,
“Hurrah !

_

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER
The New Recrult.
a URBRAH !

The chums of the Remove simply yelled.
- Htf‘r-:ﬂ ! Hurrah "
" Eplendid '

K6 Ei[}pin_g "

“ Gorpeous !

“ My only hat ' said Iarry Wharton, with a deep breath,
“ I never thought of it, you know—never thought of unf{vthang
of the sort; and I shouldn’t have had the cheek to ask you,
anvway, You'll really play for us, Mr. Nevilla?”’

Jack nodded, with a smile.

“ With pleasure, as I raid.”

* But—but it's splendid I"" ) )

““I suppose 1 shall strengthen the team a bit,” smiled Jack.
“Of course, I'm only one, and the Highcliffe fellows have
threa men—""

Wharton laughed.

“ Their threa men topother wouldn’t be a patch on you,"
hea said. ** ¥ou could moke rings round all three of them.
Whe, vou are & first-class League player—you could beat the
Higheliffo teamn alone, without us to help yon” \

1 don't know about that, but T'll do my best for you,”

“ Ok, it's all over, bar shouting.” said Bob Clerry. ** That
iﬂ'tﬂ‘;}? it, I say, it's awfully, awfully decent of you, Mr.
Moville ™

“ Mot at all. T owe the Higheliffe fellows o Iitile account,
too, and that will be & sportsmanhke way of payiog it off,
licking therm on tho footer field,”

HQuite right 1™ .

“ Mind. not a word outside the study, you fellows!™ ex-
claimed Harry Wharton warningly. **If Ponsonby heard o
whisper of our having a League player in the team he'd
ery off at once, and we should lose the chance of licking him
and his precious Old Boys.™

“ What-ha 1

“I’s o dead secrat until the kick-off to-morrow.™

“ The deadfulness of the secret will be terrific!”

The juniors burst into a laugh. They could picture the Jook
on Ponsonby’s and Vavasour's faces when the stalwart young
professional footballer was scen in the ranks of Greyfriars,

Jack Neville laughed, too,

Fa was of o Lkind amd od-humoured nature, but the
cowardly attack the Higheliffe fellows had made on him had
roused ﬁis indignation, and he was not sorry for the oppor-
tunity of inficting & little punishment upon them.

“It's a splendid ides ! =zaid Harry Whartoo, *'Would you
like a look at the footer now, Mr. Neville, as we've done tea?
We might get & few minutes practice together—not enough
to attract notice.”

117 Cﬂ[t&l'ﬂ]?.”

The ft the study. Billy Bunter, newly swept and
garnisied. so to speak, was just coming down the passage,
and he welled after the juniors.

“1 gay, you fellows, 1 haven't had my tea. I say—"

“ Herd you are, Billy.” ] ]

Wharton extracted a five-shilling piece from his pocket. He
had bad a good tip from his wpcke that day, and in his present
state of satisfaction he was willing to feeti Billy Bunter up to
the chin,

" Cateh I he said. _

He toesed the coin, and Billy Bunter caupht it—with his
nose. He gave a yell.

“Yow ! Oh, really, Wharton——"" Then ho saw what it
waz, ‘' Oh, thanks! T zay, that's a five-bobber.”

“You can have it Billg."

“Good! Shall T put this dewn to the old account, Wharton,
or will vou have it out of my postal-order to-morrow #?

“* Whichever you like, Billy,” said Harry, laughing. e
had exaetly as much faith in that old, ‘old account being paid
as he had in the arrival of the expected postal-order.

Bunter blinked at himn,

“J'd rather you said, Wharton,” he remarked, a little
peevishly. “I am echecting' n postal-order by the first post

1
¥

to-morrow morming.’

““(Oh, all right; that will do

“You'll have it back out of the postal-order®”

““¥es, if vou like.” t

" Well, as you're ﬁmﬂ to have it out of the postal-order,”
said Punter thoughtfully, "I think—h'm—don't go i:{!'l_‘ll'ﬁ.‘r‘

A Bplendid Tale of H Wharton
By FR&?IE WHAHEE. & .
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whila I'm talking, Wharton. It's
postal-order will be for ten shillings.
me another
comes 7"

* No," said Harry prompily.

"Oh, really, Wharton! You see, I'm rather short of ready
money just now, and thaers's been some delay in that postal-
grder ﬂl&miﬂg. If yvou eared o make up the whole tan bob,
and take the postal.order in the morning——'""

“(h, cheosa it "

“Well, lool here, give me another four now, and take
the ten in the morning,’” said Bunter. “ You'll be a bob in
that way."

“You're too generous, Bunter,” said Wharton, with a
shake of the I'I'Eaﬁ.

“1 know I am," said Bunter, *° that was always my fault;
I was always too generous. I get taken advantage of. Bub
I dou't care.  I'm going to keep it up. A fellow with &
gencrous nature can't change, if he wants to, you know. Now,
am [ to have that other four bob, Wharton ?™

“ No fear ™

“ But really- I say, Fﬁu fellows, don't you walk away
while I'm talking. I say, look hers, now——" .

Bunter's voice trailed away. The fellows were walking
away at a speed Bunter could not equal with his fat little
lega. The fat junior blinked after them, and then blinked
at the big coin in his hand, and toddled away towards the
tuckshop. If Harry had hoped to touch a better chord in
Bunter's nature by the present of five shillings, he had failed,
Buntor had not the slightest appreciation for the loan—ha
was only annoyed because he had been unable to extract a
further sum from the domor.

_The juniors reached the football ground. Wharton carried
his match ball under his arm, and on the junior ground they
had a little practice together, It was still light enough to
kick the ball about a little,

Fellows gathered round curiously when they heard that

Jack Neville, the young professional footballer 'of Loamshire
was on the Remove ground.

Fiven Wingate, the captain of Gr
mighty of the Sixth Form, came to
many more of the Sixth. There was no doubt that Jack
Naville was a wonderful footballer. In his ordinary clothes,
he could maka ru:iga round anybody whoever plaved on the
GGreyfriars ground, and Wingate and Courtney cheered
loudly as they saw some of his play.

The chums of Greyfriars walke
wards.

They parted cutside the little cottage in Frisrdale.

“*Mind, to-morrow at two, at the school,” said Harry
Wharton, as he shook hands with the Loamshire winger.

“ Right you are, I won't fail. I'm unii too glad that I'm
E;e? tﬂr?la.y for you fo-morrow,'” said Jack Neville, * It will

an.

“Fun for us, if not for Highcliffe,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“1 only want to see Ponsonby's face when he sees you in
the Greyfriars colours, that's all. It would be worth a
month's pocket-monsy. Ha, ha, ha ™

Angd they parted on the best of terms,

The' chums walked back to the school in high geod hamour.
That Jack Neville would prove, in himeelf, much more than
a match for the three Old Boys of Higheliffe, they had not
the slightest doubt. They had seen him distingnish himself
agamnat the famous 'Spurs, and the Higheliffe Old Boys, of
course, wero not in the same atreet with the Hotspura.

There was no doubt in their minds that Highcliffe, after
their mean device by which they hoped to take an unfair ad-
vantage would be licked all along the line, and at that
prospect the chums of the Remove naturally rejoiced.

When they reached Greyfriats, and Harr harton wnaa
asked if he had thought of a ' dodge ™ yet for getting over
the Highcliffians, he replied that he had, or, rather, that
somebody else had thought of it, and it was all settlod,

There was a yell of inquiry at once to know what it was,

But the captain of the Remove shook his head.

“1t's 8 secret at present,”’ he remarked,

“Oh, rot!" exzclaimed Bulstrode. “Of course, we're
epﬁitle:l te know it. Now, what is it—the Remove has a
right to know 1"

“ Out with it, Wharton !"

