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SIR JIMMY'S PAL!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of

Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Peeuliar Frospeet !
i AULY locks rather down-
M hearted,” remarked Bob
Cherry.

The Famous Five of the

Greyfriars Remove were airing them.

selves in the gquadrangle afrer morming

lessons when Bob spotted Lord Mau-

leverer under the elms. : 2

Harry Wharton & Co. paused lo their

saunter, and turned their attention to the
dandy of Greyiriars.

Lord Mauleverer did look down-hearted

—there was no mistake abouk that.

Which was surprising; for, as a rule,
his lazy lordship mllowed nothing what-
ever to disturh his lofty sercpity. Ex-
cepting that he was a proncuneed slacker,
and found it rather a frouble to exist at
all, Mauly of the Remove was not sup-
posed to have any troubles in the world.

But he looked now as if he had been
collecting all the troubles at Greyirigrs
and placing them on his own slim and
elepant shoulders.

Ile was standing under the elms, with
his hands driven deep in his pockets and
a distinet wrinkle showing in his brow.
There was an expression of the deepest
and most painful thought wpon his face.

*1t's & case of war u.*-;:-rrj',l” sald Bob
Cherry. *Mauly wants bucking-up. I'll
buck him up!™ .

The chums of the Remove grinned as
Bob Cherry strode behind his lordship.

Lord Maunleverer did not observe him—
having no eyes in the back of his head.
And he was too deeply buried in thought
to notice the proximuty of the Famous
Five at all.

“By gad!™ his lordship was murmur-
ing. "What's a fellow to do? Begad!™

Smack !

“Yaroooh !” roared Lord Mauleverer,
coming out of his deep reflections with a
jump, as Bob Cherry clapped him on the
shoulder—with a clap that was like unto
a thunderclap. Dol was always a trifie
heavy-handed.

Lord Mauleverer spun round, gasping.

Baohb Erinned at hum genially.

“Woke you up "' he remarked.

“¥ou thumpin' ¢hump ! gasped Lord
Mauleverer. “You've jolly nearly dis-
located my shoulder! Yeow-ow! I'd
mop up the quad with vou, vou howlin’

Eﬁ,l:'f the weather wasn’t =0 warm.
w i
“What's the trouble?” asked Deob

soothingly. "1 was ooly bucking you
up, old scout, because vou locked down-
hearted.™

“Yﬂﬂ*ﬂl‘i“!"

“Tell your Uncle Bob all about it,” said
Bob Cherry encouragingly,  “I'm the
chap to come to for advice. Is it bad
news from the Front ?"

“Ow! Not”

“Bunter been getfing you to cash a
postal-order in advance 7™

“No, you ass! Ow!”

“ Been playing nap with the Bounder.
and losing?” demanded DBob Cherry
severcly,

“You thumpin® duffer, no 1™

“IHas Sir Jimmy been kicking over the
traces "

“DBrreper ™

But Lord Mauleverer's expression
showed that Beh had hit the right nail
on_the head this time.

Hig lordship’s deep and painful reflec-
tions were on the subject of hia relative
and study-mate, Siv Junmy Vivien, who
was his one trial.

“Nothing  wrong  with
Mauly ?* asked Harry Wharton.

“Yaas.™

“Why, I saw him ten minutes ago, and
he looked as right as rain!” exclaimed
Frank Nugent.

“0Oh, hes all right!” groaned Lord
Maulm:eyc-r, still rubbing his shoulder,
and giving tho cheory Bob Hunnish
looks.

“Then what are you meping about ¥7
asked Johnny Bull.

“I'm not mopin’.*

Jimmey

“The mopefulness is terrific, my
esteemed Mauly!"  remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. *“Get it off your

esteemed chost, and confide the trouble to
your worthy and ludicrous pals '

Lord Mauleverer grinned fainily.

“There ian't exactly any trouble,” he
sard, “Jimmy is a good little chap—a
dashed good litile chap, DBut—" TLord
Mauleverer groaned dismally,. “You
fellows know about Jimmy—all Grey-
friars knows, for that matter. It i=n’t
hiz fawmlt that his pater was an awful
wazter, and went to the bad, and left him
an orphan in a2 slum—"

“Of course it ism't ! =aid Harry Whar-
ton. “ And nobody’'zs down on poor old
Jimmy for that, excepting a worm or
two hke Skinner and Snoop 1™

“If Skioner’s been chipping him, you
leave him to me,” said Jnﬁm:y Bull.
“I'll shove his head in the fountain 1*

**Tain't Skinner this time,” said Lord
Mauleverer hastily. " You—vou fellows
knew how' Jimmy was brought up—or
dragged up, rather. He never knew

even that he was a baronet till my unele |

routed him out and found him, after get-
ting a letter from old Vivian on his death-
bed. Ile drops his *h’s’ in a way that
makes your flesh crecp, but a chap ean
get used to that. He's stoppin’ catin’
with his knife, though.”

“Ha, ha!"”

“"Tain't a laughing matier,” said Lord
Mauleverer distresafully. “If wyou only
konew what I've suffered through scein’
him eatin’ with Lis knife—"

“Awiul " said Bob. * Worse than the
trenches ™'

“Well, I don't know about that,” said
Mauly innocently. “But it was awful!
5till, he's droppin’ that.”

e

wili all the fellowa say?

} MNugent.

'hkﬂ’?u

“Oh, don't be funny ! He's improvin’
all round, and Bkioner don’t chip him
o pruch since bhe Meked the end. But—
bot—but——"

“The buifulnpess is tereifie ! remarked
Hurree Bingh.

“But what's he been doing?"” asked
Wharton, in wonder. “He's o rouzgh
dimeond, bus he has a heart of gold.”

“That's where the trouble comes in,”
groaned Lord Mauleverer.

“Jeh 7

“1f he wasn't n decent little chap it
would be easier. Buot—-"

“You're talking in riddles, Mauly,
“You're not complaining about his good
aualities, surely ™ exclaimed the captain

“*Along with his grinned

 of the Remove,

1] Yﬂ.ﬂﬂ. "

“Welt, you ass!”

“The assfulness ig—"

“Termfic!”" chuckled DBob Cherry,
“Let's bump Mauly! That's what he's
asking for. It will buck him up, too.”

LEord Mauoleverer hastily backed away.

“TIion't play the goat!” he implored.
“This 13 a scrious matter — awiully
gerious.  You see, when poor old Jimmy
lived in Carker's Rents—ye gods, what o
placze to live inl—when he lived there
he had a pal” _

“ All the better for him, surely I"* saud
Mugent,

! :."E."-:iua.

“(Food for Jimmy 7

““ Awfully good for him !" groaned Lord
Manleverer. * As I anid, he's a decent
little beast—dashed decent! He's not
gou" £ turn his back on his old pal be-
cause he's well off.”

“Well, nothing to complain of in that,
I suppose?” said Bob Cherry warmly,
“Hea would be a cad if he did.”

“gﬁua- Only ths chap's comin' here,”

Bk .-F!.

“It’s decent of Jimmy—the real,
square thing " aid Lord Mauleverer,
“But what will Greyfriars say? What
Jimmy's just
ga.st. But if

But he hasn't forgotten his

beginnin’ to Eve down his
the Sparrow cormes here——

“The what?" ejacnlated Bob.

““That’s his pal’s name. The * Spadger,’
Jimmy calls himn.  Spadger is the wa
they pronounce Sparrow in  Carker's
Rents 1 groanced his lordship.

“But what's his real name §*'

“Name?" said Mauleverer vaguely.
“Tlo people have names in Carker's
Eents? This chap doesn't seem to have
a name, [Fe's the Spadger 1

“Oh, my hat 1" _

“Jdimmy's asked him here,” mumbled
Mauleverer., *“He's just sprung it on
me. It'sa hn,ifahﬂ]i&a:.- thiz afierncon,
vou know, and the Bpadger’s comin’,
Jimmy doesn’t seo anythin’—anythin' odd
in it. But—bui—but what will the fal-
lows say? What will Mr. Quelch say if
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he sees him—an' the Head? An"

Delarey’s away to-duy, or he might have

%ﬂught of somethin’ — brainy chap,
et ™

And hiz lordship blinked delefully at
the Famous Five,

“You know, I'm not & enob,* con-
tinued his lordship, “I'm guite sure that
this Spadger s s rippin' kid—better than
Skinner or Snoop, anyway., I'd pal with
him with pleasure, as far ae I'm con-
cerned, though I dare say the poor kid
would pick my pocket.. He doesn't know
any botter, %ut he's trampin’ it from
London——"'

“From London!" cxclaimed Wharton,

®*Yaas, Stwrted yesterday, I under-
stand; eleepin’ in a barn or behind a
hedge laat night. You can guees the
gtato ho'll arrive in. And at the best
of times I don't think they dress ﬂ!ri'
fashionably in Chrker's Egenta, Y
believe thev'ra not” very parbicular
about their linen., Raga an' tutters, vou
know; boota down to the daghed ugpﬂrﬂ;
1f—if he's got any boots at all. It's a
shame that poor kids live in such a
state in this country., With seven million
quid goin' on the war every day, it

geema odd that we can't afford to keep

kida in boots, Bot there you are! 1
should eay it will nearly finish Jimmy
here, if he shows that cheery youny
gentleman about Grp{friars. ITe doesn't
care; but I do—acel’

“%h, my hat!"” Wharton.

50 there you are!"” eaid Lord Maul-
everer. ‘"It's docent of Jimmy ; and how

n I jaw him for stickin’ fo an old pal?
ﬁe’q! doin’ ihe right thing. But—Dbut

“It'a rather an awkward position,”
said Wharton thoughtfully. “ LI'm afraid
the masters won't quite approve of such
a visitor—ahem !"’ _

“Ho might pick a fellow’a pocket while
he's hore! groancd Lord Mauleverer.

“Bo bad as that?™

“1 anderstand from Jimmy that the
Spadger was brought up on what e
calla pinchin'. He was tancht by a
delightful gentlemen wham Jimmy ealls
Boory Smith. What a name!”

¥ Groat Seott !

“Tt would be better for him not tol

come here,” said Wharton zlowly. Itz
rathor a fix. Look here, Mauly, we'll
ut our heads towether over this, and
Fu-.lp vou through,”™

“Thanks awi'ly!
bo done?"

“Wea'll think it out.
dinner-hell 1"

Buat what's woin' to

There goes the

The ¥amouvs Five started for the
School TIouge, and Lord Mauleverer
followed, with a logubriovs counten-

ance. So far as his lordship could see,
thers was nothing to be done, and the
Spademer’s visit would come off, with

results that would be unpleasant, and.

micht be disastrous for Sir Jimamy of
the Demove!

r—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Loyal Pal!

ARRY WHARTON Inaked
H euriously at Siv Jimmy Vivian at

the Remove dinner-table.
The one-timoe ragamuofin of
Carker’'s Rents had changed very con-
giderably sinee he had come to Grey-
frinre.

He looked ns clean and neat as the
other Remove fellows, in Etons and a
white collar, and le had learned to dis-

p of hie meals without the uwse of the
mfe for ronveying food to his mouth,
and without helping his fork with his
fingira.

nly in speech wae he markod off
distinetly from the other juniors,

-Jn the Form-room he waa well up with
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his work—indeed, s wite had been
sharpened by his early lifo as a street
araly, and he found things quite easy
which were a puzzle to dull fellows like
Snoop and Bunter,

In the clags ho had been placed ahead
of Bnoop, Skinner, Bunter, Fish, and a
good many others, though he took the
moat outrageous hiberties with the King's
English,

Sir Jimmy Vivian's chubby little faco
was particularly bright and contented
just now.

Fvidontly he was locking forward to
tho visit from hiz old pal

Sir Jimmy found hife at Groyfriare
E}ntt comfortable, His noble relative,
Mauleverer, was kindness ifzelf fo him—
ha shared a study with him, bore Sir
Jimmy's little foibles with unexampled

tienee, and gently led him in the way

o should pgo,

And Delarey, who was alse in No. 12
genuinely liked Bir Jimmy, who, in
turn, was devoled to him,

Most of the fellows, ton, were kind to
the reclaimed waif. The Famous Five

|

T

One Penny a
“Ha, | ha "
ZI'!anr.EI E.I}ul:l‘::h ;lanned alonr the fzbla

“Yivian!"

* Y easie "

“ Please do not talk at tablat"

* Right-ho, sirt"

here was a euppressed chortle among
the Removites.

Nobody but Sir Jimmy would have
dreamod of saying * Right-ho, eiri" to
the Form-master.

“Yeou must say ‘Yes, sic! te ma,
Vivian," said My, Quelch, with a frown
at the- frinning juniors, “1I have told
vou &0 before.’

“Right-ho, sir—I mean, veasic!” said
Sir Jimmy cheerfully. A bloke kinder
forgeta, sir. A hfc::k-r;- can't think of

lievorsthink, Kinder goes out of o
Lloke's ‘ead, sir.”
“That will do, Vivian."
* Right-ho, sir!”
Mr. Queleh lot it pass this time.
Harold Skinner., who was next to

Vivian, pretended to be looking about
ot the floor. Sir Jimmy, who was full

. e |

0ld Pals! (3Sez Chapter B.)

were specially so, and Squiff and Peter
Todd and Ruke, and even the Bounder
iﬂlwuya had a friendly nod and word for
vim

Snoblbish  fellows, lke Skinner and
Snoop, affceted to look 5)31:‘-“‘:1 upon him
amd give him the cold shoulder; but ad
Sir Jimmy would not have tolerated
their company in any case that was no
losa to him. :

Billy DBunter treated him with lofty
disdain; but this was chiefly due to Sir
Jimmy's firmm refusal to cash his cele-
brated peostal-orders in advance,

Bir ?imm:f caunght Wharlon's crves
upon him, and nodded across the table.

“ Pass that there sal, cocky!” he
called ont—a form of address which Mr.
(ueleh, at the head of the table, affocted
not to heor,

The Remove-mastor was, very consider-
ate towards the little waif.

Wharton smiled involuntarily as he
paesed the salt.

“This "era bread 18 geottin’ thicker an’
thicker,” 8ir Jimmy remarked. It
xives me a pain in my innards,”

of goodnature, glancsd round, willing
to help.

“Dropped somothing ™ he asked.

“Homebody’s  dropped  something™
said Skinner.

“Wot was £ :

“An aspirate!” said Bkinner,
thero was a murmured chuckle,

S Jimmy snorted,

“I "spose you mean o baitkeh, wot yon
calls o haspirate,” he sabd, “If you'ro
gittin’ at me, you skinny toad, you can
shut your 'ecad—see?™

“Yon are talkine again, Vivian,”
eame Mr, Chrelch's voies along the table,
“DPray be silent!”

“Orleight, sir!"

Sir Jimm:l;'; went ot with lus dinner,
contenting  himsel! with piving Havold
Skinner a look of terrific confempt,

When the Removites left the dong.
room after dinner Billy Bunter rolled up
to the Famous Five in the hall. There
was n grin upon Bunter's fat face, and
e was cevidently enjoving an item of
nOWs.
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And
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MY say, you fellows—" he bogan,

“ Bazz off M :

“1 say, have you heard?” grinned
Bunter, disdaining to notico that plain
hint that his presence was superfluous.
“ About Vivian, vou know? He'sa pot &
Eiuﬂ;jur coming thie afternoon, e, he,
€.

'”h"i-']ml: ﬂ-& ?%: Hknuw about 1t
rowled Johnn ull, !
§ “ He, he, 'I'LJE!Ir I heppened to hear him
telling Mauleverer—quite by chanee, of
pouree,”” Bunter almest exploded. with
mirth. “A kid he the Spadgor—
be, he, hel—a elum denizen, you know,
who sells papers and picks pockets.  Nice
sort of customer to come to Greyiriars!

He, he, he! Yoocoopl™

Billy . Bunter's cachinnations came to
& eudden termination as Bob Cherey
gave him g push which cawvsed him to
vollide violently with the wall.

Bunter fpt out & roar, and ehd down
the wall to a sitting pomtion, whence he
blinked breathlessly at the chuma of the
Remove,

“Groogh! Beast! Groogh!" )

Harry Wharton & Co. went. out into
the quad, and Wharton burried to join
Sir Jinmy, who had gone out by him.
self, Ha the gouthful baromet
on ihe a Cr. z

“ralle!” said Sir Jimmi‘h gemally.
Y Nice arternoon, ain't t? u blokes
pleving cricket—wol?"™ _

“Tlere's & match with the Third,"”
nmﬂntﬁn& Harry. y o

*I'll bricg my pel to ece you playn’,"”
said the hamp‘ id ;‘ﬁu know
got o friend coming this arterncon—
name of Spadger?! I've mentioned "im
o vou.™

And Sir Jimmy emiled with satie
faction.

I spite of the fuct that at Greyfriars
Bir Jwogny found lis lines cast In
plessant places his thoughts turned often
i hia earlier frome, am!: dounbtlees, with
Tegret,

1e had many kind friends at tho
schonl, but nome whom he could call
exactly a pal. And at Carker’s Rents,
with ull it8 misery and poverty, he had
had a pali _ . .

