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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Lord Mauleverer's Great Idea!

- E'RE quite old pals.’” said Hlili. Bunter.
W A dozen voices replied to Billy Bunter all at once,

and ther all made the same reply:
“ Rats !
“But [ tell vou—-"

“Rot !’

“I know himi as well as anything

“ Bosh!'

“ But, I say,

“ Shut up ™

* OChecse gt !

“Ring oft!™

And Billy Bunter " rung oft.” not because he wanted to,
but hecause he simply couldw’t make his voiee heard. He
blinked indignantly at the Remove fellows through his big
apectacles. He had intended to make an impression—a great
impression—>0y  his statemient that he kpew Dinitwayo, bat
the rude remarks hurled at him showed Ehdt Jie had not mad.
any |m|u|=-=1~gu_}r| af all. He had only gonhirmed the ympression
the Removitos had alwars had —that he could sasily beat
Ananiaz in hiz own line,

It was o matter of great inferest that the Remove fellows
were discussing, in the jenior common-room st Greyiriars.

Tottenham Hotspur were coming down to King's Crawley

No. 2.

vou fellows
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to play Crawley United. and as King's Crawley was within
reachahle distance of Grm riara, o erowd of ”It‘ fellows had
made up their minds to get over o {rawley by houk or by
crodld, and see the mate

The Greviriara fellows Jid not often have an Oprrnrmntl,'r
of seving & elub like the "Spurs, apd Harey Wharton & (o,
of the Remove, had especialls made up there wands that they
wouldn't let that great opportunity ﬁ[lji

But it was nol mﬂ*-. in thu famons Spura that they were
interestad.

Crawley United wore a good team. and ther hod one
special player who was very remarkable, being a South

African of native roce, and almost as black as the ace of
apades,

IMniwaye had come over from S3outh Africa with o South
African team. and. like a2 good wmany touring footballers
from oversea, had joined an English ¢lub, apd rempiced in
England.

He was the best forward in the Crawley club, aed some
of the Greviriars fellows who had seen him play were loud
in his pratses. To see him playving against such g team as the
BSpurs would be. a: Bob Cherry remarlked, an ancomnuon
troat,

“T've gseen him once,” Frank XNugent remarked, * [Te's
a little chap. but as strong as a horse. and gquick as Ilf;hmlng
Tt will be rippiog to see him, aed the Bpurs, too, o've got
to got over to Urawley somehow tomorrow [

“ s & question of wavs and means.” said Harry Wharton

“the railway fares are pretiy hmn - it's o good distance.
W ¢ might manage it on the bikes.”

“I'm eoming with yvou.”" Billy Bunter remarked.

“Oh. rats!" said Bob [herrt. not at all politely.

“I sha'n't ask you to pay my fare!’” zaid Bunter, glaring
at him. “I'm ch}poﬂtmg a postal-order this evening, so that
it will be all right. [ really want to see Dioiwayve sgain.
I know him welll Quite an old pal 1™

“* Br-rroree !

“In fact, I've thought of asking him over here, to soe tha
school,” said Billy Bunter obstinately. “T think—— Yow!
Ow! Leggo my car, Bob Cherry, you beast "

Bob Cherry mmprabsed Dunter’s fat car

betwern his
finger and thumb with energy.
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“Bhut up !” he said,
(11 " o ]I':I-
“You don't know Diniwayo, and you're only gassing!

Dry up !l

wﬂ:ﬂu-mh! Leggo !’ .

““ I don't beliave you've even scen him, you fat duffer!”

“Ow! Ielp! Legpo!™

Billy Bunter tore %’Em&ﬁ“ away, amnd rubbed his ear
furiously,

" You—you beast! We're
quitc old pals—"

Bob Cherry made a 5prirlﬁ towards him, and Bunter bolted
from the common-room. Bob pursued him as far as the
door, and Bunter went down the passage at a speed that
would have done him credit on the cinder-path. Bob
returned to his friends, breathing hard.

“The silly fap duffer! he growled. *Talk about
Ananias und Munchausen! Bunter could give them points,
and beat them essily every time. Blessed if I ever knew
such a gasbag! Now, about the Crawley match to-morrow

I tell you 1 know the chap!

“ What price a brake to Crawley?’ said Johnny Bull.

“Rather too expensive, T should say. My contribution
wonld ‘be ninepence, exactly,” said Bob ruefully.

“And mine a tanner,” said Nugent, laughing.

“I could contribute half-crownfully,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh.

“ Beastly to be short of tin at a time like this!" said
Harry Wharton. "I suppose it will have to be the bikes.
But it's & _jolly long ride, and we mayn't get there in' time
for the kick-off. And we don't want to miss any of the
match.’

“No fear!?

Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of the Remove, eame into the
common-room, glancing about him. He caught sight of the
chums of the Remove, und came over to them.

* Lookin' for-you fellows,” he remarked.

* Wall, now you've found us,” said Harry Wharton, “are
you coming over to Crawley to-morrow to see the *Spurs?”

*“ Yaas: That's what I was going to speak to you about.”

“ I can see that blessed slacker giking it—T daon't think 1"
growled Johnny Bull

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

“ Couldn'l, do it, dear boy.”

= %m:rl are you thinking of geing, then—train "'

iy L8
:tﬁaﬂning?” asked Nugent sarcastically,
Iy

" How, then, fathead #*7

Y Motor-"bus,’”” cxplained his lardship.

The Removites stared,

“ Motor-'bus 1" howled Bob Cherry.  “They don't run
motor-'buses from here td Crawley, vou frabjous duffer '

“¥aas; I know they don’t,” said Lord Mauleverer, with

& nod.

" Well, if they don't run inctor-'buses, how can you %o by
mqgtor-"bus I demanded Harry Wharton.

*“They don't run motor-"buses. but they’ll run. a motor.
'bus,” his lordship cxplained, with o chuwekle. * We shall
go in that!"

id Dh ]"‘!

“I want all you fellows 1o be my guesis for the day,”
Lord Muuleverer explained. * You can make up the party,
Wharton—if you don't mind. Too mueh fag for me.” If 1
stand the 'bus, you can do the rest. What ?™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Willingly. But a motor-'bus for the afternoon will cost
& heap of money.”

“That's all right; T've got plenty of tin !" said the school-
bug millionaire. “T1 thought it would be a good idea to
take over a parly, you know, to see the match. Don't sce
the "Bpurs every day, you know. I've telephoned to Court-

field, and they can send a motor-'bus over to-morrow in
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time to make the run to Crawleyr. Takes sixty chaps
Rather a good idea—what?’

h_Thu Removites fell wpon Lord Mauolevorer, and -hogged
1Tl

“Come to my arms!" ejaculated Bob Cherry.
fﬂ]d{r]ﬂuﬁﬂ my watch-chain and weep !™

ad 11 L‘Hﬂ 3
“Corn in E%}' t 1" said Nugent. * The right duffer in the
right place ! What a ripping thing it is to have a millionaire
lying about loose [

“Ha, lhea, ha!"

“The ri]ppingl'ulnesg is terrific !’
CH0w! Leggo ! gasped his lovdship.
in the back, you ass! Clear off )

“Yes, rather!”

“Hurtay "

“ We'll take a foed in the *bus, too,” soid Lord Mauleverer,
“'Nuft for sixty—what? Make a doy of it, begad! Ask
anybody vou like—up to sixty ehapz.” Don't let 'em come
and bother me, will you? If you thump me on the back
ptg;}:m, Bob Cherry, T'll hit you in the eye! Ow! Chuck
it !

And Lord Mauleverer made his escape, considerably

rumpled by the enthusiasm of the chums of the Remove.
He loft great joy behind him in the eommen-reom. Lord
Manleverer had unlimited cash, and it was no more to him
to hire & motor’bus for an. afternoon’s excursion than it
would have been to any other Remove fellow to hire a’ bike.
And never had Lord Mauleverer’s “ filthy lucre' proved
move useful.
_His %uﬂ-sts on thai auspicious occnsion were to number
sixty, but the probability was that at leaat twice that
number would want to board the motor-"bus when it came
round to the gates of Greyfriars on the rmorrow,

“ Let me.

“Don't thump me
Is it & got"”

— e e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ask Wharton!

ILLY BUNTER came along the Remove passage, look-
extremely bad-tempered.
UNEr Was Very erosa.

Nothing, it is said, annoys an habitual fibber niove
than having hiz word doubted. And Billy Bunter was suffer-
ing from that annoyanee,

Bunter’s disregard for the trnth amounted almest to a
discase. It waa his special pride that he knew ovoeryrhing
that was going on; and lmthingj‘ could over be mentione
that Bunter did not know something about. Nobody could
be referred to whom Bunter had not seen, or spoken to, or
known intimately—aecording to his own account. And
Bunter rattled off his fibs without stopping to think, with
such facility that he almost believed them himself.

New boys, who did net know Bunter, were often impressed
by him; but the fellows whe did know him always took
mnety-nine per cent. off his yarns—indeed, Dob Cherry
declafed that they ought to take off about two hundred and
hifty per cent.

But when one of Bunter's specially whacking ** whoppera ™
was dishelieved, instead of backing out of it ax gracefully as
he could, he would attempt to bolster it up with still more
astounding whoppers.

The great interest the Remove fellows felt in the doings
of Dintwayo, the black footbuller, had made Bunter declave
m his vsual strain thut be know him quite well.

And the doubt with which that statement was reccived,
made him declare still more emphatically that they were
quite old pals,

As. the black fuotballer was never likely to come within
milez of Greyfriars, Duntei’s statement could not exactly
be disproved; but the juniors disbelieved it on principle, It
was not impossible, of course—anybody might know Dini-
wayo—but they disbelioved it amply because Bunter
stated gt

Sometimes, of course, Bunter was dishbelieved when he was,
O FAYe OCCAsions, tr-.]!l:ing the truth—like the boy in the
fuble who cried " woll ! s0 often when there was no wolf,
that when the wolf really come, no one would heed him.

“The votters " Bunter muttered. “If Bob Cherry said
he knew ihe” Emperor of Timbuetoo, the felowe would
believe him! The rotters I

He knocked at Lord Mauleverer's door, and went in with-
out waiting to be asked. Lord Muuleverer was scated in hia
armcheir, gazing into the fre. It was a favourite way the
slacker of the Remove had of passing an hour or =0, He did
not. turn hiz head as Bunter came in.

“ I say, Mauly, old man——"
Mo reply.
“ Hallo, Mauly! Are vou awake "

“*Yaasl™?

“IHE PENNY POPULAR'" “CHUGKLES,”
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Loder, Carne, and Walker were tossed off the 'bus one after another.

“Go home! "
dusty road.

* Good-bye, Bluebell ! " roared Bob Cherry.
The 'bus gathered speed again, and the three seniors were left gasping and sprawling in the

(See Ohapter 5.)

“Why don’t you answer, then?"

“ Tired !

“ Loolk heee, T hear vou're going to have a motor-'bus over
to Crawley ro-morrow.'” said Buoibter.

L Ya.aﬁ‘fr

“You want me to come, don't you

* Aslk Wharion™

“Wharton's a beast! I decline to speak to him. He hag
doubted my word "' snid Billy Bunter, with dignity. [
suppoas vou don't want to leave me behind, do you?"

“Yaas."
“What " growled Bunter. * Look here, Mauly, @'

comting "'

i lr.ﬂ.ﬂt'i.”

“If you're going to take a feed in the 'bus, I'll help vou
do the shopping.” said Bunier cagerly. © Mﬁy as well get it

one this evening, vou know. Never put off till to-morrow
what vou run do to-day. Maule™

“ Wans."

Tae MaoreT Lisrarv.—No. 312,
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“Can I do the shopping, then "

F ?ﬂ.ﬂﬂ.-”

“ Hand over the cash, then !

“ Rats !™

“ Now look here, Mauly—-"

(1] _B'l}ﬂh jh

“I've had a lot of experience in that kind of thing,” said
Bunter persuasively, *1 can get you value for money, vou
I:'!E"E‘ t‘ﬂ::::u hand me a ten-poand note, and——"

a%s ;

“ Well, make 1t a fiver!"

* More rats!”

Billy Bunter glared at Lord Mauleverer through his
apectacies. His lordship slways gave monosyllabic replies;
they saved trouble. He was penerally very easy-going; but
he could be determined sometimes; and this was evidently
one of the times, He was very careless with money, but not
t&mt{* carelees enough to trust a banknote in the hands of
the Owl of the Remave.

« A Magnifidont, Long, Complete School Ta's of
Marry Whart.n & G0, nt Greyfriars. Order Early,
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= Now, Mauly, old man,” said Bunter, trying to keep his
temper, 1 rerlly want to Jdo you a favour, you know. It's
settled that I'm going n the 'bus, en’s it

“ Ask Wharton.™

“1 can give you an mtroduction, if you like, to the Crawley
centre-forward=—the black chap, you know,” said Dunter. = 1
know lum quite well™

Lord Mauleverer chuckled.

“ Do you think I'm telling whoppers ¥ reared Bunter.

“Yans™

* You—you—you=--— Look here, Maonly—"

Bolsover mejor of the Remoye came into the study.

* Mauly, old man, I suppose I'm in the party to-movrow i
he usked,

* Ask Wharton.”

“Blow Wharton!
Mauly——->"

“Laft it af]l in Wharlon®s hanes. :

“ You lazy nse !’ shouted Bolsover major.
the party there will be a yow, I can tell you that!
hear "

“¥aas."

* Then what do you say ¥

** Ark Wharton.”

Bolsover major glayed at the slacker of the Remove, and
made a movement towards him. He came very near jerk-
g his lordship out of the armchair, and bumping him on
the Aoor. Ile realised, however, that that was not a judicious
way of getting an invitation, and vefrained.

kinner and Vernon-Smith looked in at the open doorway,

1 say, Mauly, we'vre coming to-morrow."”

“ ¥Yans '

“We can have pint:{es in the "bus—w hat ¥

“ Ask Wharton.”'

*0Oh, hang Wharton! Ii's
Skinner.

" Yaas

" You don't want Whaton to run the show, do vou ¥V

“*Yauas"

“Look here, Mauby; vou're playing the giddy ox, vou
hﬂ'ﬂ'."

ik ?HEE-"

*Ave you too big an khot fo avrange vour own parfy yveap-
eelf ¥ demamled Vernon-Smith,

* Yaas."” :

Y etter pet along and azk Wharten,” chuckled Vernon-
Smith: and he went down the paseape with Skimoer,
Bolsover major. after pauvsing a few moments to tell Loved
Mauleverer what he thought of him—not in polite language
—followed thern; and Bally Banter brought up the rear.
Ford Mauleverer sipphed,  He did not want to mave ; but the
dread of further visitors demanding plaees 1n the motor-"bus
made himy exort himself to the extent of rising to his feet,
wned turning the kev i the lock.

Five minutea later, Fisher T. Fish, the American junior,
same along and thumped at the door. e turned the handle,
but the deor did not open. He thuinped again, and shouted
through the kevhole,

1 gay, Mauly ! Are you there, Mayly "

* Yaae."

71 guess I'm coming in that "bus to.morrow !

. YEEE.U

“Well, can I come?"

- Ask Wharton."

* Wharton be blowed ! T guess I'm asking you! Now, I'm
roming. T guess I'm not taking nope for an answer ! You
hear me ¥

“* Yaae"

“Tg it geltled, then, vou jay "

* Ask Wharton,''

Fisher T. Fish kicked at the door, sand made a few remarks
in choteest Ameriean throngh the keyhole, and stamped
away down the pessage. Lord Maunlevever sighed deeply,
rowe, and geribbled a couple of words upon u ecard, apened
the door, and pinned the card outside. Thenr he locked the
door again, and returned 1o his armechair,

In a few minutes there were fresh knocls at the deor.
The slacker of the Remove grinned, but did nor gpeali. The
powerful voice of Horace Coker of the Fifth came booming
through the kevhole.

“Mauly ! Mauleverer!  Lord Mauleverer!  Silly  age!
Chump ! Ave yon deafl or dumb?  Fathead! If vou don't
answer me, Ul buast in the door amd wipe ap the stuwdy with
vou. I'in coming in your motor"bos tomorrow ! Do vou

ey 7

No replv.

Uoker of the ifeh kicked at abe door sgain, and Poties
il Greene, who were with him, Joined in with great raerey,
But no eound came from within the study,
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taking the party! Now,

Aek Wharton.”'
“1f I'm not in
Do vou

You'ro

vour “bus, nin't 77 said

“ What does thiz blessed card on the door mean?" said
Potter, pointthg to it. Colker looked at the card; it bore
two words in large fetters:

“ 48K WITARTON.”

* Mauly, what does this card mean?”” shouted Coker.

Silence !
Thump ! Thump! Thump!
But only echoes replied from within the study, and Coker

& Co. deswsted at last, and went down the passage. They hed
decided to take the advice on the card, and ' Ask Wharton,"

During the next hour or so there were incessant knocks and
rally l;ull:? yells st Lord Meuleverer's door, to all of which the
slacker of Greviriars turned a deaf ear.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Many Applicants!

ARRY WHARTON was holding guite 8 reception that
evening.

H Study No. 1, which belonged to Wharton and Nugent,

had never recelved so many visitors, and the two junicrs

found their preparation suffer considerably from so many
mterrupdions,

Every fullow who applied at Lord Mauleverer's study con-
cluded by coming along to No. 1 to prefer his reguest to
Haurry Wharton, the captain of the Hemove, in whoso hands
his lordship had left the arrangements for the excursion.

As the motor-"bus hired by his lordzhip would accommodate
sixty persons, the party was to be o lerge one. DBut it was
quite cortain that there would be more applicants than there
was room for in the largest of motor-"buscs.

Tho journey by rail to King's Crawley was an expensive
one for schoolboys whose pocket-money was limsted; and,
besides, a run through the countryside in, or on, a tearng
motor-"bues wonld be very -.?njoirah\f. It would be a ripxin
excursion, apart from the foothall match at the end. An
besttles  the ride an atself, there was 4 mateh lo be seen
between a splendid league team of the Firse Division and the
home Lisgeerma, which contained the remarkable and llniqlm
centre-forward, Dipiwayo. And, still more, all Lond Maul-
everer's guests were to be treated to their admission tickeds,
and there wus to be a feed in the motor-"bus on o gorgepus
rrrale, The whele of the entertainment would cost Lord
Manleverer 2 small fortune.  Considering what was ** going,”
it was not surprising that neoarly everybedy st Greviriars had
made up hiz mind that he was going to be in the party that
went over to Crowley by motor-"bus,

It would be the event of the term, as Nugent remarked.
And all the fellows had claims to he considered.  Billy Bunter
was first and foremost, as a personal friend of the colebrated
Crawley contre-forward, Dimweyo. At least, that was how
Billy Bunter put ik

But Buntcr's mind was soon set at rest by the anmounce-
ment that all the Remove were to go. Harry Wharton felt
that his own Formi came first, and the Remavites rejoteed in
the knowledge that they were all secure, whomsoever might
be left out,

Wharton's announeement Lo that effeot was recrived with
cheers, and the Removites ceased from troubling, and, so far
as they were concerned, Study No.o 1 was at rest.

But there were others,

Temple, I}abne-ﬁ, & Uo., of the Fourth, dropped in, men-
tioning in an off-hand way that they had decided to join the
party.

“ (3o hon!" Bob Cherry remarked., Bob was sitting on the
study table, having kindly como in to help Wharton deal
with the swarm of applicants for places,

“We ean let in a certain number of the Fourth " said
Harre Wharton, ** We want to do the fair thing all round.'

" 0h, rats!” zaid Fry of the Fourth, * 'Tain't your party;
it's Mawly's™

Wharton frowned.

“I'm appointed maozger,’” he explained, ** and that setiles
you, HMop it!"

“* What ' suid Fry.

“ (reb out; Fou're not coming I

“ Bomebody's head will jolly well get punched of 1 don®
vome 1" roarced Hry.

Baby Cherry slid off the table.

“ Nane dot he asked,

* Hold en?” =aid Temple, dragging Fry back as he was
ri,'..-:'hit'lg at Bolh, " Cheese itJ Fr:.r! I Sy, ".‘;h:n'tnn, W SATHE
heve ipn—ahen '—i [rimh“:-.’ is'i}irit-"

" Looks hike gt docsn't 37 said Wharton,

“Ahem! Fry will—er—axproess rogret for  his
remarks,"” spid Temple diplonatically,

b, rate " zand Fry,

*Uhuck him ont, Bob! wid Wharton, withoult maoving,
I hod o List on the table hefore him, and was putting down
D Imes,

hasty
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“ Right-ho!” sajd Bob Cherry. ' This way to the door,

LY.

Thers was a brief struggle, and Fry went through the
doorway, head first. A Jowd bump sounded in the passage
outside,

Temple and Dabney looked warlike, but they stopped at
that. A serimmage in Study No. 1 was not the way to got
1nvitations.

* I'll—=I'll smash "em ' roarcd Fry, in the passage. ' Back
me up, you rotters, and wo'll wreck the study.™”

"Shurruﬁé” gaid Temple.  * Don’t be ninstremma_m, Fry.
Can't you behave yourself when you're visiting a gentleman
in his own studf?’r

*“ Oh, rathor 17 said Dabney severely.

" Why, you—you chumps!” gasped Fry. * Weren't von
saying that if they didn’t let us como wo wero going to bumnp
them all over thetr study ¥

“* SBhut up!" roared Temple, growing rather red. Fry wuy
letting cats out of the bag in a very injudicious way.

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled,

“ We're going to let a dozen of the Fourth come, and we'll
leavo it to you to select ‘em, Temple, as you'ro captuin of
the Fourth,” said Wharton. *° But Frv doesn’t come anless
he apologises for hooliganiam in this study.™

* Bee you blowed first " howled Fry.

“ Mow then, Fry,” said Temple sternly. * Who's caprain
of the Fourth I'd fike to know? You'll apologise at once !”

FLI-WTHft[”

“ Then you'll be Ipft behind to-morraw.™

“Rata! You .said that if they left ws bebind, we were
gotng to raid tho "hus!™

“ Shut up!™ howled Templs.

:e Eﬂ !m"l'ali:i logi tl d Temple, ** W'l

‘Ie's going to apologise, gentlemen,”” said Temple, © W'
mako him.  Dab, ﬂ}iﬁ masn, take his other car!™

Y Oh, rather!" said Dabney. )

“ Yoaw-ow-ow " howled ¥Fry, as hiz two chums took hold of
his cars. " Loggo! T—I say, Wharton, I—["m sorry I—I
apoke | Yow-ow-ow '

Wharton waved his hand.

* Right-ho! Your apology is accepted. Now clear out, all
of you!™ _

And Temple, Dabney, & Co. cleared out., Fry rubbing his
Mire ‘and growling ferociously, They passed Coker & Co. in
thd~ passage. Coker, Potfer. and l,,}n'r[rm! came intn Stady
No. 1 with amiable smiles on. As a rule, Horace Coker did
not waste much politencss npon moere fags., But Lord Chester-
field himself could huvo found no fault with the politeness of
Uokor & Clo. on thia orcasion.

““1 understand that yow're making arrangements for a
l.‘lflrll_[f;:r Crawley to-morrow, Wharton, old fellow,” smd Coker
affebly.

“gmile right, Coker, old fellow " said Wharton gravely.

“ May wo coma?™

*That's putting it very uicely,” grinned Bob Cherry.

“ Your Aunt Judy would be pleased with you now, Horace.™

“ You cheeky young beggar. I—I mean—— Ha, ha, ha!”
gurgled Coker. " I—I don't mind a little joke., Got our
vamos down, Wharton '

T All Fifth-Formers will ba expected ta wash thor
necks, and put on elean collers for the oocasion.” .

“What !"" reared Coker furiously. = Why, you checky
little blightor——"'

* Any Fifth-Former objecting to washing hiz neck and put-
ting on o clean collar will be exeluded,”” sa1d Wharton calmly.

v e Well—ahem ! —all—all serone ! gasped Coker.
“I1—I d-don’t mind a little j-J-jeke! So we're coming.”

