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THF FIRST CHAPTER.
On His Neck!
ALT. WHOM IT MAY
CONCERN S
S NOTICE !
¢ Apo fellow talking ericket in this
steniy will be forthwith eiected OX
HIs NECT.
@ siened, H. Waastox (Capl,
Bemove),”

&1 'i'{"}

Uit neotiee, 10 big lotters on a bax
ehoer of cardboard, was panned in a
prontinent po-ition on the door of Nao.
1 Study 1n the Bemove at Grevkriars,

Fellaws who passed up and down
the Boemove passage read it and
srapred ot oot :1I1ri] ¢haekled.

Some of them frowned ; some wers
fudiznant ;. some  sniffed:  but  the
nutjarity of  them  only  chuckled.
Thay naderztood the foelingz of Harry
Wharton, the captain of the Bemove—
the Lower Fourth Form at Groviriars
School, Ther knew, too, that Harry
YWharton meant busziness; and that
anv [ellow who started the forbidden
topic in Noo 1 Biwdy would be in
imninent dunger of leaving that-study
sucdenly * on his neck,”

The case was simple. TFootballs
having been put away for another
season, and crickel roigning supreme
at Groviviars, the Remove fellows
wrre tatking ericker, and thinking
cricket, and almoat eating and

drinking ericket.,  And i the

cricket  world—:n  fur as the

Juntars of Grepfriars were cons
Mo 273,
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~

corned -—there was one  Jortheeminz
cvent of the first sporbuines—one
event that cast all wihoes into  the
chadow—and that was the Dsboee

hotween Gregfriacs Remove and the
junors of Bt Jim’=. ;
Ciler matterz might oecnpy other

[ hoads, Fellows could taik of county

inatehet-—of  thé  erizia o eounty
cricket.  ®ixth Form chaps could dis
cuss list-eleven matchos seriously and
solommly~but the Remove, like Gallin
in the judgment-soat. weve taveless of
euch things. The Remove feliows
know that the great evemt of the
erickol frason was the junior match
hetweon the Remeove and the S

im's juniors.
) L “_133 veally an important mateh.
The Remove were a ericketing Form,
45 thev proudly announced on  all
geeasions.  ‘There was a Junior Eleven
‘at Crreviviars, formed from the Upper

urth and the Shell.  But  the
Egnmre. the Lower Fourth., had
besken them hollew muny a time and
oft : ancl e Remove pavdonably con-
sideved themselves asz the
champions of the jumor
jortion of Gregfriare—
the vegular Junior Eleven
wat  nowhere ik comne

arison.

The BRemove had fixtnres
which the Junior Eleven
could not have undertaken
—and they brought them
off with suecess. It waas
chiefly «due to  Harry
Wharton. the captain ol
the Form, who had
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worked like a lwonse in the good cavse, and made the other
frilows worl like o team of horses,

ut there were cortain drawbacks in being captain of the
cricket oleven in w lower Form—or in any Form—for that
FHE AL

Every fellow wiw knew just cnough about ericket to fake
Il of the rixhi cmd of 8 bat, was lirmly convineed thar he
wus fully nmitim:] to play in the eleven; and that he was only
vecinded therefvom by crass ignorance or persenal jealousy on
e part of ibe skipner.,

Az the date of the 8t Jim"a mateh came round, Haivy
Wharton and his committee were simply besieged by fellows
who knew perfectly well that they were specially hitted by
pature to keep afloat the colours of Greyirinrs. .

I'he Bt. Jim's match was a specinlly important one. St
Jiny's juniors were known to be very " hot stuff ; and the
match was certain to bhe a herdly-contested one. Then, as
$t. Jim's was at o pood Histance, and o visit there necessitatod
s long railway jonrney, the members of the cleven weore
pranted a whole ll-:rlid}i'tj for the occasion, inatead of the
usual half. And a whale holiday, a long journey, and enter-
tainment ot o scheol famous for its ﬁo&pita.]ity, natuvally
appealed to tho fellows. The whole Remove, a2 one man,
wanted to po; and Wharton received many ﬂ’atte*rmg offcrs
from members of the Upper Fourth and the Shell to back bhin

up in that important match, .
but firmly declined.

All of which Wharton gﬂlihﬂ i
It was @ Remove match--he had made the fixtnrn himself—
Besides, as he

aidd he meant to keep it tor the Remove.
xplained with prest courtesy to Hobson of the Shell and
Temple of the Fourth, they were going over to St. Jim's to
play cricket—na game which, zently hinted, was imperfectly
undeyatood in the 8Shell and the Fourth, where marbles -or
hopeseoteh would be move the thing.

{‘u']mrtﬂn was much exercised in hia mind about tha -om-
position of the Remnove eleven for that great match. Ha had
plenty of pood material, and the difficnlty was to cheose.
And as the list of the eleven was not posted up, the hopes
of the outsiders wero kept alive. _

Hence a constant stream of ambitious ericketers going 1o
and from Wharton's study, till the captain of the Remove was
sumost talked and argued to extinetion. _

Henee, again, the notice pinned up on Wharton's duor; that
wiy fellow who talked cricket again in his study would leave
ihal famous apartment f°on his neck.”

Aftor school on Tuesday—the doy beforo the preak match—
Ifarry Wharten and his ﬂgLIfHR had met in the study in solemn
conelove.

They were going to make up the final list of the gleven.
(M course. some places were assured from the start; there
conld not he any question about them, Hurree Jamset Eawm
Sinch, for instatice, was a demon bowler, and the team could
not be eomplete without the dusky nabob. Bob Cherry wasz a
wreat bat; Johnny Bull was a stonewaller of unfmilg re-
lizbility; Frank Nugent was unequalled in the field. Hany
Wharton himself was o splendid bat; Mark Linley, tho
T.ancushive lad, was a good allround cricketer, ond Tom
Brown, the New Zealander, was one of the best. TDulstrode,
ton, was wanted for his batting, and Micky Desmond for his
bowling, There were'two more places that Wharton had not
guite deecided about.

And the name of the candidates was legion. .

Vernon-Smith, -the bounder of Greyfriars, was a hrilliank
erickeler—uwhen he liked. But he did not always like—and he
waus upreliable. Bolsover major fancled hl_mief TEXY much ;
lint Wharton did not share bhis fancy. Fisher T. Fish, the
Anicrican  junior, *° guessed ”  that he could show the
Britishers whut cvicket was really like, and was surprised to
Jearn that they did not want to be shown, Billy Bunter, the
fattest junicr at Greyfriars, was finmly persuadedd that he was
kopt out of the Form eleven by a conspiracy of jealous rivals.

hey all talked to Wharton; they all besieged him with
arguments—hence the notice on the door of the study!

“We've rot to settle it now,” said Herry Wharton, as ho

oy
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wstcd his bat on the study table, Ile Jiad just comne in from
pracrice, " Wea sha'n't have any pruee 0l the list = up!”

" Peter Todd's just been jawmer 1o me abont ir," =aid Bob
Cherey, "' He thinks he ought to be in the eleven!”

" Cheek ' said Wharton, " He haso't been three weoks ot
the =chool. Likely to put a new kid into a match lke this!®

* Bolsover majer tackied me in the passage fon minntes
apn” grinned Mugeni. " He says there will be seme thiclk
cérs 1f he's not in the team.’’

" Thex'll ba his own, then ™

“ Ha, ha, hal*

i .;'i,na Bunter wants to go—"-""

There waa a roav of langhter in the swwdy.  Billy Buntor
the Owl of the Remove, koew about as much of cricket as
he did of aeroplancs. Ho was too short-sighted to see tho
length of the pitch; and he had never been known to stop &
ball with anything but hia legz. And whel he bowled, fellows
behind him and around him were in greater danger than the
wicket. As o matter of fact, Billy Bunter wos thinking much
more of a feed at 8t Jim's than of the match there ; though
he was ficmly convinced that the Remove eleven only needed
him in grder to cover itself with glory.

“ Young Penfold would be all vight, and Ogilvy,” said
Wharten, ° Ogilvy especially haz a late cot that 1've noticed,
ihat is o daisy. I think we can’t do berter than shove them
u. I'd play Smithy like a shot, but he's such a votter—-"

**No good. thinking of smitﬂg,” said Bob Chewry. “Tb
would be like him to leave us in the lureh at the last minute."

““And you need a geood wind to play a good game, and
smoking isn’t good for the wind,” witl Wharton, with a shnig
aof the shoulders. ' Smithy’s out of i, What do you fellows
say to'Penfold and Ogilvy ¥’

ki _"!-.i-El'E'Ed !Jl!'

“The agrecdfulness i3 terrifie,” vwomked Iuiree Jamseb
Ram Singh, in his weird and wouderiul English, ! Iispecially
the esteemed Secotchiul Ogilvy,”

Tapt

It was a knock at the door of the study.

The cricket committee exchanged zlances.

“On his nncI-r,’ remember I marmured Nugent,

** Ha, ha, hal” .

The study door opened, and Peter Todd came in. Peter
Todd, the cousin of Alonze Todd, was a new boy—Dbut he had
as much assuvance az if he had been at Greyiviars for a covpla
iif decades at least. Ho nedded cheevfully to the juniora.

* 1 hear you're in want of a good man to muke up the—=>"3
be began, :

Wharton held up his hand.

* Did you see the notice on the doort’”?

o YE‘Ea ¥

* Then look out ¥?

“* Oh, rata?’ said Peter Todd. cheerfully, *' That's all vof,
varl know, I can't let you kids go to 5. Jim's wnd leave
behind the best cricketer in the Remove, Now, 1 want to
play for the Form— Oh—ow—toggo—yah!”

The eommittee had risen as one man, and laid violent hands
upon Peter Todd.” There was 2 brief 5n'u%glﬂ and o form
went whizzing through the doorway, an the door was
slammed. There was a chuckle in the study, and « gasp in
the passage. ]

Poter Tedd sat up vuefully on the linoleum. The wammg
an the notiee had Eerrn made good; Peter Todd had talke
cricket in No. 1 Study ; and Petey Todd had left No. T Study
“ ot his neck ™'l ‘ .

“ w7 proaned Peter Tedd, “Ow! The rotters! Oh!™

“ Hallo. what are you deing down there?’ asked Bolsover
major. The bully of the Remove stured at Peter Todd as he
came along the passage.

“Ow! T've been thu;:é:ed out

Bolsover major snorvied. . ]

“ And are you poing to take it lying down?” he demanded,

* Noj Pm sitting ap !’ said Peter, ;

Tolsover Major snorted again, move emphatically.

“Well, I'mhgﬂil; diu !.”the sm-:i;h -

““ You see the g notice on the door? )

‘ Blow the m::tgu.-u gu the door!™ grunted the bully of the
Remove, * If they try to chuck me out, my neck won’t bo
the only neck to get hurt, T can tell you. T'm gomg in, and
T'm going to tell “em what I think of 'em !’ _

And Bolsover major, without wasting time upon the polite
preliminary of kﬂﬂtﬁﬂﬂ‘, threw open the door of No. 1 Study,
and strode in. Peter Todd grinned, He did not expeet that
the Remove bully, biz and powerful as he was, would fare
any better than himself, And he was right. One minute
elapsed—and the veice of Bolsover major was heard in loud
tones; and then thers was the sound of a tussle—and then a
heavy body came whirling throuvgh the dootway, and tho
al-uur?waﬁ ] a:mned nEaIN.

* Yow-ow i

Tolsover major rolled on the lineleum. He sat up dazedly
andl blinked at Peter Todd, whe hlinked hack again,
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_“.E-tsmj back there! z The guard swung hl_ﬁtﬁeif into the tt‘i!n, .and-it !;i'n_rteﬂ._ .Pf'li.l'.'.-]i,_'lr'. qﬁe;sl?ll;ﬁ;:l renipined ﬂr; liié_
“ Falth, and F've got to go!" he roared.
legdo! 1 shall miss the match! I—-yah—let me go—yarooh|" (Nee Chapter 3.)

B L L L L

=
; platform, struggling wlldly in the grasp of the porter.

LA | TTTLA grﬂ:mm_] PBolsover., " Youw !

“Ha, ha, ha!”" yelled Peior. ™ Are you zoing to fuke it
Iying dawn?®

“Ow! Ow!”

And Bolsover moajor, witbout replying to Petee's guestion,
hrped away down the passige,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Means Business!
# 2 BAY, vou fellows——""
Billy Bunter blinked round MNe, T Siady as he spoke.
There were four follows i tle study; Teter Taod:l,
Bunter himself, Alonee Todd, and Durton. ']'llf-}' haed
just had tea; and Biliy Bunter had carefully eleared the rable
of the last fragment thut was catable hoeferp he spoke.

The four were variously enguged, Tom Dutton, the sieal
junior, was working with a book on his knees: Alonzo Todd
was perusing oo preat volumes whish Fave the naguiral h;i.-.:l":r:.'
of that wscful vegotable, the potato. Poior Todd was oblineg
a ¢ricket-bat, and weinkling his brows i thouglt over ir,
Preieds summary ojection from Neo 1 Study bad nat finished
thi matrer far him, He owas still thinkine of ehe mateh ar S8
dun's; nnd the wave and meane of petung e the olovon,
froter, hke the rest of the Remove, was rpate convinced tlhat
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cnob Ietring other fellows have a look i

“STANDING BY SKINNER!”

**Ye spalpeen,

[T —
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he would de thie Form eleven eredit, or move than eredii. As
a matter of fuct, e was 2 rood ericketer: but e was now at
Greviriars, snd had had no opportunity of e-:]:um-m;i:' what e
could do yvr, And the Form-captain could hurdly be blaned
for not pulting untried talent into the tean: o such a veiy
important accazion, ;

“ ] sax. veu fellows ! repeated Bunter. ' Taook hece. whrd
I want to know i3, are we poing to stand this?”

“ Wy dear Bunter,” said Alonzo Todd, lookiny up from
“The Slory of a Potate, from the Sced o the Baucepan!
“ My dear Bunter—-"

“1 tell vou, 'm not goine to stand it sakd Bunter,

“at ven have not stood i, my dear Bunder,  Cousin Peleg
slood !

 khY What are yvou telking aboui®" depgnded Tianter

CWeps ven pat alludime to the teaty” ashed Alonzo, jung
contly,  * You cannot fail to be aware, my dear Bunter, that
sog never stand the tea :

“Fathead! T wasn't talking aboat the tea?” liowled
Bunter, * I'm talking about those rettess o Moo 1 Stads,
Thev're keeping the cricker entivelv in their cowr hoands, and
loads lweve, this
study is—or ought to be—the (op gtudy o {he Bemove !

“ What-ho ! said Peter Todd,

HOAe we going to be left out of the H: Jha'- matel ¥

A Epiondid Complote Tale of tha Chums
of Qroyfriars, Ordor Early.
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“ Nob if we can help it!"? said Peler. :

“Thot's what T say ¥ saicd Bunter. ' We're all up agarnst
k. What do you say, Dutton®’

Fam Dulton leoked up from his Viegil.

“ LEh!™ he remarked.

* What do vou =ay about it¥" demanded Bunter.

* Whao's spoating ™’ inquired the deaf junior.  Alonzoi”

“ Bpouting!  Whe's talking about spouting?” growled
Bunter. *' Blessed i you don’t get deafer and dealer every
du.,-..'.] ;‘ﬂ}!] ass, I #ay, are we going to stand i7"

“ Ave we going to let those rotters give us the go-byi™
volled Bunter.

“ Who's dotted vou in tho eye®?

{3k, erumb:! Look here———"'

“ YVau necdu’t shout I said Dutton.  * I'm not deaf!”

Oh! Look hore, Dutton, this study is being left out of
the St. Jim's match. I'm not going to stand it. Are you
worngz to back nw ap?”?

* Certainly I said Dutton.

Smack !

Billy Bunicer uitered a rear as Tom Dutton’s open palm
smiole him uwpon his fat face, He glared at the deaf junior
through hiz speciacles,

* You—you =@illy assi™ he spluttered.
that far?”’

* Vou acked for 11" said Dutton, in saeprizse. " T auppose
sott were beivg funny; but you shouldn't ask u fellow to
snck vour mouth if you don™t want him tol”

“ {h, vou—yeu deaf denuny 7

.t Eh?r: .

But Billy Bunicr did not waste any further efioris upon
T Dutton. He turned his attention to Peter Todd.

* Look here, Todd,” he said. °* All the Remove know jolly
well that the best cricketer in the Form is to be found in this
stizdv. They all know it, T tell you.”

Peter Todd looked Aattered.

“ Well, iv's the case, whether they koow it or pet,” ho
rentackeol.

* You veally think so¥"” asked Bunter, also looking Aattered.

* Most certainly I dol” ’

“Well, I'm vlad to heay vou zay 20, said Bunter. ' They
noght have a veally splendid player if they came here for
him; and thev're keoping out their best man by personal
jrealonsy

I'eter Todd shook hiz head.

 1t's uot that.”” he said, “ There's no jealousy about them.
They simply don't know what they're missing.”

Poanter sndfed. ..

“ 1 kuow thein better than youw,” he growled. ' You've
only, been e a week or fwo. Tt was just the same about
the footer. before you came !’

Peter Todd looked astonished,

“The footer'” he said.

! Yes; i1 was just the same then ™

“ I don't e how they eould have put me i the footer
team before | eame to the school”” said Peter.

*Eht Whe's talking about you? I say they left me out
of the footer just the same as they're leaving me oud of the
cricket now !

* You!" ejaculated Peter Todd. :

Y Wps, e said Bunter, emphatically and ungrapnnat-
cally.  **Mo' Who did you think I wus talking about??

“Ha, . ha? I thought you were talking about me! ¥eu
gaud a good oricketer—"'

“ You'!’ DBunter sniffed. “ T was talking about myself, of
eomyse. 1 don't want to brag—it's not in my nature—but a
betrer cricketer than myself never handled o kar.  When
vou come to real batting, I'm your man., I've seen Jessop
amd Fry play o County matches, and i strack me that 1
could bhave l.‘i!]'tl" better?”

* Hu, ha. hai™

“ Dleszet if 1 see anything to cackle at!? gronled Rilly
Bunter, * The question is whether this study 15 geing to be
pmssed over or oot

“Not!" anu] Peter, promptlv.,

“ LGood!” 2akl Bunter., * I'm going into the eleven—"

'eter Todd rosced.

* Hoo ha, ba! You pss!
ean’t bow] for nets!
rahibits

“Oh, veallv, Todd——" :

“ You van o some things, Dunter. You're a juily good
ventriloguizt. and when it comes 1o cooking, you're A1, And
al palishing off & feed you haven't your equal in all Groyfriare,
But von can't play cricket for toffee, my son. Don't be
funny v

Burder glaved ar Peder Todil,

“ T'm going 3 the cleven!” he sad. “I've been over 1o
St, Jim's before, and they stand you a ripping foed. There's
% chap there named TV Arer, who stoply rolls in money; and
lir cashed o postal-order for me onee——""
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vory Wednosday. :

" What did you do

You van't bat for toffec. and you
You couldnt play a teamr of white

Our Companion Papers.

“1id he ever pet the postal-order?” asked Poter

“Ahem! I shall send it to hiin when it comes, of course.
The fact is, 1 was very pully with that chap 1Y Avey—a chap
vory like me to look at. I want to see him again, amd to—"7

“To get him 1o cesh another postul-ordert”

“ {3h, really, Todd! I'm jolly well going over in the tean,
by ]:fl:unlkunr by crook, The question ix, how is it going to be
waorked,

* Ask me another!” said Peter, ™ I've been to Neo. 1 Btudy
about it myself, and I was ¢chucked out! They're not having

ﬂ”ﬂ!”
illy Bunter rose to his fect.

“Well, I'm jolly well going to talk to them plwinly,” ho
said,. *' [ shall give them my opinion ef their conduct——"

* Better put a mattress or something in the passage to
fall on!™

“ Oh, rats!"

Billy Bunter quitted the stwdy, and started down the
passage, : The door of No. 1, at the end of the passapge, was
open ; and Bunter heard voices m the study. He recognised
the nasal tones of Fisher T. Fish, the American junior,

“ 1 puess you guys can’t do better thun put me i the
crowd-—juzt 2 few! I reckom I can show you what ericker ia
voally hke—how we play it over there. I guess :

“Did you zee the notice on the doort” roared Wharten's
VO,

Y Yop

“* Well, are you goinig?’

' Naope !

 Kick him out!”

"“Go slow! I guess I'm the cricketer you wani!
the ericketer from Cricketville, and dowv't vou forget i, Got
thut? I'm the old hoss that never gets lefl—and 1 guess—ow
—ow—lpggo~—yah—ch! Oh!"

Bump!

Fisher T. Fish descended upon ibe lineleum outside the
stivdlw, and rolled over almost at Dilly Bunter’s feet. The
study door closed.

*Ow ! groaned Fisher T. Fish, " Grooh!™

Billy Bunter hesitated & moment. os the Yankee ht“]ﬂlﬂlhﬂf
limped away gasping., It was un object lesson; the notice on
ihe door was evidently seriously wweant. Bui Billy Bunter
was in deadly carnest; and he serewed up his courage to tho
sticking-point, and opened the door of Xo. 1. Theove was a
szvoury smell of hot nufing in the stndy. Harey Wharton
& Co. were having tea. They tuened theiy heads and glared
as one man at the Owl of the Remove,

“ 1 say, you fellows-—"" DBunter begain.

Harry artonr pointed to the deor

“Travel 1" he zaiud, lacomecally.

“ Oh, veally, Wharton! I've come te tell you that I've
thought about the matter, and that I'm jolly well not pomng
to be lefe out of the oricket eleven for St Jim's=—- Hore,
hio !1:‘%5 ':iﬁ’ Cherry, vou beast! Nugent, vou rotter, I—oli—ab
—valt ¥

Bump! :

And the deor of No. 1 Study closed upon William George
Bunter: and he did not open it again, He volled away
gasping. Feter Todid grinned at i as be came back nte

' just

No. 1. .
“ Well, how did you zet en®” ashod Peter, geaully,
Bunter groaned. .
“*w! The beasts! They chucked e out]

' Ha, ha, ha!” . .

“PBut I'm jelly well going, all the same,”” zaid Bunier.
“ T'in not geing to miss the feed—1 mean the mwatech—at 3t
Jim's, I'm gomngr. 1 tell youw. Faiv nmieans or foul-—

 Hold on ! saidt Poter Todd, warningly. * None of yeur
tricks. Bunter!”

Bunter grunted. . _ .

“ I'm head of this study,” said Peter. “and if you don’t
play the gamie, Bunter. you get it in i neek. I warn you—
pone of your rotien tricks, or I shull come down on you like
a ten-ton steam-hammer. Bavvy?

* Brer-rr-r 7 sard Bunter. .

And, in spite of Peter Todd's warning. Billy Bunter did not
wive up his idea. He thought over the mutter very much
that evening. And Billy Bunter. theugh generally regarded
as un ass—and quite justly—bhbad a lovge sllowanee of eanning,
a= duffers very ofton have; amd Billy Bumnter could prove
dangecous—a fact the Remove crick2iers were destined 1o
discover !

Rt——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Preclous Pair!
HI list was posted up at last !

Hemove E:-Ilﬂws crowded rownd when the paper. n
Wharton™s handwriting, wa< =eon on the =chool notives
beard that evening,

The list wus very anuch as 1t had been expected to by, but

YTHE EEHH? POPULAR,"
very Friday.



there was a considerable amount of grumbling from fellows
who did not find their names there, Upper Fourth and Shell
fellows joined the criticising erowd. and eriticised heartily,
Theyv had offered their services to Wharton—a great honour,
considering that the Remove was a lower Form in the
school.  And their services had been  doclined=—without
thanks, in maeny cases, Hence n large amount of sniffing
and snorting over the list on the board

“ T, Wharton, Capt.; B. Cherry: F. Nugent; J. Bull;

H. J. R. Singh: M. Desmond; R, Ogilvy; R. Penfold;
M. Linley: T. Brown: Bulstrode msjor. RBosceves: I,

Hazeldene: R. Russell.”

That was the list.

There were eleven fellows sabisfiedd, and two fallows somoer
what satisfed. The.rest were decidedly dissatisfied.

“ Rotten!” zaid Bolsover major.

" No good!” said Vernon-Smith. 3

“ They've going over for a licking."” remarked Temple,
tho captain of the Fourth. * And they'll get ir!

“{dh, rather!” said Idabney, . .

