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In tho grand, long, complete story which appears next
woek, Mr. Prout, the Fifth-%‘:mn master, plags a very pro-
minent part.  On his suggestion a Greyiriars Cadet Corps is
formed. Jotning up is not 8 matter of cholce for anyone.
All, from the least to thoe greatest, must Join unless he can
prove a claim to exemption before a tribunal’ composed of
Mr. Prout himdelf, the Commander-in-Chief, and the captaing
of the varions Forms, The proceedings before this tribunal
are screamingly funny, as are the attempts made by DBilly
Bunter to get casy money by a system of enlisting carly and
often. Stll more fuuny are the things which happen when
the Commander-inChief puta his Corps through 111 first el
But Mr, Prout's corps has no very long life. It comos to an
wmittimely end when it eollides with the great game of cricket,
and leaves for the Greyiviars fellows only a humorous memory
of the time when they were

“CALLED TO THE COLOURS!"

A SOLDIER’S LETTER.

‘Appreciative letters from members of what nsed to be
Tritain's little Avmy, but is now Britain's great Avmy, grow-
g greator every day, reach-me in evor-ncreasing nnmbers.
Spme of them are from men who bave been introduced to my
papers by their comrades; and in these cases it often bappens
that some of my readérs have played their part by thew
kindncss in answering appeals for copies. - But overy now and
then pomes one from quite an old reader, and thesn give me
special pleasure, for I am glad to know thgu. amid fthe [rtigues
of training, or in the hard and rough and perilolis work of
the trenches, my obl fricnds do wot forget the papers that
meatt 5o much to them in the days when lh-&,}-' were happy
sehoolboyvs,” Flere ave some of the extracts from one swen
letter. The man who wrote it is nob yet at the Front, but is
cxpecting fo go auy lpe now.  He writes: ;

“T ean remember when the * Magnet * made iis debut at a
Lalfpenny, and how, after many insistent demands, you in-
creased size amgd price.  After thar, [ reovember, n gowd many
of your repders were skl nnsansfed, and wanted you to
double it again.”  [Those readers, or others who think like
them, are, like the poor, always with us, for not a week
pesses bt somwe suggestion for makimg the * Magnet” muoch
Lirr ar aned charging 2d., 3, or even bd. for it, comes ulong.
—KiTor. | * 1 cannot tell you how many happy hows T have
spent reading the * Magnet * and the * Gem.” T used to prop
one of thera up in front of me at meal-times, and T enjoyed
iy food all the better. T cohsted last year, after boing
rejected two or three times, Before that 1 was working o o
munifion factory, wnd whenever we had a break in ihe night
work 1 used o put in my tume reading either the * Gem * or
the " Maguet.," Down here, inoeamp, [ am still 2§ keen on
them both as ever, though, as my allowanee to my mother
keeps my spemding money down pretty low, T have been
obliged to give up the * Penny Popular,” of which T was aho
very fond,™ _

I fec]l sure that there will be one among my readers who
waontld be glad to send this fellow-enthusiast his or her copy of
the * Pouny Popular " every week after reading it, and if
any of them will write to me and say so, I shall be pleased to
give our chum’s address. You need not all speak at onee;
but if ot least one of you doez not offer, I shall be rather
disappointed, for 1 know bow ready many of you are to do all
that you can for the man in the King's khaki,

CORRESPONDENTS PLEASE NOTE!

Many letters still reach me which I should like to answer,
bat; canmot becsuse names and addresses of the writers ure

EADERS PAGE

| The Editor i3 always pleased to hear from his chins, at home or abroad,
f wnd is only too willing to give his best advice to them if they are in
[ dilffcalty or in tronhble. . . . Whom to write to @ Editor, The " Hnénet"
7 Library, The Fleetway louse, Farringdon Street, London, E.G.
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not given, and Just vow
we really have practically
no room af all for iho
“Roplics in Brief?
That always popular
foutwro will be resumed
s day, but meanwhilo
I do not want to loso
touch with my many fvicily correspondenia,

NOTICES.

Mevbert K, Webb, 5, Faisley View, Armlox, Leeds, has
started a =mall amatenr magazine, and woukbl like teo loar
from fellow-readers interestod. Stomped and  addeessed
cuvelopes, please,

., Xairn, Castle IIHL New Cuamneck, Aveshive, wouid be
ghad to get more reeruits for the Patriotic League which le
and A, Hoy, of Kilmarnock, are running,

Will any boys who want to }uﬁn A erivket  fomn
fape 12130 in Portsmouth weite cither to V. Thomas, 2,
Longs Rowld, Landport, or to W. Palmer, 10, Fuoutington
Coprer, DPortsmouth?  Stamped  and a-.IJrq_-.-.tsm! eivelupe,
please.

J. Dean, 21, Saudringham Tervace, Dentom, Narthumber
land, wants to avrange footer fixtures for next sepson with
junior ¢lubs, average age 13.14.

AL Brown, I, Eskdale Strect, Tyog Dock, Soutl Shiclds, is
autharized by hi¥ scoutimaster to raise feernits for o Boy
Seont troop in his locality, and will be glad 1o hear Trem
anvone who would care to join.

4. B. 'L{}hh-_. 1[], {1k Eump.‘_ﬁn Stroet, E'r.rhﬂ_. T.ulu]ﬂm Ww.,
has started o * Magnet ™ and *Gem * Social League, and an
amateur magazine, and would ba glad to hear from veados
anywhere i the United Kingdom intercsted, Stamped and
aildressed envolopes, please. _

B, Thowliz and B. Higgins, 163, Crass Green Lane, Iast
Stroct, Lecds, wish to start 2 small amatear jonranl, aud
wonld be glad to hear from anyone onder 17 interested.

Ronald Hagh, Wood Leggh, Lanilowaite, Fholdersfiekl), will
give 3d. [or o copy of " Behoolbays Never Shall Be Slaves, "

The “ Magnet ™ aud “Goem "™ Sectal Clob, 163, Abbeyiickl
Ttoad, Sheffield, would be glad to receive members from any
of the United BRangdom., Stamped and addressed
vivelopes, please,

J. Lee, 58, Elmhurst Mausions, Fdgeley Homd, Claplam,
2L, wanis to form a footer club for mext seas-on [nge 145-17)
from among bowvs hiving in ihe South-Western ddistrict, nwcl
will be pleased to send particulnrs to anyone applying.

T W. O'Goman, 2181, and O E. Stoner, 1914, XNo. &
Dormitory, RN, Barracks, E-hmk*}'. Favwich, would le glad
to vecoive bacle numbers, and alsB to corvespond with readors,

Sapper Govig and Bapper Turner, 145 Ay Troops Co,
Royval Engineers, 13.M.F., Salonika, Greeee, would boih very
iuu-r.-h like 1o correspomd with i} readers, ns they got few
ofders,

W, I Bimpeon, 8, Uakwell Terrace, Grove TLHIL
Mickileshro', wants to siart 8 Correspondeince Clubh open to
atvodte 1t the Unifed Kingdom, Hiamped sl addressed
cuvelopes, please.

. Hallums, 22 Mess, RN, Baveacks, Shofley, Taewich,
wauld like to corvespond with readers of aboui 1718,

Avthoe 1larper, coo, Messez, James Dutlor, Wilks & Co,, 29,
Conl “Exchange, London, RO wants more members for the
“MMaguet " amd “Gem " League he hes fovmeal, with tle

main purpose of zending pareels of the Companion apers to

the FFront, -

Syvidney Chadwirk, c.o, Mrs, A, E. Harvey, ITigh Sireet,
Tean, Stoke-on-Trent, wants to bey back numbers of the
“Mognet *' sinee 1911, . :

A, 7. Fowler, 53, Koenmnpgton
Tinad, Wollaton Read, Naotiingham,
would be pleased to et more mem- .
bers  for  his “Magnet ™  and
“Zem " League, open to anyone in
the United Kingdom. Pasteards
from those wishing to join sufficient,
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FIGHTING TO THE FINISH!

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Gerald Loder uttered a yell that rmE through the passage. The nexi moment {he study door was thrown open, and
Mr. Quelch appeared on the threshold, with knitted brows and gleaming eyes. - “ What is thls? What does this
- mean ?** thundered the Remove-master. {See Chapler 1.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER, “My idea is that I'd better do the talking,” said Johnny
Mr. Quelch Does Not Oblige! Bull decidedly.

: “Ahom 1"
1 ETTER leave the talking to me!” said Bob Cherey, The Finiotis Five of the Gresliwes B . 2
I T PR s i AT TR R - - viviurs Remove had halted out-
B You'll put your foot ia it,” said Harry Wharton side Mr. Queleh’s study door.

btiully. . : : :
dﬁﬁ'ge;‘m{ leave it to me,” remarked Nugent, “I'1 By their serious looks it could casily be seen that something
put it nicely to Quelchy.” of unusual importance was on the tapis,
¢ Betterfully leave it to me,” suggested Hurree Jamset They had boen several minutes outside thefr Form-master's
Ram Singh. 1 will address the cgbocmed Guelehy persuase- door, }tt'almtmg_ ) ]
fully.” Mr. Quelch was a kingd if somewhab seveore master, and as

Mo, 425. Copyright la -he Uanlted Sintes of America. June 10th, 10186,
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» rule his pupils did not hesitate to approach him., But the
request the Famous Five were about to make was a little
unusual,

In fact, 1t was, as Bob Cherry frapkly coufessed, a fearful
check. But the chums of the Remove were vory much in
earnest. To ask their Form-master for a whole holiday, for
no special reazon execepting Lecause they wanted it, was, it
had to be admitted, rather “cool.”™ They wirve in doubt as
to how Mr. Quelch would také it, and they felt as if they
were going to beard & lion in his den, :

Thl:éy did not seem to be in ogrecment, either, as to which
ehould do the talking.

It was.recognised on all hands thot the matter would have
to be put to Mr. Queleh very carefully amd tact{etly,

M Better leave 1t 2o me,” said Bob. I talk ta Quelchy
like a Duatech unele——"

“The estcemed Cherry's talkfulness is terrifie——="

*Now, look here, Inky—"

“We shall have to break it gently,” said Wharion.
manage {o touch s heart somehow. It's a pity he doesn't
eare for cricket.  If he were goihg over to Lantham on Wed-
negday: himeelf he would understand it better.”

Yo, he's vather an ags about cricker,” stid Johuny Buil.
“T wonder if we could get Wingate 1o put inca word for us ™

“Halio I brolie in o sharp voice. **YWhat ave you checky
fags hanging about heve for ™ ;

t was Loder of the Sixth.

He cawe along the passage frowning. The meore sight of

Eﬁi szmmls Five wag %:;nugh tn} lllu}{{thD{lﬂr frown. There
- been many a rub between those cheery juniors and the
bally of thé Ei{:th. R

“Clear off !" he snapped.

“Oh, rats!” said Bob Cherry warmly,
to rspeak “t0 o Fn::rm-ma'eter:‘ 5

# More hkn:lly to play some trick ! growled Loder.
off at once, 1 tell you!
pa H;E{l?ﬂ_lﬂnﬂ' enough 1"
e We're not going to clear off!” =zaid Wharton coolly.

We've's right to come to My, Quelch’s study if we like, Go
and eat coke !™

- was & profect, and he had hisashplant under his arm.
He took a grip on it, and came threateningly towards the
juniors.

Harry Wharton & Co, steod their ground.

Loder had no motive whatever for interfering with them,
excepting his dislike and his propensity to buliying. 'The
fiva juniors drew together.

“Wou'd better keep that ashplant away,” said Johnny BulL
“ Prefect or not, you'll ‘gnt bumped, I warn vou '’

. Loder grinned.  He did not think that even the five ‘most
mdependent members of the Remove would venture to bump
& prefect outside the door of their Form-master's study.

But he was mistaken, The a.shr.viaut swished through the
air, and came down on Johnny Bull's shoulders.

Jahnny Bull gave a roar, and rushed at Loder, His churns
backed him up without stopping to think.

In o twinkling the prefect was struggling in the grasp of
five pairs of hands. But he struggled 1y vain, The achplant
went flying, and the bully of the Sixth came down on the
foor with a tremendaus bump,

Gerald Loder uttered o yell that rang through the passage.

The next moment 'the study door was thrown open, and
Mr, I?111‘3-*:‘]1 appeared on the threshold, with knitted. brows
and gleaming eves,

-“YWhat is this}
Remove-master.

“(h, my hat!” i

“I;c::l?r, what are you deing on the floor? Have you no
senee, sir, of the dignity that should pertain to & member of
the Sixth Form "

i anmh 1]]

Lodeyr sat up dazedly.

“Loder, I am surprised—astoundod———0-7 :

“It’s those young beasts 1" roared Loder. “They bumped
me over ! '

“Wharton! Cherry! Is it possible that you have laid
hande on a prefect?™ exclaimed Mre, Quelch,

“Vou—vou soe, girs—"

e :

“Loder went for ns for nothing, str,” said Wharton
1;:543:1[1“43]1{. . I 1

*1 told them to clear off, =ir 1" gasped Loder, scrambling to
hiz feet. “They refused to obey iI;T[' Sy ik

“Wharton, you know very well—"

“We have a right to come and speak to our Form-master,
sir,”’ -said Nugent. * You told us yourself, siv, to come to
you at any time we—ahem l—necded advico or counsel.”

“That 12 quite e, eaid Mre, Quelch, 1-::-'lm-:_inpi a litile,
“1U ¥ou came for that parpose, that allers the case ™

”lee:.r wore wp o some.trick, sic ! panted Loder.

Tar Macxer LiBRARY.—No. 435,

“Must

“We've come here

“*Clear
You've been hanging about this

What docs thizs mean " thundered the

“I really do not see why you should conclude anything of
the sort, in»der,“ said Nr. g)ue]ch calmly. " You appear te
me to have been very hasty.”

Loder spluttered,

“0h, very wall, sir,” he gaspod—* very welll”

And Loder strode away down the pawsage, feeling that he
had not scored, after all, over hiz oid fees of the Remove,
Mr. Quelch looked at the juniora.

¥ You came here to consult me and ask my advice?’ he
satd, " You may step into my study.”™

“Thank you, sir!™

The Famous Five [ollowed the DRemove-maeter into the
study. They were looking rather pink. The interview, in
which Mr. anc]ch-waa to have been handled with extra tact,
had opened unfortunately.

*You may speak,’”” said Mr. Queleh.  “'You spoke of asking
my advice and.counsel, Nugent. What is the matter.7"

Mugent conghed. He had cousideved it tactful to mention
that at the moment, But, as a matier of absolute fact, it wes
not exactly advice and counsel the ohuthiz of the Bemove were
in search of. It was a whole holiday.

“You may speak freely,” said My, Quelch, somewhat im-
patiently. "I trust you have nob been gerting yourselves into
gome difliculty 7™

“*“Cih, no, sir!”

“Well, then, what is the matter? 3y 1ime is valnable,”

“'The—the fact is, sir—"" began Wharton.

“The factfulness, esteemed sahib, is L

“You see, sir—"

" I{mdlﬁ do not all speak at once,” sand Mr. Queleh. . “You
may speak, Wharton. Now, lell me voncisely what you wish
ta ask my adviece about.”

“Ahem! The—the fact ts, sir, you wmay have heard ibat
the Greyiriars First Eleven s going over to Lanitham on
Wednesday——"

Mr. Quelch raised his eyebrows.

“I had not heard so, Wharton.”

“It's—it’s a fact, sir. Old Wingate's cousin, Captain Win-
pato of the Loamshire Light Infantry, iz playing the First
Eleven with o khaki team, siv. The First have been hard at
practice for a weekh——"

“Well, well, what is all this leading to, Wharton 17

HIt's a wh-:tlle day mateh, siv, and chaps who go over have
the :-;-rlmle day off lessons. Wednesday's only half as a- rule

“ Do you mean that Wingate is prifting yon juniors into the
First Eleven, and that vou wizh to b excused legsons for the
day for that reasoni™ - ;

'The juniors could not help smiling. The captain of Grey-
friars was not likely to put five Reinove jutiiors into the First
Eleven, The great and nughty First was picled from the
mightiest men in ‘the Sixth Form, with a sprinkling of the
best men in the Fifth.

But Mr. Queleh was not well up in ¢ricket matters, His
question showed that,

“ Nunno, sir; not exactly,” Wharton stammered. “ We're
not in the First—aheém !=no. We'd like to be, and Wingate
might do worse, if he only knew, but—but we're not.  We—
wa should like to go over and see the match, sie.™

“The likefulness is terrifie, esteemed sahib.”

“Tt's a very speciel match, sir,” said Johinny Bull cagerly,
before Mr, Quelch could .speak. * The biggest, thing the
Greyiviars First have ever taken em,  The khaki team is
topping—yor must have heard of the Loamshire Cricket
Eleven, sir—one of the best Army elevens going.”

‘“T have not—=" s e :

“It's only because Wingate's cousin 13 skipper of the
Loamshire team that old Wingate's been able to book -the
match,” said Wharton. “Buch a thing won’t occur again,
sir, especially as the Loamshire men will be going to the
Front scon. They'ro at the end of their training now, We
—we'd give anything to see tha match.”

“ And work hike niggers afterwards, sir,” said Frank
MNugent. * It—it wuuidggrealiy buck us up no end for work,
sir—"

“ S5 terrifically magnanimous, sahib——"

“Silence!” exclaimed Myt Queleh. Do not deafen me
in this manner.”

“ 0Ok, no, sirf”

“ Certainly not, sirl”

“Not for a moment, sit—-"

“But if you'd give us leave, siv—r/ "

“Phe thankfulness would be terrific, sirl

“You may go,” said Mr. Quelch,

*#Oh, sir!” _

“] have never heard of such nonsense!" said the Remove
master severely. ‘' Cricket-matches are played here con-
stantly, yet you ask me to excuse you lessops in crder lo

L ]

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE "BOYS' FRIEND,” 1%
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“J say, you [ellows !** Billy Bunter

panfed affer the wheelers. “I—I Say, &{;‘E—“l;rhﬂ.t'_l;f- 1 I—I'H come with you, if

you'll ask Queleh, and If one of you will take me behind on his machine, and—and if you’ll see about a decent lunch

sl Lantham."'"

“Ha, ha, ha !""

taee Uhgpler 100)

seo & cricket-match. 1 do mot entertain the idea for ones
mnu&ent.. I regard the request as an impertihence.”

il h!TF

* As you camo here for such an absurd reason, Loder was
guite right in sending you sway. You will, therefore, take
& hundred lines each for impertinence to Loder. You may
go!"

Mr. Queloh’s tone was final. The chums of the Remove
dxchanged a dismal glance and quitted the study. Mr,
Quelch gave am impaticnt sniff, and sat down at the table
again, And the Famous Five went their way dolorously.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Loder in Luck !

$h ELL, what luck?®"
W Vornon-Smith of the Remove asked the

guestion 8s the Famous Five came down to the
cricket-ground. © And a number of Remove
fellows, grinning at the sight of the five glum
faces, echoed the question.
“Rotten!” growled Wharton.
“The rottenfulness is terrific. The esteemed Quelchy does
not understand ericketinl mattors.™
“{Only a hundred lines each!” grunted Jobhnpy Bull
“Ha ha, hat"
Trr Maoxer Lismazy.—No, 435,
. NEXT
MONDAY-—

“CALLED TO THE COLGURS!”

“Nothing to cackle at!™ grunted Bob.

Y gay, vou fellows, you were assess to go! remarked
Billy Bunter. “I told you so, rou know! He, he, he!”

“0Oh, shut up, tubby!”

*He, he, he!" chortled Bunber. i

“Wall, it was N.G., of course,” remarked Squiff. * Quelchy
doesn’t understand what a tremendous maleh it’s going to be.
Desides, if vou'd got leave for Wednesday, half the school
would have asked leave, too.” .

“ And Quelchy couldn't have refused the rest,” said Tom
Brown, “It's rotten that we can't go!” .

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Wingate's in great form !™ exclaimed
Bob., " Look at that!”