* Faght!. You can being six of the Fifth with you; that's

the ljmst,"

“Good cge!’ said Coker.  And he departed with his
romrades, quite satisfied, but mentally ?j:mmising the
Itemovites to romember their check afterwards.

Az the nows of the intended excorston spread, visitors
Aecked thicker and thicker to Study No. 1 in the Remove,

FPaoget and Tubb and Bolsover minor of the Third Form
canwe in, and were delizhted to hear that they could go, and
bring o dozen of the Third. 1Then came Nugent minor and
Catty and Myers and Bunter minar of the Sccond, and they
alzo were rojoicerl to discover that they wore amoug the
aceopted ounes. Harry Wharton bhod gencrously resolved to
give the fags a look-in.

Hobson of the Shell had dﬂluiﬁ'rﬂ szome time in making an
application, and the other Bhell fellowa delayed with him.
They felt it was rather bolow the dignity of the Shell to
ask kids in the Lower Fourth for an invitation, As Hobson
vemarked to Hoekins, it was Wharton's place to eome and
ask them owilly. But Wharton showed no sign whatever of
doing so, and it was soon clear that there was a terrific rosh
for places,  And whon thoy board that Coker of the Fifth had
rondescended  to approac ﬁluﬂi‘ No. 1 on the subjeet,
Hobson & Co. folt that tl;lﬁ_v could condeacend, too. 8o they
condescended, and dropped into Study No. -1 in an affable
sort of way. i

Wharton and Nuogent were deing their preparation, but
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thoy suspended that important work as the' Shell fellows came
in.
“ Alem ! said Hobson.
not %!Ell-tmg vou out——" R
“Well, you are as a matter of fact,” said Wharton,

“ Sorry to interrupt. EHops I'm

“ Ahem! About this little excursion to-morrow—" gaid
Flabwomn,

“The fact is, we wouldn't mind coming,” remarked
Iloakine,

“ (ro hon!" anid Wharton. * You're rather Juto in makin
apphications. But we want to do the fair thing all round,
and we can take four Shell chaps,™

** Oh, come ™ suid Hobson warmly. * You ean make roon
for cight or nine of us at loast.”

“Can't bo did I

* Tho {act 35, I've proctically promised a lot of the felluws
that I would make it all right for them,™ said Hobson.

“Then you ecan unpractically unpromize them,”  swid
Wharton cherfully. It can’t bo did!  Total mwmbers
sixty.

“"You don't want to take a crowd of faes, T <suppose, whea
the Shell fellows are willing to edme with you®" said 1ohaon
majeztically,

“ Your mistake, wo do! smid Wharton tersely.

' Mow ook here, Wharton—=""

* Four places. Take 'em or leave Tom ™

Hobson & Co. oxchanged glances, They werp considering
whether to make a violent attack upon the owners of Siudy
MNo. 1 and wipe up the foor with them and wreck tho atady
a5 a4 lesson in manners. Wharton and Nugent road ther
thoughts in their feces guite casily, Nugent picked up the
inkstand, and Wharton, as it were, carelessly took the
poker from the fender.

Hobson grinned in rather a2 stekly mannee,

Y Well, wa'll come,” he sl

" Right-ho! Now buzz off.”

There was very nearly another outbreal: at that, but
Hobson & Co. managed to get oul of the study wichoutb
exploding. They gave expression to their feclings in the
passage :

“ Chesky littla beggars "

“ Good mind to wul]np them, and chance it.™

“ But we want to go!'"

“ ¥es, that's the rub "

“Wao can wallop them after to-morrow.” said l{obson
conaplingly. ** We want to see that mateh and the dackoy
centre-forward."'

Bo the heroes of No, 1 Study were left unwillloped.

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Full Speed Ahead!

N the [ollowing morning it might have Leen obacrved—
and, as a matter of fact, was obwerved—that most of
the Greyiriars juniors were upon extremely god
behavicur.

MNever had classes been so punctual, so attentive, or se
well-behaved.

The Remove was not generally a model Form, but it
might have been taken for a model Form that Weédneaday
morning.

Every fellow who waa booked for King's Crawley was
prepared to go to any [ongth in good behavionr rather thap
rizk detention that afternoon.

Lven Billy Bunter exertod himself in the Form-room, and
surprised Mr. Quelch, the master of the Reinove, by beung
considerably less obtuse than usual

Virtue ia its own reward, and therc 1s sometimes ne other.
But on this occasion the virtue of tho Grreviriars jumiors
was well rewarded. Therr wers no detentions for the after-
noon, and when morning classes wers dismissed overy feollow
drow o Dbreath of relief on linding himself aafe outside his
Form-rotm.

“CGood luck ! spid Bob Cherer, when ths Remove came
out. * All sofo, sound, and sober! I thought Quelchy was
going to drop on Bunter when he construed * Hae orations
adducti ‘H‘n;- led these speeches  Bmithy whisperad to
bim Just in fime.'

“Ha, ha, ha "

RBilly Bunter grunted.

“ Blessed if T see the sense in all that rot "' he remarked,
1 think Julius Cesar might have found something better
to do than Piling up bleszed commentaries to worry school-
bovs two thousand years after he'd liicked the bucket!
Blow Orgetorix! Aud blow the IIelvetians
and tha rest of the silly duffers!™

“ Hear, hear ! said Bob Cherey, with feeling.
agrecd with Bunter on that subject, *f Never miind,

ITe rathﬁr
We'rn
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done nith the Helvetians for to-day, and we can think aboué
the Crawley United.”

* When i3 the giddy motor-"bus coming 2" asked Boalsover

or,

“Half-past one " said Lord Mauleversr. **Time for
dimner, and then we buzz off. It will take a good bit over
an hour to get to Crawley.”

[T Gﬂﬂd 1:!:

The Removites Jooked very cheerful over dinner.

After that meal was over they put an their coats and
erowded down to the gutes to wait for the imposing vehicle
thai was to take them to King's Crawley.

A crowd of fellows of other Forms joined them there, to
the number of conziderably more than the sixty whom
the motor-'bus eould accommodate.

Thera was a cheer os the big vehicle was seen snorting
and g':'uiltmE along from the direction of Courtfield.

The chaulfeur brought it to a helt outside the gates of
Greyfriars.

Loder of the Sixth came out with Walker and Carne, as
the motor-'bus stopped. The three senjors were far from
being on good terms with the Removites, and they hed not
‘men offered seats in the ’hus.  Horry Wharton had

ecially invited Wingate and Courtney of the Bixth but
they had decided to go over by train. Loder and hie friends,
however, had economically determined to save the fares
by taking a free passage.

We're coming with you kids.," said Loder, with unusual
affability. * I'm afraid a lot of juniors couldn’t be trusted in
& motor-'bus by themselves.”

“ Wa've got the chouffeur,” sald Wharton.

Loder shook his head,

“ That's not enough.”

“ And we'va got the Ilead’s permission,”” said Wharton
bluntly. ** And &ll the seats in dhe 'bus are taken. You'll
excuse us, Loder [*

Loder scowled.

*We'lll go on top, vou chapa " he said to his companions,

" Lock here——"" began Bob Cherry hotly.
~ The seats on top, of course, were proferred to the others
mside, and Harry Wharton had reserved them for the
Remaove. Loder & Co., however, mounted the steps behind,
and the éuni-:rrs exchanged enraged glances.

A3 Loder and Walker were prefects, the jJuniors could
not very well pitch them out, but they looked upon this
invazion of their rights with exasperated eves.

“The rotters "* said Bob Cherry. ** There will be a crowd
::-1:]1 top now. We're not going to leave anvbody behind for

am.”

“No [ear !

“The no fearfulness is terrific !

* All aboard 1" sang out Iarry Wharton.

The Famous Five stationed themselves on the steps, and
allowed only Removites to go on top—~with the exception of
:it]ha dthrfﬁ seniors who had taken the law inte their own

ands.

Fifth and Shell and Fourth crowded into the spacious
interior of the 'bua. ;

Caoker demanded a seat on top, and was politely but firmly
refused, and he growled = little as he went inside. But the
Fifth wera not sacred persons like the Sixth, and they would
have beon 5;:1'1::]143& off the "bus at short notice if they had
given trouble,

The motor-"bus was goon erowded inside and out.

Home of the fellows for whom there was no room jumped
on the step, and clung there in defiance of the orders of the
Famous Five.

“YWe're all right here,”’ szid Wylie of the Shell, * we'll
hold on, The blessed engines won't break down, I suppose’™

' Tell the chauffeur to start, Mauly,” said Harry Wharton.
" Wﬂﬁshall have the whole giddy school hanging on behind
GO,

And the motor-'bus started,

The fellows leit behind waved their caps and cheered as
:}!a hug&& vehicle, swarming inside and out, rolled away down

i road,
~ To accommodate sixty the seats had to be more crowded
than was intendad by the Luilkders, and the addition of the
thres Bixth-Formers, therefore, made a considerable differ-
gence to the comfort of the Removites,

Leder and Carne and Walker insisted upon having plenty
of room, and they occupied the space that was intended for
four, and which Harry Wharton had intended for five or
six. And they had taken the front seats,

The Famous Five were immediately behind them,

Lord Mauleverer had mounted beside the chauffeur.
Muuleverer was an ald hiand et motor-driving, oand as soon
ws the "buns was out of zight of Greyiriars ha intended to
relieve the chauffeur st the steering-wheel.

Lord Mauleverer forgot his slacking habits when he was
ot bosrd a motor-car, and on sach oceasions he had a taste
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for breathless speed, and he intended to let that motor-bus
“rip’ on its journcey to King'a Crawley.

¢ 'bus rolled and snorted away through Friardele amid
shouls from the village urchins, who had seldom seen such
a vehicle before, and took the road towards Redelyffe. Then
Lord Mauleverer changed places with the chauffeur.

Loder of the Zixth looked down from above, and called
out to him,

“ What are you doing with that wheel, Mauleverer i

“* Holdin® it, my dear fellow !

“You're not going to drive ;™

“ Yaas 1"

“It's not safe!”’ shouted Loder,
chauffeur at once 1”

‘" Bagad "’

“" Do you hear me "

“ ¥aas "

*Then do as I tell youi”

bE R-l-t-'! !:l'l

** Btick to it, Mauly I shouted the Bemovites,

* ¥aas, I mean to!” zaid his lordship. * We're going fo
make a record on this journey. All funke are recomnmended
to jump off before I put the speed on.”

i Hai ha, hal

“ We're going quite fast enough ' said Loder angrily.

“* Not at all, dear boy !

““We ghall get to Crawley in time—->"

“Vaaz: but we're poing to make a record.™

Loeder leaned over Eha ?mnt of the "hus and shoole hix fist
gt his imperturbable lordship below.

“ You'ré not to drive! Do you hear "’ he shouted.

“ Yaas!"

“Chauffour, you're to drive 1" shouted Loder.

“ Borry, sir!  This young gentleman’s my employer. sir™
siid the driver celmly. * I'm under his orders, sir.””

* Mauleverer, I'm a prefect! llow dare you di:oher
me " yelled Loder, .

“This is my "bus, Toder, my dear fellow. If you den’t
like it vou can get out end wall, begad !"'

“ Ha, ha, ha "

Lerd Mauleverer was putting on speed now, The meotor
‘bus sailed along at a breathless rate. It swared consuder-
ably, especially when it bumped over ruts in the road, and
at every jolt the juniors roared with delight. It was excit-
ing to them, and as for danger, they did not think or care
about it.

But with Loder & Co. it was different. Ther were not
rockicss juniors, and they set a high value upon their necks—
too high & value, the Removites ronsidered. Loder shouted
and rvaved to Lord Mauloverer, but the schoolboy earl did
not heed. Indeed, he did not take the trouble te reply
again. e required all his attention for the road, Lixder
rose: to his fest, with the idea of descending wio the "bus
and coming to elose ynarters with his lordship from insude.
But he hesibated. The fellows eramnaed inside the 'bos were
enjoving themselves, and thevy were not likely to let Loder
ro throuph in peace. Indeed, the obnoxious prefeet was very
Hkely to be ronghly handled if he ventared into the erowded
interior of the "bus.

“ Tell that reckless young fool to slack down, Wharton D™
suiel Loder furiously.

Harey Wharton laughedd.

** Thia suite us,'’ he replied.

“ It doesn’t snit me,”” roarcd Loder.

“Can't be helped. You shouldn’t have come™

“You weren't asked,” growled Johnpy Ball,

Loder gritted his teeth,

“You'll slow down, or I'll give you a jollyr good huding !’
he said, grasping his walking-cane. 1 ecan’t get at Maul-
cverer, but I can get at rou.” )

“And we can get at you!” said Bob Cherry cheerfully,
“If you handle that cane, Loder, we'll wallop ron and drop
vou over the side.” ]

“Drop him over anyway!” zaid Bulstrode,

LT G’ﬂ !FI

“ (Jive the wheel to the

“Collar the ead!" roared Bolsover major.

Half the Removites jumped up excitediv. The pace ar
which the 'bus was racing along was execiting in itself, amd
the juniors were in a reckless mood. Gerald Loder realised
that it behoved him to be careful. He lowered his canc.

= Bit down, Loder," said Harcy Wharten, * and shut ap!
Hands off, you fellows; mustn't handle a prefect—unless ke
gives trouble.”

“ Ha, ha, hal" i

“1 he gives s any teouble, we'll jolly well chuck him
oul!” said Tom Brown.

Loder sat down helplessly, As if to cxasperate the prefect
further, Lord Mauleverer was stll putting on specd. The
road was wide and lonely, and there was little danger with
a good driver. Lord Maualeverer was o first-class driver;
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E-:r-l-ae-r. of the Fifth, took hold of the black man's halr and gave it a jerk, There was a yell of pain from the

owier, but the hair did not come off, ¥ I{—I1t—it's real!" stuttered Coker. (See Chapter 15,)

e — i T~ R e =

but the Sixth-Formers, naturally enough, had little confidenca
in the ability of & jurior to handle the enormouns vehicle.
And thoe motor-'bos was swaving and jJolting in a most
alarming manuer. :

“There's Redelyffe!” said Bob Cherry, as Redelyfe School
camea in sight. :

“They've got o brake!"
up and ataring towards the school,
thoy're soing to CUrawley, too

“There's Campbell i the Dbealkel”
Wharton., “Give ‘e a vell a5 we 2o byl

Hedelsffe School were old rivals of Gregfriara, in {ootball
and cricket and other things, Redolylfe were evidently goin
10 seo the mateh ai Urawler, and Campbell, the skipper o
the football team, could be reeu§nis+}d in the brake, with
several more of the eleven Greyfriars Remove had often
pluyed.  The Redelyfians siphted the 'bus juat as the g
brake was starting from Lhe gates of Redelyffe,

Campbell shouted to the deiver, and the brake went down
the road st & gallop. The Redelsffe fellows sent a yell back
at the Greyfriar: '{rus. _

“Racing us, by Jove! exelaimed Harey Wharton “ Put
i on, Maunly ™

“ Buck up, Mauly!™

“{Go it
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exclaimed Peter Todd, standing
“1 shouldn't wonder it

oxclaimed Harey

k4

“Yaas, begad!” chockled Lord Manleverer,
And the mobor-"bus fairly few,

o

THE EIFTH CHAPTER.
Loder Is Left!
¢ x4 URRAH!"

The crowd on the motor-'bus roared with delight as
the race began. Only Loder And Carne and Walkee
dig not seem pleased. Thoe pace was now simply

torrific, and the three semiors expected the huge vehiclo to
lurch over at every turn.

The Redelytians were going down the read in ﬁr{}at_ styla,
They had a large brake, with six horses, doing kha thing ia
styla, as Bob Cherry remarked. But the Removites glectully
observed that thoy were doing the thing in better skyle than
Redelyffe. Redelyffe had a big brake, but a motor-"bus
capable of accommodativg slxty fvllows was a biggor ordor
than a brale.

And fast as the team of horses were, they really had no
chance against the "bus.  Lord Mauleverer was covoring the
ground in great atyle, and the lumboring "bus came rapidly
nearer to the brake.  They swept past the gates of Redelvife,
and gained fast upon the brake.

A Magnificent, Long, QComplote 8chool Tale of
Harry whorton & Co, at GQroyfriars. Ordor Early.
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“ IPat the beake on, vou silly azs!" roaved Loder. ¥ There
=0t o to pass !

“We shall put the brake out. not on!” chuckled Bob
UCherey, wllnding to the Redelyffe brake, which was not the
brake Loder was referring to,

** poared the Romove, “Go it, Maoly 1 i
The

“Ha, ha, ha!

The ‘bus was sweoping right down on the brake.

Latter was keoping the middle of the road, and there cor-
tainly wasn't roomn for the Grevfriars fellows to pass, It
lvoked as if Lord Maoleverer had mucde up his mind te run
ihe brake down from Dbehind.

That idea was evidently in the mimcds of the Redelyfians,
for they shouted to the schoolboy choauffeur to slacken down.
Campbell, o burly Sixth-Former of Redelyiffe, shool his fist
at Lord Muulevever, a3z the space between the two vehieles
tlecreased,

= Btop. vou silly ass! he roared.
us cdown ¥

" Yaas,'

“*Ha, ha, hal”

“ What ' yelled Camphbell, . ]

“But 1'm not gein® to:” odded his lordship.

**Ha, ha, ha!’

A biscuit might have been tossed from the brake to the
s whon Lu:ﬁ Maunloverer slackened down at last.  The
bus came on to witlon three fect of the rear of the brake,
and then kept pace with it.

The Removites were all on their feet on top of the "bus
now, crowding forward to vell at the Redelyfhans and chip
them. ‘the RedelyfBana yvelled back, But the motor'bus
wea higher in the world, as Bob Cherry put it, thun the
brake, and from their coign of vantage the Greviriars junicrs
noere able to harl things more solid than mere epithets.

Several of them hod pea-shooters with them, with which
ihey had intended to exasperate innocent passers-by during
their ride to Urawley, and the pea-shooters were now broughe
into play for the benefit of Campbell & Co.  Some of the
Removites, too, had oronges and apples and nuts, that they
had intended to consume on the journey; but they were all
tlevoted now to a botter cause.

Campbell gave a vell of wrath as an apple caught him on
the car, and an orange burst under his chin,  Ha shook both
fists frantically at the motor-'bus,

* (Give "em beans " roared Bob Cherry.

“We haven't any beans, but here'zs an orange ™ grinned
Tom Brown. “ Campbell, old man, will you have this in the
other car?”’

“To you want to run

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Hquash i

There was another vell of laughter as the orange smashed
on Campbell's chin.  Peas were rattling fast into the brake,
and the Bedelyfians were wild with wrath

* (ot aside and let us pass!” shooted Wharton, * We're
bound to be first at Crawley, vou know ! Greyiciars alwuyvs
Lear: Redelyfe

" Hurvay I

I.'umphe]l wiped the arange from his clan, and bLrandished
hiz fists again, A shower of peas peppered b, and he
roared with wrath.

There was no help for it—the brake had to give
Campbell & Co. had intended to keep the 'bus back, and
arrive before them at Crawlev——assured, of course, that Lord
Mauleverer would not take the extreme step of running into
“ﬁf'“-. But the Removites' method of clearing the road was
citective,

Campbell ealled to the driver to get aside, and the brake
swerved to the side of the road. leaving room for the motor-
hua to pass.

Lord Maulevorer put on speed, and the great vehicle swept
by, the Removites giving the Redelyfans a parting volley
of peas and nuts and nj'.rflt:‘s- and yells as they swept past,
The brake dropped behind,

“We are the giddy vietors!™” grinned Dob Cherry, " This
is where we touch the giday stars with our sublime heads, a3
Jubliug Cesar sayst?

“Ha, ha! Tt waz Harace ™

“ Mevor mind who it was—I don’t care a buiton. We've
beaten Redelyffe.  Thex will be ratty when they get to
Crawley anel fnd ue in rhe best seats " chuckled Bui».

** Hurray for Greyfriars®”

“Hip-pip ™

Thie "bus tore on, wund the brake dizappeared from view
behind.

“1—=I"'m not gowng to stand thi=!" gasped Loder, as the

routil.
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s rocked over a bump in the ground, Lord Mauleverer
having taken a short cut through a decidedly rough lane.
“Wo're hardly half-way to Crawley yot, and we shall be
killed before we got there at this rate !

“T'm expecting a broken neck  every
Carna,

" Come down and make him stop!” said Walker clesfnjrv
ately.  “We'll pitch young Mauleverer off, and leave him
ek 1

Tl three scniors rose together: but the Removites rose
too.

“Mind whet you're up to, Leder, my son,’” said Bob
Cherry.  * We're not in school now, you know, TIf you start
locking for trouble, you'll find more than you want !’

" The morefulness will be tervifie, my worthy and esteemed
Lader 1"

Loder made no reply, but began to shove his way along
the aisle Letween the scats on top of the *bus.  Walker and
Carne pressed behind him.  The juniors barred the way, and
Loder began to lash out victously with his cane, It was a

cavy cane, and the juniors who felt its weight roared with
pa and indignation,

“ Collar the cad !’ yelled Johnny Buil, sprinﬁing at Loder,

The prefect hit ont savagely, and Johnny Bull was knocked
down among the »eats.  But thot was the finishing touch.
Jahnny Bull’s chums piled on Loder & Co. at once, and the
rest of the Remove backed them up with excited yells
1The three Sixth-Formers disappeared under a struggling mass
af juniors,

Lot ‘em !’ panted Bob Cherry.,  * Mauly, slacken douwn
a bie, will you, while we chuck this rubbish off ¥

* Yaas”

Thore was a grinding of brakes, and the motor " bus slowed
down, Loder and Cerne and Walker were dragged along
the top of the ’bus, and bundled down the steps.  They
resisted furiously, but they were helpless in the hands of s
1Y

All three of the seniors went bundling down, in the midst
of a sh'ugghng swarm of juniors, and they were tossed off
the *bus one aftor another.  And as they rolled it the dusty
road, gasping and saving things that we could not possilily
reproduce in print, the *bus put on speed again, and they were
left behind,

“ Good-bye, Dlucbell I roared Bob Cherry,

“Go home ™

“You cun walk the rest!”

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

The three seniors jumped up. They were dusty and dis
hevelled, and their hats were gonc. ey rushed down the
road in pursuit of the motor-’bus, yelling to the juniors to
stop.  DBut the juniors had no intentron of stopping for them.
Thoey had go: rid of their unwelcome passengers, and they
did pot menn to take them on board agaie.

Loder & Co. dashed after the "bus frantically. They were
landed in a lonely lane, half-way between Grevfriars and
CUrawley. and theyr had no chanee whatever of finding a
vehicle of any sort to take them on to Urawley, or io take
them back to Greviriors.  And they did not relish the
prospect of walking about fifteen miles.

But the "bus simply raced away from then.

The juniors sent back derigive vells, till the three running
Fgures disappeared in the distance behind, and were scen no
more.

“{th. my hat!” gasped PBob, wiping away his tears.
“ Poor old Loder ! Alwayvs leoking for trouble—and fnding
i
“Ila, ha, hal” ] .

Lol | thmght this ride was going to be a freat, but T dida’k
expect quite such a treat!” gasped Wharton, " Ha, ba,
fa I

“ Goit, Mauly 17

“* Keep it up !’

“Pile it on!'”

“VYaas, begad !”' chortled Lord Mauleverer. ]

And the “bus raced and thundered on. And not 1ill they
were approaching the confines of the town of King’s Crawley
did Lord Mauleverer relinquish the guidance to the driver.
And it was at a somewhat more moderate speed that they
thundered up to the gates of the Crawley United Football
Ground,

minute ' snarled

e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Black Footballer|

ARRY WHARTON & Q. were in good time for the
maich, thanks to the exertions of Lord Mauleverer
The motor-'bus was left in charge of the chaulfear
cen route,
outside the ground, and the Greviriars army marched up to
the turnstile, Tord Mauleverer at. their head, with a bank-
note in his hand.
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“lixty, please !’ he said.