“Yes, Mauly's mentroned it,"" said
Wharton, * E’hen are you expocting
your friend, Jimmy?"

“Any timo in the arternoon.  You seq,
he's trampin’ it from London, and it's
a pood step Tere.”

“IM tell vou what,”
“You'd like your
your friends here, Jimmy. Suppese we
make up a Hitle party to mect lim on
the road, and—"

“And bring 'im here?™

“Ahem! I don't suppose he
care  much about Greyfriors,”
Harry  deplomotically, ™ What
taking him for a drive® Mauly
:shuﬂ a trap, with pleasure, or 1

Bir Jimmy gave him a very keen look.

“He's coming ‘ere,” he =aid stub-
bornly.

“ But—don't vou see—ibk may be a it
unpleasant for’ him—"

“Wot rubbish! The Spadger don't
care for a snecrin® cad hke S8kinner—and
f 8kinner zave a word to him, the
Bpadger will elip inte ‘im, I can tell
you !

“Oh 1"

“Old: Spadger’s o regler fighting-
eock,” said Sir Jimmy., *I've gced 'im
knock out a growed man,”

“Ahem ™

“I ain’t ashamed of a old fricend. and
T ain't going to let 8 cr think as ‘ow
Y am. That's wot he'd think if T dudu't
‘ave 'lm i the study and ook arter Yim.
1f you are 100 Yigh-claes to speak to my
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said  Harry.
to meet eome of

woulid

a1 1d
about
wauld
wanld

I've

P pal, you needn’t,” wdded Sir Jimmy

sarcastically,
seq you |

Wharton coloured. It was solely for
21 Jimmy's own sake that he was gpeak-
ing, and he did not hke to he suspected
of snobbishness.

* Bpadger sin't coming to

“MNothing ,of the kind!” he said
sharply. * Bub—-?

“Thersa aint no buts. Epadger*s
coming 'ere. I'm gom' to ehow 'im over
the  school, too,” said Sir Junmy
defiantly.

“Have you asked permission——-F"

‘' No, I ain’t. Do you always ask per-
mission afore you has e feller 'ere—your
pals from ’Ighcliffe, {’rinstance 7"

*N.-no. But—" :

“'"Tain't no good torkin'” eaid fir

Jimmy., *’Bides, I've 'ad’ all that from
M&Hifu Well, what do pou want?™
added the baronet, as Bkinper joined

them.

“I hear from Buooter that you're ex-
pecting a visitor 1™ gaid Skinner blandly.

“Well, Bunter's tellin® the truth for
once,” prowled Bir Jimmy.

“ We shall all be delighted to ece him,”
smiled Skinner. *Quite an honour for
Greviriara, I'm sure. Will he be dressed

in rags and tattere, or in totters and:

raps ?

Skinner meant that remark to be
humorous, But fir Jimmy Vivian did
not take it in & humorouns spirit. Per-
haps he had had a litde too mmach of
Shinner’s delightiu]l buemonr.

He pushed back his cuffs, and pranced
np to Skinner.

L’fﬂu meaﬁ', snaerm;gd‘!" he grﬁid‘
“Always githin' at mwe, rrow gattin'
at my pal Spadger! Come om I™

Skinner backed hestidy away. In =
battle of words Skinner could always
hold his own: but when it came to fisti-
cuffs he was penerally found wanting.

“Keep off, you blackguardly woung
hoaligan ! he exclammed.

I, aff !
Instead of keeping off, Sr Jimmy
came on.  Hm kouckles roaitled on

Skinner's thin and somewhat bony face
and nose,

The hapless humerist dodged round
Wharton.

“Reep him off I he velled.

Harry Wharton laughed.

" No g_‘rlly fear! You shouldn’t be so
funny, Skinner.”

M Come om, you funk!™ reared Sir
J mmy,

Wharton stepped ouwt of the way,
grInning. Skinner put his hands up,
with a savage look,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Great Chanee for Skinner }
1 ALLO,  halla, hallo!  What
about the match§”’
Bob Cherry  wanted to
know.

“I've been thinlﬁng about that,” said
Harry Wharton. " It's a match with the
Third. Tubb & Co. aren’t exactly
danﬁmusi"

“ Nt exactly,” grinned Bob, I sup-
pose some of us are standing out, lo give
the lesser lights of the Remove &
chanee, ™

“All of us, I thiok,” said Harry.

“Well, just as you like; but cricket’s
aricket,” suid Bob, with rother a re-
gretful glance towards the green fiekd,
**We don’t want the Third to beat the
Reomove, you know ¥

*With Somff and Tom Brown ownd
Toddy in the eleven, it's not likely to be
a win for the Third,” satd Farrr. “1
don't think we're risking much. The
fact is, I'm thinking of giving Skinper

| & Co. a chance this afterncon,”

“My hat 1™

“The hatfulness is terrific " exclaimed
Hurree Jamset Singh. ““The cgicomed
aud  midievlous - Slkinwer caunot  ploy
Crick-et.full:i.”

“ Firet-.class play isn't wanted sgainst
the Third. Buppose we give Skinner a
look-in, and Socop and Stott and
Bunter and Bolsover m&jﬂr—"

“And every blessed dud you can bunt
11;} inside the walk of Greviriars!” ex-
cluimed Johnny Bull, m astonishinent.

“Look here, what's the little game?®”
demanded Nugent, "You've got Bome-
thing up your sleeve, Harre.”

Whartan !au{ﬂmﬂ.

“Well, I'm thinking of Vivian and his
weird visitor,” he ronfessed. * Vivian's
set on the poor Kid couing here. And—
and it would be a bit nicer all round if
Bkinner and company were busily acen-
Elﬂ thin afternoon, I suppose they'll

qlm:'l to y for the Farm. And
they’ll be ofl the scene, then, when this
Bpaxrow chap arrives’

“It's risking the match to play so
many thumping champs,” ssid Johnny
Bull, with a shake of the head. * There'n
the Form record %o think of."

“Five or eix pood men will be enough
to beat the Third,” said Harrv, * ia
rest can slack as much as they like,
Skinner and his frignds arem’t likely to
do anything elso, I know I

“ Hallo, ?m“u, halle ! Here come the
morry heroes,” grinned Bob Cherry.

Tubb & Co. of the Third Form were on
their way to Little Side.

Tubb gave the Removites o lofty lock,

He was bigger | Tubb of the Third lived in hopes of beat-

than 8Bir Jimmy, and ought to have been | ing the Remove at cricket—some dav.
able to give & pood account of himsaelf— ] :

but he didn’t! Sir Jimmy knocked him
right aned left, till Skinner fairly backed
out and ran for it

“That's good enouzh for "im!”
snarbed the baronet, “And I got the
same for hanybedy what says & word
again my pal Spadger!”

He accompanied that remark with a

warlike look at the captain of the
Eemove,

“You're not going to hAght me,
Junmy," sald Wharton, laughing.

“Well, then, you let my pal alone,”
ratd the beronet.

And he drove his hands into his
pockets, and walked away whistling
shrilly.

Sncop and Bunter, who had hovered
near with the intention of making rome
humorous observations on the subject of
HBir Jimmy's expected guest, decided to
reserve their humour for another occa-
sion. The schoolboy baronet was evi-
dently not in & mood for bumaour,

“Woe're ready when vou are,” said
Tubb.

“"Ready to give vou 2 hekin®
now, ™
Third.

“Ready o wipe you off the glad
earth,” ndded Bolsover minor.

Wharton looked at hia watch,

“Stomps pitched In ten minutes,” he
satd, "We won't be late, Tubby. Give
us a few minutes to make our wills 1*

“Hu, ha, ha!”

Tubb snerted, Paget sniffed. Bolsover
minor aud Wingate minor grinned. The
fop cricketers marched on, The Famous
Five turned to the School House, Rol-
gover major of the Remove was jn the
doorway talking to Skinner and Snoop,
and he gave the Co. an unpleagant look.

“Family coneern, as ususl, to-day, I
snppose 77 he sneerad.

“Eh? I don't quite ecabeh on,” said
Wharton.

“Dan’t you? Don't vou think it's
time somebady else had a look-in 1n the

Fou
said Paget, the dandy of the

matches?” jeered Bolsover major.
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“Some of the fellows think they had a
right to play in the last IDghcliffe
match.'

* Ahout three-quarters of the Remowve
thought so, T think,” eaid Wharton
good-temporedly,  “ Must make up the
elaven according to requirements, Daol-
sover, You are not up to Ilighcliffe
form, f'rinstance.™

“I dore say vou think so!™ gniffed
Bolsover major.
~ MWell, as I'm skipper, what I think
is of some consequence, isn’t it?" asked
Harry. *“DBut never mind that. Would
you eare to play this afternoon "

The bully of the Remove looked more
amiable at once.  Bolsover majer was
quite convineed that he was up to the form
required by the mogt exacting fixture in
the Remove lise.  Fe rogavded it as his
naturnl right to figure in the Highcliffe,
St. Jim's, and Rookwood matches; but
unfortunately the cricket captain did not
ga0 ove to eye with him., However, it
wad something to play in tha TForm
team in a Form mateh, and the bully of
the Remove looked as amiable az it was
given to him to look.

“I'm your man,” he said. “1 don't
pee why Skinner shouldn’t bave a chance
for once, if vou come to that, teo.”

“Bkiner ?" sald VWharton thought-
iulli.‘ while the Co, smiled.

Skinner sneered.

“ Catch Wharton putting me in!" he
said. ““I'm not one of his pals.”

Wharton affected not to hear that en-
pleasant remark.

“8Skinner*" he repeated. “You ace,
you hardly ever turn up for practice,
2kinner.”

“I rather think I'm in form enough
for a fag match,” said Skinner disdain-
Fully.

“Give him a chanee!" said Bolsover
major.

“"Well, it's a go,” said Wharton, as if
making wp his mind. ¥ Yon ean chuck
i.t.I t-lli!? afternoon, Bob, and Skinner can
play.

“Any old thing,” said Bob Cherry,
with & smile. “Wish vou luck, Skin-
ner!"

“Oh, all right!” said Bkinner, con-
siderably surprised, and not very pleased,
as a2 matter of fact. He liked sneering
about the Remove captain playing Ins
pals, as Ire put it. But he was not keen
to exert himself on a warm afternoon,
when he came to think of tt: and neither
was he keen to give up some little
pchernes he had been forming for Sir
Jimmy's benefit that afternoon. * But
—but I say,” he went on, "I don't want
to shove mysell in, if it comes  to
that——"

It doesn't come to that,” szaid Whar-
ton calmly, “I offer you the place.™

“It'a a chance for you, Skinner,” said
Bolsover major, in surprise.

Skinner bit his lip. ' He was fairly
caught.

“And you can play, too, Snoop,” said
Wharton.

SBnoop jumped.

“Me?” he ejaculated.

“let's ses whab vou can do.”

S0h" said Snoop. )

“1 say, vou follows,” chimed in Billy

Bunter, il Wharton can play Snoop he.

can play me. I'm beiter than Bnoop
any day!"

“Wust draw a line somawhers,” said
Bolsover major. “You're a fumbling
idiot, Bunter!™

“Oh, really, Bolsovere—-

“Well, after all. Bunter might have
a chance,” said Wharton thonghtiulls,

“ (et into vour clobber, Dunter. I

pla?' iﬂu
“0h, erambs!” ejaculated Bunter,
blinking in amazement through Lis big
spectaclas, " Yon—von mean it
“Certainly 1

]
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“Cood! I'll show you something lile
cricket !V cried Bunter, with emphass,
and he rolled into the house to change.

Shinper and Bnoop were exchanging
dubiocus glances. Thev did not want Lo

lay that afternoon, in point of fact,

‘hey were ready to grouse about being
left out, but they were not willing to
exert themacelves.

“Look here, Wharton.” sawl Skinner
at last; "I don't know that I care about
playing  this afternoon. Un  second
thoughts, 1'll stand ont.™

“*Same here,”” said Buoop at  once.
“I've got something else on, to be
candid.”

“Youre refusing?”  exclaimed Bol-
sover major, 1n astonishment,  “Why,
only five minutes ago vou were sneering
about Wharton playing only his own
fricnds!™ Bolsover major was s good
deal of a bully, Lut he had some sense
of justice. * Now Wharton's offered you
maces in the team are you going to re-
fuse to play?”

“Fes, I am,” said Skinner. “I've
something else on.™

““Bame here!”

Bolaover major frowned.
~ " You're not going to refuse!”™ he said,
in hiz most dictatorial tone, * Here
you've been jawing to me for ten
minubes, mmun% Wharton down, and
making out that he doesn’t give you fair
play! Now he comes along and offers
you places in the team. and you're too
dashed slack to F'Iu}'! You're not going

Fto do it! You'll play ™ )
“1 suppose we can do as we like?"™
bawled Skinner.

Bolsever major shook his head.

“No, you jolly well can't! Ii you
didn’t want to play, what were you
grouging about being left out for? You'll
come 1 and get inte your fannels, you
two, and I'll ses that you deo it, too.
Come on!™

Skinner and SBnoop locked furious,
They were pals of Derey Dolsover’s, in
a way, but Dolsover's friendship was an
unvelizble gquantity.  The bully of the
Remove looked so truculent now that
they did not venture to argue with him.
They went into the hounse with him sul-
lenly, to change, and the Famous Five
indulged in a chortle.

“Poor old slackers!™ inned BEob
Cherry. *“They'll zcore duck’s cpgs, but
thujr’llwi{ have to fcld, anyway. 1erhaps
they won't grouse se much after this—
in case they're not asked to play.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lord Mauleverer came out of the
house locking glum. He glanced rather
rai:-rua{:hiuli rat the Co.

‘Fou lellows seom vert moerey,” he
remarked. “ Blessed if T feel anerrv! T
hear that Skinner and Snoop have pot
on to 1t, and they're gettin® up some
schemo or other for the Sparrow’s Lene-
fit. Bunter savs so.”

“That's all right—Skinner and Sncop

and Bunter are playing cricket ibis
afternoon,” sald Wharron.

“Begad! Are they?”

“ Yes—and they won't worry Sir

Jimmy and hiz pal,” said Iarry laugh-
ng. “And we're going to belp  yow
look after the Bpadzer. Mauly™

You're enttin’® ericket*" asked  lis
lordship, in surpeise.

“Yoeu."'

“Bogad! You're awflv gond, ™ =aild
Lord Mauleverer gratefully, * I'm awi'lv
obliged to you. 'Thix is gon’ to be oo
awful aftornoon!”

“Buck up'” sd Bob Cherry en-
couragingly, and Lond Muauleverer just
dodzed an encouraging sinack on “the
sirenlder,

Sie Jimmiy Vivian was alvemwdy posied
at the gates. waiting there for hi= ex-
pectod  wneat,. Tlie ewez were ap fhe
raacd, upmn which he  oxpects]  every
moment to seo the duste Gewre of the

One Penny. b

London waifl. Lord Mauleverer joined
him there—and there was a sturtling con.
trast between Bir Jimmy's bright end
cheery face and the ]:mlgthi\‘ pnel luge-
brious countenance of his lovdship,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder is Called In!

ERNWON-SMITH, the DBounder

‘,-" of Greviriars, locked up with

an expression of amazement

a3 Skinner came into lis study.
The Bounder of Grexiriars was sinoling
n gigarette, It almost fell from his month
at the sight of Skinner,

Skinner wos in {ldéunels, and had
bat under his arm. Otherwiae he (did
not look much hke a cricketer, His fuce
was dark and sullen, and hiz eves had
a spiteful gleam in them. Certainly he
did not appear to be keen om the game.

“You?”  ejaculated the PBounder.
“You playing cricket?”

“I'm in the Form Eleven !™ said Skin-
ner savagely,

The DBounder stared.

“Youl”

" Surprimng, ain't it!"

“Well, rather 1" agreed Vernon-Smirh.
“3Who'd have thought it? Is this Whar-
ton’z iden of a joke on the Third?"

“1 can play cricket, T suppose?” said
Skinner fiercely,

*Something wrong  with  your sup-
poser, then, I should say " remarked
the Bounder coolly, “¥ou can't!”

Skinner flung hiz bat savagely on the
table.

"I don't want to play”
" Wharton's tricked me into it
offored me the place. takin
word—I never thought he’d doit. It's to
dish what T was planning for that rotten
ragamufin  who's coming here this
afterncon.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarved the Bounder.

“Oh, cut the cackle. confound vou!™

“If you don't wane to play why are
you going to play?” nzked the Boundee,
“Wharton can't mule vou.”

“That fool Bolsuver 13 backing him
up. It happens that 1'd just been saying
to Bolsover that Wharten wounld never
give me & chance, because he keeps the
cricket in his own gang. You know
Bolsover! Now if 1 don’t play I've gol
a fight on with lum."