“ Bravo, Wingate!™

All eves were turned on the pitch on Big Side. Wingate
of the Sixth was ot the wicket, and he was making the fur

v.

"Evor since Wingate had fixed up that maich with the
khaki eleven at Lantham he had been keeping the seniog
team of Groviriars well up to its work. And there was no
doubt that the Greyfriars First was in great form. George
Wingate himself was a tower of strength af the wicket,
and WNorth and Courtney were powcerful batsmen, and
Valenee was a top-hole bowler. The vest of the team were
first-rate. Wingate had high hopes of E:rulilng off a victory
o Wednesday, though he knew that the match was a big
one for a school cleven, however strong.

of Harry

A Qrand, Long, Complete Btor
RANMK RICHARDS.

Wharton & Co. By
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The Loamshire khaki eleven was, of course, older and
bigger, and they had made a pame in the cricket world,
" Wingale had been lucky in securing the fixture, and in the
nature of things Greyfriars would only expect to 3ok forward
to a fist-class match and a licking.

The Head of Greyfriars had willingly granted a whole
daf'ﬂ holiday for the members of the First Eleven. But the
fellows who would have liked to sce the mateh from start to
finish were disa pointed. Lantham was a good distance
away fromn Greyiriars, and the match was to begin sarly,
In the aftcrnoon it would be possible for keen followers of
the team to get over o Lantham io see the wind-up of the
match, but that was all,

The juniors locked on keenly at the senior practice.
Although their own matches were nearer to their hearts,

they took a great interest and a great pride in the fortumes
of tho mighty First,

reyfriers First had already brought eredit on the old school
that season: and even if the Loamshire match proved a
defeat, it was certain to be a glorious one. reyfriars

would not be walked over, at all events. Indeed, some of

more sanguino spirits considered that it was quite on
tl_mt cards that Wingate & Co. mught pull off a narrow
victory.

“They're in topping form,” remarked Wharton. * Loam-
ghive will get o tussle on Wednesday., It's too rotten that
we can't go!”

E'“ ‘:'Eﬂ can go bikefully in the afternoon,” esid Hurree

mn .

“But we want to see the whole thing|”

“The wantfulness is terrific, but there is nothing deoing,
vemarked the nabob sorrowfully.

* Nothing but lines!” g'runterf- Johuny Bull,

" Look at that benst Loder!™ growled Bob Cherry, “ Grin-
nitig like a demon in a pantomime! He doesn't think we
have any chance.” Bob was referring to the First Eleven as

Y.
The bully of the Sixth

Harry Wharton glanced at Loder.
was locking on at the practice,

He was smiling as he locked. Toder was not in the team 3
his form wae not quite up to what was required, and he was
v very uncertain player.

He turned to Coker of the Fifih, and the juniors heard his
remark :

“ Not much chance of a win for them ™ _

Coker shook his head. His ehum Potter was in the First
Eleven, but Horaco Coker had no miore chance of getting
into it than of getting to the moon. Hence Coker's opinion
of the Firat Eleven's chances was a very poor one,

*“No chanee at all, Loder,” agreed Coker. “*We couldn't
e;?met to beat the Loamshire men, anyway., And Wingate's
left out jolly good players,”

Loder grinned.

“I asked him whether he was geing to put me in,” Eur.
gned Coker warmly. “I asked him for a p]ga};m answer. And
he said he'd sce me hanged first|”

"Well, that was & plain answer!” chuckled Loder, and he
strolled away towards the gates,

Coker snorted. Appﬂr&nt!g he was not satisfed with the
plein avewer the captain of Greyfrairs had given him.

Loder of the Sixth passed out into the road, and walked
away down the lane towards the villape of Friarvdale.

About half-way to the village he crossed the stile and
siruck off across the fields.

Ho glanced round quickly as he reached the old Mney,
and then phinged among tho trees. Anyoene obeerving Loder's
hasty glance would have guessed that he had a fear of being
observed,

The prefect stopped under the trees, and planced at his
watch. Then he lighted a cigaretic, and waited.

In about ten minutes a2 man came through the trecs—a
fat man with a bowler hat cocked on one side of his head,
and a big, black cigar in his mouth. He nedded familiarly
to Loder.

It was Mr. Banks, the bookmaker, guite & well-known
character in the district. If Loder's usintance with him
had been known at Greviriars, the “blade ® of the Sixth
would have been booked for very serious trouble. But
there was n side of Gerald Loder's life that was not known

to olbers than hiz own et

*Evenin’ 1" said Mr. Banks cheerily. * What can 1 do for

oYou this time, Master Loder?”
er romoved his cigarette,

" Not gée-gees this time,” he wmid “¥You've put money
a good many times on the Greyiriars First Eleven. Mr.
Banks,”

Mr. Banks nodded.

“I¥s & good team,” he said. “Y picked up something
;_:u: ther{n in theic match with Lantham Ramblers, in the
ooter.
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“Feol inclined to back them on Wednesday 1™ o

Mr. Banks' eyes narrowed, and he looked at Loder with §
Yry uliar exﬂﬁminn.

“That's the khaki match,” he remarked.

“ You've heard of it, I see.” .

“There's been a lot of talk sbout it,” said Mr. Bank
" They're Ia.yilﬁ;he Loamshire Regiment Eleven. There
be a crowd at tham to see it

“¥ou'll be there, T supposef®

Mr. Banks chuckled—a fat chuckle. ) ;

“Yea, I shall have business there,” he said. * With racing
nearly knocked on the head owin' to the war, & man must do
something on cricket—wot "

"I suppose you're backing the khaki eleven?” said Loder,
eyeing him,

“Oh, I'm o eportsman!” seid Mr. Banks affably. “Of
course, I don’t know nothin® about cricket—not much, any-
way. I've ‘ad good luck backin’ your achool team, and I
might stick to 'em.”

ar's eyes gleamed, -

Hardly o fellow at Greyfrinrs had auny hope of secing
Wingate & Co. win the match. It would bé a good match, &
well-fought match; but a winning mateh it could hardly be,
Even Wingate's hopes were slight. Loder was Ericﬂ:tly cons
vinced that the Greyfriars First had no more chance againsg

mehire than the Remove Eleven would have had.

But it did not suit him to state that to Mr, Banks. If the
beokmaler, in his ignorance of cricket matters, choge to back
the wrong horse, that waa Mr. Banks' own business. On a
question of horseflesh, Mr, Banks' knowledge was deep and
profound ; but his opinion of cricket form was, in Loder's
opinion, to he despised. 3

“Well, I dare say you're right,” =aid Loder, w}#.h an
appearance of great frankness. *“The school may pull it off,”

" You backing your schoolt” asked Mr. Banks.

“No; I rather feel inclined to back the khaki team.”

" Anvthin® wrong with your men®"
ah:.ﬂﬂ; they're top-hole. But T have a fancy for Loam.

'I.I'H‘.“ :

“I geed the School Eleven at practice on Ssturday,” said
Mr. Banks. 1T rather snid to myself, ‘'That's the team for

my money !' ¥ ;
o," said Loeder. * What will you put on the

“"Then it's a
school to wing?

“Well, I dunno as I want to back them agin a man’s team
like Loamshire, come to think of it,"” said Mr. Banks. "“8till,
I'lt give you evens.” -

“ Hiven money on Groyfriars 1"

“Yes It's a big rick for me, but I'm a sport.™

“¥ou are!” agreed Loder, hiz eyes dancing. ** What
ﬁg&:.re will you go to? I'm game for something betier than
a fiver.™

“Relling in money—whet?” smiled Mr. Banks.

“Not exactly. But [ ean raise enough to back my faney,
if T like. What do yeou say to Hffy 1"

Mr. Banks ngem:d his eyes wide. He knew Loder for
reckless young blackguard; bub he had not expected him to
plunge like this, vven on & supposed certainty.

“Well, T don't like to sey no fo a gent like you, Master
Loder,"” said the bookmaker, with an appearance of hesitas
tion. ‘‘Fifty pound is & big sum. B8kuse me, but if you lose
filty 10 me— You savey 1™

“T can pay up if I lose,™ said Loder haughtily. “I can
raise twenty-five if I make an effort, and I'll put that in
Cobb’s hands as stakcholder. I'll give my 1 O U for the
rest,”

“Good encugh,” said the bookmaker.
Master Loder, and chance it.

“Ione "' said Loder.

“Come along to the Cross Kevs now, and gee Colbb, and
get it settled,” sazid Mr. Banks.

Loder laughed,

“I've not got the money with me.
and zettle that. But it's a go.™

“It's o go,” agreed Mr., Banks,

When Loder left the spinney, he walked back to Grey-
friars as if he were walking on air. It was the biggest coup
he had ever dreamed of pulling off. Fifty pounde in a lump
was worth while, It was worth the trouble of scraping to-
gether half the amout to place in Mr. Cobb’s hands as stakes,
Loder could borrow or raise that amount somehow—it would
only be temporary, for the khald cleven was abselutely certain
to win the match, Indecd, if Mr. Banks would have booked
bets wholly on credit, Loder would willingly have staked a
hundred pounds against his own ocl,

Curiously enongh, Mr. Banks ceemed very satisfied, too, as
he watked homeward to the Cross Keys. ‘To judge by his ex-
Ere&siun, Mr. Banks had & fixed opinion that le‘Ej‘fI‘iﬂI‘l Firsk

ad a chance—at least, in the khaki match,

“I'Nl do the sama,
I can’t say faircr than that.”

T'll gee you to-morrow,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
To Go or Nof To Go!

HIT’S got to be done !

“The gotfulness is terrife™
“ Byt how " 3
+To go or not to go—that ia the question,” de-
claimed Bob Cherry, in Shakespearcan style.
Harry Whartoa knitted his brows in thought. )
“Wa've simply got to mahage it somchow,” he said.
I‘:'iﬂ'e're ot going to miss such a ripping match if we can
elp it

#Whether 'ns nobler of the Remove to suffer
Ahsurd rvestrictions imposed by a Form-master
Or to take their hook in spite of Quelchy's orders,
And eko buzz off to Lantham—"

“Oh, cheese it, Bob!™ said Johnny Bull, as the checrful
Bob ran on with that parody of Hamlet's colebrated soliloguy.
“We've got to work it somehow. What about telling
Quelchy to go and eat coke, and going all the same "

11 Allem !Fi

““The ahemfulness is—"

“Terrific,” sgaid Bob, with a chuckle. .
something better than thaot. What price Wingate "'

The chuns of the Remove were holding couneil in No. 1
fiudy. It was really a serious makber. Tuesday had come
yound, and on Wednesday, the following day, the Greyiriacs
First were going to Lantham to play the khaki team,

All Greyiriarse woald gladly have gone.  All Greylriars
wanted to go. Though Wingate % Co. were booked for a
defeat, it would be a glorious defeat that would ountshine
many victories. There was only one difficulty in the way—
Wednezdar was & half-holiday, not a whole one. The Head
had pgranted o whele holiday to the First Rleven, DBut the
Head did not see any reazon whatever for granting a whole
holiday to the whole schocl, which was natural enough from
the Head's poing of view, '

Famous Five had requested leave from their Form-
master, with o hundred lines each as a result. The lines had
been written—the lines did not matter much. «What mattered
was that they hadn't obtained leave,

Other follows, of course, were just as keen to go. But leave
could not be granted to one and not to another. Coker of
the Fifth had asked hiz Form-master for leave, and he had
been refused. Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth had
earnestly begged it of Mr. Capper, and Mr.” Capper had scen
no reason to grant the request,

The masters, in faet, did not think for one moment thak
the peneral desire to see the khaki mateh from start to finish
was a good reason for rescinding lessons for 3 whole day.

Doubtless they were right from their point of view. Hven
the juniors admitted that they reslly came to school [for
lessons, and not especially to see cricket matchios.

- But it was & disappointment all the same. Most of the
fellows gave up the idea, and contented themselves with the

ect of biking over after morming lessons, and seeing the
1ch of the match,

But the Famous Five were well known as stickers, and they
had not given up hope yet. Hence the council of war in
No, 1 Study,

“What price Wingate?"” repeated Bob Cherry, pursuing
his ides, * Suppose we ask old Wingate to put in o word for
ws? We can pile it oo about wanting to sce his cousin in
khaki, you know. Wo do want to, you know.”

“But Wingate. couldn't put in a word for us and not
for the others. He'd know that he would be swamped if he
got leave for us.”

Squiff looked into the study, There was a brizht expres.
sion upon the cheory face of Bampson ?uim;.r Ifiley Field of
New Bouth Wales, He looked like a fellow in possession of a
bright idea.

“Jawing 1t ovet?” he asked, :

“Yes," said Harry ruefully. “ But weo haven't thought of
a wheeze yet. PBut we've got to go somehow. That's the
nnéy point we've settled."

gquiff grinned. ;

“I've sottled that point, too. But I've got an idea—
Wingate—-"

“ Wingate couldn’t get us leave without doing the same for
the rest.”

“He could under special circumatances,® said Squiff.
B‘;I'But there ain't any special circumstances,” said Johnny

ull.

“That’s where my idea comes in. Look how it is+—Win-

nte-‘s eleven is going over, and toking thros FESRPVES,

hat's the lot. Well, suppose something happened—railway
accident, or something. Well, in that case '&'iﬁgatf would
want some extra reserves on the spot. Suppose we put it to
him that, being some of the besk cricketers at Greyiriars, we
should be useful there in caso of accidents. What do yon
ﬂlﬂlll% szath? id?ﬂé"h
otten ! said the Famouos: Five, with one voice,

“Look here—=" hogan Squiff warmly, Wk
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“Wingate's taking three reserves, If they ali melted into
thin air, do you think he would play Removo chaps againat

mzhire, you assi"

“He might do worse,"

“Bo he might,” agreed Wharton. “But he can’t see that.
My aden iz that o few Remove chaps would—ahem |—
strengthen the team——"

“Hear, hear!” said the whole company heartily.

“‘Eu} a Sixth-Form chap can’t sea that. The Sixth are
Ern;udwed. You ean propose it to Wingate if you like

ook out for his boota!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I'm going to!” zaid Squift resolutely. “It's a
chance, anyway. After all, we're good cricketers. I'm a
top-hole batsman.™

** Bleased is he that blowéth hiz own trumpet [

. '”f.’e‘ll, I am, you know; 30 are you, Wharton, and Bob,
!J'ﬂ.:l
::Eﬂ.ﬂir%h;nr!“ i ;
nd Inky is a ripping bowler-—simply ripping!™

*“The hear-hearfulness 15 terrifie ! i

Y Wa should be jolly valuable if—if anything happened te
t:r.a reserves—il & Zeppelin bomb or something dropped on
themm. ™

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Let's go and put it to Wingate,” urged Squiff.
can't =ay more than ‘*No.' ™ ® Bie

“0Oh, oll gerene! It's N.G., of course.”

Sguiff led the way to Wingate's study, in the Sizth-Form
passage. ‘The Famous Five followed him, without the
ﬂghﬁ.ﬁt expectation of convincing Wingate that they would

of any use on the Lantham ground in case of accidenta—
by Zeppelin bombs or otherwise.

* Hallo, halio, halle 1" said Bob Cherry, as thoy came down-
stairs. " Here's a giddy visitbr! Shall we give him a cheer?
He's in kbaki.”

“Bhurrup, you ass!™

A tall, handsome young man had come into the School
House. Ho was in khaki, and the juniors could aece that his

vank was that of a captain. He glanced towards the juniors,
and spoke to Wharton.

“ Perhaps you can tell me where to find cousin—
Wingate of the Siyth#” . e

“Certainly, sir!” said Wharton. *You are—excuse me—
Captain Wingate?"

& YEE,. my ¥. EY

“Captain of the Loamshire 'team? exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Jolly glad to see you at Greyfriars, sir!”

£ Tﬂm, you,” said the captain, smiling,

3 Tgmhewar, sir,” said Wharton.

An led the handsomo captain in khaki to Winpata's
gtudy. He“tapped at the door, Iﬂtmzl opened it. %

;li'gur Ep,am:f E’ingfat:e.” ) 5

o in of Greyfeiars jum u

“Hnﬁi? Bert ! ¥ jrmpe P

“ Hallo, George!”
. Wharton rejoined his chums in the pamage. He was greatly
impressed.  Wingate of the Sixth was always o great man in
the eyes of the juniors, but he scomed greater than ever after
having sddressed an Army captain witph “Hallo, Bert!"

Setter put off onr visit for a bit,” murmured Bob.
“Ha, ha! ¥Yes, I think so.”

EIEHE'. utlt-:-.rew:l a sudden exclamation.

(7] o itl I ]

“Eh? What have vou got?”

“The whecze—the wheeze, my son. We'll ask the captain
to put in a word for ne ™

“ Fathead! We don’t even know him!"

[ He looks a good-natured chap,” srgued Squiff. “I like
hi: chivvy. Then he ought to be Aattered at our wanting to
bike all the way to Lantﬁum to see his team play., We'll ask

m, anvway."

:‘ﬂr:h:l E{lnﬂ!{!" growled Jobnny Bull.

”f."'l-"el!,“w.a'vc got lots of check in New South Wales,” said
Sr%ul'f. I've brought a good allowance home with me. "
You have!” a%\r:-n‘d hig chums,
:il'm going to ask him, and you chaps ean back me up.”

The Fanous Five looked at one another, But they nodded.
There was a ghost of a chanee, at oll events: and it was so
supremely jmportant for the chums of the Remove to get a
whole heliday on the morrow that they could not afford to
noglect oven a ghost of a chanee.

ANSWERS

*Ha

A Grand, Long, Complete Btory of Harry
Wharton &4 Oo. By FRANK RICHARCS,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Quite a Different Prospeet !
HJ OLLY glad to see you, Bert! Where did you drop

from?®" . i
Capinin Wingate smiled, as he sat in Wingate's
armehair and strelehed ous his Tone legs. .
“1 had to come aver to Courtficld on reeruiting
matters,” he said. “Sa I thought I'd give you a lock-in
and get soime tea”

“ Good idea!” =aid Wingale,

The caplait of Greyirars opencd the =tudy door and
cabled:

[ 1] b‘l_ II'IIZI

'Thero was a rush of fect in the pasaage. L

Harry Wharton & Co. were on the spot in a twinkling.
The Remove wore not really boumd to fag for the Fixth;
but any jumior in the school rogarded it as a high honour
to fag for Wingate. 'Pubb of the Third, rushing up from a
different girection, was gr:’:ﬁrlllrd by Johrmy Bull and roshed
away again, much to his indignation and astonishient.

"I'at;es, Wingate 1™ gasped the Co. breathlessly, = Hore we
Bie . :

“The hercfulness is terrifie, auwgust Wingate!”

Y“Whera's miv fag?”? asked Wingate. ]

“Ahem! Won't we do¥” gshed Harey Wharton,

*“But vou den't fap™

"Yes,r we de—for vou" satd Bob Cheowy, 1T say,
l"iq'.ljgenE.]s a splendid cook, anl Fm vipping at—at fetehing
1hings.

“Better call Tubhb,” .

“Tubl's calling to Johnny Bull vound the corner,”™ said
E't;l;!li.“'-._! “He—he can't come for o Mopledi—he can't
really.’

.]u:.:.t then the voice of Tubb of the Thivd was heard from
round the corner;

“ Lemme go, Bull, you beast!
shins 1"

Wingate langhed,

“Well, vou can tell Tubl it decan’t matter, I vou like,”
be said. T want suomebody to get tea here, guick and good,
Chango this at the tuckshop.™

“Right you are, Wingate 1" -

And the self-constituted fags rushed off to do the shopping.

Wingate turned back into the stmudy. He cleared books
and papers off the table, and sat down. Frank Nugent came
in to lay the cloth and put the ketile on the re. Wingate
and his cousin eat by the window on the® Close, out of tho
way of the preparations, From the window a part of the
cricket-field could be scen, where sume of ihe Sixth were
elill at practice. :

“Weo're locking forward to  the
remarked the Greyiriars captain,
a tussle,”

“And beat uvs,” said Captain Wingate, amiling.