“ Bixty-five,"” grinned Bob Cherry.
extras.”

“ Begad, yaas! Bixty-hve, pleasa !

And the army marched in; and, theanks to their early
arcival, they filled up the best seats in the grand-stand.

King'zs Crawley Football Ground was a largpe one, and
the enclosure was eapable of accommodating a good many
thousands of spectators, and by the crowd that waz pourin
in at the turnstiles, 1t seemed that its sccommodation woul
be fully taxed. Football enthusiasts were coming from near

and far to see the match with the great team from
London.

Iully Dunter was i & front seat, and he blinked round
him with great interest. He could not see very far, and he
growled at Lord Mauleverer for forgetting to bring his feld-
frlasses.

“Looking for your friend Diniwaye?®"' chuckled Bob
Cherry, giving the fat junior a dig in the ribs.

Bunter gj_u.ped,

“Ow! Yes; I'm looking for Diniwayo. O course, I
shall nod to | he said.

“There are some

1im !’

“Hu, ha, ha! You may nod to him. but he jolly well
won't nod to yvou I chuckled Bob Cherry. * Tell us another,
and a smaller one !

“ 0Oh, really, Cherey!
W] ™

“ Ananias !

“I'm going round to see lLim after fhe match!" said
Bunter loftily, " T'd take you fellows round and introduce
¥you, only, as you doubt my word, I shall refuse to do any.
thing of the sort!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"'

“Well, when vou see me chumming with him, after the
tuateh, perhaps you'll believe me ! snapped Duoter.

“Yeuw; Tl believe vou then ! grinned Beb, “ SBecing
= believing, you know. I suppose you know all the "Spuars,
foo, don't you—every man-jack of them ¥

Buntoer grupted, and did not reply.

* Halla, hallo, halle ! Here ¢come the giddy Redelyffians !
soid Beb Cherry,

.-'Lni! j!t:_r: stood up and waved hiz cap to Campbell & Co., of
clyne,

Ca H;::Jl}bell waved in return, but he waved a fist instead of a
cap, Thoe coclosure hod been llling, and the crowd from
Redelrife had to be coptent with very bacl secats.

Bob Cherey chuckled.

1 shoulda™t wonder if we have a rag with the Redelvfians
hofore we got home” he remsrked., = Well, it's all in the
day’a work, Camphbell looks gquite wild, These Bixth Form
chaps don't Lke being chipped, somehow 377

M Halle, there's the darkey [ exelatned Deolsover major.

‘A short, thick-set, wOEY active-looking man, as black as the
ace of spndes, or very nearly so, had appeared from the
eutranee to the dressing-rooms. There was o loud cheer
from the crowded enclosure,

It was Dimiwayo,

The black foothaller grinned. showing a beautiful act of
vleaming white teeth, and raised his eap, vevealing o thickly-
crowing musz of woolly hair,

Ho wis o good-looking fellow, in hi= own way. and looked
remarkably [it, zefive, and alert.

“That's 1 darkey " exelaimed Bob Cherry.
vour old pal, Bunter!"

“Hn, ha, ha!"

*Oh, really, Cherry-—-"

“(lall out to him, Bunty ' grinned Nogont. ™ You ean't
pass an old [friend over without speaking to him, vou
know "

“I'in polng rouwnd to zpeak 1o him after the mateh,” said
Buntar.

“Ha, he, ha ™

Diniwayo wont into the deessing-room. and disappeaced,
and the crowd settled down to wait for the match.

Meanwhile, the enclosure was quite filled.

Six or seven thousand peopla were waiting to see the
mateh, with aager impationce,

Tlhrrc was a cheer when the teans appearcd on the feld
af lausl.

Among the local spoctators Diniwaro, the black foothaller,
was evidently very popular. The black centre-forward was
thoe finest player in the Crawley club, and he had been the
means of placing I:Zrawla}-' n o very good ition, zo0 far, in
the Cup competition. Not that Crawley United had much
chance of gotting into the final; but it was soinething for the
club to be stili in the running. The Crawley directors had
done a good siroke of business in securing the footballer
from South Africa.

Tottenham Hotapur won the toss, and chose a goal, and
the bluc-and-white of the 'Spurs lined up opposing the red
shirts of the Crawleyvs.

Crawley kicked off, and the match began,

The Greyfrines juniors were all cyes now. Harrv Wharton
& Co. were keon footballers, and they knew that there waa
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much to be learnt by watching fest-class players. And the
game was cxeiting from the start,

The "Bpurs were soon attacking hotly, and the game was
alt in the home half ot first, and there were loud eheers as
the ball went in from the foot of {lantrell,

But from the restart the luek changed, and fhe '"Spurs’

oal was besieged, and then the black footballer showed all

13 quality.

His pace was wonderful, and his passing a marvel; and, in
5intc- of a dogged defenee, the Crawnlevy %mughL tho leather
thraurh, and Diniwayo sent it i

“By Jove, that dorkey's jolly good!” Harcy Wharton

cxclabmed. *° It's rilpfing A
“ 1 guess ‘Em goes ltlie greasced 1i_|_1:htnin;§;" remarlked Fisher
T. Fish. “"But I guess they wouldn't have a niggpor in a

football temm in the States.

“Rats !" said Wharton.

“Colour, I gucss!™

“* Bosh "'

Fisher T. Fish sniffed. He had all the prejudice of the
average American upon that subject—a feeling that was
incomprehensible fo his EHEL ish companions.

I guess I den't half like sitting here and watching »
mgger!" he growlad.

‘Clear off, then ™ grunted Johnay Bull,

But Fisher T. Fish did not clear off. ITe sat frowning.
He did not join in the cheering that greeted Diniwayo's
splendid al, but shrugged his narcow shoulders and
grunted. Evidently he did not se¢ anything to admire in
whatspever might be done by a coloured gentleman.

1 jolly well wish Crawley United would come over and
play our first some day!” Bob Cherey remarked.  * We
wouldn't mind a darkey-—what*"

“No fear ! said Wharton, lnughinge.  “ Bot there couldn't
be o match—Crawley is o professional side,”

“ The darkey isn't a pro.. though,” Bulstrode remarked.
“ He's playing for the United az an amateur. He lives in
Crawley=he's studying with an engineering firm  there.
That's why he's playing for the local tesm, The directora
gut him for nothing, He'd be worth his four quid a week
as a pro., though, ©should say.”

“ Yea, rather 1™

F'The ratherfulness is terrifie |7 said, [Hlureee Jamact Ram
Singh, who was watching the performances of the black
footballor with the keenest interest,

Fialier T. Fizh anorted.

“Hort of Fellow-feeling for him, Inky, I suppose?’ he
askod. |
, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh Ieoked round at the Yanken
junior.

* If the esteemed Fish knew anything about the honourable
matter. ho would knowiully be sware that o Hindu i3 not a
nigger."” he remarked maldly. ** The esteemed Fish i an
estovaneg] aae !
= Not much difference in colour, T guess,” snapped  Fish,
The Yankee schoolboy waz irritated by the admirstion the
juniors showed for the negro, snd he scemed determined to
malke himself dizagrecable.

* The difference s tereifie, my esteemed, wdiotic Fish, My
complexion 12 brownful, and the complexion of the catoemoed
Dimiwayn is Dlackfully durker” said Hurree Jamsct Ram
Stngh, still goite good-tempoeredly.

- Waal T guess I don't believe in making a fuss about &
NIgEer.

* Shut up ! said DNab Cherry.

“1 guosg--—""

*&hut up " repeated Bob.

“ Look here. 1 reckon—""

“If you don’t shut up,” said Bob, “ IT'll dot you on tha
noae ! Fed up! Don't you understand ?

Fizher T. Fizh apparcntly did understand, for he snorted
and shut ap.

No, sir; we bar nigegers!”
“YWhat's the matter with him ?™

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Winning Goall

DAL ta goal was the score in the first half of the match.
The players trooped off for the interval
The game had been hard and fast, and very exciting,
Joyea, in the 'Spurs’ goal, had beon kept very Dbusy,
and several times he had barely saved shots from the black
centre-forward,

The Crawley crowd were in high spirits, evidently antics-
pating & vickory over the famous London team.

During the mterval Bob Cherry found n little harmlesa
and . neeessary reercation with his pea-shooter, ITia targst
was Campbell of the Sixth Form at Redelyffe, and his aim
waz pood. Campbell, who was chatting with another Red-
clyfio sentor, gave a sudden jump ss a pellet stung him ﬂ»;

A Magnificont, Leng, Complete School Ta's of
Harry Wharton & Co, at Greyfriare. Ordar Eariy.
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@ha ear. _He clapped his hand to hiz ecar, and looked round
I surﬁrise.
* What on eavth was that ¥ the Greyfriare juniors heard

him exclaim,

“Whet's the matier ™" asked hiz companion.

B l=I think it wus 3 wasp=-no, it couldn’t have been a
wasp,” said Campbell, in astonishment. ** Bomething stung
me on the car, Lucas.”

Luecas chuckled.

*There's a young imp down there with a pea-shooter,”
he gaid.

Campbell turned red with wrath.

* Btop that, you young nss!” he shouted, shaking his fist
over the heads of the crowd at Bob Cherry.

Bob prinned, and took aim again.

But Harry Wharton dragged him back into his seat.

“Cheese it, you azz!” he said, laughing, * You'll be
chucked out if you play tricks here.  You can pea-sheot
Campbell after the mateh.”

*T'Il see you kids when vou get outside '™ velled Campbell.

“CWelll wait for you ! yelled back Bob Cherry.

* Bhut up! Here come the ’Sﬁum g

he players streamed on to the field again and lined up
for the second half. Immediately zll attention was given
to the game, and Greyfriars fellows and Redelyfians forgot
each other's existoneo.

The secomd half began with o brilliant attack by the
Bpurs, and for twenty mipnutes or more the Crawleys had
nothing to do but defend.

The attack ended with a

(23]

h al from Middlemiss.
“I'wo for the "Spurs !™ said Frank Nugent. ** Looks like
a win for Hotspur ™

Y Wait till the darkey gets & chance,” said Wharton,

There was & snort from Fisher T. Fish,

*Tict you that darkey’s done 1" he gaid, ** He's no good !
I puess ['d lay you a dollar against a red cont.”

“You'd lose!" grinned Bob Cherry. * Look thepe !

The Crawley forwards were going apgain in nPlem]id sty le.

Dniwaye was the life of the front line. Never had he
appeared in better form, The attack was hot and irresistible.
The ddefence seemed nowhere against i, and the black
centro-forward sent the leather in within three minntes of
the kick-off.

There was a roar of cheering az the  pill" found the not.

“"Goal! Goal!”

* Bravo, darkey "

* Tlurrah !’

Bob Cherry clapped his hands with reportes like pistol-
shots, and yelled gleeiully.

" Two all " zaid Johuny Bull. * 1t will be o ¢loze finish !

The game wont on as keenly az ever, but without a seore,
the defonce boing equally sound on both sides,

The minutes ti-ﬂ:kg} away, and the spectators began to lovk
gt their watches
] “ Five minutea to time ! Harey Wharton announced at
usk.

" Looks lilke o deaw.™

Y Buck up, Crawley !

* (Go it, "Spurs 7

“On the ball ™

The leather was in midfield. Tt went into touch, and was
thrown in.  The minutes were ticking off, and still the
struggle wasz doubtful. Close on time now. The exeitemong
i the erowd was almost breathless.

There was a zudden shout as the Crawley forwards broke
away, Diniwayo going cdown the field like lightning with
the ;Lﬁ.ﬂ at. his feet.

Lightfoot and Weir closed on him, but he eluded them as
f by a miracle, and, leaving his own line too far behind 1o
tako a pass, he dashed on. Hrittan charged, but the black
footballer eluded him by another miracle, rushed on, and
shot for goal. The referce was raising his whistle.

Harry %‘:Iiﬁrtﬂh & Co. were on their feet now, their faces
ablaze with excitement,

It was » gallant attempt to save the mateh on the very
stroke of time, and all depended upon that lightning shot.
Would it materialise §

Joyeo was looking out, but the leather passed him—his
finger-tips barely touched it-—and it found a resting-place in
the net. It was a shot that no goalie could have saved,

There was & thunderous roar:

“ (zoal 1™

Y iGoal 1M

" Hurrah 1™

Pheen ! went the whistle,

The motch was ended.

Crawley United had won by three goals to twa, and all
three goals had been kicked by the black centre-forward.

~No wonder the Crawley crowd cheered him  almost
deliriously ! .

Ther cheered and roared and yelled, and rattles and tin
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trumpets joined in to szwell the din. Hats and caps were
waved frantically. 2

The Greyfriars juniors were clapping and cheering as
loudly as anybody, with the single exeeption of Fisher T,
Fish. That free American citizen wasn't going to cheer &
nigger., But nobody meticed or cared for Fisher 'L Fish
Just then. ) ) .

“ Well, that was ripping !" said Harry Wharton, with &
deep breath, when the players had gone off the field and the
spectators were beginning to disperse. ' Bimply ripping!
Jolly glad we came [

* What-ho I"* 2 :

“ Time for you to go and sec your pal, if you're going to
see him, Bunty " grinned Bob Cherry, giving Billy Dunter
2 ﬁtuyi‘ul dig in the ribs. .

unter blinked at him., He had been thinking deeply.
Ha was determinecd that the Greyfriars juniors should believe
his statement, and he had been forming & scheme for that
purpose.  He nodded. . .

“Yes, I'd better go and have a word with him," he
remarked.

** Ananias "’

“What's the ﬁﬂod of keeping that up, you awful fibber "
said Johnny Bull impatiently. * You know we don't beheve
a word of it."’ )

“You'll see. T suppose the *bus will wait a bit while T go
and see my old pal *

*Oh, we'll wait "' grinned Bob.

i Th«Pﬂ I:" {1.”

The juniors looked at him in surprise. Billy Bunter had
a way of keeping up a " whopper ' till the very Just moment,
but it really began to look as if he had been telling the
iruth this time. Of ecourse, it would mot have been a
specially remarkable thing if he had had a personal acquain-
tance with the black footballer. The juniors had disbelieved
him stinply beecanse he was Bunter.

“ You don't really mean %o say that you know the chap
zaid Wharton,

* Just wait and =ee” said Bunter loftily.

“0Of course, it isn't impossible,” said Bob Cherry. " Any-
bady might know him, I suppoze. Only Bunter pretends $o
know everybody that’s talked about™

“He's quite an old pal” said Bunter.
better po round to the players' entrance ¥ "

“ You can get to the drossing-rooms this way,” said
Jobmmy Bull; “and we'll wateh yon go in.”

Dunter hesitaled a moment,

“ All right.” he =aid.

And he made his way towards the exit by which the players
had pone.

Wharten & Co. watched him. They were very interested.
Tt wonid be a great oecasion, as Ilob Cherry remarked, upon
which Dunter was dircovernd to have been telling the fruth.

An attendant stopped Bunier at the exit, and the juniors
wateched him exchange o fow words with the man, who then
nllowed him to pass,

* By Jove," zaid Wharton, * he's gone in!"

Bob Cherry rubbed his eves.

“ 1 suppose T'm not dreaming 2 he romarked. ™ He must
have boen telling the truth for ence.  Well, wonders will
never ecase !

Johany Bull grunted seeptically.

“He could make some excuse for g'{ringf' in,” he said.
* He nnght peetend that he had a message for 2omebody.”
h“ Why, so he could ! said Db, 1 never thought of
that."

* Let's got back to the "bus ! goid Wharton.

And the Grevirviars party trooped cut, and returned to the
waiting motor-"hus, he Hedelyffe fellows were crowding
out to their brake. The driver was putting the horses to.
Campbell, the Hedelyffe cuptain, Tooked ronnd at the Grey-
frinrs crowd, and frowned. He hod iotended to administor a
severe lesson to the Greyfriars fellows; but he reflected that
it was not very easy to admimster instruction to a crowd of
sixty-five fellowe, when he had only half that number of
Redelyffians with him. Dob Cherry gave him an amiable
grin.

“Did you catch that wasp, Campbell 7" he asked.

“Going to race us home " asked Nugent pleasantly,

Campbel] frowned darkly,

Y Olear off, you checky voungsters,” he said;
you're looking for a licking I'

“We are!” grinned Bob. * Where's the licking #*'

“Come on " chuckled Colier of the Fifth. **We'll wipe
up the ground with you, with pleasure, my bay.”

* Let's wipe up the ground with "em, anyway ! suggested
Jobhnuy Hall

“ Good ege '

“ Come on! Hurrah

And the Greyfriars fellows crowded forward,

" Byt—r

e

“T suppose I+

“ unle=g
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the ranks of the juniors, and fled.

With a sudden rush, the man who had come to Greyfriars as Dinjwayo the famous footballer, hrﬁt& through
“Oh, that villain Bunter!” gasped Bob Cherry,
again!" (Ses Chapler 15.)

“He's spoofed us

mudle a grab at Bob Cherry, and in a moment three or four
juniors were clutching at the big Sixth-Former, A minute
wore, and there was a general scrimmage.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Return!
“ gy OCK it to "em " bawled Bob Cherry
S “ Hurcay '

“ Back up, Redelyfe !™ roared Camphbeil.

The road outside the gates of the football enclosure
ewnrmed with excited scheelboys, and the din was terrvifie.
The odds were on the side of Greviviars, but there were a
good mdny seniors among the Hedelyfians, which made
maiters more oqual. In o strogeling mass the crowd of
cxcited fellows surged acrosa the road. Inoffensive pedes-
trinns were hustled out of the way, or scurried off in alarm.

Numbers told. The Redelyfians wore driven back, and
Campbell, struggling in the midst of a swarm of fags, was
macle a prisoner.

© Collar their blessed brake I" exclaimed Bob Cherry,

ond the Greyirtars juniors swarmed over the brake.

The motor-'bus was snorting now, ready to start.

Campbell, atruggiingl vainly, was jerked into the motor-
*bus, and half n dozen juniora sot on him to keep him there.
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Baol Cherry and Johony Bull shifted the driver of the brala
from his saat, and Bob ﬂiert}' took the redns.

* All aboord ! he sang out,

- With a cdozen Greyfriars fellows in i, luughing and cheors
g, the brake rattled away down the voad.

The RedelyMans were rallying to veturn to the attaclk, and
they gave a yell of wrath as they saw their brake dash away
down the road,

Y Thev've taken the brake I ghouted Lucas.
and coliar their 'bus!™

And the Redclyffians rushed at the motor-"hus.

M Btart ) velled Lord Mauleverer., ** Stavt, begad !*

The chauffeur started.

All the Greyiriare fellows who were not in tho brake, had
boarded the motor-"bus, and they velled deliance at the Red-
clyfians as they swept away. i

There was a howl from a fat junior, who came bolting out
of the football ground a little too late.

1 say, vou fellows, stop for me!™

It was Billy Bunter,
or pretended, had kept him a little too long.
dﬂp&rut{*l? after the motor-"bus,

B 8top " hie yelled.

“Can't be did ! shouted back Nugent.

HHa, ha, haI™

Y Come on

His visit to the black foothaller, real
He dashed

* Bun for it "

A Magn!ficent, Long, Complate B8chool Tala of
Harry Wharton & Co, &t Qreyfrilars. Order Early.
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The road was pretty well crowded with people leaving the
enclosure, and it was impossible for the "bus to put on speed.
The Redelyffians ran their hardest in pursuit, and soon over-
took the lumbering vehicls, They also overtook Billy Bunter,
and the fat junior disappeared among them. His voice was
heard, however, roaring :

“Ow! Ow! Help! Rescue! Yaropoh!”

“ Bump him " roared Lucas, ** Bump him till they stop "

“Ha, ha, ha !,

“Ow! Rescue! Yah, you funks, come back and help
me! Oo, ow, ow ! :

Bump ! '

“My hat!" exclaimed Nugent. ** We can't leave him in

heir wda, Btop the ’bus!

auly 1"

i ﬁ,aﬂ,”

They were a ?uarter of a mile from the football ground,
and well out of the town. Bunter, in the hands of the
pursuere, wos & dozen yards behind the "bus. The motor-"bus
came to a halt, apd Harry Wharton & Co. swarmed down
into the road ta the-rescue of Bunter. The Redelyffians were
bumping him, with great energy, in sight of hizs comrades,
to induce them to stop—ond they had sueceeded. Thoe Grey-
friars fellows rushed to the rescue, and there was a terrific
scrimmage over Bunter.

Johnny Bull caught hold of the fut junior, as the Red-
clyfhane were driven back by the rush, and dragged him
away. He heaved the Owl of the Remove by main force into
the motor-"bun.

" Retreat " shouted Wharton.

The Greviriars party foll back towards the 'bus; but the
Hedelyfhiana were mingled with them now, and they pressed
on to the attack. Campbell was still held 2 prisoner inside
the "bue, and they meant to rescue him, if not, to obtain
posseesion of the 'bus. :

They scrambled on the step behind, on the ladder, and up
the sides. The attack was deternuned and desperate; but
it was repelled with cqual determination.

Again the IRedelyffians were driven back, and Lord Maul.
overer calied to the chauffeur to drive on, and the 'hus
started.

There was 2 runming Gght for some dstance, but the attack
was beaten off ; the last of the Greyfriars juniors clambeyed
ito the moeving "bus, and then speed was put on,

Eheﬂﬂedclylﬁum still pursued, but they were left hopelessly

mnd,

The Grexfriars fellows yelled back at them till they were
out - of hearing.

“ Dished and done ! chuckled Tom 1rown breathlessly.,
* Thia 15 where we score ! _

* Braten to the wide,” chortled Coker; “und we've got
a giddy prisoner.’

* And we've captured the brake I

* Hurray !

The motor-"bus overtook the brake a mile out of Crawley.
Bob Cherry was going strong. He looked round and eracked
hiz whip in salute.

“ Let me gerrup, you young beasts!"” came Campbell's
suffocated voice from under & heap of juniors.

* What are you gomg to do with him " grinned Nugent.
" If we had any tar and feathers——"'

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Gerroff my chest! Ow!™

The ved and furious face of the Redelyffe captain was all
that could be seen of hum. He was lying on his back on the
floor of the 'bus, panting, with six or seven juniors pmmug
him down., Wharton wagped a forefingor ot him.

“ You're a prisoner of war!” he said. " But we're going
to be good to vou. Bay you're sorry for being a naughty

1;'_

** Ha, ha, ha!”

* And #:'{:mise to be a good boy in the future, and we'll
let you off, and eend you back in your brake to pick up those
benighted bounders.’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 won't!" roared Campbell, writhing furiously. “I'll
lia::!'}q you all! I'll come over to Greyiriars and lick you!l

“Bunter, sit on his head !

* Keep. him off I rvoared Campbell

*Ha, ha, ha!"

*If vou den’t admit yop're o noughty boy, we'll sit Bunter
on vour head,” seid Wharton. ** ¥ou Sixth.-Form chaps
want teaching a lesson, you komow., Now, say alter me:
‘I'm sorry I've been a naughty boy——7="

Campboll was almoat” suffocating with rage. Faor hini—a
Eixth-l‘E-:urm:-r., a prefeet, and captain of his school—to admit
that he was a nsughty bov, was a little tooa humiliating.
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But he looked apprehensively at the ample proportions of
Billy Bunter.

“ I~I—"" he stuttered.

“ Yery well, sit on him Bunter "*

The fat junior came forward grinning. He had boen
roughly handled by the Redelyffiane, and he was quite will
ihg to ““take it out” of Campbell in return,

Y Keep him off I yelled Campbell, ** I—L'll say anychingl
Only, keep that fat beast off I™
“ﬂn, ha, ha 1™

“o abead, then. Now—

“I—=I've & neughty boy I mumbled Campbell,
chokimg with rage.