“ ot it off your giddy chest."

“It's a secret for the present,” Harry Wharton repeated
calmly. * ¥ou'll all know to-morrow ; but you can trust me,
I aup - If & breath of it got out, Higheliffe would
soratch the mateh ; we don't want that. It's safer not to tell
an:%ody the secrat. It won't be a secret to-morrow."

“Oh, all right "'’ said Ogilvy. * You think we shall beat
Highchﬁe, then "

Y know we shall.”

““ Blessed if I see how,” growled Bulstrode.

“ You'll see to-morrow."
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" Oh, it's all sarene ! exclaimed Ogilvy.
boat Higheliffe, that's all thers is about if.
the secret.”

And Harry Wharton did keep it. Bome of the Remove

rumbled, but that did nmot make any -;hﬁ_ﬁr&ncﬂ. Harey
new what was best to be done, and he did i, and Bulstrode
hed to content himself with grumbling.

“ 8o long as we
You can keep

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

A Little Surprise,

HETHER or not the secret might have leaked out as
far as Higheliffe, if it had been generally known -at
Greyfriars, Harry Wharton meant to be on the safe
side, and he remained there. Not a word was spoken

of the new recruit to the Remove eleven, and the fellow whe
waa to stand out to make room for him was the only one to
whom the fact was confided, under a promise of secrecy.
That was only fair. Save for that fellow, Bussell, and for
those who had been to tes in Harry Wharton's study, the
secret remained a secret.

. There was much speculation, of course, in the Remove. The
jumors wondered w%w.t the ““dodga™ could possibly be.

That Ponsonby was playing three Old Boys was very well
known to all the Lower %—t:hnc-i now, and unlesa Wharton's
“dodge " turned ocut to be o success, there was no doubt that
the Remove would get a most inglorious licking.

Curiosity was intense, and guestions endless: the former
remained unsatisfied, the latter unanswered. The Famous
Four kept their own counsel.

After morning school the next day, when the juniors were
making preparations for the football match, the secret was
still & ageret. .

Even when Jack Neville arrived ot Grevfriars, it was
supposed that he only came to be a * looker-on in Vienna,'
as Temple, who was great on Shakespesre, put it. No one
connected him with' the secret “ dodge,” no one, that ia, who
waa not already in the secret, i

Long before the time fixed for the kick-off the ground was
erowded. Many seniors turned up, as woll as the juniors.

Jack Neville stood with the juniors in a long coat and a

hat, and no one even knew that he was in football garb.

Harry Wharton waited anxiously for the arrival of the
Hi%hchfﬁa.na,

Now that he had such & rod in pickle for them, he waa
afraid thot somethin might happen to prevent the match
after sll, and save the visitors from the big licking he in-
tended to give them.

But that was not to ba,

Pomsonby & Co., anticipating complets victory, and the
aumtzls;a of their precious scheme, were not likely to miss the
match.

There was a shout at last that the Highcliffs brake was
coming.

A little later the Highcliffe party arrived on the ground.

Ponsonby, Gadsby, Merton, Tunatall, Vavasour, and the
rest, with three young men, the youngest of whom was wol]
over twenty, compozad the partly

Harry Wharton met them FEG‘ itely enough.

As he did not };gal: know, officially, of Ponsonby's intention
to play the Old Boyd, he affected to regard them as fookers-
on who had come to see the match,

“ Hallo, here you are!” he exclaimed. “ You're just on
time, Ponsonby. But where are the rest of your team ?"

Ponsonby grinned,

“ My team are all here,” ho said.

“ You haven't eleven fellows "

“ My dear chap, where are your eves? said Vavasour
“There are twelve of us in all. Count again.”

¥ You ses,” said Ponsonby, “ we had your permission, Fou
rm{':'-arlt:'!:ﬁl‘, to play Old Boys, and here tﬁa;;' are."

“Let me introduce you to Gadsby major, and Vavasour
major, and Young," said Ponsonby, “0Old Boys of High:
cliffe, you know.”

The three men bowed. They were suppressing their
laughter. They evidently had what the juniors always called
the Higheliffe sense of honour, and saw nothing mesn in this
trick upon the Greyfriars fellows.

" (zlad to ses you,” sald Harry Wharton, sincerely enough.
He was glad to see the Higholife team there, to be
theroughly licked with the aid of the * pro.”

“Of course, you remember my mentioning the matter to
you. about cur playing Old Boys,” said Ponsonby, a little
puzzled by Harry's way of taking the matter. '

He had expected surprise, remonstrance, and indignation.
Heo saw nothing of these things. Hatry Wharton acted as if
it was the comumnonest thing in the world to Eiring thres
grown-up men upon a rival team 1o & junior match. )

A Splendid Tale of H Wh
D By FRANK HIGHADLon & Co.



“1I don't rememnber your putiing it exactly like that”
gaid Harry.

“¥oes, you remembor i

* You said fellows who had. been to Higheliffe and lefe.”

' Well, these chaps have been to Highcliffe and left.”

Wharten laughed.

“Oh, tt's all right, T don't ohject!
happy to play the Old Boys, an
them."

“"Why, yon bounder,” broke out Vavaseur, " you den't
mean to say that you think vou've got a chance.”

* Shut up, Vav !’ said Ponsonby.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

"1 think we've got a chance,” he said.
we've got & jolly good one.™

* Ha, ha, ha I'" roared Beb Cherry, unable to restrain his
mirth. Bob was slways a little demonstrative when there
wis 4 gpood johe going.

The ﬁighciil’ﬁans jooked at Bob in surprize. So far as they
cotld sew, the joke was up against Greyviriars, and there wasg
no oceazion fur Bob to be merry. But they did not know all
yet.

* Playwing your usual team " asked Ponsonby,

* ¥es, with one exception.”

Ponsonby made a hasty gesture.

“ No senlors,’”” he exclaimed, * seniors are barred. That
was the agreement.”

“ Oh, that's all right!” said Harry Wharton sweetly.
“We're keeping exactly to the agreement. That's all
screne.  The chap we're playing is an ouisider—a chap who
doesn't belong to the school at all.”

Ponsonby lookead o little uneasy,

Some of the Remove fellows looked puzzied now, they did
nct know what Harey Wharton was driving at.

“ Not an Old Boy " asked Gadsby.

T {}hr no J"‘

i (.1]_1,fa fellow from Friardale, I suppose ¥ asked Ponsonby
m relief,

*dust g0,

ALl right.”

" You've scen him before, so I needn’t introduce him,'"
;}mq! Hurry Wharton, making a sign {o Jack Neville. * Here
e 15,

Neville saluted the Highcliffe feliows gravely.

Ponsonby staggered bhack.

* Neville " he exclaimed.

*Jack Neville, the professional I’ cried Vavasour,

" The pro!™

" My hat!"

There was a roar of lavghter from the Removiics. They
i-:ntew all mow—they understood Harry Wharton's dodge at
aat,

Jack Neville was playing for Greyiriars!

That was the secret.

* Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors shimply reared,

The fages of the Highelithans were amusing to look at.
Ponsonby's jaw had dropped, end he was staring at Newville
fike a fish out of water. Vavasour was silent, He was
ulh-iiiy taken aback.

“ My hat V' said Gadsby.

Tha three Old Doys looked puzeled. They did not know
Jack MNeville, and did not yet realise the significance of his
plaving for Greyiriars.

“Wall, lot’s get to bizney,” suggested Gadsby major.

“ Certainly,’”” =aid Wharton. * We're ready.”

“ Hold on ! exclaimed Ponsonby. 1 object!™

Wharton looked hing in the eves,

*“You object to what?'’ he asked.

“To—to your playing Neville. He—he deesn't belong to
Grovirviars.”