“Well, T hope so, but I den't really think so,” said
Wingate frankly. “I've zeen vour team plav, you know,
Then, you've beaten some countey olubs, so there really
veesn't seem much chance for o school cleven, But Grey-
friavs First is in topping form, and we're going to put up a
fight, Teo be quite candid, nobody here quite expects to win;
ki it's going to be a struggle ™

w1t mni,;chu o win for you, all the same,” zaid the captain.
“Thero's been some changes :ince you saw my team play the
]:r'tuk before last, George.  Orders for the Front, you

now.’

“Changes in vour leam!” exclaimed Wingate.

“That's it. Last Saturday the orders came down, and it
knocked our cleven into a coclod hat!” said the eaptain, a
fittle yuefully. **Ten of the best had to go.”

My hat!™

“I'm_ staying at Laniham, training ihe ‘ervitios” yon
kinow. I've made np ancther cleven of sorts. But it =o't
A patch oo the real eleven. 2o if yonr team is in anyihing
like form you've got the chance of vour lives.”

“My hat!” cjaculated Mugent

Wingate and his cousin looked round at that ejaculation,
and Nugent turncd erimson, and hureied to jun the kettle
harder on the firo to cover his confuston.

“I'm sorry to hear b, Bort,” said Wingoate, sineercly
cnough. 1 was expeeting a terrific screp to-morrow, ?

“Oh, there'll be o serap!™ gaid the ecaptain, Iauvghing.
“You won't walk over ws. As a maticr of fact, I'm plad
the first fixture since the changes in the team is a sehoolboy
mateh. 1 we were meeting & county ¢lub they would strafe
ur, and no mistake! DBut from what I rememboer of vour
foom here, you'll knock my scratch team into a cocked hat!™

“We shall try to. anyway,” said Wingate. “T'm sorry:
bl_lfi:!‘::“ﬁlflp[}ﬂﬂﬂ the trenches come before cricket fixturcs—
w L ?

*Yes, g hitele )™ losphed the cantain,
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Wharton, Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jamset
Singh came into the study leaded with parccls. They pro-
ceoded to get tea for the captain of the school and hie visitor.
They expended the greatest cave upoen it, too.  Chplain
Wingate and the captain of Greyfmars chatted on cricket
and Aviny matters, caveless of the presenece of the jumors.
‘The captain in khaki was evidently a little put ont by the
seattering of his cricket team, thovgh he took it lightly,  And
Wingate, though it epened up o prmlpm-t of vietory instead
of defoat, was not pleased: he would have preforred to meet
Loamshive in full steength. But the junioys, who wera
n}:ﬁuiscd by the talk of the new state of afairs, smiled cheor-
fuily, and made up their minds wore fivmly than cver that
they must sce the match—and see Greyiviars beat Loawishire
Light Infantry.

“ Roeady, Win

* Right-ho! You ean clear.” ,

The juniorz cleaved,” and Wingate and his guoest sat
down to tea. Qutside the stady, Harry Wharten & Co.
smiled af one another glecfully.

“Be we're jolly well going to beat Loomshive after all,"™
grinned DBob Cherrw.,

“Looks like it. What luck!"

Ij‘ We simply must see it. Faney Greyleiars licking Loam-
thire 1™
C Y Hallo! What's that?™ asked Vernon-8mith, joining them
i the passage. “What's put it into your heads that Grey-
friars is going to brat Loamshire? IUs impossible!™

“1t's pretty nearly a2 cert,” said Bob Cherry, and he
cxplained.

The Bounder wlhistled.

“Well, that's a change, and no mistake,” ha saud, *“Jolly
glﬂdrl l‘,ur‘:{eirl over a gidd’y new leaf, and chucked betting.”

"It Why i

“Becavse 1 met Banks, the bookie, this aiternoon,™
grivned the Bounder. *He offered me two to ene on Grey-
friara for the mateh. I thought he was dotty. I'd have
taken him on like a shot, only—onily I don't de it now. Ha
uffered me fwo to one in pontes, and I thought he must be
off his rocker, I can see it now. He's had information from
Lantham, and ha knows Gregiriars is going to win, the deep
rotter !

CAnd the Bavvder chuekled. s reformation had saved
hini & *pony,” for had he still been a betiing fellow he
would certainly have jumped at the offer of the astute Mr.
Banks.

In a very hort time the newe Caplain Wingate had
brought was known far and wide. And most of the Grey-
Ears fellows rejoiced at the prospect of a win for the First
SIET eI,

te 1" gaid Wharton at last.

THE FiFTH CHAFPTER.
Pleasant News for Loder !

ERALD LODER was in his study, seatcd at his {able,
conning over a little book with weird-ooking figures
entered on the pages, when Carne of the Sixth came
im. Loder was 1mkim§ particularly cheerful.

. All was gfing well for the zporting blade of the
Sixth: so far as he knew, at all cvents.

He had raised the half of the considerable sum lie had
wagered with Mr. Banks on the khaki match. It had not
been casy to rame iwenby-live pounds; but the certainty of
a handsome win had spurred on Loder, and he had done it.
An wrgent letter home had raised a “fiver 5 though, need-
lezz to stute, Loder had not ac%uaintad hiz people with tha
reason for which he required that fiver so urgently.  Mr.
Lazayus, of Courtfield, had taken charpa of cevtain articles
of jewellery belonging te Loder, making a loan of eight
pounds in exchange, with a little ticket thrown in.  Then
Loder had sold two or three things among the Sixth, raising
another couple of pounds thereby. Five pounds had been
bortowed in the school, ten shillings or a ponud at a time,
frem various fellows he knew. it wiuﬁ five pounds he
aleeady bad in hand, made up the twenty-five,

The twenty-five pounds, with Loder’s 10 U for a similar
amount, had been placed in the hands of Mr. Cobh, at the
Cross Meys, as stakebolder.  Mr. Banks had placed a
stmilay amount and a similar IO U in the same hands,

Mr, Cobl was not a gentloman of high character, Lut lia
Eﬁu]d be trusted in little matters of that kind. That was his

LSIRES,

IHow he was to meet the IO U for bwenty-five' pounds if
e lost the bet Loder did not stop to conswder. He could
not lose #; he would not have made the bet of there had
been any possibility of losing if.

Greyfriara First could no more beat Loamshire than they
could have braten M.C.C., or 1 Zingart, or Yorkshive County
Cricket Club. Loder's money was quite safe,

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 10
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Heedless of the tramp’s cudgel, Squiff leaped at him, and inuur_r‘»':T him l_:ra;.ﬁli{wards' to liis gmui-zﬁ* There was a crash as
the tramp landed on his baek, with Squiff sprawling over him.

A mrazEEs e

“Got him, slr ! ** sang out Squiff, " Run for i,

sle 1* (See Chapter 8.)

The sportaman of the Jixth was rejoicing. He only
wondered why Mr. Banks, so asiute in racing matters, had
chown himself so complete an ignoramus in cricket matters.
If Mr. Banks knew anything about cricket, he certainly
wolldn't back Greyfriars First against Loamshire. Loder
had no scrople in taking advantage of his ignorance. That
was all in the “game.”

“Fifty blessed quids!” Loder was muttering, as Carne of
the Sixth came in. * My hat! It's the bigzest coup of my
life. I wish I'd had the tin to make it a hundved: but that
rad Banks won't bet on tick. I—I suppose I couldn't pay
if I lost a hundred, and he won't take it on on the under-
standing that [ must win.”  Loder chuckled at the idea.
“5till, Gity of the best—filty of the best—— Hallo, Carne!”

Carne lopked at hun curiously.

“You seem to be chippy this afterncon," he remarked.
Loder langhed cheerily.
“I'm on a good thing,” he said.

*"%mt's- why you borrowed a guid of me on Mondaz ™
L Eﬁ-.”

“Wou might put a pal on fo it, if it's such a jolly good

thing,” said Carne. “What 13 t—something at New-
market ¥ ]

“No fear. I'm giving the gee-gees a rest. This iz some-
thing s bit better than gee.gess.™

“What the dickens, then——""
“The Loamshire mateh,” explained Loder.
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“1 don't want

“CALLED TO THE COLOURS!”

to keep a pal ont of it, cither,
gou want to see him.”

“You've backed Gregfriars?"

“Ha, ha! No jolly fear!™

“My hat!” said Clarpe, “Don't tell me you've put your
money on the khaki team?"

“Of course I have! Why, even Wingate doesn’t think
he can beat Loamshire!” said Loder. *The Greyfriars Firab
hasn't an earthly. It fairly knocked me when 1 found that
Banks was willing to back Greyiriars to the tune of a couple
i;-[ Iz:Pnies. But I jumped at it with both feet, you can

gt !

“Great Scott!” exclaimed Carne, aghast.
have you put on Loamshira®"

“Fifty.’

“0h, crumbs!™

“At cvens,” saul Loder checrily.  “I stand to win fifty
to-morrow. It's as safe as the Bank of England, of course.
Greyfriars haven't a look in.” Fhis lip curled as he cought
the expression on Carnce's fuee. “ Yon think it's not quite
the thing to bet against o fellow’s own side? That's all rot!
'm betting on the winning foam."

YT wasn't thinking anvthing of the kind," said Carne
orimly. YI was t-fllinlii:ng that you've comec the biggost
mucker vou ever did come.”

“What rot! I tell von, it's a cert! And if you like ta
bike down awd cateh DBanks before ho leaves, you can follow

Banks is still in Friardale, if

“How much
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my lead, and bag & fiver to-morrow—if you've got the monay
to put up.”

“Thanks!” said Carne drily. "'I'll keep my money in my
trousers-pocket. I can see vou haven’t heard the news."

“What newa?" said Loder spappishly.

“ About Loamshire.™

* Nothihg happened to the Loamshire Eleven, I supposei”

*1 should jolly well say so. Wingate's cousin has come to
call on Inim; they're in the quad now,” said Carne, ** Captain
Wingate's brought news with lhim; rather starthing news,
too. The faga heard themn talking it over in the study, I
think; it’s all over the school now. I asked Wingate whether
it's correct, and he savs that it is.”

“What's the news!" snapped Loder. “Don’t be so thunder-
ing long-winded! Is anything wrong with the Lkhali
eleveni”

“Everything, I should say.
down last week——"

“What "’

“The whole cleven, excepting Captain Wingate, were in
the draft for Flanders, They're gone.”

TLoder staggered,

"Gone! he repeated faintly.

11} YI'_".M. ¥y

* Then—then there ian"t a Loamshire Ileven at all?™

“Oh, yes, there 15! There's a new eleven, of course.
Thero always is o Loamshire Light Infantry Eleven. Tha
eaplain’s made ten changes in the team, that's all,”

“Good heavens!™

Loder sank helplessly into his chair,

It was a contingency he had never even dreamed of. From
the beginoing of the cricket season, Loamshire L.I. had
hiad a great roputation in cricket.  Aa players were called
away for <dutics in Flanders, they had been, of course,
replaced, but the general high lovel of the eleven had been
kept up.  But the wiping-out of the whole eleven in this
manner had never occurred before; though, of course, it
might have oceurred at any moment. ;

“But—but 1 suppose Lhere’s pretty good material for the
new  eleven!” gasped Loder, at last.  “ Loamshire were
always a good cricketing regiment.”

Carne shook his heatﬁ

“The now eleven’s drawn from raw recruits,” he said. “1I
heard the ﬂ::ipf.a.in talking it over with Wingate on the
cricket-ground. The captain's awfully keen to hkeep up. the
regiment’s cricketing rcﬁ:uta.tic-n, and he’s hunted high and
low for pood men to replace the chaps who have gone. He's
got 4 team of sorts together; and thinks they'll turn out goad
stulf in time. But just now——"

“¥You mean they've got no chance?

“MNext to none. The captain’s watching the Sixth a#
practiee now, snd I heard him fell Wingate he wished he had
a fow of our fellows to put a backbone into his new eleven.™

Ot that ‘vilare Ban

at—that willain nks mu ¥
made his bet with me!™ he gasped?t Aage: kriown, ashen;‘he

“ Of course he jolly well knew ! grinned Carne. “Ho was
t-ﬂ.]i'!I'ljl,‘ you 10, old man. I'd ery off'if I weére you.”

“1 can’t ery off. I've put up twenty-five quids in hard

PM}]" Eﬂd iy I D U fﬂ'[‘ t a resgt, Hﬂﬂ[;ﬂ r J':._'F I_EI "
big bet like that on the nod.” wouldn’t book a

Carne whistled.

“Then yon're done in,” he said. “Better make up wour
mind to it. Banks will give you time fo pay on the 10 1.
;ﬁﬁe é!?’nent in that way; excepting when he's very hard
. Time to pay on my 10 U!” groaned Loder,
ign’t what I want. I want to win the fifty 1"

'-'%'nrna shrugged his shoulders,

. “Why, I'm szmpl_?l ruined if Loamshire lose ! panted Lader.

Where do you think 1 got that twenty-five from? I've
borrowed right and left; 1I've pawned some of my things in
Eﬂurtﬂeld;’ ‘va squeezed in money from overy source, If it

oes, what's to happen? And—and the twenty-five on my

0 U—I couldn't possibly raise that this term—I shall hava
Banks dunning and threatening me—oh, erumbs "

“Well, you've put your foot in it, and no mistake I” <aid
Carne,

Loder sprang up, clenching his fists.

*Oh, the hound—the rotter ! He kuew all the time, and T
11&1;{:' su!a'pr:cted. I—I thought he was a dashed fool in ecricket
ITATLET R,

"“He must have thought you were a dashed fool, I should
eay,” remarked Carne, with a grin.

Loder ground his teeth. .

' Loamshire must win!"” he hissed,
friare must lose—do you hear, Carne?
friars win. " T

e I}'ﬁl’wzu you'll be ruined, old son, for Greyfriars are going to
win.
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Orders for the Front came

“That

“They must! Grey-
I'm ruined if Grey-

* speak to you—if you'll excuse oy aw

“MThey can’! They sha'™n't!” Loder's eyes were gleaming
almost feverishly, * Look here, Carne, I'm desperate, Grey-
friars have got to lose,”

“Bhuegh ! Don’t let anybody hear you say that !

“They've pot to lose,” said Loder, lowering his wvoice.
“Look here, Uarne, vou ean help me; I've stood by you often
enough, Halves, if you help me.”

Carne shook his head, )

“I ean’t, Loder, I’d do anything I could; but it can't be
done. You must be potty to think of it.™

Loder made a fierce gesture,

“1 tell you I can’t afford to lose Gfty quid. I—I've got to
think it out. But I can tell you one thing, Carne, Greyiriars
are going Lo lose.” .

Carne only shrugped hizs shoulders. He sympathized with
his fnllﬁ\"-‘-bllackguarg; but his belief was that Greyfriars were
g‘mng to win, and that anything Gerald Loder =aid or did
could not make any difference to that.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

i Y ELjI Imurnrr:urm;] Bob Cherry,
[T l.].l .!!l
“ Btrilke the giddy iron while it's hot ™

* Ahom 1

Captain Wingate was on the cricket-ground with
the captain of Greviriars. George Wingate was showing him
round the school after tea, and they had paused on Big Side
to look on at the cricket. The gentleman in khaki was appar-
ently intercsted in Greyfrairs cricket, for he locked on for
guite a long time while he chatted with hiz cousin.

Many glances wers cast towards the handsomo captoin in

khaki, and many fellows envied Wingate having such a rola-
tion to show round Greyiriars. Captain Wingate was only a
few years elder than the Sixth-Former, but he had “put in
a year at the Front, and gamed his captainey there. [t was
known, teo, that he had been wounded at Neuve Chapgelle,
and had had two months in hospital; though now he was as
it as a Hdale again. He was a relation to be proud of, and
Wingate was not unconscious of it, as he stood on Big Side
with the handesome captain.
_ Harry Wharten & Co. wére hovering near at hand,
idea was to be carried out. But the juniors felt a little natural
hesitation. Captain Wingate was a }‘:rerfm:t. stranger to them.
The Remave fellows were not generally “ backward in coming
forward,” certainly. PBut to nﬁ( a skranger to chip in on their
hehalf scemed quite the limit in “ cheek.”

And it was a little doubtful how George Wingate would
take it. The jumiors hoped that Wingate would sheer off, and
give them a chance to speak to the Army man alone. And,
az il In unconscious assent to their wish, Wingate left hia
cousin for a few minutes, and walked across to ihe pavilion to
speak to Walker,

It was the chance at last; but the heroes of the Remove
still hesitated. They had agreed that it was up to Wharton
as captain of the Remove. But Harry Wharton was affficterd
with an unusuval diffidence.

“The strikefulness of the-esteemed iron should be during its
hotfulness,” Hurree Singh remarked. * And a stitch in time
goes longest to the well, my esteemed Wharton. ™

“Goit, Harry I

“It's such a blessed cheek !™ gasped Wharton.

Y Leave it to mel” said E.I:Iuiig‘f. “I've got cheek enough.
Dash it all, think of what that chap’s faced out in Ilanders,
and buck up.”

“ Ahem !

“Well, I'm gm’nf, " gaid Squiff.

And the Anstralian j
raized his straw hat,
ned.

“Jolly glad Lo see you here, sir, if you'll exeuse me savis
g0, said Souiff, by way of & beginnh%. i

“¥You are very kind to say so, my young friend,” replied
the eaplamn, with a great gravity which gave Squiff a sus-
picion that even a eaptain in the Avmy was not above pulling
a fellow's leg,

“ Ripping weather for cricket, &ir,” said Bquiff hastily.

“Topping ! zesenied the man in khaki,

“I hope 1t will be like this to morraow, sir.”

“ Bk uh, Squif” sid Bob

“ Buck up, Squwiff,” said Bob Cherry, in a stage whi
“Wingate will be back 1n a minute ! . Sper.

“Shureup, 3ou aes ! mormured Nugent,

. Bob’s whisper had been intended only for Squifl’s ears, but
it reached the captain’s; and the Loamshire man looked
astonished.

“The—the faet is, siv,” said Squiff, “I—1 wanied to

%ul cheek—"

Squifi’s

: “You chaps back me up.™
n Jumor marched up to the captain and
aptam Wingate gave him a pleasant
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“ Not af all,” said the captain Iil-ﬂlita];,u
“*Wingate's coming, Squuf '
“Bhut up, you ass!”
“Well, you see—-" :
“Wae want to see the match to-morrow, siv,” gasped Squif,
lunging nto business. *Qur Form-master doesn’t sce it;
ut—but—but we want to go all the same.”

Captain Wingate laughed good-humouredly.

1 guite sympathize with you,” he said, *“ When I was ab
gchooi, I remember I wanted to do a lot of things the masters
didn't see.”

“ Perhaps you sometimes found a really nice, good-natured
chap to put in & word for you sometimes, sir,” Squilf
suggested.

“1I don’t know that I did," said the captain,

*Well, gir; I know it’s an awiul cheek-—""

[ {4 “’hﬂ.t iﬂ?”

“What [—I'm going to ask—*

#Then wou'd better not ask it,” suggested the captain
arnicably.

“Ahem! VYou—you see, vou're our last chance,’ said
Bc!ulff degperately. * Quelchy——>"

“Who is Quelohy 77

#I—I mean, Mr. Quelch our Form-maszter, He'd do any-
thing for & man in khaki, sir. Wou see, he's too old to go
himself, and he thinks that khaki cught to come Grest, second,
and third, and all the time."

“ A very proper spirit,” said the captain, laughing heartily.
“Your Form-master appears to be a gentleman of great
judgment. "

“Yes, 'I'-‘Rﬂ-"}t{]?’ " gaid Squiff, again with a suspicion that the
good-humoured officer was pulling his leg. “So i you—you
asked him a little favour, sir—"

“ERIT

“1If you asked him to do vou a—a favour—"

“But I do not want your Form-master te do me a favour,
that I am aware of," said the captain, with 2 puzzled look.

“ But—but we do, sir,” explained Souiff,

“QOh! You do!"