* Louder 1"

“ I've been a naughty boy I shrieked Campbell, amid yells
of laughter from the Greyfriars juniors,

“And I promize to be a g‘noci boy in future!™ directed
Wharton.

“* And I—I--p-p-promise to be a good boy in future!”
stuttered the cagtain of Redelvife,

“*Ha, ha, ha!

“Good ! said Wharton, ' Now you can go!”

And Campbell was bundled out of the motor-"bus; halted
for the purpose. Bob Cherry had- brought the brake to a
halt., Bob and his companions clambered into the motor-"bus,
and Campbell got into the brake. The motor-"bus started
again, and the Greviviars fellows shouted and waved thor
hands to the Redelyffe captain ae he drove away to pick
up the crowd of Redelyfians, a mile back on the road.

“Well, I think we've beaten Redelyie thia time " Bob
Cherry chuckled.

“ The beatenfulticss is terrific.

* Hurray for Greviriars ™

“* Hip-pip-hurray 1™

* Put on the speed, Mauly 1

* Yaas, begad!”

Lord Mauleverer had taken the driver's seat now, and the
matar-"bus swooped along the road at & spanking rate. Thae
Greyiriars crowd burst into song, and their votees rang far on
either side of the rosd ns the motor'bus rushed on, with
sleaming lights through the gathering dusk. -

Greyfriars was rveached all too soon. And the juniots, as
they swarmed in, agreed wnanimously that the afternoon’s
excursion had been a tremendous success, and the best thing
of the term, awmd there were clieors in the dusky Close for
Lord Mauleverer.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Wingate's Bad Luck!

SAY, vou fellows, 15 there a letter for me?”

Billy Bunter blinked up at the letter-rack afier
lessons on the following day, as he asked the
uIcEtion,

There was a letter for Banter, and it was in {ull view, ¢ven
of the short-sighted Owl of the Remove, Bunter evidently
wanted to draw attention to that letter.

“Here's one ™ said Beb Cherry.
postal-order b last

“T'm oxpecting a letter from my pal Diniwaye,” =aid
Bunter.

Bob Cherry snorted.

* Still keeping up that rot?” he said. * Why don't »ou
start a frosh whopper, ¥ you must tell whoppors?”

“* Yoz that one's stale.” said Nugent,

“ Oh, really, you fellows! ¥You know I went iu to see
Diniwavyo after the mateh with the Spurs yestorday.”

“We know yeu went in, but I expect you told zome
whopper to pet admatied,” =aid Dob,

Bunter coloured a little,

“ \Well, that letter’s from Diniwayo, anyway,” he aid.

‘" Rats ¥

1M let you see it 3 you like,” said Bunter

“ Seeing is believing,” assented Bob.

Bunter%mld up the letter.

" Leok at the pestmark !’

" Crawley 1" Bob read out.

“ Yes; it's from Diniwaye, you know. He lives in Crawley,
He's studying in an engincering works there,” said Bunter,

i many people live in Crawlew,” said Bob Cherry.
“In fact, I think I remember hearing that you've got a
relation there—a chap in a solivitor's office, I think. I've
hoard wyou say 0. A chap who goes in for amateur

“"What 15 it—ryour

theatricals. "

“You can sce the letter 3f vou like,” said Bunter, with
an air of offended dignity.

He slit open the envelope and took the letter out. Several
follows gothered round cunously. It was not, of course, &

matter of the slightest importance wheother Billy Bunter
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knew Diniwayo or not. But it would be interesting to note
'fh"hﬂthﬂr, for once, the fat junior’s * gas " was founded upon
ant.

Half a dozen fellows read the letter together as Bunter
held it up. It ran:

“ Dear Bunter,—I will meet yon in Friardale with ]i-lc-asure
on Friday afternoon. Come to the bun-shep, and we'll have
tea and a chat. Your old pal, DinIwaro.”

Buanter hlinked at the juniors in triumph,

“ What do you think of thatt” he demanded.

“ By George,” said Bob Cherry, " it almost begins to look
as f you'd been telling the truth. Are you il

**Ha, ha, hat”

“I'm going to meet Diniwaye to.morrow,” ssid Bunter,
“If my postal-order ecomes in &ime=I shall stand him a Feed
at the bunshop. If it's late, perhaps one of you fellows will
lend me ten bob—"

* Perhaps,” grinned Bob.
though.”

“1'd stand ten bob, bogad, if it were true,” zaid Tord
Mauleverer. * But you are such a giddy fabricator, Bunter,
dear boy."”

Y Can't you read?” zaid Bunter.

“Yaas; but anybody might have written that,”” said his
lordship sagely. ** We don't know Diniwayo's handwriting."

“If you doubt my word, Mauly—"

“Well, T <lo, as & matter of fact."

“ Bot you!' said Bunter. * Look here! You zay I'm not
going to meet Dindwaye., I say T am. If T mect him will
you skand 2 couple of gquid—you've got plenty of dibs—for a
really good feed?

“Well, of all the cheek—"" 5aid Wharton,

Rot " said Bunter., " Mauly doesn’t stand to lose any-
thing—if he's right. And he says I'm not going to meet
Diniwayo."”

“ Begad ' said his lordship. * But, exeuse me, how shall
wo know that you've met him? Chap can’t take the word of
Ananias.”

“You can come with me.”'

The juniors stared.

This locked like real business. and they had to admal it
Lord Manloverer gazed at the Owl of the Remove in astonish-
menkt.

“ You moan that?? he a=ked.

“ Honest Injun!™

“We'll all come, sald Bulsirode.

© Weo, you won't,”” said Bunter promptly, “* T'm not going
fo have n crowd staming ab oy old pal, He wor't mind one
chap coming with me, especially asx Maoly's a lord. Mauly
can come, and he can see whother Dintwayo meets me in the
bunshap or net. If he doesn’t 1—I°l] hand over my next
postal-order to Mawly, IF he docs, Mawly stands a couple of
gaid for a feed.”

FIhane T said Losd Mawsloverer,

“ Rtwht-he!  Then we start after lessons to-morraw,™ aaid
Bunter,

“ Bt von den't el the guids 631 T bave seen the dackey,”
saiel Lord Mauleverer santiously.

“ Thats wndderstood ™

Auned Bunter rolled away. leaving the Juniors in a buzz

1t omwost be froae?" said DBeb Cherev, o Dewilderment.
* Bunter's folhing the trath! What az: was b sand the age
of miracles wis paszt?’

** Ha, ha, ha?"'

Thue astonishment of the Removites waz: gront, They felt
that cven Bunter woulde't laove  the pevve to make  thae
arranzement unless Diniwave was really coming to Friandale,
e a2tood o gain nothing et ridlienle winbess the black foot-
baller turned ap. I Lhniwaye did nor appear Bunter would
heve the wall (o Friavdale for Ins pamins. and notlnng more. I
must b 1o !

U Blessed i T osee how e came ta know the chap”" sabd
Wharton,  *° Might hove gt boe o Creawley when be's been
over to see lis counsin, perhaps. Bog—"'

Y Phe i bonnder always peetemds he knows people who
are tadked about,” said Beb, *OF course, he's nearly alwaxys
lying. ™

#Loaks like the truth this time

“ By Juve, 1t does 1!

*“1 shall see toe-morrow, begad ™ said Lornd Meoloverer.
I ke o biave @ talk with Iimwayoe: and it will e worth
two gquid to fod that Dunter 1s0’t constitutionally incapablo
of telling the truth.”

“tla, ha, hat”

The Removites looked forward with great interest to the
rezuli of thet visit to Frierdale on the morrow, eanwhile,
there was another matter which was of great interest to the
Remove and Greyiviars generally,  On the following Wednes-
day Roedelyfic Fiest Eleven were comang over to play Groy-
friara, and Wingate's team had been hard at practice for a
long time in anticipation of that match., Campbell and his
men yere a very tough beam, and the Redelyfe match was
alwaya a tussle for the Grevinars First, strong as they were.
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And Wingate, the Grevfriors captain, had been unlucky
lately with his team.

There had been a skating accident a few days before, and
five members of the team had been i the water, and they
had developed severs colds on the following day. Five of the
best players in the eleven were now in the school sanaterium,
and "g'ingutu had five places to fill. There was no chanee of
any of them being recovered sufficiently to be in form for tho
match on Wednesday, and, as sorrows never come in single
spies, but in battalions, two more of the First Eleven had been
crocked in practice, :

On Friday Wingate was the most worried fellow in Grey-
frinrs Schnol. i

There were plenty of eager aspirants to fill the vacant places
in the First Eleven; indeed, there was hurdly o fellow at
Greyfriars who wouldn't have given his little finger to get his
cap for the First Eleven. ;

The trouble was not to get recruits, but to get recruits that
were good cnough to stand up to the mighty men from
Eedelyfe. ] )

Campbell & Co. were known to be in splendid form, and
the prospect was that Greyfriars First would be soundly
drubbed. Indeed, it looked like being the simplest of walk.
overs for Redelyffe.

Coker of the Fifth knew a way out of the difficulty. Hu
suggosted it to Wingate. Coker's idea was that the gaps
conld be Alled quite adequately by the simple process of play-
ing Horaee Coker. Coker's presence, as he cxplained to the
foothball captain, would make up for any deficiencies of the
other plavers. Wingate's repii- was briel and cxpressive,
and Coker retired from his study with a frowning brow, and
withont having had his nune added to the list of the First
Elgven, )

Wingate selectod members of the Sixth and Fifth ta fill the
vacaneies in his team, and kept the reorganised eleven
assiduously at practice ; but his hopes were not high,

Groyfriars at its best was not more than a muteh for Red-
clyffe, and with such a seratch team as that now at lus
command, Wingate felt that they would not have much of
a look-in.

All Greviriars took the matter very much to heart

From the Sixth to the First Form all the fellows were
keenly interested in the record of the First Eleven. They
rejoiced over a victory, and sorrowed over a defeat, and they
shared Wingate's worry when the team went to jieces.

With no fewer than seven new plavers in the eleven, the
(ireviviars fellows admitred surmw%ullf that it was going to
be a walk-over. in all human probability, ;

SO course, ‘ﬁ'ingnte conld play some of us!” Bob Cherry
remarked: " but he's not likely to think of doing that™

“ Petter suggest it to him,"” grinned Vernon-Bmith.

But that Rob declined to do. Wingate was not Lkely to
rocoive amiably o suggestion that he should play Lower
Fourth fellows in the First Eleven,

In his extremity the captaim had looked outside Groyfriars
for veeruits, and he had secured a member of Courtlield
Ramblers for the team: but the other ten men were all
Uroviviars semiors. To add to his discomfort, he learned that
Raodelyffe would be playing n Frinrdale fellow who had played
a< an amatour for a County Lesgue team, The Friardale
chap was twenty years old, and was said to be a wonderful
winger, Some of the Groviviars fellows grumbled at the idon
of Campbell plaving him in a school mateh: but there was
no law againgt it, as Wingate vemarked, and ho himsell had
asked a Courthceld Rambler to play for Greyiriars on the
griat oreasion.

Crowd: of Creviviars fellows zathered on Dhg Side when-
evey the First Eleven were at practice, watching them with
keen anxiety, and noting their form. ;

But the wiseacres shook their heads over their prospects.

“Grevfriars will be licked this time!™ Bob Cherry said
sorrowfully, “and not only licked, but it will be o walk-over
for Redelyffe. We beat Redelyfie at Crawley, but theyv've
o to beut our First Eleven, and we shall be no more than
SUPLATD.
q.-\nr] the Co. delefully agreed that Bob Cherry waa right.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter's Black Friend!

ILLY BUNTER had an air of unusual importance when
B he came out of the BRemove Formeroom on Friday
afternoon.

All the Bemove fellows knew that he was going to
meat the black footballer in Friardale that afterncon, aec-
cording to his own' account. And they wondercd whether
ho would go, or whether he would find =ome excuse for ery-
ing off at the last moment. Billy Bunter showed no sign ;r!

A Magnificant, Long, Compliate Bchool Ta's of
Harry Wharton & 00, at Greyfriars. Order Eariy.
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erving up. He. put on a clean collar, and brushed hiz silk
hat, and came down inquiring for Lord Mauleverer.

Lord Mauleverer was in_his study, and Bunter found him
theie, reclining on the sofa. His lordship had forgotten nll
about the appointmment for the afternoon,

“ Ready, ﬁ;ul}* ¥ askhed Bunter.

“Eh? | .

“Timé to start for Friardale? You haven't forgotten, I
puppose?”’ exclaimed Billy Bunter indignantly.

“"Yans, begad!™

“Well, buck up, or we shall be late.”

“Yans!" ,

Lord Mauleverer veluctantly detached himszelf from the
sofa, and allowed Bunter to-help- him on with _his coat.
stim, elegant schoolboy ear] came down with the Owl .of the
Remove, and zll eyes were upon them at ence, )

“Youre really going?' asked Bob Cherry, still a hitle
doubtful -

“OF course we are,”. said Bunter,  “Diniwayo will be
waiting for us at the bunshop il we don’t buck up. Come
on, Mauly.”'

Nk ?&E-Hq"-

Awd the two juniors waulked out of gotes togother.

“I'm jolly well going after them,” said Skinner. ** Mauly

rsortestodieite e e oot ol o o ali oo odo o oo o sdooto e o darieods
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is an zsz. I'm going te see with my own eyez! Come an,
Snoopey.”

“What-ha " said Snoop.

And Skinner and Snoop walked out after Bunter and Lord
Mauleverer:

The other fellows went dewn to fooler practice, but they
did pot forget Bunter, and they were very keen to hear
Mauleverer's report. Bkinner and Sncoop, both being seme-
thing like ndepts themselves in the Amnanias line, did not
believe Bunter in the least; but seceing was believing, as Bob
Cherry had gaid, and they were prepared to believe Bunter
if they saw Diniwayo.

They kept Bunter and Mauleverer in sight to the village,
and followed them to the bunshop in the xﬁﬂ High Street.

Billy Bunter and. his noble companionr entered the -bun-
ahadeM1d disappeared from sight. Skimmer and Snoop halted
autsiao, :

“My hat! Tt _begins to look genuine?’ Snoop remarked,

Skinper shook his head.

“*Bunter's got Muauly here, snd he's going to ire to
iqueeze & féed out of hum,” he said. * Thet's 4ll. Bet yom
tha darkey isn't there””

“We'll jolly soon see,” said Bnoop. *We can go 1o aod
have some lemonade.”

“ Come on!" said Skinner,
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: _!}_n the very stroke of time, Btl;ﬂwayu charged the Redclyfie goalkeeper into t_he_ net with the ball in Bis hands.
¥ Six goals to two!" chortled Bob Cherry, * Greyiriars wins! Hurrah! (See Chapier 16.)

B e Y

They entered the bun-shop. They sat down at a table near
the door, and then kooked over the shop in scarch of Bunter.
Bhinner uttered u startled oxclamution.

“My hat! There he is!”?

“Hdreat Seottk!” murmured Snoop.

In the further corner of the bun-shop, round a little table,
threo persons were  seated. They wore Dunter,  Lood
Maulevever, and a third person whose complexion bore a
strong resemblence to that of the ace of spades.

“The nigger ! muttered, Snoop.

Y The giddy niggee !

Skinner and Snoop felt their doubts vanish. Trae they
wore not very well acquainted with the features of the black
footballor, having seen him only once, amd that at a ecertain
distance amidst the excitement of the football match with
the Spurs. But the black face was enough. Even Skinner
did not think of suspecting Bunter of having " dug up ™ some
other black fellow Lo play the part of Diniwavo. ™ Niggors ™’
were not at all common in that quict part of the country:
indeed, with the exception of an oeccasional black sailorman
landing at the fishing village of Pogy, they were never seen
there at all. If Bunter had thought of fnding some negro
La pass himself off as Diniwayo, he would certainly have sct
himseelf a very difficult task,

T'he two juniors could heav the voice of the black man as
ha talked in the corner.

Tue Macxer LiBrary.—No. 3%

“You have scen dat mateh den!’ he was saying to Loxd
Muuleverer,

“ Yaas, hn%ad." satd his lordship, “and 1 thought yon
1acde a splendid +how, my dear fellow. Ji was you §€II.E tHa
=onrs.

“*™a, dat is too much to say-—dey were all good.”

Siinner and Snoop waited for no move, They were anxious
te get back te Greyfriars with the pews, Bat as they rose
from their table, two seniors of Greylriars came in. They
were Wingate und Couriney of the Sixth,

Wingate Yglumud al the juniors, and nodded.

T eav, Wingate ! oxclaimed Skinnar, in a voice full of exs
citernent, What do you think?, Leok ever there !

Wingate glanced towards the table in the corncr.

“ See that nmigger?”’

“Yee' snid Wingete. “Don't eall him a nigger.  He
might hear you, and he would be offendeds”

“It's the Crawley centre-forward,” sard Skinner

“ By Jove, is it?" said Wingate, glancing do the corner
with renewed interegt, “Yeos, he's about the size of 1hm-
wave. Does Bunter know hun?’

“Tooks like it, doesn’t it?" said Bkinner. * We never be-
lieved a word of it: but here they are hobnobbing togethor”

“He's a splendid player,” said Wingsate.

And he turned hack to the lemonade he had andered, not
wishing to offend the black man by staring at him.
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Bkinner and Snoop hurried out of the shop. Courtney and
Wingate had finished their lemonade, when Lord Mauleverer
caught sight of them.

** Begad, there's old Wingate,” said the schoolboy earl
“He'd like to speak to Mr. Diniwayo. Call him over and
inteoduce him, Bunter.”

Bunter hesitated.

“¥ez, I dink I have seen him at de match,” said tho
black man. *'Is dat a friend of vours, Billy "

“ Captain of our school,” said Bunter, with a very dubious
lock at hiz black friend. * Would—would you care to speak
to him ™

“Why not, den®?

““0h, all right.”

Bunter rolled over to the two seniors.

“ Like to speak to my pal, Diniwayo, Wingate?" he asked.
' You remember him—ecentre-forward of the Crawley team.

“Cortainly,” said Wingate. “ We don’t want to bother
him, but I'd Jike to be introduced.”™

“Come on, then," said Bunter importantly. oo

Wingate and Courtney followed Bunter to the table in the
COTNer.

The black young man rose to s feet.

Bunter performed the introductions with great empress-
ment, and Wingate and Courtney sheok hands with the
young man _from Crowley. . . :

“Jolly glad to meet vou, Mr. Dintwayo!’ said Winghte
heartily. ‘*We watched you the other day, in your match
with the Spurs, you know. It was splendid.”

“Bimply ripping ! said Uuurtlmi. )

The Crawley centre-forward: shook his. head depreeatingly.
“I dank you, gentlemen,” he said, * But dé whole teafn
is good: déy gave me good chances.”
“And wyou made the most of
Wingate. : -
The two seniors remained chatting for some minutes with
the Crawley man, and then took their leave. Wingate locked

s little puzzled as they walked out of the bun-shop.

“He doesn't scem just like he looked the other day,” he
remarked. “ Hiz features are quite Furopean, when you see
lim close; but in his footer things T thought he locked a pure
negro. Of course, I didn’t see him close, but I certainly
thoueht his lips were thicker. He's a fine player, anyway.
¥ wish we had him in our teamn next Wednesday."

Courtney chuckled at the idea.

“My hat! Tt would be a surprise-packet for the Red-
clyffe chaps,” he remarked. o .

“If T knew him well T'd jolly well ask him,"” said Wingate.
“The United are not playing on Wednesday, you kuow,
and he'll be. free. But, of course, T couldn’t agk him as it is.
My hat! What wouldn't 1 give to have him in our team on
Wednesday ! 1t would rather go one better than Camphbell’s
League man, don't you think?

“Yes, rather!” said Courtney regretfully.

In the bunshop, the three fellows at the corner tuble were
enjoying quite an expensive spread. Lord Mauleverer had
handed the two sovereigns over to Bunter the moment he
had been introduced to the black gentleman, Bunter was
doing the honours, and he was doing r.hmg it great style,
The black young man ordered cigars and wine, somewhat to
the astonishment of Lord Mauleverer. .

“ Does your trainer let you take that stuft 7" he could not
forbear asking.

The Crawley man laughed.

“ While the cat's away the wice will play,” he remarked,
“The Urawiey trainer can’t see me here, you know. Il
have another eigar, Billy,  Dat one was good. Gih me
anoder Corona.” : . :

And the black gentlernan highted a third cigar, for which
Bunter Bhad the pleasure of paying a third sum of two
shiliiigs,  And when it was time to go. the black gentlemon
pat a couple of those expensive cigars in his pocket, a pro-
ceeding that was wakehed by Billy Bunter with a far from
happy expression. He had hoped to have something left
cut of the' twe sovercigns, but at the rate at which lis
roloured friend proceeded there did not seem likely to
FeTaAm much itargimn,

The trio left the bunshop~togciher. . i

“ 8o dong, Mauly ! said Bunter. © I'm geoing a little way
wilh Diniwayo.” ;

 aed-bye, then !t zntd Lord Mauleverer, shaking hands
with the CUrawley man.  “Jolly glad in have met you !
Hope you'll come anid see us at Greylriars some time I

[ will do dat with pleasure.”

Ard they parted. .

Tiilly Bunter hlinked curtously at his coloured friend when
they wera out of sicht of Loed Mauleverer. The coloured
g ntleman burst into a langh, o i

“AWhat a lark ! he =aid, with no trace of broken Englizh
‘n hiz volee now.
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“ Ripping !"* said Bunter. Tt was jolly good of you!”

“WNot a bit of it! It was a lark!" said the cheeriul
coloured gentleman, “ I'll come over to Greyfriars in the
same style if you lLike.™

Bunter shook his head.

“ Too risky !"" he said.
rizht now.”

“* Ha, ha, ha!
advice ¥"'

Bunter grunted.

““ Don't tell such whoppers any more. You mayn't get out
of the next so easily,” grinned the coloured gentleman.
“ Ha, ha, ha!” ] ]

But Billy Bunter's fat face was expressive of great satbs-
faction as he toddled home to Greyfriars. His veracity had
been vindicated—by what means Billy Bunter knew best.

“ Besides, this is enough. It's all

Quite so!  DBut, shall I give you a word of

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bob's Idea!
L[}Rﬂ MAULEVERER found himself surrounded by

?u_riuus guestioners gs soon as he returned to Grey-
riars.

- Bkinner and Snoop had told what they bad acen,
but the Remove fellows wanted to hear Lord Mauleverer's
confirmation of it.

“Ind you meet Diniwayoi” Dulstrode demanded, tha
moment his lordship came in.

“ Yaas."

““ The. real genuine nigger?” asked Bob Cherry.

" Yaas.”

“My hat! That settles it!
Harcy Wharton.

“Went away with Diniwayo." . ;

“Then you had to hand out the two quid?' exclaimed
Bolzover major.

* Yaas."

“Well Bunter's done us this time!" said Tom Brown,
“ Byt who on earth would have fancied that he was begin-
ning to tell the truth in Bis old age?™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Didn't [ tell you?®” said Blkinner. * Besides, Wingate
and Courtney saw him." .

“ Yauas; and Bunter introduced them,"” said Lord Maul-
ceverer, *° The darkey seems a very decent chap. BSpeaks
very good English, only a bit of a darkey arcent,™

“ Drarkey accent ' exclaimed Vernon-Bmath.

“Yaas. ‘D' for "th,’ you know."

“ I've read somewhere that he's been through a enllege,”
said t_:hc- Bounder. 1 suppose it was really Nniwayo you
saw T’

““Yaas, T suppose s0," laughed Lord Mauleverer, 1
rather like him. Wingate scemned to like him, too. Very
civil sort of a chap.” '

And Lord Mauleverer wawned and went away to rest
after his exertions.  Billy Bunter came s hittle laler, and
therr was o grin upon his face, and his manner was unusually
impirtant. Thoere waz a ceriam amount of distinetion in
knowing so eelebrated a footbauller ne Dinmiwayo, especially
as he was a sort of prinee in hiz own countey,  And Billy
Bunter had proved hi acquaintapce with him to the satis
faction of evervbody, and he had convineed all the doubting
Thomazes in the Hoemove that hie had been telling the truth
about Dniwayn, nod for onee had not been swanking.