“*Your Old Boys don't belong to Highelific.”

Ponzonby was stopped for the moment. But he went on.

“He's older—"

" He’s younger than any of your Old Boys.”

“ He's o league player ™ said Vavasour.

“ 1 suppose your Old Boys would be leaguo players i they
could,” grinmed Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

““Look here, he's—he's a professional 1" exclaimed Pon-
Eﬁhb].-‘. “Woe can't play against a professional. It wouldn™t
5-FT

“ He's not a professional in this match, and gate money is
not  taken,”” sald "Harry Wharton serenely. “He's an
amatour this afternoon, playing in o friendly match. You
can't get out of it that way, Poneonbi.”

“Get oput of it! What do you mean?"
Ponsonby furlously.

“1 mean what

We chall be very
wish vou had more of

“In fact, I think

gxclarmed
say,” replied Harry Wharton, looking at
him steadily. “ I you want plain English, T'll give it to
you. You played a low-down trick on ws, and you've been
beaten ot your own game. You tried to catch us napping,
and yow've been caught nppping yourself. We Lknew all
sbout your threa Old Boys, and we'se got Neville to back
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spectator. Play them, and we play our man. ¥You can't
squirm out of it any way. Cut the match if you like, and
let all the world know that you came here to play a mean
games, and ran awey because there was a chence of your
gotting the worst of 10" : ;

Ponsonby's fuce went white as he listened. Certainly it
was very plain English that Wharton was gh‘in-f him.

“Oh bhang 0! exelauned Gadsby major. " We're not
geing to run away now we've ¢ome, Pon. Play, of course!™

All the Highehiffians realised that there was nothing eise
io be dene, But their high hopes had sunk; their gorgeous
anticipations were gone, hey lined up for the mateh with
as much of their habitual swank as they could muster, but
wmwaridly they were in fear and trembling,

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Somethiog Like a Licking.

HE Higheliffe anticipations, which, from being a0 rf:-.‘ilj'
bad suddenly become so gloomy, were fully realised.
The Highclifie fellows knew how the pame would go
g goon 428 they had kicked off.

The ball onee rolling, the game was fast from the start.
The Greyfriars forwards attacied, and kept attacking.

The Highcliffiens were not up to Gre_‘.‘?riar& form. They
were an older team, but they were o team of slackera; they
did not have hall the practice or exercime necessary to keep
them in good form. With their grown-up allies, certainly,
they would have wiped up the ground with the juniors bLut
for the Greyfriars new recruit.

That altered everything.

Jack Neville was mu{:ﬁ more than a match for the three
Old Boys singly. Backed up by the Remove sleven, he wus
invineible,

For the Higholific-0ld Boys, powerful as they would have
been agringt o junior team, were nowhere against one of tho
finest forwards known to league foothall,

MNeville had a turn of speed, a keen and guick oyve, a surs
kick, that were miles shead of anything the Higheliffie Old
Boys had ever come in contact with,

In the first three minutes of the game Jack-had kicked the
first goal, leaving the Highcliffe team fairly standing.

A shout of ehoering and lsughter reng round the field.

Fellows were gathering from far and near to see the mateh.
Word had gone forth that Juck Neville, the famous Loam-
shire forward was playing on the Remove ground. Fellows
abandoned ceoveryvthing to come and sea Inm. The RBixth
Form even pcrstpﬂneg a match of their own to come and
watch MNeville.

He was worth watching, too.

Against such o team as the "Spurs he hed done well—very
well.  Apgainst such a team .as the Higheliffians he was like
Gulliver among the Lilliputians.

He simply made rings round them, as Bob Cherry
delightedly remarked. .

Through the Nzt half the ball was hardly ever in tho
home ground. The Higheliffe fellows bucked up sometimes,
the D‘Eg Boys making desperate efforts to retrigve, but it was
all in vain. .

Faic was against them.
wes hot to be cluded.

MNeville scored four goals, and then, from sheer mercy,

ave the Iligheliffians a it of & rest. But the lﬂ.u.gfling

movites didn't. They went on scoring, and a goal from
Herry Wharton was followed by one from Bob Cherry, and
ancther from Frank Nugent, and just on hall-time, Mark
Linley put in one more. )

Eight goals to nil was the score at the interval.

The nil wns not likely fo be altered, cither, Bob Cherry
declarced as he grinned and sucked a lemon,

“Oh, it's great!” said Nugent—* simply great!”

*“The greatfulness s terrific!” purred the Nabob of
Bhanipur, with good humour and satisfaction beaming [rom
hia dusky face. **The thankfulness to our worthy and
esteemed friend Neville is great.”

“Yes, rathor’

Jack Nevilla langhed.

“Oh, it's all right,” he said. *This is the best fun I've
ever had. T never saw chaps play footer as these fellows do,
either.”

*“Ha, ha, Lal!"

The whistle went, and the teams lined up for the sccond
half. It had been a gruelling half, and the Highchftians
came on panting stilll Even the Old Boys were Jooking
rather sickly, and it was easy to guess that they wished
themselves well out of the affair. But they could not get out
till the fnish now.

Juztice had overtzken them, and

us up. Leave them out, and Mr, Neville will remain o What the finish would be like was not doubtiul, The only
Tur MaguET L‘;:m;;‘rw.-—ﬂn. THE, 23
NEXT y ' 5 A Eplendld Tale of Harry Wharton
WEEK1 ALUHII'.I S L” I LE EHME a By FRANK RICHARDS % Co.



Ll

uestion wai, by what ridiculous margin of goasls would th
glia'l_mlirfu fellowa be beaten? " g ﬂ

Mine—ten—cloeven—twelva !

Twelve Is to mil !

FEvery fellow at Grepfriars was crammed round the
Hemove ground now, and the masters were seen watching
from their study windows, There was a rumour that even
the Head was looking on. Tf he was, he must have found
it amumn%. It was very funny to all but the Higheclifians.
But they felt like the victim in the fable—what was sport to
the others was death to them, But they had brought it
upon thomselves—and fellows who had got themselves into s
H!t'a}l'l& by mingled mceanness and swank, did not deserve
much sympathy,

They did not pet much. The Greyfriars erowd simply
roared with laughter as the goals piled up. The whele thing
kad become a joke.

Ponsonby desperately packed his goal, giving up eitacking.
Fut that served him little. Two more geals were added, and
It for the whistle going to mark the close of time, there
was no reason, 85 Bob Cherry remarked, why Jack Neville

Sus

Stanley Dare’s Coup—The Finmal Scene.

““Wa were watching them closely, captain,” rophed Dare;
“and I can assuro you that they by no means had so free
a hand as they imagined. You see, my object was to obtain
absolute proofs of their criminal acts and intentions, so that
they would have no loophole of escape. Had 1 denounced
them on mere suspicion, I might have spoilt thiz particular
achema of their willainy, but it is very doubtful if T could
have got a convicktion, and they would have been certain to
have commenced operations again in some now form.”

“ By the way,"” pursued the captain, ** I must cable to the
owners in London, if you have not already done s0."

A quesr smile pasaed ovor Stanley Dare's face.

“ Thare is a guestion which I have for a long time wished
to ask you with reference to the owners of the Princess Ida,”
ha satd. *° Measrs, Vardon, Traill, & Co., I think thoy call
tiromsalves ™'

“ That is the name of the firm."

* Well, have vou ever seen either Mr. Vardon or Mer.
Fraill since you have bean connectod with the firm 7' asked
Jara,

** Maver," replied the captain. ' T obtained command of
the Princess Ida two vears ago, but the person with whom [
have always <one business from first to last iz Mr
i"}brﬂ;'!mma at the City office. He i3 the owners' representa-
iva.

“ Ah, by this time T ex
interview with a Scotland
Iadged in a police-cell.”