“That's it, sur. If you asked Quelchy to let us have a run
to-morrow, I'm sure he'd jump at it, to oblige you," blurted
out Squiff. “I know it's a frightful cheek to ask you.”

“1 guite agree with you,” said the paptain, smiling. *In
En?tbi]: iE'l what I should call an extracrdinary nerve.”

& II-

The captain laughed,

“ My dear boy, I'm afraid I can't ask favours of a man T
don't know, for schoolboys I don’t Lkuow,” he said. “I'm
gorry, but there you are.”

“Well, you could know us, if you like, sir,” said Squiff
eagerly, " I'm Sampson Quincy Iy.mi'j‘ Field, of New South
Wales. T've got an uncle in your line, sir—ahem '—1 mean
my uncle's in the Australisn Contingent—Anzacs, sir. This
chap is Wharton, captain of our Form——""

“Dry up, you ass !’ murmured Wharton.

“The chap with the feet is Bob Cherry—"

“ ¥Why, you fathead—" began Bob.

“The chap with the Day-and-Martin eomplexion is Holy
Tampot, a prince of the Indian Empire——0™

" My esteemed fatheaded Bquiff—-—"

*Hullo!" said Wingate, rejoining his cousin, and looking
very curipusly ab the Hemovites, :

*This young gentloman is introdveing his friends to me,”
said the captain gravely. “I am delighted to make their
acquaintance,”

The juniors blinked at Wingate. Wingate made o gesture,
and they retreated, with Squiff's list of introductions un-

fnishod,
grunted Bob Cherry,

¥
H

’ ¥§tlli!:g -LI?-';I;E!" b

o gamefulness is up,” ssid the Nabeb of Bhanipur

dolorously. " We shall have to break the august buundsptn:
morrowfully,” -

There was evidently nothing doing. Tt had beon the ghost
of a chance, that was all. Coming to think of it, the 'u%iiars
realised that thoe captain’s statement was correct—that he
couldn’t very well call upon a gentleman he didn't know and
ask for leave for half a dozen juniors he did not know, for
no better roason than that an extremely cool youth had
azked him to do so,

A little later Captain Wingate left Gueyiriars, Wingate
walking with him to the station.

Harry Wharton & Co. hung about the gates waiting for
Wingate to come in.

When the bix Sixth-Former came back alone they gathered
roundd him to try the last, last chance.

“* Abont to-raorrow, Wingute——=>" spid Bquiff,

“Hallo! What about fto-morrow!™ asked Wingate,

stu]?ing'.
“Mr. Quelch doesn't scem to soe any reason why we should
go over to Lantham in the morning.”

“I don't, pither,” said Wingate grimly.

“Ahem! Bub we want to go.”

8o doos all Groyfriars, I dare say”
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“Well never mind them,” said Squiff hastily. *“*We're
rather special, in a way. We—we were thinking that—that
if you got hung up for players somebow. you might like to
fall bac on us."

“*Ha, ha, ha!™

“I'm a veally brilliant batsman, you know, and Inky can
bowl, You mnever Lknow what mav happen. Buppose a
Zeppelin bomb falls on your teain——"

“ 'l chance it,"” wid Wingate, and he walked on to the
House.

“Game's up,” said Bob Cherry dismally. “If cocl cheek
could do it, Squiff, you'd be an easy winner. DBuk it won't."

Sampson Quincy Iffley Field grunted.

“We've got to think of something else,” he declaved.

And Squiff continued to codgel his brajns for-a scheme.
Ef-qt the Co.'s general opinion was that there was nothing

oing.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Rogues in Council !

- OME in!" called out Wingate cheerily.
Lipder of the Bixth entered his study.
Wingate nedded Eleasantl:r. He was not on the
best of terms wit
leasant. It was petting late, and Wingate was
thinking {:Fh{}d when the prefect tapped at his door.

“T've dropped in to speak about the imateh to-morrow,”
said Loder. *Of course, you're fully decided on the eleven
vou' e golng to take over to Lantham.”

“Yes, rather; a week ago or more.”

“I'va been thinking whether you might give me a chance.
I've played a good many times for the First, you know.™

“I turned that over in my mind, Loder. Dut—syou'll
excﬁe me—I think Pve made up sbout the best team ]
could. ™

“Youve gobt ive of the Filth Form in it"

Y YVes—DBlundell, Bland, Potter, Fitzgerald, and Smith
t:ﬁajnr.," said Wingate, with a nod. *All good, dop’t you

ink "

“ Good enough,” said Loder. *“But I must say I think I'ngp
rather an improvement on a Fifth-Former.™

Wingate shook his head.

“I'm sorry I don't see it, Loder. But this ia rather &
sudden idea, isn't it? You haven't shown any desire to play
in the ma.bnl up till now, the very last moment.” -

“1 was waiting to be asked,” said Loder.

“Well, I'ra sorry. It can't be done™

“ There's Potter of the Fifth, I'm a better bat than he
is, anyway.”

#1 dare say you're a3 good, but you're not nearly so good
in the field,” said Wingate. *“You cracked up in the last
mateh T played you n, s5’.4}1:!-21'. If I were a suspicious chap,
I should have put it down to smoking.”

Loder ﬂusheg.

“*Mind, I'm not saying s0,” said Wingate. “Bot yon
craﬂkﬁd up rottenly. I can’t risk anything bf the kind in this
match.?'

“It turns out thet Loamshire aren’t in the form we sup-
posed,” sad Leder. I don’t see that you'd be risking
much.”

“But T don't want to risk anything.”

Y ouve En!: some of the Sixth in the team that aron’t up

?

Loder, but he was always

to my form,” said Loder sullenly.
*Oh, come, old chap! Look at the hst!” sa:dd Wingate
ood-humouredly,  “ Here they are. Myself, North,

ourtney, Walker, Carne, and Hilton. There izn't much to
choose between youn and Carne, I admit. I really put Carne
in because he was keen about 1f, and you didn't seem to be,
It Carne liked to hand you over his place, I shouldn't raise
any objection, as far as that poes ™

“]I don't want fo shift my pal out, of course.™

% Mo, naturally. But the rest are above your form, Loder.”

“1 don't think so."

“Well, T do,” said Wingate; “and after all, I'm crickel
captain, Loder.”

“(h, all right! Good-night!"

Y Good-night, Loder!™ ]

The profect quitted the study, locking zo disappointed thai
Winzate's heart smote him g little. He was glad to see Lode
keen about ericket, and sorry he eould not give him a place in
the team. But he could not, and thore was an end of it

Gerald Loder returned to his own study. Carne of the
Sixth was waiting for him there, and he looked curiously at
the prefect as he came in.  Loder clozed the door and gritted
his teeth,

NG asked Carne. "

A Qrand, Long, Complets Story of Harr
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“0Oh, it's sickening!
That cad Banks has
fairly taken me int?

ouned Loder, throw-
ing away his cigarctie
“But I'm going to make
a fight for it. 1 think 1
shall be in the clevem,
in spite of Wingate.”

“TI'm bleszed if 1 zee
how 1"

*“Only the eleven and
three reserves are polng.
As it's a whole day
match, there won't bo
any Greyiriars fellows
gn the ground until tho
- afternoon. I can go as
a reserve, i 1 like 1
wag going to do that
anyway. Wongate may
want the reserves”

“Mot likely, I dare
sy Fou can umpire.”

“0h, rot! Suppcaa
someg of the men  were
missing 1™

“1 don't sce how any

of his men could be
missing,” said  Cawne,
with a stare. “But if
they were, and Wingate
had to fall back on thin
reankves, hed pilok
Valence or Greene  bes
fora you.”’

“Valenco and Greene
mayn't bo there”

“But they're gc-ing
—"  Carne broke o
with n whistle. “1—1
say, Loder, what have
you got in your headi™

Loderta face seb
savagely.

“I've got it in m
head to win fifty quid,
and to save coming &
mucker,” ho answered.

“1—1—1 gave him five bob to play that game, sir "

“I'm sorry, sir ! It was all spoof—the man wasn’t a !nut;mi_at all ! * mumbled Equli_

Mr. Queleh, (Sec Chapter 9.)

T

“I'vo got to do it
ronyon v 1 gmoed | Gt L il Co
worth it I've been

“Yes"
“1 was afraid i1t would be, It's rather late in the day to
et keen about the match, you know. And, dash it all,
der, if you shoved yourself into the team at the last
moment, and scored duck’s eggs for Greyiriars, it would look

suspicious,™

“I don't sea that. I'd have chanced it, anyway. But
Wingate isn't taking any.” Loder flung himself mnto a chair,
and lighted 2 cigarette moodily, *“But I'm not beaten yet.
1 can depend on you, Carnet”

Carne flushed a hittle,

“I've told you so0,” he-said. “I don’t like doing it, but—
but I'm sticking to you, as you've got yourself in such a
frightful fix.” .

“1t's halves if L pet the Bfty.™

“That's understood, of course,”™

“That leaves Wingate a man short for the mateh,™ said
Loder. “You'll get a duck’s egg in each innings, and you'll
run out any man you can.”

“I—I suppose so0,” said Carne wncomfortably.

“What about Walkex? He's a p2l of ours, and he's in the
eleven”

Carne shook his head decidedly.,

“MNot a whisper to Walker! 1 tell you it’s no good, Loder.
Ten to one he'd not only refuse to have anything to do with
it, bughhe‘d go straight to Wingate and gmive the whole show
AWaYy.’

“1 supposs we can't risk it. He's not gnme for it,” said
Loder bitterly. *“ He was always rather chicken-hearted. If
1 could get inte the team that would make two 1men short
for Wingate. ‘That might work is.” . i

“It might,” said Carne doubtfully. “But the fact is,
Loder, there's going to be something very like o walk-over
to-morrow. 1 don™ believe even that would make much
differenc~ to Groyiriavs winning.”

Tue MacueT LiBRany.—No. 436,

down to Courtfield—"

“What on' earth for?™ _ )

“My leave my watch with old Lazarus and raise four quid,”
said Loder. “I’ve scen some fellows I know there.”

Carne locked very uncasy.

“1'd rather not know any more about it, if you don’t
mind,” he said. 1 only hope you're not—not puthng your
foot in 1% too deep.”

“Oh, it's safe enough'!
it fails, nothing can come out,” =aid Loder.
be afraid.”

“T'm not afraid. Only—only 1'd rather not have a hand
in anything further. I'm standing by you pretty well as it
ig. I den't like doing it.™"

“1 won't tell you an 1‘:.’t'|i|:|%T if you'd rather not. But
the expenses come out of the fti; before we divvy up, of it
works, and we get the fifty at all.”

“Done!” said Carne, vising, “Good-night, old c¢hap, and
good uck ™ .

Carne left the study, leaving Loder with a bitter sneer on
his lips. The temaptation of halves in the plunder had hecn
too much for Carne, and he had agreed to help ‘his fellow-
blackguard by giving away the mateh if he could. But it
was ovident that Leder had planned something clse—some-
{hing deeper and mere dangerous—to make sssurance donble
sure.  And Carne did not want to know anything about 1t.

Lader lighted another eigarette, with a grim and moody
brow. Very late that night he sat thinking over his gchemen
—over how he had been “dished ™ by the astute Mr. Danks,
and how he was going te “dish ™ Mr. Banks iu turn—if he
coukd !

That “dishing * Mr. Banks imvolved teeachery to lLis own
sehool was a trifle to Gerald Loder, and he was vet in &
mood to stick at trifles,

Whother it suecceeds, or whether
“You needn’t
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THE &th CHAPTER.
Squiff the Hero !

“PBless my soul!”

Mr. Quelch  stopped,
with an cxclamation  of
alarm.

‘Ho had been to the
vicarage for his usual
ame of chess with Mr.
ambe, ' and was walk-
ing home to Grevfriars
in the dusk of the sum.
mer evening.,  As e
entered the duskiost part
of the lane, where the
overhanging trecs cast
deep  shadowsz, a borly,
vagged figure suddenly
foonmied up in his path.

Mr. Queleh halted,

'The. tramp—for =uch
he cvidently was—had o
big, thick ecudgel in his
hand, and a threatening
look on hiz face.

S om, amet™

“HKindly let me pass,
my mani?. said the
Form-master, with great
dignity, though perhaps
with on inward tremor.

The Hemove- master |
was not an athlete, and
ho was getting on in
years, It was a lonely
spoi, and the ruffian’s
cudgel looked dangerouns.
It was a most awhkward
encounter, if the tramp
meant mischief, and he
looked as if he means
mischief.

“Money or yer hfe!™
said the tramp huskily,
exhaling o breath laden
with tho fumes of rum
and tobaceo, which made
Mr. Queleh feel quite

1R

“Stand aside !

The ruffian chuekled
hearsely., Tho slim,
BEpAre Forrm - master

The Junlors proceeded to get tea for the eaptain of the school and his visitor,

while the two cousins talked cricket.

(8ee Chapter 4,)

wonld have bren helpless
in hiz grasp, and both of them knew it

“!And over yer cash!™ said the tramp, * Now, then, ‘and
it over, afore f{]ﬂiS yer on tho cokernnt with this "erg!”

And the cudgel was Rourished threateningly within an inch
of Mr. Queleh’s august nose. : )

The Form-master started back, clenching his hands.

_“1 will give you nothing,” he said determinedly. * And
H you dare to assault me, yon roffian, you will answer for it to
the law ™

“Then "ore poes!™ roared the tramp.

“Help!"” shouted Mr. Quelch, backing away as the ruffian
advanced on him with brandished f:.udg-aﬁ.

There was a swift patter of footsteps in the lane, and an
active figore dashed up.  Mr. Quelch recognised Sampson
Quiney 1ffley Field of the Remaove,

Remove fellows should have been within gates at that hour,
but, fortunately for the Remove-master, the Australian junior
was out of gates,

Heedless of the tramp’s cudgel, the junior leaped at him,
and bore him backwards to the ground.  There was a crash
as the tramp landed en his back, with Squiff sprawling over
him.

“Gob bim, s ™ sang oul Sguiff. Y“Ruon for it, s !

“Rlees my soul! T shall cortainly not ron ™ gasped Mr,
Queleh. "1 will help you, my brave lad! Hold the
raffian ™

“Lrp, casy docs sl roaved the tramp,
Httin' me, puv'ner! Yoo lemme po!™

Aguifl rolled off the tramp, rolling in Mr. Queleh’s way, as
it happened. Before the Forme-master could get hold of tho
risfhian the lelter picked himself up and darted throogh & gup
m the hedge,
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“Don’t you stark

—

In a twinkling he bad vanished acrvess the darkening
fields.

Squiff rese to his feel, panting.

“ All serene, sir?” he said breathlessly,

“My dear boy,” exelaimed Mr. Queleh, * it was very brave
of you to come to my help—especially as that detestabls
ruffian was so dangerous! You might have been scevevely
hurt. Thank you very much, Field, You bave shown very
great courage !’

“h, no, sir; not at all, sir!” stammered Squiff, flushing
scarlot.

“¥You have, indeed, my dear boy! ¥You should not be out
of gates at this hour, but I shall excusze you. T shall cor-
tainly excuse you, Come with me, Field !’

“Yes, sir,”

The Australian junior trotted on beside Mr. Queleh, and
they arrived at the gates of Greyviriars tdgether, The gotes
were docked, but Mr. Quelch opened the side gate with his
key, and they passed in.

Bauiff walked to the School Houze with his Form-master,
and some of the juniors eyed them curiously as they came in.

“ Anything happened, Squiff?” asked VWharton, noticing
that the Avstralian’s clothes were dusty from head to foot,

He gave Sqgufi a very odd look as he spoke.  Squifi had
informed the Famous Five that he had a * wheoze,” a really
first-class wheeze, that couldn’t fail to got the required leave
on the morrow, '

He had told them nothing further, but had vanished fram
their ken for a considerable time.  Thoy had waited lor [Hm
to come i, and they were considerably astanished {0 00 him
come in with Mr. Quelch, locking as if he had becn dusting the
road with his ¢lothes,
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H8omething has Indead iu:tp%mt-:l, Wharion.” zald Me
Quelel, before the blushing Squilf could speak,  “ IMield has
performed a very brave action.™

“0Oh, sir!" murmured Squiff.

“A very brave action indeed ! repeated Me Quelch, as
a number of fellows gathered round. 1 was stopped in
the laue by & dreadful-looking ruffian, armed with a large
cudegel, who attempted to rob me. I should wndouzbeediy
have been serionsly injured had not Field come to my help,
He attacked. the ruffian in o most courageons manace, and the
man fHod ™

“Good old Squiff 1™ said Dob Cherry heartily,

Squifi's fnee was burning,  Never had a bero leoked more
confused and nrcomfortable.

TOh, I=1 gay, sir=—"" ho gasped,

Mr. Quelch smiled at Lim benmgnly,

I wish your Form-fellows fo know how conrageonsly von
bave acted, IField.' he saic.  * I am proud of youl”

HOh, no, sie!”

“1 shall not speak of rewawding
act,” went on Mr. Quelch; *but
ledge it in some way, 1 think, too. that I know of o
suitablo ackeowledgment. Would you like to be feee from
lessons to-morrow, IPield, in order to go to Lantham? I think
you would "™

S0h, sic!  Yes, sic—rather, sirl”

“Then I shall exense you to-morrow,” said blr. Quelch
graciously.

“Thank vou, sir!™ stammered SBooifl,  “ I—-l—— Txcusa
me, sir; 1—1 don't want to seem greedy, bubt—but 1t would
be rathor rotten going to Lantham on my own.  If vow'd let
my pals come with me, sir—" L

he Famous Five looked keen and anlhwipative,

Mr. Guelch hesitated a moment.

“Whom do you wish to take, Field?"” ;

*Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, Bull, and Inky, sir—I mean,
Hurree Singh.”

Ancther pause.

“Five juniors!™ sald Mr. Queleh. *Well, well, T shall
consent, Field. You have performed o brave and devoled
action—very brave indsed—aud I am glad to be able to
acknowledge it, You and your friends shall take a holiday
to-morrow !

ou for your couragoous
shonld like to acknow-

And, with a kind nod to the juniors, Mr. Quelch went fo
his study, and the door clozed behind him.

“Hooray ' chortled Bob Cherry.,  “*Oh, what a little bit of
luek 1’

“The luckfulness iz terrific?”

exclaimed Hurree Singh,
thmping Squiff on the back.

“And the thankfulness iz also

great!” .
“ Blessed if it isn't like a giddy miracle!” soid Johnny
Bull,  “That tramp, or whoever he was, hopped along at the

very best minute. and no mistake.
out af gates, Squiff?”

“1 sav, you fellows=T1 =av, Squiff, I suppose you'll be
toking me !’ exelnimed Billy Bunter.  * You forgot to men-
tion me to Quelchy. Squiff ™

“lro and cat coke!” said Soquiff erosly.

“0h, really., Sgmiff—as vour old pal, vou koow!" urged
Bunter. = T1'll came if vou'll pay my fare—1 will really ™

“Ha, ha, hat"

O, shut up, vou fat daffes!”
awiy with a moody berow,

The juniors gazed after im in astonizhment.

W ell, e docsn’l loak very chippy for o fellow who's just
got a whole holiday from Quelehy ! exclaimed Bolsover
it jor.

“Looks more as if he'd got a licking, begad!" said Lord
Mauleverer, in wonder.

Souiff went up to the Remove pazzage looking worried and
rostloss.  Harry Wharton & Co. followed him there, and Bob
Elh:j'r}' gave him a clap on the shouolder that made Squaff

ol

" Cheer up, kid!"

“Yarooh! You've nearly fracturcd my shoulder, you ass!™
roared Sguill.

“That's the way T show my appreciztion of a giddy hero 1Y
gaid Bob, " Come into the study and tell us all about it1"

“Oh, rats!”

“YWhat's wrong, Squift#" asked Harry Wharton,

Squiff groaned.

“{h, dear, I"wish I hadn't done it!"