“Wall, vou fellows, what do youw say now ¥ e demanded,
as e came inte the conimoen-roci.

“T sav that wonders will never cease ! said Dob Cherry.
“ You ought to see o doctor. How did you come to—"

“To know Diniwayo?"’

“ Mo, To tell the truth?”

“HMas, ha, ha!"

“Oh, eeally, Cherry!  All vou fellows know whai a truth-
ful chap T am. I hope you won't doubs wy word in the
fulure,” said Bunter, with a great deal of digniy.

“ wat till the next thne,” said Johony Bull, T can't
gquite understand 1t now; but 1 suppose 11 = the trath for
onri. L don't know how sou did i, and 1 den't guite see
how you came to know Diniwavo o jolly well, cither,”

“Mielt ask the clap over here one lamllholiday,” saud
Bob Cherey,  ** We'd show him round, and stand him tea in
the study, vou know, and make muach of him, aud gel huoo
to give us a show on the feoter ground.™

Woood idea ! said Wharton, ¥ Could you ask him,
Billy ¥

Ei!l:.- Bunter pureed with pleasure. Tt waz a new ex-
perience to him to find hinself o person treated with respeet
and consideration by his Form-fellows. He liked to be
rocarded as a fellow with influence, a fellow who knew well-
known people, and so forth, and just now he had his desire

Where's Bunter ' asked
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grantad to the full. The celebrity of the black Footballer
shed & sort of reflected lusire upon Bunter.

“0Oh, I could ask him,’”" hé said. *° But the Unpited are
playmg every Enturda;f afternoon, you know, end Diniwayo
never missez a match.’

“ But they don't play every Wednesday,” said Vernon
Smith. *“They're not playing next Wednesday, for
stance.’”

#J—TI think they are,” said Bunter.

“They'ro not,” said the Bounder coolly. " I've been
through their list of fixtures. They play Sheflield Wednes-
day in g Cup-tie next week, but they g’km‘a no match for
Wednesday.” .

“Well thf:}r’ll be at practice,” said Bunter.

“Why don't you want to ask him here?” demanded the
Bounder bluntly and suspiciously.

“ Oh, T might ask him. T don’t know that he could come,
that’s all. ¥First-class footballers haven't time to go round
visiting schoolboys as a rule,” said Bunter, * It would bo
& big honour for us if he came here."

There was & snort from Fisher T. Fish, )

1 guess that’s rot? And I guess I shall get out if you
ask s blessed nigger hers ! _

“ You car get out, then ! growled Johany Bull. * Dini-
wayo's little linper is worth ten times as much as your whole
blessed carcase " Lt

“i pueosa it's rotten, a nigger asked here!" said Fish
indignantly. * Look here! If the black bounder comes here,
I'll tell him what I think of him." .

“1 sha'n't ask him. here

Y That settles it,"" said Bunter.
to be insulted by Fish.™ R

“1f Fishy said half & word to him, we'd smash Fishy into
little pieces " said Johnny Bull “ If the chap comes over,
we'll kick Fish;,r out before he comes.”

“1 poess——"

“Y'm not going to risk it,” said Bunter. loftily. **I'm
gsorry ! I'd like to ask him here, but, under the circum-
stapces, I refuse’”

And Bunter rolled away, to end the discussion,

Fisher T. Fish was the recipient, upon the spot, of a
varioty of remarks from the Removites, more energetic than
polite.  And as the roemarks left the Yankee schoolboy
unruffled, Bolsover mojor suggested bumping him--a sug-
gostion that was immediately acted upon, with hearty
unanimity, and Fish was very dishevelled when he escaped
from the hands of the Removites.

Harry Wharton & Co. would have been very glad to
receive a visit from the celebrated black foothaller, and
Bunter was spoken to on the subjeet several times again
that day and the next; but the fat junior was adamant.

He wouldn't risk his coloured friend being insulted by
Fisher T. Fish—or, so he declared—and that settled it.

Bunter was even impervious to an offer which might have
been expected to bring him round at once. Peter Todd eug-
f&st&d standing a big feed if the black footballer came, and
etting Bunter have the arrangement of it, and the Owl of
the Remove was expected to jump at the c!l'mnca. But he
didn't. For some reason, best known to himeelf, the fat
junior didn't intend to have his coloured friend at Grey-
friars.

Poter Todd, who shared Bunter's study, hammered at him
on the subject; but Bunter was obstinate.

“I'm blessed if I quite understand you, Bunier,” Petor
Todd said darkly. * I suppose you haven’t been epoofing
us, have youl!’

** Oh, reslly, Todd—-"

“ 1t was really Diniwayo vou met the othey doy ™

“You can ns.r: Wingate, if you like,"” said Bunter, with
dignity. “1 introduced Wingate and Courtney to him.”

"1 suppose that settles it,” said Peter, rubbing his chin
thoughtfullv. But he still regarded the Owl of the Remove
very doubtfully. He was puzzled,

{in Saturday afterncon, the first cleven played a practice
match with a ecratech team of seniors.  All Greyfriars

athered on the ground to watch the game, and to note what
form the first team showed. ) .

Harry Wharton & Co. shook their heads solemnly over it.

“Good enough, under the cires,” said Nugent; * but
hardly good enough Tor Redelyffe.  The Redelyfie First will
walk over them next Wednes&uy i

“The walkfulness will be terrific,”’ saad Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, with a doleful shake of the head.

“ Redelyffe are stronger than wusual,” Haery Wharton
remarked.  *They've got Standish, that Ueunty League
man, and he will make rings round the First !

“Jt's a bit thick, Redelyffe playing that chap!” said Bob
Cherry. “He's wenti,;:.rears old, if he’s 2 day !

“Well, Wingate's playing & fellow from the Courtfeld
Ramblers’ Club !

“ By Jove!” said Bob.

“If what ¥

“1f Wingate could get the darkey—"

“ Diniwayo ¥
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“Dimiwaye! By Jove!” gaid Wharton.

“ He’s Bunter’s friend—that soems to_be proved now—and
the United are not playing a match on Wednesday, It would
be as mood practice’ for Diniwayo as he will get on the
Crawley ground, if you come to that. Why shouldn't he
come over here and play for the First?”

“ Redelyffe. might object—" :

* They can’t object, when they're playing a County League
man themselves !

“That's true,” said Wharton thoughtiully. .

“ Diniwayvoe seems to be a good-natured chap, amd 1§
wouldn't do him sny harm te play for Greyfriars [or once.
He's not o professionnl, either, so that wouldn't stand in the
way. He p for Crawley ds an amateur.'’

“ By Jove!™ said Wharton, *'There’s no reason why be
shouldn’t be asked, ,mi%way. T.ook here, if Bunter won't ask
him, we'll ask hing, uppose we suggest it to Wingate aftee
he comes off 17

£1] Gmd EEE_ !11

And the Removites, after discussing the matter, deter-
mined that they would; and they waited for the captain of
Greyfriars to come off the ground after the practice match,
full of their new idea.

I —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Intluence Is Requlred!

INGATE was not locking so cheerful as uzual as he
came away. from the foocter-ground, in overcoat and
muffler, after the match, ql'hﬂ First Elaven had
shaped as well as could be expected, but the changes

that had been made in the team had sffected its formy in a
way that was only too evident,

The Greyfriars First wore nowhere near the form of ‘Red-
elyffe, and Wingato, though he still hoped for the best, could
not disguise that foact from himself.

He looked a little gruff as the Famous Five stopped him on
lis way back to the School House.  He was busy with his
thoughte, and considerably worried. -

1] i“Eﬂ-tE L L

“ Well, well, what is it said Wingate brusquely.

“We've got an iden,” smid Wharton, " How would you
like Diniwayo—the black chap, you know, at Crawley—to
th' for the First next W’Ednesda}' "

Fingate stared.

Y4 Of course, I'd like it,” he said. **1'd like a good many
things that I can't have. I'd like you kids to talk sense, for
instance, if you must talk !

‘Thiz was not very encouraging; but the juniors knew how
old Wingate was bothered about the prospects of the Firat
Kleven, and they forgave him.

1 mean, I think he might be got,”” Wharton explained.

“How?  Why should & Crawley mnan come and play for
ug—a chap I don't even know® snid Wingate,

“ You've been introduced to him."™

“That's hardly enough to vnable me to ask
over here and play in a school match, I zuppose?

** But he's Bunter’s friend,” said Bob Cherry eagerly.

“* Bunter would ask him—"

“We'll make him 1™

“ Bunter savs that Diniwayo would do anything to chlige
bim.™

“ Bunter is a wretched liar, though,” said Wingate.

“ Well yes: we didn't believe it at first, but it seems to be
proved,” said Harry Wharton. * Anyway, would you like
to have Diniwayo 1 Eﬂu eoild get him ™
Wingate laughed shortly,

“]’c]E give two tenins' pocket-money for the chance,” le
said. * But it's rather too good to come true. 1 don't
suppose he'd come.” i 3

“ Bappose we can fix it? said Harry Wharton,

Wingate paused. The thought had crossed his mind whe
he met the black man from Crawley at the bunshop i
Friardule. Dut he had only thought of it as & desirablyg
thing that was quile unattainable, and he had net thought of
it again.

ow he considered the matter. If the black footballer
could be obtained, it would make all the difference. With
a centre like Dintwayo, playing s he had played g‘m’nst
the 'Hpurs, the Greyiriers team would be o very different

him to come

team. .

Redelyffe had no player that was within miles of him.
Their captura from a County League team ifaded mto msyg-
nificance in comparison with the black centre-forward of
Crawley., With Diniwayo in their ramks, Greyfriars had
every prospect of beating Redelyfie hollow,

The Greyfriars captain’s face lighted up at the thought. -
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*If it could be hxed-—"" ho said.

* Leot's try, then." ;
~ “Try by all moans,” said Wingate. *If you could work
it, it would be & Lhinlr I'd nevor forget, Let me know. You'll
find me in my study.” )

* Right-ho ™ sm‘:lv Wharton joyfully.

- Wingate nodded, and went to the School House. The
juniors exchanged glances of satisfaction.

“Now wo've got to aco Bauter,' said Harry Wharton.
¥ Bunter's got to get Lhe darkey to come, that's efl.”

“He seems to be very obstinate about mot wanting him
to come here,” Nugent remarked. “We'lll give him
somicthing to stop all that,  Either he's got to get Dindwayo
for the eleven, or we'll scalp him.  Anybody know where he

M Let's look 1o the tuckshop.”'

That was the most likely place to find Buanter, and thére
they found bim. DBilly Bunter was engaged in an earncst
discussion with Mrs, Mimble. Bunter was explaining with
all the eloquonce at his command that, as he was expecting
a postal-order very shortly, it was clearly Mrs, Mimble's duty
te supply him with tuck on * tick." Mrs. Mimble did not
acem to see it in that lLight, however, She had heard of
Bunter's oxpocted postal-ardor before.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle! Hera he 3™

Bunter bLlinked round -dismally st
Remove,

“1 say, you fellows, I'm stony-broke!
pointed about a postal-ocder——"" 2
L Y 8ame  old  pestal-order!™  said  Bob  Cherry
thetically.

“1 aufp-:m vou conldn't lend me—""

“ Look here. Buntor,” said Wharton,  **You shall have
as much tuck as you can swallow—and that's a big order—if
you'll do one thing. We want Diniwsyo to come and play

the First Eleven next Wedoesday )™

Bunter's jaw dropped.

“ Dimwayo ! he murmured,

¥ Yes. ‘e've spoken to Wingate about it, and he'd jump
with joy to have him. Crawley United are not playing next
Weodnesday, 30 the chap will be at liberky.”

“ Ho—he wouldn't play in a schoolboy mateh !

*“Rats! Greyioars' Fiest Eloven is a jolly good team, and
nobody need be ashamed of playing for it.,” said Wharton.
“You can ask him, anyway.'

“I=T'mn afraid 1 couldn't; he wonldn't do t—"'

“You've said a dozen tumes that he'd do anything for
you."

* Well, ve-o8; bup—!

“You've got to ask him, Tt's a
match for Greylriars,” said Harey, ** Redelyfie bave got a
County Leagus man to spring ot us, We should go one
hotter with the black contre-forward, and beat them hollow,
He's worth half a dozen of the Bedelyffe men, anvway. We

must have him 1"
4 I Ly

the chums of the
I've been disap-

Sy mpa-

uestion of saving the

“ Now, look hore, Bunter! If vou get that chap to play
for Greyfriars, we'll club togother, and stand yom all you
'E?zl.:tnmt on Wedneaday., We'll make a regular subseription
of it!

Bunter's eyos glistened.  The prospoct of an unlimited feed
dazzled him: but he seemed to be inwardly unecas
“If you could let me have somwcthing now-—""

Wharton shook his head.

“No fear! Notling at all till Diniwave arrives on
Wednesday, We know what a spoofer von are

“1f vou can't trust me, Wharton——-"

“You know we can't,” said Wharton, without COrpmany.
Y Don't be an azs.  Now, what objection have you got to
asking Dimiwayo to play for the First?!  You've said a lot of
times that he's & good-natured chap, and would do anvthing
for you, I that's the truth, he'll come over here on Wodnes.
dav and play for the First!™

“ But a=a member of a professional side——*

“He's an amateur.”

“Ye-es; but 11 can't really do it !

“You've got to!”

(1] Eh ?ﬂ‘l
. “ Do you think we're going to lase the only chance of beat-
ing Redelyfle because you are a silly. obstinute ass?” growled
.| 4 rImJ;I Ei_l”.. "“ You've got to work it!"

“If you dow't,” said Iarry Wharton grimly, *“ we shall
take it that you've been Iyving. as wo suspected at first, and
that you spoofed Mauleverer the othor day somehow., We
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know you're ms full of tricks as a monkey, when you're toy.
ing to bolster up your precious whoppers.”

‘Oh, really, you know——"

““And if you let us down like this, you'll be warmed for
it. Do you want to have a Form raggiog?" demanded
Wharton angrily. *“I tell you plainly, if you don't get
Diniwayo to play for Greyfriars on Wednesday, we'll rag
you till you wish guu'd never been born. - You'll be bumped,
ducked, walloped, inked, troacled, and then sent to
Coventry !" :

Bunter blinked at the juniore in dismay. Thev were in
deadly earnest, and he know only too well that every item
of that terrific programme would be faithfully carricd out,
if he failed the school at this eritical moment. He had proved
hiz cuze, and gained all the eradit of being an intimate pal
of the famous footballop—and new he had to tuke the conse-
quences. At that momept, Willlam George Bunter fervently
wished that he had never departed from the straight line
of strictk veracity, He bagan to understand that there were
His
;‘ gwank "' had landed him i1n 4 scrupe there wus no escapo
g {1}

A confession trembled on his tongue—but he held it back.
If ho had teld Harry Wharton & Co. then that bhe had been
boasting—that he had “spoofed” them—that he did not
know Thmiwayo, the footballer, any more than he knew
King George the Fifth—ho realised what the result would

‘bo. The ragging he would be subjected to would be &

record oven i the Greviriars Remaove.  After raiing theaw
hopes, after causing them to speak to Wingate and raise his
hopea—to tell them that it was sll *f gas ""—Bunter shuddered
at. the prospect of what would follow. ;

“Well?" execlaimed Wharton, as the Owl of the Removo
did not speak. **'Well, what are vou going to do? We've
got your word for it that Diniwave would oblige you with
pleasure if you asked him. Why can’t vou ask him

“ Ahem ! o
~ Bunter did not know what to say. He blinked at the
juniors, and blinked at the doorway, but there was no escape
for him. The expression on the faces of the Famous Five
was growing grimmer and grimmer. They began to feol
that they had been deceived, somehow—that Bunter could
tiot really de what they wanted—that they must go to
Wingate and tell hun that there was nothing in it. And the
thought of that made them so angry, that ther were clench-
ing their Fsts already. Bunter was within an ece of being
1:;uudll:d as he had never been hundled before, and he realised
it.

" You can take your choice,” said Harry Wharton, between
lus tecth. ** IF you've been spoofing us, youw'll suffer for it
Get Diniwayo to play on Wednesday, and vou shall arder
vour own feed, to any extent you like., Buat if wou don't,
you'll get such a ragging that you'll never get over t—and
we'll bogin now,"

“Collar him ! said Johony Bull. * He's been lying—he
can't do it! Yank him slong to the fountain for & start.”

*“*Hold on!" gasped Puriter.

“ Well 2"

U I=I'l ask him ! said Bunter, with chattering teoth.
“Of=—of course, T can't answer for it that—that he'll come.”"

“Can't you? Then we'll come with you when vou azk
him—we'll all go together, and explain to him!" said
Wharton.

Bunter almost stagpered,

“ We can easily find out where he lives in Crawley," saul
[Tarry. * We'll go to him as your pols—-"'

“You—von can't!” shricked Bunter. < I-I won't have

1]

I1—

it m—

“Youcan't stop ot I

“I—I'1 ask him m;,-self—-"

“ Very well; but if he doesy't come, we'll go to him,”
said Harry Wharton grimly., * And mind, ii he agrees to
come, he's to agree to come heve an bonr before the match
ot Wedneaday, so as to make suve. If he isn't here at two.
o'clock on Wedoesday, we'll send him & wire,”

A= wire” You don't know where he—he Hvea !

“We'll find out before Wednesday 7

“I—T say, you know—he's my [riend, notl yours—"'

“We're going to know whethor you've been spoofing or
not, By George, if vou've taken s in, and we have to tell
Wingate it's no po, we'll make vou sorry for i !”

Bunter drew a deep breath,

“I—I'Il ask him ' he sandl. ¥ I—I'N1 wndertake that he
ahall come—only—he will want his expenses” :

“ Fxpenzes ! Eats !

“ 1 know him better than sou do. T can get him to come
but he will have to have his expenses !

The juniorz exchanged glances,

“Well, we don’t know him,”" said Wharton slowly. * That
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may be the case. We should be quite willing to stand the
vxes, if he'd come !™

“ It would be a couple of guincas!™

“ That's all right!”
h.“*f”'d"‘““d I should have to teke it to him whep I ask

im,”’

"Baob Cherry growled angrily.

;;]".‘g::ﬂu won't get any money out of us i advance, you
ca

“Then it's all off 1"’ said Bunter. _

“Wait a2 bit!" said Wharton rveflectively. “ We'll give
him every chanee, you fellows. Il we hand you the two
ZUIneas unter, will you undertnke ithat the chap comes
on Wednesday, an hour before the match, without fail?"

Y ¥ea!" pasped Buntey,

“Very well; and if he fails us, we shall know you were
spoofing—and you understand that you'll be held responsible
for swindling us. We shall explain to Wingate that you've
had the money, and Wingate will jolly soon make you fork
it out again, Mind, if necessary, your peaple will be written
ta about it.”

Bunter moistened his dry lips.

“ It will be sll right,” he said.

“ Right-ho! We'll truet you so far. When will you go 1**

“I'l {.Ef’ﬂle over to Crawley to-day."”

“Good! We'll raise the tin, then!™

Harry Wharton & Co. left the tuckshop. Billy Dunter
remained, with a thoughtful frown on his fuce. He waz not
thinking of Mrs. Mimble's jam-tarts now; he had something
much mere serious and troublesome to think of.

“T don't like trusting that fat rotter,” said Johnny Bull,
with a shake of the head, as they crossed the Close.

“* Well, we must trust him, so far—we want to get the black
chap if we can,”” eaid Harry. * [t's worth visking the two
uid, and Wingate would be jolly glad to stand it out of the
?tmdﬁ of the footer club, if necessary. But I think we might
raise it ourselves—a couple of bob each in the Remove would
do it. I'd put five bob, anyway, and Mauly could be de-
pended on for half-w-quid. It's worth it Wingate didn't
say much, but I could see that he was hoping, and I don't
want to disappoint him if it can be helped, We can raise
the two guiveas easily enough, and we'll give Bunter a
chance.”

The two guineas offered no great diffieulty, Lord Maul-
everer, as soon as he heard of it, inested upon :-1-h1miingi a
guinea—he would gladly have contributed the whole sum, kut
that the Co. wnulg not allow. Seven or cight féellows made
up ancther guines among them, and an hour laler, Billy
Punter, with the two guanens i his p:}f_‘kl‘*i, mounted ..Hm'rj"
Wharton's bicvele, und pedalled away from the gates of
Creyvinars,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Good News for Wingate!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. waited with keen anxiety
H for the return of the fat Removite,
Bunter was unreliable, so utter a " spoofer " in ever

way, that it was impossible to trust him an inch. If
it had been any other fellow, they would have been quite
easy in their minds. No other fellow could have been sus-
pected of telling a tremendous ** whopper,” and bolstering
it up with tricks and dodges to such an extent; but with
William George Bunter it was quite poseible, and indeed
likely. And yet, surely this was too big a “spool’ even for
Bunter. They wondered, and they waited anxiously. When
the fat junior returned at last, the Co. met him eagerly at
the door.

Billy Bunter had recovered from the uneasiness that had
been only too apparent in his manner before he started.
There was no trace of disguictude about him now. He
grinned at the juniors as he saw their anxious faces.

= It's all right ! he wnnounced.

Wharton drew a deep breath.

" He's coming '

s ?MII‘I
; ;; An hour before the match, mind ?”" saud Harry distrust-
ully.

“He'll be here at two sharp on Wednesday afterncon,”
said Dunter. * He's coming by the train from Crawley that
gots into Friardale at half-past one 1™

* And it's quite certain i’ said Bob Cherry.

“Quite eertain, You can tell Wingate ™

“ Mind,” snid Wharton, with a lingering, uncasy doubt,
“ this is serious, Bunter. If the man doesn't tarn up at two
o'elock on Wedneaday, vou'll have Wingate to deal with, as
well as us !

Y1 tell you it's a dead cert!
Runter.

“ Then that's settled I

And Harry Wharton & Co., their last doubts dissipated,
procecded to Wingate's study with the good news. Thoey
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took Billy Bunter with them. He was quite willing to go—
nil his readiness to face the captain of Greyirisrs was looked
upon as o last proof that it was all right. .

Wingate gave them a qulck glince as they came in.  Ile
had been thinking about the matter ever since Wharton had
mentioned it to him, and, although he was a fellow of few
wordls, it was not difficult to see how he had built upon that
rhance,

“It'e ull sepenc, Wingate,” said Harey Wharion at once,
*Tell him, DBunter.”

Billy Bunter gave an inpoviant muﬁh-

* All right, Wingate, I've ashed Dimweyo to come, and
he's consented, as a favour to me.  We're gquite old pal, you
know. He'd do anything for me !

Wingato gave him a sharp look. Ile did not, of course,
know the fat junior so well as his Form-fellows know b,
but he knew enough of him to regard him with feelings far
from cordial or trustful.

“1 suppose 1 can rely on that i he axked,

“0h, cortainly! He will be here before fvo on
Wednesday.” ] =

*"%nd he's going to play for the Firsti”

ig E-.".i-“‘

“Of eourse, you understand what you'll gev il this is one
of your idiotic tricks,” said Wingate., ' You cant = ol the
captain of the school as if he were a junior. You un cratand
that, Bunter ¥’

Billy Bunter looked injured and indignant.

“ Reatly, Wingate, I don't think that's very grateful,
E‘ﬁ:isi{luring that I've sceured a fiest.class plaver fur Grey-
riars——-""

“If you've done that. you'll find me rateful enongh,”
apidd Wingate quictly,  * 1t's u thing T shall never Torget,
whether we Dbeat Redelyfe or not, I only want to Le
sure.'”

“Well, vou can be sure, If the chap doc=u’t arrive atb
two o'clock on Wednesduy, vou can lick me!” o

“ T should certainly do that, and it would he a licking
you wouldn't get over in a hurry " said Wingate, =

*“To suy nothing of the raggng he'dd et from us ™ saad
Wharton.