“What! Old Abrahams?"

“ No ong olse. It may surprise vou to learn that the real
owners of the ship are Merivale and Vallery, and probably
Abrahams is the Co,  Messrs. Vardon & Traill imm no
existanco '

Old Captatn Dundas was so amazed at this statement that
he could only gasp out:
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should not have made his century—a remark that was
grected with great hilarity.

The sound of the final whistle was sweeter than the sweetest
musc to the ears of the Highelifiana, The play stopped, with
Greyfriars fourteon goals to nil, and the teams went off, ar,
rather, we should say, Greyfriats went off, and Highcliffe
crawled off. The Highelife players were uttorly done.
They simply crawled off the feld with bowed heads and
knceking knees.

Glad enough were Ponsonby & Co. to orawl into their brake

eclining the hospitality of Greyfriars—and get away.
They leflt Greyfriars roarving with laughter behind them, and
that afternoon the juniors could not make enough of Jack
Neville. There was a great tea-perty in the Remove Form-
room after the match, and the guest of honour, it need hardly
be said, was Harry Wharton's Pro.

THE END,

(Another splendid, long, Complete Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars
rext Fuesday, entitled: * Alonzo's Little Some,” by Frank Richards.
Order your " Magnet" Library in advance, Price One Panng,)
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INTRODUCTION.

Stanley Dare, the Boy Deteclive, i3 engapged by & dameless client ka
look after the safet
pleasure voyage oo boa |
occurred en board during recent voyages of this vessel, and Dare's client
ts fonl play. The young detective ships as a steward, and his friend,
Professor MacAndrew, comes on board at Marseilles. Between them they
soon discover that the ship's doctor : :
lptt;ng to kiil §liss Castleton by pn?is-nu. Lhe lives of the detective and his
riend are more than once attempted bi‘!tht two criminals, bat the foroer
are still alive to inform the police at
Dupdas of the Princess Ida,
terribly risky to give the scoundrels a froe hand for 20 long 7 " ¢ries Captain
Dundas, in horror.

yof o girl named Viclet Castleten, wha is going on a

the s.5. Princeéss Ida. Several deaths have

with a scoundrel named Merivale, are

alta, in the presence of Captain

all that they have discovered. * Was it not

(Now go on with the Story.)

“To think that there iz such wvillainy in the world! I
couldn't have belisved it—I couldn't have baliaved it!"

After 8 brief conversation with & police-inspector, who
was now in charge of the case officially, Dare, the Professor,
and Captain Dundas, drove down to the landing-place, and
while the two former engaged a shore-boat, the captain went
off to the shi;};‘!in his gig.

Dare and MacAndrew did not go at once on board the
Princess Tda, but bung off about a cable's length astern, wait-
ing for the captain to give the signal that had been agreed
upon between them.

_They had not long to wait. A Aag was hoisted up to tho
eignal yardarm, and then lowered again. The boat was
rowed alongside, and the young detective stepped briskly on

board the steamer, followed in a more leisurcly manner by
Profeszor Macindrew.

* Merivale i3 atill on shore,” said the captain to Dare:
“and Vallery is baving breakfast in the saloon.”

“ Late for breakfast!” commented Dare.

* He did net get on board until five o'elock this morning,”
replied the captain, ' and has not long been up.”

*“ A guilty consciance dossna seem to affect his appetite, or
hiz slumbers,” observed MacAndrew drily.

“ Will you slip down inte the saloon, captain,” said Dare,
* and hold "ufalier;'.' in conversation for about a quarter of an
hour, if possible?’

“ Certainly !"" replied the captain. ** Althot gh I zhall not
find it an easy task to treat him with civility.”

He stumped away aft, and as soon sa he had disappeared
down the companion-way, Dare whispersd to the professor:

“ Come along, Mac. Now is our time!"

Vallery's cabin door was locked, but Dare had provided
himself with a skeleton-key, and had it open in a couple of
seconds. There wae an inner <door leading to the surgery.
This waz not fastened, and they passed through.

I“ IE- that cabinet,” pursued Dare; & green bottle—ecut
glass !

Wharton & Co.
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The door of thy Eﬁbinat- bad to.be Forced open, but that
eould not be avoided, The %men bottle was thers. Mae-
Andrew took it from }h& shelf, and held it up to the light.
It was half-full of & thick liguid,

“ Phantom Death]” muttered the professor. “ An appro-
priate name!l'’

“I leave that In your charge, Mac,” said Dare. " We
musti;:vait until Mervale comes on board, and then for the
ool

They quitted the cabin, locking the deor again after them,
afte® which they kept out of eight until it was time to take
part in the final scene.

* e w r ¥ [ ] ¥ .

By halffpast one the majority of the passengers were back
on board, and it was ox .tefi that the ship would zail at
twﬁ o'clock A number ol them were in the saloon, Merivale
and Dr. Vallery among them,

The latier appear
BVET.

'“We are nearly sall on board again now,"” he was saying;
“hut T don't see our friend Professor MaoAndrew. Ile wﬁl
lose hiz passage, if he doesn't take care. I wonder what can
have become of him1" : y :

“ Very E::id of vo, doctor, tas tak' such an interest in m'y
wellare t yo heedna worry aboot me! I'm here, sale
and sound !

Vallery swung round, and at the sight of the professor he
grew deathly pale. Beads of perspiration broke out upifuen

his face. He essayed to speak, but no words camec from
tween his parched

But Merivale was o of sterner stuff than his associate.
After tho first look of startled surprise, s dangerous gleam
shone in his eyes. He moved quistly towards the door,

“ Lot no one pass. Guard “ET?{ eor!”

The voice was Stanley Dare's. He stepped into the saloon,
and the eves of all the ngers werp turned upon him,

“ Thiz iz Mr. Stanley Dare,” explained MacAndrew, *‘ the
famous young detective.' .

At the sight of him, "l."alleri dropped into a chdir and
voaned a5 one who admits that hope is gone. But Merivale's
and was stealing with a furtive motion to a side-pocket, and

the young det&ut.wai,djvimng his intention, acted Pmmpﬂj.

to be more boisterously genial than

' Bedze that men,”” he eried, ™ and disarm him "
At the worda half g dozen Maltese policemen, héaded by
an inspector, rushed into the saloon, before Barton Meri-

vale could get at his revolver, he was seized and handeufTed.
At the same moment Dr. Vallery was made a ﬁpﬂmnﬁr;

“T arrest you, Barton Merivale, and you, "Dr. Vallery, on

of attempted murder!” exclaimed the
warn you that ldmyt}ﬂng which you say
nd used in evidence agamst you "
allery raised his head and ﬁzlared at the young detective.

““Vou have béatén ua'’ he hissed; "*but had I known
sooner that it was yob we had to deel with, there would have
been & different andimi[tu this affair!”

The terrible snakelike glitter in Merivale’s eyes sent a
shiver through more than one person there present. Bo far
he had not uttered & word. Now he spoke. ‘

“ You will find it far cagier to make an accusation,” he
speered, ' than to prove it !” 2

“Hvery link in the ¢hain i complete,” replied Dare; " the
last being the bottle of poson, to which allery gave the
name of Phantom Desath !

thres zeparate chaf

inspector. ** And
may be taken down

] L] Ll L L L] ¥ #

At the senzational frial which followed in due eourse, Meri-
vale and Vallery webs convicted, and sentenced o penal
sorvitude for the terms of their natural lives. Abrahams was
sentonced to Tifteen years' penal servitude.

Dure's ancnymous client, who had started him on the trail
of the murder syndicate, proved to be a gentleman of high
position and congiderable wealth, who, haviog lost all those
who were dear to him, led a w:a.ndnrmi and restless life in
order to try and find forgetfulness for his sorrow. He had
been s sincera and devofed friend of Violet Castleton’s
mother, and now be watched over the girls welfare with
almost parental care. - .