* Blessed cheek, the Remove making a fixture I:ke rnak ab
all 7" said Hobson of the Shell. - Rottea Lower Foucth fogs
—and the St. Jim's juniors are o second scheol team—Shedl,
and Foerth, Cheolk, I call it!™

“*Yeoa, rather!” ;

“MThey'll be licked—that's a dead coer’

“ Jolly well hope so!™ said Vernon-Smith savagely.

“{0h, that’s rot!’ amid Harzeldeoe., “You don't want a
Groyfriars tesmn licked, Smithy, even if you are lefr out.”

“Na: draw a line at that,” said Rake of the Bemove, 1
could have supgested some 1mprovemoents, but 1 hope they'll
win.'

‘* Hear, hear!™

Vernon-Smrth swong away angrilv.  The Doonder of Grey-
friars wanted very much to play in that match. He had
heavd o preat deal about 5t Jim's, and there were some
fellows there he wanted to know better.  And he had heard,
too. that a certain Miss Cleveland, a consin of D¥Arey of
the T'ourth Form at 8t Jim's, would be there for the mmteh,
and Vernon-Smith wented to meet Ethel Cleveland again.
Bur there was no chance of the Bounder getting into that
oleven. He had plaved Wharton too many tviks for the
IForm-captain to trust him again, And the Boundes's feel-
ings were very bitter as he swung away with Liz hands in
hi= pockets,

“ 1 say, Smithy—""

Yernon-Smith uttered an trpatient exclamazien as Bunter
stopped him in the passage,

“Oh, get out, you fat duffer!™ he growled

“{1h, really, Smithy—"

*“{ret off ; don't bother ™' snappod the Boonder.

1 want to speak to vou about the eloven.” zaid Bunter.
“Tve got an idea. I don't think thoie rotters oueght to go
and leave us behind.' '

The Bounder looked at lnm curinusly.

“LUlpme into my study," he said shorrly.

Billy Bunter followed Wernon-Smith igio bis study. The
Dounder ¢losed the door.

* Now, what 15 1€%"" he said zharnly,

Dunter blinked at him in a rather uncertain war,

*1 say, Bmithy, you know. wou agece that 1"z rotren of
them to leave out a jolly good ericketer, don’t you, because
of personal feclings in the matter?” :

 ¥Wes, yeal” .

“And—and don't you think they deserse o have the team
mcked up, i it could be worked, v a puntshment for their
—ihem '—rotten conduct?™

The Dounder's eyes gleamed.

I jolly well wish T could think of same way of mucking
it up!"' he said.

“ You mean that, Smithy™

“0Of course I mean it, fathead '™

¥ Besides, if some fellow had o be leir Belind, thes'd want
another chap to take his place,” said Bunter sagely.

“They wouldn’t put me in," said YVernon-Smith. * Whar-
ton wouldn't put me in if kalf the team foll sick on the spot.
Ie'd rather play some rotter out of the Fourth or the Shell,
even, than give me a chance.”

“Ahem! I was speaking of myselfl—"

“Ha, ha! You gss, you can't play cricket ! Did FOU COome
in here to talk silly rot like that?' demanded the Bounder,

“Well, I think I can play ceicket, and I know they stand
a ripping good feed at Bt. Jim's: I've been there,” said
Bunter. “ I'm going in the feam if it ¢an be worked, and
§.;1_m can %ﬂt in, too, i vou're careful. If there were two

aeRs—

“1 tell vou Wharton could easily fill ali the placrz. He's
got throee Forms to choose from.” zaid Vernon-Smith. “ He'd
rother play a fag out of the Third or Second. too, than put
me 1. As for putting you in, don't talk rot.”

Bunter coughed.

“ But suppose the vacanciez oecurrsd in the team after
they've left Greyiriars to-morrow mocuing 7** he hinted.
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The Bounder started. g v

“ By Jove, that’s nn idea!” he said. * But it couldn’t ba
done. Besides, Lthey've got two reserves with the team.’

S One of the reserves 35 Hareldene, You've got |'rllnl under
vour thumb,’ said Bunter. “ He owes you money—'

“ WMore than he'll ever pay, that's a cery,” suid Vernon-
Smith.

“ And you don't like him, though you pal with him. He
never lets vou speak to hia sizter Marjorie if he con help it—
thinks you're not good enough—"

**Oh, shut up!

“ Well, you know it’s truc.  Suppose you put the serow on
Hazeldens, and make him leave the team to-morrow morning
—say ob the station, That's one” i .

“J think I could do that,” said Vernon-Smith. * IHazel's
simply putty in my hands, except as far as his sister Mar-
jorie's concerned, and he wants mo to put some money on i
wrse for him this week., Ho wouldn't dare to break with
me-!‘ﬁ

“Well, that's one,” said Bunter, encouraged. * Then
there's young Penfold--Dick Penfold. You know he's one
of thosze scholarship rotters; his father's the cobbler in Friur-
dale, and mends boota for the fellows. Penfold goes down ou
a half-holidey sometimes and helps him. ﬂlﬁguahrg:. I ecall
it—a Giroyiriars fellow mending boots and shoes! FPah!”

“ 0k, don't be an ass!”’ said Vernon-Smith. ' It's as ﬁmﬂi
as keoping a public-house, as vour people do, Bunter.

“ My people don’t keep.a public-house!” roared Bunter.

- Welll: a fried-fish shop, then——" - :

“They don’t keep o fried-fish shop, either, you beast!
Lok -IlirrE? Stﬂith:}f-'—“

“Well, never mind your fprmp]r'- now,” grinned the Bounder.
“ What abouf young Penfold? How are you going to get
himn out of the team?"

“ Suppose he got a message at the station, from his father
—riish of work, %ﬂts of boots to mend, or got the brokers in,
or something,” suggested Bunter. I know
frightfully hard up, and being dunned for rent."”

“ How do you know that ]

“(Oh, T get to know things,” said Bunter nairily.

“1 know you de,” said the Bounder, with a curl of the
lip. - ““But 1 don't see what keyhole you ¢an have heard
that at.”

“ Look hore, Smithy, you beast—"'

“Well, get on to business,’” said the Bounder. *° Supposo
voulig Penfold got o message at the stabion—a message that
the bailifa wore in hiz pater's shop—ha, ha, ha! I could get
a village kid to take the meszage; I'd stand a hali-crown
for that with pleasure. There's that kid Huig, who was
fighting Penfold the other day—doesn’t like him being n
Grovinares chap now. Ile's do it, with pleasure.””

“Thore you are!” szaid Bunter. * It would' work, and
that's two gone—one of the ieam, and one of the reserves.
And we can think of ways and means with the others if we'rn
on tho spot. We can go in the same train; you wouldn't
mind standing the expenses, I'm sure.”

“ Don't vou be too jolly sure about that,” said the Bounder
unpleasantly. *I don't want io pay through the nose for
yvou, Bunter." : .

* Well, you couldn’t work the bizney without me.”

“1 don't see that I couldn’t.”

““ You couldn’t, becanse if you left me out I should regard
it as my duty to acquaint Wharton with the whoele bizney.”

Vormon-Smith clenched his hands for a moment; then he
unclenched them, and laughed. ) ] ]

* All right, Bunter,” bhe said, * We're in this together”

“ Bozides,”” went on Bunter, *they have to chango trains
twice for St. Jim's, or three times—I forget—and when
vou're changing trainz in a hurrv, that's where a ventrilo-
quist has a chance to chip in. Chaps who lose trains and
ara too late for the match—"'

“Ha, ha, ha!™ ) ]

“Jolly good idea, ain't 1tY" said - Bunter. ‘" They’ll bo
starting without any reserves, anyway, and if they lose onc
ar two mors on the road—"

“ My hat, you're a bigger rascal than I ever gave you eredit
for, Bunter?’ said the Dounder admiringly. ** Most of the
chaps think you're only a fool,-but T'd bet a great deal that
you'll finish your days in a prison instead of o home for
idiots, " ; :

“ Look here, you robter——'"

“It's a go!" said the Bounder. “ We'll work it. We shall
have to give ourselves a holiday fo-morrow, and face a lick-,
ing; afterwards."

"Not f we play in the mateh,” zaid Bunter shrawdly.
“* Wharton has permiszion to take the members of the team
If we're used as reserves, that zees ua

his pater's

¥

clear.” 2
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“WWell, it might.  Anyway, we'll risk i, fo take those
rotlera down a pep.” said Vernon-Smith gleefully, ' Mind,
not o word! They'd =calp you” .

And he loft Vernon-8mith's stady quire sotisficd with him-
self and with lds scheme, and gquite unconscions of the fact
that he was acting like a thorouglh rascal. Vernon-3mith was
quite conseious of it, but it did not affect him- at all; the
Bonnder of Greyfriars never allowed himsclf to be trovbled by
litilo things like that,

| ————i,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Freich Leave! .

TIIE next morning Hurry Wharton & Co. were in great

apirita,

pjlt. wits 2 rlorious morning fowards the end of April,

with a bright =un and a cool brecze, and the prospeet
of a day's holiday, with & good cricket-miatch and a long
exenrsion, was more than enough 10 woke the members of
the cleven cheerful. .

Alkor breakfast, while the othor nnd less fortunate Eellows
were proparing fov classes, the Renwotve cleven were getting
readdy for thetr jonruey. ’

It was a half-holidey that day at Greyfriars, but on the
vecpsion of the St Jim's mateh, on account of the distance,
e half was turned inio a whele hohiday by the kindly Head.

Muny fellows would have been glad to follow the teany,
and Wharton would linve been pledzed enough to take a
crowd, but he could not vory well 2=k the Head to give leavo
ty mora than thirteen fellows feom Jessons. S0 all tho
fellows who were cogor lo act a3 reserves and as winpires had
tos b loft Behind.

The cleven stavted 1 great spirits,

A vrowd of fellows saw them off at the gates, and gave
them a cheer as they sturted Jdown the road with their
ericket-bags, and their couts on their arms,

Thoey lovked a handsomo set of lads as they walked down
the roud - in the bright spring sun=hine. and very it indeed.

“Good Inck!” shouted Roke of the HRemove, as they
started; and he waved his cap after them as they turned the
Lol 1 the lane and disappeared,

" Hope they’ll win!™ Bolsover major remarked. It was
ratteil to leave me out, but I hope they 1l win for Greyfeiars,
Y WY,

“ Yaus, bepad!” said Lord Mauleverer,
dear fellow,””

* 1 don’t think anybody wants themn 1o be licked, excepting
Suwiithy, I guess,”” said Fisher T. Fish, *But T guess there's
not wuch doubt about it, They ve left behind a chap who
vould show them how we play oricket over there—in the
Yoewnited States—7

“Ha, ha, ha!™

it | gucss I don't see where the cackle comwes e 1
B Py '

“ Ry the way, where's Smithy " said Bolsover major.
I saw him packing a bag,” said Morgan, “1 asked him
i e was going ont, and ho told me to go and eat cocoanuts.”’

* Doar me!™ said Alonzo Todd, ' Aud did you, Morgant”

“ Ha, ha, ha!™ :

* Where's Bunler, too!” said Bolsover major. ** Bunter
Wi $.uj1n1§’ last night that he waa going to play at 8, Jim’'s,
whether Wharton liked it or not. Ife said that he regarded
it as liis duty to be there™

" Where’s Bunter, Dutten?” bawled Rake, in the car of
the deaf junior. " He's one of vour crowd, and you ought
Euul-cﬁ?l\;.'dwhe::'e he is. Has he pone out to go to St Jim's?"

" Where's Billy Buntey pot to?”

* You needn’t shout; I'm not deaf ™ said Towm Thaiton.

*(h, my hat! ITas Bunter gene to the mateh?”

“Yes. Here you ape !

Tom Dutton deew a matechbex from his pocket, Rake
stared at it

“ VWhat's that for™ he asked.

“Eh! Didn't you ask me for s mateh??

“ Hu, ba! No, I dido’t! I asked you if Bunier had gone:
10 the mateh ! voared Ralke,

A punting match?’ zaid Dutton.
if T do, after school. I can pont:™

** Has Bunter gone alter the feam ¥

“ Mot likely 1"

** He hasn't??

M Uertuimmly note T can punt. and Um not ot all likely to
fall into the stecenr. Boesides, i T did, 1 conld get out again,
I can swim ™

“h, crumbs! Has DBunter gone to St Jim'si"

“ Gonoe for a swim? Who?"?

* Bunter! Bunier! BUNTER:!”
" Has he gone to Bt Jim g7

' No, Bunter daesn’t swim o
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shrieked Dolsover.

bellowed Beltover
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“Oh, T give it up,” sand Bolsover, "1 gha'n't ask Dution
any maore questions il 1 get o megaphone. I shouldu'®
wondev if Bunter has pone—he’s quite ass enough to think he
might be plaved if the reserves were crocked or-anything.”

* I guess it would be a sight for =oro_eyes. to seco %untﬂr
ajla;-.-:;‘:!g cricket!” chuckled Fisher 1', Fish.

eplt ¥

‘PHa]IuT Here they are!™

Vernon-Smith and Billy Bunter came out of the house,
They had theiv hats on and their coats on their arms, and
Bunter carried a bag, It was Vernon-Smith's bag, The
juniors gathered round them at once. ’

“ Where are you going?"’

" Where are you off 103"

" What's the little game?” .

“T'm gommy to St Jim's,” said Vernon-Smith, calmip,
“1'm goang to be a spectator,. you know, as they don’t wunt
me to play. Bumnter's going, (oo™ i

i %u'{_!ﬂa‘m to goi” demanded Bolsover major.

No!? .

" Are you going without leave?” exelaimed Newland.

" ¥eoel' sand the Bounder, coolly.

" Youll pet bched ™

Vovnon-2mith vawned.

* All in the day’s work,” he said.
annd survived it.  Besides, somethin
atd more vesorves might be wanted. ¥You never know!- And
1 might play as a substitute if & fellow geta crocked with a
cricket-ball=—and then I should count in as a rescove, you sce”

My dear Smith,” said Alonro Todd, severely. - You
should not think .of absenting yourself from leszons without
the exprezs permission of your wastera, My Uncle Henjamin
would never approve of such a step”

“ Go hon!” said the Bounder, calmly, * Come on, Buater,
We've got to pet that train; and I dont want in J.?u.'-'{- atl
argument with any bothering prefect before I start!”

"I guess vou wouldn't stuyt if a prefect spoited yom I,
grinned Fisher T, Fizh.

“Youdl guess wrong, then,” said Vernon-Smith, " I'm
poing,  If Quelchy asks after mo, you can give him nty kind
regards, and tell him to go and chop chips!”

“Ha., ha! We're likely to do that—I don’t think ™

The juniors stared alter Vernon-Smith and Bunter as the
ates, and walked down the lane.
They conkd hardly believe that even the cool and iron-nerved
Hounder would have the audacity to give himself a day's
holtday unpernntied, But Vernon-Smith bhad evidently dﬂ:}a
20, i

“Well, my word ! said Trevor. **That takes the cake!
Hallo, there's the bell for chapel. Bmithy's saving up
lickings. ™ ) _ _ .

Vervnau-Sneth aowd Billy Bunter were absent from chapel,
as well as the cricketers bound for Bf. Jun'a, And they wero
absent from the Bemove Forme-room when the Lower Fourth
assembled for morning lessons, Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, glanved over his class, struck at once by the number
of [ellows who were miszing. The Remove master was pot
likely to overlook the fact that two extra ones were gone,

" Are not Vernon-8mith and Bunter here'" he asked,

' No. sir,”' said Bolsover major,

“ Indeed? Do you know where they arei™

“ I fancy they're gone out, sir”

“Gone out!®  oxclaimed Mr, Quelch, in
“ Where T

“ T coulda’t say for certain, sir.™

“Weory well!? said Mr. Quelch.

And the maiter dropped there. But the expression on the
Remove master's face showed that the two truants would be
called to a very severe account when they returned to Grey-
friars.  But morning lessons in the ];emm'e Form-room
conchided without anything being seen of the two missing
juniora,

*Just o few!

“T've beon licked belore,
might happen, yvou know,

SUrPLise.

F-n—-

THE FIETH CHAPTER.
The Start for St. Jim's]

ARRY WHARTON & Co. arrived at the railway-zfation
in Friardale 1n good time for the tram. The were, in
fact, ten minutes carly. Wharton was a good com-
manding-officer ; and he considered it betier to be carly

than Jate. The jumiors Fﬂ.tht‘]‘(’d cheerily enough upon the
platforin.  There was only one of themn whose face was not
cheery. That eone was Hazeldene, There was a cloud upon
Hazoldene's brow; and Wharton noticed it after a Lime, as
ho saw the junior leaning against an automaric machine,
staring glumly down the line, He tapped Hazeldene upon the
shouleder. and Hazel furned red,

“ Anything wrong?” Wharton asked.

Hazel's Aush deepened. )

“ H vouw den’t feel fit, say 50, eaid Harvy, * But you were

iy PENNY POPULAR,
*hE Every Friday. *
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all right vesterduy. Not feeling nervous abowt the matel,

surédly—you a reserve. You won'i have to play "

Hazeldone grinned faintly.

" No!' he sail, Y It it that 1 -

“ You've got something on your miud,” said Bob Cherery.
“Ta Marjorie all right "

“ Yes, Marjorie's all right!™

“ Woll, buck up, then " aaid Bob.

* The faet 35" said Haseldene, slowly, " f—l—[-==* Ha
Lroke ol o

 Fhere’s something wrong ™ asked Wharron.

‘I=I1'm not feeling Gt said Hazel “ 1 1 cuzlit ie have
told you before, T suppoze, but—but T thought [ should come
vl all right. Bot--but . I'm fecling secdy, Do vou mined
UL don’t gnd” ; ‘ I

Wharton frowned,

U Well, dash it wll, yvou might bave teld e a cuacker of
aivhour ago, before it was too lite fo get onother reseeve
from the bf'llﬂiﬂ ™ he said.

Hazel evimvoncd,  That was exactle wlit T T fatt elmred
ta do. e was, us the Bounder had suid £ Billv Bunter.
et under the thiwmb of Vernon-Smith. '
v I=-Imy sorey ™" be said, awlowavdly, “ 1 -1 thourhi—I
waped=-that is e i ”

. ook hm‘:-: I this all vight*” said Johnny Bull, jn Lis
wueet way, U Yo were jawing to Veruon-Rimith Dyt N T
Paaw you.  Has 8mithy got anyvthing to do swich th-"

Huzohlone staried. )
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~ Bunter did not realise that the ball was coming his way until quite late; a yell from the whole field warned him,
_"Bunter! Look outi™ Billy Bunter jumped at it, with his fat hands outspread, (NS¢ Chapter 10.)

“STANDING BY SKINNER!"

T TOA EEL . TSI S R W S BCENE W @ T e moane

v

I-—1 don't understand vou!™ he faitercd,

“I moan, are you rveallv seedy, or has Suathy Boen pasttieg
you up to this? 1 koow von ave mishry thick with the
rotter!”

“ 1 hope yvou don't think I'vm malineering '™ said Huzel.

% W{*Hl. F'm not so jolly suee about it!" growled Johun:
Bull.

U 0h, come ! said Hareve, " Hawel wonblo'i play o roien
teick like that; besides, wivy sliould het™”

* Well,- Smithy would do  anvthing to make
awkward for us ro-day, T know ! said Johuny Bali,

Wharton langhed.

i L-"I-‘-iﬂ{._f a rescrve wonn b rmake igalters midels warse foo ue
hoe zaid, * We've still ot Bricdc Iisessedl ;s and wo slea'n':
want any yeserves, ns a matter of fact. If vou feel secdy,
Hazel, yvou'd better,po; but vou really mighe have maid o
boefore, and vou might, avcwasy, huve opened your noasl:
bofare T hought rour ticker. Mo need to pat the cricker afs
to that expense for nothing.”

I should say not ! said Owiles, wacmiv,

“Well, Im sorey!” said Hosolb " Aod Pl opay for b
tirkel out of my own docker )

“ Well, perhaps vou'd becter.” said Harev,  It's not fa:-
ta stick the club for &, under Lhe circmmstanees . Stll e
sobry vot're seedy ; vou'd botrer enl Lack.”™

Hareldene nodded, and walked dowly off the platform and
disuppeared,  He was not feeling seods, but he was feclirg

matt--
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sick with chame for what he was deing. But he was under
the Bounder’s thumb, and that was an end of ir.

“ Blessed if T don't think it’s gammen ™" said Johnny Bull.
“ Mavjorie will be disappointed, too, at his not coming—
1'!~'1flt=.ciu:[lf' if there should happen to be a chance for him to
May. Not that we're likely to want him.”

Bob Cherry looked at his wateh.

“Train in two nunutes,” he said. " Pull up vour socks
I1allo, hallo, hallo! Here's a young man in a hurry !

A lad came dashing breathlessly upon the platform. Some
uf tha juniors knew ﬁim by sight—a village lad who carried
homa medicines from the local chemist. He had been an
acguaintance of Dick Penlold’s before the latter had won
the scholarship which gave him admission te Grevinars
They had never been fiiends, certainly: and since Penfold
had been in the Greyfrinra Hemove they bad had several
Hatio cneounters; Master Hogg resenting Penfold's rize in
life, and apparently taking it as a personal injury and insult,

x Pn;:!taf:fl'em?” called out Hogg,

“I'm here ! gaid Dick Penfold, guietly,

“Hallo! Hallo! Hallo! You shecr off, young shaver
exclaimed Hob Cheryy. ™ No rags allowed when a chap's
ctarting for & cricket mateh, Go away and earry home your
aidldy bottles of sudden deathl™”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

"1 amm't come 'ere to row with Penfold ! the boy sanl
* 've got news for him!”

* Oh, that alters the case,
nows !

Penfold leoked quickly at the vhemist’s box.

* News for me?” he asked,

. Yﬂﬁ.”

“What iz it?”

Penfold’s voice was quick and anxicus. The scholarship lad
af Greviriars knew only too well the serueele that was goine
on i the poor little home in Friawdale, Mark Linloy, whe
was also a scholarship boy, and knew what poverty meant,
wave Penfold o svmpathetic ook, and moved away, so as not
to heor what Hogg bhad o sav.

Hope made a gesture towards the Grmvfrigrs fellows.

" Bettey not "ave it ouf befere shem 7 he said

* Come along the platferm. vou Tellows D" said Wharton.

“"Train's due in one nurure” zaid Deln as he passed
IPenfold, :

The seholarship junior nodded.

" Al right " he said.

He turned to the chemisi’s fad gquickly ns the Greyiriars
fellows pa%scd out of hearing.

" Whet is it—quickT" he exciaimed,
hone ¥

*UCan™t vou gucsst " grinned Hoew,

Teafold grazped him by the arm.

“IWhat iz it==cuici ! ul my pater send you?”

* Pater " sneerodd Hoge, ' He's vour pater now, is he?
He used to be vour father, whon vou was mending boots and
shaoes with him in the shep !

WAl vou tell me wiat s the matter? Do you come from
my father?”’

“* 1 saw it a5 I was passin’ the shop,” said Hogg, sullenly.
“ 1 seen vou come to the starion with the young tofls, o I
thoughe I'd come apd tefl yeu, in caze you wanted to got
“oe I ; :

“You saw it—what? What has happened

“Wot generally “rppens when vou don't pay the rent”
chnckled Hogg. ' The brokers. my boy—the bailiffs "

Dick Penfold staggeved bark with o ery,

* The baliffs ™

" Wot do von think ™"

il §1 P g:umf heavens: ™

1 thought '] come znd (ol vei”™ aaid Hogp.
it pecdi's make any difference to e
samo, " :

Penfold did not repl

He ran alowg the platferm to where Haeey Whartan was
staneding.  There was the shyick of on engineewhistle down
the line,  The train was i <l Penfold canght hold of
arey Wharton's shoulder in hix exeitement ond agiration.

 Wharton—W hartor—1"m 017y, I van't come !

“ Fallo, another of “emy ™ saidl Johnnd Ball ** And why
ran't yon come®”’

My people are o awful tveable ™ panted Penfold, 1
miast get home—get home 5t onee ! I=—1 couldn't play i T
eme, with this onoay wind, Whrton,  It's a :hame to leave
vy Frloe thie, bot—but—"

I oean't ke helped. if venr people ape in fronble” said
Wharton quictly, " We'll play ih:ss-c-li instead of you, Pen.
Lucky we've got one veserve left, afror all. Good-bye, kid!
) Bope it won'fdurn ont fe be ovepy bhad,”

“Thanks! I'm sorey "

' Oh, it's all right! Rus«] will il rowr place all ¥ight.
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Hzllo, here's the frain! Gooad-bye, Pen! I hope it's not so
bad, after all.”’