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“The fat-headed rotter!™ said Skin.
ner svagely, “I've made the silly fool
back up agminst Whurton moere than
once, by piling it on about favouritism
and all that, and—and now he scoms to
smell a rat, and he’s poing to make me
plar, or else I've pgol to fight him, I
don't want to lght him.”

“Iimagine not,” grinned the Bounder.
“Yeou were adwarvs too dashed clever,
Bkinner, and catching voursel! i your
own fraps. vou refused the place
when it's offered. it amounts to telling
Bolsover plainly that vou've been pull
ing his leg, and setting lam against
Wharton for nothing. A fool never likes
to find out that he's been fooled!™

“Well, I've got to play!” growled
Skinner.  * Wharton’s adean—I ¢an ace
that—is to keep me sticking on tlat con
founnded cricket-graund all the afternoon
g0 that I ean't chip in when thatl ragas-
maffin i3 here to see Vivian, Bnoon's
i the same fx—and they've even puk
Buuter in the teamn!”

“By gad! What a team!”

“liond enench o beat the Thisd
ook if T oean help i though!™ sand Skin-
11681 "I-IFCiU‘l.I".'i]".'-

The  Bounder  pave  hime a0 cone
tempbuons  saale 1o hea argrer el
walice Bkinper was eapable of givioe
wwany the modch, so far as lay in dos
power, The DBenwder, withh  all his
anlts, haad ueves [allen 2o low s that.
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“But 1 didn’t come in to tolk about
that,”’ sad Bkinner. "I may not be able
to get off while that young ruffian’s here,

Broithy, Will you take it on?”
*Take what on!” .
» Showi him up,” esid Skinner
eaperly. " You could do it Better than

1 could, if you liked. Their ides is to.
kec¢p him out of sight of the masters, and
all that, They want to keep Vivian from
getting into a row for bringing him here,
and to avord a scene, and so-on, 1 want
just the reverse.”

“YVou would!” smiled the Bounder.

W It*s the chance of a lifetime,” said
fBrinner. *The dirty hittle rotter has
no right to come to a school like this
Like his cheek. T think! Quelchy will
have him turned ut if he sees him, I
gshould say. Vivian will get into a row.
And if evervbody sees the two little
gummy rotters together, it will make
Maunleverer simply squirna_with shame.
Vivian's his relation, you kmow. They
can be made to £t up all round.

The Bounder laugherl. :

v And that ian't all,” went on Skinner,
his eyes gleaming viciously, “From
what Bunter says—he heard them talk-
ing—this kid from the slums is a regulur
rotter—a litthe beast who's been tanght
to picl pockets, and all that. He might
pinch something while he's here—-">

“ My hat! That would make a terrific
row !’ ;

“That's what I want!" said Stinner,
between his teeth. He rubbed his nose,
which still showed the marks of Sir
Jimmy's knuckles, “ Mauleverer would
nearly die of shame, I think, that hap-
pened, and it were shown up. Fancy the
slimimy little beast being taken in to the
Head, amd Mauleverer called in, :mj:i.
Vivian, and perhaps the p-ulm-e.?-mt for ."1

“Quite an enterinifiment!” yawned
the Bounder. ]

“ And Wharton would be dragged into
it—he's backing Mauleverer up,” said
Skinuer, “They'd all be drawn into it,
and ragged by the Head. You're up |
sgainst them now, Bmithy.”

The Bounder smiled.

“What do you want me to doj
rxactly *” he asked, eyeing the cad of the
Hemove very curiously. 1

“What 1 wak going to 4o, if that rotler,
Wharton, hadn't got me off the soene !”
raid Skinner s,a\*mf_lelj', “Bee that all
Grevirviars kuows that hittle slum beast s
herc—let. the whole school spe him, by
hook or by crook—and give him & chance
to pinch semething. He's bound to rise
to it”

“Be gad ™

“It will make the whole gang of rotters |

wiren,” said Skinper eagerly,  **And
it's j“{:Et- in vour line, SBmithy. You're
awfully deep "

“Thanks! I was going down to see
Jerey Ilawke at the Cross Keys this
afternoon,”  remarked Vernon-8mith

thoughtfully. ;

o "Fm: can chuck that for once, to oblige

“Such a pal as pon, Bkinney !™ smiled
the Bounder. * After all, ib would be
very entertaining, wouldn't it "

“¥eu, rather! And—"

The study door opened, and Bolzover
major looked in. ‘

“Oh, you're herel!l™ he said, “ Come
cn. Skinner [¥

“I'm ocormang " growled Skinner. He
cazt & wlanee back at the smiling Bounder
ge he maoved to the door. " You won't
be going out this afternoon, Bmithy "

“No, I sha™n't go out, after all”
gssented the Bounder,

*Good 17 )

Skinner followed Bolsover major deows
the passare. He was not quite salished;
Eut he felt that e had done his hest-—ar
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his worst, Sncop wws with the bully of
1the Remove, and he was logking vicious,

ver major had no mercy on the two
slackers,

Bolsover was not a bright
wae casy enough for a cunnng fellow like
Skinner o ing);luem}e him, awd Skinner
had caused o great deal of treuble for the
captain of the Remove by deoing =o
Favouritism in cricket was Bkinner’s con-
stant complaint, and Bolsover major had
gyvmy'sthiscd with him.

and he was angry—and very deterndined,

It was a standing grouse with S8kinner
that he never had a chance im the Form
Eleven, and he had cobtained Boleaver’s

sympathy and onconragement, and now 1

he refused it when it was offered. It had
dawned upon Bolsover's somewhat dull
brain that the cad of the Remove had
been pulling his leg for his own purposes,
and that suspicion made Bolsover as hard
ak nails towards his whilom follower.

He kept a very sharp eve on Skinner
and Bnoop as he piloted them down to
Little Side. Hea was prepared to collar

them if they showed any disposition to

bolt, knock their hcads together, and
march them down to the field with & grip
en their necks. Bolsover major was &
rather high-handed fellow—at least, when
he was dealing with fellows like Skinner

1 and Snoop.

The Famons Five were on the ground,
Lat they were not in flannels, Sampson
CQuiney Iffley Field, othorwize Squiff, had
willingly aeccepted the captaincy for the
match—though he was not over-pleased
with the team he was provided witn,
Still, the Aunstralian junior had no doubt
of Leating the fng eleven of the Third.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Here come ihe
ponquering heroes !’ remarked Dob

lhierry. “ Make it & century, Skinner !”

“Tho centuryfulness will be terrific 1™
remarked Hurree Singh. " The duckegg-
fuluess will aleo be great 1™

“1 say, vou fellows!"  Bally Bunier
wod there, looking as if he were on the
point of bursting out of his fannels. 1

1 rather think I shall pet o econtury, you

Enow 1

“How many coenturies will it take you
vo get it §" inguired Johnwuy

The Owl of the Remove gave Johnny a
disdainful blink.

“ Vou shouldn't blare your jealousy like
that, Bull,” he said. “H vou're envious
of o fellow's form, it's beiter 1o keep 1t
dark.”™

“Why, vou fat
Johnny Bull.

‘*“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 suppose vou'll be putting me in frst.
Ecuuiff T remarked Buntor.

Saquiff chuckled,

“1 don't think 1 he replied

“Retter, you kunow! A really good
innings to begin with will encourage the
fellows, In fact, T insist!™ said Bunter
firmly.

“Tosist away,” ssid Squiff, laughing.
“ Ready, Tubb '

“Waiting ! =aid Tubb loftily.

The two skippers tossed For innings,
and Bquiff won the toss. He cleered to
bat first, and Tubb & CUeo. of the Phird,
went inta the feld.

“You'll apen the nmings with me,
Browney,” said Sguiff. * Bolsover, old
scout, see that none of the baismen got
too far away, will you 7"

Saqufl bad bhad & hint from Wharion.

“You bet 1" said Bolsover major, with
crnphasis.

Scpuiff and Tom Brown went into the
firlsl, The reat of the eloven, in order of
play, was—P'oter Todd, Mark Liuley,
Penfold, Rake, Tom Dution, Bolsover
major, Skinner, Snoop, Bunter. There
were four of the beet, three very good

LE]

gaspod

3 i e

ath, Tt

Birt Skinner's
prompt refusal of a place in the team had .
apened Bolsover's not very sharp eyes,
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pleyers, and four that were of little use,
in the Remove Eleven, Harry Wharton

Co, remained on the feld to waich the
geme, and encourage the lesser lhights
with their presence, till they should be

wanted—when Sir Jimmy's ‘pal from
Larker's Kenta arrived at (g.'m:; ripra ]

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Cricket !

QUIFF and Tom Brown made the
running for the Remove, Tubb &

(0., in the field, bad plenty to do.

Ax a2 matter of fact, Third Form
howling was not first-rate, though Jack
Wingate—the minor of the captain of
Greyiviars—was a pood fast bowler for a
youngster., Wingate of the Sixth gave a
good deal of time o coaching his minor,
and Jack. had benefited bi;' it.

Harry Wharton & Co. locked on, with
ouc eye, as if were, on the school gates,
Skinner aned Snoop waited, with very
surly cxpressions.  They would gladly
Bave cleared off and jeft the eleven in
the lurch, but that they were not allowed
to do. Balsover major was quite pro-
pared to knock theirr heads together of
they tried if, and there wore the Famoys
Five to be reckoned with.

Vernon-Smith sauntered down to Little
Bide while the innings was on.  Harry
Wharton gave him a friendly nod.

The Bounder no longer plaved foar the
erm'e—_his peculiar mwanners and cus-
toms forbade that., He had fercely re-
sented at firss hia excluston frem ihe
tram. Buot that seemed to be over. To
the surprise and ennovance of Skinner &
Co. the Bounder kept on speaking terma
with Harry Wharton, and showed no dis-
posttion whatever to give whe captain of
the Remove a fall, as Skinner had hoped
b would.

Wharton, indeed, had been considerin
of late whether it wonld be possible 1§
give the Bounder & show in the team
again, But there were difficultics in tha
way. At his best the Bounder was as

oad a player as any in the Remove:

ut, owHig to his Toslish way of life ha

coutd never be depended upon to be at
his ‘hest. AFier a night out of bounds,
Brithy was not in a condition to play in
& hard match., He wounld always have
been 2 most uncertain guantity to reckon
- pon,

*Thirty for none!” remarked Boh
Cherey, with a grin. "1 don’t guite
think the Third will pull it off this time.™

But o few nunutes later he added:

“ There goes Browney 1™

The New Zealand jumior was out to
Wingate minor’s bowlng, Peter Todd
went in next, and, by & great stroke of
Tuek, Paget cowpht him in the next over.
But when Mark Lindey joived Soguiff at
the wicketz the innings looked like being
booled for o long life,

The score ]lgmge-ﬂ to 50 Liefore Squiff
was out.,  DPenfold made 10, nod was then
Yowled by Jack Wingate. Rake took his
place. Iheck Hake had scored 4 when he
Was Ehtmp:-:i.

“ Lockiog up for the Third,” remarked
mugent,  USixty-four for five wickets,
The Remeove may have to bab a second
time. ™

Tom Dutton went in, and was stiil
batting when Mmk Linley pot out.
Then ceme Bolsover major's turn,

Bolaover eave Bkinner and Spoop an
expressive glance as he went to tha
wickets,  As roon as he was pone the fwo
slackers exchanped glances. Squiff gave
thom & smiling look.

“I think I'tl go and cet 2 zinger-pop,™
remarked Skinner, wirth a eidelong Jook
at the Awstrplian Junior,

“You won't!”" suid Srl:;liff cheerfully.,

* Look here, Fiold—
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“You'll be wanted aoon. Sitick where
you arg!”

Byuiff swung his bat in a meaning way,
Bkinner and SBnoop locked at the bat
end looked at Squiff, and decided to
remain where they were.

1 seore wiha oxactly a hundred when
Tom Dutton came ouf, and Peter Todd

ciup];r!d hizs deaf study-mate on the
ghoulder,

“Jolly good for you!™ he said
ﬂpﬁﬁlﬂ?n’&lg-

* Good for you!™ shouted Poter,
The deaf junior shook his head,
“ MNothing over the allowance,” he said

firmmly.

“Ehi" ejaculated Poter, “What
ellowanco?”

“Didn’t you eay food for me?”

“0Oh, my hat! Good for vou!™

shricked Petor.
“*Wood for me?
“HMHn, ha, ha!™
Peter Todd did not explain further.
Tom Dutton locked very puzeled, but
he had to remain purrled.
“Man in, Skinner!” said Squiff,
“I1 eny, Field, hadn't 1 better go in?"

What wood?"

urged Billy Bunter, “I'm gotting prett
tired of waiting here, I cgn teﬁ Pj’ﬂ'll{
I’m}hlmgry, too, ™

“You won't have long to wait!™
grinned Bob Cherry, J

Bob was right. " Skinner would pro-
bably not have put up a good show if

he had dons his best, But heo went to
wickets with the determination to

d_c:‘h:a worsb—which was unnecessary,

"Play up!” anid Bolsover major, s
Skinner passed him on his way.

Bkinner's oyes gleamed.

“Yes, vou watch me!” ho said.

And ho went on fo his end,

Tubb was howling; and Tubb was not
oxactly a dangerous bowler. But he
E:ﬁgad Skinner's wicket with the first

There was a2 cheer from th ird-
Formors round the ficld y

“Well bowled, Tubb!®
Tubb of th
#f the Third grinned wi
But Tubb's trivmpha E-ﬂ-m mﬁwé:léf;%%
E:jtnhcrp replacod Sﬁinner. ri: the wickets,
with & gneering prin on hia s face.
Tubb send down a ball that Billy Banter
_Pave stopped, but Snoop did not

ﬂ-‘h:}] it. It epread-capled his wicket.

*Bravo, Tubb!" roared the Third.

Tubb’e chubby fuce was glowing like «
full moon with eatisfaction. This was
somaething like! Tubb prided himself
upon, his batting, but hel:l.'md never set
up 28 & preat bowlor, Yet hare he was
taking wickets to order, as it ware!

Bquiff gave Zidney James Snoop a

yery expressive glance as he came off,
“Ducks’ eggs hre cheap to-day !”
markod Bob 'lg!'mrr;?. P 4 ad

"The mensly worm threw away his
wicket I growled Johnny Bull. 8o did
SK'Not at oll” maid Sk !

“Not at all," sai inner blandly.
“The bowling's deadly. You know
what a bowler Tubb ie.’

““Liar!" said Johnny Bull, who had a
painful dircctness of apeech sometimes.

But Skinner only grinned. He did not
axgﬂzet to be believed,

Man_in, DBunter!"

Billy Bunter was grunting as he put
on his pads. A grin spread vound the
ficld as the fat junior ambled out ta the
wicket, .

Owing fo his short sight, the Oul af
the Remove nearly walked into the
wicket, and the wickei-keeper took him

the car and led him off i, amid
chiortlos,

" Leggo, FPaget. you cheeky beast!™
h{::ﬂ.ﬁvlaﬂ Huantor, ] g
A were you are!” anid Pasot prinning.

Don't brain me with that hat, farty '™
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“Yah! Go and eat coke!”

Billy Buntor took up his ition at
tho wicket. He lecked as if he were
trying fo render an exagperated caricn-
ture of the Harrow straddle, Tubbh of
the Third grioned glecfully, Tubb
would have given his sugar allowance to
perform the bat-frick, and with Bunter
at the wicket there was no reason why he
shouldn’t take s third wicket.

“Go it, Tubb!™ sanp out the Third.

Down went tho hall, with all the forece
Tubb conld muster. Billy Dunter did
nobt oven soe it coming., I knocled his
riddle-atump clean out of the pround.

Thest—and anly then—did Bunter’s bat
rovolvo in the air, sweeping round with
torrific vim, and ps it naturally met with
ne  roalstance the momentom of that
:u}rriﬁu sweep spun Bunter round like a
op.
“Ha, ha, ha!"

A well of merriment arcan as Bunter
rovolved on his own axis, so to apeak,
and sat down on the crease with a heavy
bump. '

(1] wlr1l

“How's that?" welled Tubb, in great
ilee,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“How's that, umpire?”

“QOut! Ha, ha, hal"

“Tha hat-trick! Hurrah! Good old
Tubby ! reared the Thard.

“I—I eay, you fellows, I'm not out!"
med Bunter. “Why, Tubb hasn't

dod yet——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You Owl!" shricked Paget, “Can’t
vou &eo your wicket's down?®”

1 suppose you pushed it down.” eaid
DBunter, blinking ab him suspiciously.
“You can't stump me before the ball’a
bowled. 1 should. think even a Third
Forf i’a%' would know that!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“*Look here, what are you fellows
going off for? shouted Dunter,
sorambling up wrathfully as the feld
began to clear off, “I haven't had my
imnings yet!" '

. But the ficldsmen cleared off, unheed-
ing. The innings was over, Bunter
having been last man in.

Billy Banter toddled away to the
pavilion in’ great wrath.

“I say, you fellows, I'm not ont—T
havon't been bowled yet——"

“You blessed Owl!” roared Bob

erry. ° You were clean bowled !