“Wish you hadn't done it ! gasped Bob, in great astomsh-
ment. “Why, you duffer, nothing could have  hoppened
better! Haven't we got leave for Lantham now, all I:Emugh
you being a piddy

How did you come to be

swidd Bqutlf: and he strode

hero?™
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“0Oh, rot!"

o Pyves eheers for tho piddy hero '™

“82hnas up!”? shouted Squiff furiouwsly,

* Behold, he blusheth!” grinmed Nuogent.
slways modest, yon know. Hooray!"” )

“Will yon be guict, you oss?™ exclaimed Squiff, exasper-
sted. “I—I thought it wos & good wheeze, and 1t's cost me
fivo hob, but—hat I dido't foveseo nll this™

“Wheerza ! yepeated Bob blunkly.

“VYes, ven chump! Do you think footpads come along
just in time for hovole rescues in real life?” growled Squiff.
‘Don’t bo an ass! J—I meant it for a wheeze, but—-hub I
never thought about old Quelehy calling me a hero, and—and
—and I wizh I hadn't done 3. 3

“Oh, cromba!” ejeculated the Famous Five together,
gtarving ab Squiff.

Bomff wos crimeon.

%I T'm sorry, yon fellows, Tut it's all off about Lantham.
11 can't stand it. I foel such o rotten hmmbux! T didn’t
foreace, Yoeou understand?  It's worked all right, but—but
1 can't lat it =a en. P'm sorry wou'll Jose the holiday, bub
there's only one thing to do, dash it all!” ; ;

Saquiff ran dewnstaivs, leaving the Famous Five staning.
A minute later he was tapping at My, Queleh’s study door.

“ Heroes are

THE RINTH CHAPTER.
Making a Clean Breast of It!

7. GUELCH was standing at the telephone with
e receiver in his hand when Squiff's knock come
at the deor. He did not say * Come in!" but ¥ iehd
oponed the door and went m alter knocking,

The Hemove-master was ringing up the ex-
change, and he torned his head, with a frown. But his face
cleared a8 he saw the junior from New South Wales,

Ho was interrupted, and he did not hike being interrupted,
But he could not be angry with Field just thon.

“ If yon please, sir-—" blurted out Squill. ”

' Pray wait, Field! They are giving mo my number.

“Very well, s !”

“ Dear me ! murmured Mr. Quelch, at the telephone; a3 a
mmurmur of voices from the exchange came to his cars, * Tiless
my soul!™

For thia is what he heard: . . o

It was gatheved up at the back with pink chiffon!

Evidently the young ladics at the exchange were too busy
to attend to a rmere man who wanted hiz number. -

My, Queolch, with a zesture of annoyance, rang again.
Then a someowhat irritable voice demanded:

“ Number, please?™

“ Courtheld 101" : :

Squiff jumped. He knew the number of the police.skation
at Courthield. It flashed into his mind that Mr. Quelch was
going to telephone the story of the attempted robbery to
Inspector Girimes. It was a natural thing for Mr. Quelch to
do, but Squiff hadn’t thousht of that. :

“ [—1 say, sir—" he gasped.

“ Ay dear boy, you must wait till T have spoken to Ingpector
Grimes,” satd Mr. Quelch kindly enough.

“Dh, no, k! lease!™ gasped Squiff.
pﬁrtzﬁlﬂt:h!:] Don't tell the inspector about i%, sir™

(1] II'E' !IJ

“I—I'm sovry, sir!" eaid Sqgmiff, his face crimsen. “I've
come hero to tell you, siv, I'm awfully sorrg—""

“T do not understand vou, ™ said Mr. Quelch, staring at the
junior's flushed and excited face. “Vou look feverish, Field.
I trust you were not hurt, after all, in the strogele with that
ruffian®™ : _

“Oh, no, sir!” groaned Squiff. 1T didn'$ veally struggle
with him, sir. ‘That's what T've come ta tell you. It was—
was—wasg spoof [

F1Y Wh&t_llr”

“T'm sorey, sir! It was all spoof—the man wasn't a fool-
pad abt all!” mumbled Seuifi, “I1—I-—T peve him five bob
to play that game, sip!”

The recetver dropped from Mr, Queleh’s hand,

“You—you what?? he gasped,

“hat's the trath, sic!™

Mr. Qualeh recovered himself. e gave Equiflf o steely
look, and replaced the receiver on the hooks. By the time
the voung lady at the exchango was vready with Courtfield 101
the number was no longer vequired, an? she was at liberty
to resume discussion of the wnknown article that was gathered
up 2t the boek with pink chiffon. ‘

“ You may explain yoursel, Field,” spid Mr. Quelch eoldly.

Squwifl hung s head miserably.

“J I didn't think 1 wna so—so rotten before, sir. DBnt
when yon began to proise mo it made me {eel beastly, nnd
then—then it was like cheating,. We were g0 jolly anxious
to po to Lantham fo-morrow, sir. We'd tried overy other
way, and-—and it was N.G.—I mean, it was no good, So-—so
08 I linew you'd be coming heme from the vicarape, T went
doan and eaw Bill Filey, and gave him five boh to play that
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rame.  He wouldn't have hurt yow, siv. It—it was pn}; a
ark, It was tithed for me to rush up and rescue you, sir.”

“You played this triek on me—your Form-master ™
thundercd My, Quelch.

“Ye.ns, =ir.”

“And why !

“IT thought vou'd be pleased, and so T conld ask yon io
Tet wa o to Lantiom tomorrew,” said Squiff, evidently bent
on making 2 clean breast of i, Instead of my having to
ask, you offered it vourecll, sir. Then—then I asked vou for
the others, because U'd planned that, bat—hbuat after that—"

“Weall, after that?"

“Then I felt a beast, sic.” .

Mr. Queleh's wrim face rclaxed ns he Tocked at the junior’s
burning face,

“Pray make vourseli elear, Field,™ he said quietly, *Yon
had sueceeded in your decention--you had gaimed what vou
wanted. You have undotie vour sueeess by coming amd telling
roe Ehis ™

“1 know that, sir™ 2

“You nnderstand, of course. that the holiday {o-morrow je
withdrawn, and that you will he severcly ponizhed {or de-
colving your Formemastee®™

1 know ihat, sir.”

“Then kindly explain why you have come to we. Tave
vou changed your mind about wishing to go to Lanthan "

Mo fear, sir! I—1 mean, no, sr!" -

“ Do you desire to be reporied to the TTead for o fopging ¥

“0h, no! Not at all!” ‘

““Ther why have yon made this confession?”

“ Bocause—because,” Squiff stammered, “1 fell a beast,
sir 1"

“You mean, I presume, that the deception weighed on
your conacience?” )

“1—1 suppose it was something of the sort, sir. T felt
rotten! I—I couldn’t let you po on thinking I'd done a
jolly decent thing when 1 hadw’t. Aud—and you took il all
in—1 mean, you believed me, and never thought it was a
—a—a game, so—so I had to come and tell you.” _

“T am glad vou did so. Field. 1 am willing to believa that
wvou acted without thinking, and did not realise that your
action involved deceplion.”

7 didw't really, sir--I wouldn't!" :

“If T had found this out by chanee, Field, T should have
been compelled to regard you as a very deceitful boy.”

O, sir!™ gasped Squifl _

“Your confession shows me, however, that you are simply
& reckless and thoughtless veung rascal™

L] ﬂh !”

“ ¥ou have done wreng, bub vour very frank confession scts
you vight in my oyes,™ said Mr. Quelch. * As soon &3 you
realized that your action invelved deeeit you very pl‘ﬂREI']:f
confessed. T shall deal with yon juetly, Field. Having given
your friends a holiday for toe-morrow, 1 do not feel justified
in rescinding it. Whaorton and the rest will go to Lantham
if they chooso—youn mav {ell them s0.”

“PThank you, sir!™ said Squiffl humbly.

“As for yoo, I shall deal with von to-merrow,” said Mr.
Quelch, “You may go now.”

Squiff left the study, Mr. Queleh casting a very curious
glance after him. .

The Famous Five were waiting for him in Na. 1 Study.

“Well?™ enid o guinteite of volces all Logether, )

“You're all right,” wid Squiff,  * Quelehy® rather a brick,
Hao won't take it back from you; yow're to go.”

“Wall, that's gond! But what about yout™

Sguilf made a grimace. .

“T'm to be dealt with to-morrow, T think it's a flogging.™

“Oh, that's rotten! That spoils the whole thing,” said
Wharton., " But vou were a thumping ass to play such p
game on Quelchy, Squiff!” .

“ 1t worked all vight. It would have been QK. if 1 hadn't
given myself away. Only—only a chap can’t be such a dashod

oofer, ™ endd Boguiff wlemle. It would have been all right
it Quelehy hadn’t stavied praising me. [ couldn’t stand that.”

“1'm rlad you owned up,” said Wharton quietly. * Buf,
dagh it all, we sha’n't want that ron to Lantham if vou'ro
to stay in and be flopred! Blested if I don’t wish we'd
chucked the whelo idea™

“Can’t be helped!™ gaid Squiff. “I'm plad you fellows
are poing, anyway, Give old Wingate a cheer for me when
von're there, T'm goang to do mF prep!”

The Famous Five had vezson 1o vejoice—the great point
had been gained. But they did not rejoice. Sgquifi’s flogging,
to come in the morning, quite inok the gilt off the gingee-
bread, as Bob Cherry put i, And. glad as they weve for the
holiday, the Famous Five simeerely wished that their cham
had not thought of that extraordinary whecze, 3

A Qrand, Long, Complete Elﬂr); of Harr
Wharion & Co,. By FRANKE RIHARD
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Brick !

INGATE & CO. turned out cheerily the following
mMorning.
They were starting very early for Lantham;

beforo firat leasons in the Form-rooms.

The IFirst Eleven, and threc reserves, were
g;ing. and for those lucky individuals there were no lessona
that day.

They started in great spirits, chesred by the unexpected
prospect of victory over the Lonmshire team. There was only
ane fellow who leoked glum; and that was (erald Lioder, one
of the rcserves. If the other fellows noticed if, they put it
down to Loder's diaa‘l}fmintmnnt at. being loft out of Lhe
eleven. - Arthur Carne ulso seemed to be in a thoughtial moeod.
But evervbody else wus in the highest spirts.

A big crowd assembled to see the cricketers off.

Ne&]ﬁj every fellow in Greyiriars would gladly have
followed them to Lantham. Most of the fellows of ericketing
tastes intended to follow on in the afternocon, aa 1t waa for.
tunately a hall-holiday. The Famous Five were the objects
of a good deal of envy, as they had permission bo start in the
mMOorning.

A loud cheer followed the cricketers as they strode away
for the station with their bags.

Harry Wharton & Co. were to make the journcy on wheels.
It was a long ride. but the Famous Five were good eyelists,
snd the railway fares were a very big consideration. By
taking the shortest cuts they hoped to be at Lantham at the
same bgme as the First Eleven,

But the chums of the Remove.were not in a cheery mocd.
Squilf's fate weighed on their minds. 2quiff had got them the
holiday, and he was deprived of it himself and had a Aogging

to expect. That was more than enongh to dash the spirits of
the Co.

“Blessed if T feel half-inclined to go." Wharton confessed,
a8 bhey turned back from the gates after the First Eleven
were gone. I wigh we could swap with Quelchy—the holiday
for Bquift's licking."”

“Yea, rather I

“0Oh, that's all rot I said Squiff, as cheerily as he eould.
“(x0 and get your bikes out. T hope you'll have a good time !”
“0h, it's rotten ™
“The rottenfulness is terrific!” said tho nabob miscrably,
’Eh‘:r i}:}gftﬂnm s a painful operation.”

all, you can’t guy a giddy Form-master without payin
the piper,” said mli’ﬂi *¥ou fellows got off he ar}; Es
beginsg, .ﬂ:ftar all, it ain't dear—a holiday for five at the price
of a flogging for one.”

“Hallo, 'you Incky bargoes!” said Bolsover major. “You

t all the luok! And I hear it was all spoof about that

roic rescue, too!™
. I say, you fellows,” chirped Billy Bunter, * As Squiff
150t going, do you think Quelchy would let me go instead—if
you all went and asked him?*'

* Bow-wow !

" Master Field !" Trotter the page came up. “Mr. Quelch
wants you in his study !"

“Right-ho! Good-bye, you chaps!™

“We'll wait till we know what's going to happen,” said

rion uneasily. “A few minutes more or less won't
matter. "

8quiff nodded, and went to the Remove-master's study, It
was nearly time for morning lessons, and his fate would not
be long undecided,

He ta at the door and went in.

Me, Queloh met h:.m with a severe frown, and the junior’s
face fell. Evidently it was to be a Hogging.

“I have sent for you, Field,” smdg Mr. Quelch, his eyes
fxed grimly on the junior. * You are aware, of course,
the disrespectful prank vou played. upon me vesterday *"
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“I didn't mean it to be disrespectful, sir,” said Squiff, *' buk
I suppese it was, come fo think of it.”

& ‘Enu acted In a manly and straightiorward manner in
coming to me and apprising me of the frue circumstances,
Field. I trust you do not repent of your sincerity 7"

“T'ma glad I owned up, if that's what you mean, sir. I felb
sach a -i:lgleasad humbug i

Mr. Quelch smiled slightly.

“ And vou would rather take a flogging, Iield, than feel &
—ahom l—blessed humbug '

“1—I don't know, sir. But I know I couldn't stand it—
I'm glad it’s out!”

“Quite so. I have reflected on the matter, Field. I cannot
help realising that but for yeur own frankness I should not
have known the facts, and so should not have administered
punishment. Yet you certainly ought to be punished for such
a prank-—I think you must see that for yourself."

“1 suppose you know best, sir.”

“I am sure I do, Field. I think yon descrve some punish,
ment. Tn faer, T think that you have been punished encugh, ™

Souiff slacted,

““Shakespeare tells ws,” added Mr. Queleh, with a smile,
“that the g‘ﬁruﬂ of death s most in apprehension.  Tho antick-
pation of & Aogging, Field, is some punishment, and I think
mtiﬁit‘-imtt i thiz caze. The flegging, therefore, will not take
place.”

Sauiff brightened up.

. “Thank you, sir! I—I hope you know, sir, that T never
intended any disrespect—1 never stopped to think about that,”

“I am sure of it, Fieild. Now, yeu have been punished, I
think, adequately, for your fonlish prank. A master's duty,
however, is to reward as well as punish, For sour frankness
in making your confession to me, 1 shall excuse you from
lezsona thizs morning, and you may accompany your friends to
Lantham."

Hguiff jumped.

“h, sic!™ ho gazped.

“You may .%‘inld," said Mr. Quelch, with a smile.

“Oh, sir! Thank vyeu! JI—I—1—" Bguff stammered
helplessly. He could not express his feelings at that momeat,

“1 hope you will have a pleasant excursion, Field," said

-Mr., Quelch gracicously, and the junior, still stammering, was

diamissed.

Bquiff came out into the l:fuadrangie walking on air.
Famous Five gave him one look, and were relieved.

“Not a flogring ?”" asked Wharton,

“No jolly feart I—I say, Quelchy is a brick—a real, gilt-
edged brick! I must have been a howling ass to thinl? of
Elu:-'mg iapes on him. I—T wish a real footpad would go for

ime, and me there!" said Squiff breathlessly. “I mean, not
exactly in for him, but give me a-chance of piling in. Quel
i6 a brick !”

“The brickfulness is terrific. Bat—""

“Come and get the bikes," said Squiff.

“Dash it ell, I wish you were coming, old chap !™

“Eh? I'm coming!™ S

“Coming !" yelled the Fameus Five, with one voice,

Squiff executed a g

“E!ﬂming{, coming, coming!" he trilied. “Didn't T tell
you Quelchy was & brick! Reward and pumishment, you
itu-nv:—l_’m pumshgd by !pakmg for & flogging =l night, and
rewarded by a holiday this morning. See? I don't guite sce
what I'm rewarded for, but you can bet I wasn't saving no.
Come and get the bikes out I”

“Hoorayi' -

In great ngm: the chums ¢f the Remove rushed away to the
bicycle-sbed. They rushed six bioyeles out. The bikes had
been carefully looked over over-night, and were in firat-clasa
condition for a leng epin.  With merry face. the juniors
Ehe-ele-:l themn down to the gates. The bell was ringing for
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“DBest of luck ! ealled out Mark Linley, as he went to the
Form-room. ‘*Give a clieer for me!”

“You bet!"

“I say, you fellows!™ Billy Bunter panted after the
wheelers, “I—1 saw, don't hurey ! I—1I'll come with you, if
vou'll ask Queleh, and if one of you will talke me behind him
on his machine, ead—and if you'll see about & decent lunch
at Lantham."

“Ha, ha, ha "

“1 say!" roared Bunter. *"Don't you hear me, you beasts?
If vew're going off without me, you rotters—— 1 szay, old
chaps, I'm expecting & poat | order this morning, and you
m}% t cash it for me before you go—— Yah! Beaste!"

he six Removites rushed the machines out, and mounted
in the road. Billy Bunter rolled away to the Form-room late
for lessons. And when Mr. Quelch spoke to him on the znb-
ject, DBunter's impression was guite differenty from Soquiff s—

The
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he did not think that his Form-master was a brick in tho

lenst. .
“Now for a jolly good spin!” exclaimed DBob Cherry
cheerily. “ What & stroke cf luck that old Squiff came here

from Wew Scuth Queensland, wasn't it ?"

® Now South Wales, vou sss!® said Rouiff.

“MNew South any old thing,” said Bob. “TI’ll race you
bounders to Lantham. We'll race the First Eleven, anvway.
We can beat those old trains. Come on!”

With & rush and a whiz the ci)clists sterted. The morning
was fresh and sunny, the shy a cloudless blue. The lanes were
green and leafy: the roads in splendid condition. It waz a
tide any fellow might have enjoyed, and the chums of the
Romove enjoyed it immensely.

The miles fairly Bashed under the whizaing wheels.

And at last Bob Cherry rose on his pedals and pointed.

“Lantham 1"

And the merry cyclists covered the last mile in great spirits,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Awiul Luck !

i EBRE comes the express ! sald Loder.
Wingate & Co. were in good time for the train
at Courtfield Junction.
It was necessary to be careful, for 2 good many
traing had been taken off since the war. Exigen-
cies of military traffic left the railway company to do the hest
they could for the general public, and it was not a very good
best. Nobody grumbled, of course. But it was very neces.
sary to catch that cxpress fer Lantham, as there was not
another for three hours. But Wingate was not a fellow to
take risks, and the Greyiriars cricketers were on the platform
ten minutes or more before the train was due.

There were very few other passengers waiting for the
express. But  there were four decidedly roughb-loocking
characters lounging about the platformy when the cricketers
came on. The Greyiriars feilows took no notice of them till
Loder shoved against one of them rather roughly, and was
met with a torrent of abuse. The four hooligans looked as if
they had been drinking, early as it was, and after that
incident they refused to let the cricketers alone. Wingate
was not looking for a row on the eve of a match, and he
signed to his men to give the hooligans a wide berth; but the
letter apparently took this for a sign of "“funk,” for they
Eﬂuﬂwed the Greyfriars party up, and continued to jeer ak

em.

“Let's mop up the platform with the rotters!™ exclaimed
Courtney angrily. *'They need a losson, Wingate,”

“Let them alone 1" said Wingate tersely. “ We den't want
& row now!"”

“Don't %p‘u want a row, young feller-me-lad®"” roared one
of the hooligans, a burly gentleman with a black eye and a
fur cap. " Who are yer shoving of, then?”

* Keep your distance [Y said Wingate sternly.

, “Who are you?"” demanded Fur Cap, thrusting a square
jaw fairly into Wingate's face., “That's wot I arsk yer.
Who are you "

“Give him a wipe, Tadger,” said one of the black.-eyed
gentleman’s comrades,

The cricketara moved further down the platform, but
Tﬂ.dﬁﬂr & Co. followed them, evidently ripe for a row. A
couple of portera came along, and the hocligans calmed down
& litkle. Then Loder called out that the express was coming.