And the train stopped in the station, and the Greyfriare
juniors crowded into it. The scholarship boy turned cway

eavily and miserably. He looked round for Hopp, but the
chomist’'s boy had already disappeared. Dick Penfold did
not eesst a glance at the crowded traim.  Greyfriers and
cricket and everything else had vanished from his mimd now,
at the wretched knowledge that his home was ruined st last
—that the brave struggle his father bad made bhad ended in
grim and miserable faddure.

He moved dully and blindly from the station.

Bob Cherry looked out of the train after him, Thin be

- nttered an exelamotion:

“Hallo! Hallo! Halle!

" Great Scott, Bunter!”

" And Boathy !

“* By Jove, then they're commng ! :

Vernon-Smith and Billy Bunter were geen lo rush adrose
the platforim, and jump into a carriage far down the train,
The cricketers looked ut one another 1 amazoment. :

Y Theose two bounders are coming to see the mateh then,
sutd Nugent. "'They must have %unkﬂd without leave. or
they could have come with us"

The tram ztarted.

Out in the willage strect Dick Penfold iramped away
vloomily towards his homwe. He came in sight of the Iiteln
shoemaker’s shop in the old High Strect. Ii-gle had expecicd
to see a crowd gathered thero; but the little shop presented its
normal aspect of quiet. Penfold, with hope and fear in his
heart, hurried on. He looked into the shop doorway, down
the three old steps that led into the ancient shop, where his
father had worked for forty years or more.  Me, Penfodd wis
13 his wsval place, at work wpow a shooting-bens, crd he
glanced up ps his son locked in,

“Iheky ' he exclaimed.

* Futher, then it's not true "

M. Penkeld looked puzzled,

“ What's not true, Dick ¥ he azkeod,

ke I{ﬂﬁg told me the baililfs were heye '™

Mr. Poenfold frowned.

“That ain't trae, Dick,” he =aid. " And T hope it never
will be trie,  Te=—?

Buat Dick was gone. Penfold realised that it wos o inick
of hiz old encmy, and he wus dashing away towards the
station at top speed. He had o faint, lingering hope that the
tratn might not be gone yet. He dashed into the statten:
he tore upon the platform, but the train was gone. It had
heen gone more than five minutes, and the divappoirted
hmor turned away with a heavy heavt,

Look there "

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Left Behind!

HE Creyiriars cricketers filled up two ecdrriages in {lie
train. In the bright sunshine, the train sped along amiid
fields and meadows of vivid green, and the cricketing-
purty were very merry. Harey Wharton and his choms

wore feeling a listle concerned abont Penfold.  Although nct
a pal®™ of theirs, they liked the lad very much indeed, and
they were thinking about him and the supposed had news
i the train ran on. But the coming mateh soon drove other
matters from their minds, and they joined 1 the gay chorvy
thar somre of the cricketers started in the carriage.

Courtfield was the hrst stop of the train, where the junicre
had to change. The party poured out of the train wiﬂla their
eoats and bags, and made their way acrose 1o the cother
platiorm, where the cxpress was already in.  Veruon-Smnh
and Billy Bunter joined the party, Bunter looking a little
wervous, and the Bounder as conl and uneoncerned oy ever,

* Yeou're coming to Bt Jin's?" Harry Wharton nshed 1hen,

The Bounder nodded coolly,
: “Yes No objection to our coming to wateh the nwdch,

wppose

* None at atl, so far as I'm roneerned,” <aid Wherton, ** As
amatter of foaet, 1%d have been glad to take il the Remove;
only we couldn't quite expect the Head to let them all el
for the dav, It would have Leen a-king rather too mach.””

= The too muchiulness would have been terrifie.” 1o e d
Hurree Singh, with » shake of the head,

“ [3d vou fellows per leave?" asked Bob Clieorry,

* No: we didn’t ask.™

“Then yvou'll get mto a row when vou pod back.”

1 shouldn’t weonder. It's worth a rew to have o Jday off
wued o0 the St Jun's mateh,™ sgred Vertuon-2o:th,

“Well, it's vour bizney, | suppese. But it's rather o sorrgus
ntter buzring off and cuiting Jessens withont legve”

*Well, we had to come,” saul Bunter.  * Yeou deliberncly
Wolt behind ywo of the be:st erickerers in the schonl, ol we
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fo1t bound to come in caze anything'should happen.  Wharten
riight decide to do the right thing at the last momoeud.”

““Ha, hs, ha!" : A

“ RBestdes, I've got friends at St Jim's” said Bunter.
* Lask time 1 was there T palled on with a chap namoed Wyne,
who's a really pood sort.  And then there's thut chap D'Arcy.
I gk on with ﬁim rippingly. He's bound to remember me.””

* Did you borrow any money of him " asked Nugent.

“0h, reallv, Nugent——"

B Well, that's qenerulh‘ the reason yvou give people for
romembering vou,” said Frank. * Look here, if I cateh vou
borcowing of anybody, there will be a slaughtered porpoise
Iving abour soon afterwards—remember that!™

Bunter grunted, and got into the train, The Bounder and
his companion were in the carriage next to the two which
were filled by the cricketers. They had the carriege to them-
selves—the cricheters preferzing to keep together. The
Bounder gave Bunter a significant look as they sat down.
He glunced at his watch,

“The truin goes in one nyinute,” he said.

** Ahem! I koow it does,” he said.

Buuter coughed nervously.

* This 12 where you begin.”

= Ahemn!™

“ Aro you funking i6?' said the Bounder angrily. * Look
here, vou fat rotter, "you're not good for anything except
gha{ﬁ_frﬁ brought vou here for; and you'se got to play up!
Heat

* Oh, really-— .

“1f yvou think I'm going to plank down a quid for the
pleasure of your company, you're making a biz mistake!”
growled the Bounder.

HI—=T"m ready. vou know.™

“*Then pile in?

Billy Bunter loancd out of the carriage window. The
cricketers were all in, and their carriage door was closed.
Some of them wore looking out of the windows. Bunter
counghed and cleared hiz throat, The Owl of the Remove,
obtusa as e was in every othey matter, was a really clever
veneiioguist,
imitating voices was really wonderful. He did not have much
scope for hiz great gift at Greyiviars; for ventriloguial tricks
wore naot ::lpprwmtwl Ly the i'{ernm‘a fellows., And Bunter
had suftered many pommellings on the subject. Billy Bunter's
teicks ware generally of an ill-natured kind, hence the painful
reaulla o himaelf.

‘ﬂ-la i!:!'}' murmured Vernon-Senth.

““ AL vight, Smithy! Don't hiurry me’

“i [th, ;:-‘!15!-*r in, and dry up ™ }

*“How can pile in, if I
argumentatively.

he Bounder scowled. Ile could see that Billy Bunter,
now that he was faitly storted for St. Jim's, was by no means
ager to keep his half of the compaet. The Bounder took
Sunder's ticket out of his waistcoat pocket. The Bounder
had had to pay for both tickets, of course, and he wos kecping
both of them in his possession. :

“ Lo vou see that 7" he asked.

Billy Bunter blinked st the slip of pasteboard.

“ Yes, Smithy. It's my tickel, isn't it?"

“Do won want to be hauled up at the nexl stalion for
travelling without a ticket?”

* Oh, really, Bmithy, why, you've got the ticket thers "

“I shall chuck it out of the windaw if you don't keep vour
bargain ™ i

“Oh" growled Bunter, * von beast!™

¥ Keep your word, then!'F

“ I—I'in just going to. IF they find out—"

*“ You'll have to risk that, Don’t let *em find out.”

Bunter grunted again, and put his head out of the g T
window. The porters were closing the doors along the train :
the express was about to start. In Harry Wharton's CArringe
there was a buzz of talk, ; J

" Time this blessed train started,” said Bulstrode, looking nt
his watch. : .

“* Bulstrode !

Bulstrode jumped.

The voice came from the platform: and it was the well-

You know I—"

%y

dry upi®” said Bunter

known, sharp-toned voice of Mr. Quc-zlfh, the master of the |

R?_mlg'rﬁ.
*Hallo! T didn't see Quelehy on the platform ' said Bol
Cherry.  *““He's come hers after Emiﬁmf,Pl"!I bet gy hat ™

H“‘n]illlzﬂ:'[-,n:rﬂe. step from the train immediately! Come here
L 0 M ] e =R

Bulstrode put his head out of the carriage window in amaze-
raent and dismay. He did not kiow whal special delinguency
of his had reached Me. (%u-e]-:h‘s ears; but the Form-master
cortainly seemed angry. He could not see Mr. Queleh on the
plutform; but there was a huerving crowd of [ASSOTEers
Fhere, running to cateh the train at tha last moment,

“We're jusl starting, sir,” said Bulstrode, scanning the
platform in search of Mr. Quelch. “1 shall lose the teain!™

“Come here at onee 1"

“ But, sirv,” stammered the dismaved Bulstrode, ¢ [—"
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“Will you obey me. Bulstrode:™

Bulstrode gave his comrades a bopeless look, and stepped
out of the train. There was a trolley with a ple of Inggage
close at hand, and Me, Quelch’s voice :eomed to come [rom
the other side of 1t, as if the Remove-muster was keeping
back there out of the way of the hureving passenger:.

“Here I am, =sir!" exclaimed Bulsirode, as he ran roond
the pile of lnggage. “1F you please, sir. the train’s just
starting, and Fm in the team for St Jim's.  And—and, Be
Queleh—— Where are you, sir?" =

The last door slammed, the engine ~heicked, and the express
bepan to move,

Bulstrode stared round him blankiy. The Remove-master
was not to be seen. There was no one behind the pife of
lnggage. Bulstrode dashed roumd it and then ran towards
the train again. :
. Bulstrode !

1t was the Remove master’s volee again. Bulstrode stonped
ko look round, and his last charee was gone.

The express was rushing out of the station now.
gazed after iv in dismay, - -

The train was %om'r- and Bulsteade vwas lefr belind on the
platform of Courtlield Station, with the happy knowledee thak
there was two hours to wait for the next rrain.

The junior leooked up and down. a2l arcund about in
search of Mr. Quelch. but theee was no sign of the Bemnoves
master.

It dawned upon Bulstrode at last that he had been tricked
somehbw, :

“The beast’s not here!” growled Bui-trode between his
teeth, alleding to 'his Form-master in that disvespectful way.
“ Bomeone was plu}'i!liﬂ. trick—umitaring his blossed rasp of o
voice ! The. rotter!  Bomker. of course’! I'd forgotten that
fat bilua.st I:!' . ]

Bulstrode was siinply raging. He had lost the train: and
he realised that it wasz uEEuE o a trick of the Geerfviava
ventriloguist—now that it was o lute! If Bulstrode eould
Bave got within hitting distance of Billy Bunter at that
moment, Bunter would have felt that lifo was not worth
living, Dut Bunter was safe In.the etpress, dashing away at
fifty miles an howr; and Bulstrode was s{racded at Courtiield
Junction; with two hours to wait for anothor train!

In the express, the cricketers were discussing wrathfully
the astounding action of My, Quelch. in cailing one of their
number out of the train at the last moment. In the next
carriage, Yernon-Simith was chuckling with gles.

* Good for you, Bunter!™ he said, ** Gouod for you. faity!
There tan't another train for two giddy hows—and Whavton
will have to play somebady—eh s

Bunter nodded and grinned.

** Yes—he can’v very well leave me out now!” be remarkad,

The Bounder sniffed scornfuily,

“"You! You fat dulfer! Do you think he will put a
boiled owl like vou into the tean! He will simply have to
uy mel™ ; '

“ What rot!™ said Bunter. “I'm a1 better bolsman thau
you any day in the week, Smithy !

*- Ha, ha, ha!™ _

* Besides,”” said Bunter shrewdly. * Wharton wen't play
vou. becauze of the tricks you've served him—even if I'm a
duffer, he'd rather play me than you!™

The Bnu:‘gder‘sturt«pﬂ, and looked very thoughtful. There
was something in what Billy Bunter zaid; and the Boander
knew it.

“Look herc, Bunter!™ he said, ‘after a pause, “It's
possible—just possible—that Wharton might play the giddy
0x like that. because of that old trouble he had with me.
Y¥ou haven't finished yet—another of them las got to. go!
Understand &7

Bunter looked unea:y,

* They'll tumble to it if ic's fried azain!™ he aaid

* You must risk thatt™

* But 1 say. Smithy——""

“And T'll stand you a guid far a faad at the end of the
journey, Bunter!™ X

“Oh! said Billy Bunter. * Now yowve talking! Al
right, Smithy, I'd do anvthing to oblize a fellow I wveallv
like—vou rel¥ on mo !

Bulstroda

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
. Bad Luck for Misky!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. wore looking a little fem
cheerful now as the train bore them onwarde on their
ournev. The desertion of Haccldons and the losa of

enfold had left the beom just eleven, and now that
Buolstrode was gone there were only ten men to toke the
field at 8t Jim's. Russell, who had come as a reserve. filled
the place of Penfold very well, But who was to fill Bul
. 5

A Bplendid Qompietoe Tals of the Chum»=
of Qreyfriars., Crder Eady.
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strade’s place? That was a guestion Wharton had to fnd an
answer to before the team arvived at $t. Jim’s.

* Man short!” growled Bob Cherry, * Dlessed if I can
understand old Quelehy playing the middy ox like that! Ho
knows how important the St. Jim's mateh is—or he ought to
know, anyway I'"

T supposc Bulstrade has been up to something ¥ grunted
Johnny Dull. Quelchi must have come across to Courtfield
{rom the school, to be here when we changed traing, just to
#et Bulstrode, I wonder what he's done !

* The silly ass, to get old Quelehy on hiz track when he's
starting for a match at a distance ! said Nugent. :

* The silly-azzfulness of the csteemed Bulstrode is terrific "

" Who are you going to play, Harey

Wharton wrinkled his brows thoughifully.

o Of course, we could pick up & man at St, Jim’s,"* he said,

Lots of fellows there would be willing to chip in to Rl up
e empty place. Only—""

" Unly if we beat thet, with a 8t. Jim's chap playing for
us. it won't be the giddy victory we want!” said Nugent.

“ That's it!™

*There are two other Grevfiinrs chaps in the train, ten,”
remnarked Ogilvy.,  ** You could play either of them, Buntor's
wo good, of course: but Vernon-Smith can play a splendid
ganwe when he likes,”

* He doesn’t always like 2

" Well. he would be bound to play on an occasion like this ™
said Ogilvy," I think it's a bit of luck his being in the train.
He'd play if ¥ou asked him !"

Wharton bit his lip. It went very much zgainst the srain
with him to ask such a favour of his old enemy,

* There's Bunter ! he sad, )

Oeilvy sniffed,

* You couldn't put that farkead in the team! St Jhn's
would langh us to death if they saw him plav. Besidos,
what would the fellows say at Grevfiarve, if you left out a
goeod plaver to put that hapeless ass in '™

* I don't want to play Smithy 7

“ imow you don't ! saud Ogilvy, somewhat tartly, “ But
I think that thia i=n't a time to consider what you want and
what you dow’t want. T know you and Smithy are at dazgers
t?rm'iln:_ Eut “T wmll’r.l E} beat Bt Jim's ! :

* Faith, and you'll bave to play Srithy, Wharten daslint @
siidd Micky Desmond., * Ilﬁ‘dpiﬂgy if J.':}l::r’nﬁkc-d him !"?

* 1 know he would !

*Then that settles it said Ogilvy.

I deesn’t settle it!™ sand Wharton, sharply. Tl think
tt oveyr!™ )

* Well, T considep——-""

Y Blow what you consider! Y had an idea that T was skipper
of this team ! said Wharten, angrily.

“(th, rats!™ said Ogilvy.

" Tock here——"?

" Peaee, my childven, peace!™ said Nugent., " Don't pas
caie another now, for gooduess sake! That jsn't the way to
win cricket matches, or lucifer matches, or any kel of
suntees !

" I shouldn't wonder if the Bounder's had a hand in this '™
saul Harry, ™ It's jolly auecr, losing three fellows on the
wav—{first Hazel, ﬂl]{{ then IPen, and now Bulstrode !

“ 1 suppose Bmithy dido’t put the brokers into Penfold’s
shop, did he®" asked Ogilvy, sarcastically.

T ean't help thinking that he's ot the bottom of Hazel's
womyg, anyway. Iazel never showed any sign of being seedy
rill we ot to Friavdale Station !™

. ;ii"ml‘r"a making a pleasant accusztion agamst Hazeldene, I
minst say !

“ Well, T don’t want to do that, Bui—"*

* But you're doing it!' said Ogilvy,

* (Oh, shut up!™

Omilvy growled and relapsed into silence. Whaston sat in
worried thought. He knew that most of the team took it for
sranted that he ought to play the Bounder to 6l the empty
place in the eleven. But it went very mauch against the
cramm; and he eould not help suspecting, too, that Vernon-
Smith had o band in the miﬁ;m'tuuﬂa of the cleven since they
Iiaadd left Greviviars. He knew the Bounder of old.

If Vernon-Bmith had been guilty of trickery in the matier,
it would be too hard to bo foreed to give him a place in the
toam a3 a reward for his tricks.

On the other hand, the team could not play 2 man short—
unot, at all events, without inviting a licking from Tom
Merry's tedm ot 3t Jim’s,

The train rushed on while Wharton was thinking it ont.
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There was another change to be made half-way (o 3t Jin's,
and when the trein stopped, the cricketers pouwrcd out of it,
aid the Bounder and Bunter joined them. Vernon-2mith
looked over the party,

“ Hallo! Bulstrode’s not got out!” he exclaimed,

“ He's not in the train ™ said Ogilvy,

The Bounder Jooked astonished.

“* Not in the train ' he exclaimed.

“No; he was left behind at Courtficld 1™

“Why, I saw him get into the train!” said Vernon-Sinith,

*{Hd Ql:le]«t:lqr turned up and called him out, beded ! Micky
cxplained. ** Faith, I think Quelchy might have found some-
thing better to do, Dhdn't you see him?”’

" No; I was veading,” said the Boundor,
man shopt ¥

“ Faith, and we aret!”

“I shouldn™t mind playing, if you want me, Wharton,” said
the Bounder, difidently.

* Thanks " said Harry.

“Well, do you want me?’

' T'H let you know !

" Oh, yeally, Bmithy, I think you shouldn’t put yowvself
forward in this way, you know. Of course, Wharton 15 poing
to play me!” said Bunter. S

“It's not a comedy we're woing to play; its a ocrvicked
match 1" explained Ogilvy, " Weo'll play vou whm we're
doing a screaming faree, Bunter |

*ia, ha, ha!l”

' Here's the train ! growled Wharten. © Get in--and for
goodness’ sake don't any of you get leil belybmd ™

The juniors were not able to et carriases 1o fhemselves
this time. ‘The tram was pretty full. The Faeons Five «ot
into one carviage; and Mark Linley and Tom Brown and
Cilvy into another.  Micky Desmond got into a corringe with
the Bounder and Billy Bunter, and they squeczed info the
space for two, all but two places being filled iu the carviage.

" Faith, and it's going to be o squerse mtively,”” saul Micky,
“ Bure, and vou might get out, Dunter dwrling. In dorsn’t
matter i vou lose the train!”

“ats 1 sand Billy Bunter, prompily.,

* Don't shove me, you fat porpoise ! said Micky, a: ike
fat jumior settled down heavily into his seat, ™ Sure, you're
making me shove this ould gintleman next to me!™

The old gentleman next to Micky glared at him. Aicky
had {redden on his feet, and was certainly squeesing him
nneamfortably.  Bunter reguired wmore than svepase eaon,
and his weight fold as he scettled down on the evewded weat.
The old gentloman was very snappizh.

“ ¥ou should not crowd into o full carviege, you boys ! lie
exclaimed. * One of you should get out. Theve 13 more
room along the train!™

“ Faith, and T didn't see any, siv!” said Mickw.

“ 1 shell spenk to the guard I exclatmed the old gentleman.
“This 15 outrageous ! did not pay for my tickern, te Le
puzshed by unmannerly boys ™

“ b, go angd eat coke!”

The ol zentleman jumped.

That was certainly not a vespeetful reply: and i Michy
Desmond had uttered i, he would certnmly have descrved
to have hiz ears boxed. But Micky Presinond had not spoken
it was the Greyfeiars ventriloquist again, But the old gentle.
man _could not be supposed to know that. Ile turned quite
purple with mdignation.

“Boy! You young rascal—"

“Eh! Are you s=paking o
Desmond, i surprise.

Y Guard ! shrisked ihe old mentleman, leaning fiom the
dooyway, ‘' Guard!"

ey up. there P

* Guard! Gueard!”

* Oh. shut vour silly Lead, vou old josser !

“ Faith, end who said that = murmured Micky Desiond, in
SRS,

Vernon-Smith chuckled. ;

The ald zentleman was ot in doubt as to who had sand .
He bellowed for the gpuarvd, and the guard came 10 the doers

“Wat's the matter "ere?” he demanded.

The old gentloman pointed to Micky Desmondd,

“1 insist upon that young ruffian bemg removed from tha
earvinge ! The carriage was full before hie enteved, and he has
m=tlted me erossly ! I anss ;

" Bure. ang [t

“The tratn’s full up!’ said the guard. ™ The boy can
Ehar:llgtl at the next station into another carnage.”

1 inglst——e

“ (an't be done—jest poing to stact——"

Y You're & linr "

The guard jumped. Tt certainly scemed to be Micky
Tdeamondd’s volee, and the guarﬁ g]area:-’t at the ammzed illr'-.‘]:l
junior in speechless wraih.

“ There ! voared the old gentlenwmn.
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“ Be quiet, for goodness' sakel™ elaculated the Grammarlan anxiously. © 1 can't explain, My name is Tom
Sinclair mow, and I'm the new boy at the Grammar School. Please—please don't say another word, Jack. 1
promise to explaln laier!”™ Levison, from his point of vantage, had seen and heard everything, and he gazed at
Jack Blake with undisguised curlosity, (For ‘s incidend see the grand, long, romplete iale of Tom Meryy d- Ch,
of Sr. JSim'y, entitled ** The Schoothoy foformer " by Martin Ciifford, whick i= roilained 1w this weel s sssve of oy

popular companion paper, ** The (Gem {i?amiy_“ Chir on Wednesday, Price One Moany. )

— e o S R S _

of that voung rufban's manners! Perbap: vou witl semova g frart” :
hiiny now Y CHeur, [ zav! I dun't heliove vmdse gl oa fiesf ol
YAl wm TV spluttered 1w ouswd, - M Cat v {hkot, noither '™ :
Fake vour fave away! (o amld hoey oV “CRure, and f—--1
:' Wegupet e “ Show your tickel .!H i I_;u'-'tl e watard, : s -
o Dz off. betore 1 dor von an the el o “PFuairh, 0172 here ! Michy Desnond Teleoin B wakaboo!
Dot van inothe eae " poaeed el goand, oo anBling inia packet, boe the tiokel wous teer tHaeee, 0 Sore, T—Fyve s
ihe earvbuger. T choow aoa” Yosr wir onbie 1o npiayg <17

s semipew e

*He ods dravetheg wickioor o fieket 17 sheated the ange:
olil wentloman,

SO herets vose Bekeb T paaeed e mound,

“ Hats !
 Hont vou go!™
Micky Deamond voaped oo the gunaed Ll o Lasd o B

shomlelie, wisd jerkead hiha oo b bis sowe © Faith, T 10w bost bt st

S PPhwat pee ve o ™ moaped Mk, vl ToR geveens Pl bk v @t 15 Seared thal dule aliee
dways ikt Sleonger when Lo wad sygoite T 2 b g iy Compen, 4 i Cobi, owoe dilsrorgind ! Vo gl ! (L
wer it ey O Flards g o sptieae, 0 T ' ; =

gt Yot
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dlicky Desmond alighted on the platiorn:, and the guard
slummmied the door of the carvioge, AMicky Desmond jumped
up in o fury.

“ Bure, I'm going by thal train! T——""

“ Travelling without a ticket, Bill!"" said the guard, to a
porter who rushed up. *'0ld him ! Young swindler!”

i EUTE!, | (LT

' Btand back theee !

The guard swung himself into the teain, and it started,
Micky Desmond remaimed on the platform, strugeling wildly
in the grasp of the porter.

“ Faith, and F've got to go!” hLe voared. ** Ye spalpeen,
leggo! 1 shall miss the match! I Yah! Let me go!

aroo-oh t"

But the train was gono before the porter released him.