“¥Well, I didn't ses the ball!™

“Did you expect to?" chinckled DRob.

*0Oh, really, Cherrge—0-0>"

“You two rotters!” chouted Bolsover
major, etriding up to Bkinner and Snoop,
who backed away in alarm. Bolsover
major was ¢ven more wrathy than Billy
Bunter, His innings had chicfly con-
siasted of watching wickets going down at
the other end of the Fit-:*h. ¢ had the
consolation of being “not out ™ : but it
was not very consoling. “You two
sneaking rotters, vou chucked your
wicketa away! Do vou call that ericket?”

“I—X didn't!” stuttered Snoop.

“I—" began Skinner. * Here, T say!
Legzo! Yarcoooh!™

The enraged Dolsover szeized the two
alackers, ano in cach powerful land.
Their heads came fogether with a Jowd
CONCNSEION,

“Yah!"

SO

Boleover major hurlod ihe two slackers
into the srass, where ther sat and rubbedd
their reads dazedly.

“¥ou rotter!™ &hl'iﬂf:m‘] SEnonp.

“Oh, my hat! Oh, my
crroaned Skinnor,

“Tvo a jolly vrood mind to hoot von!™
roareldt Bolsover major,  “Call  that
criclket?™

dd .&"}.“-'1“
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My hat! I wouldn't have missed this
for worlds "' gasped IEob Cherry, " Tlus
15 even better than ericket !

“When you bounders are reads to
ficld, we'ro ready to bat,” Tubb of the
Third remarked sareasticnlly.

Harry Wharton & Co. waited till the
Bemovitea were in the field.  Having
seen Bkinner and Snoop take their places
with tho rest they ssuntercd off. The
two rascala of the Remove were snfo for
some time now, for it was not likely that
the Remove would have to bat aoain
Tubb & Co. would have to follow on,
and Skinner and Snoop would be Sclding
all the time,

Satisfied that Skinner and Snoop wore
well dispesed of, the Famous Five
atrclled away to the achool patos,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Spadger Arrives !

IE JIMMY VIVIAN scanned the
dusty road with an eawrer oye,
Lord DMauoloverer wae  leaning
lazily on the gate, but Sir Jimmy

hardly lknew that he waa thore.

All his thoughts were dirpeted towarda
the expected arrival—the pal he had not
seen emco Mauly's unela ﬁ:d taken him
away from Carker's Rents. And n light
catne into tho achoolboy baronot's eyew
when a dusty fgure appoared on the
roud

Like an arrow Sir Jimmy shot out of
thoe gateway, and Lord Mauleverer
detached himself from the gate, with a
yawn,

“Begad! 1 suppose that's
merchant I murmured his lordship.

He gazed along the dusty mag after
Sir Jimmy,

That cheery vouth had met the new-
comer already. They were cuk of hear-
ing of Mauleverer, but he could sce that
Bir James Vivian was preeting his pal
in the most hearty manner,

Mauleverer's face prow more and mora
dlalmﬁyed az he looked ot 8Sir Jimmny's
pal.

Exactly what the “Spadger™ wonld
look like his lordship had bad only a
vague idea. He had ecxpected some-
thing rather odd and queer. The
Spadger more than came up to his ex-
pectationa,

At that momeut hiz lordship wog
devoutly thankful that arold Skinner
was l'tll:rt on the apot fo draw general
attention to the vouth from Carker's
Iients,

Mot that Manleverer felt anything but
kindness and sympathy for the little
woif, DBut the Spadger was certainly o
mest extruordinary visitor to come to
Greviriars SBchool,

Fea zeemed abouk fourteen, thougl his

tha

face had a peculiar old-vounp Took that
told of 2 hard and troubled life, Heo
waa dressed in oA man's trousera  cut

short, which bagged vound his thin
limbis, & man's coat cut down, but which
reached nearly to his knees in spite of
cutting down, and boots that Tooked as if
they had been picked off a dust-heap.
Romd Jus neck he wore a eolourcd
neckerchicf, with nearls all the colours
of the rainbow in it, dimmed by dirt,
The cap on his tousled head was ' a TAR.
And the long tramp and sleeping in the
open aic had told wpon the Spadger’;
clothes, sueh as they were, o was
covered with dust as with a garment.
Iiz bools wern eaked with it.  Tlis toes,
which peeped out of Tis boots, wers
thick 1:'|t.i! it.  And the poor Spadget
was (uite iInmocent of socls,

“Oh, begad Y murmured Lord Mau-
levorer helpleasly.

Sir Jimmy was shaking hands warmls
with the Spadpger, heedirag of the fact
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that the handshake dectdedly soiled his
own haod. They came on towards tho
gchool gates together.

Lord Mauleverer watched them with
mingled feclings. Pity for the unfor-
tunate ltthe wail, Iindignation that there
should Le such want and misery fof
one go young, struggled in his breast
with uiter dismay at the idea of intro-
ducing so dreadful a scarccrow as Sir
Jimmy's old friend into the school,
But the Spadger was not looking
miserable,  He was too accustomed to
ithe conditions of his strange exisicnee
to foel them as Lord Mauleverer felt
them for him. J[lis face, under the poe-
spiration and dust, was quite bright with
the pleasure of secing his old pal Jimmy
wguin,

Dioubtless Sir Jimmy realizsed that his
ald pal was not guite what was ox-
pected of a visitor at Grevinars, There
was a2 deliant expression on lus face as
e came up to the gates and met Maw-
leverer's eyes.

“This ‘cre is my pal Bpadger 7’ he
snid primnly,

The Spadger lovked at Lord Mau.:
leverer—handsome, elegant, well-dressed,
eool and ecalm, in spite of the et
weather, and he Aushed andoer his dust.
For the first time o misgiving came into
his breast, He hung back. Through
the gatos he coold sce the wide quad-
vanzle within, with the old trecs and the
rlimpse of grey old buildings beyond.
A mudden fear seemed to smite the
Sypadeer. He cauvght Vivian's arm, and
hungz book.

“l—I better not go in, Junmy,” he
mutered huskily, * [-] pever thought
vou was at a place like this "ere. L-=1 ]
wouldn't "ave come if I'd knowed.”

“You're coming in, of course,” =aid
Fimmy. “Awn’t you come to see me "

*Yes; but-—but* —the Bpadger
whispered—'* thut there young taffi—"

“He's & relation of mine,” gaid Sir
Jimmy.

Lord Mauleverer recovered himseld,
e was ashamed of having been starthoed
out ¢f his usually urbane manners fodf a
moment,

He stepped graociully towards the
AW LT,

“Glad to meet you, my youny friend ™
frwe said, holding out his hand,

Sir Jimmy grinned with satisfaction. |G

But the poor Spadger gnzed as if
1 firighted at the zslim and elegant haad
that was extended to him, not venturing
fo touch it
. "?‘j]m]c-;-
Lpadger ™

Lord Mauleverer settled that matter
by tn’lcin]g Spadger’s hand and shaking
it cordially.

“Now come in!" said

“1—I say, Jimmy—

“This "era way !

Sir Jimmy fairly dragged his dusty
friend through the old pateway. Lord
Mauleverer followed in a dazed state.
Gosling was in the doorway of his lodge, 1
and he jumped as he saw the new-comer,

* My heye!” sjaculated Godling. And
Tl gtﬁﬂluﬂ mdignation he came out to
bar the way.

The Spadger shrank away, and wonld
rertainly have belted but for- Sir
Jimmy's grip ‘on his arm. But the
schoolboy baronot held him fast.

“'Thia "ere is agin the rules, Master
Vivian,” spid Cosling severcly, “You
man't bring tramps into the school, and
gou knows it! Wot I says is this ‘ere

hands with Mavleverer,

PR

"Eir Jimmy.

1
“Who're you ealling a  trampt" |
demanded Bir Jimmy fiercely, !
“That there young vagabone™ said |
[:ﬂ-‘.il,llﬂg. “And wot I savs is this rye
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1 Bob Chorry,

“This 'ere gentloman is o friend of
mine,” sald Sir Jimmy, “and I'll thank
vou 1o keep a eivil tongue in your "ead,

osling I

“My heye 1"

“It"s all right, Gosling,” said Lord

Mauleveror foebly. *This voung goutle. |

man is a friend of ours.”

Gosling stood with hiz mouth cpen in
astonishment as the elegant Mavleverer
took Spadger’s disengaped zam  and
wilked on with him., The porter did
net venture to dispote the wiatter with
Mauloverar,

Beiween  the two HRemovites  the
Spadper was walked into the guad with
slow and reluctant footsteps.  Groy-
L:jmrs hed had a terrifying effoct upon

in,

Gosling blinked after them dazedly.

** Hallo, hallo, halle i

It waz Bob Cherry's checry voice.
The Famous Five had arrived on the
Ea k<[

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Henoured Guest !
] I ARRY WHARTON & CO. looked

at Epndﬁer.
They had to look at him.
But had their faces guite

they
under ::untm},_and:'mﬂr Spadger did not

observe surprise, or any other cmotion,
in their looks,

The sight of Greyfrizrs had borne in

upen Spadger’s mind the fact that he
had been semewhal wauting m tact o
visit his old chum at the new g schodl,

In his hfe at Carker's Rents he hod

never heard or dreamed of anything
like Grevfriars, with s grew, statcly
old buildings, its shady quadrangle, its
wide plaging-fields, and s erowds of
well-dressed Tellows,

Bat if anything could put the little
fellow at his ease, the cheery cordiality
of the Famous Five was sure bo o i,

Whether there would be 2 row if the

masters saw Spadper, and whoether dt
would cause trouble to themselves Tor
giving him a woleome, they did not
know, and 1t was not amieh use thinking
about it now, Their only idea was to
help Lord Mauleverer through a dJdiffi-
cult business, and to avoeid havine poor
Spadger’s feclings hurt while e was Bt
reyfriars.
And they woere prepaved o give tume
and treable, and, if necessary, to face a
wigging, to carry out that kind and good-
natured intention,

“*This chap your friend, Vivian ¥ saaid
WWharton cheerily. .

“That's old Spadger! said Sur
Jimmy.

1Ie stole n suspicious leok ot thoe cap-
tain of the Remove as he ko,

He knew vory waell that Wharton must
have remarked the wvisifor's oxtra-
ordinary appoaranes, and he hardly
understond the delicate motives thet
caused Harry to assumoe 8 meask of
polite blindness,

“"How do you do, kid?" said Harry
cardially.

"Glmf to see you at Grevfriars ! said

; gwmg‘ the Spadger a
friondly tap on the shoulder.

“The gladinlness is terrific ' declared
the Mabel of Bhanipur, a remark that
caused the Spadger to stare a little,

And Nugent and Johuny Bull, having
nothing particular to say, grinned the
most hospitable grin they could assume
at shork notice,

Sir Jimmy looked pleased.

MYou'll  like  these  'ere  hlokes,
Spadger,” he zaid.  That's Wharton—ocayp-
tain of our Form; that's Nument; 'im

with the feet is Bob Cherry; and that's

Bull; and the darkey is a real prinee
—'U'rree Singh.”
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Bob Cherry, perbaps, did uwt hko
being degseribed as “him with the feet,”
and possibly the princely Nebob of
Bhamipur was not Hattered at being
elluded to 2z a “darkey.” But Bir
James Vivian bhad mannore and customs
of his own. Lord Mauleverer wont
very pink. The Famows Five shook
hunds all round with the silent and
bashful Bpadger, to impress upen him
that be wus very welecome, and was, in
fact, quite one of themselres,

Better got into the 'ouse,”™ said Sie
Jimmy. “Come on, Spadper? I dessuy
you want a rest, old son [V

“I do that!™ faltered the Spadger.
“But—2"

“Kim on !"

Ogilvy and Russcll of ithe Bemove
paused, in passing, to look on, Bunter
minor of the Seeond Form stood rocted
to the ground, gazing,

It was protty clear that if Spadger
remuined on view in the g would
soon attract & crowd.  Hven Sir Jimmy

realised that, and he pilotod ks friend

towarda the School House as fost as he
conld,

Lord Mauleverer went with  them:

{ and the Famous Five gathersad round

like a bodyguard. Their object was to
soreen Spadger hrom oheervation from
the windows as mmuach as possible. Rus-
sell and Ogilvy, who ted heard of 8ir
Jdimmy's intendod  visitor, guwessed that
ihis was he, and they pood-nninvedly
jomed in the processiom, Fformu a
farther screen for the dusty wai. r}igm
and Wiblev camie hurrving up across the
quad, and joined. alsa. Bir Junmy's
friend, as he walked vn, was the centre
of quite a rumeroes crowd, and safely
sereenod from view.

Asit ] ned, Mr. Quelch wes sitting
roadimg ot his stady window, which was
open, and he glanoed out.  But a0 effec
tuelly was the Spad warronnded that
the Remove-master did not observe him,

The procession @vrived at the bi
deortway of the Bchoal House, ang
Vernon-Bmith joined themn there. There
was & grin on the Bounders face,

“Thet Vivian's friend® heo ashed.

“That's the chep. ” sad Bob,

“Introduwee me, Vivien!” grinned the
Bounder,

“ Mo larks, Samthy,” sead Bob Cherry
urdder kis Heeeth,

*Whe's larking 1"

“Well, don’t?” sawl Bob, ¥He was
vory anozsy as fo what the Bounder's
interfaons might be,

En Jimmy looked rather suspicioasly
at Yernou-Smith, but he ntroduced
him, snd the blashing BSprdper ahook
hands with the millionaive’s som.

s a journiey down " asked
the Bounder affably,

“Porty fair,” sad the Spadger shyly,
“Ti'a good weather For "oofin’ it

“You heven't walked from Londoni™
exclaimed the Bounder.

Bpadger grinned.

“1 ain’t done nothink <lie,™ he yo-
plied.

“My hat! You musi be fagged!”
471 started westenday mornin',
Flaimz-rl Spadger. “1  slepy’ under a
systack lust mght, snd & niee change it
was, too, arter the old arch in Carker’s

Rents,™

“Oh!? said Veornoo-Smith.

“Never knowed there was so much
grass in the country.”™ said Bpadger, en-
couraged, and talking a little more
freelyv. * Prime, I ealls 3i1®

“'This ‘erc way!” said Sir Jimmy,
ptloting -his friend towards the staircase.

“%Ware beaks!”  murmured  Bob
Cherry. ;

Ar. Prount. the master of the Filth,
appeared at the end of the pussage.

Vernon-Smith suddenly detached him-
sclf from the group and ran down the

exX-
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sage, as i in o hurry to get to the
Jommon-room. Apparently not seeing
Dy, Prout, he ran nght into him, and
there was a loud gasp from the stont
Form-master as he stopgercd ageinst the

wall.
“Ow! DBless my soul!” gasped Mr.
Prout. * What—what—"

the Bounder.

“Horry, sir!” gosped .
4 utterly  stupid

“ Vernon-Smith—you
and clumsy boy

“Sorry, sir—"

“Why do you not ook where you are
running ?” thundered Mr. Prout. * Take
two hundred lines, Vernon-Smith! 1
shall report this to yeur Form-master!™

“QOh, wir!”

Mr. Prout gave lim a majestic frown,
and, having recovered his breath, walked
on—little dreaming that the accident had
been intentional. By the tims he
reached the ocuter hall Spadger had dis-
appeared. The crowd of juniors had
rughed him up the stairs.

" Good old Smithy ! murmuared Bob
Cherry, in great admiration of the
Bounder's quick resource.

Spadger was safe in the Remove pas-
sage now. Un this fine half-holiday the
studies -were deserted.  Fvervbody was
on the ericket-ground ov the ziver,

“Don’t jaw sbout this, vou chaps!”
Wharton murmured to Bussgell and his
COMpamons.

“Muin's the word!” said Ogilvy, with
8 nod. “Wa savey !

And Russeli, Ogilvy, Kipps, and Wib-
ley went downstairs again, Lord
Mauleverer and the Fomous Five were
left with Sir Jimmy and his Triend

ger was pretty secure from natice
g0 long as he remained in the junior
guarters—till the fellows began to come
in at tem-timie.

All had gone pretiy well 8o far—not
at ali as the amiable Skinner had -
tended.  Skinner was still ficlding in the
Form match, and mentally calling down
anathemas on many heads as he fappal
to and fro in the hot sunshine,

“Tea in the study—what? said Dob
Cherry.

“ Perhapa your pal wauld care for a
wash and a bt‘ﬂsﬁjun, Jimmy T nrure
mured Lord Mauleverer,

“I dessay he would,” said the baronet,
with digmty. "Come, on Spadger.
Thiz 'ere way.™

He led his visitor up to the Remave
dormitory.

Even 83ir Jimmy was beginning to
realise that his friend was not gquate n
gr;:opﬂr trim for a visit at Greyfriars.

r Spadger realised it only too nly.
But for the kindness of his reception the
litile waif would have been overwhelmed
with shame and mortification,

He stole several sidelong glances at
Sir Jimmw, but he read only friendlinesn
in his old chum's face. The schoolboy
baronet was not in the least ashamed of
hiz friend. But he had realised that it
would be just as well not to let the Head
or masters sea him if it could be
avoided. And he was glad thet Skinner
and Bnoop were occupied elsewhere.