It was at thiz gpentleman’s house on tha evening after their
return to Eng]sm%, that Dare gave a sketch of his adventures
to an intérested audience, Im which were included Violet
Castleton and the professor. :

“‘ Barton Merivale's share in the ﬁanﬂi?]l enterprise, which
might have assumed tremendous proportions,” said Dare, n
concluding his narrative, ** was, as a rula, to mix in ﬁﬂlﬂlﬁtﬁ
and make the first insidious advances to likely clients wit
relatives whom they wished to ‘ get rid of.” Moarivale, we
know, kept his connection with the ship & etrict secrvef, and,
indeed, Abrahams wes the only one who appeared openly in
the matier, and that simply as the owners' representative.
The final part of the diabolical work was carried out by
Vallery."

“ But for vour gkill and bravery, Mr. Dare,” exclaimed
Viclet Castleton, casting o glance of admiration and gratitude
at the young detective, * I should pot now be living I
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The Setting of a Ballling Case for Staoley Dare—The
Quarrel—Alone in London—The Letter—Elmwood Grange—
A Terrible Discovery—Arrested.

““¥ou have heard what I said !" exclaimed Jasper Marlowe
angrily. “I forbid you to hold any further communication
with Ruth Palgrave. You have been seen in her socict
many times of late, and this sort of philandering which will
end n:i what young fools call * felling in love,” must come to
an end,’”

“Buth Palgrave iz a lady,” replied Geoffrey Winficid
“and as modest as sl is beautiful”

“1 am guite aware of that!” snapped Jasper Marlowe.

““Then, sir, what is your objection to my spending an
pecasional hour in her society I demanded thé young man.

“That is enough!"” cricd Jasper Marlows, his hard, stern
fertures growing harder and morve severe. * When I 1-'a.|';i
that you are to do = thing, you must do it! 8till, I will te
you the reason of my cbjection to her. Years ago her father
did me an mmjury which 1 shall never fl.'.ll'g]ﬂt- nor forgive while
life lasts, 1 hate him! 1 hate all who bear his name!
Sooner than see you mated to his daughter, I would banish
vou from my house and let you starve in the strests. MNow
you know my reasoms, you can sit down and write to her,
saving that for the future you and she had better be
stramgers,” ;

“1 shall do nothing of the sort,’” replied Geoffrey Winfield
quietly but firmly.

They were fateful words, and although neither the old man
nor the young onc could possibly have guessed it, were
frought indirectly with terrible consequences. For o few
moments after they were spoken, a deathhk® silence fell upon
the room. Jasper Marlowe, the master of Elmwood Grange,
a hard, passionate man, who could brook no contradiction,
no interference with any plan which it was his desire should
be carricd out, faced his young companion with such a look
of fury blazing in his eyes that Geoffrey Winfield shrank
away from him.

“You brat!” he hissed. “ Will you defy me? I am your
guardian. I have given you shelter under my roof, fed you,
educated you, clothed you, everisince the death of your
parents in India, ten yearm ago. 'You were left’ o penbiless
orphan, "and for the sake of your father, who was my friend,
I brought you up. And this ia your gratitude. You !’nrfat
the debt you owe mé—you forget the obedicnee which iz due
from you to me.” _ : :

“I do not forgot it, sir,” replied Geoffrey, his handsome,
manly face Aushing at the words which had been fAung at
him. ~ * And you mistake if you think thet I am noet grateful
for all the kindness you have shown me. I am deeply grate-
ful, sir. But I am no longer a child,. In this matter—"

““In this matter you will cbey me,’” interrupted Jaeper
Marlowe coldly, *“or take the consequences.’”

Geoffrey Winfield's eyes flashed indignavtly when he
thought of the girl for whom he had a far warmey fceling
than mere friendship being referred to inm such a manner,
but he kept his temper with an effort.

“T. pannot understand, sir,” he smid, * that an act com-
mitted by Miss Palgrave's father before she was born, should
affect the friendship existing between Ruth and myeell.”

“Oh, you don't, eh?" snee Jasper Marlowe, his passion
once more getting the botter of his judgment.  * Well, listen.
I had meant to make you my heir, leave all my property to
you, but unless your acguaintance with this girl ceases from
this day, I will turn you out of my house. ¥ou shail face
the world a penniless outeast. Do you hear? A begpar!
MNow, for the last time, will you do as I order youi”

“J am sorry,eir,” replied Geoffreyp, still quietly, but firmly,
“ but I cannot.” .

“Then go!"” thundered Marlowe, snatching.up a riding-
whip from the table, and in his blind and unreasoning fury

PERNY.

th¢ :‘: Nagnet z

’&ﬁu '
BRARY,

—

making a savage cut &t the young fellow,
“Qmit my house at once, and never dare to croms the
threshold #gein! The clothes that you stand up in I will

make vou a present of, but you shall teke mthm% glae, You
have no claim to ﬂﬁﬁ]]lﬂ% elsc. Go, and starve!”

His fare was distorled with passion; his cyes glared
menacingly. ‘With outstretched hand he pointed to the deor,

Gooffrey Winfield looked at him for a moment as though
he could not believe that the words he had heard were spoken
in earnest. Then, without another weord, he turned and
quitted the room, passed through the great hall of the cld
house, and out through the open docr into the grounds.

The gardener lived at the lodge, -and he touched iis cap
reapect.?u]l}' as Geoffrcy passed, but the latter was hardly
congeioua of his presence. His bran was in & whirl, for he
was scarccly vet able to realisc that from thie moment he
was a2 homeless wanderer—another one added to the grext
armny who had to fight the world in the hard strugy'c fer
existonce. o
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As he walled rapidly along the road in the divection of tha
railway-skation, the gardener looked after him and shook his
head wenderingly. .

" What can be wrong with Master Geoffrey 7" he mug-
tered. *It’a the first {ime he's ever passed me without a
choery, word, if it was only ‘good-morning,” or *gaod-
aftornoon.'  Rut he didn't seem to sce me, although he might
ha' touehed me if he'd put out his hand. And there was a
guaer look in his oyes, and his face was pale. I can't make
it out. It's queer—very queer-indeed.”

Having thus communed with himself, tho pardener furned
EE&ETE into the lodge and sat down again to his interrupted

a.

Meanwhile Geoffrey Winfield” had strode down the road
with only one definite thought in hiz head—that be should get
right away from the nsighbourhood at once. He eould write
afterwards to Ruth Palgrave to tell her what had happened,
h“.t.,h“ decided not to ace her—at least, not on that day. Tt
migitt evan happen that he would never see her again; and
thus, in an indirect manmer, his guardian would bring about
what he had desired aftee all, for as & penniless outcast,
Geoltrey felt that he no longer had the right to claim friend-
ehip with a b&aufifutfiri i Ruth Palgrave's position.

ith many confused thoughts secthing his brain, Geoffrey
ab length reached the little country station of Saintbury. He
had about two pounds in his pocket, and as he paused in
front of the booking-office window, he romembered that he
had not yet decided where to go.

A coupls of farmers standing near him were talking of
gnu}% up to “Lunnon,™ and it seemod to the young fellow
that London was the hest El&fr& for him. He would now have
to earn his own living, and in the great city there would ba a
better chance of obtaining employment than elsowhore.

_This, at least, was hiz idea, but he had yet to learn by
bitter expericnce what a mistaken idea it was. Ilitherto his
visits to London had been-brief and pleasant helidays, when
ho had moncy to spend on enjoyment, and saw only the
bright side of the gay city. He had vet to ses the sordid,
the evil, the poverty-stricken side where, daily, men and
wimen, who would willingly lead an honest, elean-living Lifs,
had to succumb to the awful pressurs of hunger, want, and
temptation.