Wingate was glad of it. He was surprised and annoyed by
the persistence of the four rovghs in picking a qu&xrely about
nothing, and he would gladly have given them a severa
lesson ; but not jusk before a ericket mateh, He did not want
to take any black eyes or swollen noses to Lantham. Carne
of the Eixti';: %a'ﬂa Loder a quick look, but Loder did not meet
his eyes. Only Carne, of all the team, suspected that this was
one of Loder’s davices for causing trouble to the eleven. And
Carne did not see yet how it could be of any use.

The train at::%)ped mm the station, and the ericketers crowded
towards it. The four hooligane did the same, and persisted
in shoving themselves among the Greyfriars fellows, claiming
to enter Lrst. They did not enter the express, however, but
blocked the way of the cricketers. Wingate had jumped into
one carciage, with half a dozenm of s rmen, when he found
that the next carriage was being blacked by Tadger & Co., and
the rest of the team were vainly secking to get in.  Courtney
loat his tomper—which was not surprising under the circum-
stances—and knocked Mr. Tadgor fairly E:,ring. There was a
rush at him by the other three at once, and Courlney wae
dragged down on the platform.

“Rescua ! shouted North, and
Courtney's aid.

“"Urry up, there!” yelled the porter,

Wmgate jumped ont of the train again.

“Buck up ! he shouted. " Get in—get in!
those rotters! Get in!”
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The guard was aiready raising his flag,

* Brand clear ' he shouted.

There was a slamming of doors. .

“Jump in!" yelled Wingate, in almost on agony ol anxiety.

The cricketers made & rush for the carriages.

But Todger & Co. were holding on grimly to four of them,
and those four struggled in vain to get loose.

“Let me go !” yelled Courtney, struggling furiously. "“I'm
losing the train !”

Slam, slam ! )

Wingate ‘'was at his wits’ end. Four of his men were on
the platform, scuffling with the hooligans. To a.'l:ght again

himself was to lose the express. Potter of the Fifth jumped
out ngaimn. ] -
“Cet in 1" shouted Wingate. “Can’t be helped! Get in !

“ But, I say—="2

Slam ! . :

The carriage-door was closed, and it was teo late for
Potter to get in. Lhe express was already moving.

Wingate threw himself into his seat, gritting his testh.
The express was rolling out of the station, leaving George
Potter staring after it blankly, and Couriney, Valence,
Greene, and North scuffling with the hooligans.

The Greyfriars captain was not troubled about what would
happen to them. They were quite capable of  mopping up ™
the station with the rowdies. It was the fact that they had
loat the train that worried bum.

It was simply a knock-down blow. .

Five of the team left behind—and they could not arrive ab
Lantham till three hours later. That meant that they were
left out of the match., Loamshire could not be asked, of
course, to wait three hours.

“Well, that ie rotten, Wingate !™ said Loder.

Wingate almoet groaned.

“YWhat a thing to happen! Confound those tipsy brutes!”

“They'll get a good hiding, anyway,"” said Loder, locking
from the window. *The chaps are pitching into them like
thunder [*

Wingate grunied. It was small consolation,

“Who's left?"” he exclaimed. “Let's see. Valence and
Greene—two of the reserves; Courtney, Potter, and North—
three of the team. What awful Juck !

“You'll want me to play, I suppose?” said Loder. “I'm
glad I came, I'm ready, of course, f youn want ma
Wingate.” :

“Of course, I shall want you! But that makes only nine

us " groaned Wingate. * And Courtney and North were
two of the best. Two men short to play Loamshire! Oh,
what ghastly luck 1™

* Lucky they're in such roiten form, as we've heard !

“May bo able to pick up a man or two on the ground,”
mggested Bilundell, :

“{h, we shall have to pick up somebody to make up the
team ' said Wingate, “ My cousin will find us a couple of
men., But there'll be no Greviriars men on the ground till
the afternoon. We sgha'n't be able to get Greylriars men.
It's rotten 1

“May get two passable players.”

“Not hkely ! Captain Wingate's goi the best he could find
in his own team. We shall get a couple of duds.”™

“Oh, it's ghastly luck, intively ! said Fitzgerald of the
Fi{thl:: ) *; Just as if those rotters wanted {o muck up our hig
match !’

*'Well, they couldn’t have wanted that,” said Wingate.
“They don’'t know anything about our match. Juet guarrel-
some beaste, I'm glad they'll get a thundering hiding. What
sickening luck 1™

The Greyfriare cricketers had started in high spirits, but
their spirits were somewhat lowered now. To ariive on the
field two men short was a crushing blow. After all the
trouble Wingate had taken with his team it was “mucked

" @t the dost moment by a wretched chance—as he
belisved, Loder could not help wondering what he would
have thought if he could have guessed the facts. DBaut honest,
true-hearted Wingate was not likely to guess them.

‘The train rushed on. Wingate was plunged into ploomy
thought now. The ¢xpress Etﬂ]_]:pﬂtl at only one station beforo
Lantham. When it stopped, Carne stepped out of the next
carriage. Wingate caught =ight of him on the platform, and
jumped ap.

“Carne, get in!
you dothby ¥7

“I've gob out {or come ginger-heer,”

“Don't be a silly ass! Get in!" shouted Wingate, from
ihe carriage-window, “Why, we're just elarting already !
In, you fathead !

“Qh, all right!" said Carne.

The stop here’s only two minutes! Are
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“Buck up!* called out Loder, , _

Carno made a run for the train, slipped on the platiorm,
and. rolled over on his side. The carviage-door slammed.

* Right away!"

“Carne [ shrieked Wingate. ,

Carne scrambled to his feet. But the train was already
moving. [t rushed out of the station, leaving the Bixth-
Former staring after it. .

Wingate threw himsell into hie seat, gasping : :

“QOh, the idict! The fathead! Good heavens, as if we
weren't badly enough off, but that howling ass must get out
and get left behind ! That's the finish !

“Thumping ass!” said Loder.

Loder's eves were dancing. It was all he could do to
repress the signs of satisfaction in his face.

Three men short ! : )

The plans of the blackguard of the Sixth had worked like
a charm. Fortune had favoured him. He had counted upon
four men being left behind at Courtfield, but five had been
left—that was %uckl And Carne, whe could not quite make
up his mind to play traitor in the game itself, had settled the
matter with his conscience by getting left behind, too. That
was just as effsctive. To make up s team, Wingate had
now to depend upon picking up three chance players on tho

mshire ground, and though he was sure to ind volunteers,
he was equalily sure to find them very poor cricketers.

It was simply crushicg! _ ‘

Loder plunged his face into a newspaper to hide the grin
of satisfaction he could not Lkeep from his lips. ‘

Thres men short; and two of them the best players in the
elevon, excepting Wingate himself.

What was the chance for Greyfriats now? ;

Three men short—in effect, four, for Loder was playing—
and Loder’s innings was not likely to be useful to his side.
Duck’s eggs and muffied catche: and obstructing the field
wera_ all %‘?ingﬂ;tﬂ had o expect from Loder, if he had only
known it. ) .

Threa men short—and a traitor in the ranksl

Mattors were looking up for Gerald Loder. Whatever
form the Loanishire men wera in, they were bound to win
that match, if they could £13y cricket at all. The Afty was
safo—Loder was eafe; and he onl gretted that he had
promised Carne "halves " in the plunder.

E—— T

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Corn in Egypt!
& ALLO, hallo, hallo! Here we are againl®
g ‘Bob Cherry jumped off his bike outside
Lantham Cricket Ground.
It was not yet ten o'clock,” but & good many
people were zoing in at tha pates, many soldiers
among them. “The khaki match attracted a good deal of
attention in Lantham and the neighbourhood.

The chums of Greyiriaras ;;Iul:. up their bicyeles at the station

posite, and walked into the field, paying their sixpences at
ﬁe gate. They wota a merry party. A 'whole holiday, a
stunny day, and the prospect of seeing Greviriara First beat
the famous khaki team, sufficed to render them boisterously
Joyoua. $ _

ere was plenty of room round the ropes at that early
hour, and the juniors secured front places on the green
turf. The players were not to be seen vet. ] )

“Bat yoa we've raced the eleven,” said Squiff,. "Wae
hadn't half the distance to cover, by the short cuts, and we
did put stearr on, and no mistake!™

“The racefuiness 13 terrific! The esteemed eloven ars not
vab here,' said Hurree Sinﬁh, looking round. " There is the
pateemed captain 1n khalki. ]

Captain Wingate came out of the pavilion with some of
the Loamshire players. They were evidently waiting for the
arrival of Gregfriars First. The captain looked very fit and
handsome, but the juniors, scanning his companions, could
see at & glance that they were not up to the form of the old
Loamshire Regiment eleven. They did not need to see them
play to see that. captain had done his best in seratching
together a new eloven among the recruits he wea training.
. But they were certainly not & patch on the team that had
ke‘pt the Loamshire colours waving.

‘We ahall beat them,” said Harry Wharton confidently.

“Tha beatfulness will be——""

“Tarrific! Hurrak! Halle, hallo, hallo! Here comes
Wingate; and, by Jove, he looks as if he'd lost a Kitchener
and found a Kaisar!™

George Wingate and hiz men had arrived, and the juniors,
who weré near the pavilion, scanned them inesurprise.
Wingate had left Gregfriars looking a3 cheery as a skyiark.
Hiz rugred face was overcast now.
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“ Where are the rest?” exclaimed Frank Nugent, “Scven
—gight——— Why, there's only eight of them! Courlney’s
not there, or Nocth—"

“Or Potter. or Greeng——

“©r Valence, or Carne, or Blundell!
dicken;——""

“My only hat!™ said Johnny Bull, in dismay.
thing’s happened to the team!”

“ What the thunder could happen?” ]

“ Bomething has—look at Wingate's face!” said Jolmny
Bull. “And where are the other fellows? We've seen all
that have come in.”

“ Accidents will happenfully occur——"

“0h. what awful luck!™

The juniors locked on in dismay. They were too distant to
hear what Wingate was saving to his consin. Dut they could
sea the pgrim expression on his face, and they could not
mistake th: number of the Gresyfriara plavers. Something
had happmaﬂ to keep away the reat of the cricketera; that
was only too clear.

“Anvthing up, Georze?” the captain asked, as he shook
hands with the Greyiriars skipper.

“Bimply sickening luck,” said Wingate dolefully. * 3ix
men left behind on the railway; we're three men shork.
And two of them myv very best!”

“ Beoastly luck® Can youw wait for them?

Wingate shook his head.

“Ther can’t get here for three hours. I hardly Lkoow
whether they'd be fit, either, after 2 rough-and-tumble with
a gang of hooligans, I'm depending on you to lend me three
sudstibutes,

“That's easy enovugh, of course,” said the captain. “I
don't know about finding you much in the way of players,
though."

Wingate made a primace.

"I shall have to chance that. No way of gétting any Grey-
friara fellows here. Find me three men, and we'll do our
best. After all, perhaps it makes thinga more even, as yon've
got o scratch team, too.”

T R-i,ght'hﬂ'!"

Wingate was left with a moody brow, could not fesl
cheerful. He knew that his team was booked for a licking,
after all his happy anticipations. He started as he caughs
ﬂight of ‘& nimble figure running towards him.

*I say. Wingete; excuse me coming here,” said Boh. I
know . the giddy public isn’t admitted into these sacred
precinctg——""

“Cherey 1"

“That's me,” said Bob checrfully. “Is anything the
matter, Wingata? We've come over to see vou win, you
know. You might tell a chap if anything’s wrong.”

Wingato stared at him.

“What are you doing away from lessons? he exolaimed

aternly.

“Leave from Quelehy!" grinned Bob. *It's all right;
we're not giddy truants. r. Queleh gave us leave to coma
over—honour bright "

Wingate drew a deeg. deef'p breath.

Bob Cherry would have felt Hattered if he had known
how glad the captain of Geeyfriars was to see him there.

“Who's with vou, Cherry ¥

“ Wharton, Squiff, Nugent, Bull, and Inky."

e e

“Wharton, TField, Hurree Singh! , corn in £l
Oh. what a stroke of luck! Oh, %ippiug!" Eerp

b stared. as well he might.

“Glad to see us!” he asked affably. “If you're so jolly
glad, I'll call the chaps, and you can get us special seats in
the pavilion."

“You young ass! Fetch the others here at once,

“What-ho! But what’s happened. Wingate?”

“Never mind that. Feteh the others here.”

*Half a tick!" said Bob, as he cut away to rejoin his
companions.

Wingate turned to his men. His face was Lrighter now.

“Ian't that a stroke of luck?"” he exclaimed.

“1 don't guite see it,” sald Loder, who was
alarmed, i
Euppm}e?”
YT jolly welt am!™. said Wingate emphatically. * Wharton
is a bat as good as a pood many seniors, and that Indian
kid is a bowler any tearn might be proud of. That Australian
kid is splendid, too; I've watched him.*

“But look here, we can’t play kids like that against a4 team
like EE'\;& Loamshires!™ exclaimed Loder. “They'll laugh
at us!’ )

“Let 'em laugh if they like. They can langh, so long ns
we win.'"

“It's a jolly good idea! exclaimed Fitzzerald heartily,
“You've gob the pick of the Lower School thero, as far as

LE]

What the meny
“ Some-

. looking
“You're not thinking of playing juniors, I
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ericket goes; miles akead of any’ substitutés we're likely to

ick up here,” ‘
4 ‘"Yes, rather!" chimed in Blandell. “I've seen those kids
play. Why, they played the Fifth once, and gave us a

tungle ! 'It?;’ & real stroke of luck, their being here.”

“Providence, and no mistake!” said Bland. " They're
cheeky young rotters, but they're jolly useful here now, and
no mistake. ™

Loder bit his lip hard. _ ‘ .

“You ean’t play them, Wingate!” he exclaimed huskily.
“It's too rid?mf!-:-ua“}uniui-'s against a team like the
Loamshires——" ‘ ; :
br“.'[ milppﬂie I'm the best judge of that!™ said Wingate

uague

Lﬁdﬁ-l"{ ey2s were almost faming, At the very moment of
success the cup was to be dﬂﬁheg from his lips. For well
Loder knew that the best cricketers of the Bemove were &
reinforcement that changed the whole prospects of the
eleven. They wera not up to the lost players; but they were
miles ahead of chance players found at Lantham; end they
weres quite cqual, at least, to most of the new men in Captain
Wingate's eleven. Hurree Ein%h was a simply marvellous
bowler; and, at the wicket, Wharton and Squiff and Bob
Cherry were mighty men. The Remove cricketers, in fact
had fallen like manna from heaven upon the worrie
Wingate. . —_—

But thes did not fzl! like manna for Loder. In his mind's
eye he saw his whole house of cards swept away. Instead
of certain defeat for Grevfriars, there would be a tussie, at
least: result uncertain till the finish, and very likely a win.
Loder could have dashed his fist full in Wingate's face atb
that moment. But that would not heve helped him. B

He locked round at the other fellows for support; but’ it
was casy to see that they were all in hearty agreement. with
Wingate. They all regarded the presence of Ilarry Wharton
& Co. as a tremendous stroke of luck. _ \

“We shall have to get clobber for them from somewhere,’
Wingate was saying. : :

“Y protest against plaving juniors in a First Eleven
match |¥ exclaimed er,*in desperation,

Wingate stared at him,

“Off your rocker ¥ he asked.

“1 tell you it’s rotten—it's fatheaded! 1 protest—"

“Youll be kind enough to shut up,” said Wingate curtly.
“Thiy 1a my business, not yours. And—I"m sorry to say it—
but I sha'n't want you after all, Loder!”

Loder almost staggered.

“What!" he gasped. * You—von won't want me?"

“MNo.! Winpgate shook his head decidedly. “I'm sorry,
but I've got to think of the game. You only came as a
rogerve, you know. I'm going to put in Wharton, Cherry,
Field, and Hurree Singh."”

“1 won't stand it! L.oder fairly gasped with
rage. “Look here, Wingate, if you think you can turn me
out of the team hke this=—"

“You're not in the team. And you're not fit,” said Win-

ate. “You don't even look fit, and you're out of practice.

should have put you in as a last resource ; but I've got better
gtuff now.”

“Thoee juniors—better than il

“Yes. You haven’t touched a bat for weeke, and I know
it, Thoze kide slog away at cricket as if they were paid by
the hour. I’'m sorry, Loder, but I can’t risk the match to
pleasos you"

“You've gong to turn oub the Bixth and play the
Remove—->=" :

*¥es, if the S8ixth chuck practice and don't keep fit, and
the Hemove play a better game,” s2id Wingate coolly, #1'd

lay a fag from the Second Form, if it ,wnuﬁ:! help us to win.

'm sorry, Loder, but you had your own choice about sticking
to practice or not. 'Nuff said !

ingate turned away., Loder could not speak. He was
choking. Ewven his Jast resource—treachery to the eide he
was playing for—was denied him now. He was not to play.
Wingate little know what he had zaved himszelf from,.

R L

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Simply Glorious !

ARRY WHARTON & CQ. came up, somewhat
excited, They did not know what Wingate wanted

with them, and they wondered. They had noted
the ahsence of o number of the team. Was it
poasible that Wingate wanted them for the match?
The bare idea of that was dazeling. They had made that
humorous sugrestion to Wingate at Greyfriars, certainly;
that he might fall back upon them in case of need. But that
wri only their little way, so0 to speak. If it had come
trug—
“"Here we are, Wingate,” said Harry.
“1 want you to play.”
" Oh, my hat 1"
It was true,; then !
Tre Magrer LiBRaRT. —Na. 435
NEXT
MONDA Y=

“What's on?"

OMNK

2 R PENNY.

MONDAY,

The “Maanet”
LIBRARTY.

“CALLED TO THE COLOURS!”

“ Wharton, Cherry, Field, am.i Hurrea Em‘gh,"h sau.L r:i‘ll;nl
te crisply. “1 ho ou're in form, you young beggars.
B\i""ThE Fﬂfmfllllli'ﬁﬂisl’: t{-rriﬁ{: £ churt&ed the nabob, throwing,

his straw hat into the air. * Hooray 1™

* Hip-pip 1/

Wingate smiled. There was no doubt that there was plonty
of enthusiasm in his new recruits, at all cvents. e

“The rest of my men got left behind,” he explained. “I'm
four short here, and I want four of you.”

* Hear, hear 1" .

“Sure you don’t want five!” asked Nugent anxiously.

“Or six 7" hinted Johnny Bull,

“Ha, ha! No. I've four places to fill; but you two can
stay about the pavilion, if you like, and look on. T\-m'n:;
where are you hrre;gurs going to get some flanncls and bats?

Harry Wharton's eyes danced. s ]

“That's all right, we'll manage that; give vs a tick or two,
I know a shop in Lantham where we can hire the thinge.
About the bate—"

“(fan't hire bats,” said Bob Cherry.
beat.the Leamshire Light Infantry wit

“Ha, ha, hal” 3 ; _

“RBut T know & ripping shop for buying o bat, We can take
turns with the same bats, we're much of o size,” said Bob.
“We can't very well all wear the same flannels at once,
though—"m"

“Ha, ha, ha!” i

““ We oan hire those. Dub up your tin—how much bave yow
got? Vou'll have to lend us a quid if we've short, Wingate,
We want two new bate—brand-new guinca bats.” :

“ Twa, certainly,” eaid the Greyfriars captain, launghing.

The delighted juniors burrigdly counted over their spare
cash. It wns mot so-plentiful as they could have wiched,
wnder the circumstances; but Wingate made that all right
with @ loan of a-potind, to which Fitzgerald added ten
ghillings. The juniors rushed away in great glee,

“What ripping-—ripping luck E"Fgaspm:l Squiff. *“ Lucky we
came—what? Fancy tlhnml Sixth-Form duffers getting lost on
a railway ? Catch me getting lost on a railway at a time like
this! Hupery up!”™ . }

The four rushed out into the High Street, Wingate locked
for his cousin, and explained the maiter to him, :

“ Jollv glad to hear it,” snid the Loantshire captain heartily,
“ I've found yeu soms men, but not Graces or Haywards, old
chap. Glad you won't need them. Four of your own school—
what 1"

“Yos—some juniors who happened to be here—-"

“Juniors ! said the caplain, staring.