Runter snifTed. - 3

“Well, if that's the way you take il—="" ] .

“1 believe you,” said Wingate. I can't 1hink you'd
dare to spoof me; and I don't see why you should play the
school sueh a dirty trick, either, I'm sorry. Punter, and I'm
very much obliged to you.” _

“That's all right!” said Bunier loftily.
io do you a good turn, Wingate !

And Bunter seemed an inch taller as he
captain’s study with the junlors. )

“1 think vou fellows might stand me something o eat,
after that awful long ride,” he said. *1'm simply fagged
to death, and as hungry as a hunter.” .

*“Come along ! Ea,jd:‘ Harry Wharton cordially, * Now
it's all right—why, it's all right! I'm sorry 1 was suspicious,
but it was really your ows fault—rou were such an awful
spoofer always, Come on, and order what you like !’

Billy Bunter was not likely to need bidding twice, Tle
distinguished himself in the tuckshop that evening, and he
could hardly walk when he left it, But the juniors would
have fed him till he overflowed if he had liked. o

The way matters were turmn?' out mede them rejoice,
and for once they were as friendly a3 could be towards the
Ow] of the Remove.

Billy Dunter, indeed, was the hero of the hour, and ho
enjoyed it exceedingly. The fact that the famous cendre-
forward was willing to play for Greyiriars, to oblige Bunter,
was convincing; it seemed to ghow ;hat as this eos ecial
yarn been so thoroughly substantiated, there might be
something in Bunter's other yarns, that had always been
scoffed at unmercifully. ]

And the fat junior, finding himself n person of credit,
“enrend " himsell in great style. For once, Is stories of
his titled relations andghiu great acquaintances were listened
to with patience, and even with a certain amount of credence.

1f one tale hiad been proved to be true, the other might be
true, or partly true; and Bunter had the novel and pleasant
experience of sceing himself regarded as & person of unusual
CONSEOUENCE.

The fut junior loved the limelight, all the more because lie
never got very much of it, and during the next day or two
li had a really good time. : .,

On Monday a letter arrived for Bunter with the Crawley
postmark, and he announced that it was from Diniwayo. Is
was addressed in the same hand as the previous letter he hail
received. :

ITarry Wharton & Co. felt & momentary uncasiness, ab the

thought that the letter might contain some excuse from H{E

A Magnifieant, Long, Com School Talg of
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black footballer. But Bunter soon relicved their doubts by
showing them the letber. Tt ran:

# Dear Billy,—Just g line to tell you that it's all right for
Wednesday. 1 haven't been in top form lately, but I shall
do my best for Greyfriars. We play Shefficld Wednesday
next Saturday, and | hope I shall se¢ you over here to see
the match.—Your oid pal, Dixiwayo.”

Al righi—hey " said Bunter.

“Topping !" said Harry Wharton.

“He say= he's nov in top form,"” said Peter Todd thought-
Eully. * I hope that docsn’t mean that he's not going to play
a rood game."”

CWell, T ean't answer for that,” said Bunter.
hint to play. and that's all 1 could do.”

“Oh, it will be all right!” said Wharton, **He's not

oing Lo play against Newcastle United or Manchester, In

13 worst form, he'd make rings round the Redelvfie chaps.™

““¥Yes, rather !

. YGooed old Dunter!” sid Bob Cherry, clapping the fat
Junior on the back., “I take back half 1he names I've called
you at various times.  You deserve the other half !

“Ha, ha, hat"

The last possible doubt had vanished. When Wednesday
cdawned, the hopes of Greyfriars were high. During morning
lessons little was thought about by nearly all the %}I’Ejfriari

reat match of the afterncon, and there was

“I've got

fellows but the
some little trowhle with the masters in consequence,

After school the fellows poured out of the Form-rooms in
great spirsts. Al thoughts were upon the greateat mateh
of the senson —for CGreviriars, that is.

And the fellows chuckled glecfully at the thought of the
surprise packet that was waiting for the Redelyfiians when
they arcived full of anticipations of victory. With a centre-
forward like Diniwaye, the Greyfrinrs First fully expected
to sweep the RedelyMians before them like chalf-—the best
men of Redelyffe including their capture from the County
League, would be, in comparisen with Diniwava, like dwarfs
aTninst & giant,

Wingate's face was bright and cheery, and cvery fellow,
down to the smallest and inkicst fag, shared the satisfaction
of the captain of Greyfiriars,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Spooler!
hﬁlﬁ} before two o'clock that Wednesday afterncon a

erowd of fellows were waiting outside the gates of
Greyliriars to welgome the black footballer,

Harry Wharton & Co. were the first, und other fellows
erowded out, till the road was quite black with expectant
Juniors,

The famous Crawley centre-forward had guite an ovation
waiting for him,

Now that the time for his arrival wasz close at hand,
Hearry Wharton was feeling a slight doubt. It was still
possible thet Bunter had been *“spoofing,” and the mere
possibility was enough to worry the captain of the Remove.

Wingate had no doubts, but he did not know Bunter as
the juniors did. Wharton waa very plad that he had insisted
thet the Crawley man should arrive an hour before the time
of the kick-off. If anything went wrong, and he did not
come, that would allow Wingate time to make some new
arrangement to mect the case.

But Wharton's new uneasiness was soon set af rest.

It still wanted ton minutes to two when the station hack
was secn on the long white road, and there wns g shout from
the Greyiriars fellows.

“Here he comes !™

“ Hurray !"

There was o rush to meet the haek, and it was surrounded.
A black face looked out, betweon a cap pulled low down and
. biﬁ coloured muffier.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Welcome to Greyfriars!” shouted
Bob Cherry.

* Yaas, begad, my dear fellow '

“The welcomefulness is terrific ™

“ Hurrah!"

“{zood old INniwayo!”

The black man in the hack grinned.

“Here T am ! he said. “ Good time—el *''

“ Lots of time," said Harry Wharton cheerfully, * It was
jolly good of you to comel”

“MNoe at all; dat is a pleasure to me!”

“* Hurray I''

“Wingate's waiting for you,” 2aid Wharton, * He'll bLa

jolly glad to see you, too. I was afraid something might

appen—""
‘?flnme on, Dinny ! said Billy Bunter, linking arms with
the Bblack voung man, as he descended from the haelk.
Tie Macrer Lismary.—No. 312
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Y Make room there, vou [ellows! Don't crowd round my old
pal Diniwayo! Come on, old fellow!”

And Bunter, with tremendous importance, walled in at
the gates of Gresfriars, with his fat arm linked in that of
the coloured gentleman. The Greviriars fellows crowded in
after them. The driver of the haek gave a sort of yelp:

I sye, young gents, T ain't been paid!™

“ Diniwayo's forgotten,” said Bob Cheery.  laughing.
“ Never mind ; we'll settle it Don't remind himg unles: he
thinls of it."

* Leave it to me,” zaid Lord Mauleverer.

* Certainly ! grinned Bob. who had juat felt in hia
:i:rﬂlzf!mr and  found ounly threepence there.  * Pile in,

Ay .

Pmﬁ Lord Mauleverer paid the driver, who drove away in
g!‘ﬂ.t satisfaction, the schoolboy millicnaire having given

im o hall-sovercign and turned away without thinking of
change.

An enthusiastic erowd followed Dunter and his Iriend into
the Close.

All Greyfriars wanted to sec the black footballer. Billy
Bunter was one of the most important personages at Grov.
friars at that moment. There he was, with the black man—
iving proof that Bunter had told the trath for once. There
he was, and there was the great centreo-forward who was fo
win vigtory for Gireyfriars.

Loud cheers grocted the eoloured sentloman an all sides.

Wingate came up to meet him, and shook hands with him
warmly.

“1 don't know how to thank you for this, Mr. Diniwayo,”
hie saicd.

The black man grinned.

“ Dat is gquite a pleasure,™ he said,
lend mo some dings to play in.
de Crawley colours.™

“Quite right,” said Wingate. “1 faney my things will
about fit you; and, of course, we want vou in the Greviriars
colours, I'll get vou a set of rors ip the dressing-room, "

“ Dunk you!"

" You've come o long way from Crawley,” added Wingate.
* Have you had yoor lunch®"

| rlum:*hml carly, dank vou; but T could cat a sandwich,”

“ We'll offor you somothing bewtor than a sandwich,” said
Wingate, I thought of it. and I've got somoething ruther
decent in my study, if you'll come with me.”

“ Dank you ! said the coloursd gentloman again
 And be walled in with Wingate, leaving an exeited erowd
{_‘:l li:m Close. A dozen fellows clapped Billy Bunter on the

ack,

" Good old Bunter!" said Bob Cherry. * This makes up
fcu_rd all Four rotten tricks, Weo are going to beat Redelyifs
to-day.'

“ 1 told you you could rely on me ! said Bunter loftily,

“Bo you did, and we were a set of giddy doubting
Thomases " said Johnny Bull, even he being convineced at
last. ' T'll say I'm sorry ™

“ Borry, too! said W{mrmu.

**The sorrowfulness ix torrific, my estoemed fat Bunter,™

“ Oh, don't mench!" said Bunter airily. =1 say, vou
fellows, 1 didn’t got much dinner. and if you like to come into
the tuckshop——""

* Ha. ha, ha!”

“ Begad, como aleng, my dear fellow ! said Tord Maul-
averer, tuking Bunter by hix fat wrim. and the Owl of tha
Eemove went along with alacrity,

“Oh, isn't it jolly ripping!"" TBob Cherry
enthusiastically, T cobld hog that fat bounder ™

“ And tho darkey, too,” suid Tom Rrown.
F_"hﬂutlﬁl't fuss to make ebout o migger!” sniffed Fisher T.

iah.

Thero was a howl at onee,

“ Bump him!™

“ Hyer, I say— T guess—— Yarcop!
jumping Jehosaphat 1

Bump, bump, bump!

Fishor T. Fish tore himself away, and Aed. Crowds of
fellows waited for the black footballer to come out of the
hounse with Wingate, HMe camo out at last, and there was u
tinging cheor.

“ Chair him to the footer-feld ' shouted Coker of the Fifth.

The ory was taken up at once.

“ Good cgg ™

“ Hurray ™

“E‘:hmalj;r high!" shouted Bob Cherry.

A rush was made for the coloured geantleman.

Ho looked alarmed for a moment.

# .l'l'ulrl oin!™ he exclaimaed. * What's the matter? What

“1 dink T ask vou to
I did not wish to play in

exclaiined

Leggo!  Oh,

C M IEs all right,” said Wingate, laughing., * You're a giddy
idol here, you know. Most of the fellows have seen gou play,

ENNY POPULAR" Y CHUCKLES,' |d.
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and they admire you no end. They want to chair you to the
footer-ground. mel don't mind?"

" M-no; but—-"

The coloured gentleman had ne time to say more, ‘The
eithnsiastic crowd were reund him, and he was hoisted up n
the powerful arms of Coker of the Fifth and Hobson of the
Shell, other fellews strugghing round to lend a hand. _

Shoulder-high, his black face gleaming over the swaying
crowd, he was rushed off to the footer-ground in the midst of
the shouting juniors.

Wingate and his team followed, equally delighted, though
less demonstrative than the youngstes.

Right on the fooler-ground the crowd bore their hero, and
then they murched him round the ground shoulder-high amid
nnging cheers. Anvone might have been pleased by such an
enthusiastic ovation; but, somchow or other. the 'bta.ck foot-
baller did not look happy. Onece or twice his hand went up to
his head as if to feel whether his cap was still there. In their
enthusiasm the Greyfriars fellows were shaking hiin dp =
little ; but such a hard nut as the Crawley centre-forward could
not L supposed to mind that,

' Round agam " shonted Bob t‘hm‘r;.r.

“I—I say, let me down, will you?
gentleman.

M Hold on "' shouted Cloker, as several fellows bumped into
him. * Don't shove me over,”

Hobson stumbled, and all the black man's weight was, for
a moment, thrown en Coker mf the Fifth. Coker staggered
and the Crawley man rolled off his shoulder, and :.'Iisappr:am::i
m tho crowd.,

* Clumsy ass ! yelled Bob Cherry.

“ Make room thore !

“ Den't tumble over Dimiwayo ™

A dozen fellows were pressing forward to help the black
footballer to his feet. He had fallen to the ground, and in
their cagerness to help him the Greyfriars fellows almost
stumbled over him.

A dozen hands dragged him up, and he gained his feet
gasping.

“ Awfully sorry " excluimed Wharton, * That ass Coker

Then he stopped.

The words seemed frozen on his lips.

For the black man, now that he was on his feet, presented
a strangely different aspect,

In that roll on the ‘ground his cap had fallen off, and his
wooll¥ hair had become disarranged.

And it was disarranged in the most startling manner,

It was down over one car, and on tho other side of his head
appearcd an entively different kind of hair, closely-cropped
brown hair that could certainly never have grown on a
negro's head.

The crowd gazed on him dumbfounded.

The shouting died away. The Greyfriars fellows scemed
stricken dumb. It was too ineredible to be believed for a
moment, though they saw it with their own cyes,

But the fact was evident.

The black man before them was not a black man at all. He
was & white man in disguise. The woolly covering on his
head was & skilfully-arranged wig, and in his t.umbﬁ: it had
been displaced, giving away the cheat.

It did not need much guessing to divine that his black com-
plexion was a skilfully-applicd dye. His European cast of
features was accounted for now, ascounted for with o
yengeance,

He was not a black man at all}

He was not Diniwavol

And the Greyfdars follows gasped as the truth forced itself
on their minds,

gasped the coloured

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Stroke of Luck!

o HO—who are you?’
Wharton gasped out the words.
The man stood transfixed. His hand had gone

up to his head, and as he felt the wig out of place he
realised that the cheat was discovered.

He did not reply to Wharton's t:illostiﬂli.

With & sudden rush, he broke through the evowd and fled.
Whether he waz a footballer or not, certainly he had & good
turn of speed.  Probably terror lent b wings, He -Emllcf not
doubt how the Greyinars fellows would repay his tvick, now
that they knew it, and realised the cxtent of the disappoint-
ment he had brought upon them. _

So astounded were the crowd that not a hand was rafsed to
stop him as he ran. It tock some momonts to recover from
the shock of surprise.

“ Oh, that villain Bunter ! panted Bob Cherry.

“ Bunter!™

“¥Yes, Don't vou see, he's spoofed us, after all! Itz not
Diniwayo. Ile's got somebody to get himself up as a nigger
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“ That was the chap in the bunshop the other day ™ il
Skinner.

** He was spoofing Mauly then,

“ (bh, my hat!™

“ He's some clever rotter! T was a elover disguize.  Oh,
fatheads that we are!” howled Bob Cherry, in despair, D't
you remember? Bunter's cousin at Crawler, He's a chap
who goes in for ameteur theatiicals,”

" Oh, crumbs 1" %

* The rotter!”

“ The spoofer!”

** The swindler I"*

Wingate came dushing up In excitement. ITe had soon the
black footballer muking a wild break for the schoo! gpates,
with the wig dangling over one ear,

 What dees this mean?” he shouted. ** What—"

Wharton groaned.

C U It's a swindle, Wingate ! I'm awfully sorrv we've let vou
n: !‘?Ir,:thns. Bunter's spoofed usl That chap's not a nigger
at all.

* Wha-a-at !”

“ I think he's Bunter's consin from Ceawler.  Aurwar, Lie's
a swindler got up as a nigger to take us in.  Gooduess knows
how he'd have played f you'd played bim egainst the
Redelyfice jot 1™

“ After him ! i.‘:;'l]ud Coker of the Filth.
geb oway! . We'l
Bunter afterwards.”

** ¥es, after him."”

The whole erowd broke away in a yolling thronr in pursuit
of the psewdo negro.  The black man had already reached the
school gates, and he dashed out of them n: the crowd elayted
i pursuit.  Wingate was left with a black, grim face, Iis
high hopes had been suddenly dashed to the pround, and
ha was left too dizappointed and miserable even to feel angry
for the moment.

Ilarry Wharton & Co. ran their hardest for the gates, They
wanted very much to got hold of Bunter's aceomplice in thut
swindle, Buniter himself they could deal with afterwards.

But the rascal knew what would happen to him if the
deceived janiors collared him at that moment. e was p-
ning as if for las life.

The Bemovites came dashing out of the gateway with a
whoop, but tha road was:empty. The fugitive had dis-
appeared. They glarcd round in scareh of him,

":HE'E taken to the wood!” shouted Bob Uherry.
an -!!

“Hold on!" rvoarad Coeker, *' Look thoere!™

He pointed down the rooad

A black man had come into sight, connng divectly towards
them. . That the swindler would have the nerve to come back
wes amazing, and the excaited juniors did not pause to think
how curious it was, They made a wild rush for the Wack
man, and were round him in a moment.

u 'fl‘ln]lar him ™

‘" Bring him int"

“Take him back to Winﬁnte I

The black man strogeled furiously in the frazp of the
Greylriars fellows. He hit sut, too, fiercely enough; and as
he was & powerlul foellow, half & dogen of the juniors rolled
in the road before he was secured. But they were 100 many
for him. He was swoept off his feet, and in the gresp of a
dozen pairs of hands, he was rushed towards the gates,

“ Let me %crl” he shouted. * Arve you mnad? %\'h::t does

) i« “ Don’t et him
smash him! We'll danghter lim, and

U Ceme

this mean? lLet me gol”

“ We've got you, you swindlert”

"Come on! You can tell Wingate who you ave

“ I am Diniwaye. I—-"

* My hat, he's going to t“r}v te brazen it out!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry. ** All right. ¢'ll give him & chance. Bring

him along.”

Still strugghng furously in the grosp of 1the enraged Grey-
friers Iellows, but unable to release himself, the black man
was rushed into the gateway, and across the Close towards
the football-ground.

The word 1 round at ence that the swindler was
vaught, and all Grevfriars crowded round as he was whirled
pway towards the football-ground. One of the fellyws had
gmked up the woolly wig, dropped by the unpostor in his

izht, and he followed the crowd with it

" We've pot him, Wingate!” shouted Hu%nnt,

* And T've pot his ziddy wig!" hewled Tubb of the Third.

“ Here he 15, Wingate,”

The black man was bumped down at the feet of the captain
?{ Greyfriars. He scrambled wp, his black face working with
ury.

* What does this mean?" he exclaimed in 2 choking voice.
* How dare you?! Do you dare to handle me like this be-
couse I o black? I—J]=—Te——=" i

2
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Wingate's brows conbracted.

“ You sooundreel 1" he exelaimed. ' Your black would scon
wazh ofl, I cxpect, How dare you play such a trick on us?”

The black man looked bewilderved

*Trick! What trick?’

“Don't play the fool with me!? zaid Wingate savagely.
“ You carme here psssing voursslf off as Diniwayo, the Craw-
loy ceritre-foroard 1’

“ 1 oam Diniwayo !

* What !"

“ And I did not come here, [ was dragged here by these
younz rascals, who all scem to be mad!" shouted the black
man. T ask vou what it meana?”

Wingate stared at him blankls.

“ You—you say yvou are Dimwaye!”

H 1 am Diﬂi‘n’:l;ﬂu! " . .

“ Liav!" roaved Bob Cherry. * Woy, you'rs as big a liar
as Bunter, It was Dunter put you up to coming hero amld
spooling us."'

“ Bunter! DBunter! Whe is Bunter®™

“ You—you don't know Buanter? Why, you must be dottyl
Youu ean't take us in like that! You're found out, and now
]ml‘n} going to have tho TAgEing of your life. s ;

“WYan've o swindler Y sald Wingate aternly. * You're not
Diniwayo. You're nol a negro at alf!”

“ What, I—I—F—"

“ I'va t his wig here!" howled
shaving his way fﬂ:l"i.'l.‘[-ll'd through t_-l't'E! El'l):-'l'da

And Tubb held up the wig for inapaction. :

Then there was a roar of surprise, he black mun's hat
hal Leen knocked off, and hiz hoad was cxposed to view, and
his hemd was covercd with thick woolly hairt .

Wingate glanced from the detached woolly wig in Tubl's
hend, to the woolly hair of the black man before him, and
foit as if his head }vem_mrmlig rand.

i Hu—-hcs'.a E.'GI:”hm hair on!"" he atammered,

Y lareat oot

"%nh hore's his wix!" howled the amazed Tubb, “I
[riﬂkm! it up where he dropped it whea he bolted.

Wingate gasped. .

* You've got the wrony man!

ke Whu-a;:?t'f"’ s

© Great Scott ! ;

Coker of the Fifth took hold of the black man’s woolly
Lair, and gave it a jerk. _Ti!.ql-.r:: wns i }'Dﬂl of paln !'rc»r]n
the owner of the hair. but it did naot come off. Enden}l it
was not a wig this time. He twrned fieveely upon Coker,
who stared at him open-mouthed,

COlp—-it—it's real !t stuttered Cober.

LT !-I,':..'-ql n 1'{!‘-{11 I'lig :“ oo

“ But—but what—— .

e you've mede a mistake ™ said Wingate severely. © The
real man's got awax.  This chap happened to he COMINY
along, and von collared him withont stopping to think, I
Bl 2

DPSE? crumbs ! said Bob Clerre. O =T supposze that's
itt How were we to know? There ain't such o jolly erowd
of uizs in these parts, you knew, I duln’'t know there wero
any .E‘.t .I,[H_ ﬂﬂl’j l.'-']'l‘l.."‘rl Wt 2N ]Iill’t—""-"

“ We—we collared him " said Cloker “I—I sax,
gorry.  This isn't the chap we ware afier ar alll”

1 say, siv, wo're awfully sorey !

It was all o pustake™

“We took you for somebody else”

" Wo apologise [

The anwer faded out of the black man's face, He under-
vtood now that he had been seized in mistake for somebody
clse, and the Grerfriara fellows were evidently sincere in
thaoir H.pd'll[_}gll'l"'ﬁ.

“*U'm zorry this hazs happeaed. sie'” said Wingate courte-
ously. " Puerhaps you'll excuse these voung asses if T tell
vou what's happencd. A fellow calling himself Diniwayo,
und gol up ns & dark—as a coloured man. came here offering
1o play in » mateh for na today, Tt turned out that he was
u white man, sod playing a rvotten jape on ws.  You can
guess how disappointed we all were, altor expocting a chap
Like Diniwayo, to find out that we Lbad been taken in. The
rascal has just bolred, and the fellows were alter him when
they came on yvou."

The black man grinned.

It is ali vight,” he said good-bumoured!y, 1 was vory
angry, I thﬂllg]ll- thov must all be wad, I was [aking ki | wu_“t,
in the country. I had no idea anyilung was going to happen,
when thoy suddenty rushed on me,™

“ We were silly asses, and no mistake,” saild Whartou.
“Wa're all sorry.”

“ It is all right, Dut do von teli wie that thiz impostor you
speak of came here in my bame s Dinowave ™"

“You ave Dintwayo Linselt ! ecxclaimed Winsato.

" Yea, certainly.” '
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The (royfriats fellows gazed at the famous centre-forward
with wide-open oyes. This was the great man himself, the
genuing articlo at lask, And certzinly the stron iy-ﬁu:lt,

" aotive, alort black man looked more like a footbualler than

tho fellow who had been chased wigless, from the school
Fates,

“Tt's the roal Diniwaye,” said Coker. * My hat, what a
giddy cowmcidence! I hope you'll forgive ns sir; we didn's
know."

Diniwayo nodded and smiled.

“It'a all right,” he said. " Now I understand. Tiut will
vou tell mo why did vou want Diniwayvo to play for you this
afternoon "

Winzate made un involuntary grimace.

“ We're in a hole," he said. ** We'vo gdt a big match on
this aftornoon—the most important match of the season to
ws—and onr team's gono io picces.  I'vo got seven men
crocked, and I had to Gl their places the best T could. You
can bet I was jolly glad when ii thought I had a chance of
playing a man like the Crawley centre-forward.”

hen vou are disappointed ¥

“1 shonld say =0, But it can’t be helped.”