He booked to London, and arrived at London DBridge
terminua from the little Sussex villaga two hours later. Tt
wad then might, o'clock 1o the evening, a drizzling rain was
falling, and the clocks striking the hour sounded mournfully
through the night, as though thoy wers tolling the knell to
all hia hopes and happinoss.

The railway fare hod taken seven shillings from his slendor
stock of money, and it behoved him to be careful of the ro-
mainder. Where to go for cheap and respectable lodginga
he had not the slightest ides, so in his dilemma he applied
for information on the point from a policeman.

The officer of the law glanced at him curiously, for
Geofiroy Winfield was well dressed, and had tho appearanco
of a smart young country squire. However, a London police-
man i3 not cagily surprised, no matter what may come under
his notice, and this particular one was able to give Geoffrey
tha information he reguired.

He directed him to a house in the Southwark Bridge Road,
whero ths landlady tock in lodgers at a reasonable rate, and
thither the young fellow took his way. His companions at
supper that night were men of the artisan class, somo in
amployment, and some not. From them he learnt the un-
pleasant truth, that a man who has not a trade or calling of
some description at his fingers’ ends, has a very small chaneo
of obtaining work in London, unless ha hikes to turn to that
refugs of the destitute—carry a sandwich-board !

& = & + r - ' "

Three woska had passed, and Ceoffrey Winfield waa still
without any regular employment. He had answered in-
namerable advertisements, and interviewed several smployera
o’ labour,” but his lack of experience went against him in
vrary case. A young man who had lived an idle.lifa until
he was tweniy, without having made any sttempt until then
to earn his lLivelihopd, was not the sort of person required.
Employers locked at him askance. - He may have met with
misfortune, but it was far more likely, they reflected, that
he was a no'cr-do-well, who had been forced to leave home
by reason of some wrong-doing.

True, Gooffrey liad obtained three days’ work during a
prossura of business at a riverside warchouse, and but for the
moncy carncd on thet ocecasion, he would have been obliged
to quit his lodgings days ago, for the landlady gave no
eredit.

“Them as can't pey,” she used to make clear to avery
freah lodger, **'as to go. It wouldn't be fair to the others to
let "em stop. My charges is reasonzble, but I eouldn’t lkeop
"o down to that level if I 'ad any bad debta.” )

This scemed reasonable enough, and the lodgers acquicsced
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in that arrangement, which, indeed, they had to, whether
they liked it or not.

On the evening of his twenty-first day in this lodging-
house, Geoffrey réturned after 2 long and unsuccessful search
for employment and with only a Bhiili:‘:g] now left in the
werld, when the landlady handed him a letter bearing the
Saintbury postmark. :

'Ope there's some good news in it said the woman, as
she notieed Geoffeey’s look of surprise when be took e
mizsiva from her.

“Thank you, Mra, Brown" replied he, 25 he went up io
his bed-room to read the letter, having no intention of satisfy-
inf:;r her curiosity as to what its contents might be.

he letter was from his guardian, and ran as follows:

“ Dear Geofirey,~I am sorry that we should have guar.
refiled. I bave no relatives—mo one but you in the world,
Come back to the Granee to-morrow, some time after oirhi
in the evening, as [ shaﬁ ba out all day, and lot us talk ihiis
mattcr over again. JASPER MARLOWE,

“P.8. -1 enclose a postal-order for ten shillings to pay
vour fara, as you may be short of money.”

The letter was written in his guardian’s usual ﬂfhru?t Rty lo,
and it waz in his hendwritinz, otherwise he could hardly havo
belicved that he would be the first to make advances towards
& rveconciliation,

It did not strike him as strange that Jasper Marlowe should
know hiz present address, for he had written to Ruth
Pulgrave, from whom his guardian might have obtained if,
though that seemed scarcely probable; and he had also sent
it to the gardener, in order that any letters which came for
him- to the Grange might be forwarded. ]

Geoffrey did not reply to the letter, for it was now late,
and it would not be delivered at Elmwood Grange until
aleven o'elock on the following morning, after his guardizn
had gone out for the day.

The postal-order, he noticed, bore the Horsham postmark—
a fact which surprised him somewhat, as it wos & town which
Jasper Marlowe seldom visited. In an absentmiinded way ho
serawled down the number of the order on the top of the
letbor, It waa 775,321,

The noxt morning and afternoon went by slowly enough,
and he was glad when he found himself in-the six o'clock
down train, which was timed to reach SBaintbury at 7.45 p.m.

He sincerely hoped that he eould become reconciled to Ins
guardian, quite spart from any consideration of possible
henefit in the future; for Jaspar Marlowe had stood i the
placo of a father to him, and, despite his harsh and passioi-
nto naturo, Geoffrey had really a very strong aflection for
him. .

It was a few minoutes after cight o'clock when Geoffrey
Winfield walked down the well-remembered drive which led
from the lodge gates to the front end of the house. On
reaching the portico, he found the front door standing wide
open, but as it.f was o mild autumn evening, he thought
nothing of this fact. . o :

Nungewunts wore visible, hut this again did not surprice
him. Jasper Marlowe was eccentric, and would only allow
two to slesp on the premises—an 1::1{!‘ housekeeper, slightly
deaf, and a man who combined the duties of butler and valet.
The gardener lived at the lodge, and the other three servants
lived at their homes in the village, usvally quitting the Grang-
at soven o'clock every evening, unless there was some apecial
roerzon for their remaining. .

Geoffrey had noticed n.ag:hﬁ came along the drive that thers
was a light in the library window; and, supposing that his
uncle was thers, he ascended the staira, without troubling
to ring for sither of the servants, and knocked at the door,
There was no responsa.

He knocked again. Still there was no reply; so he opencd
the deor and stepped into the room. There was a reading-
lmnp upon the ta.%]a. and an armchair was pushed slightly
back, as it would be naturally on a person rising from the
geat,

With a quick glance Geoffrey took in these signs of th
recant occupation of the recom; and then his eyes fell upon
the form of a man Iying at full langth on the fBoor at the
further side of the table. It was Jasper Marlowe, and the
light falling on his face showed it to be ghastly white and
drawn, while the tightly-clenched lips were of an ashen-grey
colour.

With an exclamation of dismay, Geoffrey ran forward and
knalt by his guardian’s side, calling him by name, and asking
what had happened—though forgetting in his exscitement
that no answer could be given by one who was unconacious,

But was it only a temporary wunconscicusness?  Ho
asxamined his features more closely. He felt his pulse; ho
placed his hkand over his heart. Then the termble truth
foroed itself upon him. He staggered to his feet with a cry
of I:-:i-jrmdr. Thers could be no doubt of the fact—his guardian
was doad |
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Rushing acroszs the room to the fireplace, he rang & loud
peal on the bell to summon either the housekecper or Baxter,
the valet-butlee. But hardly had he done so when the lamp,
which was now behind hini, was suddonly extinguished, and
& man's arm was holding hin in a vice-like grip.

He ztruggled fercely, and emdeavoured to coll out:; buf
something nard was pressed apgainst his nostrils, a fnint,
seculiar odour permeated the room, and in a few seconds he

CAITG URCONESCIOLS,

_A dark figure bent over him for & moment as he dropped
lunply on to the floor; then ancther dark form appeared,
though hardly visible in the gloom. Each moved with the
silence of phantoms.