“1 dido't ocughter ‘ave come ‘ere,
Jimmy,” said the Spa . as the
baronet took him into the Remove
dormitery. His dusty boots left very
plain traces on the clean floor.

“Rot!” said Sir Jimmy cheerily. * It's
z lng time sinee 've seed you,
Bpadger.” 4

“It are, Jimmy. DBut you ain't forgoti
an ole pal?”

“No fear! T give vou a brush
down,”™ =eaid Sir Jinuny, sorting out o
clothes-hrash.

He raised clouds of dust from the
wail's odd parmonts, and o sea of dust
collected on the Hoor round the Spadger.

“You're makin® o awful mock “ere,
Jimmy 1" anid Spadger nervously.

“ That don’t matter.”

“I'd 'ave put on some belfor clobber
if I’d *ad any, Jimmy,™

“That’s all nght.™

“These trousiz i3 neo.”” said Spadger
cagerlv. I give old Moses nincpence
for “em. Jimmy "

Hir Jimmy did not think they were
very cheap oven at that price, but he

did not say so. -

“Ow you gettin® oon Cere, Jimmy ¥
asked Spadger, as the barenet Lrushed
away tndustrioosly.

“Fust rate”

“ A them blokes your friends3"

0, yer "
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“Lucky for you!” said the Spadger

wistfully. ""Do they speak to you jest
as if wou wam one of theirselves,
Jimmy 1

“You "eard *om,” said Jimmy, a little
restively. * Why shouldn’t they? I'm a
baronet, ain’t I7 And there ain’t another
in the school, Temple, of the Fourth, "as
a father a baronet, though.”

“And that there lord wot’s your re
lation—he's pally 7"

“Course he 18

“And to think that you used to ‘awk
winkles in the street, Jimmy!* said the
Spadger.

Y Better "ave s wash,” said Bir Jimmy,
swamping water into a basin.

“I: 'nd a wash afore I started yester-
dlay.’

“H'm! We wash every day ‘ere
Spadger.”

“By gam!™ maid PBpadger. The

ories of Jimmy’s new life were a trifle

itfimed to the little waif by that state
ment.

Hewever, he washed, and Bir Jimmy
combed and brushed his  haiv, the
Spadgfr remarking that he was ' werry
pertickler "

In about an hour Sir Jimmy's laboura
were finished, .and the Spadger certainly
looked o} the better for them. .

“Juel pay  SBpadger.” Sir Jimmy
hesitated. * Look ‘ere, old son, 1 can
let you ‘ave some noo clothes——if you
like—" )

Eg:::lger ghook his head.

“No fear!™ he s=aid H:ﬁ:rmpt.lf. S |
pin’t come ’ere to cadge, Jimmy. I come
to see you as an old pal.” _ ]

“] shouldn't miss ‘em!" sid Sir
Jimmy. “lLook ‘ere, T've got 1thme-
pairs of boots, Spadger, and they'd fit
au N

“1 amn't taking nothink, Jimmy !"” said

Spadger firmly. *Ain’t you wrote
already and offered me money, and ain’t
I said no?! Nothink of that kind!™

* But—bhut—"

The Spadger looked at him with sud-
den suspicion.

“Oh!" be said, with a deep breath.
“YVou—you mean 1 ain’t dressed well
cuough to meet your Triends— "

“No, I don’t!” said Bir Jimmy with
sturdy loyalty. " Kim on, Spadger, jest
as you are”

“J—I don't want to dimgrace
Jimmy—"

“Bosh! Come on!” )

And Sir Jimmy took his friend’s orm
and led him out of the dormitery before
he could say mnything further.

Vo,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Birds of a Feather !

ARRY WIIARTON & ('), were
preparing  tea in  Mauleverer's
ztu Ilia lordship nssisted

them by sitting on the sofa and

watching, The Cols idea was to give
Spadger as handsome o sprerd as the
food repulations would permit, and keep
him eompany in the study and talk to
him. and make bis visit as pleasant as
wissible—and eee him off afterwards,
Lmﬂ-pir:g him from view all the time if
they could. As for Sir Jimmy's inten-
tion of showing him over the school,
they hoped the baronct would give up
that idea. Spadger's presenee was bring
kept dark so far, and that wae all to the
good,

Aliowances for tea in the studics were
very short, as overy glice of beead and
overy lump of sugar was restricted, under
the “grub rulrs.”  But the Co. genoer-
ously pooled their allowances for the
accasion, &0 that the puest should have
plenty, They were prepared lo go with.
out n order that Greviriars hospitaliby
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should not suffer. It wos prekty certain
that at home in Carker's Hents Spadger
never exceeded the food allowance, It
was very doubtful whether he had the
chiance to live up to ik

Wharton pglanced owut of the window
when all was ready. He could see the
cricket-field, and he noted that the Third
were skill batting—it was doubtless thermrr
second  innings. Skioner and Enﬂﬁp
were in the fcld with the rest of Squiff'a
team. Wharton's glance fell upon the
Bounder in fhe guadrangle. He was
talking to Sammy Bunter of the Second,
and the fat fag was grinning. Wharton
remembered that Bunter minor had scen
Spadger come . The two juniors were
ncar the wall, and their voices floated up
to Wharton at the window.

“Rags and iatters,” SBammy Dunter
was saying, with a fat chortle. * Billy
told me he was mming. ‘What a scare-
crow! Look here, Bmithy, I'm not

umg; to keep mum. It's too good to
eep Ear

“T was going to ask you to go down
to Friardale for me, Sammy,"” said the

Bounder. _
Bunter minor sniffed.
“Catch me!"

“I want some of Uncle Clegg’s toffee,”
remarked the Bounder. *1f you'd fetch
me a bob’s worth, Sammy, I'd go halves.
And a bob's worth of ginger-pop on the
same terms.' : .

Sammy Bunter's eyes glistened behind
his glasses. lle was as greedy and wun-
serupulous as his major. .

“Well, I don’t mind doing it to oblige
you, Smithy,” he said gracionsly.

A two-shilling-piece changed hands,
and the DBounder walked down to the
gates with Bunter minor to see him off.

Harry Wharton smiled as he drew in
kis head from the window.,  He, knew
that Vernon-Smith would never see any
of the teffee or the :ir:gw-fpop he had
pent Sammy to the village for, and the
Bounder knew it, too. Sammy Wns
safely booked for the time, and that was
the Bounder's object. ‘

Sir Jimmy came inte the study with
Spadger a few minutes later, and the
honoured guest was given a scat at the
table,

His face glowed at the sight of the
gspread on the hospitable board. There
was no doubt that Spadger was hungry.

Kind faccs beaming round him put the
Hpadger at his ease. o

“Pile in, old feller!” said Sir Jimmy.

“Wot-ho!™ said Bpadger.

He piled in.

Sir Jimmy looked a little uneasy for
g moment as the Spadger helped himself
to jam with his teaspoon, and proceeded
to eat it from the dish with that instru-
mert. The baronet had learned that at
Greviriara they did not do this. But jam
wad  almost an  unknown luxury to
E-Pndgi*r, and he was going to enjoy
himsclf. Nobody but Sir Jimmy seemed
to remark 1t, however, There was a
bland blindness on all sides. Nebody else
aeemed to want any jam, though.

T Phis "ere 15 prime!” said Spadger.
looking reund. * You blokes always feed
like this "ere?” ;

“Ginerally,” said Sir Jimmy.

“You're in clover. You've got sugar,
too!” said Bpadger, in surprise. %1
ain't eecn sugar for donkeys' vears.™

It wae the whole allowance of half a
dozen juniora that was uwpon the table;
but that fact was not explained to the
visitor. They were only too glad to see
him help himself liberally. Some of the
Greviriars fellows had found the food
rostrictions a little trving. Tt had hardly
occurred to them that thore were people
to whom the strict allowanee would have
represented, not short commons, but un-
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accustomed plenty. The Spadger's visit
wag 4 lesson to them, if they needed one,

Meanwhile the Bounder, after seein

Sammy Bunter safely off, had aauntereg
down to the cricket-ground. He found
the Third Form's second innings on its
Iast legs. Tubb & Co. had scored 30 for
their first innings, and Squiff had re-
nested them to follow on. They had
ollowed their innings, with the result
that they were now nire down for 26,
Last man had just gone in as the
Bounder arrived on tho scene, and
Skinner and Snoop were locking a little
more hopeful. They were chained to the
spot as long as the match lasted; but
even Bolsover major could not think of
keeping them any longer when it was
over. That was a circumstance Wharton
had been compelled to leave to chance—
the possibility that the fag wickets would
ko down at a remarkably rapid rate to
the Remove bowling.

The Bounder had thought of it, and
that was why heé was there. His own
motives the Bounder hardly knew. He
had never besn considered a particularly
good-natured fellow. Perhaps there was
aomething that appealed to him in enter-
g mnte a contest with Bkinner and out-
witting him—or perhaps the sight of the
forlorn little waif from the slums had
touched & soft spot in hia heart. But
whatever the reason, the Bounder had so
far been playing Wharton's game, not
Skinner's—and 1t was due to him that
Sammy Bunter had nob brought a erowd
of curions fags round the door of Mau-
leverer’s study.

The last wicket went down to Squiff's
bowling, and Tubb of the Third came off
the field with a grunt. The Third had
scored BB in the two innings; so they
were beaten by an innings and 45 runs—
which really was not worse than they
might have expected. Btill, nothing eould

alter the fact that Tubb had performed

the hat trick against the Remove. And
Tubb could swank on that for guite a
long time.,

Billy Bunter blinked reproachfully at
Squiff as the fieldsmen came off. The
Owl of the Remove was of opinion that
the match would have ended much
earlier, with a still more sweeping
victory, if he had been put on to bowl,
Why the Auetralian junior had stuck his
best bowler in the long field, and kept
him there, was a mystery to Bunter—
unless it was dictated by personal
jealousy.

Vernon-Smith  joined Skmner and
Bnoop as they limped off the field. The
match had not been an exacting one;
but the two slackers were fairly done.
Bidney James Snoop wns drooping with
fatigue, and breathmg like old bellows;
and Harold Skinner, though not so far
gone, was tired, hot, savage, and brim-
ming over with malice and bitterncss,
The Bounder regarded the two hapless
ericketers with a mocking smile.

“Enjored yourselves?'" he asked.

snoop groaned.

“0Oh, dear! I'm dead beat! I'm done!
I['m mnearly roasted! Blow the sun!
Blow the cricket! Blow cverything !

“Btill, it's a distinction to play in a
Form match.”

“Hang the Form mateh [

Snoop limped away to the nearest soat
under a tree, and sank down upon it, in
the depths of misery. His face was
gsteaming with perspiration, and he had o
separate ache in every limb. He wonld
witlingly have condemned the inventor of
cricket to hoiling oil at that moment,

Skinner tramped on towards the School
House, his face black with anger. The
Bounder walked by his side,

¥ That ragamuflfin’a come,
said Skinner,

“Ves,"

I suppose ¥
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Y Not gone wet?™

“Not El;?t.” ¥

“Good ! said Skience, between his
teeth. “ L'l make "em sit up! Are they
keeping him dark?”

“ MNaturally I

“You haven't done as I asked!” said

rather  busy,

Skinner savagely.

“I've heegnlj it

happens,™ smiled the Bounder.
¢ did not explain in what way he had
been buay.

“Weall, 1t's not too late” Skinner
ground hia teeth. * They planted that
rotten cricket-match on me to keep me
off the grass! I dare. say Wharten
didn’t count on its ending so early. I'll
make ‘em gguirm-—-that gang—and Mau-
leverer, and Vivien, and their rognmuffin

al. T'll make "em all pay for what I've
een through this afterncon! Youlve
seen the beast, Smithy ¥

“T've been introduced to him.”

“My hat! I suppose he's a regular
ont-and-onter ¥

“*Quite a corker!™

“Rags and tatters and divt—whae?"

“ Exactly.”

“Good | They'll like Quelchy to come
down on them, entertaining a hooligan
like that in the sechool!™ aaid Skinner
vicioualy. “I suppose the Little sweep
didn't pick your pocket when you were
mkrodueced to him "

“Ha, ha! No."

“According to what Bunter heard
Vivian saying to DMaunleverer, he does

i

that kind of thing,” said Skinner. “He
has done it, anyway, it appears!™
“He wouldn't do it here,” said

Vernon-Smith, eyeing Skinner curiously.
“Btands to reason Vivian has warned
him-"

“Ha's a thief, anyway !”

“ e wouldn't steal here. if he 15. Hae
sepms very pally with Vivian, and he's
got sense enoigh to know that un}-thin;i
of that kind would land Vivian m awiu
trouble.”

““That’'s what it's poing to do,’
Skinner, his ¢ves glmting.

“You scem to be certain of it.," zaid
the Bounder, laughing. “I dida't ses
any signs of it.™ ;

Easy enough to plant something on
the rotter,” said SBkinner. “He might
have picked vour pocket while vou were
talking to him.™

“He might have.”

“Well, I'm going to talk to him,” said
Skinner, with a spiteful grin. *and after
that I'm going to miss something—seea *™

“What o wheeze!” exclaimed ‘the
Bounder, with a light laugh.

EBkinner grinned,

W That will bring it all ont before the
Head," he said. "“That's what I want !™

“I see. You're going to plant some-
thing on Spadger, ond complain to
ﬂue chy that you've been robbed®” said

s Bounder musingly.

“That's the idea,”

INo good my advising vou not to?"

Mot in the least,” Skinner sneered.
“1 suppose you're not going to give me
away, Smithy ¥"

The Bounder laughed.

“I can suggest an iwmprovement in the
scheme,” he remarked. “Tt would look
more convineing if he robbed me instead
of you—what?—while you were fielding
at cricket. Buppose he had lifted my
pocket-book while I was chatting with
him in the hall, vou happen to hcear me
montion that it's missing, and you think
of him at once, and make 1nguiriea ¥

“Ha, ha, ha! Give me the pocket-
book, old scont 1"

The Bounder slipped his pocket-book
inte Skinner's hand and walked +nwaﬁ,
whistling carclessly. Skinner slid the
hook into his pocket, and went on to the
School Tlouse, his eyes gleaming.

aaid



Every Monday.

Bkinner was tired, savage, bitter, and

full of resentment snd revenge; buf it |
was a great comfort to him to reflect that

Lord -Mauleverer and his friends were to |
suffer, if all went well.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Trouble !
in Mauleverer’s study was
Cane
and

EA
I nearly finished, when a ta
at the door. It opened,
Skinner looked in,

He did not receive a welcome.

“Hallo, halle, halle! Is the game
over 7 asked Bob Cherry.

“Oh, ves, it's over ! said Skinner.

“How did it po?" asked Whartom
with n amile,

*“We've beaten the Third

“Bravo!™® i

“Vou look as if vou've enjovid your-
gef,” remarked Nugent.

“0Oh, ves; quite. & good 1imel™  as-
ernted Bkinner., *ls this the mevey
guest? I've come to be mtvoduced.”

Spadger was looking at 8kinner. He
coubil see thnr the new-comer was unot
llluim like: the fellows he had alrendy met.
The snecring expression on Skinner's face
waz cnough to enlighten him.

Sir Jinwny Vivian was restive.

“You necdn't irouble, Skinner!™ he
enapped. Epadger dow’t want to know
you. Yom cut hoff !"

He had

=

Sknmer stond his grounnd.
porme theve with a purpese. and he did
not mean to leave tll it was effected,

“Spadger ! he said,  “Is that his
name ¥

“Yes, it 51" growled 8Bie Jimmer,

“My hat! Ts it & name¥®”

“That's the door, S8kiuner, dear bowv,"”
snid  Lord Mauleverer.  “Would vou
miod gettin’ on the other side of §t7°

“Oh,  certainly ! smiled  Skinner.

mEE

“Tm poing to spread the news. T
sare a tot of fellows would like to see this
merey erchant, I'd have giveh you a

loak.n before, only I've been rather
husyunwmﬁ to Wharton's kindness!™
He pave the captain of the BRemove a

malevolent look., " Where did yvou got
those clothes, Spadger ™

Spadger flushed erimson.

Bob Clierry jumped up,

“Get out, Bkinver, or I'll chuck von
et ' he exclained,

Skinner dodged round the table, com-
ing behind Spadger.  Bob was afier him
Iike g shot.

“Hands off. vou fool 7 hissed Skinner,

Ho backed awey from Bob, backing
right into Spadgee’s chniv, Spadger
jumped up as the chalr rocked.  Skinner
cavght hold of him. and whirled him
rend hotween himnself and Bob Cherry,

“Ere, vou legre, vou bloke I gasped
Spadoer,

Dob reached at Skinner and caunght hine |

by the collar, Skinner held on to
Bpadger as he was dragged round the
fable towards the door. The little waif
was dragged over, and Skinner fell on

im,

“Yoop ! spluttered Spadger.