“Poerhaps it can,” sugeested Diniwayo, smiling. T quite
“nd,,rgrf-t-a"d the position; and you wanted Diniwayo very
TG -

“Yery much indeed”

“ Waell, Diniwayo is here "

Wingato atarted,

“You—you don't mean to say——"" he gasped. Then he
pansod, The bBlack gentleman's meaning was clear, but it
seemed too goml Lo be true.

Diniwayo podded.

“ I'eo nothing to do this afternoon he said, 1 was
taking o walk, but I should not object to a little footer prac-
tice. I'Hl play for vou with pleasure, if you like, if you can
Iend e some things."' ) .

* Oh, my bat, you've a brck!" exclaimed Wingate joy-
fully, ** After the way those voung idiots have handled you,
too 7

Dintwava laughed.

“3h, that's nothing!
pretty toueh; they haven't hurt me,
play?”

It was all a mistake. And I'm
Would you like me to
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“Would I grinned Wingate. * Well, just a little bit.
I durf;t know how to thank you. It's too Jolly good to be
true !

“It's settled, then. I'N play.™”

* Huorray I’ roared Bob Uherry.
vld Diniwayg

ik El.'ﬂ-\'f}f”

There wes a shout from the divection of the gates.

** Here come Redelyffe 1"

The Redelyfie brake had arrived.

S Come on ! exclaimed Wingate, ' I'll §'{-t you Btted out
with some of my things in a jiffy. My only hat! Dub this
18 luck—real luck ™

And the black foothaller disappeared into the dressing-room
‘tf!r{th Wingate, followed by a vinging cheer from all Grey-
riars,

* Hip-pip-huivay ! Goed

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Someihing Like a Win!

REYF}?IARB turned out as one man to waich that
maten.
With one exception—that of William Gearge Bunter.
Bunter, from the tuckshop, had seen the flizht of the
discovered impostor—and RBunter ‘had made himself very
scaree. Dut no ope missed Bunter, or thought of him, just
then,

They had Diniwayo after alt—by wonderful luck they had
secured the genuine Crawley centre-forward, and they gave
no thought to Billy Bunter or his spodfing,

The crowd was thick round the ropes as the teams came
on to the field,

Redelyffe were astonished. Theiv feclings were not exactly
pleasant when they saw the black face gleaming in the
contre of the Greyiriars [ront hine

But Campbell was a true sportsman, and he never thought
of raising any objection-not that it would have been
verarded, if he had.  In Campbell’s team there was a8 County
League player, and that fally gave Wingate the right to
:Luyd the Crawley centredorward M he liked.  And he
ked !

But Campbell, who had come over to Greyfriare with an
vnusually strong team, and the mtention of wiping Wingate
and hiz mon off the face of the earth, realised that the match
wag not going to be the walk-over he had anticipated.

Diniwaye, tiic black contre-forward, was a host in himsalf—
atd all the Redelyfians scknowledsged that they would have
ull t}i;u:lr work ¢ut out if they were going to win that
e h.

It fell to Redelyffo to kick off. The ball rolled, and the
mateh started. There was o shout all round the ground.

Yo o Dinmwaye I

“{n the ball I

And Diniwaye ““went it He fully vealized the great
expectations of the Grevivioes erowd.

}L_’.‘n_ﬁn in the mateh with the "Spurs, he had uot shown better
foane.

Mot that it was & anoqan 7 ogame by any means.  Dind-
wiaye backed up the tenm a: moch as they backed him up.

Wingate had ziven him the centre of the front line, and
placed  himself at centrechalf. e would have been gquite
willing to let Diniwayo eaptain the side, but that the black
footballer would not consent to. Ile was playing as one of
Winguie's eleven, and that was all

But what a playver he was!  Ilis pace was terrific, his pass-
b & mivacle of suremess, hix shooting deadly and un-
eThing.

"L"."}]g;-n he sent the leather in the Redelyffe gonlie, good asz
he was, hodd [ictle chance of saving.

Redelyffe put upr a moad [ight, amd thelr peneral execllence
counter-balanced, to u certuin extent, the immense superiority
of the Greviriars centre-forward.

But from the start there was ne doubt which team had the
advantagre.

In the first half, Redelyfie zot thyough once; but there
were three goals to the eredit of Greyiriars, two of them
from the Toot of Iiniwayo.

“ Tan't it ripping 7”7 chuckled Bob Chervy, as the playera
ceased for the interval, '* Deoeen’t he kick like an—like an
angel "

Y T never seon an angel kick,” sad Havry Wharton,
lnughing. " Bot, by Jove, he does kick rippingly ! Ancd by
ee !

P Groased lightning [ grinned Nugent.

“ The gpreasofulness of tho lightning i= terrifie 1"

“ What jolly good Inck to oet him after a1 17

Y Gorresas

* Yans, bogad !

Ry Jove!  After this, T think we won't =laughter
TBunter, after all,” sxid Bob Cherry, L mlﬁht to he
botled i ol—tmt after all 1 was thronzh Bunter's spoofing
that we got Diniwave !

“* Here they come! Go it, Greyfrars 1™
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The teams lined up for the second half. The first half had
beon groelling, and zame of the players were showing sigus
of it, But the black centre-forward was as fresh as & daisy
~-a black daisy, as Bob Chorry remarked, with & chuckle.

Redelyfic did their best—but the tide was against them,
Once more the visitors pobt throngh—but only once. Amd
three more goals fell to Greyiriars; the last on the vmy
stroke of time, when Diniwayo charged the zoslkeopwr in
with the ball in his handa.

Then the schistle weont.

“ Bix goals to two ! chortled Bob Cherry.

“ Greyfriara wins! Hurrah !

* Food old Diniwayo !

“ Bravo, brave!"”

And there were thunderous cheers for the black foothaller
s the players came off.

“ Hurrah "

. - W - + * L L ] |
Greyfriars had won the yreat match,

Redelyfe went bootless home—and all Greyfriars rejoiced.

Mecdless to say, a tremendous ovation was given ko IMini-
wayo, and when he left Grevfriars, hall the school marched
down to the station with him, and cheered his train as it
went out.

When Billy Bunter came in—Jlate—in a state of mortal
terror, expecting to be hanged, drawn, and qoartered—he
met with the surprise of his life. His wretched s muﬁ.‘n}’ﬁ. haod
turncd out so well that the Greyfriars fellows had decided ta
forgive him. But they made remarks to him that woubd
haveo picreod the skin of a rhinoceros.

Bunter did not mind them—he waa only too plad to pet
off without the tremendous vapging he had expected, mnd
fully deserved. Indeed, before many days had paswd, Billy
Bunter might have been heavd talking in his usval strain,
and elainting the whoele and entire credik of the victoey Livey-
friara had won by the aul of the Black Footballer !

THE EXD,

® :

| YARNS TO TELL.
®

@

A ROLLING BTONE.

There 18 no knowing what & tramp has bad m the way of
education. Many a pitisble-looking object in rags and tatters,
equipped with a splondid profcasional whining  voive, and
gecomplished in the art of shivering, commenced with & pood
education, So it was with Deeary Daniel, whe called one
day at & prim old !adv's house to beg a few coppers aud a
dry erust—the drybr the better. Ige did not look an impusing
object, The rags be wore were sodden wet, aml there was
not much of his hat loft except the bram.

“Mrv good man,” said the old lady, * why dou'i youn pet
to work, and give up begging 7 Don't you know that a rolling
stone gathers no moss 1 T .

“ Madam,” replied Dreary Daniel in his ol ' free
education " tone, * witheut cvading your question, or wishing
to presume, may I ask what practical wtility moss woulid be
to & man in my position?”

Waters (shaking his fountain-pen): * You have no iden how
ensily these pens yun.” . i

His neighbour (applving blotting-paper to his trouscrs}:
““Oh, I have an inkling 1"

s T‘D“dTHE POINT. ; - .
The old man saved ma spgers from destroction.
He had found s tunnel hmk:ﬁ mﬁ;?gnnd had stopped the
train In time. .

86 the grateful passengoers collected for him, and arranged
for a great gathering at which he was to receive a presenta-
tion,

Tho evening eame, and bofore his admiving fellow-villagers
the hero ascended the platform. )

“ My, Mumpkins,"” ssid tho chairman, in pompeous tones,
“ it is the desite of those yor so nobly saved from death
that you should reecive some small token of yonr promptness
in averting the terrible disuster. 8o we have mwt herc this
evening to ask you to accept this gold watch, which we
trust will serve to remind you of the undying gratitude of
thoe donors,™

Mr. Mumpkins spoke never a word, He took the gold
watch from its velvet-lined ease, and cyed it, first one side
and then the other. Then he cxamined the case, while the
committoe and spectators watched him, awaiting an outhurst
of thanks and praise. At lost he spoke, and every liead bewt
forward. :

“ Where's the chain for it he asked.
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READ THIS FIRST,

Fegrers Lord, the Iamouns mulii-millionaits, i3 surroonded in his magolfcent Loodon resid ing- p
Ban-Wags, the Bikimo, snd Prout & Co.—the stalwarts of the mﬂll:lnlfl'l*l !l.m;:u tui:;fll.li':nibth? I.rumfl':'i iﬁﬁﬂﬁuh;yﬁllﬂl::& ::Er;g cﬂ Tt

mih '3 mmmt:qﬂut; iht:t E‘mﬁ:; 1{;!11 is :imnl to hsliil.ﬂ tmn cﬁ:.h u!hhlih m?t
iing attention to a curlously oarved narwhai’s o 8 has picked up in an East-Eod corio-denler’s shop.
10 ba hnl!ﬁr aod to¢ contaln some gold coins mod » small wad o! parchment, which . Hsde Iore Lhaon
island inhablted by siea ﬁﬁ"" which Ferrecs

mystazions Hontl
::ﬁlgfn island ** Mysteria '" in adwancs,
“ﬁﬁ paris, and thers, not & loague away, &

Jimeon, the parrot, is Yound croaking over m huge bus
ibey have never sesn belore. The castaway Is toond to
Bola has besen blown in Myateria,

Mysterls. Whils crossing the island in canvas hoats, thexy are
the YI:'{J' have narrow migu. nobody
startles all by shouting at the top of hiz voice, ** Look ount !

down 4 desp tunoel, and Injuring his head,
#nd when Proat sdvences to catch his pet, he stambles over the body of & man whom
¢ alive, end js taken aboard the submarins,

insciion
expeditions agsin. Meantime, the milllonalre himeslf 1s
The fmak

bears & strange message Irom the sem, This tells of a

Lord determinss to go Io search of. Thurston immediately christens the
board ths Lord of the Desp, and as th i

ears Mysterin—ihe weird island.
ria. The landing-party find the island to be an evil-smelling swamp, with Little sign of Ule.

i ts & binck lake, and then Barry creates a diversion by lailing

ey are sisaming along oné day & bank of fog abead
slore suorize the pext morning & move is mede to explors

They vateh a glimpse of & tarrilyiog monster which
Shprily affer this sdventars,

The adventurers then find a great

Ferrars Lord sud his men uxplu::;t lthiﬂiimm of the pit, and find a miniaturs lvland has bean formed ipsida
(- Ta]

i injured. An enormous bat next disturds théem, and they hoave hard corvered, wh =Ln

Thara's gomething in front ' *° 4 s when Ching-Lang

by ane of the great monstars which inhabit Myateria ; but, slthough

{Now contiouna thiz splandid atory.)

Caved In!

. They halted and huddled together. Ther conld hear a rust

]lﬁs'-ﬁm‘-'ﬂpmg nolge, as if some creature were dragging itaell
heavily over the ground. It was between them and the
ﬂlutﬂ.r}t naphtha iig‘ ts, for which they were making.

" Keep your guns ready,” smid the millionaire’s stendy,

uiet voice, “ and take your time bofore vou shooi. The

dows are very deceptive. Stand ebill ™

An angry scream rang cut bohind them, mingled with the
bout of wings. The seavenger was rveturning (o its inte
Fupted meal.

* By hokev.” wellod Prout. © it's com—
- The steersman, who carried one of the lamps, was knocked
down like a ninepin struck by a ball, and the lamp woent
spinning into the sy, It grazed Ching-Lung's head as it
descended. To clutech at it and t‘:ainﬁ i owas oa puarely
mechanical act on the prince’s pavt; but it was a chunay
catoh, and one that might have had a teervible vesult, for he
trapped his thumb, and his cocked rifle exploded.

A frantic hisgsing and clattering answercd the roar.  Under
their vexy feot gomothing flapped and seveamed.  Croael
erack ! barked Maddecle's vevolver, and Ferrers Lord slouted
to them to stand still.

*“Bouee me, show me the plim!" growled Maddocl:, cnol of

ead and steady of hand when there was any shooting to he
-l;lcru?.‘.’ “1've Lknocked the dust out o swmmar. Here lin
arae

It wae an enovmous owl, that certainly had not been born
in the cavern, but had quickly discovered that ir formed an
excellent hiding-place and larder. Dazzled by the light, it
had flown straight at the stoorsman with a farce that bl
bhowled Prout over, and knoclked all the breath out of Lo,
But what was the other creatura? Was it as harmless as the
bivd killed by Maddock’s bulleta ¥

“Where's Gan?" asked Ching-Lung, in terror.

“1 all vights, Chingy !"" answered the Fskimo feebly.

* And Barrey ¥

**Here, sir,” growled the brave boy from Ballybunion,
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: With a sigh of thaukinlness, Ching-Taang ojecied the tmpty
snoll and pushed another cortridge into the breech of his
vifle, Tl had done no damage. Prowt got up and rubbed
himse]f.

“ How

Ik might have been worse,” satd Ferrers Loid.
did you manage it, Ching "

" Hanged if I know, old man ! I grabbed at the lamp sl
banged it down on the gun.. Anyhow, [ saved the glim from
smashing.  What's become of that other seraping beast 7 1t
may have .atupgar-d my atray bunllet,"

© Ateady and liyrop

The echoos had worn themsolves out, and the cavern was
seeapid in silenee.

U oAdvanee, lads ' said Ferreva Lol

The ground was fairly lovel and animpeded.

* Musk I said Ching-Lung., 1 can smell it.
that all these brutea should smell ke zour sk,
bievris——--- Liet hack! Well, T'U b Dlessed!  Tualk
AL i Wonderlamd &

l::alllar‘h"fnga lowlnd, and sprang bacic »six feet. A tremnen-
dos claw jumped into the air, saupping, and dropped back,

Tho uvkoown creatnve had gouo, shedding its wounded
member ;. but the claw, still renacions of life, pimpod amd
siapped till Maddock, using his rifle like a crickor-bat, drove
it clean 1o on with o magnificent Iusty stroke, '

“Hi M sand Ching-lang. Alap ot of the ground,
Ben!™

Liis feoble zally did not cause o smide, There was another
roverberating crash.

* Homo of the roof,”” said Ferroes Toord.

A cloud of dusi obscured the light, and Cling.Line folt his
arin olutehod tightls.

AN ryghat, Ganvs ™ ke said, with a confdenee he did nok
focl, = Keep up vour poecker!™

)

It's gqurer
Why,
aboait

Hal Honour Walks Into a Trap and is Captured—The Deluge.
Drivon by a dozen paddles, a large canoe crept aleng the
shove of Mystecia. The Lord of the Decp lay on the other
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side of tho island. There were fiftecn men in the cance—
men with" inkempt, overgrown beards, long, mg‘ﬁ,‘ed- hait, and
clothes that bore every sign of wear and rough ussge. All
tho same they looked well fed, and wind, salt, and sun had
tanned their faces to o mahogany tint.. 3

Julins Faber, without his familiar red tam-o’-shanter, sat in
the prow, his arm round the towering figure-head that had
been carved by some native erafltsman to represent one of their,
idols., It was a huge, repulsive, uncanny idel, with huge
tecth and bulging aves, and the ecmrver who designed it
¢ertainly had o mdrvellons imagination,

" ** That's the - place,” growled the xli:mtlelt-if-ggcd man,
“ unless the brimstone island "as altered.’

Julius Faber stared keenly at the hills,

“ Yoz, that's where we saw the lights,” he smd. “ If wo
can only find & bay or & creek, we shall de.”

*And if wo don’t find one we ghall be done,” puffed the
fat man. ** That cursed submearine will come cruizin® round
and bloew us out of the watcr !™

““Oh, stop your brimstone snarling ! zaid the crnipple
nervously. ** Bay summeat pleasant, if you wants to talk!
I'don’t like to "ear that boat mentioned. Shut up about it!”

" Here's the very spot! cried Faber. *° Take her in!"

The opening was very narrow. They poled her through,
and then the channel widened and twisted to the left. A few
strokes of the paddles brought the canoe into an ides]l hiding-
place. They were guita invisible from the sea, and the ne
of. the ¢reek was so insignificant thet it could hardly-have been
discovered etce-g& by puke mccrdent. They landed, glad to
stroteh their limhbs,

“Will it be safe to make a brimstone fire™ asked the
cripple,

‘The bresze was blowing sesawards, ;

" Yes, you may light one il you like,” said Faber, * Thers's
not much risk.”

The dry weeds burned strongly. A tripod was erected, and
o pob containing fish put on to iﬁii. Three ment were set to
clean rifles, and neat rum was served out.

* Beatter about and see if you can find some brimstone
water,"” said Stumpy, who appeared to be second in command.
“ I never thought I'd come to be dead sick of good spirit,
but I ates the very smell on it."

Faber was walking up and down moodily, but he stopped.

“ Bave the trouble,™ he satd, “ You won't find & drain of
fresh water down here. There may be & few th of it up
there left by the rain, but there's nothing below that isn’t
brine. T'll find water for you later on. You can get the kegs
out,'

It was lack of drinking-water, even more than bad weather,
that had driven the cinnabar-hunters and blackbirders back
to Mysterda. Without it they could not reach the other island,
though they had -made a bold effort against head-winds and
rough weather. They had Anished their last quart that morn-
g, and their stomachs at last begun to revolt against rum,
They had plenty of food, and a buaited line in those prolific
seas always took fish, Glad enough to rest, they lay round
the fire and smoked their pipes.

T like to know what thetr brimstone game is,” snarled
Stumpy.  ** What do they want foolin’ round on this "ere dirt-
‘sap—eh? What are the brimstone curs arter? What "ave

they struck?”

“ Maybe it's pearls, snuffled the fat man,

“I'd give 'em pearls—leaden 'uns, out o a brimstone
rifle '’ hissed the cripple. ™ I'd rush ‘em again if 1 could find
six o you wi' a bit more "eart than a cockroach to foller me,
Wo might cateh 'em nappin’ and collar the boat. But it ain't
no uso thinkin' on it. You ain't got the pluck o’ mice—not
ona of you!”

*Ooh! shuddered the fat man. “I"m not afraid of
bullets, or any fair hghting, but nobody 1i\'ing' can tackle an
clectriec dynamo. You dide't {eel ke we did.”

“T reckon vou must ha' felt it a brimstone lot by the way
vou "owled,” sneered Stumpy. " U'm game for another slap at
em, and it's worth it.  That brimstone, thin-faced ‘ocund
wouldn't do me twice, I'Hl do "im afore it's all over. ¥You
can't play the same brimstone trick on me twice runnin’, No
man alive can do it.”

He cast an ovil glanee at Julivs Faber, who was pacing
moodily up and down. Faber had quick cars,

“T'm ready to make another attempt,” he szaid, turning
sharply. “ Give me an idea, and I'll follow wyou.™

“ Raght, T'll chew one over, cap,” said HStumpy.
half beat yet.”

The men were 1 good fettle, and they did ample justice
io the dry biscuits, and fish boiled in salt water. Probably
thoe distike they had taken to rum had something to do with
it. Mo collection of the lowest type of tramp ever found
in a casual ward equalled them in loaks.  They were
abominably dirty, abominably rapged, and -amazingly strong
and healthy. Above all, as they realizged that their only
hope lay in clinging together, Faber had themi well n hand.
The only doubtfuls were Stumpy and his bloated comrade,
the fal man.

“ I T do make a plan,” muttered the cripple, *' it won't
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be my brimstone fault if Faber don't get betwcen a bulle

and daylight. But plans don't.grow on trecs. The old idea
iz the best. Sneak up to 'em, board 'em, and smash s the
wachinery. We were idiots not to do that before.”

Faber walked down to the end of the rreek and lookéd
to the north. He t]m?lped down. The Lord of the Deep,
the sun gleaminz on her conning-tower, was coming lazi
round the point, He watched. her nosing her way throug
the waves, her decks awash.

“ Keeping her machinery warm,” he thought, * She's &
wonderful craft, Wili she sce our smoke ™’ _

The submarine slid on, and turned .the south:rn point of
Mysteria. Faber walked back to the camp.

*1T'H take cight men,'” he said, :

*“What's the brimstone goad of tiving us out, Fabert"
Erunted Stumpy. * What's the use o' carting about a lot o
egs on chance? Let's find the water fust, and then fetch

it.

. glﬂ not intend to take any kegs. Water-bottles will be
enough.

* Well, clear off, then!” snarled the cripple. ** My lovely
feet’ are not ‘made for mountain-climbin’, so I'll stuy where
I am and losk arter the brimstone cance. Mind vou dun’t
break your necks

‘The fat man_also declined to stir, and went to sleep, te
grunt and snore like an overfed pig.

“We'll po slowly,” said Faber. “ Get out what hatehels
we have”

On  this side of the island the concuszion had wrought
rreat hoavos on the eestwhile submarine forest. Tho trees
were less dense, and for that reason, having been more ex-
poscd to sun and aiv, they were more rotien. The ragped
water-seckers set out, It was hard going over the failen
stema and heaps of rubbish, and they were badly shod. Thev
advanced steadily, all the same, for havdship had trained
them to perfzction.

A few pools were met with, but their edges were white

with erystallised salt, and the water was utterly wnfit to
drink, ‘being three times as full of brine as thie sca,
Faber had expecred this, and was not dismayed. 1le [vlt

sure that up in the hills he would find some pocket in which
the rain-water had been caught. . If that failed them, deapera-
tion would compel them to do-.one of two things—to make
another attack on the submarine, or else to throw themsclves
on the mmerey of its owner, Ferrers Lord. The canoo was
stout and scaworthy, but- water wus essentivl. Without e
they could not reach the fever-sritien island they had left,
and there was little or no chance of- being picked up by a
passing veasel, for they wers scores of leagues outside of any
trade route, and the winter was close upon them.

He was a scoundrel and a pure adventurer, but he was a
good leader, and full of enzrev and determination. The
chances of the game had gone against him in every way, buk
he was stall Full of fOght,

* Come, come,” he said, as his ragtge-d followers hegan to
flag. " What's the matter with vou?’

*I'm clean done, cap,” groaned one of them.
got one boot left,”

“ Then stay behind. We can only find water higher up,

Wa can do without vou.”
The man-pgave 3 cry of terror at the thought of being
abandoned in that terrible place, and limped after them.
Every moment the path became more difficule end more
stcep. Still, there was no sign of the precious fluid they
were in search of. Though his own boots were split and torn,
Faber set a fast pace. . The sun blazed down on their heads,
and perspiration streamed out of them. They hung out their
tongues like tired dogs, and panted.

“'Ere, cap, I'm done!” groaned a voice, * I'm beoat for
food IV

Two of them had given in, and had thrown themselves
down, absolutely tired out.

“ We'll come back for you,” said Faber,

“No, no, capl Don't leave us” they shricked. * Don'f
leave us, cap,”

Faber did not halt, but two other men went back., His
force was reduced by half. Thirst was strangling him, and
the heat was terrible,
h“ l;'.‘nua.':}.ge!“ he said, * We'll soon be at the top. What's
that "

* Water! I can hear it, cap. It's water ™

They could hear it tinkling as it fell—the mozt duleet mnsio
they had ever histened to. Like thirsty bullocks Lrekhing
over & parched Afriean plaim, their nostrila dilated, as if they
could scent it.  "Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle! came the note. Tt was
very close to them, but where?  They gazed about them with
areedy eyes. Tinkle;, tinkle, tinkle! One man dropped on
hiz kneea and began to dig feverishly at the ground.