Then suddenly a loud ery for help rang out on the silence
of the night, followed hy a blood-curdling shriek that was
heard right away at the lodga-gates. Then silence fell g aln,
to be broken prezemtly by the tramp of hareying feet along
the gravel drive, and the scund of men's voices calling out,
snd asking the gquestion which none could answer:

“ What hasa hup}i:ene-:i? What has: happened "

Fully an hour elapsed before Geoffrey regained conscious-
ness; and then, with a dared snd bewildered look, he strug-
pled to his feet and gazed about him, As vet he could emly
recall in the vaguest manrer what had happened. He was
still in the library, which was half-flled with men, some of
them strangers. On a ecouech a rug wes covered over some-
thing that lay there motionless and silent. The outline sug-
gested o human body. Then he remembered,

A police-inspector ﬂﬂigwd slowly neress the rcom and
tuuci}‘ml him on the shoulder.

“* Geoffrey Winfield,” he said, T arrest you for the wilful

ﬂ”f:rdﬁr of Mr. Jasper Marlowe 1"
. Arrest me ! pasped Geoffrey, gazing at the police-officer,
in horror and amazement. ‘“And for the murder of my
guardian! Ohb, vou are making a terrible mistake! When
I entered the library I found him lying on the Agor—dead
ever then, ] have reazon to believe. I rang the bell to give
the alsrm, when the light was suddenly extinguished, an
unseen asseilant flung  himself upon me, and from that
moment I romembered no mere until I recoversd conscious
ness just now,"

EE:]'E u;-simr:-mr shook his head gravely,
i I wish 1t was possible to believe your story,” he said:

but we ean’t go against facts. Here are the evidences of
vour strugelo—Mr, Marlows's cry for help, which was heard
at the ledige; the bruite on vour forehead, where he siruck
vou down, probably in his death-a ony ; a ring of vours found
on the Hoor by Mr. Marlowe's side and, lastly, these, which
were found in your pocket.” ' ’

He held up three Bank of England notes for ten poinds
each, witich it was known had been received by Jasper Mar-
lowa that very morning from one of his tenants.

“T know nothing about the notes,” began Geoffrey: but
before he could enter into any explanation ﬁm ingpector inter-
rupted him again,

" You bad better not make any further statements now,”
i‘!guﬁfld. ‘.r"'uE:.irf! ]E: is my duty to warn you that nnfthi:;g
'atimgﬂf:] 't.‘ﬂﬁfi‘_"" taken down and used in evidenco against you

e planeed at a comstable, who took a pair of handeufis
from his pocket and snaplaad them on Gauﬁrgy’ﬁ wrists. Theﬁﬁ
':_I]a: ::limm:ant ﬂct1mﬂnf what I%UkEd like a foul conspiracy was

larched away a prisoner, and .in ignominy, fror
which for o long had been his ':Iwm%. TR Ok o

About three o'clock on Lk -1 e
Dira, the Tarnis o the following alferncon, Stanley
detective, was seated In
his offico, when there -
was A knock at the
door, and in answer to
his  shouted ‘t‘i[!{:me
in!" & young and ve
pretty g?rl -l:ngt!.!red+ i

Dare sprang to his
feet and handed her o
chatr. He noticed that
lier face was pale and
snxwous-looking, and
her  eyes were grief-
lnden and tmubieﬁ.

“ My name 1= Ruth
FPalgrave,” she began at
Orc, “1 have come
up from Saintbury to
ask  your adviee and
assisbanoe—""

“On hehalf of Mr
Geolfroy Winfield ¥
said Pare, interrupting
b

The pirl locked at
him in surprise, and
Hushed slightly,
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“ Yee ' she replied. * But Low could you have posuibly
guessed that?’

- Papdon me,”’ returned Darve, ' I never make guesses. A
dotective who wishes to maintain his reputation must not io-
dulge in guesework. I have read in the evening papers just now
—zome of them come cut in London at eleven o'clock in the
morning, by the way—of the supposed murder of Jasper Mar-
lowe at Elmwood Grange last night. It states that Geolfrey
Winfield has been arrested on a charge of having committed
the crime; and, judping from the facts as set forth in the
papers, the evidenes is very strong against hum."

“But I am certain that he is innocent!” exclaimed the
girl warmly. * Geolfrey would not, could not, commit such
an awful erime. You have had cases before now, Mr. Dare,
whers an innocent man has been falsely accuged I

“T have" aaid Darve. ** Of course, in this case, I am only
—at present—able to go on what I have read i the papers
Poscibly vou may be able to give me some fuether informa-
tion, which has not vet been made public. And, pardon me
—'" Dara hesitated, then went on. " You will under-
stand I am not asking out of mere idle curiosity, but becauss
it may be necessavy that I should know. Are you engaged
te be married to Mr. Geoffrey Winfield?"

Rath Palgrave blushed &nd shook her head.

“We are not engaged,” she replicd. " I —that is--we are

reat friends. I respect and admire Geoffrey—Mr. Winfield,

mean—very much; and I would do anything in the world
to assistk ham in his trouble. 1 have money of my own,
wliich I can use as I think best, so that your fees—-"

“We need not bother nhout the gquestion of fees now,
Miss Palgrave,” intorrupted Dare, * But if you don't mind,
I chould like you fo give me all the information you
possess that has any bearing on the case."

Iuth Palgrave immediately gave him an account of
Geoffrey’s quarrel with his guardian, und the reason of if,
together with the particulars of Geoffrey’s life in Londopn—
so far as she knew them, the receipt of the letter, his yeturn,
and the subscquent terrible events in the library of Elinwood
Grange.

" The actual cause of Mr. Marlowe's death sppears to be
a myetery,” she concluded, ** for no marks of violence have
beeu found upon him. But, strungely enough, Geoffrey does
pear marks of wviclence—at least, one mark, There ia a
bruise on his forehead which ho eannot wecount for, as he
has no recollection of having received a blow; but there was
a heavy stick Iying on the floor between them, and the police
theory is that Mr. Marlowe struck him in self-defence, and
then fell down dead immediately afterwards®

“ As there are no marks of viclence on Jasper Marlowe's
boddy,” eand Pare, “death mey have been due to heart
Jdiseaze, The excitement of a struggle i

U But there was no struggle,” interposed Ruth Palgrave,
with decision. ** And the doctor says that My, Marlowe was
i a perfectly healthy condition, for he examined him about
a month agoe, when he effected an insurance on his life.”

" That is very im;{{}m:lt,“ sald Dare, ' but unfortunately
it would go against Winfield rather then in his favour. You
have nothing more {o tell me, Misy Palgrave?™

" 1 believe I have told you everything,’” replied the girl.

Stanley Dare opened o time-tahle,

© The next train to Baintbury js at ten minutes to five,"

44

he said. 1 will pack
a porbmanteau, and
then we will take =&
caly  over to  Lorndon

Bridpe Station.”

“You wili take up
the case, then, Mr.
Dare?" exclaimed Ruth
Palgrave,

" Undoubtedly "' vo-

=

s e i
[ Hz{r 1] E 2 ﬂ::!d t]leh_:i::;ung datee-
i, £y 15 an
U S ITi ﬂﬁ'ME' element  of  myetery
The funny merchant of about 1t that las
Greyfriars has his own arouwsed my infeorest, If
peculiar sense of humour, Mr., Winfield is inno-
ang | thiok that your zp- cent, Mizs Dalgrave,

he i= the victim of as
villainens a scheme as
ever mortal man woe

preciation of
"ALONZO'S LITTLE GAME "

will make you laugh. enfangled in — con-
cocted, too, by masters
of the darkest branchea
il 4 of ¢rime.™
'__'—-ﬁ. -.h""\-. ’
4‘0 s L (dnother  instalment of
thiv  wplendid  Deteetive

afvrty next Tuesday.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER,

In which Mr. Squash begins as he means to go on, and
makes a peaceful expedition, which ends with a bull and a
batile,

- OIRE—foira! Waks up, will ye? Ye'll be burned

in ver beds, all av ye! Wake up "
It was the Arst morming of the new term, and
Master Peter Hogan, awakened for the first time in his life
by tho clang of the rising-bell, sprang out of bel in a state
of great sxeitoment.