The whale tea-party were on their fors
m & mement,  Skinner was sprawling on
i‘ﬂ-pﬂdgrr‘. and Bob had lost his hold on
11m.

Asg 8linner sceambled up bie was seired
by half o dozen pairs of hands.

“Let go!™ he yellal, “T'mi peing 1

“You are ! satd Wharton angrily.

Skinner was whirled to the door. and
s:x or seven feet were planted behind him
to help him inte the passage. | e shot
ot of the studv like a stone from a
catapult, and bumped on the passage
floor, with a yell,

Bob Cherry followed hiwn out.

Skivner leaped up we w leavy boot

i
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started operations on his gerson, and fled
for the stairs. Bob chased him along the
passage, letting out with his boot at
every other step, and 8kinner fled madly
down the staircase,

Bob Cherry returned a lLittle breath-
lessly to Study Mo, 12,

f dor't think 8Skinner will come
!_melgi: he remarked. "™ Not hurt, young
un

“No, sir!" gl'&ﬁped Spadger,
i B r was :reathleaal but be was not
urt,

Te sat down again, with =& veri:
red face. Skinner bad succeeded in spoii-
ing the pleasure of his vieit to the
school, and the little waif was feclng
very uncomfortable, 8ir Jimmy's face
darkencd with anger,

“Avother cup of tea, kid?" asked
Nugent,

* Thank woun, =iv,” faltered Spadger,

No one felt at ease now. Skinner was
on the war-path, and they knew that
tronbie was coming. The ericket-mateh
had kept him off the scene for most of
the afternoon ; but he was free to do his
werst novi-—and In & more savage and
spiteflul tomper than he would have been
if left alone,  Every moment now the
chume of the Remove expected visits to
the stidy.  Skinner was certain to spread
the wews of the hitlo waif's presence
there,

Their expectations wore soon realized,

The deor opened, and Rilly Bunter

1 blinked in thr-::-ufgh his big glasses, with a

fat %rm on his face,
1 sar. you fellows, I hesr wour
visitar's eome ! he pemarked.  * Skinner

LE]

BAVE
“ Buzz off, Bunter '™
“ 1 say, vou know, ¥ don't mind jeining
o, suid Bunter, coming into the study.
“T'm hungry, you know. I'm not proud.
I'll kave tea with Spadger. I don't
mind, Can you give a fellow & chair$™
Wharton gave ﬁis chair to Bunter. It
was the casiest way of keeping the Owl
from saying anything unpleasant to
Spadger. Billy DBunter started =t once
o what waz left of the good things, and
gave Spadeor a benevolent h]ini, A
liberal supply of entables always brought
out the best gualities in Bunter’s nature.
But the evil monment was only staved
off by placating Bunter, A few minutes
later Sidney Janwes Snoop grinned into

i the etudy,

“Hallo, vou've pot the chap here’”
he asked, My hat! What a sight!
Whoere did he dig up that coat %7

A eushion flow aernsz the study, and
landed on Bnoop’s cliest with & bump that
hurled him backwards into the passage.
There was a roar from Sidpey James as
he landed on his back.

Bob Chevey kicked the door shut.

Spadger’s face was crimeon.

He was seeing a side of Greyfriars thar
had been concealed from him ﬁithﬁ"'[‘tﬂ by
the careful managemient of the chums
of the Remove, Em‘d Mauloverer iookoed
deeply distressed.  Spadger rose to his
foet.

“T—T'd Letter be poin’, Jimmy I he
mutiered. T oughicr never "ave come
ore, an 1 see that now.™

“HBtay where vou are, Spadger,” enid
thie baronet,  *“Them rotters ain’t no
acconnt ; don't vou mind them,”

8t dr:m'n, f:i{']f“ said Bob {:hqrrIv_
“Onoly a—a—a lark, vou know !

“Yaas, hﬁ%ad ™ purmured  Lord
Mavleverer helplessiy,

*11 jn]]:.' well oud the next bloke wot
sl ey i.s.: B mto this "ere study !
growled S Ty, T ain't standin®
ihits “ere !

Sir Jinmy soon had his chance. Bol
sover major ihrew open the door, and
stared in.  He burst into a roar of
iaughier at the sight of Spadger im his
ancient coat at the tea-fable,

One Penny. 11

“Ha, ha, ha !" roared Rolsover major,
"]"qa_tl?t it? Ha&. ba, ha!” "

e Jimmy made one jump at the bull
of the Remove. sover major stngj—r
gered back, with the baronet clinging to
fim and punching savagely.

But it would ‘:imw:s gona hard with
Vivian if the other juniorsdiad not rushed
to his aid. The Famous Five seized
Bolsover before he could deal with the
baronet, and pitched him into the
passage.

IEut five or dsix fellows
along now, and they all grinned in ot
the open doorway. Haf:ry Wharten
stammed  the door, and set his foot
agaiusi 1 as it wus tried from without.
Dob Cherry turned the key. Loud vojces
anid langhter vang in the Remove paw
sage. The fellows there were nut all ifl-
natured like Skiner by any means; but
they regarded 3ir Jimmy's visitor as a
sCrQAMing 14:1«;1‘3, el thought it would be
a lark to have bim ont. The Remove
passage was buzzing with  veices aiul
merriment. Temple & Co. of the Fourth
had Hmnﬂl_ﬂm crowd, and a dozon fags
of the Third, and two or throe Rhell
fellows, And now voices demanded,
through the keyhole, & sight of the die
tinguished guest,

Were coming

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Blow Falls !
“ HERE'S Bmithy!”
‘:‘f Bkinmer was asking  that
question up and down Grey.

. friars, I

oowas anxwous o find the Rounder,
but the Bounder eremed to have vanished
entirely. Skinner bad spread the enter-
witLngr news of Sir Jimmy's visitor,
and started a crowd 1o Study No, 12 to
beliold him in all his glory. Now he
Wilg :ruudﬁ to carry out the darker part
of hiz scheme—and for that lie negded
the Bounder’s aid. In.sprawlng over
Spadeer on the floor of the study, Skin-
ner had deftly thrust Smithy's et-
book into the ancient coat worn by the
]Jitlie waif. ‘Mot, ef conrse, was whiy
Skinner had ¥ﬁnu to the study and taken
his chanece of being thrown out on hia
neck. It had been quite easy, for
Spadper naturally had not  suspected
anvthing of the kind.

he Dounder’s pocket-book lmving
been planted on the little waif of the
slums, it was time for the Bounder to
come forward and claim it.  And just at
that moment, when he was so badly
wanted—by Skinner—Vernon-Smith hati
disiippeared.

It was exlremely exasporating, and
Skinner anathematised the Bounder ashe
sought him up and down the school—in
vain,

CApparently Smithy had gone out,  Sir
Jimmy's guest woul pruhfﬁ)lf be depart-
ing soon. Skinner could not afford to
waste much time. As 8mithy was not
there to help him carry out iz scheme,
he had to carry it out by himsell.  After
all, it was plain sailing. To accuse the
walf of having picked the Bounder's
wicket, to lind the stolen pocket-book on
iy, and then, m the most virtuous
manner to call Mr. Queleh 1o deal with
the matier—ihat was Skinner’s little
gaite.  That disastrous conclusion to the
Spadger’s  visit was all Skinner could
want 1 the way of revenge,

Having failed to find the TBounder,
Skinner made his way at last to the Re-
move passage, which he found crowded
with juniora

“They're leepin® the door locked!?
vrinned Temple of the Fourth, ¥ They
won't let ue see their merry visitor.”

“What on earth s he like, Skinneri™

azked Hazeldene.
Tue Macrer Linrary.—No. 491,
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“ A frightful-looking young rofian,”
paid Skinner. " Looks as if he's just
come off the treadmill. And I rathet
funcy he's booked for the treadmill
again, touv. Smithy's missed his pocket-
book |

“My hat'”

“Oh, gad!” ejaculated Temple. “Is
that the kind of visitor they've gott”

“Looks like 1Y  said Skinner.
“EBmithy'a told me he was talking to the
voung booligan when he came, and he
mizsed his pocket-bouk seon aftérwards,
He's gone out now—but 1 don’t see the
fun of =zllowing the voung rotter to walk
off with Smithy’s pocket-book., Bmithy
doean't want to—to make a fuoss. but [
think he ought to be made to give it up
before he goes”

“T should jolly well think so!™ ex-
claimed  DBolaowver major, Bolsover's
temper had not been improved by his
violent ejection from the study. He was

quite prepared to forget his recent high-
handed dealings with Skinner, and back
him up now. *A blessed yvoung thief!
Well, Ee looks ikl"”

“1 say, thot's rvather thick!” said
Hazeldens  incredulously.  “Wharton
wnuld;l;ft have anything to do with him

e

“Wharton doesn't know, of course”
gaid Skinner. “ But he's going to know.,
Let me get to that door!™

Skinner pushed through the crowd to
the doar of No. 12, and knocked. !

“{+o away, hang vou!” came Bob |
Cherry's angry voico from within,

“¥ou've got to let me in,” said Skin-
ner coolly, "*That young vagabond has
picked Smithy's pocket.” )

“You lyin' cad!” yelled Sip Jinuny
furionzly,

“1oain't!” gasped Spadger almost teax-
fully. " You young gents den’t believe
I'd do nnthin{: of that kind? I mn't
tonched nothink !

“All aerene, kid.” said Harry Whar-
tem, ““We know it's a rotten liel”

Az a makter of fact, Wharton felt an
inward misgiving., There was  little
doubt that the poor Spadger had been
brought up to “pinching” in the slums:
and it was at least possible that he had
Leen unable to resist the temptation to
help himself in » well-deessed and well-
to-de crowd of fellows,

There was dismay in every face i the
ptudy now.

“ Begud!” murmured Lovd Maunleverer
foebly, and he sank on the sofu. His
lordship felt guite knocked out by this
latesl development.

&ir Jimnmy was red with fury. He
jumped at tjrm door and unlocked it,
CHald ont” said Johnny Ball
“I'm  goin’ to ‘ammer that votfen

liar!” howled Sir Jimmy,

“Vou'd better let us in!” came Skin-
ner's eool, cutting veoice, “If you don't
I shall call Mir. %luelch hepe '™

The daor was unlocked. But Wharton
held back the enraged barenet from
rushing upon Skinner. The matter could
not be setiled by fisticuiia.

Skinner looked into the study with a
gneering  grin. A crowd of faces ap-
peared behind him, .

“That young rascal’s stolen Smithy's
pocket-book ! said 8kinner, pomting af
the Spadger. “He's got to give it yp”

Hitvs a lie! yelled Siv Jimmy.

“Thwy up o minute, Jimmy!"  said
Wharton, with a worried brow. ' Skin-
netr, if thiz iz one of youp lies——"

“Bmithy's missed his pocket-book,. He
was tolking to that kid in the hall,™ said
Skinner. “Flz told me so. OF course,
the fellow picked his pociet.”

SOF course he did!” bawled Bolsover
major. “Docsn’t he lock that sort?
Look at him "

“Where'a Smithy?” demanded Whar-

Trr Maiuxkr LIBRARY.~—Ivo, 481

ton. “He can speak for lumself, 1
sup%nﬂa.”
“He's pone out. He—he didn't want
to make a fmss about 18"
. ':,Thl:*ll there's no need for you to chip
in.’
“You want that voung thief to get
away with his plunder!” sneered Skin-
ner. “*Well, T tell you fat, if he doesn’t
turn out his pockets now, in-the presence
of all the fellows, I'll call Quelchy I at
onee [

%I him now!” shouted Broop.

“By gad! I'll call him!™ exclaimed
Bolaover major. _
“Hold on!” rapped out Wharton.

Above ull, the chums of the Remove did
not wank the Remove-master called there,
Apart from Skinner's accusation, Spadgoer
ad to be kept dark from the masters if
posaible,
“TLet him turn out his pockets, then!”
snorted DBolsover major.
“He ain't going tol!”

howled  SBir

Jimmy. “Spadger amn't  touched
nathing ™

“T'li do it—T'll do " exclaimed
Spadger.  “There ain’t nothink ‘ere

that doni't belong to me, voung gents.”
“Well, if Bpadger doesn't mind—"

hesitated YWharton.
“J don't mind, sip.”
Wharton hesitated.

last.

4. But he nodded at
It was the simplest way to koock

P Skinner's gecusation on the head.
“Well, go ahead, young 'un!" said
Earry.
There was a

rin on most faces as
Spadger gmlmmﬁ up his ancient, over-
Aowing cont and began to rn out the
ragged pockets. He gave a sudden gmlf,
ns o fat pocket-book dropped cut and fell
to the Aoor.

* Haullo!
SOVEr major.

“It's a pocket-book, by
Temple.

Lord  Mauleverer
pocket-book. It was a handsome, ex-
pensive  article,  with  Russia-leather
covers, and the Bounder's monogram in
gold, There was mo doubt as fo ils
owtership. That imposing pocket-book
was known by sight to all the Remeve.

“(Oh, erumbs 1Y murmured Bob Cherry.

Sir Jimmy gazed at the pocket-book
dumbfounded,

He was specchless,

Skinner broke into an  unpleasant
laugh.

“Ta that Smithy's?” he jeered.

“ Begad ! It's Smithy's right enough!”
muttered Lord Mauleverer, in the depths
of misery, *“Oh, gad!™

Spadger burst into o yell

“T1 never took it I ewear I never
took it, air!”

But that statement was not likely fo
bo believed, Not that the Famouns Five
were likely to be hayd upen the poor
littla wretch, trained ns he had been.
His supposed action was only too
natural, ]

“ Ok, Spadger. old man!™ greaned Sir
Jimmy wretchedly. © Didn’t T warn you
ahout that there——0107

“1 never took it, Jirany!"

The baronet made no reply to that
I+ waz only too ¢lear to his mind that
Spadzer bhad taken it. How else had it
rome iuto his pocket?

“ Rotten little thief ! said Bolsover
mnjor in disgust.  © That's the kind of
fellow wvau chaps treat as a guest, s 07
Yah!”

“The poor hittle beggar doesn’t know
any better,” fallered DBob Cherry.

ST poing to Mr. Queleh 1Y
Alinner.

Wharnm canzht him by the arm.

“Yeu're not, you cadiT le said be-
tween hig-tecth,

“Let me go, Wharton 17 Slkinner was

What's that*" shounted Bol
gpad!” said

picked wup the

gaic
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virtuously indignant. “ Din not geing te
be a party to protecting o tluef™

“No fear!™ said Snoop.

“T sav, vou fellows, he onght to be
sent to a reformatory, vou know,” saul
Billy Bunter. “I'm shocked. vou know.
CGive me that pocket-book, Maulv, I'U
take it back to Smithy."

“Shat up!” growled Mauleverer.

“0Oh, really, Mauly—if vou think T
can't be trusted with Southy's bank-
notes——""'

“Hallo, here’s Smithy!™
Tomple.

The Bounder of Gresfriars came along
the passage. There was a cool and zome-
what sardonic smile on his fuce.

exclaimed

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Chips In !

e6 g MITILY 1"
““Hera'a your pocket-book [
“That young hocligan had

pinched it I

The Bounder losked inte the studs,
and nodded to the Co. Lord Mauleversr
silently handed him the pocket-boolk.

“You dan't want to make a fuss about
this, Smithy,” muottercd Wharton, * Re-
membet that poor little beast was taughb
this kind of thing—"

“Like you, to %J[: asking favours of a
chap you've turned out of the cricket
team ! aneered Skinner. * You can let
go my arm, Wharton. Mr. Quelrh 1w
going to deal with thiz affair [

“-ﬂ%h, don't be in a hurfy,” yawned the
Bounder. “I hear you've been lvoking
for me, Skinner.”

“-‘E-ﬁ‘n'ﬂ-, oo

“Tva been in Wewland's etudy,”™
gimiled Vernon-Smith. “1 was waiting
for the dramatic climax, dear boy "

Skinner eved him uneasily. He never
quite knew how to take the Bounder.

“Does the uvnfortunate hittle  boast
admit his guilt 7" continued the Bounder,
with the same curious smile on his lips.

“He says he didn't take it,”” muitered
Wharton, “but—"

“1 never did!” wailed Spadger. *1
wouldn't go for to do such u thing 'cre,
whete I've been treated so good !

“It was found in his pocket !” suecred
Bkinner.

“1 don't know *ow it got there,” said
Spadger. I know I never "ave set heyes
on it afore!"

“Tikely yvarn!” grinned Snoogt

“RBit too thiek,” remarked Toemple,
#opill now vou've got it back, yon ean
let the little beast off. Just turn him

out "

“It'a going before Mr. Quelch!” said
Skinner obstinately. “T don’t believe in
protecting eriminals, If you don't let

go My arm, Whavton, I'll yell for a pre-
?&ct.'

“Trion't be in a hurry,” said tha
Bounder coolly, * Hadn't you better own
uP Skinner, that it was all a hittle joke
ot youra?"

Skinner's jaw dropped.