“¥You'll come with me to the stution-miaster, young gentle-
man!” ke said. ** And if you've not got a ticket, you'll be
given in charge!'

Micky Desmond went desperately through his pockets. He
distinetly remembered putting his ticket into his waistcoat-
pocket. He remembered seeing the edge of it protruding
from the pocket as hio sat down. But as he went tEruugh his
pockets now, ho found the ticket in his jacket-pocket. But
I:}‘.fim it was right enough, and the porter had to be satis-
ied,

" You should bave shown it to the guard,” he said.

‘Bure, and I eonldn’t find #t!" mumbled Micky. * Sure,
1 I:,uf-. it in me waistcoat-pocket, and goodness knows how it
got hera!

The porter grinned.

* Detter be more caveful next time," he said.
the {ﬁjin,“ . . :l

“ When 15 the next? growled Micky.

“Where for?™ N dicky

“Wayland Junction.

" Two hours,'

M‘ Eh»fﬁl:ﬂ}‘-'r'i}' molher av Mozez, and tare an’ "ounds '™ groancd
dioky !

The train was rushing on. Harry Wharton & Co., who
wera i a carciage some distance up the tramn, had not seen
the row, and did not know the misfortune that had happened
to the in@h Junior. . Vernon-Smith and Billy Bunter were
chuekling in their corringe. They bad succeeded. OUne more
of the ericketers had been left bLehind, Bunter's ventrilo-
quism bad started the trouble, and the eurions displacement
of Micky's ticket had done the rest.

“lueer he couldns  find his  ticket, Smithy,” Bunter
minir mueel,

The Bonnder langhed,
UL snow it sticking out of hiz waiztcont-pocket,”” he sxplained,
m a low voice, unheard by the other passengers. “ 1 whipped
it out, and slipped it into lus jnrﬁvt-pm'kﬁ, He wi]? Ly
#il right; he'll Lind it. He will be arrested for travelling
without a ticket.”

Bunter grinned.

“ You are a deep beast, Smithy! T never thought of that,
T,

J'H _HI;It_. I say, Wharton will have to play both of us at St.
im s,
" What-ho!" said the Bounider,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
. The Bounder Has His Way.

HREE juniors were standing on the platform at Way-
land Junetion, where the party from Greyiriars had
to make their Jast change for St. Jim's. They wers
three jumiors from Bt. Jim's—Tom Merry, Manners,

amd Lowther, of the Shell Form at that ancient school. They
were watbing for the train, having wnlked over to Wayland

to meet. the poarty there, and to come over with them to
St Jim's,

" Here she comes ! suid Mannors,

Tom Merry eame oul of the volume he was reading, and
Maonty Lowther detached himsolf from the antomatic swoot
machine he was leaning againzt, and took his hands out of
hiz porkoeta,

The train had appeared in sight down the line.

"1 wonder what they will b hke this time,”” Tom Merry
remarked. " A pood teany, I expoct, anyway. It will be &
ripping match !

"1 can see o face 1 know,” snid Monty Lowther, seannin
the advancing train, as it steamed into the station, an
catehing sight of Billy Bunter’s fat fare and gleaming
spectaches. " Chap they ecall Panter, or Shunter—I forget.
I wonder if they're going to play him? About as good as
vu_'-];:B-mg the porpeise from the Zoo.™

The train stopped. >

The cricketers poured out of the vorious earriages, and
the Terrible Three of 8t Jim's zhaock hands warmly with
Harry Wharton & Co.
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“Came over to meet vou here,” Tom Merry explained.
“MNo hurry, the locnl for Bxleombe deesn't start for ten
nrnutes vet,”?

“Good of you to come over,” =aid Wharton.

“The goodiulness is teevilie,. my esteemed Merey,” said
Hurree Jomset am Singh: and Tom Merry smiled,

He DLad met the Nzbob of Bhanipur before, and he liked
him ane his English fmmensely. '

Al vour fleck hieve ™ asked Manners, looking along the
crowel,

Yo, We lost our resevves coming.™
" Playing ten men, thent”

“Ten!” sard Harry Wharton, * There are eleven {ellows
here, without Bunter.,” Wharton had decided in the traio
that ke weould have to play the Bounder.

“Then I'm lesing my evesight in my old  age,
Manners, "1 eon only eount ten.”

Harey Wharton looked round anxiously. It stewek lhom ut
once that some further ill-luek muest have happened.

“ Micky's not here,” spid Nugent.

“Macky ! Michy Deazmondd !

Burt the Irvish jumior «id not answer to his name, for very
good reasons,

* Anybody here seen Desmond ¥ called oot Harry Wharton,
“Any of you in the earriage with him®

“¥ was,” satd the Bouncer.

“*Oh, ™ Wharton's  suspicions

" oepud

y youl” revived  af

Surely nothing's happrned to him?"”

“He didn't eeme on from the last change,”” Vernon-
Brmth explained.

“Why, I zaw him gt into the train!™ cxclaimed Tiob
Cherry.

The Bonnder nodded.

“"He got out again,”’ he said. A guard wanted to see his
tic'khél:: and he couldi'r produce 3t, Must have forgotten to
take it

“I took 1= ticket. along with the others, and gave 1t to
bim,"” =aid Havev, * He hidd his ticket right enough.”™

“Then he nmst have lost it,* catd the Bounder eacilv.
“The guard wanted 1o ree it. and Micky couldn’t show i,
and the man yanke! him oni™

“He midzeod the train

e YE"‘.‘- B F

*Oh, rofient™?

Wherton did not <y to the Bounder the things he wae
thinking. He died not want 1o have any unpleasuntness bolore
the St. Jim's (ellows.  But withont being unduly suspicions,
he ronld not help thinking that Vernon-Smith had had some-
thing to do with Mirky Diemend missing the train.

The Groxfrines’ skipper's brow was darkly eloudedd,

The termn was twe men ~Jwort now.,  What was to be done?

By Jove, that’s jollv unlucky for yon!™ said Tom Merry
sympachetically. ™ Andd vou haven’t got any eeserves witn
vou’

Wharton =hook hits head,

“We bhad two,™ he said ** but one turned seedy, and one
of the team was called away at the last minute, and then
another was called off by a Form-master, sg—m"'

“*Rotren chapter of accidentz!" said Nugent,  “ Now
Micky Desmond’s missed the train, and we're two men short.”'

“Tawo ! said Tom Merey,

“Nernon-Smith and Bunrer are not in the team,” said
Harry.

“{th, T see !

“Buat vou'll ploxy Bmithe. Wharten?'” said QOgilvr.

“1'mr ready,”™ tand the Bounder,

“Yes, | osuppose g0, sand Harey
to be done. Let'= get 1o the train™

The Terrible Three of 51 Jim's could see plainly enoogh
thot there was a pift in the Jurs zamewhere ; but they polito] -
did net natice i1, Toen Alerry led the way to the pﬂﬂni'u:
wheneo the local train stareed for Hyleombe, the tation for
S8t. Jim's,

“Trouble in the fumiily, T faner."” Monty Lowther mnr-
muared, in Tom Meery™s e Wharton's got his lictle bael
up about something. Let's pet in further down the train,
and give them a chaner to Juw it over."”

oo ege 't sand Tome Merry.

Wharton signed ro Vernon-8mith and Bunter to get in with
Lim, and they oberad, Tom Merry and Mannerz and Lowther
went inta the next cavringe with Ogilvy and Noegeor andd
Hurree Jamser Ham Siogh. It was quite plain that 1l
Greyfviars skipper Iaul something to =ay to Verwar-Smith and
Bunter, which 3t w2~ just a= well the 3t Jim's fellows woek
no notice of.

Wharton was r-lieved by thie tact of the 5L Jin's fellows,
He wanted to ~peak 1o the two possible recrairz, aned He
didn’t want 1o Jo i in the presence of strange cars,

He didl ot <pesk silk the cenin had startod.

“We're :.r.-t..r]]:-r_r men short now,” he remarked.

ti]ere,

“There's nothing olse

i ]’ij“
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'&:-ll:rr_nq& how we've lost chap after clisap on the way to
Bt Jim's"

“Jolly add " agreed the Bounder,

" Liooks as if somebody had something o do with i1 said
Johnny Bull bluntly.

The Bonnder smiled.

“If you suspeot me of having anvthing to do with it, T
I can only say you are wide of the mark,” he suad. I
couldn't help Micky gesting into & row with the guard.”

Well, Iet thet deep.” said Harey,  “The guestion 1=,
:ﬂhﬂt ate we going to do now? We're two moen shoet 3 e
eam."’

“I'rve said once that T play, if yon like,” zaid Vernon-
Amith.

H“0Oh, really, Wharton, I'm auite willing to play ™ said
Billy Bunter. , “* And 1 st say that I think it's all for
the best, az it turnz our™

Wharton growled.

8mith can plar.” he said, “when be likes, You can't
play at =IL’" '

“Oh, really—"" '

“ Tom Merry may agree,”” Smith said, “but T can’t. It's
not good enough.'

ik Euuk hero——""

“I tell you it's not good enough!' said the Bounder
guietly, * ¥ou want to make use of me till Bulstrode comes
—if he does come—and then to turn me out of the tenm.
*}.‘“.“ﬂt going to be made a fool of like that before all 5t.

1T &,

“Bame here!” sald Bunter, taking his cue from the
Beunder. “If I'm good enough to play in the first innings,
I'm good enough to play in the second.”

“It's not making fools of you,” ssid Harry sharply.  “It's
making reserves of you. If I'd asked vou at Greyfriars, you'd
have been glad enough to come as reserves.”

The Bounder said nothing.

“Tll put you two inte the team, but on conditions,” snid

vy, * Micky Dezmond will come on by the next train,
When he nrrives, vou’ll have to stand out, Bunter, and Micky
will take wyour place. I'll ask Tom Merry's permission fo
play o aubstitute till Micke gets hera”

“ Oh, really—" "

* And the same applicz to Vernon-Smith, if Bulstrode turna
up,’’ said Harry, *' Bulstrode may be able to get away Iater,
and, if he gets here, he must have his place in the team.
Tom Merry i2 a good zportsman, and he'll understand how
we're fixed, and let nz put in two sobstitutes.”’

Vernon-Smith shook his head.

“ But you didn't ask us at Greviviars.™

“ What differonce does that make™ demanded Wharton,
¥ I'm asking vou now to play as substitutes for two missing
Elnyers. I've a right fo expect it, as you are members of the

emove Cricket Club.™ :

** Moat certainly!" =aid Bob Cherry.

The Bounder's lip curled.

“ It doesn't seem (o occur to you that any other fellows have
any rights,"” he said. “ I think I have some rights too. If
yvou want me to play, I'll play with pleasure, andg IT'll promise
to put up the best game T can,  But I'm not going to be made
use of and then turned out if Bulstrode happens along. As a
matter of fact; I'm a botrer bat than Bulstrade any day; and
ten times a3 good jn the field!”

YEe am I said Bunter.

“ Oh, shut up!” growled Johnny Bull,

* Do vou mean tﬁmt unless I give you o place in the team
for the whele mateh, you won't ]pl!l,}'. Smith?'* said Harry.

“1 mean thot I can’t play unlezs I am treated decently.”

Wharton was silent.

He had turned it over in his mind for the last two hours
whether he would offer the place to Vernon-Smith: and it
was rather a shock to him fo find the place refused now that
it wns offered.

Veornon-Smith was master of the sitnation, in point of fact.

Whearton had heen slow to make up his niind ; but he had
come to the only poszible decision, to play the Bounder.

The team could not meet the Sainks o man short; that was .

courting <defeat.

But ’Sw Bounder, instead of accepting conditions, intended
to impose them : and the power was in his handa to.do 50!

The train von on, while Wharton sat with a wrinkled brow,
deep in unpleasant reflection.

iz chums were silent too; they could not help him.

They were exasperated at the idea of boing dictated ta Ly
the Bounder—especially as they vaguely suspected him of
having had a hand in causzing the vacaneiss in the team.

But there was nothing to be done but to miva way.

* Hpttr:;‘ make up your mind,”’ suggesied the ﬁaunder, at
last; ** this run only takes a quarter of an hour, I believe."

Wharton gave him a bitter look,

“You won't play. then, unless I give vou Bulsirode's place
FQE lrliw match, whether Dinlstrode turns up again or not®” he
AR ;

“1 feel that I can't plur on any other torms!™

 You won't, vou mean !’
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“ Lot it go ab that! zaid the Bounder, with a shrug of ths
shau[d?(s. “ You can jouet ir any way vou like "

" 1 think yon are acting like o cad V"

" Thanks 1"

CHIE it wasn't for risking lesing the mateh for Grexfriars,
Ud leave vou out, But 1 can’t throw swayv the mutch on
aeconnt of my feelings in the matter?” said Harev, bitrerly.
“I'll par vou int™

:‘ E:w the whole matels”

2 Ii{ﬂm}_llr briglt—whether Bulstrode twenz up or not®’

T LS,

“ Done ! said the Bounder,

“Whar about Buntor!™ asked Bob Cherry. # Mick: is
e to come on by the nots teain, and if we don't bat first,
he'll be heve in time for the ficst innings. Ir would be rob
te have Dunier in the team. Better play a man short {ill
"i"hi!:;hy_ gets hepp—or Bulstrode—whichever of them gots hievo
ek i

Harry Wharton nodded. ;

" Yes, that's all sight; may az well play a man short as
play Buntor!™

we fat junior glared at him through hiz spoctacles,

“* You rotters!™ he roarved. “ ¥ou're jolly well not poing
to leave me out!™ . 5

“Tll put you in a3 substitute till Desmond gets herve, i
vou like!” said Wharton, curtly. * I won't put you in on any
other terms. ou're no good., anvway !

“ Why, rou—you begst——

“ Oh, shut up!”

“1 won't shut up!” roarcd Bunter. b 1‘[15.; iz simply o cate
of l:lersﬁnal jealousy, and I'm not standing it. Do you hear?™

“I'm not deaf!”

“ Well, you're going to put me in, then!”

“ Only on the conditions I've named.”

“1 vefuse to play, then!™

“ Good !

Buunter spluttered with wrath. The juniors iu the carriages
were grinning 3 nobody cared whether Bunter played or not.
'E;guyting Bunter was not much better than playing a man
short. -

“ And Smithy won't play, cither!” roared Bunter. ™ Smithy

and I nre.pals, and he won't play unless vou play mel”

““ Smithy is a rather wncertain sort of pal to vely on!”
murmured Bob Cherry. .
Vernon-8mith laughed aﬁecting not to hear Bob’z remark,
“ My dear Bunter,” he said, ** 1f wo're pals, this js tha
ficst I've heard about it; and I'm_certainly not going to
ﬂtiz:nd ﬂ;t -?r_f thif. ’%na?ﬁh beeause Wharton doesn’t want to
ay a Dowhng duaiior, -
F ‘_‘F"i’b"h:.'. ].'-DL!E'-FI;I:.:—_” spluttered Bunter. n
““ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Johnny Bull. “ ¥ou've got it in
he neck that time, Bunter!” 2 i .
t F"!E'-:ru ratter, E-:;ithy!“ roared_Bunter, * You said you i
stick to me—vou—yon rotter! Jf you dou't stand by me,
I'i ‘c:}l_lly well tell tihpn;—T’
“ Bhut up, vou fat fool! :
“* Hallo, Ihailﬂ. halle!™ exc]aimeﬂ‘ﬂﬂh Cherey. ‘Tel_! ug
what? (Ot with it, Bunter, What's the giddy secret?
Vornon-Smith furned red. ‘ -
“ It's nothing!™ he said. * Only Bunter's voi.
“ What iﬁ-h it, Bunter?”
© Ot with it !" o
nter did not © ont with it.Y He realised im time
tthu':J! E:: E-E:e[fla.inad the tricks he had played on the membera
of the team it w:;'ld h; as .—Iimd for himself az for Vervon-
ith. He grunted, and made no answer, =
Eﬁlt?hnuli;ngstag out of the team, Bunter,” said Wharton,
“That's :-:‘-fth';l E:l'
y snorted, : o ]
E%ﬁ:;il the whole, 1'IL iﬂa.y,” he gaid. “ TN play till
Desmond gets hﬁm. i1E you like. But I think ir's hard en o
d cricketer !
r&ﬁﬂ%ﬁﬁ rea.l‘lyc d ericketer?” asked Bob Cherry.
“ Oh, really, Cherry——""
s Here we are at Rylcombe!” said Johony Dull
And the cricketers descended upon the platform of
Beleombe Station. A handsome and elegant yvouth with an
eveglass in his eye came forward to meet them, and Harry
Wharton shook hands with Arthur Augustus D7Arer, the
swell of 8t. Jim’s. i e
““ Jollay glad to see you, deah boys!” said IMApey. ™ Ii's
a wippn' day, and were goin’ to have a wippmn mateh !
What?" ) .
“ How do vou do, Gussy®" asked Bunter. familiarly.
Arthur Auwnstus turned his eveglass upon the Oul of the
Remove.
“ Bat Jove! .
“ You remember me, old man?’ i
A Bplendld Complota Tale of the Chums
of Grayfriars, Order Early.
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“ Weally, vaas, I think I do—ryour name i Gruntah

* Dunter!™

 1h, Buntah! How do you do. Buntah®’

~ We've got a brake outside,” suid Jack DBlake, of Bt. Jim's.
 Thia way, my infants !

And in & few punutes the “Greyiriars champions were 731
the brake, bowling slongy the sunny rond beiweor high precn
|;m|,|1,;1.!$ towards Sf Jim's.

Fr

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
The St. Jim's Match.

OM MERRY & Co of 8t Jun's, had o specanl heliday
that morning for the Greyiriavs match, hle the Grey-
friuvs fellows, The rest of St. Jim's was at clnss when
Hurry Wharton and Iiis team arprived. The Bt Jius

Jmior eleven, and half a dozen fellows who were required,
wepe out of the Vorm-rooms, and that was all. The after-
noaon was a hall-holiday, and then there would be plenty of
spoctators to see the later developments of the match, But
for the start, only tha wmpires were likely to sea it and the
seorer, and one or two others. The junior pitch, besutifully
rolled, looked very inviting ; and the Greyfrars fellows were
shown into very comfortable quarters in the pavilion, ,

“ Ve shall have the gréund to otrselves until owelve,”” said
Tom Merrv., * This 13- the only whole-day junicr match
played here, vou know., The séniors bave two v theee ) bus
this is our only one——""

“Our only  ziddy ewe-lamb®”
~ulemnly.

“ Yauas, walhah!” i

“We'll do our best to give vou a cood match,” said Havey
Wharton, It was rotten luck losing & man on rente; but
Bunter—that fat chap yohder—is poing 1o play as :ubstitute
1ill he asvives, if you've no objection.”

“* Right-ho!"

“Tocs Buptal ploy  cwickei?” asked Asthur Augustus
D' Avcy, tuyning his eyeglass ‘wpon the fat jmmor again,

Havry Wharton langhed.

* Veg—alter a fashion—better than playing a wman shorr
You only necd to warn the wickeb-keeper not to let L
brain him with the bat [

** Ha, ha, ha!” _ o o

* Ripping lot of chaps, these Sr. Jiwm's fellows,™ = Bob
Cherry, when they were changing in the pavilion. = They've

T e

gaid  Meonty  Lowthes,

g e e e

T

Unti! the last few years, the would-be cangueror of the Alps
had no alternative but to fight his way, slowly and
laboriously, up the peaks on fcot, aided by capable
guides—the whole party being roped together for
greater safely.

i e, e

.,

About two years ago the passage of the Alps was accom-

CONTRAST

ot ong chap as otk os Bouter, bot e Jocks o very Jfiviont
torl=—Wynn, I think his name m*™

“Ha's a friend of nine!™ said Billy Banter, lehily. " Uin
as tally with him as T am with TV Arey ™

* ¥es, I daresay vou are ™ agreed Bob Cherry, saoas:ivadkr,
*Just as much—and no more ™

" Oh, reatly, Chovry—"

The Saints were 2!l veady when Iarry Wharton & Cn vonie
out of the dressing-room,

They looked o fine toam.

Tom Merry was the skipper of the 8t. Jim's junicr «leven.
The rest were Mantiers and Lowther, of the Shell ; Bluke and
Hervies and D*Aver, an Ausiralipgn named Nobic, who was
eiitod Kangaroo by his comrades, and Fizging, Kerre, and
Weynn—tho lost-namied the fat Fourth-Former whara Bob
Cherry had noticed vesembled Dunter in his gieth, though
net in other respracts. Fatty Wynn was the channigon bowler
of the junior team, and he was expeeted fo o great things
i1 the match,

Harry Wharfon weon the toss, and he eleeted to send in the
Saints firat, in order to give Micky Desmond and Bulstrode
a chauce to met to St Jun's before the visiting side batetod,
Bunter in the field could not do muoeh harm, bun Boewter at
the wicket was a wicket thrown away.

Havvy Whartan led out his merey men, in gpotles: while,
anl posted them. Billy Bunter called out anxicusly to his
L ETTE

" Where de I stand, Wharton®”

“{hm your head! prowled Bob Cherry,

“Ath, really——"

“Whervever you ke, said Harry, It won't iake much
dilference, only doa't get ia the wav !

< [ jefer slip!” said Bunter, with digmtr,

“ (et into the long Reld 1 said Harey,

How far slall I go?™?

“ The further the better!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”
: ‘j!“_’.lil!;.r Dunter snosted, and tramped away into the long
FER o

Tom Merry opened the innings for 5t Jim's with Figping
at the other end, Avthur Augustus IVArey tapped hia
sripper gently on the arm as he waos zoive o Tom Moy
flalied. smd tayned hue head,

“What s it, Gussy¥’ he asked,

“ You've forgotten scomethin’, deal hoy.”

—No. 7.

plished by th: late M. Chauvez In an aeroplane in a
few hours. The unfortunate airman was fatally Injured
on landing : but the feat has since been accompilshed
several times without accident of any kind,
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'|m Arthur Augustus DArcy Jammed his monocle in his eye, and gazed down at the wicket in a very surprised way.
* | suppose that's oul, deah boy ?' he remarked to the grinning umpire. **1 suppose it is!" agreed the wnpire.
© wBal jove!™  And Arthur Augustus carried home his bat, (See Chapt:r 10.)

Tom Xviry glanced down at his pads, and then at his
gloves, o

“ I haven't forgotien anxthing,” he saidh  ** What are you
dyiving ar:’

“ T min not alludin® {o your pads, deal boy. T was thinkin'
thas it gives a team a =oir of a leg-up, you know, if theres
a woplly good =core at the start.”

“Yeg | believe Ive heard something of the sort, Gussy.™

“ Ewoy don't wot, desh boy. Ton't voun think it's a good
ieah to put m oone of the vewy best batemen for the firse
jnndigre st

“ Tt puiting in two.”” sakd Tom Merry.

“ Waally, Tom Mewwy, vou know what I mean.™

Y Blesszed if T do!"” satd Tom Merry., Do you think that
Blake is a better bat than Figgins:”

* ¥ans, but I'm not speakin’ of that. T should be quite
wiilin’ to open the innings myself, in ordah to put heart into
the team by & big score to start with,” 1Y Arey explained.

‘“¥a, ha, ha "’

[ fail to see anvihin' to cackle at, Tom Mewwy,"” said
the swell of Bt. Jim’s, turning his eyeglass upon his captain
with a withering look. I am makin’ this suggestion for the
good of the team.” ) )

“ My dear chap, Lhe other ride would buck wp like any-
think 1f we stacted with a duck’s egg 1" anid Torn Merry.

Tue Maiener Liprary.—No. 21h
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“ Weally, you ass—-- _

“&a Tl leave you till later.” Ducks" cgge don’t mntter so
much at the end of an mnings.”

“You nttah ass——" i

Tom Merry laughed, and went on to the wicket, Avthur
Augustus twrned to Kert for symupaihy. Kerr was m the
Fourth, like D°Arey, but he was a New Houze boy, and his
private opinion was that the teum hado’t enough New House.
follows m it.  School House and New Hounse at 26 Jin's were-
keen rivals in cricket and other matters. ) )

“Wathah a weckless way to open an inmings, «don’ you
think, Kerr?" asked IArey, with a shake-of the head,

Kerr nodded, o .

"%nu mean Tom Alerry opening it with Figgms!”

KE uan" 3

“ Awfully reckless,” sadd Eere. “ Better have oprened it
with two New House chaps—say, Figging and Redlorn,™

“ T did not mean that at all, yvou ass! I meant—"

“ There goes the Arst ball ™ =ard Blake of-the Fourth.