Wingate coloured a little, i

“Yeos; but the best oricketers in the Lower School. They've
beaten the Shell at ericket, ond given the Fifth somcthin
to think abont. They're the pick of the buach, and 1t's re
Juek to find them here. You don't mind 7’

“No fear; we'll have a chance, after all.”

Harry Wharton & Co. soon returned with the borrewed
flannels and the bright new bats. The juniors changed in the
pavilion, and eame out in great spirits,

Captain Wingate looked at them curiously, but he nodded
approval at the sight of the sturdy, fit-loocking lads. They
were young, bubt they were evidently cricketers. He gave
them a chieery word. _

“ 8o you got here after all %" he sad.

“Remember ve?” grinned Bob Cherry. “VYes, we've got
here, sir; ready to give Loamshire Light Infantry o taste of
what Loamshire’s going to give the Huns”

And the captain laughed heartily, ;

“ [veep your wickets up, that's all,'” said Wingate, as a last
word of cantion to the new recruits, " INo fluff, you know;
just keep the sticka up.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Siogh assured him solemnly that the
upfulness should be terrific.

Ii foll to Greyvfriara to bat first, but the junicrs wore left
for the tail of the innings. Wingate opencd with Fitzgerald,
and the rest of the batsmen looked on, with the khaki team in
the feld. The ground waa pretty well surrounded now.
Johnny Bull and Mugent had seats before the pavilion, and
they sat there as proud as Punch—gleefully anticipating the
afternoon, when a Greyiriers crowd would arnve and see
Remove fellows playing in the First Eleven,

It was by no mneans the old Loamshire team, but there was
some good ericket,

Captain Wingate did nearly half the bowling for his side,
and he was a dangerous bowler. Loder stood looking on,
with his hands in his pockets, and a deep line in his brow. He
brightened a little when Wingate's wichet went down for
four, and Fitzgerald's followed it, to the captain’s bowling.
The score was six down for thivty when Wharton's name was
called. "

A Grand, Long, Complats Story of Harre
Wharton'& Go. By FRANK RIOHARD

“I'm not going te
a hired bat.”
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“Man in! Wharton!" :

“ Pilo "em up, old chap!" said Bab, .

And Wharton nodded, and went on the pitch.

The Loamshire men smiled at the sight of the junior, but
thoy ceased to smile when Wharton began to deal with the
bowling.

Wharton was at his very best, abd it was a remarkably
good_ best. Ha had knocked up fifteen before the khaki
captain bowled him, and the spectators gave him a cheer.

ob Cherry clapped him on the shoulder as he came off.

“{jood egg! Good old Remove!™ he chortled. .

But tho rest of tha juniors had poorer luck., Last wicket
was down for a total of fifty, :

Then came the Loamshire first innings.  Loder was looks
ing cheerful now ;. his hopes were cising. The Loamshires
could not fhil to beat that score for the first innings, especially
a3 Wingate's best bowlers wore still cooling their heels at
Couvtfield. But Loder reckoned without Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. Inky had taken only two runs for his wicket,
but he was greater at taking wickels from others,

“":m.ﬁute, after 2 moment’s hesitation, put the duslky nabob
on to bowl the ficst over. _ ; -

Captaini Wingate took it—or, rather, he tock the first ball
of it : for the very fiest ball eutled round his bat in quite a
weird manner, and the middle stump was jerked away.

“How's that?" chirruped the nabob.

“Out!” gasped Wingate. **Oh, my hat!"

And the khaki cantain took dut his bat with & dazed look.
. And when two of his men followed him in the same gver he
looked still more dazed, and thero was a roar of cheering
for the hat trick. Evidently his Highness of Bhanipur was in
greab form,

Wingate's face was beaming like unto a full moon ; Lodet's
wag lko that of a demon in a pantomime, DBut nobody
regarded Loder,

Loamshire were all down at luwch for fifty-two runs. The
margin was sraall, after all.  Wharton's batting and Iuky's
bowling had saved the game 2o far for the sorely-tried captain
of Greyfriass,

After lunch Greyfriars batted again.  Harry Whatton and
Wingato were at the wickets when the first Greyfriars con-
tingent arcived on the ground, and as scon as tho new
arcivals saw what was on they simply gasped. .

-~ *Wharton!” yelled Coker of the Fifth, * Wharton batiing !
This iz a dream !

“ Whart&n!" shrieked Ceeil Reginald Temple.

'"Wharton!” rodred Vernon-Bmith, “Hooray!"

Wharton” did not even. lock round, Captain Wingate's
bowling had worked havoc with the wickets, and Greyfriars
were .oight down for tweniy., Agan Loder's face had
lighted up. The rise and fall of Gerald Loder’s countenance
during that match would have becn really entertaining to an
observer. o

But Wingate and Wharton were “sticking it out.”
piled up, and up @ill Wingate was caught out.

“Last man in!" ]

“HBouiff ! roared tho Greyiriars crowd, as the Australian
junior cgme to the wickets, .

There were a hundred Friars on the ground now, starin
in_pmazement at the junior recruifg—in amazement an
delight as the game went on ; for the junior from New Houth
Wales was playing the game of his life,

The khaii bowlers did their best, but both ends were
immovable, There was 2 roar as the second innings' score
topped the hundred—110—115—118—120. Then Squiff went
down . to & deadly ball from the captain, and the junior bats.
men retired amid thunderous choers,

Wingate almost hugged them as they came off, Loder
Iocked at them as if he would bite them. Te two new bats
bad done yeoman service in youthful hands.

Loamshire batted again, but without much hope.. Captuin
Wingate had better Juck in his second innings, and piled up
forty before his cousin caught him out.  But Hurree Singh’s
deadly bowling secounted for four wickets in all, and Bob
Cherry made 'a fieat-rate catch at point, and Squiff dropped a
wicket from the Geld. Soven ‘c}nwn for fift ight down for
fifty-fve—nine down for sixiv-two! Fifty-six wanted to win,
aud only one wicket to do it with,

“Greyfriars wing!" chortled Coker. *But faney those
Remove kids, and Wingate might have bad me for the asking
—ino, you know " ! 5

There was & roor as the last Loamshire wicket went dowa.
Sixty-six, added to filty-two for the Grsf innings—total, 118.
And Groyfriars were 170

“Hooray! Greyfriars wins! Hooray !

Gerald Loder staggored away, His hqi)es had gome down
te zero, and mow they were quite knocked on the head.
Loder went by himself, with a face so white that people
turned in the street to look at him. -
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Runs

Loder had a problem to think out on his way homé—how
to meet the I O U he bad placed in the hands of the oblizing
Mr. Cobb.

'The way of the transgressor was hard. ]

That there was a Greyfriars follow reduced to misery and
desperation by the victory of his school no one dreamed.
The rest were yelling with delight. ; -

Remove [ellows in crowd: surrounded the junior recruits,
and thumped them on the back; and smacked them on the
shoulders till they ached. ‘They had played Loanishire; they
had helped b0 win. All unknowingly, too, they had frus-
trated a dastardly scheme. -

When Harry Wharton & Co. rode home to Greyfriars,
taking two souvenir bats with them, thay went in the midat
of a delighted and uproariona crowd. -The old quadrangle
of Greyfriars rang with cheering when they arrived. Lodes
?f t.élhe Sixth, shut up in his study, beard it, and ground his

oceti, -

Greyiriars was rejoicing, and the Remove especially. wers
celebrating the great occasion in' a worthy manner, and no
one gave o thought to the blackguard of the Sixth, who had
plotted 20 cunningly, and had been foiled at the finish.

T THE EnD.
(Do not miss “CALLED TO THE COLOURSI"™ next

Monday’'s Grand Story of the Chume of Groyfriars,
by FRANK RICHARDS.)
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BRIEF REPLIES
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E To Readers of THE “MAGNET ™ LIBRARY, E
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_HNil Despérandum,”—(1) T think Mazeldene will stick to it
if he can, though there may be temporary lapscs. (2) Bunter
15 a ourious character—more fool LII::H knave. I should rot
consider him as bad as Bnoop, but Skinner has greater pos-
pibilitia than W. G. B. (3) Pronounced much as apeit. (4) I
really don’t think Gussy can help it (5) Peers nfpthc- realm
seldom take their family name as a title. Lord Fastwood's
family neme is IV Arcy.

J. V. (Batbersea).—Sorry! Cannot wse wour
atoryette. It does not read very senaibiy.

“ Ardent Reader ” (Hampetead). —I rogret that T have not
hotos of the three gentlemen named. We shall have another
"errers Lord yarn—when wo can get it.

A. H. (SBeaham Harbour).—The result of the competition
you mention was duly announced, and if vou had won a prize
vou would have received it, of course.

“A Btead¥ and True Supporter * (Dublin), —Mary thanks
for your good worl, The cloisters are a relic of the old days,
when Greyfriars was & monastery. Have you never heard of
cathedral cleieters ¥ Skinner is hereby warned' that you would
put him out of date if you had anything to do with him.

G. D B, [(Scorborough).—Eleven new readera roped in since
ou list wrote! Good! (1) Cannot aay about Russzell and

mond. (2) Don't know. (3} Hazeldene may relapse for a
time, but is not likely to become an utter waster ooain,
{4} No room for a weckly compotition,

“Mag-Pop-Gem,”"—The *“Magnet™ i3 published as
regularly as Bunday comes round, though not on that day, and
if your newagent fails to get it we are not to blame,

R 3. W, (Liverpool).—The sort of stories you want are
scarcely school yarns, and are not gpecially popular with our
readers.

E. J. N. (Chudleigh),—The O.T.C. i1 run in conneckion with
tho big public scheols; and only boys at the schools are eligible
for it.

“ A Jersey Reader.—Perhaps Cherey, Ruseell, Wharton,
and Linley are the best four—you cannot have four best—
boxers in the BRemove. Mauleverer, if he woke up sufh-
ciently, would beat Skinner. Ooker v, Blundell—I really
can't say. Do you want the whele school scrapping?

“ Wntering.''—Yours is not a very sensibie question, In
the first place, the majority of stui:l:..ie- received would not need
reading right through, let alone having the words counted;
in the second, if by this time we don't krow 30,000 words—
there or thereabouts — at sight, we deserve to be
colled duffers. You forget that in an editorial office there are
genrﬂrﬂy two ?lfu three people who know a little about the
WOrk' &I LThE .

”Eclmﬁb " {In.gndﬂn, E.C.).—A well-developed boy of
fiftcon would have a chest measurement of somewhere about
thicty-two . inches. Haven't measzured either Cherey  or
Wharton, and can't get it done at present.

Readers will find a further List of Notices on Cover,
page it

““titles ™
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A Story of Si‘range and
Cl’ﬂ‘illing Adventures in

an Amazing Quest

by-ALEC-G PEARSON-

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Startling Interruption !

¥ golling down. to old Mohee, my boys,
Rolling down te old Mohes;
The snow-whila sail,
Before the gale,
Rolling down to old Mohee,”

The chorus of the cld #ea song broke on the silence of the
night, ‘and the words—to the sccompaniment of o Spanish
guitar—swept clear and resonant from the open French
windows, acrcas a well-kept lawn, to the broad, siill reach of
the river beyond. : ] .

Hal Mackenzie had *‘obliged  with the song, to which his
eomrades had joined in the chorus with & will. Hob Elﬁshee,
hunter, sailor, and many other -things, was the guitar player,
He knew nothing about musie, but he could play very well by
¢ar, which was ail that was required on a festive oceaszion like
tha present. - ;

It was just a reunicn of old comrades, the famous quartette
who had penctrated inte the mysterious land of Bhoa—Jim
Holdsworth, Hal Mackenzie, Bob Bigshee, and Pat O'Haral
By the express invitation of Mackenzie they hod met at his
riverside bungalow, on the upper Thames, to celebrate by a
dFi!ﬂnH the first anniversary of the destruction of the City of

i g [

Dinner was over, and Pat O'Hara ‘had called upoen
Mackenzie for' “ a song wid a chorus, same as we used to have
whin sated round a camp-fire,” and Hal, who possessed a fine
baritona voice, had given them the roaring old sca chanty.
MM great ™ exclaimed the Irishman., * Doean’t it take
s back to the ould toimes, an’ the big adventures? Bedad,
*tis Queen Clytemna who ought to be with ug this night, and
"tis hereelf would loike to see ua again, I wouldn’t mind
betting ! . . :

%1 wonder where she i3 now?” said Jim Holdsworth.
“2he was every inch a queen, and shared 2 good many of our
perils. It doesn’'t eeem a year ago since we held the palace
against the rebels, on that last night in the City of Flame "

- HIf we cud only get back to the ould loife ! said O'Hara,
with a regretful sigh that was like a sudden gust of wind.
“This livin' an aisy existence in citics is making us all soft an’
tinder. Well, let's drink somewan’s health, But first we'll
bave that chorus over again. Tchune up, Sigsbes.. Now, all
together :

* Rowling down to culd Mohee, me bhoys,
Rowling down to——"

They stopped abruptly in the middle of the chorus, and
Hal Mackenzie sprang ta his feet. Faor Trom the direction of
the river backwater, which branched off from the main stream
cloce by, there had suddenly arizen lond outcries. Voices—
men’s voices—were raised in anger. One yeiled somethin
vicionsly in a foreign tongue, the other replied in foreible
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English. Then there was a loud cry of pain, followed by a

eplash in the water. | i .
“Come along, chaps!” cried Jim Holdsworth. * There's

gomething exciting going on. It'd be a pity to miss it."

“1 guess it wouldn't be like us if we did!” Bob Sigskae
mutiered.

‘They raced across tho lawn to the reed-friuged backwater,
near Elﬂ centre of which they could make out a dark figure
splashing about in a struggle to keep aflcat.

“Help!" he d out. o

" There should be two in the diteh,” observed Sigebee, who
was particular in detdils. * Where's the other?"”

“ Brooting off in a boat,” replied Jim, “ Hal and O'Hara
will attend to him.™

He fung off his coat 4nd jumped into the water, which was
only & littlo more than six feet in depth. BSigshee followed,
and they swam out to the man, who waa in diffisnltics.
Hetween them they got him to the bank, and helped him to
the house. He was bleeding rather freely from a knife-thrust
in the side, but the wound was not dangerous. In a very
short space of time Jim and Sigsbee had ewilfully bandaged
it. They were used to that sort of work.

In the meantime, O'Hara and Mackenzie had cast leosze the
latter’s hoat, and, jumping in, started in chase of a man who
was rowing away es hard as he could pull in a light ekiff.
But he had too good a stavt, and before they eould overtake
hirm he had reached the oppesite bank of tha river. |
. Here he leaped on shore, and, abandonng his skiff, dacted
in among the trees beyond the towpath. . al and the Trish-
man followed, but already he was out of sight, and it was
impossible to pick up his trail in the darkness. Either he
knew his ground well, or he was exceptionally cunning in
ﬁyading pursuit, for they never caught another glimpee of

irm. ;

“We may as well chuek it,"” said Hal, ofter & quarter of an
hour's vain search; *the fellow has given ua the slip.”

“ He has that, the spalpeen,™ agreed OHara: “Ihd ye sce
the face av bim whin he was in the boat? It was an ugly
wan. I['d know it again.”

“30 would I, replied IlIal. * Dark-comploxioned man.
Looked like a Spaniard or an Italian. Let's get back.’”

“They returned to the bungalow, where they lound Jim
and Sigsbee wringing the water from such of their garmuenis
as they had taken off, while the reseued man, rigged np in
sume dry clothes of Hal's, was sea mo en  easy-chair.,
JTHxcept that his face was of a greyish hue, due to loss of
blood, there didn’t seem fo be much the matter with him.
Some tattoo-marks on his wrists and the backs of hiz hande,
and the manner of his speech, secmed (o point to the faet that
he was a seaman.

" 'Th:hnl-r. ¥y, gentlemen all.” he said, in a regular docp-sea
voice, Y for your kindness. T was nigh lesing the number of
my mess, for when that landshark got me botween the riba

A Grand, Long, Complete B

: of Harry
Wharten & Co. By FRANK

CHARDE.
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with his knife T wasn't able to make any shape at swimming.
Mot that I'm much of & swimmer at any time.”

“You're i enilor, I think?" said Mackenzie.

“Yes, sir; name of Dlyth, I've been to many parts of the
world, and seen some strauge things in my time, but the
business that T wae hoping to finish with to-night 18 as queer
as anything I've set my hand to.”

““\What was the trouble you had with that other man that
gob you into this fix 1"

“With the Chilian?"

“Oh, was that his nationality '™ )

“Bura encugh,” replied Blyth. “This is the third time
I've boen attacked eince I landed in England a week ago.
Last two times by that Chilinn swab what you saw ; first time
by a chap what looked like a half-breed. Him I-laid out,
using oy fists only. DBut the Chilian waz more cunning. He
scoms to have been Iying in wait for me bebind some bushes,
close to the water's edge, and when I rowed inshore, he
jnmped into the boat, and went for me with his knife, There
was & bit of a struggle, but I was taken by surprise, and when
1 {elt the cold steel I jimped overboard. If I hadn't, he'd
have got what he was after.”

“Tt would seem to be something of value,” said Jim Holds-
worth, *if three attemptz have been made on vour life in
urdag”tn rob you of it. What makes you carry it about with
you ¥
" “Because I've come all the way from Valparaiso to deliver
it to the man it was addresscd to,” was the reply, Yand I
didn’t mean to let it out of my possession till I'd handed it
over to him. I'm obstinate, so to spealk, and when I sef ont
to do a thing I carry it through.  That’s my way.” Ee
pansed, and added; * Likewise, I expect a reward for my
trouble.”

“If we can help von to——"

“1 believe I've fetched up in the right haven,"” interrupted
E‘E;.'th, “if this i3 Clytemna Bungalow.”

‘That is how it's named.” said Hal.

“1 was making for it,"” pursued Blyth; “but I'm taking ro
chances. Would you gents be good enough to tell me your
names ¥ ]

They did so, for by now they were all gripped by curicsity
and wonder, This seaman had come thousands of miles across
the ocean, bringing with him a valuabla article intended for
cne of their number. And desperate attermpts had beon made
to prevent him fulfilling his trust.

Jim Holdsworth told himself that they were surely on ths
fringe of another adventure,

It wos when Ial Mackenzie mentioned his name that tke
grizzled old sailor held up his hand

“You're the one!” he exclaimed, *IHarold Mackenzie,
Wanderers' Club, London. That's how the thing iz addressed.
I went to the club, and was directed to come down hore.
Eq}l,?lg:_:lf good luck, here I am., Will zomeone lend me a

ThETe: £ g

Sigsben handed him a clasp-knife, and with it he ripped
up the lining of his waistcont, which he had refused to have
gent to the kitchen to dry. ‘Then, from a specially-made
pocket inside the lining, he drew forth a curious objeck

It was an oblong picce of very hard wood, at ons end of
which there was fixed a silver hand, about half life size. but a
perfect model. It was, indeed, a marvellous work of art, He
gave the thing to Mackenzie,

“"There yolt are, gir,”” he said. “I don™ know what it
means, or what it's worth, but if that bit of wood ain't a sort
af h{:x} with .ﬂﬂmﬁﬂung ingrde 1t, I'm :ead}' to ek iR

Roughly carved into the weod were the following words :

“To be delivered. complete as 1l is, Lo Haro'd Mackenzie,
Yianderers' Club, London."

e s

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Message,

While Jim Holdsworth and Sigsbeo were changing into
dey clothes, Hal, very much puzzled as to who could have sent
hiri this queer present from South America, was tryice to
fod out if there was any way of getting at the inzide of the
oblong of wood without splitting it open with an axe.

He felt convineed that Blyth was right, and thas it was
hollow, but the scaman had never tried to open it, and could
offer no suggestions. Ile explained how it had come into his
“POs5eEEI0M.