“It's higher up—up there ! sad Faber hoaraely.

“I've only
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Ho began to scramble up a stoep ridee. Then he uttered
& shout. A tin;-' streatl of water trickled over the rock, and
plashed into a little hollow, The water was slightly Ravoured
withe salt, but that was nothing, Thoy lay round the panl,
and drank like cattle

*Till vour bottles." said Faber. 11 zo a little higher"

He pulled himscelf over the lsst ridge, and the hill sloped
up gently before him to its summit. Ho was too clever to
show himself against the skvline, so he erawled for twenty
yardz. Then he volled over and over in torror, for he had
nearly gone headlong into a wide fissure of uoknown depth.
Heu 00on reecovered from his fright, and erept on, keeping well.
efear of the crack in the hill

* Whow !’ :

Is whistled, and ducked back his head. A bip man was
walking lazily towards him. Faber cocked his rifle.  He
pould mot retreat. The big man, obviously, felr guite secure
and at ease, for he was smoking his pipe, and his rifle was
on his back. Suddenly he knoelt and beren to crawl. Then
he tay Rat, and gazed down into the bowels of the carth.
and uttered a shout.

Faber wormed away like a snake.

1al Honour had taken his nme—or. rather, his time had
been faken from him—for he had had some trouble with one
of the naphtha-lemps. which was burning badiv. Peeriog
into the hole, he saw lights slimmerimg below. but his shouts
wera notk anawered.  That meant” nothing, however, tor the
explorers might have rone further on.  He walked alone
tho edze of the fissure, and took the measuroments. Ie had
widened a good deal. but he saw that there was no danger
of a sudden collapse. Then he lay down again, and peered
into the chasm.

“ Ahoy " he ballowed.

Tho lights were sull winking below, bp: once more he
heard no response.  1le refilled his pipe. Perhaps they had
l:dind back. rowing the rafts. te iing out two more of the

ig lamps. There was nothing to make him uneasy, for, in
any case, the telegraphic apparatus would keep them in tonch
both with Hupert and the submarine,

The vessel had pone round the izland. He saw her moving
along, and opened the Aag-box that had been left beside the
windlazs, intending to sigmal to the Lord of the Deep to
lnarn if they had heard any news. Hul Honour was stonpne
ovar the box, when a showt made him torn,

“Btik vour hets un stranger”” said on voiee
mlll‘

Tt taok a xood denl to astesnsh the olear-headod, stolid
eagineer, but s hamdsome face was the pickure of amaze,
IMive rageed rascal:s were levelling vifles at his head., Huonouor
held up hiz hands as there was nothing else to de.

* Pull that gun away from him.” aaid the hatless fivoee in
front. *" and sce if he's pot a barher, Devrick."

Tha enginece submitted to being disarmed, for pecessitv
ownz ne law.  He rateed his evebrows questioningly.,

YO, vou're zoang with us! said Faber, * B jingo, this
13 not o bad haul, Chief engineer by his unmiform, and onlv
a litter by the grease on his hand<™

The engincer walkeod down the meline, ol ~making hbis
pipe. Suddenly ke swung roand.

* Now vou don'e !V

A ravolver was thrust  into o WA,
Honour smiled. and went on,

“ Thiz is better oven than water,” sawl Faber, © They'l
do something to get him back if we know how to play the
cardx right.  Keep an eve on b, for he looks tough. |
don't want to shoot vou, shipmate,” he added, * bhat vou ean
toll by looking at us that we're not flourishing, What's vour
name?" i

* Yours %' demanded the gisnt,

“Oh, Ive got a lot of name.:
prezent.”’

* FHlonour.™'

*wot Harold [onowe?" velled Faber

“ Harodd Houwour.™

The adventurer slapped hiz leg. He seldom displared any
emotion. but he could not restrain his joy. Everybody had
beard of Harold Hounour, the famous enineer.

- % Look here!" said Faber. staring at the onflinching blue
eves, * Are you lying. shipmate®”

The great enginecr shrngged his shoulders,

“ 1 am watting.”” he santk,

“By Jove, we've got him!” muttersd Faber Lfrru[t‘amlj'.
* It"s Honour right encugh, and he's worth anything we like
to ask for ¢f we can only hang on to him. The luck has
turned at last, The—— Don't shoot-—don't shoot ! ,

Derrick rolled past him. The engineer had atrock him
down, almost breaking his jaw., Faber fAung up his arms
befors the nifles, almost rizking a bullet,

“* What did vou do that for?” he howled.
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L '[:'arﬂtr too close” said the engineer briefly. * Object to
vermin,

The man serambled up, groaning.

“DBon't be a fool,” saad Fater. ** We want this man, He's
Honour, the big engineer. They'll make any terms with us
to got him lmﬁ There'll be money cncugh te plaster up
vour toothache, Derrick. Shoot him in the leg if he tries
te bolt, that's all. Trest him as if he's loaded with diemonds.”

Derrick cursed and nhrsed his jaw. A horse might have
kicked him, and huart him leas,

** Tie his "ands then [" he snarled.

“ ¥ew, tle his "ands, cap,” chimed in the othera.

Faber looked at the enginecr almost apodgebically. Ha
muig:'iﬂgain nothing by treating such a valuable prisoner
roughly.

“* Do you mind, Mr. Honour?’

Hal pointed to the steep and dangerous path, and touched
his neck. Ho did not want to break 1t by a full—a thing that
migl:t easily happen were he deprived of the use of his bands,
FFaber whispered to the others. )

“ All right; I guess you knows best, cap,” groaned Derrick,
wincing with pain. * I'll wait till arterwards. I'll wait to
pay 'im later. Oh, my jaw! I can "ardly move it!”

* Now, sir,” said Faber politely. ]

Quick as was the engineer both in theught and action, he
saw no chance of cacape, Nor bad hoe ever boen i stranger
company. They joined the other scurcerows below, and they
fﬁugﬁ ke tigers fur the water-bottles. One of the men
volunteered to refill them, and they waited for lom to return,

A sudden rumbling noise and a quivering beneath their
feot sent the blood from the engineer’s checks. They sprang
ap. A acreaming human body came bounding down the
incling and dropped with a splintering crash into a mass of
dried weed. ﬂ;vn came a rush of water thet rolled them
away like corks, and Mysteria seemed to totter and vecl like
a honse in the midst of an carthguake.

I the Enemy's Camp—A Eold Bid for Liborty!

Iial Honour came to rest on the flat of hiz back with a
thud that Glled the air with spots and sparks, The engimeer
lay still for a time, rather hazy in his mind as to what had
happoned. He knew he was very wet and very shaken, He
ili}".ﬁ:r lifted cach arm in turn, and then cach leg.  No bones
appearcd to be  broken, and, after a stroggle, Honony
managed to sit up and look about him.

His hrst glance cncountered My, Jolivs Faber, The Lilack-
birder nnd mercary-hunter was roefully rubbing hi= head,
Lot his bruises did not prevent him from drawing a vevolver
the moment he noticed that the prisoner had revived, Unber
was one masz of mud, and his face was h‘El:'L‘i'l‘illiE.

“ Knocked pretty hard, shiproate " he ingnired.

* Brutally "' _

Faber was cunning, and not ax all the man to believe half
that was told him. )

8o am L' he said: * bob it's strange bow quick von got
over these things., I'm pretty sore myself, Mr. Howouwr, but
i'd like to go and see after the others.  DPerbaps they'n:
sorer.” ] )

The man of few words put the question with a gesture,

“Why don't you go, then?' ) .

“ Beeanse, my friend,” replicd Faber, * you might taks it
into vour head to go, too. T put a big value on vyou. anel E
wouldn't lose vour company for a lot. T won't ~ay how much,
for vou might think T was fattering vou, My affection, if
new. 15 a lasting one. In fact, Mr. Honowr, it's a case of love
at first sight. Some of my comrades may be shaking off this
mortal roil for the sake of o little brief attention from me,
and vet, rather than tear myself away from you, I leave them
to die. Can affection go further?” : :

Although every bore in his biz body wa: pehing, the
engineer laughed.

* Yeu're no fool " he zaid briefly. i

“ That i= where vou blunder, [riend.” said the ragged
Faber. " I've been a fool for over sixiy vears. I'm a fool
for wanting to look after those rascals. They would give me
a rreat deal less trouble if they were dead. To be frank,
“r. Honour, [ have a great personal admiration for voun.
I would willingly shake hands with you, and let you go on
that account; but, owing to unfortunate circumstances, 1 am
uniuckily compelled to consider vou a kind of chegue, signed
and made pavable to bearer, which [ hope to cash as soon o8
passible.” ) .

The engineer was amuzed. He propped his back azainst
the damp rock and cleared hiz eyes,

“Fll wait.”" . _

“That's kind of vou, Mr. Honour. I don’t feel mach like
poerpetual motion, bue I'd better go and lock about.™

Barh men fad had an uerly fall, but Faber had come ouat
bost. Homnour's hesd was still rinzing and buzzing, and his
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hrain was rather fcrygf(.g_ What had happened? Had a hoavy
portion of the roof fallen into the cave, a Maes so weight

that it had shakea Mysteria to its foundabions? The islane

was not veleanie, so there could be no other explanation.
And what was ithe fate of the cexplorers® What wos tha
extent of the catastrophe?

_Anxzxiety made the engincer forget his pains, aches, and
dhieziness. Hao bounded to his feet.  Faber was climbing pain-
fully over the rubbish left *at the heels of the landslip.

I come with you; I wen't bolt!”’ eried Honour.

* Don't break your neck, that’s all,” growled Faber, *1I
guesz 1 can trust you,'

The convulsion had emptied the pool and laid bare &
powerful spring, evidently the outlet of some reserveir of
roin-water higher up. The zpring was still running strongly.
They feund one man, dead and terribly mangled. Then they
heard shouta. The others were huddled in a hollow, most of
them eut and bruised, but not seriously injured. They were
terribly seared, however, and their teeth chattered.

** Here, none of that!™ yelled Faber, cocking the revolver.
“ Come back, or I'll plug you, by Jingo!™

Hal Honour, rememhbering his promise, stopped. The
windlass had ilimppmred, and the erack was a dozen yards
longer. Beores of tons of rock must have erashed into the
cavern. His heart beat guicker. If the explorers needed
aid, he could not have given it, in any ease. In all pro-
bability hia eapture had saved him from being hurled into
ithe dark pit’ with the windlass.

* Now what's the trouble?’ growled Faber.

“ My friends,” answered Honour, pointing at the gaping
fissure.,”

* What! Are some of 'em down there?” chuckled Faber.
* Have they found Aladdin’s cave? Isit deep? Well, they've
tunny tastes, Mr. Honour. .1 wondered what the game was
when L saw you looking down. They didn't go down there
on that spider’s-web of a rope—eh? It strikes me I arrived
at a healthy time for you. U you'd been squatting where
you were when 1 found you, shipmate, you wouldn't have
been worth burying 1™

Hal Honour shrugged his shoulders. It was never his habit
to anticipate unpleasant things. Until it was proved to him
that his comrades were dead or injured, he elested to consider
them alive and well. Ho was relieved to see that the shoek
had not becn so violent as he had feared. It was the rush
of water that had caused so much havoe, but its ares was
restricted. Minding his itobacce wndamaged, the engineer
filled his pipe, focussed the sun’s rays upon it throwgh a
magnifring-glazs, and followed his captor.

Paber's return to the camp created no little exeitement.

“ B0 that's 'Onour, the brimstone eangineer,” croaled
Btumnpy. *“He, he, he! He looks more like a brimstoue
rag-picker! 'Ow d'ye do, "Arcld, old buck? I'm proud to
meet you, "Ave a can o rum, 'Arold?

Honour shook his head,

" Horry we ain't got no champagne and five-bob cigars for
you,” grinned the cripple. * Why didn’t you send a postcard
to say vou was comin’, and we'd have laid in a brimstone
stock? What's become of Pogwith?™

" The [oal let a rock drop on him,” sand Derrick.
with's outed 1"

Drerrick, armed with a rifle, was told off to guard the

visoner, and Faber, Stumpy, and the [at man, whose tall

at was brimless, and "whose coat was in  rags, drow
topether.

*It's a haul—it's o wonderful haul!"’ puffed the fat man,
hiz voice only o hoarse whisper. ** Are vou sure it's the right
man? Are you sure it ain’t a bluffi"”

“If st 't "Omour it's his brimstone twm!" cackled
Stumpy. ‘' I've saed his photo scores o' times.”

B0 have 1" added Faber. **The thing 15, how are we
poing Lo act?"

“o to 'om oand tell 'em the brimstone trath ! snerled
the cripple. " We'll ax the ssme terms. 1f not agreed to,
wo shoots the "ound!™

“*Will you go, then?”

* No, I won't; not me, cap!” said the eripple, spitting into
the fire. Faber turned awny disgustedly,

Hal Honour sat and smoked and pondered. He was
leginning to feel very stiff, and stilfness would hamper him
in an ottempt to cseape.  In any ecase, he would bo too stff
te climb the hill for days to come; he knew that. It was
eiqually fooiisn to worry himsell with worthless conjectures
about the fate of s comradez. And so the philosspher
knocked the ashies out of his pipe, lay down, and, in spite
of the disuoinfort attendant on wet clothes, a bruised hody,
and an anxiety of mind that he could net wholly subdue,
woent to steep

Starg were buring brightly m s colourleas sky overhead
when the engineer opencd his oves.  He must have zlept
pretty zoundly, for his hands and feet wore tied, and he had
not even a dreamy recollection of this having been done. The
fire was ved and low, but 1t occasionally =ent out a flickey
that revealed the shadowy figures of the slumiberers bviog
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round it, There wee a murmur of surf, and the usunl crackle
of bursting leaves.

“Is there no guard?!” thovght Honour.

He peered about him, and made out the head and shoulders
of a man.

“ Faber himself—all the norse,” he muttered.
toughest of them all!"

Faber was standing quite motionless. He had kept awalro
golely to wateh the prisoner, for there was nothing else to
fear. Honour swiftly weighed np the chances for and against.
His strength was so enormous that he was eure the cords
would not keep him long. He imagined himself free of them.
He might erecp away, hide, and wait till dawn before
attempting to cross the ialand.
~ He dismissed that scheme from his mind in-a triee
impossible,

And the other? He had to overcome Faber—swiltly, noise-
lessly.  Ile might succeed in doing so, but coulid he srcure
the heavy canoe and ezeape to the open sea without rousing
the others? It was worth trying, at any rate, thengh the
chances for and the chances against did not balanee. It was
ten to one against.

Faber turned and struck a match. .

“So you're awake, shipmate?” he said, holding the light
elose to the engincer's face,

EE ?‘?‘ﬁ;" B

“ 8o am I—wide I'* snid the blackbirder. ““T've got mighty
sharp ears, and I heard your breathing change. You've
got a pair of wonderful lungs. 8tick your wrists out, if you
want a smake, and I'll untie them."

“* Thanks I*

Faber sat down beside the prisover, and the glow from the

Mmpe oceasionally lighted up his gaunt, bearded face and
brilliant eyes.
Y 1It's a strange thing, shipmate,” he said, speaking softly,
“how it is that the luck will run dead against some people.
I've had the tide dead in my teoth, and the wind, too, for
fifty years. Curse the luek! If vou and your vessel hadn't
turned up, I'd have been o made man ™

“* Bhould have let us alone !

“1 kngw that now, Honour. That was the mistake. I'J
struck cinnabar rich, and I wasn't likely to atand u lot of
outsiders nosing about.  Well, the cinmabar's still there,
You're a man of the world, and I telk to you as s man of
the wqri-:i’. There's fifty fortunes on that sland. We've lost
our ship, and cverything else.  White men can't work einna-
bar, and my idea was to raid islands for niggers till T'd got
cnough stult together to claitm miy rights, form a company,
and get Chinese to work the lode,

* Then you come along and blow up my ship. The luck
again—dog's luck, But fr’m a tough customer, Mr. Honour.
I can take a knock-down blow, but T'U get up and fight il
T can't get up. You may be sure we were in a tight fix
before we ventured to board your veasel. You beat us, awd
now our ph%‘ht 12 worse than ever, Do you think there's
any chanee of coming to terms ¥

(1] N’l}nﬂ [‘FI

“Then we shall have to shoot you and take what comes,"
gnid Feber grimly,

The engineer took a long pull at hia pipe.

" Cheerful” he said.

* By thunder, I don't want it, sir.
port and get a little money in hand. We can get the insur-
ance of our ship, and come back. I'd give you n big share
in the mine for it. You're the only card we've got to phy.
When men are desperate, they're desperate. We shall all
rot with fever if wa go back, and if we shoot you we shall
have s run for our money., The islund seems to be a pretty
spot for a bit of guerilla fighting. Before your people man-
age to hunt uws down, we shall send a good many to kingdom
come. You ece how it 3?7 You seo ouwr fix? Whot clse
can we do !

All the time Fabey had spoken in an undertome, the rifle
resting neroas his kneca,  For several minnles the engucer
had been batiling with himself, hating to take & mean advan-
tage. He was an unserupulous rascal, and Honour rvemems-
beved the mines he had sot Lo blow the crew of the Lord of
the Deep Lo etermity.  Besides, when o man caolly mforins
you that, unless something hoppens to s advantgge, you
are to be shot in cold blood is no time for hesitution or
chivalry.

Honour's elenched fizt came down like a sledgehammoer, and
Faber dropped without a moan—szenscless,

“ He's tha
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*THE FACTORY REBELSI™
By FRANK RICHARDS,

In onv nekt splendid, long, complete tale of Harry
Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars, the juniors of the Remove

ave a chance of Justifying their reputation as a “hghting
Farim " ; und, nm.-df!v.v.s to suy, they do not neglecr the chance,
Mr. Harding, the owner of the factory io the near neighbour-
Dood of the rchool, Has trouble with his factory-hands, und o
atrike ia declared. A dangerous situation arises, but, luckily,
‘the prompt decision of the Head of Groviriars 1o allow the
s¢hool to take a hand in the gume, keeps the.danger within
bounds, As it iz, the factory-owner has good cause to be
grateful to Harry Wharton and the cadets of the Greyfriars
Diemove for the yeoman service they render in dealing with

“THE FACTORY REBELS!"

e —

REPLIES 1IN BRIEF.

A Loyal Readey (Willesden)—The colours you inguire
about are red and white,

A True Magnetite (Highgate)—Idon't take drugs fo
inerease wour height. Take plenty of nounshing food, and
go to bed at 10 o’clock at the latest. The hours before mid-
night are the ones that da you the most good.

E F. N AND OTHERS.—I am sorry I cannot depart
from iy rule. I cannot spare the space to mmscrt advertise
ments of football elub matches, wanted, ote., in thiz page.

L. Truter {Natal)~—There is no official binding published
for * The Magnet™ Librarv. As regards your invention, I
should advise you to apply at vour G.P.0. for a form for a
Provisional Prolection, which, when filled up, must be sent
to the Putent Office. That will cost yvou £1. Then the next
thing to do is to place the whole thing in the hands of a
patent agent. I should eertainly advise youw to take advan-
tage of “ The Gem " Library Froe Correspondence Exchange.

Stoart Monk.—If you care to submit your article in the
uzial war, [ shall be pleased to consider it, and will return
it if unsoitable.

FROM THE READER WHO REALLY STARTED
“CHUCKLES."

A letter of exceptional interest on the subject of our latest
new companion paper, ** Chuckles ! comes from the ccader
who signs himself * Londoner.,” My chums will vemember
that it was this reader who really originated the idea of
* Chuckles I"—that s, the first suggestion of a new com-

anion paper on the lines of ** Chuckles!” was put forward

v him in the letter which was published on the Chat Page
of " Magnet,” No. 299, Jast OQetober, This 1 what
“ Londoner ™ zaya of the *f hnished article,” now that he
has apen tho first fow numbers

“* Dear Editor,—The moment whoen T opened No, 1 of
* Chuckles ! was without Joubt the proudest one of my whole
life. To think that the lewter I wrole you last antumn should
have the credit of giving you the first idea of such a veally
maznificent paper! There is only one word to describe
* Chuckles'—it’s simply topping! How on carth you can
manage to wive such value for cne halipenny beats me. I
should think * Chuckles!” c¢heap at one penny, personaliv.
The paper far surpasses my anticipations. My ideg was
pomething gquite smwll, and printed in the ordinary  way.
But. of course, all the colaura roske the paper ever so moch

brighter and nicer altogethor. Frank Richards' stories about
the Courtficld and Greyfriars boys are simply npping, I am
quite sure every Magnetite will read them eagerly. 1 am
gaing to do all T can for ‘Chuckles!' of course, by tellng
everyore about it, giving a whole lot of copies away. et
I think it's the least we readers can do for you, Mr. Editor,
considering all the rrouble you have tuken to give us what
we ask for. In conclusion. T must offer you my very heartiost

congratulations on * Chuckles!” which, I am _sore, we all
consider a very marvellons achiwvement.—Your grateful
1cader,

“Yoxnoner (P. J.).

“P.8.—The toffee in No. 1 was simply delicions. I took
twelve packets of it home, as I bought twelve copies, and we
all enjoved it awfully.”

Many thanks, * Londoner™! I make. no apology for de-
voting so much space to vour letter, as I am sure all roaders
of the famous companion papers will be intercsted to hear
vour judgmeént on the paper that owes its origin to your

appy imapiration. I um delighted to hear you are so pleaszd
with * Chuckles!' and can eonly say that if all my chums
are pa enthusgiastic as vou, wo shall make ** Chuckles!” the
snecess of 19141

THE HOME WIZARD.

Time was, when wizards were a very close corporation, and
when an enlightened public did its best to make 1t even more
solect 1;3 occasonally burning a member, Nowadays, yu«
lar opinion has veered round in an opposite direction, and to
s3v of 2 man that he s “ no conjurer ' is a delicate way of
suzgesting that he is—well, not so sharp as he might be. To
cnable my readers to prove that sgainst them, at any rate,
no such reproach can be brought, is the object of the present
aper.

1 I cannot better berin than by instructing thom--

How to Make One Coin Into Two.

It has been well said that the man who makes two cars of
corn grow, wierd only one grew before does an essential
service to his country. What then shall be suid of him who,
by the simple expedient of rubbing it z2painst a papor-knife,
epused a sixpenee to multiply in like manner?  Even a
millionaire might be glad to doulle hiz cupital so quickly
and so easily.

All that is needed 15 to atbkach beforehand to one side of
the m;;mr-knifa, by means of a little soap, a sixpence of your
own, ‘To show the trialk, take the kvnife in the left hand, with
the preparcd side wndermost; then, taking a borrowsd coin
of litke value, lay it on the upper side, and placing the ball
of the right thumb upon i, move it backwards and forwards
along the blade, .

With the thumb in this position, the fingers are naturally
brought below the knife, and can, at any desired moment.
bring the two sixpences together, the one being apparently
transformed into two.

By an expedient familinr to the merest noviee in conjuring,
the paper-knife’ may, motwithstanding the adhesion of the
sixpence, be shown, to all appearance, free from preparation.
To do this it 15 first shown opright in the band, with the
unprepared side towards the spectators. It is then rapidly
lowered, with a vertical sweep, showing apparently the
opposite side of the knife. As a matter of fact, however, the
thumb, under cover of the dewnward movement, causes it
to make a holf turn 1 the hand, and it 1s therefore in reality
the zame surface which iz throughout exhibited.

If the conjuver is fairly cxpert. he may prepare the puper-
knife with two, or even three coins, Imﬂ] winfuce them in
turn, apparently showing both sides of the fmiﬁﬁ before each
production.

{(Another Interesting articla !
of this grand new series )
naxt Monday.)
m
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