“ You are intevwwnptin' me, Bluke.” . : :

“1 know that, Gussy. M’:,.r hat, that migger 5 howling
well " execluimed Blake exeitedly., * Look at Ibs sdeliveryl
Wasn't that a daisy?’

The noble Naubob of Bhanipur, whoem Jack Blake Dl thns
Gisrespeetfully veferred to as a nigger, had cortainly started
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bowling in geod stele, iz Grst Lall, zent down to Tom
Blcrev's wiuﬁ-:-t. wuz just sfopped by the 5t Jim's jumor
captain—just and ne more. And his second Lall waz just
stopped, too,  And his thied and foorth—just! The Saints
looked at one unother. In the dusky Nabol of Bhanipur
the Crovieinrs leam had a bowler who wns very hot sruff
T Te O

It wos o maiden over: Tom Merey did not score. That
was sometiing new : Tom Merry of St Jim's generally broke
b5 «beck in the licst over.

“ W shall bave o ook ont for Inky Dacknes<” murmured
Blonty Lowther, i

* Bai Jove, what a gueeal namel” satd D'Aeey. “Is he
weally named Inky Darkness?”

f.owther locked as solemn az o judge.

“The Royal Nabob Inky, Princo of Darkness” he ex-
plained. “That’s the full sivle and title”

“Bar Jove! T've heard the Gweviwinlis chaps call him
Tuke.” sand IYArey. 1 thought hiz name was Huwwy, or
Senwwr, or samethin”

*You call him Inky, Privee of Darkness, and you'll be all
viwlit,” said Lowther, ** Hallo, they're going for Figey's
scalp now., And Figgy looks as if he will loze it."”

Tom Brown of New Zealand had been put on to bowl the
secotdl over.  And the New Zealand junior was in great form.
There was not much to choose between him and the Nabols
of Bhanipue. Figgins was -a smart and clever bat, bhut he
Fonud the bowling quite as mmuch as he conld handle. He took
a selitary one on the last ball of the over. and that was all,
bt it was onongh €0 make the New House members of the
StoJdin’s peam chiep. Figgins bad broken hiz duck, ar all
evafaks,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Biily Bunter Surprises Hlmgeli!

HE =2c. Jim's innings went on steadily, Figgins and Tom
Murry keeping their ends up for a. good time, and
mhng up rons slowly bur sueely. The bowling ond
the fielding were so good that they had no chanee to

gt 1z theie wsusual scorea; buk they did protty well, and the
uumbers went up on the board. Figgins was ont at last,
vanght at ship by Tom Brown, from & ball from the nabob,
and Blake of the Fourth took his place, Blake did very
woll, bt Tom Merry saw” him ont, and then Kerr came in.
Koty had bad luck, being clean bowled first balt By B
mabolh,  And us he came disconsolately back to the pavilion.
sapeastic volrea inguired of him concerming the price of
ducks" eews—Lind.inguicies to which Kerr only replied with
B ogrunt. - ™

Tom Merey was =till at the wicket. and he had thirty runz to
Liis sole eredit now, which was cortainly good, considering the
form of the field.

Rediern joined him at the wickets, and then Figging & Ca.
grinned in anticipation. Redfern was a batsman of wonderful
wwers; he was certainly the oqual of Tom Merry in that
i, and Tom Merry waz o mighty man of hizs hands when it
carie to batiing. BRedfern faced the nabob’s bawling., and
knocked it into o cocked hat, much to the swrprise of Hurrer
Jowset Ram Singh, whose opinion, expresaed to Bob Cheery,
wis rhat it was terrifie.

Two fonrs and o two from Redfern made the B Jim's
seore jump. amd Figgins and Kere and Wenn coaged approval.

“Well, hit, Reddy!™

- Beavol”

Tollay wood!™ said  Arthur Aungusioz 17 ey mage-
naimonaly, FWeddy bats vewy well for a New Houere
clnp. I couldn’t do bettah than thar meelf 1

“Uo ot said Kerr sarcastically,

“ Waally, Kerr—"" .

* There goes another!" roared Figgins, “ That's a boundury,
L' Lot v hat 177

Hurrr Wharton clicked his teoth, )

Ledfern had sent the bali whizzing., and the leld wepes
runting, but there was oniy one fellow who bada chanes,

And chat was Bunter!

Hedfeen had marked Bonter, and his utter incapaciry, sl
he had rmeaily given RBunker o chanee which he would never
bave given any other Neldsmon, confident thar the fat jundor
1."|'1'|-'.|!LFH‘.J1 be able to towch the ball even if ir hie b on sl
Cuiest.

Bar it was suid of old that ir s the vnexpected thas always
Lanpens,

LCertainly that 15 very [roquently the casze in cricker,

The grear summer game 1% a gamne of glorions unceertaintics,

Dt wertainly rhe moat uocertain of unecrtainties condd noer
Lave surprized the Grayfriars field so much a: what bappeieed
FVT,
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Bunter did nob realise that the ball was cominge his way till
guite lute : o yell from the whole field warnad him.

“* Bunter F°

* Lock out!” :

Jump at it, you fat idiet!”

Billy Bunter jumped at ir, with hiz fat hands outipread.

Somothing hit him on hia fgr pelm, and bhe gripped it,
without even knowing that it was the ball.

The chances were about a million to ons that RBanter
wouldn’t stop the ball.

But it was the millionth chance that bappenadd.

Bunter had the ball] '

He wans so startled ond Aabbergasted himsell chat be dido's
know that ke had it, and he very neacly dropped iv in bis

mllr‘prisz-. _ ] )
ortunately, he did not quite dreop ik,

He¢ stood with the ball right in hiz hand. blinking at it
through his big spectacles with the blink of an amared owl

There wasz a’vell from the feld

Y Canght '

o %. well caught 1™

“ Ha. ha, ha?

Bob Cherry threw himself dewn upon his back on the
geeen turf, and kicked wp hiz heels in hysteries, _

G f‘nu*hr,! Bowled Inky, couglht Bunter!™ he gasped. Oy,
my hat! Oh my Auont Judy and Uncls George!  Uh,
ornmbs !

*“Ha, hia, ha!™

“The ha-ha-ha-fulness iz tereific”

“Conght Bunter! Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter blinked at the ball again. and Ltinked af  fhe
azstounded and hilarious field. o It dawned opon him o last
what he had done, :

Bunter, the champion aszs of Greviriars—Bunter, the born
idiot 20 far as cricket was concerncd—Bunter, the Unl of the
Remove—Bunter had caught our the most dangerons baksman
on the opposing side !

It was incredible, but it waz true. 3 ]

Billy Bunter knew perfectly well that it was o noraculous
accident—one of those happy Avkes which eoliven the greal

me.

“But he did not intend to say so. _

Billy Bunter had caught owt Rediern of S Jim's and
Rilly Bunter meant fo have the full ceedic of that wondesful
performance. He assumed an air of tmportance, and bliked
at Wharton with sarcastic geniulity, .

“1 suppose you'll admit that I can play erickst now ™ heo
remarked.

Wharton roared.

““Ha, ho. ha!™

“ How's that, nmpirei”

“ ! : :

“Mhe batzman’z ont.” said Bunter. ¥ That waz a jolly
difficult catch—not specially hard for me, T moean, bar ic wonld
the ticklishest eateh I've over scen, and you conlilr bave
made that cateh, Bob Cheres,™

“Hu, ha, ha!”

“ Veou jolly well conldn't have made it, Tiodl, with all your
cackling !

“ Blessed f T conld! satd Johnny Bull hoready. Tt was
the tickleshest cateh I've ever seen. and you coubdn't have
made it excopting by a howling fiuke.”

ol poally, H _

¢ Fluke or not. the man's ent ! erinned Whartan, “T'm
afrnid vou won't be able to do that again, Bunny, bur yon've
done oll right so far. You've missed o dozen chunces, but
this makes up for them. That chap Rediern lonked s if
he were sot for a century, and now he's oy !

“ And I've buted him ! zaid Bunter.

tf%{a. hn ! 'E'ﬂt:.‘ﬁiu.t‘ftz“ s .

‘1 suppose you'll put me on tv open our iunings. aft
this, Wh[:wh:-n‘.‘*“ znid Billy Bunter finporiantly.

“YWes, T don't think!” zaid Wharton.
fellows—the bat’s in.”' i Sy

Kangaroo was next man in for v, Jin's

The St Jim's fellows, of course, Jid not kueow much about
He certainly did not ook like a cricketee 1|E:hu'.
appearanees are often deceptive. und Bunter bad maae o
cuteh that fow of the fellows rlwre wonld bave undertaken to
make., It wasz only natural, thorefore, that Toan Merey &
(o, should conclude that Bunter was a “dark borse” aud
that it would pay to look out vory carsfully for Lim.

And this impreszion eaused rthem to give Buaiier a- wide .
berkh as thoy eould., and thus to bestow moare chances an e
othee Oeldsmen, which was really as good for Grepfrines s
#f Bunter had been a good field.

Mo more chonees came Billy Benter’s wos—rnst that Le
could have made anything of thor: if thiy bad. Soch Bulkes
were not likely to hnﬁpen twice oves. .

fat Billy Bunter declined fo eogeed i az o duke, and he

yolled Nugont.

u ——tom.
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suceeoded in persuading himeself that e was a very fine
fieldsman indeed.

Certainly thot catch made & very considerable diffcrence to
the Bt Jim's score when the home innings closed,

Redfern's wicket had fallen for ten runs, and but for that
unlucky catch—unlucky from Rediern’s point of view—ho
would probably have piled up at least forty for his side.

Arvthur Augustus D"Arey was last man i, and he came in
with a flourish that mdiceted that striking things were to be
expected. Fellows who were getting ready for their lunch
mrght have taken warning from DArvey’s manner that they
would not have thoir luneh just vot,  Unfortunately, & fast bull
frorn the nabob whipped D Arey’s leg stump out of the ground
before he bad hud a chance of breaking his duck.

Arthur Augustos D" Arvey Jummed his monocle into his eye,
and gazed down at the wicket in n very surprized way.

“1 suppese that's out, deah boy? he remarked to the
grinning winpire,

“1 suppose it is!" sgreed the umpire.

* Bai Jove!”
h_..-tﬂd with that ejaculation Arthur Auwgustus ecarried home

13 bat.

* Dhacks' egrs are cheap ro-dax,” Kerr vremavkad.

ds lr'}h' w:tlﬁ :h-

St. Jim's were all down for ninety in nice time for lunch,
& civcumstance which was very graiilving to Billy Buntor.
Bunter had unexpectedly distingnished himself as o fieldsman,
but he was going to distinguish himself still more at the
foneh, and that, at least, would not be unexpected,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Is Not Wanted !

HE Gereyfriars fieldsmen were going off alter the innings,
when two dusty fellows arrived and joined them, They
were Micky Desmiond and Bulstrode. Both of them
hatl come on by the first available train, and they had

et at Wayland Junetion and come on to 3t, Jim's together.
Bulstrode was looking very black as he joined the cricketers,
He made a2 dart towards Billy Bunter, aned Bunter, reading
tromble to come in Bulstrode's face, seuttled away and joined
the St. Jim's fellows. Bob Cherry caught Bulstrode by the
arm as he was about te rush after the Owl of the Remove,
“No rows bere, old chap P he saul. **Can’t bump Bunter
nt this place, you know., When yvou're on a vist vou have
to pretend fo have good manners, vou know, It's the vuln”
* Lok hero——" ' ®
“ Fasy does it =ald Wharton.
clane
“He made me
Bulsteode,
C Bunter did?” excluimed Wharten, in surprize.
" Yew, the fat hownder 1™
“ It it was Queleh! He ealled ven out of the train '™
“Quelchy wasn't there ! growled Bulstrode, 1 huntod
round the station for him, but he wasn't there: and I wnder
stood 1t too lnte ! It was that beast imitating his voies "
“ Bunter! Oh, my hat 1
““Futh, and I think that was why I get into a rew in
the thrain, tw!" said Micky Desmond. Tt was Buntre's
ventrilogquism, the spalpeen '™
Wharton frowned.
;; Ell't:r you know anything shout that, Vernon-Smith® he
usked. :
The Bounder looked surprized.
“How should 1 know anything abaut 114 he gskecd,
‘:IW-DH. Bunter, waz with you '™
“I'm not responsible for Bunter’s sotiens 1 suppose,
Blessed if T think he's rosponsible for his aetions hmI::N?
for that matter ! '

" Looks to me like o rotten plot ! growled Johnny Bull,

“Well, T don’t know about that,” :pid Baolstrade, * But
1 know 1 lost the train through a rotten trick, and I'll make
that fat beast smart for 1t when we get back to Grevirines!
I suppose vouw've been playing a substitare till T could get
here, Wharton !

Wharton looked uncamfortahle,

“‘Thﬂt':-s what T wanted to do. Bulatende, he said: bart
Vernon-Smith  refused to play wnlozs | proaised 1o Keey
him in the team for the whele mateh.” )

v Eook here, you can't give my place to Smithy !

“1 had to, ux you weren’t here,”

“Fuith, and what about me, thin®" demanded Micky
Desproncl.

Y Ive played Bunter as a substitute, inteniling to tuke him
ont a_rn:l pat m dhe first of vou thut got bere"” Wharton
explained. " Now yow've arrived together I shall have to
Ieave Smithy in, us 1 promiscd him, wnless he chooses to step
out and make room for you, s he certuinly ought te do.”

- J}'\-::l fcmir! sail jl:l‘r Emlﬂd;-r. i

ok here, Smithy—="" hegan Nulstrode :
Tue Macxer Lmﬂinr.—ﬁa,g ET3, trode hotly.
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* Faith, and look heve, Smithy darlint——"" began Micky
Degmrond, at the game moment.

The Bounder shrogged his shoulders. -

“It's no gi,rnml talling,” he said, * I've heen put intc ila
team, and I'm staying in the team! That's settled?” .

“Ti*s a rotten. caddish thing to take ancther feilow's
place I satd Bulstrade.

“ Bure, and it s Bmithy dear

“ That's your business. Yon shouldn't get Ieft hehind
1 funcy you'se mistaken about Bunter playing a trick on
vou,” said the Bounder calmly. “ But, in any case, it doesn’t
concern hwe.  Wharton :n-lu-:f me to play, amnd DPee plived,
and 1'm going to finish the mateh, too. 13: tn not going 1o fag
through the lielding, amd then piss my inmngs.  lake sour
check to ask 3t I think ™

" It's my plage '

““ Te'a mine new,” said the Bounder eoclly.

“ And you're going to keep ¥

" You bet! ) .

“ Then which of us i» going in instead of Bunter, Wharte ®™
azleed Bulstrode, trrming to the Remove captain. ) sinmose
you haven't promized that hepeless idiot to keep hin v for
the whole mateh?”

“ No fear; I shall drop Lim now! Dot T don’t knew v hich
of vou to put in, [ think upon the whole I'd bevter ey
Bulstrode, Micky, I wanted vou mestly as a change bewlor,
And we've howled one innings, and there are two to bty

i

Micky Dospreand groaned,

“Qure, it's all right? he said. “I'm a reasonalle oun
atid I won't sralp ve for Jovin® me ont. Dot it's hard lines--
so it ia—and [ think somebody ought to take Smithy reana
a corner and salfecate hin i

“Thanl vou " said Vernon-Smith unmoved.

The Greyfrines fellows joined the 5t Jim's crowd at Faich,
The St. Jim's fellows were all ont of the Farnerooms weews,
Harry Wharton & Co. lunched in the big dining-romn i the
School Housr, where o table had bheen . apecinlly  proepareod
for them and the home team, and it was o very cheerful
meal, Tameh—not ro eall it dinner—was pravided by the
school: bot the juniors had added vorious garnishneats o
the meal, so that it was mest varied and plenteaus—indead,
Billy Bunter vegarded 3t as quite sybaribie,  Billy B
simply spread himself at the table. He had a good sosond
in Fatty Wynn, of the New Hounse at 8t Jim's. Bor Furn
Wynn was not allownd to hprt*;ui h[r’ni—“u{“]flm el o~ e
wished, Figgins and Kerr sat on either sude of hine il
they kept a keen eve on Fatty, They &id not setewd thae
he should knock himsell up for the bowhng, When Fany
veached for anything that Figgns and Kerr did nor rhies
would agree with his bowling form, thoy calmly pu<hied i
away again.  Fatty Wynn turned reprosebful oxves open
thern, but they were as adamant, or the nethee millaone, .
tids matter,

“ Plenty of thime to gorge after the amateh, F:illj.‘," Fir:j'.'i.'llf-
romarkerd cheepfulls, Y ve gat 1o take wivker- tine
afternoon.  Havey?

“But T can always bowl hetier after a good meal, Fipgy.'
sadd Fatty Wynn, pathetieally, 1 always helieve in layviee
x wnlil foundation,®
Figgins ehuckled,
“f dare say vou g0 he opeeed
i='t geang to be so solid as 1.::-Lz.':‘] this tiem,

*Amd I oalways ger extrs hangry in this spring weatler,
Fatty Wynn wont on.

Y Then you'll engay the foed afror the mateb,™ st ey,

“1 think 1 might have a fow rarts, Figgy™

1 don't think,” said Figgins.

“Well, #ome of the pie thent

Mot o bite "

“I'll have the eream-pulls then '

* Not a morsel ™

“Oh dear,” proancd Faury Wenn, “talk abaut the e
tures of Tantalus! Why, they were a Joke to tlas"

"“Ha, ha, ha ™

What made 1t worse for Fotty Wynn was the sight of Bills
Bunter enjoying hinm=ell ta the full. Billy Bunter Jdid rot
spare ithe ft‘ﬂ.'.‘t], antd b adied waed g:'rtﬂc iL :-.i:r':gh: thm:g}n Lap
Rﬂm]i'ﬂg hra form for rthe mawh. He was not thinking of
the mateh, in fact. He waos thinking of what wae on rhe
teble before him,

“ You'll have to be earried out, i yvou don't draw o N,
Billy,” murmured Nugent, in his ear.

Bunter blinkod ar ki

“That's all right. Nugent. T shall e in splendid foem
after this. You inst <ee how 1 shall knock up the rens
against B, Hm's.™
Nugent roare.

“Yeu, I think T ean «ee yon running after this,"” he said
17
A Splondid Complete Tale of the Chums
of Qreyfriars, Order Early.

Y hat the foasadzndiot
wp
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“ Yeou must wccigh a
witen ‘vou started.
verhaps.'”

" {!L, voally, Nugoent—"" ;

“Twy the jam-pufts, deal hoy,"™ =swid Arthor Auvguosin:
13 Arey, who was watehing Billy Bunter’s perfornmanees with
vreat interesk,

*Thank you; T will!"”

AN the ewernm-tares are Yowy goo P

“Good ! T'll have a dozen or so.™

“ And this jellay—=""

“Thanks! Hand it over!”

Lunch was finished before Billy Bunter was satished, He
was siill caiing while the fellows chatred round the table:
bt even the %w‘l of the Remove bhad to crv halr ot last,
iz complexion had assumed a greenish tinge. and he moved
in his chair with great difficolty, e was, os Dol Cherry
vemarked, loaded bevond the FPlimsmell line, and in danger
of sinking. .

Billy Bunter's movements rozembied ”'II.:.IFE" of o tortoise as
he crawied out into the aundrangle again after the other
icllowz. A big crowd of fcllows followed the two  teans
down Lo the ground for the Greyfviars innings.  All the St
Jun's jutiors wanted to see the mateh, Juniors of both
Houses thronged round the ground. Heery Wharton was
talking to Figgins, when the lIatrer made a sudden movement.
aned beeame stone deaf to all Wharkon's remacks. e ww
staring townvds the Head's house, and, Wharten, following
s glanee, saw Mra, Holmes coming down to the !mv:!lm'l
with n oharmving givl by hor side. The ellows all raized
thieir eaps o= the Head's 1,1.-5E-,:_umll{:uuiin Ethel came up.
and teok their seats outside the pavilion to wateh the gamne.

lfigqiu::, apparently forgetting the existence of Wharton.

hundredweight more than  you did
We micht vse vou 1o roll the piteh.

moved gquickly teowards Ethel Cleveland; but Wharton enly
amiled. Voernon-Smith moved in the same direction, aml

made himself very agreeahle to Mra. Helmea and her voung
she kunew little of him, but the Little she know did net mak.
companion. PBut Ethel was not cordizl to the Dounder.
her like bum. i
Billy Bunter poked Wharten in the
attention. . .
The Greyiriars ‘junior eaptain looked down at the Owl of

rilbs to draw lus
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the Remove. Bunter had upon him the air of amportance
that he had nssumed ever since that remarkeble cateh which
had put a audden and unexpected end to Redfern's innings.

I”lt.suppu:;u vou'll be putting me oh to bat firat " Punter
askocl.,

Wharton stared at him. - .

“ Bomething wrong with vour supposer, then,” he said
tartly, * I'm not putting von on first, and 'm not putting
vou in at all. I told you you were being plaved as a sub-
stitute till Bulstrode or Desmond got here”

“* You—yon don't mean to say that you're leaving nie out?”

YOF course I da ™

“ After that cateh 7

Hwell, we den’t want von to do any eatelinge when we'rs
batting, yon know,” said Harry, * and miraciez never happen
twice 1t the same place™

“ Look here, 1've done better than any other member of
the team so for!™ said Booter angrily.  You can't leave
e ok’

“T shall try, anyway!"

“ It will be mucking up the matel.”

1 risk thar™ :

“After I've macde a eatch that
vourself I reared Bunter,
out !

“*You knew the terms I pluyed yom on,”" suid Harry
shortly,

“Yes: but that's clanped now, sinee I've proved to all
of vou that T’ the best ericketer ine the veam.”™

Wharten laughed.

“Yon haven't quite proved thar, Baney,™ he 2aid, “ Yon've
proved that flukez happen in the gpame of cricket, that's all,
aned that they somstimes come even to hepeless duffers.”

=1 know woo're jealows,” said Bonter. * What will the
St Jim's fellows tlank if you leave me out from motives of
perzonal Jealousy ?™

“*(h, cheeae i "

“Well, I think it's rotten IV

“No law aganst that,” yawned Wharkon.
off, and don't worry! We're goin
sit down somewhere, and sleep o
strictors alwaya do, vou know.”

rou coulin’'t have made
“Look here, 1 won't be lefr

" Now, buzz
to start now. Go and

vour gorge. Boa-con-
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" Why, you=yop—" ]

But Wharion did net wait to hear the rest, Tt was timo
fur the Greoyiriars innings to i}r-;iir'-, and Wharton opened the
mnines with Tem Brown of New Zealand.  Tomnm Merry
posted his men to field, and Fatty Wynn went on to bowl

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Fatly Wynon Goes Strong!l
ILLY BUNTER :stoad before the pavilion and watched
B the innings begin, with a frowning brow. He was
TOrY mucE exasperated. To be left out af the team
after distinguishing himecli was too bad. He had
infended to make o oreat display at the ‘-‘-‘Itkf-‘t—_i‘!l]mg up
threes and fours, with & fow boundarvics thrown m by way

af varicty. . .

** Phe rotter’s Ieft me out, Sinithy ! he said to the Bounder,
focline that he ought to have sympathy from Vernon-Smith,
at all events. DBut the Bounder only laughed. .

“What did yon expect®” he azsked. * You can’t play !’

* Oh, really, Bmithy——" g

“ Ry Janwes and Jumes's aunt; that fat {']]ﬂ]]l- can bowl!™
said Bob Cherry, ** He's as good as Inky—isn't he, Inky?”

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh nodded. His eyes were fixed
mpon Fatty Wynn, with the keen appreciation of one good
bowler for anothey,

“The goodfulness is tervific!” he zaid. * Our Brownfunl
el wi!f have to kerp his cstoemed exes open, or he will be
bowlfully out!™

“1 jolly well hope he will he!” growled Bunter. 1
eught to ge batting now.”

““Tho batfulness is terrifie, my worthy fat Bunter”

“* Hallo! Hallo! Hallo!" shouted Bob Cherry.
at. that!”

* hat, by Jove !

" Poor old Browney !’ ]

1t was only the second ball of the over; but it had caught
Tom Brown napping. Fatty Wynn had sent down a vegular
svorcher, with a peculine Lreak on it thal would have per-
]'-!::.\'.m-E My 4 Qﬂl,l.'l‘lt:,.! bat, And Tom Brown’s middla b
was pene; and Tom looked ruefully at his wicket, and walked
«ff without wniting for the uwmpire’s laconic * Out "

* Rotten hard ﬁmh‘ Tommy " said Boeb Cherry, as the
New Zealander jeined the crowd of waiting batsmen.