“YWha-a-at!” he gasped.

“What " shouted Wharton.

Skinner eyed the Dounder in terror
now. For the fiest time it dawned npon
hira that the sardonic Bounder of Grey-
friars had been Er'la].ri:'lg with lim,

The Bounder laughed.

“It's enly ome of Skinoey's lirtle
jokes,” he said.  * Borry —awiully sorry
—=tp upset vour sweeb little game like
this, Skinner. DBut it's rather too thick
-—Iril':ﬂ{illg ont that a kid iz a thief, Own
up !

“You rotter!” sereamod Skinmer.
“One of Skinner's little jokea!™ e
prated Wharton, his brew growing dark,
“1 don't see, Bmithy—"

“ Plain enough to see. Skinuer put it
iv his pocket. of conrse!™
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“What "
Bob Cherry gave & vell that might
almost have lifted the roof.

“That's why Bkinner collared him
here. He put it in his pocket while they
were on the floor!”

“Oh, begad!” .

" Blinner, you sneaking cad—""

“The sneaking cadfuloess is terrific !

All eyes were on Skinner’s scared foce
now. He made a desperate attemps to
brazen it out.

“It's g Lie,” he gasped, “a--a roiten
lie!  How—how could I get hold of
Smithy’s pocket-book to play a trick with
like thaty™ ‘

* Easy enough fo get hold of it, when
1 gave it to vou for the very purpose,’
gzid the Beounder roolly.

“You gave it to him?” shouted
Wharton,

“Ceortainly.”

*To plant on that poor ked £7

* Exactly 1"

“Why, vou—rvan,” Wharion panted,
“vou were in it, then you—-"

“Go easy ! drawled the Bounder.
“Don't be an 2 harry to call me names.,
I gave my pocket-bsok to Bkinmer to
plant on him because Skinper intended
to plant something on him, anyway, If
he’g planted scmething clee, 1 mighto't
have been able to show him up, and the
kid wonld have been made out to be a
thief. So I lent him my pocket-book
for the purpose, intending to drop in at
the climax and knock his listle scheme |
on the head. 1f I hadn't helped him he |
wonld have gone ahead on hie own, and

<t By,

I couldn’t have interfered—couldn’t have .
proved anything, anyway.” ;
“You plotting hound!” shrieked
Skinner.
Wharton's gwasp tightened on the arm |
of the cad ug the Remove.

“1 understand now,” he said. “Buot
for vou, Smithy, Skinner would have
brought this off §7

“1 faney so!” smiled the Boumder. |

—

*“I'm really sorry to show you up like’
this, Skinney; but vou left me nothing
else to do. f had to work it this way, or

efec let vou hrand that r kid as n
thief, and vou conldn’t quite exgpect that,
could you?™ '

Skinner's face was a sudy.

He had not e:ti::t-rt-z-d thits. He had
fully, hoped for the Bounder’s concur-
rence in his dostardly scheme. Skinner
had often made little mistakes through
udging others by his own standard,

“0Oh, Fou roiten worm, Skinnper!"
said Bir Jimmy Vivian, with a decp
breath. “You “orrid ‘Un! You're woree .
nor & Prossian! Let me get gt un!”

“Let me go!” hissed Bkinner. “Ii--
it was only a—a joke, of—of course, J—
I wpe not going to call Quelchy—not
really !

-“r‘fyﬁu were said Harry Wharton |
gtornly. “ And now you'll go to Quoelehy,
whether you like it or wot, and stand
the racket for what you've dome. You
were sacked from this school once, and
1 fancy you're booked for it now, when
Quelchy knows ! ] .

““Hold on!" shricked Skinper, in utbey

[

1'|-'|

terror now., “I teli you it was only a—a
joke ! I'll beg the kid's pardon, if you
iil-l:e-. Stop 1"

“Heold on,” said the Bounder quictly.
“I'm not going to bear witness against
Skinner before a Form-master. Lot lnm
glone 1™ ] o

Wharton paused. Skinner was clinging
to the doorpest in dire terror. Never
had 2 conming schemer been eo utterly
defeatedd and prostrated.

“Well, of all the rotters!™ said
Bolsover major. “He ought to be
kicked out of the school!  You're a

eneaking - worm, Skinper !

“The wormfulness is tercific,” wsaid |

| aillent,
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Hurree Singh. “ And the terrific thrazh-
fuluiess 15 the proper caper.’” . )

“You leave 'im to me!” said Bir
Jimmy savigely, *You 'old my jacket,
Spadger 1? y

There was no helding the baronet,
Hao precipitated himeelf upon 8kinner, and
Wharton released the hapless raseal.
The juniors crowded back to give them

rogm, Bob Cherry pulled the table
asicle, and kicked the chane out of the
Wil¥.

Skinnerswas not o fighting-man ; but
he put up a fght now—he had to! Sir
Jimimy was kpnoeking him right and left
with deadly drives, and Skinoer fought
his hardest in defenes. .
; ‘I‘,E}ﬂ it 1™ sang out Bob Cherry. “Pile
i

“Give him jip " roared the crowd in
the passage.

There was not & fellow there who was
not down on Bkinner new—even Suocop
was agrinst him,

Skinper had jip with a ve In
five miautes he colla an Boor, 5o
thoroughly licked that he felt as if he
Iigd been through a mangle. He lay
awd grouned, while Sir Jimmy pranecd
round him calling on him te get up.
But 8kinner couldn’t get wp, and cor-
m:irﬂg' he wouldn't have got up if he
could,

“That'l do,” grinned Bob Chm'rf.
“Craw] ont, Skinner. I'm going to help
vou with mmy boot if it takes vou more
than n sccond ™

It took Skinner more than a second te
crawl ont—and Bob [:'hnrr;"a hoot wae
peeded,  And & sterm of hisses followed
him a3 he limped and groaned away te
hiz own study.

Half an hour later 2 crowd of Remove
fellows waltked dewn to the gates, and
m the midst of them, unobserved, was

Hpadper. He was cacorted mafely out of
gates, unsevn by the eves of the school
authorities, and his friends breathed

mrore freely when he was in the road.
Then nrost of the {ellows went in, but
Manleverer and the Famous Five and
Bir Jimmy remained with the Spadger—
and the Bounder. Spadger was very
Skinner had not been able to do
his worst, owing to the Bounder; but he
bad succceded o making the little waif's
visit to Greviriars unhappy enough.

“T've got an idea out that k"
saicl the Bounder. in a low voice, as he
stood aside with the Fumous Five, * He
can't tramp it back to London ™

Wharton shook hie head.

“We can’t I him go like that!™ he
said,  “ Bomething ought to be done—-in
fact, somicthing’s got to be done™

“That's what I was thinking. We
coudd get lam put up in a cottage at
Friardale—and after that—"

“Yos; after that 7™ said Bob, “That’s

pater about him,”

the guestion.™

*I'll epeak o my
said the Bounder guietly. " He would
take him in hand, if I asked him, and

et him something to do. 1t would be

tor for him to learn a trade, or sonmic-
thing, than to go back to his =lum, My
tor could fix that easily enough, and

‘Il do it if T ask him.™

Wharton's face brightened np.

“That's a jolly good idea, Smithy!”
he said. **I was thinking of my uncle;
but he’s at the Front!™

“Tf the kid agrees, it's a go," sad the
Bounder,

The Bpadger was ealled imto the con-
suttation.  Bir Junmy backed up the
Bounder's supgestion keenly, and Lord
Maunleverer gave his hearty concurrence,
It had weighed on Meuly's tender hewrt,
the thought of the Little waif going back
to misery and want. The Spadger listened
m astonishment, evidently not  under-

One Penny. 13

etanding why these good-natured toffs,
a8 he regparded them, gbwld be troublin
their heads about his insignificant self.
But the satisfaction that came into his
thin little face showed how much he
liked the idea of eseaping 2 further resi-
dence 1n the delectable purlieve  of
Carker's Renta.

TIThe g?uan%g'f] ide:::ﬂ wia_ﬂr:'irﬂ ant.

Wk mgh adger sle in a cottage,
instead of undﬂrgu. hﬂ,}’lﬂ}tﬂ{"k. .ﬂmiaﬁw
eanre evening the Bounder wrote to lis
father an unusnally long letter,

A couple of daye later S8amuel Vernon-
SBunith, the mnilionaire, came down to sce
h#s son—surprised and amused, but quite
willing to gratify the Bounder's wish.
The, Spadger departed from Friardale in
the millionaire’'s motor-car—and  his
friends saw hirh ofi—Sir Jimmy shouting
“'Ooray !” as the big car rolled away.

The Boungor had won the good epinion
of Harry Wharton & Co., and the bitter
enmity of his study-mate, Skinner. He
seemed to care as hittle for the one a8 the
other., But he wae destined to feel the
cffects of both in the near future,

(Don"t miss "“"SHARING THE
RISK " — next Monday's grand
story of Harry Wharton & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)

NOTICES.

Back Numbers Wanied.

By In Macfarlane, 3, Albert  Street,
Duondee—"Magnet  Nos, 133, 223, 2M, 296,
and 3095; “Gems " 42 fold series), 10 (new), llifi
number containing “Race to the Tuckshop.’

Iiy Ernest Jones, 37, Falkner Strect, Liver-
pool—" Dreadnought,” 144, 4750, 54-56, 76,
m, Wq EE-.. H‘ 9145. mq ]ﬁ1'1m1 :M'lm; 1171-
1%, 121; “Dreadnought and Boys® War
Weekly,” 7: " Plock,” ZE5-927, 237-241, 244-240,
050-058,  26E-264, E71, TVV-2VE, BRI, 207-30%, 313
320, 324, ¥SG-325, I30-350; “’Burs' Journal,”
and 72. Mugst bg clean.

Leagmes, Eic.
Burke, M, Marlboro® Road, 5t. Jamz
End, Northa n, wishes to join a “fiem
and “Magnet " League in his district.

More members wanted for Corresponduence
Club already asumbering two bundred.  Boys
and girls, Stamped and addressed envelope,
please.~C, F. Irgns, Berkley Street, Eynes-
bury, 9t. Neots, Hontingdonshire.,

The Daruall “Gem " and = Magnet " League
wants more memnbers.  Also requires small
hand printing press for amatenr magariog.—

{.

H. Fouster, 13, Gladstone Street, Darnall,
Shefricld,.  Stamped and addreseed envelope,
pledisse.

K. Short, Kembla Strest, Enfleld, H,E.W::
Aunetrilin, is formiug a “Gem " and " Magnet
athletic ¢lnb fericket, footer, efc.) average
age 1316, and would like to hear from any
sitnilar clubs who would arranpge matches,

Reeruits wanted for the Edghaston Parish
Troop of Boy Beouts, 13-10.—Apply Saturday
afternoons at 8, Wellington Boad, Edghaston,
Birmingham,

leaders—especially Boy Scouts—wanted for
amateur magazine,  Specimen copy sent for
13d.—Cecil J. Price, 2, Deluval Koad, Whitley
Eny, Northumberlaud.

AMembers wanted for Boys' Stamp Exclimige
Club, Stamped  and  addressed  envelops
ez, —W, (. W, Phillips, 114, Llantirnam
Itond, Cwmhbran, Meomn.

Wanted for small  orélestra—two  firet
violins, fAotes, elarionets, droms, trombone,
basa hddle, ‘celle, plang conductor.—FPleansc
apply Monday nights to Q. E. Melor, 215
Purk Road, Oldham.

“Aagnet ™ and “Gem ™ Boriul Club wante

fresli. members.—B. Bashiord, 265, Barclay
Fored, Warley, near Birmingham,
Hemders  and  eontributors  wanted for

amatewr magazine,  Stamped and pddressed
envelope, please.—C. Butterwith, 42, Lorne
Etreet, Fuirfield, Liverpool.

The British “Mapnet ™ and “Goem ™ Club
wunls more members.—For particulara apply
Frank Lambert, 57, Whitelicld Termace,
Hegton, Newecastle-on-TyRe.

Tex Macrxer Lisminy.—No. 481,
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‘ No. 27.—GERALD LODER:

e 1 e B i I Tt el 5 e o e o e T g 3 e 3 i i nm;q—.uq..nﬁ.u&

oilds,
It would bBe easy Lo sel down here
all the good one knows: of him. He
resened Wingate minor from drowning once,
and 80 saved himsel! from expulsion. It wos
betier for Wingute minor ahd his people, no
doubt ;. but it was worse [or Greyfiriars!

Is there anything else to pot on the eredil
gide? There may be, but it is difficult o
remember it. Hemorse of the sort that
mepns nd more than sorrow at heing eaught
out; good resolution: that are never carrbed
into efect—theae are not worth counting.

More than onve it haa been suggested by
correzpondents that no such all-round wrong
‘un pe Gerald Loder could retain his place
as a prefect ot a public school.

L ODER is not a pleasant person by long

Certainly he could not—if the masters Knew

& tenth part of what his schooifellows Knew.
But they don’t; and, in the very nature of
things, they cannot. Muatters of comimmon
Enowledge to the bovs in a school only reach
the ears of masters by the rarest accident.
It is due in part to the theory—held as Grmiy
by boys az by ofenders against the lnw—Lhat
there can hardly be a worse scoundrel than
the informer. And, be it remembered, the
masters, hrooght up in the same code, largely
share that feeling. Reanson mav tell them
that there arte Limes when what wonld be
called %zpeaking,” were fthe cireumstaness
slightly ditférent, becomes justified. But they
are not ready to aceept ihe bearer of tales
&3 aoything better- than o sneak, unless he
hiz very good cause indeed for laying
informegtbion,

The other prefocts, again, Jdo not know os
much of the wavs of sueh o fellow as Loder
as the junior: kpow. He keeps hims=elf very
much to his own circle as: far as they are
converned,  The comdition: of life in the
senior Forms of & publie wchosl help him,
Not Tightly does the right sort of prefect,
however keen on his duty, intrude himazelf
into the quarters of the wrong zort. The
two are equals. What anthoriby’ Wingate,
for instanee,- may have over Loder is due
solely to his post as captiain, That wonld
justify him in Teporiing Loder's doings 1o the
Head, It woulid bardly justify him officially
in doing maore, thongh there have heen times
when be€ bhas taken the Ipw into his own
hand:. Courtnev, Xorth, or Gwynne has leas
standing than Wingate. These are practically
helplezs to amend matters, except Ly deing
what they hate to do.

a0 it ix that Loder, taking cara to KEeep on
the right side of the mnasters as far as pos-
sible, poez on hiz path of dingy Dblack-
guardizin alemost unchecked., He has losk his

office of prefect more than ohce wlhen zome-
thing has cropped wp; oo he gets it hack
again very 2oom, for the Sixth @5 a small
Form, amd there are not many fellows from
whom to chonae the prefects .
Loder is a bully. The Remove and the fa
Forms know thak as well as they know any-
thing. “The Forms ahove them know it. Dut,
az @ rule, he Keeps his bullying within
honnds ; he exercises I madnly In the name of
dizeipline. It is only when hiz vile temper
gets the better of Libs eraftimess that he lets
himself go.  And -then Nemesis  usuall
follows : for, the cloak of auwthority once pu
axide, he is in no case to reslat the vengeance
of the juniors. And that vengeance has often
fallen upon him with plenty of weight,
The story of Loder would not be an E‘dlf]fv
ing one il it could be told in full. Dut it
vannot for simple want of space, and in Lhis
case one does not regret the limitalion,
smoking, drinking, gambling, hetting—theze
are his pleasures, The mon abool bown 1
not a hice type—one means the man who
never works, but abtends the roces regulariy,
and i5 to be found in the pambling-hells, The
achinothoy  masquersding in the pui-e of a
man alout town, hetting on the sly with
swindlers, freguenting low public-houses, con-

-| he seraped Lhrough then.

: | office.

W ON
ALE.

tinuully in straits for money, always bugiead
up by the hope of some Tucky coup, which
would he of no real benefit to him even if it
come, is sbill more ohjectionsble.

Loder bates Wingate, of course. They are
as opposite aa dark and light ; and, moreover,
Loder wants Wingate's oifice of copisin. He
always has wanted it, and wilt, no doubt, go
on intrigulng to get it at intervals until at
long last the chopper comes down, and Loder
goe: the way that Carberry went. -

He was heavily imvoalved in the busingsa
that got Carberry the order of the boot, Lug
He was in Car-
berry's sweepatake swindle, too. And he
tried to cheat one of his own special crontes,
Iomides, the Greek senior, over a4 race,

Unce he attained his ambition, and became
captain. One says ambition, but that is
scarcely Lhe right word, for the honout amd
glory of the oiice are not what Loder covels.
He wants most the position of greater free-
dom to phrsue his own shady tastes that it
would give him. He Jid not keep the job

1 iong, for the Head discovered how big a mis.

take he had made, and Wingate resumed

There was anotker time when it looked
likely Loder might erawl in, for Wingate's
chums refuzed to stand. Dut, largely through
the canvassing of the Remove, Coker Ited
more vodes than Loder, and, nlthough the
appointment of a mere Filth.-Former as
skipper wna not  according to  precedent,
Coker was  atlowed to tr¥ hiz hampd,  The
great Horace was plainly impossible as cap-
tain; hut when he had to be depozed Win-
gate came back, and all was well.