*“1 was stranded in Valparaiso,” he said, “the ship I'd
belonged to having been wrecked on the coast, and was walle-
ing along an old quay late one dark night, when I tripped
over something. It was a dead man—a native from the moun-
tains. Kle'd been stabbed. Clutched tightly in his right hand
was that thing,” whatever it is, T've brought home for you.
Knowing how readily them Chilian police are to make

ROW 0O
am."

trouble, T judged it best to make myself scarce, and say
nothing. As the wood and the silver hand wasn't any uso to
& dead man, I took it.'™

Jim and Bigsbee had come back into the room while Blyth
was talking. The Amoricar laughed with grim amusement,
“1 allow you've got your wits all on top of the basket,” he
gaid. " Bay, cap'n "—he usually referred to Hal as the cap-
tain—* you ‘don’t seem to get the hang of that contrivance
nohow. If that chunk of wood's really & box, I guess the
best sort of key to open it would be a hatchet.”

“I've got it!" cried Hal, at this moment. “There's a
spring at the base of the thumb, and when it ia pressed
sharply—gg=——"

_He was grasping the silver hand inside his o#n, and as he
eiaculated “So!" he gripped harder. Instantly the piece of
wood fell apart; vet so cleverly had it been put together that
uo Join had bheen visible,

“’Tia hollow,” said Pat O"Hara, to Blyth, “so0 you won't
have to ate ut.” A roll of paper dropped out on to the floor,
He picked it up, and gave it to Hal.  * Will that be all that’s
inside " he asked. “I thoughf, maybe, it would be full av

dimints.™
* Diameonds " growled Bleth,

ﬁnﬂ tlham in g:hi}tl."
-Flpl opened the paper, and glanced through its contents,
The others waited t*xpaq':anﬂy. o

This is a rum go, if vou like!"” he muttered. *DBut it
must be true. Traver: is not the sort of man to exaggerate;
he deals always in plain facts. Listen, boys.”

But before stacting to read the missive, he turned to
Blvth.

o “It's bub right that you should hear it, too,” he added;
hhm”wu must give your word not to repeai what you

GAT.

¥ Il keep it to myself,” replied the seaman.
bright!"

Then Harvoll Mackenzie read aloud, perbaps as stranse a
Ietter az ever a man had writien. : P i

“1 don't now where they'd

“ Honour

“f Dear Mackenzie,” "—it ran—*""'1 kaow you are fond of
adventure, and I've heard of some of vour exploits, so for
that reason I despatch this brief note to you, though it is by
ne meaits certam voir will ever receive it. And even if it
does reach you, I fully expect | shail be dead belore that
time, for the half-breeds are advancing again to the attack;
and they mean to Lill me. If, then, you are hungry Tor more

‘adventures, come ont here to within twenty miles of the giant

Peak of Aconcagua, in the Southern Andes, and make vour
way to the Tower of the Golden Star. In that tower vou will
learn 2 secret—as I have done—which would astound the
world if made known, But von will take your life in your
hands, though you will meei such adventures ns even van
Lave never encountered, nor perhaps even dreamt of. I can
write no more, for the breeds liave lighted the Secarlet Fire,
and that means a fght to a finish, | Igwande-r what my fute
will be? If I am only wonnded, I may be held afterwards as
8 prisoner. The breeds are close to the tower now, and I am
ready. Good luek! Porliaps good-hye!

“ERTARTIN TrRavERs® ™

There was a biiel and pregnant silence when Hal had
ﬂrﬂahmi_ reading fhe letter, &L‘ was broken by Pat O'Fara,
Holies!'" he exclaimed. * Just the wan man against—how
many? "Iis a pity we couldu’t be there to belp him. Faith
twould be o great foight then!" '

Y What sart of a chap is your friend Travers?” Jimn asted
his ehum.  *Ife must be a good-plucked ‘un, and as cool aa
they're made, too, I should tﬁin[{.”

“He's all that,” replied Hal: * vet,
sort of fellow, He's a conflirmed rover, and & man of remarck.
able daring.  Ile las been nicknamed Silent Travers. and
as it fitz him you can guess there are times when he's not g
‘i‘er_;:nsulrl.lalﬁg {:::impa.nima,” "

N “Well, hiz letter sounds promising,”  continued Jim.
wEII:JlIu::J::vu‘ ;gk-‘i I'-;{!;I;:' the possibilitic- of big adventurcs. What
al Maclkenzie wasg always swilt to make up his mind, even
if the question was one of life and death. i
he‘a‘i?tﬁ TF"-"-‘- [ d death He did not
shall start for South Amevicn,” he replied, * i
before the cnd of the month. That givesimgd;igﬁ:ﬂ:ﬁ:nlﬂg
square up here, pack my traps, and book 2 passago by

steamer to "—he paused for a moment, and then went hn—

“to a port I shall decide on later. I'm already tired
en.s,fflifa. and the iuxui'ias of civilised towns,™ Tined ok e
. You're not partienlarly wantin® to go alone, T suppose®”
said Llob Sigshee, “ Bocausa hare's another "Lﬁ'hct"ﬂp.tr:lnul'{;'n
g bit tired of cities, where vou can't breathe freely, and can't
see further than the end of the street. Gee! I've bean

(Continued on page iv of cover.}
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A BEAUTIFUL FRENCH WOMAN'S TRIBUTE
TO “HARLENE HAIR-DRILL”

=

Further Striking Endorsement of the Scientific Method of Growing Beautiful Hair.

1,000,000 FOUR-FOLD SEV

EN-DAY OUTFITS FREE.

T ig significant that at such a time asg this, when
I the English, French, Italian, and Russian nations
are £0 closely allied, one of the most beautiful of
French women has Ei*.ren a striking endorsement of a
method of growing beautiful hair which has become a
National Institution.

Miss Cina Palerine’s beau-
ty and talent have made her
famous not only in Great
Britain, but in our Allied
countries, France and Ttaly,

HOW TO GAIN HAIR
BEAUTY,

This iz her opinion  of
“ Harlene Hair-Drill,”

CWhilst T odistrast end do
not wse the apany wnew toiled
praducts, 1 qw obliged 1o |
recogitise the wndoulited merifs
of your justifiubly popular
hurir preserier amd bewwtifier,
*Harlene i Diil?

“Anomy upinion the lair
i the most delicade altribule
of feueinine bewuliy, and there-
fore needs the very best care
and affeniion, awd Ihis is

ciely I oalways wse * Hurlene
Heair-Drill,) for T [eel sure

- that T eouldd not, with security,
use o belter toilel product,

“ AN luddies Laow wkat an
exfremely hoard tasl o is fo
Reep the hueir n perfect condi-

tion, awid I thervefore strongly
advise thens o follow my
e ple,

“{Signed)

“HINA PALERMWE.
Miss Palerme’s letter fol-
lows that of Miss Ellaline

““‘Hw?.{fe:ui‘#*"
[ Pleeto : fiifa Martin,

9. Loas of .Golour Bnd Lustre?

E. BE!EtHnE Halre ?
6. Ovor-greasingss of the Scalp? Un W

7. Over-drynesa of the Scalp T
8 Seurf or Bandruff 7

Halr?

b ) H_slr 'lm‘-nnlnE &t TqrnE!u?
T2, Avrested Hair Growth ?

THIS IS YOUR FREE CIFT.

Simply write your name
and. dddress on the coupon
below and post with 4d. §
stamps to cover carriage to
Bdwards Harvlene Co., and
you will receive the follow-
mg outfit :

1. A BOTTLE OF “HARLENE,” a
trua Liquid Food for the Hair, which
stimuiates it  to new growth,,
building up the very subatance of

the halr (tsetf. It (s Tonlc Food
and Bressing tn one.

7. A FATKET OF THE MARYEL-
LOUS HAIR AWD SOALP-CLEARSING
“CREMEX "™ SHAMPOO, which pra-
pares the head for " Hair-Dril."

3, A BOTTLE of ""UZON'' BRIL-
LIANTINE, which giveg & final tauzh
of beauly io the hatr, and (s
gpecially beneficlal t¢ those whoes
aalp is inclined to be ‘‘dry'* or
whore powdery sowrf axiate.

4. THE SEGHET “'HAIR-DRILL'"
MANUAL, giving compl.te ingtruc-
* tona for cerrying out ihis twa-
minutee-a-day Becientifie Hair-
Growing Exercige.

O course, unce you have
seen for yourself the splen-
idd hair-growing propertics
of the ™ Harlene Huir-Drill ™
method, you may at any
tane abtain further supplies
from your chemiszt nt 1s,
2e, Gd., or 44, Gd. per bottle ;
" lTzon T Brilllantwe of 1s.,
e, Gk s U Cremex T at 1s.
per box of seven shampoos

Terriss, AMiss Lilian Braith-
waite, Mizs Aabel Sealby,

Mdlle, GINA PALERME,

whore Deawuty gud falent hgve fue-

{single 2d. each).

If arderce direet from Edwanls”

i T | H Ar: viinted not ondy hovsands in this
M:ESr I h_j_.lh:a' ],‘:a‘:tre, }Ij.f:ﬂ rheri i R e e
Marie Léhr, AMiss Phylis Italy, i3 me‘émeﬂr aidkereint Hj _L;J-s
Mondema ALis y oy Jamois  *t Haelene  Had=-I0Ei™

Wil l[iss Dai Y tnethod,  She gdpdses all readers of

- Thimgn, Misz Hetty King,
elc.—a  few only of the
muany charming Actresses who enthusiastically adopt
" Harlene Hair-Drill ™ for their hair beauty.

And after all, it is such a simple matier to restore
your hair to health and beauty. Firstly, every thing
you will want to comnmence the * Harlene Hair-Drill |
method is sent you FREE, and then following out
Mr. Edwards’ instruetions just for two minutes a day,
no matter how impovenished vour hair may now be,
it will be restored to health and beauty.

Why suffer from;

1. :inaIE Irritation T, A Straweli or Weak Hair
2. Eumglata gr Partizl Baldnesa? 4. Thin or FuIIInE Hair 7

A S O e T T Sy T3, 7 T e e s T, . e e, T 1 TR TR PO O

this papes do follow her exanple.

W aplene ™ Comgmny, B-20, Lowi's
Conduit street, London, W0, any
of the prepafations will be seni post
free an remnitlanes, Carriagge exira
on foreizn onders.  Uhiegues sl
17,0 should e erossed.

S40S00RRMMIAR A0 a 0RO RERARERARARERERRED.

" HARLENE HAIR-DRILL" GIFT COUPON.

Fill In and post to EDWARDS' WARLENE COMPANY.

20-28, Lamb's Oanduit Strect, London. W.C,

Tieayr Sive, — Plesse send me yovr Free “Harlene ™ Four-fold
Hair-Growing Ontfit, asdescribed above, | enciose dd. stamye
for posiage oo any part of the world,  {Foreign stamps
accepded 3
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(Continued From poge 20.)
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tellin’ myself these weeks past I'm gettin’ soft and Hably.
So_if you've no objection ['ll go with you to that South
American port, and on the hunt around afterwards for that
mysterious Tower of the Golden Btar.  But I guess it's your
pienic, so you'v: got to say * Yes,  or ' Ne' " :

- “Hold on a minute,” Jim Holdsworth cut in.  “Of course
he's not going alone. His pienic! - Well, who ever lweard of
& fellow going on & picnic by himself:  What say, Hal?
The old quartetizr"”

Y Be jabers!” exclaimed O'Hara.
we'd be left beloind?™ )

There was a merry twinkle in Hal's eyes as Lie replied:

“No, I didn’c think it, not for o moment, for b inow whiat
vestless mortals you all arg—=—" .

“T'o say nothing of yoursell,” mterrupted Jun E

“0Oh, 'm willing to admit I'm bitten that way. foo,
langhed Hal. - “Well, then, the old guartetfe will set out
again, on a Lizger adventure than the lust, if I'm any sort of
a prophet. 86 all you chaps have zot to do during the nexb
few days 18 to get ready.” ;

“ Hurroo for all av us!" cried Pat O klarn. W
ba afther havin' that chorus wanst more. I don't know
where ould Mohes is, an’ ut don’'t matter. W'l be rowling
down South purty soon. Be the same token, onr. song was
interrupted whin we fshed our frind Blyth II_1;1‘.:-1:|:I-_-1r out av
the wather, him being the messenger wid the great news,
Now, all together!” ! .

Again the chorus rang out into the night.

Crouching ameng the Lushes. on the opposite bank of the
river there was a listengr. It was the :Im']cr{*.ump'[nx'nunpd
man who had fought with Blyth in the bour. An uvgly smile
twisted his thin lips. : ] .

“The message has been delivered,” he muttered, “and
perhaps they will go! But the fools deink and sing. Buenol
They will be eazy to deal with.”

Therein e had made two big miinkes.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Derelict.

The old seaman, Blyth, was sent back to Lotdon the next
day with enough mowney in his pecket to keep him in reazon-
able comfort for six months, if he wished to stay on shore
for that length of tine. He was more than satisfied with
the reward for hiz services, and promised to keep a *still
tongue ' in his head regarding what he had heard.  When
he had gone Hul Mavkenzie called o “council of war,” and
luid his plans before his comrades. _

“To bemin with,” he zaid, “we've gob to keep always m
our mind the fact that determined efforts have been made to
secure that letter which I reccived from Martin Travers.
The object, so far as I can judge, was to prevent it ever
reaching my bands™

“Why " asked Jim Holdsworth.

“Well, it's all guesswork, of ecurse,” replied Hal; *But it
seems to me there's a certain band of men who are resolved
to keep the sccret of the Golden Star in their own circle.
Travers hIIE Hiscovered i|;.r and Hﬂ-r]q}l}ﬁ_ ll:]t]g lilE!f['}!‘F! t.ht!, :_I'!EIS
paid for his knowledge with his kte. It will be a fairly
powerful organisation we are up against, as they are able to
send their agents to Hogland.”

“And if t%mt Chilianr was one of their agents,” put in Jim,
‘“it geems they won't stop at any crime to gain theiwr onds.
Ha moeant killing the old sailor.™

4T allow the Chilian won't try and tackle us while we're
in England,” said Bigsbee. *“If he knows, or suspects, we've
got the letter, and read it, thers woulda't be any sense in him
taking risks just to steal it. Anyway, if ho tried, he'd find
he'd bitten off more’n he could chew. My notion is he'll lie
low and watch our movements, then, when we quit, he'll
cable over to the boss of the dutfit, and some of the gang—
breeds, or whatever they are—will lay for us as soon as ever
wa land. What wo've got to do is to cover up our tracks.™

“That'a my idea,” agrecd Hal. “Now, for a starr, we
won't right round to Valparaiso. Waste too much time,
Wa'll k our passages in a steamer to Buenos Ayres, then
travel by rail across cotntey fo Mendoza, up aguainst the
Andean foothills, We can't make any pluns beyond that.™

“Needles and pins—needies and pins! When we get to
Mondoza our trouble begina!" exclaimed Jim, laughing.

“ Arrah, now, to blazes wid throubles!” said O'Hara, *"1is
not ourselves will turn cur backs on thim., Tell me, now—
will wa be going nerost to Buenes Ayres in a mail-zsfeamer,
iliignnt. an” aisy, loike a parcel av g]uge—'trut-t.e-rﬁ‘:'”

No, wo won't,” laughed Hal, “because that's how our
nnknewn opponunts will expect uy to go.  Better leave me to
make all arrangements about the voyage out. Tl fix things
up all right,"

-kt -

“Was Lhe afther thinkin®

Hhow we'll

““ MAGNET"

LIBRARY.

So in a brief half-lour's talk ther lad all their plans cut
and dried until they reached the gutposts of civilizaton;
though, for the matter of that, the best-laid plans are apt to
go all astray, as no one knew better than themse]_t'f-ﬂ.‘

They saw no more of the Chilian—at least, not in Hugland—
nor his associates, 1f he had any, and a week later they sailed
from Liverpoo! in a cargo-steamer, named the Heron. She
was bound out direct for Buenos Ayres, and as she was fauly
fust wounld arrive there almost as soon as tho mail-steemer,
which had to eall at various ports en route.

They were the only passengers, and neither the accomimao-
dation not the food “‘were worth imitating "=—to use Jin's
expression--but that did not trouble thom much. They had
often enough, in the course of their adventures, put-up with
much worse, and considered themselves lucks.

What they did not like, however, was an unpleasant
discovery they made before the vessel had been many days
at sea. The captain drank. On the third day alter they lef!
port Hal had s=en him lying in Lkis bunk in a helpless state.
Added to that, the chief mate was surly and incompetent, and
the second mate was a mere machine, who did what he was
told, and seemed to take no interest in anything.,  Naturally,
with such a state of affaies there was no sort of dizcipline on
the Heren. _ ]

“Things don't look very promising for a start,” said Hal,
when the quarvtette were discussing the matter one evening
on the after-deck, which they had to themselves.  * Luekily,
there’s a good., broad ocean all round us, go the old packet
isn't Likely to hit anything harder than herself.,”™

“ Which same 13 a comiort,” said Pat O'Hura, grinuing.

The Red Irishiman—so called on account of lus fHery, red
hair,, and rubicend visage—took life as 1t came, and never
worried himself about anything.
“A drunken skipper,” observed Sigsbee, *is likely to find
himsgelfl buttin’ up against trouble.” .
“The chance that we mav not got safely to port will add a
little exeitement to whot might have proved a monotonous
'r-’r_'-'ziggr._: said Jim lightly.

“Putting asicle the drink question,” went en Hal, “there’s
samething about Captain Searth I don’t like. 1 wmay have no
real grounds for suspicion, but-—=well, my advice ia this, boys.
Hide your guns away in your cvabins, so that nobody can find
them but yonrselves.”

At this point they saw the chief mate coming along the
deck towards them, =o they had to change the conversatiun.

However, the days passed, and nothing vnusval happened,
0 far as Hal and his comrades were concerncd, until the
Heron got well down into the South Atlantie, and was no
more than two days’ steam from her port of destination,
Then an event occlirred which gave them reason for belief
that their mysterious opponents had laid their plans with
more cunmng than they bad given them eredit for

Coming on deck one morning just before breakfast, they
found an unusual alertness among the crew. Also, Captain
Bearth seenmied to have shaken off all effects of his frequend
drinking-bouts, and greeted them gquite genially—for him,
But there was a false ring abouk his gemality.

“What's to deo?’ whispered Jim to Sigsbee, “Has the
fn.c_’f”af being near the end of the vovage bucked them all
up

The American shook hizs head.

“Don't think it's that,” he replicd.
may be the cause of it
making a bit of salvage.”

He pointed away over the starboard bow. and these, abount
two miles away, Jim zaw the hull of a vessel, with only a
part of her foremast standing.

“A _derelict ! exclaimed Jim.

The captain had been looking at her through his teleseope.
He shut the glass with a snap, and torned to hi; PHSSCIE TS,

HEver been aboard a owreck, gentlemen?” he askoed.  *Be-
cause, if not, now's yonr chance. I'm going to send a boat
over to her to see if she's worth towing into port.™

“I'd like to go over her,” replied 3i::]. I be some
thing to pass away the time”

The other threc agreed they would like to gpo over her
tao.

“Well, you'd better get a mouthiul of something to eal
ﬁrst!,“ "zu]viﬁv{l the captain; “hy that tune the boat will be
ready.

It seemed good advice, as they might be away two or
three honrs, so they bolted down into the saloon like o pareed
of schoolboys who had been promised a holiday, all talling
and luughing at onee, The captain looked after thenr with
an unpleasant grin on his bloated featires.

“1f I know anything of the weather conditions in thes:
parts,” he muttered, ““and things happen oz 1 expect *om
to, T'Hl get them nicely trapped, and 101 look like an acei-
dent. 1t's the easiest way of doing the job, and earning the
money I've been promised.™

(Another long instalment of this grand new seriol,
which will be full of surpriving develupments, neat
Monday. To avoid dizsappointment, opder your copy
early.) ;

3 “Took yvouder; that
Likely the skipper reckons on
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