Tom Hrown niodded. .

Al in the dav’s work ! he said. ** Who's next mman in?”

“ Your humble ™ sid Bob Chevry, fastening his gloves,

“J.ook out for a ball that looks like a ‘n"i'il.i:l‘, and breaks
in as if it had had o =udden elecivie shock ! sakd Tom Brown,

My hat! Tl trx!”

Biob Cherry walked to the wicket. Fatty Wynn had the
ball in his hand again. He took a little run, and secmed to
furn himszelf into a particularly fat catherine-wheel, and the
hall went down like iightningwnnfl there was a shout:

" How's that, wmpire?”

“ut!” gnnned the umpra,

" Oh, my hat!” groancd Bob.

And Bob Cherrv carvied out his bat.

" Next man inl”

* You're next, Smithy ¥

The Bounder prinned sareasticaily.

Al sereneoswait il T get my pads on” he said. 1
didn’t think you were coming out in such a blessed hurry, Bob
Cherry., Give a chap time !

Bob suorted.

“Let's see if you'll do any better, then!” he growled.

“YWell, T certainly hope to break my duck, at least,” said
whe Bounder, wirth a curl of the lip. I don't think I shall
et that fut bounder knock me out first shot !

" Let's see!” grunied Johuny Bull, *f Beticr face the
bowling before you swank, Smithy; it's safer! Uo and show
us what you can do ¥

* Look

before you jaw !

“Well, if I don't do better than Chery, T'll undertuke
ie rat my bat when L bring it out!” said Vernen-Bmith,

And the Bounder went on to bat, with hizs willow under
his arm, and o decided swapger in his walk,

* Pride xoeth belore a [all}” said Nugent. * The Bounder
can bat, but I don't believe he's up to that chap’s bowling.”

The fellows all had their eyves upon Vérmon-83mith, For
1he sake of the match, they hoped fo zee him stand against
Fatly Wynn's bowling ; but for all other reazsons, they would
have been very glad to sce his swank punished by a duck’™s
Coe. "-.-*e:-nr-n-gmith, in spite of his swagper, however, was
very ecaveful. He was quite veady for tﬁﬂ.t lightning ball
whon 1t came—but unfortunately for the Dounder, it was
not a lightning ball when it came—it was a slow teaser
which he played a second too Jate—and before hie knew what
was happening, his middle stump was on its back, leaving his
wicket with a toothless look.

" How'a that?’ rvoared Johnny Bull,

The Bounder loocked down ot his wicket, and Ihs face was
black with anger for o second. The Bounder was not a
sportsman; he could not take defeat cheerfully. And after
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his remarks do Bob Cherry, his crushing deleat was teo
humiliating, He tried to compose hiz face as he vame quickly
back towards the pavilion, anxiows Lo get out of sight. DBut
he geve Fatty Wynn a look which implicd that he would have
Lo very glad {o lay the useless bat about the bowler's
shenlders, ‘ :

The erowd were roaring now,

" Brave. Fatty!”

" Well bowled !

“The hat-trivk! Hurray!”

" Well, you haven't done any gilddy wonders, after al
Johnny Bull remarked, as the Bounder ceme in, and next
man went to take his place. . .

Oh, go and caf coke!” growled Vernon-8mith,

“ Will you have pepper and salt with it?* asked Nugent.

“Eh? With what!?

“ With the bat!’®

“The. bat!? said the Dounder, puzzlod. ; e

“ ¥ez, You undertook to cat it, you know, if you didn't
do any better than Bob,” said Nugent, sweetly.

2 H’?l ha, ha!” :

The Dounder swung away, scowling. I

Next man in lived through the rest of the over. The field
crossed over, and Harev Wharton had the bowling from Juck
Blake, Then the Greyiriars score started. Blake wus a good
bowler, but not nearly so dangerous as Fatty Wyon, and
Wharton was o I‘Erst-c{aas bat. The runz began to pile up
wow, and the Greybiars fellows breathed more ms_allg.r. Tho
junings had opened disastrotsly, with three ducks’ egys n
succoseion 3 but things were looking up at last.

“ Ducks’ ergs are cheap to-day !’ Bumter remniked, con-
temptuously. -* Wharten will be sorry seon that he didn'd
play me, I faney!”’ : : _

“ Might have had four instead of three, if you'd gone in,
eh?” saul Johnny Bull

“ Oh, really, Bull-—""' )

“ Bravo. Wharton ! Well hit " 4 .

“ Why don't they run, the siliy idiets,” said Buuler, as iﬂm
ball whizzed away, and ilie batsmen remained standing. 1
should take at least two for a ball like that!”

Bob Cherry chuckled. -

“They den't run, fathead, brcause it's a boundary, and
Wharton® ean see it 15, he replied. ' Got that (nlo your
thivk headi” .

*Ooh, really, Chorry——" ; ; . i

Billy Buntor was a lttle less libaral with his criticisms after
that.  He strolled away and joined the . group of fellows
vound Cousin Bthel's chair. Billy Dunter had a lym per-
suasion that he was a preat lady-killer, and he “ spread
himself to chapm Consin Ethel, and draw her attenuon away
froan. Mugent and Micky Desmond, with whom she was
chatting.  Bui, somchow or other, Cousin Ethel remained
unmoved by the voice of the charmer.  The fat junior grunted
discontenicdly and ambled away again. He was [fecling
distinetly exasperated.  He found the Bounder sulking Ly
himself under the elms, in o savage mond at the wretched
show he had made at the wieket.  Billy Bunter was thinking
of the “auid’’ Vernon-Smith bad promised him for the
~ueerss of his scheme, and he vemembered that there wes a
well-supplied tuek-shop at 8t. Jim's. He tapped the Bounder
on the arm. He was too short-sighted to sce the savage
gleam in Vernon-Smith's eyes. . ., '

“ Tl tronble vou for that guid, Smithy!"” he sanl

* What do you want?’

“ That gquid ™ .

“* Whut gquid, you fat beast®” .

“ Oh, really, Smithy; you know fyu}u were going to Jond
me a quid for wetting those chaps left behind, You wouldn't
have been able to play but for me—pot that your ]}'in,}'mg
seems to have been much good!” added Bunfer, with a fat
chuckle, )

The Bounder's pyes glittered dmm#muﬁé&n .

“You can hand over thai guid now, Smithy, and I—oh!l
Yah! Yhat I‘?m you up to?" rearcd -Billy Bunier. *I--I
say—vow—-vah—voooop e B

i&uf]i]}.’ ?-"L‘rnr_m-En:L:Eﬂ]. had lzid violent hands upon the
fat junior, and Billy Bunter descended upon the grass with a
bump that shook all the breath out of his body. Then the
Bounder walked away scowling, Bunter sat up m the grass,
wasping, and set his spectacles straight upon his fat little
nose,

“Ow ! hie groaned. ‘f Beast! Ow!™

And the Owl of the Remove wandered disconsolately back
to the ericket-field. He had the pleasure—[or i was a
pleasure to Bunter—of seeing all wickets down shortly after
wards—for a total of forty runs. Greyfriars had certainly
not done well in their first inings ; and 8t Jim’s went on tc
bat again in great spirits, with a confident anticipation of
victory. 3¢

A Bplondid Complote Tale of the Qhumas
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Couses Trouble, and Finds Some.

e Al Jove! T fancy we shall pull it off, deah boys?™
Thus Arthur Augustus D Arew,
The Bt Jim's zecond innings was going strong s
four down for forty so far. Arvthur Augustus D' Arey
Iad kaocked up twelve of the forty, in the second innings, so
he was fecling pretty well sabisfed with himself. He was
watching the batting through his eyeglass, a2 he stood beside
Unuisin Bthel's chair. -

Ok, vou'll pull it off all right."" said Billy Bunter, “ Those
follows can't field for toffee. You won't sce any more good
vatehes, I can promise you thai!”

IY Arey looked at him.

““Ihat was a vewy good catch yvou made. Cwuntah!™ he
remarked.

“ My name’s Bunfer!”

" Bowwy—1 meant Buntah,
vou mads when you caught Weddy out.
done betkah than that myself !

Bunter smirked. -

“ Mothing to what I can do!” he vemarked, ' You shonld
ser e bal 1™

“Yaas. wathah; T should like to!” .

“ It wotld be worth seeing, I can tell vou that!™ said
Bunter, [falnously,  * They've not playing me now, you
lnow, I was only in as & substitute. T don’t care for the
fur of playing thmug}h a mateh; but U'm willing to give the
team & helping hand.”

i, weally!”

“Yes, really,"” said Bunter. T don’t think the home team
wonld have much of o look in if I were fielding now. But
after all. I believe in giving follows a chance. How many
Lins Redfern gob in this innings?™” : i

“ Wight, so0 fah—and there goes another thwee at least?

Dunter blinked at the runnine batsneen.

" Tetter than a duck's egg ™ i{: remarked,

" Yaas. wathah 17 3

“ Hure, that cafoh was a votten fuke ! growied Micky Des-
mond, who was growing fed up with Billvy Bunter’s bounce,
“MThey've told me aboud it—""

“You didn't see 16! said Bunter. loftily,

“ No: but thev'va tould me; and I know you couldn’t
valeh & ball exeepting by accident!” said Micky,

“There would be some move accidents like it tf T were
felding now,” said Bunter. “ As it iz, Greyvfriavs will be
licked, and serve "em right P

= Brave, Reddy!™

“Well run?™

“ Bai Jove, Waddy is in gweat form.”” zaid Acthur Angustuz

That was o vews good catch
I couldn't have

I¥Avew, “Ie had a nawwow cecape then, though—that
weitirth waa vewy smart. Who's that chap feldin’ at covah-
alip?”

“ Oh, that ! said Billy Bunter. ** That’s Linley—a scholav-
ship chap—not really one of us, you know. He worked in n
Eactory before he came to Greyfriavs on a rolten scholacship.””

“ He looks a vewy decent sort,”

00, cwe treat himo owell!” * But of
AL !

© Sure, if ve don't shut up, Bunter, I'll dot ve in the eye.
if the lady will excuse me,” said Micky Desmond, exasperated,
* Marky s worth fifty thousand of a fat silly worm like you.
any day in the week(”

Arvthur Augustus turned away to hide his smile ; and Cousiy
Ethel gave the Irish junior a kind glance,

Billv Bunter blinked furtously at the lrish junior.

It waa too bad to be at on in thiz way. just when he was
displaying himself before the eyez of AMiza Cleveland for
uddmivation.

Billy Bunter would have liked to wipe up the ground with
Micky Dasmond ; but there was one drawback to that scheme,
which wps—Bunter would have been used to wipe up the
grouisd if he had tried it. Dut the Grepfriars ventvilogui-t
waz not at o loss: he eoon found hiz opportunity.

Rediern was still making the ronming. and the St Jim's
fellows were cheering him E:mﬁ!}'. A four by Redfern elicired
a vogulay chorus of braves, and Avchar Augozions I Avey so
far forgot the ro which stamps the caste of Vere de Ve,
as to clap his aristoeratic hands.

“2ure, and thors's nothing to voll for!”

I¥ Arey started, and looked round.

Alicky Desmond was standing u short disranee from him,
[m_ﬂ;iug towurds the Geld, and D' Arey was cectuin that it was
his voice.

However, the swell of 3t Jim's remembered that Micks
Pesmond was a ﬁtrang}fr within the gates. and he restrained
the reply that rose to his lips. He turned to the Reld again,
wnil shouted louder than eover:

“Bwarve Weddy! Good man!”

“ Faith, and ye might ring off, v silly spalpeen!”

i Yaoea? Lishunxo 2o 85
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D' Arey simply I_Eumped. Ie spun round as il electrified,
and stepped quickly towards the Irish junior, and caunght
him by the shoulder.
I} Arcy's erimson face.

* Phwat's the matter?’ he asked.

“I twust I shall not forget the fact that you are o puest
here,” said Arthur Augustus DArey, his voice trembling
with indignation. ** Buot I must wemark that T wefuse to e
chawactewised as a silly spalpeeni”.

id HE’:ﬁr?" .

“I wegard the wemark as wuade.”

“Phwat!'" said the amazed Micky.

“I wognrd vou az ovehsteppin' the bounds allowed tn a
visitah, and I must wequest you to modewate your language
when you are addwessin® me,"

“Bure, and I'm blessed i I konow what you're talkin'
about intirely I said Micky Desmond, beginning to feel
vesentful.  * If vou say that me manners aven't all vight, it's
a silly gossoon ye are!”

" Weally, you nss—'

““Well, vou fathead—""

g %ou ufilinh c;:’ﬂttu.h-—"

“ ¥ou silly chump—"

“1 considnh——""

“Oh, rats!”

“Hallo, what's the trouble here?' asked Tom Merry. wha
had come off the pitch. “ Not rowing with a guest, surei:.
Gussy I

D'Arey's fare was searler with indignation,

“The uttah wottah-——r""

““Here, steady on!™ exclaimed Tom Merry, in astonishment,
** That isn't the way to spegk to a visitor, Gusy!”’

“1 wegard thizs prreon ns havin® transgwessed the liberty to
g visital, I uttahly weluse to be called a silly spalpeen !

“By Jove, Gussy don’t like these facts dreiven home,
Desmond., you know!" satd Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha. ha!”

“Wenlly, Lowtheh—""

“Oh, dvy up, Guesy "' said Tom Merry.

*“] do not guite know what & spalpeen 15: but T am aware
that it is an oppwobwious expwession,” sald Arthur Auguwstus
D' Arer, v audll uttahly weiuse—""

“PBue I didn’t call ye o spalpeen!™ roared Micky Dosmond.
bewildered and angry, *“1 didn’t open me mouth till Fou
spoke to eV N

“Weally, 1 wegard that as a whoppah! You satd—"

C O Sare, if ve eall me a lar, it's altering ye're featurca I'll
Le deing intively ! safd Micky angrily. 1 tell yon——"

“And T tell yon—"" .

* You chawactewised we as a spalpeen, whatevah that 1"

HRure, L didn't ™

“1 weeagnised Four voice quite cleably

1 didn't speak ™ :

“You may have gone to sleep, standing up like a horso,
vou kvew, and dreamed dr. Gussy,” spid Monty Lowther
aeriousliv,

“You wirah as==. Lowthah ™

“imre. I dido't speak.” zaid Micky. “1 hope I'mm not
such a pig as to call o fellow pames when I'm on his growl
I never said & worrd, inticelr.”

“T weecognised your voice.”

Micky pave a jump.

“ Jh, vou recoghized my volee |

“1 had my back turned to you.”

“ Faith, and I tvmble now! Where's Dunter?”

Billy Bunter executed a hasty strategic movement to geb
vound the pavilien, but Micky Desmond dashed at him. amd
caught ham by the collay, and swung him back.

“%.’r apalpesn " he roared,

“ 0w ! roared Bunter. “0h, really, Desmond—""

“What has he done? demanded Tom BMerry, in amavo-
neernt.

“Hure, he's a rotten veniriloguist; and he's always playin’
these tricks,”" snid Micky Desmond, “ Own up, ye rotter,
hefore T jnmp on yel™

“Ow! Owl

“Bai Jove. a
SUFprise, ) .

boSure, and the thafe of the worruld was mnitatin® my volere
—and so he wi " said the excited Micky, * Faith, I'll
bump him bald-headed!"'

“Ow ! It was only a jig.jiz

“A what?' said D'Arcy.
Buntuh ¥ o .

“Ir was only a jig-Jig-joke.” stuttered Dunter, as Micky
H{rﬁmnml shook him furiouslv, **I=I only did i for o laul!

w '

“ Faith, and T—" .

“Ow! If vou shake me like that my glasses will fall off!
Ow "'

Micky locked round in surprise into

Ye dida’t see me apeak

venlwilogui=t " exclaimed D*Arey, in

HWhat was a Jig, my dealy
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Yo omadhaun " ;

* And if they get broken sou’ll have to—ow — ':1,".-‘“5..1-1‘
them " Bpluﬁ-ﬂrengunt&r. “ Tt was only & jig-jog-joke!™

Hhoke! Shake! Bhake! . . :

“Then don't make any more jig-jog-jokes like that, ye
spalpeen,” seid Micky Desmond. ** Sure, and I'll shake ye
in real earnest next time, yo thafe of the world!”

OV o | - iy :

And Micky gave Billy Bunter o finul ﬁﬁ!ﬂ which sent him
ﬁtag?eri.ng away, to collapse in a heap by the wall of the

vilion, where he lay gasping for a full five minutes before
e recovered aufficient breoth to ri=e. ;

“Bai Jove,"” said Arthur Augustuz D’ Avey, ~ P sowwy
T spoke to you as 1 did, Desmond, deah bov, | was quire
undah the ympwession that voun had eallod me names I
apologise most sineercly.”

“Bore, it waz all that voun
“ He made me lose the thrain
yuism. We're fed up with 10 !” )

*1 twust you will aveahlook my hastay wemarks

“* Oh, sure, that's all right !

“Bravo!” yelled Tom Merry, as Redfern ent uway another
houndary. " My hat, Reddy is making the fur fy this
time [

“ Yaos, wuthalh!
that myaelf.”

“* Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Weally, Tom Wowwy——"

“ Bravo, Reddy!™

“Well hit !

Redfern's funings turned out well for
St Jim's, At the end of the second mn-
tge 8t Jim's wore all down for & hun-
Jdred apd ten. Added to the sgore i
the frst inningz, that made oo total of
iwoy hundrad,  And s Greyiviars had
Lnocked up only forty m theic first ion-
inws, they hed o big rosk befoee them if
they were to beat 8t Jim's.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Last Man In!

TEA followed the Bt. Jim's accond

rascal’s favlt,” said Micky.
ere with his rotren ventrilo-

T don't lwlivve I conld bar bettah than

innings, It was a glorious afier-
noon, and the crickerers had rea al
freseo on tables undder the zhacdy
ez, They were all wm high spirits—
repecially the Saintz. Tom Merry &
t'n. had no douht whatever about the re-
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% eould nake a sugpesiion, if you like, yon fellows," s2id
filly Bunter, blinking at the anoous ericketers.

*Well, what is 1t 7" asked Wharton,
“* Play me.”

“{h, go and eat coke ;

“ Merry woukl agree to replacing a mal.
him. "

“I'm jolly well not geing to azle him, though! Clear il
and don't talk rot ' said Wharton tersely. * Now, you ehap,
we're ready. Nugent will open the innings rhis time, with
Iioh,™ :

= T'm quite willing to go in first,” said the Bounder sulkily.
*1'm not likely to get a duck's egg o secomd time.  Pre pgof
on to that fat chap’s bowling now,”™

“ You're third man in," =ard Huarry.

(O, all right!”

= Well, youw'll jolly well Joze,”" said Bunter, " aml s L R
rigcht for Jeaving a really good man out ! ¥ hope you'll lese
(! Ow! Owl™ .
Buntrr ecgsed Bis aminble remarks as Boly $erry
applicd the end of a bat to hiz plunp
R]5N

Tomt Merry & Coo were in the ficld
new 3 and ibe KL vesiid e El"lllllli
wore thronged with onlookers,

Mugent and Bob Cherry wend im finsh

Tom Merry tossed the ball to Fary
Wrnn, and the fat Fourth-Foruwe
grimed as he took . He Loew what
was espectod of hitm, amd he m.-:':utlfr-
Fulil expectutione, i b could.  Figums
TUve a chuekle,

“fan’t that vather vough on (he penr
infants for a etarvt, Tommy ¥ he o=l

Temn Merry langhed. ] o

“ Rotter sui them cut of theie pain,
b =niel

*Ha, ha, hal” 1 e

The tield ook oy theis positions, ol
Fatty Wynn went on to hewl aparst
Frank Nugent. Nugenr was alb o0, as
it sermmed, and he wos watehing for that
hall like a cat watching for 2 monse:

The « mﬂﬁ-g}!ntt 2z

LRE ]

if you :HI.._'. |

Billy

ta . . Lut the ball tack him by surpvise, all (le
ooy orty i their st mings, they | Chums  at  Greyiriars b Ti Jag. atasmp. sk enit f e
W (‘;'F: ot Hkt‘i}’ to make o |"_l!u 'I'-l.':rl iH-l_I Schﬂﬂl. '_{ruu.:ul hl'-'{tn‘{'. ]m birpeewy 1.1-'Em1- LT EN ]|,;,'!1Ir-| b

<ixty in their second; and that woaz the
liguro required to tie with the home
senre.  Troe, the great zame of cricket
ta famoua for itz gloriousa unecertainiy.
The play had been fast, and thore was
plenty of time left for a good inpings, if
the visitors could stand against the home
bowling. But ecould thex ¥ XNobody af
St Jim's believed that they could, and
the vimtors hod strong donbis  theme-
soelves, They anly knew that chee wera
soimg to play their hoedest, and lght the moteh aue io the
linssh, ¥ :

Figginz ond Kerr kept o vory eareful eye on Fatty Winn
* gt tea-time. The fat Yourth-Former was very precions: far
shove rulivs, as Kere remacked.  He was not to be allowed
1o sppil his form by reckless gueding, and his churs took
very rood care that he did not. Farry Winn sghed over the
tez-table, and did not perform any of bis v<aad wonders:
Iwie he consoled himself with the peospeet of o movgeons Teed
wfter the matcln =

After tea Huorry Wharbon spoke ro s men vory seriously
betore  the second innings commvenced.  Whaeton realized
what an uphill baitle vhe visitors had before then: aned the
=t Jim's bowlers were as dangecons ps ever,

*We've simply got to pur our beel ints 0" he sand, T
wish we had voung Penfold heeed but bocan't e hedperll™

“*1 haven’t done so bodly,” eemarioed Bos<ell, the pezopen
v o hed taken Penfold’s plaes,

Wharton nocdded,

c No: but some of the feam have had bad duck™ he <aid.
Never mind: welve pot oo pudl orogether, aned opey e
~canehow.”’

I osuppose you oare allading e e satd the Bonnder,
with his Ei‘ﬂﬂgrﬂ"ﬂhff ek of the lip. [ don't see 1has e
dene any worse than Bob Chieroe, for inetonee”

1 dlidn’t say vou had,” suid Whurton guictly : " but yon
beved yoursell mte the ream, anl eefuzed 1o gefo ook whrl
“here's nothing to show for . Bu T don’t want e rag vou
vt I Al we'lva frot to o oy 32 1o {:-I.-r:.' g el win,'?

= The plavfulness shall be gereiiie, Y wnrl:h:.- Chon, ™ =aied
Huprree Jamset. Rom Singh.
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“STANDING BY SKINNER!” of @

img. There was o rose

“Well bowled, Fatty ™

“* Bravo, Tubby ™

“Cive us the bat ik
man i’ o,

Nuweni came back Lo the pasitien Do
i blue,  He loaked gueite <luneizond
i he passed hia skippar ] -

T sorry, Marw,”” he saido e
eliap iz a demon ! i sorey

W harten, foreed a smnile. 1

“Can’t be Delped,” he said. 8t Jhn's are in weoderfal
form te-day, and we're not at the rop noreh, that’s ol 3
man in. Play up for Greyfriars, Smithy,”

“P'moall pight.” said Vernon-Smith, with o shrog of 1le
chipaldors. * You can rely on me. I sha'n't be cavght nepping
a ~econd time.”

“[ hope not. Leok out for a =low ball, That fuf chup
Bowls fast and slow aod mediune, bar the slow balls ane 1le
mwost dangerons.  Leok avr for one that bresks [vom the o,

a3

el o did

:ll'l‘l]"—
<O, ehwose ! ' . .
Whatton's brow dJdarkencd. - Well, be coreful,” he sl
“ I going 1o e careful, T know jolly well that thiz maiel

iz loat 0T T don't =ave it =aid the HBounder arcogintlv. )

“You've bragged before, and come home with o doeko-
egp,”' sand Jobnuy Bull cunctically. ”NUT.HIT Pl @t oa pair
of spectarles. 1 shouldn't be surprised.”

“ Laock here—"" -

“The fiweld are wairing for youw” said Whakton gquisetly,

C'm onot going 1o hurry.”