* It's foire, Ot till ye!" he shouted, as he caught his foot
under the loose carpel, and went spinning across the room,
and alighted with some force on Bob Redding's bed.

It is doubtful if any of the 3t, Basil's boys had aver been
known befors to make such good time in getting out of Led.

“Fiye! Where's the fire?"” demanded Megson.

l” Don't smell anything burnipg,” said Courtfield, sniffing
tho aor.

* Who told you there was a fire?" asked Redding.

Hogan, the cauvse of the excitoment, was dashing about the
room, husthing on his clothes,

“"Twas the bell—the foire-bell!

slape 1" he cried.
* The bell?”

“Idiet " said Courtheld.

*“Ags! Dolt! FPig!" chorused everybody.

Hogan looked round in bewildermont.

“* Phwat's the matter® he asked.

“ The matter is that there isn't anything the matter,”
roptied Redding. * That bell isn"t a firs-alarm, you donkey!
It's the getting-up bell.™

00 don't think Ob understand.”

':11"mld you It was the getling-up bell—the Lell to get up
with.

“ Phwat is it you want to get up with a bell for?" asked
logan innocently.

* Beeause—because——  Oh, go and sat coke!
bother me !’ said Redding angrily.

Hogan sat on the edge of his bed, seratching his head.

He was a big, locsely-made sort of boy, with & flaming head
of red hair, and a flat, good-humoured, freckled facs,

He had enly come down to St. Basil's the previous evening,
and it was not to be expected that he would know much about
ltﬁﬁva:;& and Eu&-%ﬂl‘llﬂ. Fii -

ogan was only. one of the several chaoges that had come
to Si.:_ Eflsii;s t%ﬁiia term. 5

" Foulger’s House " was * Foulger's House " ne longer.
That master had left St. Basil's fﬁrge"fﬂr, g
~ There was a new master to take his place. He came early
in the afternoon. The doctor brought him over to the
House, and introduced him.

Mr. Jopling—for so ha was called—was a very big man,
with a very soft, low voice, and a'gentle manner. He shook
handsﬂ“:n:r:‘giy with E'ur«la!ry boy i:& t!ﬁg Hﬁua-e.ﬁi;:édraaiddhe was
sure tha were all poing to var riends, and
that he ho that they Ei':adgmme back It-{}gsc:hml wiﬂ?’ their
minds mads up te apply themselves to their studies with
diligencs.

In spite of his gentle, persuasive manner, Mr. Jopling soon
proved -that he meant to put up with no nonsense ft was
Megson who put him to the test, and it was Megaon who
auffared.

It was the evening prep., and Mr. Jopling waa sitting with
hiz long legs crossed, and lis hands laﬁlladg placidly ingfmnt
of him, when suddenly something whizzed by within an inch
of his nose,
h'r_h.en. Sé:m;iathing hit lﬂml wall just behind Mr .]'ﬁ]f“ngrs
chair, and he got up slowly, and, adjusting his eye- .
examined the ¢ jectpcarefuﬁyﬁ I e e

A piceo of paper, or some similar substance, that has been

considerably masticated,” he remarked to himself, in an
sudible tono of voice.

It woke me up from my

Don't

Than he faced round to tha class.

“ My friends," he said, sweetly and amoothly, * which
among you propelled that missile? _

Silenca followed, as a matter of course: but My, Jopling
was nobt to bo daunted. )

' My evesight is not good,” he said, *° but it ravely deceivos
me. That amall boy, the last but thres on the second form,
will be kind snough to stand up.”

Megson stood up, looking the picture of misery.

“* You threw a prece of paper just now, Megson,'
Mr. Jopling sweetly,

Mepson mumbled something in an undertono. )

“ 1}o vou consider it gentlemanly to throw pieces of masti-
cated blotting-paper?’ asked Mr. Jopling.

Still no veply from Megson.

“1am afmici” said Mr. Jopling sadly, ** that your manners
have been somewhat neglected, and 1t will be my earnest
endeavour to improve them. Megson, my friend, you will
write out for me: *It i3 ‘ungentlemanly to throw masticated
blotting-paper at all times, and most espacially during hours
that should be davoted entirely to study.” You will make a
note of that sentence, Megson, if you please; and, as I should
like to impress it on vour momory, I shall be glad if you will
write it out five hundred times, and let me have it after
sehool the day after to-morrow.  “ I like,” said Mr. Jopling,
siiling sweetly, ** to begin as I ?rnpﬂaa to go on.” .

“What did I tell you?* asked Redding that nmight in bed.

“He's a holy terror!” said Megson. "I was pever so
disappointsd in anyone in all my lifa 1™

o li'q{l; he took you a bit by surprise—[airly squashed you—
sh?" said Courtfield. : :

““I think that ia rather a pood name for him," sail Red-
ding thoughtfully. * He does seem to sguash vou. First he
squaszhos you with his politeness and his long words, and then
he gives vou an imposition which fairly flattens you out.”

And so in this way Mr, Jopling got the name of ** Squash,"
which stuck to him all the time he remained at 3t. Dasil's,

Mr. Squash had a hobby. He was a red-hot entomologist.
Ha had brought a great case with him to St. Basil's, and ona
day lhe asked Redding if he would like to come in and see
his collection.

The caza contained a great number of shallow drawers, and
sach draw was filled with all sorts and descriptions of butter-
Hiea and moths. _

**I have heard,”” said Mr. S3quash, *' that this part of the
country 1s very rich in lepidoptera.” . .

*Vaory," said ding, who hadn't the faintest dea what
lepidoptera might be.

Mr. 8quash rubbed his hands.

“ Wa will take a little oxcursion. Let mo sse. To-morrow
witl be Wednesday. To-morrow afterncon vou and I will go
on a little excursion, and you will show me all the best spots
yvou know."

“ Of course!"" said Redding.

* Possibly one might secure specimens of the smerinthus
populi, the bombyx quercusz, and the crataegi?'” asked Mr
Sruash.

“ Any amount [ said Redding.
placae !

* Goodness only knows what he waz driving at!”" be said
to Courtfield afterwards. * He asked me if there were many
leopards about these parts, and he seemed quite pleased when
T told Lim there ware lots.™

“T wonder if bulls would suit him as well?' said Court
field thouphtfully.

“ 1 see that Farmer Jackson has stuck up a notice in his
fiald, * Boware of the bull!' ™ said Redding.

“I don't mind if I come, too. I've seen that bull. He is
a great black beast, and directly he sees anything he rushes
at it. I think it"ought to suit Squash as well as any leopard.”

20 early the following afterncon the three set out, Mr.
Squash carrying a green gavze butterfiy-net in one hand, and
& specimen-case, 1n which to place his captives, in the othor,

When they got into the lane that led to Jackson's farm,

r. Squash started in pursuit of a butterfly, which, after
leading him a dance for about a quarter of an hour, at last
evaded him, and got safely away.

“Tt was a very fine specimen of the rare chocolate tip,”
said Mr. Bguash, wiping the perspiration from his brow,
“1 am greatly disappointed.”

Mr. Squash’s chase had brought them to the fisld. and in
the excitement the notice-board with the warning about the
bull had quite eseaped his notice.

“1 have seen many of those chocolate drops in this held,”
szid Redding.

“ Tipa!"" corrected Mr. SBguaszh. " But, indeed, have vou
seon soma in this field?” he continued, mounting on to the
top of the gate. ** Then I must ind try my luck!" he
aaid, climbing down on the other side

“T am afraid that it 1z trespassing!"' said Courtfeld.
(Continued on Page Iv. of Cover.)
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