The relations between the NXemove and
Loder are various. Skinner and luas friends
are patronised by him, and ron bis iHegal
errands, and eat of the erumbs the! £ull Irom
hiz table, 50 to speak. With Vernon-Bmith
or Mauleverer, or any otber fellow wha has
plenty of money, Loder and hix chums: #are
willing fo te friendly. Iint neither (he astite

‘Boonder nor the lazy Mauly bas any u=e foe

Loder, and the only occasion cn which he has
managed to borrow from Mawleverer for a
long time past was when he imposed upon
him with what seemed proofs that Harry
Wharton was {n sore trownhle, und that he
alone could get him out of it

The Famous Five, Peter Todd, RouiT, Tomn
Brown, Kake, and tellows of their type, arc
at daggers drawn with the bull¥ing filack-
guatd. AR time hiz position enahles him ta
do them a had turn, bot they usoally get
even wilth him in the lopg ron, and more
than once they have b the very real satis
faction of taking it owt of him hodily, u
terrible slump in dignity for sz prefect, Ll
better—in Loder's eyea—than Lhe alteronkive
of reporting, which would mean expnlsicn,

Wingate has thrashed  Loder, S0 leis
Coker. 50 haz his former close choon, Walker,
who found Loder Loo thick Tor him at laet.
Carne is Loder's chipf pat now, Dot Carne
will be dealt with later in thiz series
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{ The Editor’s Chat. j

i.'.ju-h-n-.-ndu... I.--.“-..n-.n--.u‘-lr;}
For Next Monday :
“SHARING THE RISK 1"

By Frank Richards.

Suoop plavs a big part in this fine yarn.
But my readers Epow what to expeet from
Snoop.  Hi= part may be a big one, but it
will not be an admirahle one. Some of yon
will doubileas remimber that 5111}9? was able
to stay on b Greyiriars after hiz father wos
convieted of embezzlement and sent Lo

rison. This .was owing 1o Lhe generosity of

is_uncle, Josiah Snoop reappears in next
week's story. He is in trowhle and in danger,
and he naturslly hopes for help from his son.
But the help comes from otheras, Two fellows
shore & Deavy risk-to get it 1 am not going
to tell youn who those two were, or how it
came abont that Snoop stood aside, because
that- woni:l spoil the interest of the story to
gomie extent. Yoo will kpow next week, and
that is time encuogh.

A LETTER OF COMPLAINT.
e Billy * writes from Hackney as [ollows:
#] have just read your latest * Boys’

Printed and published weekly by the Pr{;nt'lttn:lrﬁ- at rhe Flﬂrﬂ'?g’-

Friend ‘Library,” entitled *© After Lights Owt’
and* I think it is all right. What I don't
agree with you is this new rule printing the
words closer together. Why, Fout *Gv[ns
and MAGNETS nin't worth a penny !t Why,
they're too short! Dlease hear in mind Lhak
if this goees o much longer I will stop buy-
ing them altogether, amd my Iriends will
foltow my lead. I have at least a dozen
friends who Dbuy vour bhecks. Now, don't
forget, will you? Be a good "up!™

It is of no use getting angry with * Billy,”
of course. He does not mean any harm.
He only says what bhe thinks—without think-
ing ' All that has beep explained here—not
once, but many times—about paper shorbage
has pazsed “Billy * by completely. He s
aware, no doubt, that there iz a war on. He
knows *hat you don't get as much for &
peEnnyY NOW a5 you uzed to when you are buy-
ing hread or cakes or sweets or vegetables
or fruoit, DBut he doez not sce—[or the simple
reason that he has never tried to think the
thing cut—that what applies to these things
aplles alag to paper.

But * Billy ¥ also objects to the use ol
smialler type. As far- s possible T have
avolded this in the MacusT. It is too trying
to the eyes, especially in cases where 50
many readerz read as they walk along the
strept, or in trains and trams and "huses,

Fut with the ©Boys® Friend » 3d. - Libirary
there was a double difficulty. It was ahsp-

Iniely necessary to ent down the mumber of
puges; bub if the wsual type had been e
ploved with the redoced munber, heavy cur-
ting of Lhe stories wonld have been inevitablas,
Thiz has heen avolded by the smaller type--
which * Billy 7 ealls “the new tule of print-
ing the words closer Logether.”  Bul Lhi- is
& wartime device, like the brend of mixed
Hour and the sugarlezs scone, amwl eating
swedes, and so on, The war is very inron-
venient, I admit, Dot T have no more power
to eut it short thas “ Rilly * has—I mean my
friend * Billy ™ of Huackney, not the Kaiser.

There is always one thing that can he
done when you consider an article not worll
the money asked for il. Don't by LD This
iz not .intended in the leazt rudely. It ds
simply common-sénse.  We don't connt for
our circalation on people who conshilor thie
paper is not worth the money., IF we il we
should rob lazt long!

And remember this, too. The sige before
the wiar wis not a standard sice te which
we had pledged ourselves to stick, We offered
then zo many pages Tor a penny. Wo olfer
now &0 many papges fewer,  In bolly eases
Lhere it was—take it or leuve it . Again with-
out pny rudeness. But the two cases are not
one, and when we are obliged to cut down
we are not infringing any right o reader has,

Think it over, © Billy,” and all of you who
have been inclined ko take his view,

YOUR EDITOR.

. r=aiChy
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IN A LAND OF PERIL! !

By BEVERLEY KENT,

i Author of * Oflicer and Trooper,” “Cornstalk Bob,” *“A Son ol the Sea,” etc., etc.
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS,

Bob  Musters and Ted O'Brlen, an Irish
boy, eseape from the clutches of Faik, o
ragscally adventurer whe is in pursuit of n
gerret treasufe fn the African wilds,  Fnik
i working in cobtlusion with Jasper Orme,
Bobh's cousin, ab Cape Town., The two lads
are  enptured by the natives of the Inrohl
tribe, whe also surround Faik's party. Faik
has done the ehief of the tribe a bad turn
in the old daya, mul triea to place the guilt
of Bob; but, thanks 3 0 Seotehman naminl
MucGrepor, amd s friondly reative —Mendi—hoe
fails in his plot. Beh i3 scclaimed chief on
the deatlt of Kazna, the formoer leader. The
comradies save Falk from the vengeance of
the tribe, then puesh on after the Lreasurte,
but are wavlaid hi); Mbpo and a strong [oroe.
Mopo, whe is Bob's deadly rival, i3 heaten
off, with his hraves, and Galzn, & messenpoer
feom the Inrobl; comes bo their camp.

Ho brings tidings of Mopo, who {8 in pur-
sait,  The compunions: ¢inde Mopo by
diving info the lake, and they find 1 won-
derful underground country, inhabited by &
trihe of Yeird people unlike the human Face.
These strangers they overcome, seécure the
aold, and  bhen, after amazing adventures,

nd themselyves back In the world they bad
nuittied.  Mopo, Foik, and alse ODrme, Bob
Mustera® cousin, with & strong party, wre on

their tracks.
(Now read on.}

[T

Mopo's Redemption !

“Hat ye did not Oght with them a°," Mae-
Gregor oxplained; "for the chicf and othors
with him had left the waggon thot they
might wreak destruction on us.  And in this
they failed, and yet have they met with
suecesa; for that for which we travelled so
inre to fOnd they now have, and fo my race
it means what your oxen and mealies are fo

“Then shall we follow them; but thie time
5 not now,” Kaimpa andwered.  "And docs
not the old sunbhaayer speak with wisdom, ob
Baroleesy  For if I 2end gome braves to fight
these evil poes, and go with others to mest
Mope, may pob the pumbers in either chae bhe
o sy Had G0 Test we overwholm diapo,
thenn con we anaech on from vigtory Lo
Yictory i

"Yo oare A brae gearral,” Maclirogor agrend
amiling.  “And a: yo say. Kampa, 8o shall
these Helits be wapged ™ )

“Then wo continue the mareh forthwith,
not with the poise of bhalile songs, but asz
ionz advancing atealthily in the shadows af
the night,” Kompa andd. "Thua shall we
ounge Upon HILF Pray i

In silence they moved off,  Some  weond
ahead to0 reconnoitre.  Teod waz glad oto
lean on MacGiregor's arm. He knew he would
need a food rest before he could feel strong
again. Mendl and Gualza, walking noar thom,
whispered continunlly.

Kot a sound was made az they went along
the plain. For bwo honrs they tramped, the
scouts ahead picking up the trail.  The night
wrs nearly over, when twe of the seonks
herried back and said they bhad discovercd
Mopo’s reating-place. Al the warriors were
exger for an immgdiate attack; but Kamnpa
explained to them Dob's peril

Then Mendi and Galen sbeppeld Torwarnd,

“flet us go, oh, Kampal™ Mendi pleaded.
*For we can creep upon Mopo and Aad the
young white chief, and perhaps we may he
able to free him '™

#Thow canst go; but that is not thy =ole
mizston,” Kampa answered.  "For of those
things have I apoken with the preat Barelops,
There i3 apother who poes with  theo—he
vonder with the neck of a giendfec and the
cyes of o s, Thouw walkest ifoto danger,
but that thou dost nob fear!™

“There can be no fear for me when  the
young white chicf is in peril,” Mendl replicd,
“But what €hou zavest I do ool understand.
What, then, iz the misgion?

; “Ye must walk holdly. so that Mope will
\ob aowave of your coming; and when you draw

o

migh y¢ must eall on him to come from his
tair.  And this evil one whoe goes with thee
will be bound, and each of ye shall have an
nxe.  And if Mopo's warriors rish forwerd,
then shalt thou cab down this evil one, and
carang A4 bost thou can!™

“And ¥ Mopo comes alope?™

“*Then he and this whitefaer may talk
and there thou stayest nntil the young white
chief is senk to ye, when ye all return.  And
if Mopo will not send him, then thou slayest
thiz man and come back "

" Apd thow?” Mendl asked.

“We first surround them, so0 that DMopo
canpot escape.  When the young whitc chief
is gavid we deal with Mopo !

The warrlors advanced at Eampa's hidding,
il Jay dowa with baltleaxes ready around
Mopa's rosting-place, Then Mendt and {ialzn,
with Faik hetween them, walked forward.
}'ﬁfﬂn;ﬁﬁuﬁr and Ted waited with hearts beat-
oy rosy.

Before long Mendi's voice rang ont. Eagerly
they listened. Severa! minutes passed.

*What's guing 51:1'.’"‘ Ted asked nervously.

“Mopo has coime forth: the parley has
begon,” Kampn &aid-—="for otherwise thore
would have been a tumult ofe now; nor can
it b that Mopo did ot hear the call,  Nay,
rither he came forth at once. elio we would
have heard Mendi's voles apain ™

The braves around were, beginning to grow
very restleas,  They had rizen, and  were
grasping their axes, cager for the moment
when they might charge,  And  then sud-
denly in the distance s small party was scen
advancing.

“How  many Ted asked
anxiously.

“There be four,” Kampa said.

“Then Bob is saved !

Hiz voice rang out with a Joyons thrill
Dut at that moment the m_::ar_a‘ impetuous of
the braves dashed forward. helr ory rang
nut,.  The obhers followed.  From all sides
they roabwd to close in on Mepo and his fol-
lowers and eut them down. With a ery of
horror Ted atarted to follow, hot he was too
witnk toe run fast: hot MacGregor, for one
of his age, ran with extraordinaryswiftness.

“hEamgae, call them  Dack ! he shonted,
*MMops hos Kept his word pow ot leastt [t s
not meet that be shoald die!”

ST AT nli! rficine-man wns  powerless.
It looked a3 i Mopo's last hwour had come.
Then Tedl eadlod ont arnin.

“Bob had turped and is munning back " he
erigrll.  “ He is going clghd into the fight !

Thinking that the lad had tetned to Tead

arc  thepe?™

tleemy, the hraves broke into anodlier cheer.
Over the growed  all  swept.  their  battle-
asvd Cleaming in b mgonlight. But as

they eanwes close, gl Mopo amd iz Followers
subfhervd fnoa eluster, prepared to sell their
lives ag deurly s they ecould. Bob swang
rouml.
HAIL!T e eomomamded,
atd T meuat be obeyed
'{Ihl Lhey dashed, and UBob 2peang Lo Mopa's
sichen.

CHaelt Y e eried apadn.
Lhem 1 odbe with Bapmm !

“T um sonr ohief,

U Mopo dies,

They  pLoppeed. Thuir oyes wepe =hiniope
with fury, their cheats were heaving, They
conld not understand,

“Weil for Eampa!™ Bob eogtingsd, *Then

shiaell all be decided ™

The old  medicineanan and  Maclireror
arrived.  They s#aw Mopo standing ereet by
bl Jomid®s side.

“hammpa,” Baol hegan, “who oealethy this
frilpe

“Thoi, young white chicf,” Kampa replied,

“Them was it by thy hidding that this
attoek woas made?” Hob asked,

“HNay, it wasna; Kampa s pot Lo Dlame,”
i‘tlnﬂl’.iwgur anid,  *These fellows wot oot of
FETY T

HThat is mood tldings,” Boh replied, addeess.
ing the old  medicine-man; “for to Kampa
hotour 15 a3 dear s to o, and woald it he
just that he who relesscd me  should  be
attacked tefore sl was Known¥  He pave
me my frecdom, amd [ owas going Totth to

gy his life was to be apared, for that had |
promised him!"

A murmur of dizapproval ran round,

“He woull have kitled wur chief!” one
cried.
“And did he not et me g0 Dob asked.

“Much has he done that is evil, but in this
did he not do well?  Xor was he the worst
of the evil omes, for he wous led astray by
ilhera 1"

"What dost thou ask?’ Hampa ingquired.

"That he be let go free.”

" ARd then

“He ran do mizchict no more.
among my frlcnds?
Lolly ¢

The braves began murmuring again.

“0Oh, you white chief, thow askest much
of thy people!” Kampa protested solemnly:
“For i3 not thia Mopo ns a snpke?  And if
he be not punished, but returne with us, is
not that n sign that men may disohey the
luws as they chosse? For if Mopo has done
sa, why nob othergi™

“"Thou speakest wisdom, as nlways, Kamps,™
Moh reptied. "Yet I hid thee pomder an
what I say now. For Mopo spoke of punish.
ment, and kpew it must bhe decreed.  And
then I gave him a choies.  And Mendi has
told me that now we go on to seek the evil
whiteface who slole our froasuro!”

“That iz s0.”

“And thercin Iay my choice.  For
can fAght with ns if thus he chooses, and
the manner of his ﬂghtin% will we know
&vil has left his heart. If he fails, then he
goca forth a wanderer with those who fol-
lowed him. Thus shall he and they be
judged. And if he provea that he means
well, then he may relumn with us!™

“Buf he ean never be our chief!”

"To that he consents ™

“Then be It thus,” Kampa agreed,  “ Mopo,
thon bast heard. Dost thou consent?”

Mopo lifted his axe, and held the shalb
towards Hob.

*Thus do I say,” he anawersd.

Bob took the weapon and handed it back.

“Mopo, thou art pardouved, and all whe
have followed thee” he aMrmed.  “Now fall
in.  We march to fight the last tght
, Mopo and his  followers advanced and
joined the other warriora,  Dawn was now
breaking, and hefore startinz all partook of
a good meal.  Then the march was resumed.

Orme's tracks were picked up soon, and the
avenging party never lost €hem.  After a
short rest ot midday they pushed on apain,
and towards evening they eames to a small,
desgirted eamp. It was elear that Orme was
travelling day-and night.

But darkness proved to be ro obstacle to
the seouts of thoe Inrobi, though travelll
heeame slower. At midnight they halted,
amid siept for three hours; then, after cating,
they woent on,  refreshed and  expectant.
Urme roitld not keep going all the time;
they knew that be also must ery a halt now
and tlen. i

And an hour after zunrise next morping he
anid his - party were secn io the distance,
trekking aleng the veldt. A eonauitation
wing ab onee called. To attack him in day-
light would mean a noedloza Toss of 1ife, £
was decided bo wait fill that cvening. 8o to
right amd left. two partles of the youngest
and most active of the warridra woere sent
Turward to outpave him, and thon fall upan
him from the front.  The rest followed.

The villain wns gol travelling fast. It was
evident he and his g:mg were mueh fatipoed
B to Reep up with him was un easy task, nor
was there nny serpriste when it waa seen that
b hod decided to halt and rest.

“He must be dead-best,” 3ol remarked.
“ e hag covered a great distanee, and earry -
inz those sacks of gold, beo!™

“Grecd and fear have both urzed Lim on™
MaeGregor said. “1 expect he haped to be
able to shake off pursult by most strepuoys
exertions during the first three days.  He's
going tu get an eye-opener:™

Am I not
And does he oot see bis

(Conclyaine wert woek.)
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