Wharton's ayes glittered, but Tie helld his peoce. 1Te did
not want o row w’fh"v ane of hiz bhut-men, wizit 2bars 1w =meh
u prrlons state.  The Boander was a brilliant basoan alen
e chose, and when he was in fornn But e did g0t seog
ta be in prrat form to-dav, o Jittle fact he hal been eapeliss
of when he schemed to pet into the cleven,

Veornon-8mith  gave a vaanting leck romuld, aed ilen
mariched out to the vacant wicket, coally indifferent 1o the
Mt that the Acld hal been waittinog for b three or foorr
nrinutes.  Jobhnuy Buli -napped his ieeth,

I oirowasn't fer the peann Ud be glad to see ihat ;.4,-”_-5};_.
S
A Splendid Completo Tala of the CEums
reyfriare. Order Early.
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ing rotter bowled first ball,” he growled. * And T shouldn’t
waonder if ic happens, anyway.”

“The probablefulness is tercifie.”

Wharton nodded without replying ; bis exas were fixed npon
the Bounder at the wicket. Fatty Wynn sent down o ball
that wa=s like hghtning, and the bat gleamed az it rose, and
there was a click, Veornon-Bmith hod stopped the ball, at all
vvents, and it was whizzing away, and the Dounder ran.

But someone else was runming, too!

Arthur Augustus I Arey was eunning for the ball, and his
cve gleamed through his eveglass, his slim white hands were
raized. Iis eve never left the aparing ball, awd it fosted
down, fairly into his upraized hand,

There was a soft sound, like the “kiz2 " of a Lilliard hall,
and the leather was 1 D'Areyv’s palm and there was a well
from all Be. Jim's,

D’ Arer threw up the balll and ecanght it o+ it came dawn,
right into his palorn teae a2 o die, And rhe cmpire said
“Put ™ . :

WVernon-Smith erossed to the pavilion with a- scowling faco.

“ What price ducks ceps? demanded Johrmy Huell, ' O,
rather, what price spectacles?™”

The Bounder grasped his bat hard by the cane bandle, as
if he would strike Johnny Ball with it. then he strede on.
without a word, but with a brow black az midmight. Vernon-
Smith had had his wav; he had forced his skipper to play
him, and the result had beon a duck’s ege in each innings—-
the dreaded * pair of zpectaciea.” Tt was Eard. perhaps, wtpon
the Bounder, but it was harder upon the Greviriarz eleven.

Two wickets down for nought! It was a bad beginning.

“ Noxt man in,"" said Wharton,  * Your ruen, Ugilvy, old
man."

“1'Il do my best,”” said Ogilv

Ogilvy did his best.
he wanted. He piled up six runa before he was caught ont
by Figgine, Three down for six!

Bob Cherry was the next vietim. Ile carvied out his bat
with four to his credit. '

The innings was going fast enough. Two more wickets, and
E;e E{}iul of runs was twenty-four., Five down for twenty-

ur !
over bar shonting. No wonder the Greviriars fellow looked
goTIOUS, k

“Get in, Harry, and buck things up a bit,” zaid Beb
Cherry. - :

“ Right-ho! It looks bad, though—we're in a-votten way.”

“ Game's never lost till it's won,” said Bob oraculacly.

“Truo enough: we've got & chance left.” .

Harry Wharton went to thae wicket.  Brown was lis
partner there, and Brown was getting the bowling now,
Fatty Wynn tried his hardest against his wicket. and Blake
and Figgins did theie best, but Tom Brown's wicket remained
intact, : .

And now the runz were piling up.

Harry Wharton and Tom Brown between them sent the
seore jumping up.  Fifty—sixty—sixty-one—then sixty-six!

And then Fate fell upon the New Zealand junior, mn the
form of a marvellously quick return from Tom Merry thar
knocked his bails to the wide, '

But the Greviriars juniors checred rhe (olomal loudly as
he came off. He had done better for (ieeyiriors than all the
proceding bats taken together, and if Greyviviars bad a chance
now they owead it to Tom Brown,

Bol Cherry clapped him on the shoulder as he come back
ta the pavilion. There was not an atom of jeslousy in Bob's
frank and heerty nature. He hed bad bad Iuek himself, bur
he was whole-heartedly glad of the New Zealander's suceess,

“Jolly good, kid!™ he exclaimed. * Ripplag!™”

“ The rippingfulness is toerific”

“We've got u chance now,”” anid Nugent, * The ghost of
a chance, anvwar. Youw're lost man in. Jobnny, and you'll
have to do some stone-walling to back wp Wharron, Tlhey
won't get his wicket in a huery.™

Johnny Bull nodded,

“ ' keep up the wicket, if I don't take the rons”" he said,
“ You can rely on me for that, T think, DBuwt we've got oo
Erightfut lot to get.” .

ﬁummdp took Tom Brown's place, bur he did nof keep it
Jomgr., A smart vorker from Jack Blale zent Bulatrode oor
leas howe, The score was at seventy. Ilight wickets down
for seventy. Ninety runs wanted to tie—mnety-one to win!
And only three wickets laft to the team Feom (ieexfriaes !

Mark Linley waz at the wickets now. The Lanecashire lad
plaved up well; he was always a reliable player. He backed
up hiz eaptain splendidly, and Wharton and Linley between
tﬁem added gaily to the runs.  The 8t Jim's licldzmen wore
given more leather-hunting than they had bargained for at
that stage of the game. . There was a cheer from the Grav-
friars fellows when the score turned the hundred,  Then Mark
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But his {)-o.nl. was not quite up to what

No wonder the crowd smiled, and considered the game -

Our Gompanion Papers.

KOW ON
JALE.

Linley was ont, having barely failed to get back in time alior
runmng for three.

* Fast man in?”

Johnny Bull picked up his bat, with an expression vpsn s
fuce of a fellow who was determined to do or die.

*Btick it out, Johnny U7 said Frank Nugent.  © Pile in, old
man ! If you con make the fming< losr, Wharton can ger sl
enns'’

“Right-ho!" =uul Jobnny Bell, with o elnwkle. & Yo
can depend on me to back up Wharton, sl sor wo our Fae
glory on my own."”

“Theat's what's wanbod” =surd Rulstrode.

YArd that's what U'm going to do, s oeell o 1 oean® gqaiii
dJohnny.

¥ Good for yvou !™

Johnny Bull went down to the wicket.
hundred and three.  Fifty-aoven wantod o tfe—iftvocighn 1
win! With v steady stone-waller at one voud of the pitch, and
a Dbrilliant bat at the other, Crevicinres bl o chunee—the
ghost of a chunce !

M flown fur

Fmr——iiafir

THE FIiFTEENTH CHAPTER.
By Sheer Grit!

OUND the 8t Jim's ground the crowd waz tnckezt now.
Seniors as well as juniors had come down to watch
that obstinately-contested match,

Kildave of the Bixth, the handsore captain of B
Jim's, could be seen, towering over the crowd of juniors,
Mr. Railton, one of the Housemasiera, had joined Mra. Holmea
and Cousin Ethel at the seata before the Lmn;ilim?, The Grex-
friars wickets had pone down fast encugh; but Wharton was
in wonderful form. and his batting was a thing to be secn
and remembered, And the 8t Jim's crowd. like good apouts
men as they wore, cheered every good hit=and they had a

good many to cheer.

With =0 much leeway to make up, the batamen could nok
aiford to take risks; but Harry Wharton seemed o be taking
them. He knew thot eversthing depended upon fast scoring
and he was letting himself go. And yet he was raurious, too
—as cautious as was consistent with piling np runs.  Johnny
Bull was a hero—with complete unselfishness he was willing
to leave all the display to lus leader, and to stonewall when
he had the bowling ; or to sneak a single run every now and
then in ovder to give the bowhng back to his partner,

Fatty Wynn exhausted himsell against Johnny Bull's wicker
in vain. ¢ could not tempt the stolid junior to swipe out
at the most promising ball—aml the Gelidsmen had no chanee
with him.

Johnny Bull was steadily and determineldly keeping the
inmings open, so that Harty Wharton could score: aml ha
nwover lost sight of that object.

And Wharion was scorimg !’ ]

Never had the chaiapion junior batziian of Geevlfriare
shown himself to such advantage. .

As-the score crept up, the crowd watched wiih breathless
inferest : the Groviriars fellows with an interest ihat amowited
io keen anxiety. :

A hundred amd twenty ;a2 hondred and thing ! A hondrou
and forty!

E!-:mpl:?ing for an odd run here and there by Jubnny Bull,
Wharton was making all the running. His individual ecore
now was forty, and it was going up fast,

A hundeed wnd Bty ! A handeed and siay!

* Bravo, Wharton !

“Well run!”

“Well hit !

“ Puack up. Greviviars?” '

Y Pai Jove! gasped Avthur Anguatus TV Avev, as e cama
panting back after a long excursion into the councry after an
elusive ball, ** Bai Jove! Thev're holdin® out weally wei.,
vou fellows. Pewwaps yon had bettah priv me on 10 baw,
Tom Mewwsy ! i

“(Oh, they're getting the sups fusr enoughl
Mevey, cheerfully, i

1 "i..ir'{-n":..', deal: boy——-m . . .

“Theyve sticking oub the jonings, aud no mu::n‘iﬂ E
:{l'aml-:d'ljl:n’rm. as he took the Lall for 3 new over. @ .1"'*"."'
Blessod iunings is Jike the giddy what's its mope—it = shing 5
r A taills

“Ha, ha, ha't” X

Blake went on ie bowl azainst Wihagion's wickel, T
Fourth-Former tricd all be koew: but all bo sent down weas
sont back—with intervest, & honred and seventy-one .EE”
addd vun ot the end of the vver giving Wharron the bow!iing
awnin, when the (eld erossed over amd Farey Weun took e
Lall ance more,

Tom Merrv had changed the Lowling with Blake awd
fansaroo anl Fizging giving the fut Fourth-Pormer o rest
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Fatty Wynn came back to the bowling with fresh keenness,
anmd the 8t. Jun'zs crowd Jooked for the fall of a wicket to
fisnish matters,

But it did net happen. ;

Fatty Wynn was keener ihan ever; but Harry Wharton
had fally taken the measure of the bowling; and he was
brautifully ' set. g

The bowler tried every trick! he kncew ; but the fact of the
mutter was thar the batsiman was equal to them all; or even
a little more than equal! For the runs were piling up!

Then came a narvvow escape that made the Greyiriars fellows
ruspy,  The ball soared just out of the reach of Tom Marr!ﬂ-‘!
fingerss but it was so near & catch that Bob Cherry, as ho
declared afterwards, turned cold all over. .

But & miss is as good as a mile—especially in the great
same of cricloef ! '

Thao batsmen went on—and the runs mounted wp! A hun-
dred and eighty—a hundred and ninety! Greyfrviars were
pale with -anxiety now, For the ﬁhﬂ-ﬂ-t of a chance was
materialising—only ten more wanted to tie—and eleven to
win! The light was not so geod now ; but there was plenty of
light for play—there would be ample time to got the runs—
tf they could be got!l

Could they? . .

Even the 8t, Jun's fellows were beginning now to think
that they could, Blake came off the bowler's crcase after an
over that pave the Greyiriars bats four, and tossed the ball
to Fatty Wynn, -

T ean't touch "em " ho prowled. " Fatty, old man, ik
all depends on you! You've got to get one of them out! If
vou don't, we'll jolly well serag you!?

* ¥Waaa, wathah!" panted Arthur Augustus D'Avey.

The bat had been on the ¢rease a second before the ball
reached the sticks; the wicket was down, but a second too
lare, and the Bne Was zaved !

¢ Wot out ! -

The tho Greylriars fellows yelled; and the St, Jun's crowd,
itke the Tuscans of old, could senree forbear o cheer,

“Hurrah! Hurrah!

“Well run, Wharton!"

“ Not out! Brave!™ ] ]

Wharton waz panting as he faced the bowhiug again
Stromg and fit as he was that long and arduous innings was
tolling upon himn.  But the score was ut a hundred and
wincety-geven now, and the thing mut end, one away or
{lbe other. ;

Throee wmore 1a tir: four more to win ! .

“(h, preat Ecort,” murmured’ Bob Elmrr:r, “how long is
it going to last? I'm on giddy tenterhooks 1

]‘:t wts not ending vet. Fatty Wyun was doing all he Knew :
and Wharton was plaving o keen nnd cantions game.  And
Tohuny Bull was stono-walling now, with Figgina trying his
hardest to get through the defonee, butb trying in vain,

Fatty Wynn again: and the bowling for Wharton.  The
crowd gazed on breatillcssly, '

Somehow they all felt that thiz would be the finish. Either
the chammpion bowler of St Jim's would knock that wicket
CVLT, Or t!i]m champion batsman of Greyfriars would take tho
runs that were wanted. Which was it te be? It was the most
exciting finish that ever had been known on the cricket-
provnd at Bt Jin'a,

One, two, three, Three times the ball came down, and
was »topped or snicked awav, and nothing came of 1t. Then
cane the fourth ball, and the bat gleamed in the selting sun,
and thers was a click, and the learher was sailing skyward—
AWa Y —aWaYy.

But the batsmen were uot rumning.  Johany Bull had
started, ]Emt Wharton woved him back. His voice came along
the pitch.

“ _-l"ill right, Johnny, it's a giddy boundary 1™

And o boundary it was. And, as a boundary counted four,
the match was over, and Greyfriars Remove bad won that
historic match by a run.

There was a yell from the Greviriars fellows as soon as
they zaw, and then they rushed upon the piteh. The mateh
was won amd finiched, and Grevfriars had won, And they
gathered round thewr skipper, and lifted him on their
shoulders, and bore him back in triumph to the pavilion.

“ Bravo, Wharten 1

“Well played ™

“Hurrah! Hurcrah! Hurrah!"

Aud the St. Jim's fellows joined heactily in the cheering,
They had lost the match, but tl}g win had been so close that
there was almost as much credit due to the losing as to the
winning side,

Tom Merry clapped Wharton on the back ags his ¢chums set
him_ dewn, red and breathless and panting, before the
puavilion.

“Clood for you!™ he said. “It was a magnificent mnings.
You'd have made your century if the play had gone on, Tt
was ripping ™

" ¥aas, wathah! Simply wippin’ ™ said Arvthur Augustus

NEXT
MONDAY,;

“STANDING BY SKINNER!”
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. Che Mgt

D'Arey. 1 congwatulate you, deah boy. I noevah saw a
game pulled out of the fiah hike that before, kil Jove! 1t was
simply wippin' 17

ONE
PENNY.

urrak! Hurrah ™

L] L] | L] L]

It wag a joyous crowd that fook the train home for Grey-
friars after the match, Harry Wharton's splendid innings had
pulled the game out of the fire, and won it for Grayfriars, and
the eleven could not make enough of him. :

And when they reached Greyfriars and announeed tha
reault, there was frosh cheering in the old Close, as Wharton
was earried i shoulder-high. 5

The ouly one who was dissatisfied was the Bounder. Ho
lad # somewhat painful cxplanation with the Head about
hiz absence; and both Vernon-8mith and Dunter left the
Head's study rubbing their hands, and fecling that they
might have done more wisely to ‘_‘F!zny the game.” But in
the general hilarity Vernon-Smath _n.!_:ld unter growlad
unnoticed. The Greyfriars Remove rejoiced over the victory,
and it all the jusiior studies that evening there were cele-
brations of the great success of the Greyfriavs champions ab
St Jim's,

TEE EXL.
" te tale of Harry
Wfﬁurtﬁﬂ tﬂnﬁgﬁg.qfunmﬁf ﬂﬁ?‘gfmnlﬂﬂ BY SKINNER. X
by Frank Richards, Order a copy of # The Magnet
Libbrary in advance. Price One Fenny.)

TALES TO TELL.@

THOROUGHLY CONVERSANT,

It was the moment to implant on the youthiul mind seme

rood advice, and the wise father took it K :

* My son,” he said sagely to the lad, who had just started
work in a busy shipping office, ** ¥ou can't get on in this
world without push. Luck is all very well in its way, and
may give s man a helping hand now and then, but it 15 as
x-ariutic: as—cr—ha, ha l—the English elimate, Rewember,
lirst and-last, that all the most successful men and womon
have made their way by pushing.”

* Bat, father—" L 1 ) )

* o thats,” Clarence. Just bear this Jittle lesson in mind
~-it's the push that doos it : -

I I-m-::nE|I that, father,” zaid the lad sadly; I got it thiz

(R

rorning |

s EZl

SAVED FROM SLAUGHTER,

Young Jorkins was always bragging aboul s greal
muscular strength and-his prowess with bis fists.

Recently a story went round that he and Smithien had
nearly come to blows after a_cricket match, and Timson went
ta the lrero to learn the truth of the matter. .

i Yes,”" replied Jorking, gr:ttirég red in theface; * Bmithton
culled me 2 cheat, and I wanted to lick him then and there,
Av, and T would have done it, too, if I hadn't been grabbed
from behind and held back I' L

“ Really " asked Timson cagerly, * And who held you
back 7 .

v Oh—er—Smithton ™ replied Jorkins curtly,

———————y

AN 1ILLUMINATOR. ]

No oue could have called him handsome. Small, ugly, nith
a bowler-hat two sizes too small, he stood in the corner
srumbling to another man, who was waitnig for the teaun.

* They're no soldiers,” he remarked, indicating the _Iﬂfai
Tervitorials who were hugryving to their drill-hall, * They
don't know how to walk like soldicrs even. Anyone could
ecg they're only bricklayers, shop-boys, and labourers. ¥You
can tell by the way they welk.”

IN ANOTHER LIGHT, _
The morning after the party two sweet young things met in
the strect, and at once began exchanging impressions.
 Oh, my dear,’’ seid the first swect young thing presentlr,
“ vou remember that handéome young man you introduced
mie to last night? Do you know, after I had sung two songs
e was most complimentary? Fle told me—tee-hec—that he.
woitld dive anything to have my voice. Wasn't 1t nice of
i. ?fl - 1
" ‘PE don't know about that,”” was_ the crushing comment,
“You soe, he's an avctionger o™ -

A Splondid Compliota Tale of the Chuma
of Qreyfriare. Order Early,
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FPrince Ching=Lung, adventurer, conjurer, aod
yvenbrilogulsk

Ferrers Lord, milllonalre, and
ewner of the Lord of the Deep,

SIDNEY DRE

Natham Gore, Jewel collegtor,
and multl-millionalre,
Ferrérs Lord's terrible rival.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS,
wpy FOUL MEANS OR FAIR, I'LL WIN!"

While crossin

Gore, the American millionaire and jewel-gollecior, receives & messags Irom his ageni in

the Atlantic on his way lo England—where the costly diamond, ** Ths World's Wonder," i to be put op for auclion—Nathan

Lopdon to say that the diamood has been bought by

his hated rival, Farears Lord, who is the ¢wner and inventor ol the wonderlul submarine, the Lord of the Deep.

i i ! the diamond, and oo the night o his arrival in Loudon he
Nathan (ore swears he will obtain possesslon o et e S S e B R e B

taking the stone, leaves in its place the messags : “ To
Do your worst | I dely wyou !

The stona iz mine [—Nathan Gors. ™
ihe chase iz stacted,

oes {o his rival's ho snd,
orld's Wonder," I have taken it,

: Thp millionaira Accapls the challengs, and & faw hours atter the robbery
fiva months, necompanied by his two Iriends, Obung-Lung, & Chinese prince, and Rupart Thuutnnihu pursues Nathan
Gora, travelllng twice ronnd the world, but never being able to overtake. him. Af last Ferrers Lord, on board ths Lord of ¢

& Deap, returns to

Lopeland, an island htiﬂngintwhtﬂ Mathan Gore, the millionaire, where be vizitz Gore, accompanied by his armed craw. Ha tries to parsusde the

mad millionaire to give up the stome, but iv met wiih a curd refusal,

tiad incoreed, and that therafore he is in debi solely to Ferrers Lord,
{Kow go on with the story.)

taks possesaion oI fhem af once.

A Yisit From Captain Hackerden, Hero.

“ They're signalling, by hokey!" said Thomas Prout.

Tom convertod his big hands inte binoculwrs, ond gazed
at & winking light froam the shore. It was repeating the
“eall,” to draw the attention of somie vesscl

“ That's us,” waid Thommas Prout alouwd. ¢ Lo-r-d—Lord
of the Deep.” By hokey, that’s us !"
© o And your grammar, kind friend,” said Ching-Lung, from
boehind, **is abominable. *That's us’ 15 atrocions, like your
Face ! ¥ou should have aaid ' That 13 we.” Sounds a treat,
docsn’t 16?7 But no matter, we shall be a long time dead.
Yos, dear friend, they have got our number. They call us
by cur Christian name. Give "om an answer.,”

"The searchlight hissed and winked back an answer.

“Take it down, Tommy," said Ching-Lung. * I have
steained my barjeska boom, and am, therefore, unable to
write. Goon! Twinkle, twinkle, little star, how I wonder
hiow wvou are! What are they fwin-twinkling about?”

* Will—vou—receive—envoy—Captain — Hack-Hack-Hucl-
emdown ¥ suid Proog slowly,

“ Huckerden, you ass! Can't you read wyei? That's Mr.
Jool I'., the Yankee gent. Move your great carcase ouf of
the moenlight, and let me tinkle the telephone,” Ile rang
the bell, and called: ' Arve vou there, Lord, old chap? IF
not, why not? If you are, there's a chap come with your
washing, and he won't leave it without the tuppence-half-
penny.  Write him out g chegque on blothing-paper, will
roun
? There was no reply,
gl egneonl agrarm, .

“Are vou there?™

l“ Yrs, ! hieres, Chingy,” said a veice. ** What you wantses,
Chinge ™'
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Lord then informs his rival that be has paid off the many deble that Gore
Lord ¢laims Gore’s ships and house a3 a part of the debt, but does not

“ Good gosh!” cvicd Ching-Loang, stapgering, * he's bern
cating onions | Pray, dear Gan, do not blow up the pipe in
that state of voice, ‘or vour onion-scented broath will make
it spring a whole bed of leaks! I can spy you through the
chinkas. Go and aslk Mr. Ferrers Lord to kindly step up.
Then go and cizinfect yourself””

Prout listenad with an amused grin.
milhonaire sprang up the ladder,

“0Old Gore wants to know if vou'll see an envov—that
Hupckerden chap,” said Ching Lung.

“"Of course,” said Ferrers Lord. " Tell theur that I can
unlf' permit one man to accompany him.™ )

he message was flashed, and the light in the ifort
vanished. Ten minutes later it shone out onee more.

“ Apreed,” said Ferrers Lord. * Send hin down to me
when he comes.”

He paused at the head of the ladder, and langheod.

““This Hackerden is rather a decent feliow, Ching ¥

“ Mot half bad, my boy.' said Ching-Lungz. T thought he
had resigned, and padded the hoof back to the States, but ir
sooma he hazn't. I think vou'll get an with him like an oil
fuctory on hre. Leave me a [ew cigarettes before you go.
Oh, thanks!” he added, as he caught the millionaire's gold
cigaretic.case, with 1is gleaming  diamond menogram. =L
suppose you won't want the case back?”

Captdin Hackerden was some time in coming. Maddock
went forward to wateh for him in his bare feet, for the low
deck waz awash., Gan-Wagn appeared, and he was chowing
a candle, He squatted down on the floor, and smiled.

“Oh, don™t Tommy's far heads shine butterfuls, Chingy?”
ho lisped, **Just likes a chunk of lavds!”

‘It is a lovely head,” adwitted Ching-Lung.

“ Buts he hasn't only emptinesses insides haives,” said Gan
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Rt s so windy insides haires, Chingy, dat il has bowed alls
de haives of haire, Chingy., Heo, he, ho, hol”

Ching-Lung I}mtlﬂl Gan's pate. ,

“Not bad for a priec-bred fat Bskiuwo,” he remarked.
U %oau are getting on, Il ned ey and get on too Lazk, or you
may get off verv suddenly, and hurt your kermmozzle”

“ Ahay 0

A shant rang over the waler

* What's comin’, Ben 7' ericdl T'rout.

“ N bloomin® smieller 17? reared Maddock.
Boatin® seent-bodrles ! -

Maddock wieant a petrolleineh by this fattering deserip-
{ine.  The lirtle vessel raced ot of the darkness and glided
along=ide.

“That ven, skipper®” asked Ching-Lung.

* Yes, sree,”! drawled a veice. * Yeor might fix on to this
bit of string, so ae I can hitch her up”

Ching-Lung seized the rope and slipped ite cod ihrough
ritg, l‘%"m anhee hind only brought o lad with . e
spravig aboard, holding out hiz hand frankly., Ching-Lung
arivped 11 just as frankly.,  Ile liked the Yankeo.

Yo emte inside,”t he zakl. * You meedn’t trouble about
wiping the mund ofi your beots, [ thought you were ot home
by this time. buying up Rockeleller, or rumming a boot-
protector frust, o nabong o corneyr in treipe.”

Jaoel FU Hackerden chuekled,

“Wal, vour Highness,” he answered, T didn’t get my
pay, aml T coukl baeh up myp copper-bined sgreciment, T
marees iF expieee ta-pight, wd U've got the sheliels momy
pocker.  Bee-whiz !’ he added, glancing rouned, " this iz
shigeup daisy of 2 boat! I reckon veuw know how to do it.
Fleased to meet you again, pardnes,’”’

By hokey! i ain't g0 tearful at meetin® you " =aid
Craut, extending 2 mighty liand.

* Allew me fo renew your acquaintance with Imperial
Pint—er=[Jmperial Greatness Gan-Wags, chief lord and two-
Foot ruler. of Slanky-Wanky tribe of Greenland, where the
greeits come brom,”” «anl Ching-Lung,

" Havez p hites of eangles, My, "Merican  mans,  do,”
prinned Gan-Waga, ¥

“Thank=, Fm not thirsiv.,”" zaid the Yankee, his oyes
twinkling. ' Howdy, «avanger* ' '

“One of them

" AR said Ching-Lung, m a loud whisper, *' this zentle-
man without the hoots s o celebrated character. His feed

are his fortune.  He is the champion big-footed man of the
carth—fact I The enps and pold medals- he has pinched—
hem '—carvived off, T should say-—iz extraordinary.  Ho b
his boote by the tnle. My, Maddock—3Myv, Hackerdeon—that
1, Captain Hackerden,™

“EBhake ! said the eapfain

Benjamin shook, and Ching-Luug asked 1the Yankee
below, The brilliantly-lighted, cxquisitely-furnished saloon
senit the Youkee into raprures, He zank into e chatr and
stared abont hin

“TWoesh,” he pasped, * yvou do know how to do it 1"

YAh we! We hnows hows 1o tickles haire, don’t weses,
Chingy 17 Lsped Gan-Waga. * Bhalls I offers hims a Flor
de Smellalotto, Uhingy 17

Gan wanfed a cigar himself, and hence the quesiion.
Ching-Luang unloehed 1the oabinet and liphted the silver
epokeors’-iamip. Then he rong for champagne, and a steward,
in the mithonaire’s gquier, tssteful livery, brought it.

“ Bgo:sh.” said Hackerden, as he tasted the splendid wine,
“this 2 vesl stuff ] There's no fies in thie, Don't Mr. Gane-
Wapa de any drinling 57

“Nors Bhe haire,” said Geon, ' Like melied hutiers bests.”

" Founy toste,” gaid the captaing “but 1 gucss you know
vty own business, (oo ! 'In'n.'}mt g ship this 1= 1 guess the
vewd, of her woald rum up te live million dollars.™

* And yen wight multipdy vhat by five,” said Ching-Lung.,

Y Whar ! Five millien pounds?  Gee-hosh-aphat ™ i

Captain Joel F, Hackerdon drew in & deep breath, Then
be vose to his feet and stood at salute. The doov  had
epenced, amd the tall Agore of Ferrers Lord confronted hine
At oa sen from Ching-Lung Gan-Waga sidled out of the
pewvith. The mithionatre noddaod eartly,

“You onre an convey frome Lhore ¥

Wel, st Toean’ be cure of dhat,”? eald Hackerden, 71
peck eennpety with him reenight, and o onot cxactly too
prows thar [ ever sailed uuder the rag he ealls his colours ™
] ']'!1;1*&-. st Jie the gech, are ready to abandon the sinking
3 EH
Iﬂl;:'laE-I,uﬂg saw the colenr ipring inte the Yankee's
clheels,

“Bether you”? Lo answered, * that's 23 pood as calling a
man & ovab ! 1t el ey way fo take sach talk from any
galoet that weais boots.  That's 2bout the size of Joel F.
Uwir pod @ wife and childeen ar home, and 'l have to flit
rounet the glele a 1vifle te leep 'em and ratee ‘emi. Dt
'mr fenest. Mi'zps 1 ovwas mistaben when I frose on (o
that ey berth, bisr I was honestly mistaken.  And,
sure ds NMole appies never grow on peartrees, I'l cram
the tredit of the guleet who cavs different down his Iyin’
thyoa 1 :

Tae Maicxrr Lisrary.—No, 273,

NEXT

MONMNDAY;

“STANDING BY SKINNER!"

ONE
PENNY.

B T —— i

e e

evere  TIR : Iliagfpet .

MONDAY,

R

; 'f].-*l.m] suppose 1 disagree with you? said the millionaive
il

*Then T veckon youw'il net regreet it if youw've got o w
ddentist aboard.”

Fervers Loved smiled and st down, crossing' hi~ long legs.

*1 de not think we shall quarrel, Hackerden,” he <aud.
= Fill the captain’s glass, Chimg.  When does vour agree-
ment expire, captain?  You need not stapd.”

Tt expired two minutes ago, sivl’

1M gladd of that, You are no longer m Gore’s eniploy,
then ™ . _

“Bgosh, Um not, sir! I'm my own master aggin, and
that means U'm oat of collar. When a Fellow has o fannly
1 ruise it don't do for him 1o shack about, Drthered-af
know when I sholl get a shi: bome, and things 2 Tancn:
prices over yomwder.  Whai do vou think of anesr-oveal
lesther—a doller a pound 3™

Agan Ferrers Lowd snuled.

= Bupplies are shoct, T presne ¥

“Bhort?  Gee!l we're starving.
turned up, snd the cable 13 cnt.
higgest £

His lips compeessed. Mo was seying too much, _

“Riet, wveou mwean?” saied the millionaire, “Thies wil?
vaid the stores. 1t 35 like this, captain.  The stares hpve
nat been delivered hecanse they Dave not been paid for,
The vessel did not arvive because her whole cargo b~ Teen
transferred to me. Bhe is ab Capetown, awaiting my instene-
tions, Gore iz i a rather bad condition, Ile = 2 bankrog,
and the receivers appointed by the Court ave in posse-<aninr
of all ke has lefr, ll wish you, captain, to wderstand the
sitaation befove I hear wour message. b oam aware thad,
there are proviEons n Goretown to last tweniv-one efaas,
if carcfully handled. 1 know tha men, the swam of the
parth, that ore has epvalled.  Were B oyou, caprarm, Jd
give Lonelard and Govetown o wide herth,  Iro b nor o
qiestion of food w0 much #s drink—strong deink. The
momoent. 1he drink 35 exhausted and the safeans sh,
U fpe—’? )

He shrogped s shoulders . guggestively,

* Riots, old chap*? acked ing-Lung,

A hittle revolution, Ching.™

Flaekerden =ipped his wine thoughtiolly. .

CWal, wir,” he said, U1 don't take muaelr netiee o
vimours, but I gather that you amd Gore o't guite e
Imnﬁ;l,.'ﬁqd #% Tove-hirds. i'vie heerd FATRA sl aprne. ks 1
It “em slide in at one ecar amd cut at the next. You're
vight about the drink.” o

He took a long, appreciative pull at his cigar, il
drawled on: )

I owo pig-headed shonk o goak mgscll with b
like most of ‘em. Drink and gambling have cursed the
muce, The drink has sbout petered out, and thar=
calemmn fact.  Whatever the obd man s, I've ecaten bis
bread, and I can’t be mean and go beck on him.  They'll
e pioting teenight. T owe him nothing, and he awee me
uothing, Boo V gnese he's old, and I goess he's weak o e
attics, amd I guess they hate him.* 1

He paused to eject another clowd of smoke, and Fegroos
Fovd Jooked at ham keenly. .

* Your news. sir,” he continued, * has made it bad for
e, amd  perbaps worse  for my wife and  plooamimne
Werve kept “ém quict by promises, telling ‘em tio <lip
wonld be along in ne time. Gee! there’s poing to he tle
deace to pay ! Il stick to the old man, i Fmo iddaed
with lead, 'l see him through, or sever see him cgaio.
A vour ITighnesg-—="

“Yoes, captain®’ .

“If I don't come through the row, you might e my
wife have this, It's money, and there’s the addres- v omnes
on if, B'posh, ['d tele it as & real hindness 1Y o i

tle handed the prinee an envelope. Uhing-Lung acmne
e Jean, sallow mman with all his heart.

“ But vou don’s know me, captainl? he protested.

“ 1 guess I do. for I've seen vou, know m's ay «ule g
i I took it mysell. If that ship had come aleng. me 2nd
Gore would hsve pavted. Dot there’s geing (o be in
dickens to pay “way over there to-night, and I can’t wee an
eld man go dewn alone. ') baek him up—I'I1 back Bl
ups, after catin’ his bread, if he'd murdered my fathep!
”“Gl'eut Reetr i thought Ching-Lang, " there’s o e
nInLer,

Fervers Lovd was lazily turing over the pages of the leg.
Book,  He vawned, )

“Oh, captain,” e said, T hapdly think it worth while to
I your messape; but, of course, i you choose, you van
deliver it, I am a person—one of those absurd prople wie,
when they make up their minds onee, have made them wp
for ever. Doz e aceopt my terms ™ o

A Bplandild Completa Tala of the Chums
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“Yes, el ™

= Thoroughly 1

“ Mo, sir. What he means Isn't my business,  Ile savs
he'lt give up the article—whatever that is—but he’ll see vou
chat bwfere he givez you a printed apology @™

“Take it, old chap.” said Ching-Lung, “and end the
miserable business !

The willionaire di[‘i)[;t-:'[ the pen in the ink, and made a
correction i the log-book.

“Give lim my reprots, captain,” he sand, * and tell nm
that [ cannot take the trouble to alter my terins.  They wore
awd are hinal”

[fe rose, to show that the interview woas at an end, and

turned on his heel. A sudden impulse made bim hold out
hiz haved to the Yankee.

* Huckerden,” he said, * talie my advice, and stay fiere as
my guest ! i

* Bothered if I will?” said the Yankee. “ Den’t mund my
roglines, siv, for [ was always vough, 1 feel the honour, siv.
ancdd I'm grateful, You've got a splendid name all over the
carth as i gentleman and & man af honour, Joel F. Hacker-
den 15 a name that few people have ever heard of, But it's
a clean name. When a man hurts me, I don't turn the othey
cheek. I go for him with both fists and. both feet. I ecchon
Ciore hae wronged vou, and [ don’t blame you, siv, for what
vou do. Bnt I've eaten hiz bread and handled his money.
I !-;.Hmv what's comang, and LI'll sticlt to him. Good-night.
sir |

"'{'1'-2;:}&-114'1;]1{} captain!" ssid Ferrovs Lord, 1 am almrost
SOFER.

The door closed behind the milllonaire.
locked at the Yankee sadly.

“Thev'll loot the ploee ' he asked.

“Gen! I lay odds they loot it and boen it ! growled
Huckerden, “They're the wickedest lot of slunks an carth,
and most of the brutes. haven't been patd. They kept pretiy
quiet while the drink was thore. The old man stoved "em
off by promising the ship would be in to-day. He even bluffed
me nto believing it l;;"ﬂu bet vour baottom dollar, they'll
rawe Cain ! .

Ching-Tang

A Plot Discovered.

Ching Tung stroked his chin.  Ferrers Lord must have
foresaen it all. He must have played his gaine move by
move, rewnecselessly, tecnibly, eraftily.

“ Hackerden, old chap,” =aid the prinece, " xou're an ass
{0 go back! He owes yon nothing, and you dwe him
nothing. Look here! Stay with us. We'll find you a decent
jols. We can’t make you an officer, or anythinz of that kind.
We don't have officers, really, We're a queer pack, prefty
well all eliwms. I ought to be at home looking after a
kingilorn about twice as big as Great Dritain, but I can't
tear myself away from my pals and this rollicking life.
You'd he aplendidly paid, Hockerden, I'll guasvantee that.”

The ¥ankee pondered. ]

“ [ rockon yvou're a white man 1 he satd, and Auszhed like
a boy wiien he remembered his mistake., -~ -

o, don't worry aboul a slip of the tongue, skipper!™

o
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laughed ths prince. ¥ It's only 3 saving wou lhave in the
States, and you mean that T'in not a nigger or g redskin, 1
can't lielp Deing a bit yellow and slant-eved, Anylow, I've
got o white man's heacl, I hope" :

“ And you have!™ said Joel {Tackerden wistfully. * Your
Highness is white all through! Bgosh, sir, will you leave

vour kind offer open for twenty-four hours ?"

*Don't go!" said Ching-Luny. “Take my ti;, and
stay I

“1 ean't, sir. If I did I wouldn't be a white man. T
don't think many shakes of Gore, but I'm bothered if IM
leave him tomight! If I don't come through it, sir, you'll
aivo that to my wile, and tell her I pot sunk in bad weather”

Ching-Lung argued, but it waz useless.  The dogged.
plucky Yenkee was abdurate, A terrible riot was close at
hand, and he thought it his duty to stand by the man whe
Lad employed Lim, and to die by his side if needs be,

Clhing-Lung sighed as the launch throbbed oway inio the
gloom. IHe heard a laugh, and turned, to see the millionaire
bonding over thoe chart.

A fine fellow, that,” said Ferrers Lord, * but something
of an idiot !"

* I think kim & man, old chap!”

Y There, to a certain oxtent, we differ, Ching., T repeat
that he savours of the idist, There 13 a nebility and devolion
in his madness, I admit, A good, faithful dog would act
Like thalt. I am afraid he 15 going to bis death.”

“What ¥

Ching-Lung faced the millionaive.

“You don't mean that, Lerd "

“Timo will prove,” said Ferrers Lord, shrugging his
shouldera., *' I only know that affairs in Lum-lamf are in i
precarions siate. The men are almaost starving.,. Gently
nbhead, Prout!™

“That fellow 1z a hero ! said Ching-Lung.

“ Or an ags "' gaid Ferrers Lord drily. * Ah!
the moon! Ching, may I have my cigarveites?™

- " B " ] £

Here comes

The lean, sallow-faced Yankee areered the launch towards

the winking Light. He knew what was going en. Wages
were overdue, and discontent was rampant, ] )
Open mutiny had been threatened for & fortpight., Nuothan

Gore bad promized that all wages would be paid at noon
that day, and that free rations would be distributed,

Eliz promase had proved a he. e had gathered men of
every race about him—the very wasteels of the ecarth, men
of a score of races.

When well paid, well fed, and, aboeve all, with unlimited
drink, they had served his purpose. MNow they were unpaid,
and hungry, and the little strong ek that remained wos
Lkept from thent.

Y There'll be old Harry to pay ! thought the Ameriean.
" Thev've got their backs up, the seum! I’ tey and gos
the old galoot to put to sea, or b'gosh, they'll lynch bim!
Burn him, he's so mad that o man can't talk to him! It's a
case of going under, I reckon.”

He stooped forward to listen,

% What'a that, Jim "

“ Bounded lilke a voll!" answerad the lad.

“Round it!” growled the Yonkee, and round went the
Jaunch.

“ Ahoy !V

“ Ahov " roared Prout.
thing*"

“No," said Hackerden; “but I want to leave this lod.
He's only fifteen, and I reckon it ain'c sufe for brates over
vonder, Get aboard, younker! Bay, friend. ask hiz Higlanes
to look arter the brat. He's my never, If theve's anvthing
to pay take it out of what T've left. Bo-long !

He had kopt the launch level with the slowly-moving suls
marine, The boy teok a leap. and the launch shot alieac.
Prout gazed at the tousled wrehin i dumb amaze ; 1t had all
happened so guickly. = g

“ B holier I he masped, finding hiz breath. *F What next?
I: this a bloomin® floatin® horphanage?™

Hackerden went full speed to make up fov fost time, The
fnnnch was a splendid boat, and of che pewest frpe. [rowag
ne toy, and it raced along mernix. o

Again he bent to listen. A hoarse, figerish roar swepk
from the land. and a red glow spranyg inra the sk,

“ Beash 1 muttered the : “ Thav'ro fising tha
saloon ™ . .

e leaned forward aain, watching the grovwing ghre, :

“Dgosh' ke growled. as a fainr crack, craci cvaeil
roenchiecd ;[iﬁ. oars, Th{":n“]'{* Fuhl':l‘.'ltllif_“.' ke

{This story will be conciuded next Monday, and
in No. 275 of ¥ The WMagnet " Library will appear the
opening Instalmeant of our grand new serial story,
entitied " MYSTERIAI' by Sidney Dreaw, Order Early.)
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NEXT MONDAY:

FOR

" STANDING BY SKINNER!”
By Frank Richardas.

Next weok's long, complete tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greeyfriars brings Skinner on the seene again.  Skinner
was onwe a mentber of the Remove Form at Gﬂ':ffrm;i, until
his rasvally conduct caused him to be expelled by the Head.

Now Skinner wants to return to his old school, and our
next story deals with the schemes and subterfuges he employs
in ovder to gain his end. REkipner is Gnslly snceessful in his
object, am) i3 ence more sblo to call himeelf a Grepfriars
Junior, ;

The Kemovites make a point of

“ STANDING BY SKINNER! "

for old time's sake, but Harry Wharton & Co. are by no
means blind to the fact that the way in which he mana

to achieve his ambition plainly shows, unfortunately, that
his character has not chanred for the better, bui that he
15 the ame old Skinner.

“THE GEM' STORYETTE COMPETITION.

Tha storyette competition now running in our grand little
comipanton papel has uanghi. on in & wq:rndqrful way, and
 Our Weekly Prize Pago " is vapidly becoming one of the
most popular features m that popular story paper. Every
week money prizes are being siven away—a prize for the
sender of every joke published on this page. BSo hurry up
with thac joke or pood story that tickled you so when you
heard it! Send it along to the Editor of * The Gem ™ ON
A POSTCARD, and it may bring you a money prize which
will mako a welcoms addition to your week’s pocket-money.
Unlike other competitions, there are no restrictions, the
ioko need not be oviginal, and you can send in as many post-
cards ag vou like; alvo there is no entranco fee,

REPLIES IN BRIEF,

T. Bherman (Bolton).—You @hpu]d, firat, obtain full par.
ticulars from the nearest recruiting office or harracks,

“Old Reader ™ {Furness)—I will certainly do as you
suggest.

" Twa Well Wishers™ (Leeds).—I am afraid that, minus
all the chavacters you take exception to, ** The Magnet '
Library would become a dull story-peper indeed, so that T
can hold out little hope of your wishes being complied with.

“ Perfee ' (Bristol).—A book on ventnlogquism  can
chtamed from Gamage & Co., of Holborn, Leondon, E.C.

" A Loyal Reader.”"—Thanks for your letter and card.
You are very lucky 1o livo in such a charming place.

F. M. and C. B, (MNotts},—Your suggestion 15 an excollent
one, but I am afraid that Mr. Richards ia too busy to con-
sider it at once. Wa will see what we can do later.

Will the following readers accept my very best thanks for
their letters:

A. Bulliven (Montreall, H. Herbert {(Lanes), V. Watking
{Kew), * Loyal Nelsom,” A. Davidson (Moltena), F. Har-
rizon [Australia).

* Philen ¥ - (Kilburn}.—** Escuelas’ on the stamps jyom
nmention means ‘‘schools,” it indicates that all money
cbtained from their sale goes towards the upkeep of the
National Schools of Venezuela.

Trr Maerner Lmrany.—No. 275
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“ A Cork Girl Reader.”—Thanks for your leticr. 1 mu-i
stato yours is a splendid method of advertising our compania
papers, and I thank you heartily for it. )

A " Cudworth Reader.”—You should write to “Tho
Times * Book Club, of Oxford Strect, Londen, W.

“A Worried Reader™ (Hasex).—I advise you to 1:1;3}1]%
personally af & recruiting station or barracks; thev will el
you thers all particulars. 1 might mention thac & vory
strict medical examination must bo passed belore you can be
enlisted.

“ A Constant Reader” (Westminster).—Thanks {or your
letter. I will see what can be arranged as soon as Mr
Richards has time.

Mrs. Carlton.—I must thank you for all you have Jdone
and are still deing for our companion papers, N

R, W.—To cure your chilbkuna in thelr present condition,
rib them with orange-juice. i ]

“* Ackworth Reader.”—I am afraid your friend will be un-
able to go on the stage in his preseat state, .

“A Friend of ‘' The Magnet.' "—Try a course of physical
exercizes ) they will boe most beneficial in your case.

“An Irich Reader.”—Alonzo Todd is returning to ihe
school wery shortly, and will make his appearance.in *‘The
}[agnet.” Afrain So0mn.

(¢, Pepper.—The Exchange Column is only open to (Colo
nials. You should answer one of the advertisements appicai-
Ing in it

i

HOW TO KEEP FIT.—No. 1.

By a Sergeant-Instructor.

It is a common eorrar, with boys in particulsr, fo con-
found the twe terms ** Gymnasties " and ' Physieal Culture.”
Now, although pyminastics may be called, or indced be used
as, physical culture, you may have a very thorough physical
culture training without the use of pymnastics. Read the
above again, apd fAx i in your mind. I want you io do
this because the courze of lessons I shall deseribe later on
in the form of exercizes may all be taken in any place whero
there happens to ke room to swing your armsa about. A
gym. 15 not necessary: but if you are a member of one, or
have access to one, all the hetter. I am now writing for
such of my chums as cannot wse a gym,

Who are they who need physical culture? The answer fo
this question 13 simple—everybody whose museles are not
as strong as Nature int‘endﬂdy thein to be. The muscles of
the body were made to improve by use. If, thervefore, your
occupation does not call for the use of any one et of
muscles to any great extent, then that particular sct of
muscles needs to be exercised in order to get them 6t
Take the blacksmith, His museles stand out in magnificent
proportions all about the chest, neck, arms, and legs. Yed
that same splendid-looking man may be suffering [om
weak lungs.

It 13 & general, all-round development that one needs in
order to ensure good healih, and 3 buoyant amd cheeriul
disposition. SBick and atling people are usuelly peevish, It
iz not their fanlt. One cannot be in pain and be merry at
the same time, Bot jt is not impossible to avoid pain. One
ﬂ;ﬂd}-’ avoid many distressing ailments- by building up the

¥

In the case of tho blacksmith, the particular exerciza
needed by him is hnown as deep-breathing. A fiw
seconds every morning and evening given to filling the
Iunera with pure alr has a most astonishing effect on the
lungs, and not only makes them strong and larpe, but
enables them to resist the deadly mieroba which loves to
attack weak organs, but which cannot live in a healthy
pair of lungs. Why! Well, the healthy body nourishes a
great army of healthy microbes. The two Lkinds cannod
exist in the one place. One must be driven out, It depends,
therefore, on yourself which army gains the victory,

{Another of these spleadid Articles next Moaday.)
THE EDITOR.
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" AN UN-“FELINE" REMARK!

TO BE CORREGT!

New Maid : * Please, ma'am, when
[ bring the dinuer in should I say * Din-
ner's ready ' oor f Dinner is served " 27
Mistress ;  * Well, if it's like it was

yvesterday, say * Dinney is spoilp " !

“ Yes, sir, I was wrecked on an island

o ”t PG in the South Seas for five years, and
“ Poapa, arc two moures wice ! when I was rescued I was a better sham.- : : i 5 "
“ Yes, my boy.” pooer than ever. I kept in practice all : Tﬁhnt % 3 photo of me with my Cabs.
“Then why don't they cull a pair|the time.” *“How did von manage ‘Yes. You're the one with the
of trousers trice 7 that 2 * “Ishampooed the cocoa-nuts,” | hat on *’
b3 e ] o = LA
DEDEES DEBEEE - =) )

ALL OFF! |, g
“1 thought you OVER THE 5,9-

were & suitor for | GARDEN WALL Y 9H:

Miss Splosh’s Mr. Nagg:{0

ﬂ-

ha:‘;d L “You've next door
‘I was. but 1]t an ass, siv”
didn’t. Mr. Wagg : © Qice

:i Didn't -:-.rhnt T Yeorrectk, I'm living
I ',q' du’t suib} next door to vou™
!’

DRSS DODEEE

ol

Frinted and Eublilhe.d by the Proprielors al The Fleetway Eouse, Fartingdon Strcet; London, Epgland, Agents for Australia: Gordon &
K.

Ibourne, Sydoey, Adelaide, Brisbane, and Wellinglon, N.2. ; for South Afriea: Chotral News Agency, Litd., Cape Town sod

Gtk M Jobanneabyrg, Subscriptien, Tm per apmum, Saturday, May Jrd, 1i13:









