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it's rather . too. late,
Smithy,” he said. “T'd have been glad,
only—only, you see——" He paused.
The Bounder laughed sarcastically.
“Only you don't want a waster
T understand!™ he’

“Well, no;

aand. ' Al serenet”

“0h, dont pet om the high horse,-
Bmithy,” suid ny Bull, with & snort,
““You had a regular place in the -eleven
bofora you started playing the giddy ox.
If Wharton put you in for the Bt Jim’s
Jmatch weo'd scalp him, How do we know
‘that you won't be out on the tiles to-
mght, and azx seedy az Skinner or Snoop
Yo-morrow ™

“Abhem ! murmured N
Nugent quite agreed with Jo
was much more polite.

“The ahemfulness is terrific, ‘my
esteemed Johnny!” murmored Hurree
Jamsat Ram Singh. * The preachiulness

is' not the proper e

“Rats!” gramted Jsbhony.
~ 0Oh, let himn run on!” sneerad the.
Bounder. * It's quite entertaining. And)
any excuse for keeping o ¢hup out of the’
footer s better than none.™

ent. Frawmki
nny, ‘but he"

E:I
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JHE FIRST CHAPTER.
ERNON-SMITH, the Bounder of
{ireyfriars, came along from the
eteirs, and stopped at Study
Meo. 1 in the Removo passage. |

There were cheers volces in the study,
and & clatter of ten-cups. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. were at tea, and they were-diz-
cussing a matter of great interest to the
ball match with St Jim’s. ;

It was Tufsdai}r, and -on the {ollowing
day Tom Merry's team was expectod ot

friars,
coming match, wnd the fact that Levison’
of 8t. Jims, dormerly of G ars, was
coming oren in Tom Mermy's eleven to
; du= old -echool.
evadently smable to make up his mind
whether & onter. ,

It wae ot like Smithy to hesitate
about wnything. His character was a
now, and his hand, raised to tap at the
door, ‘dropped to hig side again,

* Helle, Seithy 1" Skinner came alon
the passage.  ““Uoming out?™ ,

“@h, wdme along 1. said Bkinner, :
*“You're not going in there, T suppose?:
You're not in.the team to-morrow, by
any chance™ i

Wharton Sajys “ No !
There he hesitated.
Remove fellows—the forthcoming imf:.-;
The Famous Five were discussing ihe]
Bounder stood outside the study,
wery decided one.  But hie was hesitating
i Ny,
e Doander shook his head.

{:couldn’t be depended on %o keap wourself
| fit for the match, and that's why 1 never.

H;;}Elh, den’t be an ses, Bmithy™ gaid
Harry Wharton reddened, _
“It's not like that, srrd yom denow it

Yearnon-3mith ™ he exclyimed. “'Bat

| Johnny's right, if it comes o tthat. Yeu:

| thera. He locked
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“As for Levison, we fnow hels quuite
a different chap, now,” said $ob, " We
saw him at 8t Jim's last time we were

Sl hi.-mmal@-&m@]%
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a mew man—and'that
young brother of his i3 a ripping little

chap. The Bounder might do a -good
d worse than follow Levison's ex
ample. "

“ -1 suppose I couldn’t very well put
Bmithy in now,' said Wharton masing'y.

Jobnny Bull enorted. _

“Of conrse, it would be understoad, if
I did, that he was fit," said Wharton.
*He would keep his word, if he promised
not io plag the fool again before the
match.™

“ And who are you going o leave out,
to make room for his bl uardly lord-
ghip, if he condescends to keap fit?" de-
manded Johnny BuY, with ‘heavy

“0h, draw it mild, Johnny!” said

Eugent.gm‘_‘I.cun mn'l out, if }j-‘n_l_: like,
Harry—5mit can play my head off
when he IikE::’!r’

Wharton smiled.

It was like bis best chum to come to
his rescue like that, and he knew how
keenly Nugent was looking forward to

{ the first big match of the seasen.

“I'mt hot going to leave anybody out,”
he gaid. ““It can’t be done; it won!dn't
be foir on the team. But there's alwoys
A possibility of a fellow having to stand
out, and re’s no reason why Smithy
shouldn’t be down as first reserve in case

o A : +p | thought of yeu for to-morrow. But for| of necidents. I'll tell hi '

: e ) of accidents. um sa, and kee
l.hm{gﬂ‘?!li‘!:' i?&gniﬂl?ﬂlednfﬁkmnﬁ%:ﬁﬂ%" that, I'd be glad to have you, We want | him off smoking and bresking bounds
Lkely %o give you & chance agsin, if he | 045, best men aganst St. Jims.  Youafter dark, before the match, at any
g Brug 2 * | can t &Ipﬂq't t_cl BY 1N :mpm;!mnt- matches rate,”

M pad 17 - . un‘l‘u%ﬂ j'miil'ﬂ mﬂg‘; ﬂﬂrI:t’ﬂf“lr i mﬂﬁ&u r?aﬁ Blnd left the study,

Bl e e : om Merry doesn’t seem to be so refusal he had been ‘compelied to
-.rithl Tﬁfﬁgﬁ} ﬁﬂ:’;?-‘;mm inmay. | Erandistherly abont his ot " said _the [ ntter troubled him. Of late he had scen
with & guin. . “Moerry doesn’t seem sol| pounder with a sneer. Hoar Mhavpsomo signs of smendment in the Boun-

L | Levison, who used to be here, 1s coming | dor, and he hoped that Smithy was be-

jolly parlicular as Wharton, does he?.
ﬂ?imn was A regular w:-mfmr when he’
was_here--quite in Four kine, Bmithy.
His old pals at the Cross Epys would be
#o see him_ again, Fancy Levison

sakang wp fooler!™ :

*“ Bother Levison " grunted Smithy.

“Yan're dn a sweeb temper this after-
woon, Smithy " '

“(h, rats!t”

Bkinner laughed, and went on towards
the stairs. 15 #indy-mate did not seem

~over with them. Levison's reputation is
pretty well known.”

“ Levison's changed o lot since he was
here,"” said Harry. “I understand that
he's a good 'bit different from what he
was when we knew him. Anyway, what
Tom Merry does is no business of mwine.
My business iz to put a winning team
into the field, if I ean do it; and & player
who may crack up any minute 1sn't much
use to the Remove.”

".Thﬂtjﬂ- mmug,h !:j

in & humour for hbs company. |

Vernon-Smith torned to Btudy. No. 1)
again, and, having apparently made up!
his mint, he tepped at the door an
paughed it .

Harry Wharten locked up. ,

*omre 1o, Fmithy | he said cordially.

= Hatlo, ii&tﬂﬂn, funlln 1 Juet in time for
thwe Niit shrismp! ™ said Bob Cherry.

*1 howen’t come 30 tea,” waid Wernon-
Badth., 1 wanted to io0  you
shoaut Ba-morrow, Wharkhn,

W™ gaid Harry.

"Hawe you made up
£t Jim s?"

Y™ .

i {lll}' Mo good askigg for a place,

thewleven to modt

| sae the good
{ maien

B

Vernon-8mith turned on his heel =nd
walked out of the study.

Harry Wharton was left with a clouded
and troubled lock.

Blackguard sa Smithy was in many
ways, different from Wharton as he was

in almost every way, the captain of thej
Remove could not help having a keen
regard for him.

Wharton, at least, had never failed tof
there was in Smithy, and 1o’
allowances for a bad training and
a passionabe and unruly temper. |

“(Cheero!"” satd Bob Cherry, glancing:
at Wharton. *“No bones broken, yon'
know. “It's best to let SBouthy have 1
-giraight.”

Wﬁartnn frowned a littls,

Wharton nodded without apeaking.

gmmng to see that the blackguardi
gEme was not worth the Eﬂnl'-?dle. E:J*.-m:I 15}
he should take up footar keenly it might
make a great deal of difference,

Harry went along to the Bounder's
study, tapped, and opened the door.

A smell of tobacco greeted him as he

Vernon-Smith was there, with Snoop,
They were piaying banker and smoking
cigarettes. The Bounder glanced pt

harton through a haze of smoke, and
grinned in a savdonic way,

“Hallo! Come to take a hand® ha
asked, and Snoop chortled.

Wharton compressed his lips.

“I came to E}[:I'Eﬂ.k to you, Emithy,” ha
said ;{]Hlﬂﬂj’, ‘but it's not mecessary

now.’
He stepped back into the passage aml
shut the sew The Bounder shrugpec

hia showlders, and went on with ‘his

Harry Wharton retorned fo the tea-
perty in Study Neo. 1. He did not refer
te the Bournder, and the talk ran on the
coming footer match., There was a0
chanea of the Bounder of Greyfriars

figuring on the football-field against St.
Jim’'s.



Every Monday.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Smithy Offers the Odds !
sy SAY, you fellows!”
I Billy Bunter looked into Study
No. 1, where Wharton and Nugent

were at work on their prep. Bun-
ter cught to have been at work on
his, too, but he was chancing it with Mr.
Quelch in the morning, as he often did,
with painful results to his fat palms,
Wharton and Nugent were not chane-
ing it, however, and they waved the fat
jundor away.

_But Bunter rolled into the study. His
little round eyes were gleaming behind
his spectacles,

“I say, you fcllows, I simply must have
a quid ! he exclaimed excitedly.

“Buzz off 1" i 3

“(an you lend moe a gmd, Wharton,

till my El-osta.l-urdnr comes 1"
“Scat !
“Can you, Mugent? You're not such
a mean beast as Wharton, old chap "
“1'1l lend you this inkpot if you don't
ﬁe&r, you Owl!” grow Frank
ugent.

“Look here, you fellows, I simply must
have it!"” said Bunter, “I'll settle up
to-morrow  afternmoon  without fail !
Houour bright!" .

“Is your postal-order coming to-mor-
row " snorted Nupent, ]

“ As 5 matter of fact, I am expecting a
postal-order from ono of my titled rela-
tions. But anyway, I shall have plenty
of tin to-morrow—two whole quids!™
paid Bunter impressively. “Do lend me
a sov, ono of you! It's a doad cert!”

“A what?" gjaculated Wharton,

“A dead cert!” gnid Bunter. “In
fict, a sure snip !’

*Wou silly 11" shouted Wharton.
“ Are vou vou going in for geegees, like
Bkinner and Sncop !

“I dare say I could make a lot of
moncy that way if I liked,” ssid Bunter,
“With my keenness and cool judgment
I've no doubt I could skin the bookies.”

“Oi1, my hat!" o

“But it isn't that this time, It's a
dead cert—right on the wicket, you
know ! Look here, you expeot to beat
Ht. Jim'as to-morrow, don't you?"

“We hopo to.”

“PBut you willI'”" urged Bunter. “ The
Remove team is first-class. 'The only
weakners is in the forward line, where
vou've laft out your best player.”

»Smithy isn’'t cxactly the best player
in the Remove,” remarked Nugent.

“Kh?' Whe's talking about Smithy ?
W harton's left me out-----"

“Nonl” 2

“Yes, me!" said Billy Bunter, with

dignity. “Jealousy apart, you can't
deny that I'm the best forward in the
Remove.”

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Blessed if I ean see anvthing to cackle
at!" said Bunter warmly, *“But I

haven't come here to teach Wharton his | by

busineas =-—

“Thanks !" said Harry.

“In fact, I'm not apecially keen on

laving. I shall be looking after

arjorie, if she comes over to see the
match. Greyfriars will win—all the
followa think so. I'm suro of it, though
I've donbts about some of the players.
Your passing is a bit wild, Nugent—"

“Mine "

" Yes. And Wharton isn't exactly the
chap 1 should scleet as a footer captain,”
sai ! Bunter, with a sage shake of the
head.

The chums of Study No. 1 chuckled,
William George Bunter on the subject of
Soecor was very entertaining,

“However,” resumed Bunter, “to come
to the point—" .

“l?']!, you're coming to a poinf, are

"i"ﬂ;, of course] I—"
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to tho point

#“Would you mind mmiﬁ o 3o potn
e arton

in goma other study !

pulibelj,f. “You see, you're interrupting
prep.’

“Bother prep! 1 haven't done my
rep yet. Blow prep! I zimply must

ave a quid, and by to-morrow afterncon
I shall turn ik into two quids. I'll scttle
up, with half-a-crown extra for intercst
on the loan! There!"

“Do you mean to say that you are
making bets on the footer match " asked
Harry Wharton sharply.

“What-ho !"

“You fat rascal ["

“Oh, draw it mild! You ought to
foel Aattered at my being willing to risk
my ﬂuid on you!" said Bunter.

ut it ian’t your ?md you want to
risk—it's mine!” said Harry, with a
laugh. It was not much use being angry
with the Owl of the Remove.

“Well, it will be mine if you lend it to
me, won't it?" said_ Bunter. “Look
here, you shell cut a quid, and you make
half-s-crown cxtra—sce? It's a dead
cort! IT'm sure Groyiriars Remove will
win the match " ]

“Is somebody laying wmoney against
G’Il}{'ﬁ‘iﬂﬂ, then ¥ demanded Nugent.

“Yes, rather! The Bounder's giving
the odds.”

“HBmithy " exclaimed Wharton and
Hu@nt togother.

“¥Yes. There's a regular scene in tho
Common-room now—like the bookics at
work on the racccoursze,” said Dunter.
“Bmithy offering the odds to everybody
who will take them."”

“A pity Mr. Quelch doesn’t drop in to
take the odds!" ﬁrawlud Nugent.

“He, he, he!" chuckled Bunter.
“B8mithy would lock fueer if he did!
Put 1t's all right. 8Btott's in the pﬂﬂﬂgﬁd

I:eeFing an eye cpen for masters an
protects, Duck up and shell out & quid
ou fellows, or it may be too ate |

mithy's got bets on with 8kinner and
Snoop und Bolsover major and Hazel-
dené, and somo other chaps. I don't
want to bo left out.”

Harry Wharton brows wera knitted.
 He thought he could understand the
Bounder's motive, He was deeply
asnnoyed at being refused a place in
toam. He thought that the Remove
would be beaten, and the wish was
father to the th““El_.]'E"*

But the kind of thing Bunter described
was boyond all bounds, and Wharton
was exasperated. _

With a grim expression on his face, he
laid down his pen and rose from the
tabla, MNugent gave him a quick look,

“Let's go down,” said Harry,

“All right,” .

“ Prep was left for the time. Wharton
and MNugent left the study, unheeding
Billy Bunter's excited demands for a
loan. Thae Owl of the Remove ran after
tham to the stairs, and caught Wharton
the arm.
“1 say, old follow, what about that
quid—"

The captain of the Remove turned
round angrily, caught the fat jumior by
the shoulders, and eat him down
forcibly on the floor. Rilly Bunter was
left there, gasping, as the chums went
downstairs. | :

Stott was in the passage outside the
Commeon-room, and he grinned at them.

“You're in time,"” he said. *“Got your
oof about you? Only cash bets booked.”

Wharton and Nugent went in without

re&}géng.

re were & good many fellows of
the Remove and the Fourth in the jumior
Common-room. ]

The Bounder, with a grin on his hard
face, was the contre of a little group of
Removites. He was making an entry
in o pocket-book.

Ho looked up, and the sardonic ex-

One Penny. 3

pression intensified on his face as he

caught Wharton's grim glanco,
“{tentlemen, now's your chance!" he

said. “Two to one against Greylriars

Remove to-morrow, in quids, bobs, half-

crowns, or Overs—just as you like! Any
takers *" .
" There was a buzz in the room. The

Rounder’s recklessness was & proverb in
the Remove. But this woas rather thick,
even for the DBounder. .

“Look here, Bmithy! Does this mean
that you've b some information?”
asked Fisher T. Fish, “Has anythin
happened to the team? Bome galoot o
his form---what?"

“Qomething has happened to the
tearn,” said the Bounder calmly, “The
best forward in the Form is left out.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

‘‘ Therefore, in my opinion, 8t. Jim's
will win. I'm ready to back my opimon
with hard cash, and ¥ivﬂ the odds.
Two to one on St. Jim's! Wharton, are
you ready to back up your chances?”

“I'm not willing tp make bets,” said
Wharton coldly. Only blackguards
make bets on football matehes.”

“Thanks "’ .

“Q0h, draw it mild!" oxclaimed
Bolsover major angrily. “I've laid ten
bob on Greyiriars.” iz g

“Then you know my opinion-of you!”

“Hear, hear "’ said Nugent, langhing.
*Dash it ull, i

it's a compliment to you,
Wharton I said SBkinner. “I'm backing
your team ! 1've laid a fiver on you !”

“Where on carth did you get a fiver
from " ejaculated Nugent. -

HAkinner sneered. |

A uhﬁ? does got a fiver sometimes,"”
he said. “I've got it from my uncle for
my birthday. I'm going to turn 1t into
s tenner.” :

“Or into nix !" grinned the Bounder,

“Rot!" sald Bkinner, “Greyfriars
Remove will win! Why don't you dub
up some of your dollars,-Fishy? It's m
dead sure thing!”

Fisher T. Fish shook his hoad wisely.

“I guces Smithy knows something, or
he wouldn't splash about his durocks like
this "' he said, “He's had some news
from St. Jim's, perhaps, that Tom
Merry's toam is in npecilliy fine fettle.
Something of the sort, I caloulate.”

""Mot at all,” said the Bounder. *E
haven't heard a word from St. Jim’s,

“Then you're backing Bt. Jim's
beeause you think Greyfriars can't win
without your  help [Y exclaimed Tom
Brown.

“ Exactly." :

“Weall, then, you're a conceited ags!"

“Thanks! Any more takers!”

Some of the fellows locked ouriously o4
Wharton. They knew well enon w
strongly he disapproved of this kind of
thing; and, as he was captain of the
Form, it was a doubtful point whether
he ought not to interfere. :

The Boupder was watching him, too.
He was in & reckless mood, and -quite
prepared for trouble with the captain of
the Remove. .

But Wharton, angered as he was, did
not want a quarrel with 8mithy; and he
was chary about taking too much
authority into his hands. .

“This is rather rotten, Bmithy,"” he
said, in & quiet tone. ‘‘You know what
it would mean if Mr. Quelch or Wingate
found this was going on—or the Head.
You know it’s not decent.”

“Go hon "

“ Are you going to stop us?™ sneered
Bolsover major. \

Wharton compressed his lips,

“71 don't know that I have the right to
stop you. Bo long as no member of the
football team joipa in it it's not my
business.”

Tae Macner Lisrary.—No, i
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“Your gealkeeper's in it,” msid
Skinner, wi%h a hai:h. : :
Wharton looked at Harzeldene. The

latter coloured uncomfortably.

“Qnly ten bob on it!" he muttered,

“Hadn't you better call that bet off,
Hazel 7" said Harry. “It's not worth
vour while toe go in for this sort of
thinf.”

“1 don't see——"" began Hazel, with a
snllen look,

“Yon can see that members of the
team coan’t be allowed to make bets on
the matches, I suppose? T can’t a
man who puts money on the game,™

“I've done it now.™

“8mithy will call off the bet.”

“I don't want im to,” said Hazel
sulkily. I don't see any harm in it
I'm suro to win, too.”

“That's not the point.” “Wharton

anced round at the Removites, “1

aven't come here to interfere. I don't
want to meddle. I think it's all rotten,
and you're welcome to opinion, that's
all. But any chap who lays beta on the
match doesn’t play for the Remove to-
morrow—that's flat!™

And with that Harry Wharton walked
out of the Common-room.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Skinner’s Schemse !

THERE was a buzz in the room
after the captain of the Remove
had gone. Vernon-Smith amiled

sarcastically.

Hazel was red and angry and uncom-
fortable. Skinner and Sncop exchanged
glances and grinned.

But it was easy to sce that most of the
fellowas there fully agreed with Harry
Wharton's views,

“Well, any more takers!” asked the
Bounder, " What price you, Browney "

“Go and eat coke!” was the reply of
thagew %ﬁﬂhnd ]l.m.t]l:-r.k o

Wi o . r Iuck, |."

“Rats | satd Peter Todd.

“(Oh, don't let Wharton frighten you
off ! sneered Bkinner. ** Who the merry
dickens 1s. Wharton, anyway? Ha isn't
Keiser of Greyfriara!”

Potar Todd came over to Bkinner.

“ My dear S8kinner, I am not frightened
~—I'm merely decent,” he said. “I do
not ke a fellow to suggest otherwise,
Under such circumstances, I gener
pull & fellow's nose—like that!"

. Bkinner gave a muffled yell as Peter’s

finger and thumb suddenty gripped his

long, thin nose like a vice,

* Gug-gug-gog !

Skinner jerked his nose away, and
rubbed it foriously. Peter Todd strolled
away to do his prep, and Skinner did not
follow him. He was not a fighting-man ;
and he took that tweak of the nose free,
gratis, and for nothing, as BSquiff
remarked,

Cecil Reginald Temple of the Fourth
was acting as stakeholder for the merry
sportamen, and he was looking rather un-
comiortabla terI_r. TEE]PIE was rather a
sporiing you mat tless way ; not
at all ﬂﬂF the lines of ILgkiﬂm&w or the
Bounder. He began to wish that he had
bad nothing to do with the affair; but he
did not care to withdraw.

“Well, is that the lot?" he ashed
rather grufly.

“ Any more merry sporismen prepared
to back up the Remove? yawned' the
Bounder. * Two to one, you know.™

“T'm your man, Smithy !” jerked ont
Billy Bunter. “I'll take you on, in
tenners.”

“Ha, ha, ha

The Bounder grinned.

“ Produce your tenner,” he said.

Tur Micuer Lrarary.—Na. 510.
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“I'm expecting & postal-order to-

morrow— )
For ten quid 1" chuckled Skinner,
“"Ahem! Notexactly, But, of courss,

ou can trust me fo pay up, Smithy.

esides, it won’t be necessary for me
to pay up, as I shall win., TI'll hand
Temple my I O U for the amount—"

" RBow-wow 1™

“ Mow, look hers, S8mith—" urged
Bunter.

W Gh,. !'H.L'!I"

Vernon-Smith turned his back on the
Owl of the Remove; and Temple walked

away. Billy Bunter bore down on Lord

Mauleverer, who was looking on at the
scene from the spfa.

“ Mauly, old chap, you've got a tenner
abont yon, I know—-=—">"

“Yasa!” said Mauly.

“Lend it to me.”

“By gad! What a humorist yau are,
Buonter ! said his lordship.

“I'm not joking, Mauly——"

“ Yaas, you are !”

o L, ere, you as3, I want a tenner

Lord Mauleverer got up und strolled
away. Billy Bunter gave a sort of dis-
gust, and rolled out of the Common-
room. He wias quite furious at having to
let that great chance slip for want of a
little rendy cash; and at that moment he
fully endorsed Brutus: bitter remarke on
those who “lock snch raseal counters
f. their friends.”

@ made his way to Study No. T, to
try Peter Todd as & last chance. He
found Peter and Tom Dution there, at
work.

“You'll never get your prep done at
this rate, Bunter,” said ;

“ Bother prep! Look here, Peter, it's
a ain snd & shame to miss & chance like
this! The Bounder's offering two to one
aguinst Greyfriars to-morrow, and Grey-
friars will win,"

“There's a good chance, nn;war."
agreed Todd. *I'm in the team.’

“Well, then, lend me a quid—-"

“To make bets with 7"

£ YE!-”

Peter Todd locked round the study.
He was not leoking for a quid, however,
but for a cricket-stump, Bunter blinked
at him angrily, and turned to Tom
Dutton, the deaf junior.

“Will you lend me a quid 1" he roared
in Dotton's ear.

-IIEit?'l‘l

“Lend me a quid.”

“What kid?”

“Not kid—quid !" shrieked Bunter. “1
want to la}* it on the footer-match to-
morrow. 111 settle up after the match.”

“There!s some on the mantelpiece,”

“Eht Bome what?™

“* Matches.”

“You silly ass !" velled Bunter.

“Eh? Didn't you ask me for a

‘match "

Bunter gasped. _

"1 f"ﬂu for & gquid to lay on the
match, you howling ass!" .

“I don't see that it’s the business cof
this study %o provide a kid with
matches,” said Dutton, shaking his head.

“Tet him get his matches himeself.”
": DE]f'-,:"T'mbﬂ ! You deaf idiot—""
l - L}

" Yon—you silly jabberwock—"

48 ‘mt ?-‘F!‘

“Oh, you chump! Will you lend me a
pound " raved Bunter.

“* A pound T

i YE!.!I‘

“ Matches gre not sold by the pound,
aro they 1"

“Dh, my hat 1"’ L

“Besides, what on earth does any kid
want & pound of matches for?" nsked
Tom Dutton at&gum-antath:aly.

Bunter glared at him, with a glare that
almost oracked his spectacles. Tom

Dutton was certainly deaf; but Bunfes
did not believe he was quite po deaf ab
this. But the fat junior gave it up, and
turned to the door again. Peter Todd
B in the way, with a cricket-stump
in_his hand.

The fat junicr eyed that stump appre-

ely.
= Lml{ hero, Peter——" he began.
“You haven't done your prep,
Banter.”
. “I'm not going to do it; I'm chancing
it. I've got more important matters to
attend to!” morted “ Talk
aﬁl;ﬂut Nebuchadnezzar fiddling while

Bunter.

8 . was burning!™ he added
witheringly.
Peter chuckled.

“ Never mind Nebuchadnezzar,” he
sard. "' You're going to do your prep,
and you're not going to make bets on
the 5t.. Jim's match. Bold blades and
merry dogs are barred in this study ; like-
wise slackers and work-shys. 8it down !”

“I'm not going to! I—— Yaroooh "

Whack ! .

‘" Are nuﬁﬁing te do your prep?™-

ck yo

“I'—I'R 1, vou ekinny beast ™
roared Bunter.

Whack !

“Yow-ow-woooop! Leave off, yom
rotter! 'T—I don't mind doing m

prep ! ‘wailed Bur;:t:r. i In_l;i;: : b
was just going to begin, you st 1'%
“liet:ter in, then,

y , or you'll get
tnﬂt;l_ar lin!:m ike that 1™
Billy Bunter sat down to work, with

a face like a wild Hun. Peter sat down,

too, keeping the cricket-stump handy,

There was no arguing with Peter Todd,

or with the stump, and Bunter had to do

his prep, and leave over his sporting

Wahnm for a more favourable oppor-
nICY.

Meanwhile, there was much discussion
in the Remove on the. subject of the
Bouonder and his esgay in the role of a
bookmaker. The oral opinion of the
Remove was that Vernon-Smith was an
ass. The fellows naturaslly favoured thoir
own feam’s chances in the mateh, and it
certainly looked as if the Bounder had
allowed this resentment to cloud his
usually clear judgment. Harry Whar-
ton’s eleven was m splendid form:; and
they were to play on their own ground,
which waa something of an advan .
They were very likely indeed to wing
and if they won the Bounder stood to
lose quite a considerable sum of money,
Money came easily to the millionaire’s
son; but twenty pounds was & scrious
amount, even for Herbert Vernon-Smith,

And the fact that the Bounder
evidently ho for the defeat of Whar-
ton's team did not add to his popularity,

The Bounder, however, sat reading in
the armchair, with a complete indiffer-
enca to the remarks and the looks of his
Form-fellowa, He went on his own wil-
ful way regerdless of their opinion,

Skinner had joined Snoop in the
latter’s study, after scamping hie prep,
Both of the black eheep of the Bemove
wera in cheery apirits, Snoop had &
amall sum staked on the match, Skinner a
large one. It was a little odd that so
cantious a fellow ae Skinner should stake
the whole of his birthday fiver on what
wes, after all, & chance; but he appeare
to have no unassiness,
 *Ten quid to-morrow, Snoopey !" said
Skinner, ae he lighted a cigarctte. * Good
old E.m;iEhyI He's got his back up after
being left out of the eleven, and it’s made

him v the giddy ox!  This is the
chanu%hnf a Iif;ﬂme. Two to one in
fivera! What"”
Sncop nodded. \
“Smithy's an aes!” he eaid. " Bof
after all, 8t. Jim's may | off a win,
fkinney. You stand to lose your fiver

if they da ™t :
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Bkinner closed one cye. )

“T'mi risking ten bob,” said Bnoop.
“Rut a fAver! I snould think twice
about that—or three times, in fact!™

“I'm not risking much,” said Bkinner
coolly. ;

“Rut St Jim's are a good team; I've
seen them play. They've $nt some first-
rato men—_Tom Merry, Talbot, Figgmns;
and their goalkeeper, that fat Wynn, is
a regular corker. I wouldn't have taken
on the bet if the Bounder hadn't offered
odds !

8kinner smiled. 3

“Plessed if I see your game!” said
Snoop, with a very curious look at his
chum. *“ Nothing's happened to the 3t.
Jim's team, I suppose, that you've got
secret newe of 17

“They're playing Levison, who used to
bo in the Remove here,” smiled Skinner.

“He must be pretty goed, or Tom
Merry wouldn’t play him,” eaid Snoop.
“And, even if he was only so-80, one
man wouldn't make much difference.”

“ He mith, if he liked.”

“Phew ! .

#] got on pretty well with Levison
here,” vawned Skinner. " Birde of a
foather, you know. Levison, as I knew
him, would have sold his own grandfather
for a quid. He would sell a footer match
cheaper than that.”

“Oh, my hat!"

“A tip to Levieon, and I fancy we
shall have a man in the 8t. Jim's team
who will soe that Greyfriars wins,"” said
Bkinner coolly. *Buppose he bargains
for a quid—well, we can afford it. You
can etand five bob towards if, as you
stand to ecore if 1t comes off.”

Bnocop whistled,

“ And you think he'll do it?"

“] know he will. Levison's always
hard up, owing to geegess and things;
he's a rogular rnpanorter, as Fishy
would say, when it comes to sporling
matters. He could give the Bounder
points and beat him in that line. He
will jump at the offer. I fancy the teams
are about equally balanced; and one man
playing to lose will make all the differ-
cnce. Smithy's tenner is ae safe as if I
had it in my pocket ab this minute 1"

¥I—I say, Skinner, it's rather thick "

“ Are you going to preach?” grinmed
Skinner. ' If Smithy splashes his money
about like this he must expect to fﬂ
somée of it annexed. He shouldn’t play
the ox if he doesn't want to got rooked.
Bosides, this will be & lesson to Smithy,
It's wrong to make bets on football
matches, you know !

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

And, whoever elze might be doubtlul
on the point, Bkinner of the Remove
looked forward to the morrow's malch
with serene confidence. It did not occur
to him that, with all his astuteness, he
was in danger of over-reaching himself.

= e

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
The Bounder Chips In!

ARRY WHARTON was looking a
H little less cheery than usual when
the Remove came up to Lheir
daormitory. The matier of Hazel-
denc weighed on his mind. Hazel was to
kecp goal for the Remove against Tom
Merry's team—at least, that had becn
the arrangement. Wharton did not want
to drop him out at the last moment,
gapecinlly ns his asister Marjoric was
coming over from Cliff House to sce the
match. DBut if Hazel's bet with the
Bounder stood, tho caplain of the Re-
move had no choice about the matter.
It was necessary to draw the line some-

where. 3
Hazel gave him a sullen lock in the
dormitory, but he did not speak. ‘The
Bounder glanced at both of them with an
ironical smile, If hia cbject was to sow
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One Penny. b

Crocked ! (See Chapter 8.) [

discord in the football eleven, he had
sucoepded.  Wharton wondered whether
that was his object. Tt would have been
very like tho Bounder of the old damys,
but Harry could not quite think so now.
But, whether he intended it or not, that
was what Vernon-3mith had done, and
it placed Wharton in an awkward Eﬂ@
tion, Bulstrode, who could have kept
goal, was crocked by a cycling accident,
and could not take Hazel's place. It
would be necessary to play a reserve w
was not up to the form of either, and
the Remove's prospects of a win would
bo considerably modified. And that, by
the way, wuufd improve the Bounder's
chances of winning his reckless wagers.

The next morning Hazeldene joined
the Famous Five as they went out into
the guad together before breaklast. His
face was angry and sulky.

“Am I playing this afterncon?” he
asked, plunging into the subject at once.

“I 'lmp-n so," sald Wharton,

"1t depends on you, I suppose?

or no!" . ")

“J can’t play a man who makes bets
on  the muﬁzhgs," said Harry quietly.
“You ought to be able to see that for
yvourself,”"

“The bet's made”

“You can call it off.”

“That's for Smithy to sy.
withow® his permission.”

““Well, ask him."

“T1 don't ¢are to.” : ;

“Then you can take it that you're
not in the cleven !” said Wharton.

“That's enough !”

Flazeldene walked away, with a savage
frown. The Famous Five ecxchanged
uncomfortable glances.

“ Silly na&[”ggrunted Johnny Bull

“JIt's rotten!” remarked Bob Cherry.
“ Marjorie will think tlilere'a been a row.
tan't be helped, though!™ .
ﬁh"I «f.*::m'l-:i|1]E|l:'.Et do anything clse,” said
Harry.

Buf hiz face was clonded.

“Who'a poing to keep goal ?

“Rake, of course!”

“The estcemed Rake can keep goal,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Tt is pitiful that the excellent Bulstrode

Yen

I ean't

is off his colour. But we shall beat St
Jim's all the samefully.”

“I hope so0.”

Dick Roke was willing enough to play.
He was good in goal, tinugl:: it was nok
his favourite position. DBut tho captain
of the Remove still hoped that Hazel
“}'Iquld come round and do the sensible
thing.

The Bounder spoke to him as the Re-
move were going in to morning lessona,

“Yau've got your goalie, I hear,” he
remarked.

“All your fault ! said Harry tartly.

“Yes; it looks a bit better for my
Ermp&cta, doesn't 1t?"”- grinned the

punder. *'I ghall make quite a haul
aver this match ‘! Rake lets the hall
through often enough; and he's not a
champlon goalie, Is gﬂ?“

Wharton opened his Iiﬁs. but closed

ing. It was

themn again without spea
uselass to utter bitter words.

The Bounder laughed, and went into
the Form-room.

After mﬂrninﬁ leszons, huwe:rer.
Vernon-8mith fellowed Hazcldene into
the quadrangle. Hazel was looking

aullen. He felt aorely his exclusion from
the team, though a wrong-headed pride
prevented him from meeting his skipper’s

|'iEWH.
“ About that bet, Hazel?" began
Vernon-Smith. ’

““Oh, hang the bet!" broke out Hazel
irritably. *'Confound the bet, and con-
found you, SBmithy !"

i Hﬂ,_-ha-_p hﬂ!”

Hazel gave him a moody look.

“You can cackle!” he said. “I wanted
to play to-day. It's rotten! After all,
Wharton's not so very far wrong. A
member of a team oughtn't to make bets
on the result: it's bound to affect his

lav. I'm not going to be dictated to;
ut it's rotten 1™ . :

“Your sister will be disappointed at
not sesing you in the team," the Bounder
remarked.

“ A lot you care about that!" sncered
Hazel.

“Why should I

“Well, you don't, anyway !’

The Bounder laughed again.
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¥ ¥oun ought to kfﬁp goal this after-
noon, Hazaf Bulstrode's out of it, and
Rake isn't up to wyour form in - goal,
though he can play your head off any-
where glse in the team.” :

“] supposs that's what was In your
mind!” said Hazel sarcastically. “ ¥ou
want to win your filthy bots by making
trouble in the team!”

“Did I ask you to lay sour bet?”
drawled the Bounder, "“You jumped at
the chance,” X

“1 did it without ﬂ:lm'llmﬁ.“

“Well, have it off, then|

“(h!1" said Hazel.

“T've spoken o Templo,” smiled the
Bounder., “In fact, I've told him that
the bet's off. Come along with me, and

ek your stake back, and then go and tell
Whovice is aB righkcs’

Hazél brightened up very considerably.

“1 say, Smithy, that's jolly decent of
voul I—=I’m gorry I epoke ae I did just
now—"

“All perene! Hard words break no
bones.™ _

“Put you're dishing yourself, though,”
said Hazel, *“If.the Remove wins, you
loze all your other bets. You can’t want
the Remove to win.”

;" Ha.turall;;'. "

“Yet you're making it possible for me
to play, and you say yourself that I can
keep goal better than Rake "

“Quite so !

“ Blessed if T understand you, then!
What are you deing it fori™

“ There's such & thing aﬂBphfmg the
geme, you know,” said the Bounder, .

Haze] laughed

“ There is; but it's not much 1n your|

line!” he said.

“Thanks! Now let us go and sce
Temple,” said the Bounder, unmoved.

" Higiﬂ. you are!” :
Ten minutes later Hazel came down
the footer-field with a very bright face.
The Remove footballers were punting o

ball about there before dinner.

“Hava :;mu fixed it with Rake yot,
Wharton 7’ Hazel asked.

“I've told him he will ke wanted if
you den’t keep goal,” said Harry
curtly, It depends on you. The place
is yours if you want it.”

“If the bet's off, you mean?”

“Yes: that's tood. "

“Well, it's off 1"

“Cood !” said Harry, his face clearing.
“I'm jolly glad you've decided like this,
]I! EE' (L

“Tt was Bmithy who decided, as &
matter of fact. o made me the offer,
g0 that I could play.”™

“Oh!" sald Harry,

“ Well, of all the gueer fishes, I think
Emithy is about the queerest!” said Bob
Cherry. “I was really beginning to
think thet he had hngl!;e& our goalkecper
on purpose, becausa of his rotten bets on
the match.

“ 1 didn't think s0," said Harry quietly ;
“and it's like Pmithy to do us a good
tarn like this, too. e 18 & queer fish,
and no mistake; but he’s a sportsman—
in our way as well as the other way. It's
jolly decent of him!”

And the captain of the Remove spoke
to the Bounder on the subject when the
juniora went in to dinner.

The Bounder laughed,

“All serenn!” he said. " As a matter
of fact, I didn’t want to bet with Hazel;
but as I offered the odds to everybody, I
couldn’t retuse him. I'm glad he agreed
to have the bet off, .&ﬂg ;r'-:-u"-'a got a
ripping goalie in Hazel—he's at the top
ufpgin orm for once!™

“Jt's decent of you,” said Harry. "I
wish——

Hea paused.

“You wish—what?"

“I wish wvould pive up the

ot
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shady goat, and be as you used to be,”
said Harry frankly. “1t's sll very well
for a waster like SBnoop, but it's not good
enough for you, Bmithy 1" :

The Bo went into the dining-room
without an answer. But Harry har-

ton"s words had found an echo in his|

breask,

e e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Old Asguaintaness 1 ;
WY NWIARDALE, deah boya!™
F The train in the littla
station as D'Arey, of the
Fourth Form at 8t. Jim's,
mads the remark.

h'I_‘-:-m Merry & Co. poured out of the
AL,

There wera three Greyiciars fellows on

the platform to meet them.

arry Wharton and Bob Cherry came
towards the Bt. Jim's footballers. Bkin-
ner was t but he was lounging at a
distance, looking on.

Wharton had noticed his presence, and
he had rather wondered what Skinner
was deing there. Bkinner was not, as a
rule, interssted in visiting teams. Tha
chums of the Bemove had found ham
there when they arrived at the station,
but they had not spoken to him.

Wharton shook hands with Tom
Merry. He knew all the fellows in the
Bt. Jim's Eleven. well, and he glanced
rather curiously at Ernest Levison, who
hed once been a Greyfriars fellow.

Levison coloured a little as he met
Wharton's glance, but he smiled,

“You haven't forgotten me, Whar-
toni" he remarked,

¢# Not & bit,” said Harry. “DI'm glad
to see you here again, Levison!”

“In the footer team, too!” Bob Cherry
remarked,

Levison laughed,

“Yea; rather a change since I was at
Greyfriare. This kid is my minor.”

Frank Levison shyly shook hands with
Wharton.,

Ho was very like his brother, though
his young, cheery face bad a franker ex-
pression than Levison's.

* Frank's come over with us to see the
match,” explained Levison, * He's not
in the ¢leven, of course.™

“No, I suppose not,” said Harry, with
a smile. Ho turned to Tom Merry, *We
haven't been able to bag a brake; you
don't mind a walk to the school 1

“MNot at all.”

“Wathah not, deah boy!” maid Arthur
Augustus I¥Arcy cheeriully. * Fellows
have to be pwepared to face 'these feah-
ful hardships in war-time. Arve you goin'
to m:;r bag, Blakai"

“ Mo fear !” satd Jack Blake promptly.
“* Are you, Lowthah?”

* Ask me another!” remarked Monty
Lowther.

“ All sewene! I can cawwy it myself,”
said Arthur Augustus, with dignity. "1
am quite weady to face my share of the
sacwifices demanded by the war!”

YTl carry it,” said Levison minor,
taking the bag.

HThank you vewy much, Fwanky! It
is vewy good form for & fag to make
himeelf useful to his eldahs!”

“Oh, bow-wow !” said Frank. And he
marched off with the great Gussy’'s bag.

“Bai Jove!” sard Arthur Augustus.

The footballers left the station, and
Shkinner joined the crowd, and attached
himseli to Ernest Levison.

Levison gave him a coocl ned, but did
not appear anxious to enfer into conversa-
tion with him.

Skinner wes not o be rebuffed by a
eool look, however. Ha come thero
?:E_ta]k to Levison, and he intended to do
1

“Don't hurry, old scout,™ he remarked.

| son. *
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“Lots of time! I've been looking for-
ward to a chat with you, over old times.

“You're very .7 said Levizon, with
some constraint 1 his tone.

“Well, we used to be good friends.”

“Yeop, I remombor, ™

“¥You look a bit different,” said Skin-
ner, eyeing him, :

As gh'mmr walked slowly, Levison had
to drop behind the rest of the party to

keep with him, or else walk on and
leave him alone. He slackened down,

“Tvo 1?7 In what wayi"

“Well, you lock mare At than you
used,” said Blinner, * Ave you going in
much for games?”

(7] Yﬂnrij

“ Football as a regular thing?”
“That's it,”

*You never cared for it at Greyfriars.”
“ Perhaps I've got more sense now,

“H"]’nluﬂld Ig.;rpr BEW n‘i_uci'l ilt'n ?.hﬂ

A, immar. "“Lot ol lag

g‘nnﬂin a muddy ball about a field.”
“Ts ps you fit."

“Yey, I dare it does,” said Skinner,
with a yawn. “1 prefer something a bit
less strenuous myself.” ) .

“Everybody to his taste,” soid Levi-

S?liﬂ, you admit I lock more fit.
You might try it vourself.” ] _

“Not in my liman= thanks!" said Skin-
ner, with a laugh. "I leave the strenuous
lifa to muscular prodigies like Hob Chorry
and Wharton. Etj_.'ll, ‘i’m pretty keen an
this afterncon’s match,” 2

“Vea? gaid Lavison ingquiringly.

Skinner eyed him. There wae a
change in Levison, he eould see that, and
it made him feel a little uncasy. This
was not oxactly the Ernest Levieon he
had known—the emoky, card-plaving,
rockless black sheep, who had made the
Greyfriars Remove too warm for Inm.

It was not only in looks that Levison
had altered—though in looks the differ-
ence wos very marked.

His old-time slouch was gone—his ance
sallow face was ruddy and healthy. e
walked with & epringy stride, his
shoulders well up. His eyes had lost
their sharp, suspicious look, and their
gaze wae clear snd Jfearless, Only the
elightly earcastic curl of his lip reminded
Skinner of the old Levison,

But there was more than that. There
was & more subtle change in him, which
Skinner rather felt than saw. It came
as a shock to Bkinner, who was counting
u Levison being the same shady
fellow as of old,

Levison guickencd his pace a little,

“No hurry,” muttered Skinner,

“We'ra dmpging behind "

“That doesn’t matter—kick.off
till three.”

“Oh, all vight !"”

Levieon's evident desire to avoid =
heart-to-heart talk with his old acquaint-
ance added to Skinner's uneasiness, Tt
seemed only too clear that there was littie
or nothing in common beiween them
now.,

“It was a surprise to me when I Tward
you were in Tom Mecry's team,” said
ﬁki&ner, gt last. *“How did you work
it?

“Y was given the place, of courac !

“On your merits?"

“ Naturally.”

“Then you are taking the game
sertously 7"

“QLIitEa“

“ What's your place in the tcam **

“I'm playing insideright toalay:
Figging couldn’t come. t's Figging'
place really; but he's home.”

“(Oh, you're not a regular member of
tha cloven, then i

“I play in a good mauy matchee, Of
coursc, a chap can't play every time—
unless he’s a very special man, hke
Talbot or Tom Merry or Fatty Wynn."

13 %
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" And you're o forward I

Levison laughed.

“Tom Merry thinks so, or he wouldn't
lay me.” _
> '?I—I supposc so. 1 noticed your
mincr just now.” Skioner glanced up

the road, where Frank Iﬁ?mﬂmﬂ Wb
trotting along cheerily wit "Arcy’s
bag. “ What on earth .]rmve you brought
him here for 1"

“Why ehouldn’t I? He wanted to see

th - .
i ?:;id if T should have thonght you

were the kind of chap to coddle a young

brother "

" 0Oh, rot!™ ]

“Is he much in your line?"

Levison compressed his lipa.

“1 dnn‘t quite sce what you mean,

kinner.

Ex‘“I mean, in the way of smokes and
geegoes and billiards and things.”

“Not in tho least.” : _

“Well, he looks it,” said Skinner, with
a eneer. “Looks as if butter wouldn't
melt in his mouth. And you—you've
taken to having a goody-goody minor
hanging about you! It beats me!

Skinner was puzeled, and he was
annoyed as well.  Instinctively he knew
that Levison's regard for his young
brother boded mo good to his scheme.
Frank's honest, candid young face irm-
tated him and made him vaiguu! un-
easy. Levison was about the last fellow
in the world he would have expected to
be influenced by his young brother's
opinion of him; yet he could see—he
rvealised nt once—that Levison thought
a good deal of his minor's opinion. A
dismaring thought was in Bkinner's
mind, that his scheme for hagﬁ:mﬁ
‘@mithy's tenner was nob such a dea
cert as he had believed. .

Levison was rfuickening hia pace
again. He had not answered Skinner's
remark, &nd did not eeem inclined for
further talk. .

“0Oh, den't hurry!” anapEed Skinoer.
“Look here, Levison, I took the trouble
to come along here just to have s talk
with you."” ] 1 ;

“0h, all right,” said Levison, elowing
down ones more, with obviouz reluct-
guee. *'Wo don't want them to get out
of m:'[ght, you koow." .

“J've pot some smokes about
hinted Skinner.
vou any harm, under the trecs here, and
there's lots of time.”

“Tt would do me a pood deal of barm,
when I'm just going to k}:lﬂ:? footer,™
said Levison, laughing. “I shall want
all my wind in the match. No, thanks!”

“ Perhaps you've given up emoking "
asked 8kinner, with a aneer.

“Right on the wicket.”

“RBy gad! Honest?”

(9] ?ﬂ.”

“ But why?" -

“] don't care for it. It's a fool's
game, anyway.”

“And perhaps it's a fool's game to
have a quid on a geegee for a race, or
ten bob on a hundred upl?” sneered
Skinner. ‘

“Yos, I think so.”

“My hat! Elave you given that up,
tﬂﬂ?” .

“Qute,"

“0Ohtt

Levison paused, and looked ot 8kinner.

“T'd better speak out, Skinner,” he

I'.T'_IE [ 8]

said guietly, “I'm a bit different chap

from what I was at Greyfriars, a
and T don’t intend to begin the ald game
again ot any price. There's precious
few things we nﬂuld agree on, I fanoy,
and it's not much jawl Let's
get after the others.
Laovison strode on raﬁ;iilj, and Bkinner
remained standing in the road, his hands
clenched and his eyes gleaming under his

ﬁund JAWINE.

# A fag wouldn't do.
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knitted brows. This was a facer for him !

VIt fairly took his breath away for some

moments. X =
“ By gad!" he muttered. “By gad!
He broke into a run, and caught up

with Levison before the latter could join
the footballers.

“Hold on a minute !”

He caught Levison by the arm and
stopped him.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Nothing Doing 1
TUM MERRY & CO. were well

shead, chatting with Wharton
and éherry as they walked on
towards Greyiriars. Bome of the
juniors had noticed that Levison had
dro behind with Skinner, but only
supposed that he wanted a chat with an
old ncquaintance. Only Frank had
luncedﬂqback once or twice, with a little
i?'r-:rwn on his brow. Frank did not like
Skinner's Jooks. But he went on with
the juniors, and did not think of nter.
rupting the talk between his brother and
the latter’s former schoolfellow. :

Levison looked impatient as Bkinner
brought him to o stop. Dot he bore it
as civilly as he could.

"We]ﬂr what is it?" ho asked.

“T haven't finished yet,” said Bkinner.
“ Dash it ull, Levison, you might be a bit
moro friem:'liy with an old pal!”

“T don't know that we were pals when
I was at Greyiriars,” said Levison. “I
don’t remem your showing me much
sympathy when I had to clear cut!"

“Well, we wereo friends,” said Bkinner.
“T was jolly interested when I heard you
were in the 8t. Jim's team, and coming
over here. Have you got anything on
this match ?’

“TNo you mean b bet?”

£ YE:E-."

“No, I haven't!"”

“You haven't backed gyour own
mm?”

13 Nn.t.

“That's good.” ]

“Our skipper would have something
to to any chap who made bets on the
matches,” said Levison. * But I tell you
I've chucked all that kind of thing.
It's & mug's game, and I've done wi
it.

“Well, I've not done with it,” said
Bkinner sulldly. *I like to see life o
bit, mgmii. v got something on this
game.

“You'll lose it, most likely, if you're
backing Greyfriars. We're going all out
to win,” said Levison, with a smile.

¢ “One of our ::ha.% is ha-:l:i::-g your
team, two to one. ou know Vernon-
SmltL?ll

“Tha fellow you call the Bounder—
m ¥

““Hea's lnid two to one on 3% Jim's in
fivers."” .

“That's rather a compliment to va”

“0Oh, he did it because he was ratty
at being pushed ocut of the eleven. He's
been offering the odds up and down the
Remove like a blessed bookie. " Well,
I've taken him on—in fivera.”

“Phew! You're a lucky chap to have
fivers to play with, in war-time."”

#“T den't have any, as & rule; but I
got this one on my birthday from m
uncle. I've laid it on Greylriare, and
stand to bag a tenner if Greyfriars wins."”

“You may bag the tenner; but I
should say that it's at least equal chances
that you'll lese your fiver.” :

“I don't want to lose it! I can't
afford to lose :t! I shouldn’t have
booked the bet if I'd thought it was =&

tter of chance, of course. [ can't

ord to gamble to that tune!”

“ But you've done it, you say.”

One Penny. (]

* Recause I looked on it as a dead
cert.” ;

Levison shrugged his shoulders,

“I don't see why you ghould, 8kinner,
Did you think we were the sort of team
to be walked over "

“Not exactly, I reckened that the
teams were about equally matched.”

*“1 think that's about right.”

“ But with an old pal in the 8t Jim'a
Eleven I thought I could count on a
Grayfriars win as a cert.”

It was out now!

Levison stopped dead,
Bkinner,

“You thought—what?"” he ejaculated.

“Oh., don’t come the conscientious
objector with me!"” gsaid Skinner
savagely. “0Of course I thought so,
when I knew you were in the 8t. Jim's
team. I'm ready to treat you well—a
quid out of the fiver, for doing nothin
but let the Remove through., That's
good encugh, I supposa 1™

“Why, you rotter—"" ;

Levison clenched his hands, and his
eyes blazed.

There had been a time when such a
proposal would not have shocked and
angerad Levison. But that time was
past, a3 his looks clearly.showed.

Bkinner looked at him with mingled
surprise and anger.  He was quite as
angry as Levison. He had counted on
this as a certainty., He had risked lis
birthday fiver on it. Never for a
moment had he doubted that Ernest
Leavison would willing to entar into
the rascally scheme, and pocket his share
of the plunder.

“¥You want me to sell the match so
that you can swindle the fellow you've
made a bet with !"" exclaimed Levison,

Skinner reddened.

*“All's fair in war,” he said au]]anlq'.
“I'm out to win, of course. I can't
afford to take risks with fivers; I'm not
2 And ou thought T'd help you?”

* And vou thought I' u

“E{lf -‘i::&:rm iidl:]dd:: f{:‘i{imim“
an ¥ Wh}' Ol t ave you
ﬁnﬂ the conscientious cbjectors since I

saw you?"

Iﬁ?iﬂﬂn‘n hand;igﬂnienn]l:ei .

; stlmime ou'd a right to think so,
he said alow 3; b | w?mtt punch your
head for insulting me, S8kinner—

“¥ou'd better not, hang you !

staring at

“1 su , when I was the fellow you
knew, méaht have played such a dir
trick, I don’t know. But, anyway,
shouldn’t play it now. Nothing more to
be said. -biye I

“Hold on, Levison! Look here, I'll
go halves!™

“ Halves in what®"'

“In Smithy's tenner, If Ht Jim's
lose, I get & tenner from the Bounder.
Five quid each—thers !"

it I suppose you can't under-
stand !"" said Levison impatiently. “It's
not & guestion of money. I wouldn't do
u';fau wank for a hundred poundas!”

You wouldn't?"
“Mg! Tathat plain encugh for you ¥
Skinner bit his P till it almost bled.
“You mean you're going to leave ma

in the lurch, when I've depended on you,

and staked my money on you?” he
muttered.

“¥ou shouldn’t have done it. I'm
certainly not going fo leave my team in

l:hhe“ %Emh to help you win your roiten
ots |
“I—I say, Levison "—3kinner was

almost husky with rage and alarm—'"T—
I say, you <an't fail me like this! That
fiver's all I've got—and I've put it on
the Remove for the match! I ocan’t
afford to lose it. I—I owe money. Look
here, you drive a hard bargain, but I'm
in your hands if you choose to blead me,

Lose the match for 8t Jim's, and
U Tar Magyer Lisgamr.—No, 510.
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‘hall hava all the winnings—the whole
tenier. 1 shall only keeriv my stake.”

Levison gave him one look, turned on
his heel, and strode after the foot-
ballers.

“Levison !" called Skinner. s

Levison did not answer. He hurried
on, and rejoined Tom Merry & Co,
Skinner followed more slowly, his thin
face quite pale. It was only too clear
now that he had been aiI'Egmuﬁl? Tnia-
taken in counting upon Ernest Levison
to betray his side in the.match, His dead
cart had turned out extremely uncertain,
ga dead certs so often do. Kis birthday
fiver depended now upon the chance that
thae Remave would win on their merita as
players; just about an even chance.
That was not good enough for a sporis-
man of Skinner’s kidney; but it was all
that was left to him,

As the cad of the Remove tramped on,
his faco white and his eyes glinting, a
deadly hatred burned in his heart for the
fellow who had failed him—by refusing
to play a treacherous game for his profit.

Vernon-8mith was lounging in the
geteway when the juniors arrived at the

achool.  He nodded to Tom Merry & Co.,
glancing rather curiously at BOT
minor., He gave a friendly word to

Ernest Levison as he passed. The foot-
ballers went in, and a few minutes later
Harold Skinner arrived. i

““ Waiting for you, dear boy,” said the
Bounder. “Are you ut&:,fltg‘ in for the
match this afternoon? was thinking
of a run aver to Highcliffe. There's a
game on in Ponsonby's study.”

“I—I'm going to watch thes game, I
think !"* muttered Skinner. S i

“Thinking of your merry fiver?”
asked the Bounder. *That was rather 2
reckless plunge for yom, wam't 1,
Bkinner? You quits took my breath
‘wﬁ‘ :J] Gd

inner pausad.

i Perhnlﬁ it was,” he said, “If you
want to call the bet off, Smithy—"

il I ﬂun!t !.TI

“ You're risking a temner—and Grey-
friars will win, you know 1"

Vernon-Smith gave him a keen look.

“VYou thought Greyfriarg had a dead
part yesterday,” he said. " And if yon
thought it was a dead cert now
woul  of
ococurred to -alter your opinion of the
Remove's prospectat’”

" Nothing,"” said Skinner hastily, quite
taken a.hn::lli by the ease with which the
keen-oyed Dounder saw through him, “I
think Greyfriars will win.™

“Then wou'll bag my tenner,” smiled
the Beounder. _

“J—I don't want to rob you,” said
Akinner lamely. *“If you'd like to call
off the bet, I'm agreeable.”

:: Only out of regard for me §'2
.68, .

“Dear old chap! What 2 pal to
have 1’ said the Bounder, with sarcastic
affection. ** You booked the bet because
you wanted my tenner; but since then
yon've developed a conscientious objec-
tion, and you want to call off the bet
bacause you're certain to win my tenner !
This is really kind. Generous, in fact ["

Skinner winced under the Bounder's

you

EArCasm, :
“ Now, why do you want the bet called
off 1  msked {":smun-ﬂmlth coolly.

“ Rotting apart, what's your reason 1"

#1—] don't want it—"

* Lot 1 stand, then.”

“Look here, Bmithy, T—I'd rather call
it off 1" blurted out Bkinner, driven to
tha jﬁmﬂl at last. *If you don’t mind

“ Byt T do,” said Vernon-Bmith coolly.
“1f you want to call it off, it’s becanse
you’ve lost faith in Erﬂﬂmrs. And
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you're a keen judge, dear boy. Some-
thing's happened to your d cert. Do
the 8t. Jim's fellows strike f'ﬂu as bein

& team of re nternationa
champions "

* Ne-no 't

“Then why these sudden doubts? You

hadn't any doubts yesterday.”

Bkinner bit his lip and was silent. Hae
¢ould hardly explain to the fellow he had
betted with why he had counted on that
win as a cert. But the Bounder, as a
matter of fact, did. not need any
explanation. His keen brain was already
thinking it out.

“You went down to the station to meet
the party! Did vou have a jaw with
your merry old pal Levison "

Skinner started.

“ Did you ask hir, as a friendly favour,
make 1:1':: & cert for you?"

No. I-—-I—2

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared the Bounder.
“¥You silly ass! I could see that Levison
was looking ratty when he came in—and
I heard Talbot ask him if it was an old
friend he’d stopped behind to talk to. So
that was your game, old scout—a friend
in the enemy’s camp, and & certain win
and the ghost has refused to walk, so you
want to call the bet off 1"

Akinner stood biting his lips with rage.
It was not much.use denying it. The
Bounder read him like an open book,

“And you were going to swindle me
out of my tenner,” sald Vernon-Smith,

to

r—=

*t want the bet called off. What's |

greatly amused, *and share out the pro-
ceeds with Lovieon, if he played vyour
game. I say, Bkinner, that was playing
it Eﬂtthei:r ]uug;dﬂwn on a pal, wasn't it7”

“"Well, T won't call the bet off,” said
the Bounder deliberately. * You've got
an even chance now—a fair chance; and
it’s all: you'd have eipected if you'd been
commonly decent. ut, by gad, what a
fool—what & slly fool I am ‘to get mixed
up with a rotten bizney hke "this!
2kinner, dear boy, you've dono more to
make me see the error of my cheery ways
than a hundred sermons would have done,
T'm dashed if I think it's gquite good
enough, by gad[”

The DBounder lounged away, leaving
Skinner }Eia and disturbed, 18 ax-
posure of his rascality did not trouble him
go much as the peril to his bhirthday
fiver; but, nevertheless, the Bounder's
contempt penetrated his thick skin.

Vernon-8mith walked away to the foot-
ball-ground, his hands driven deep into
his- pockets. The sardonic amusement
had died out of his face. The wretched
swindle Bkinner had attempted did not
shock him, but the dingy meanness of it
got on his nerves, somehow. He knew
that there was seldom any gambling
without an accompaniment of petty
swindlery—that the quest of *something
for nothing ® naturally roused all the
meanest and most unserupulous feelings
in the human breast. It gave him an

intolerable sense of the meanness of the
whole thing—a feeling that i was not
clean to be mixed up in such transactions.
Bkinner, quite unintentionully, had done
the Bourrder good !

B ——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Desperate Measures !

4 LL serenc—what?”
Sidney James Bnoop asked
that question as he met

. 2kinner in the quadrangle.
ﬁ:&:mner’a gloomy look rather alarmed

1.

“No!”? anupged Skinner.

::%::-u:;m spoken to Levisoni™
B,

“Well, then &

“He's refused |”

“Oh! Well, you're an ass, Skinner:

ou didn't offer him enough!” growled

oop. “Just like you to spoil a good

thing by being stingy! You should have
offered him halves.” .

“1 offered him the lot, if he'd make my
fiver safe for me,” said Bkinner moodily.
“He refused.”

“Refused = the tenner?”

Enm.{;:, opening his eyes wide.
1?‘:5

exclaimed

o . He's changed since we knew
him.

“He must have!” said Snoop iIn
astonishment. “The Levison I know

would have sold his whole family, to the
thirtieth and fortieth gencration, for a
tenner. Then the game's up?"”

“ Looks like it."

“Well, I'm ﬁlnd I've only got ten hob
on if, after all, 1 was going to raise
another quid and put on. I'm glad 1
didn’t, now. After all, very likely Grey-
friars wi'l win. No reason why they
shouldn's."

“That's not good enough for me. I
can't afford to loso my tiver 1f Wharten
gets beaten.”

“ Perhaps Bmithy will let you ery off I

“He won't. I've asked him. He—
he's spotted the game! He's as keen as
a razor,” muttered Skinner. “He's
pucssed that I tried to fix it with Levison
for 8t. Jim's to lose.”

“Phew! He certainly won't let you
call it off, then. You'll have to grin and
bear it, Skinney. There isn't any other
chap in the 8t. Jim's team you could try
to get at, I sappose?”

“Yeos—il I wanted my nosa smashed I™
snarled Skinner. “But I dont!”

an langhed.

“Well, I must say there’s nobody in
that gang I should care to tackle with a
suggeation of the kind,” hz admitted.
“But what about that i-:id—they‘m got
a fag with them who locks like Levi-
son i’ _

“Tt's Levigon munor.
eleven.”

“(Oh! Mothing doing there, then!”

“] believe that little beast is at the
bottom of it, somehow!” growled Skin-
ner. “I could see the kind of brat he
waa when I first saw him. Levison’s fond
of him. I could see that. He can’t play
a shady trick now beeause his dear, good
hrother would be shocked at such

He's not in the

oun at n
E;aug y things—that's how it is!”
Skinner clenched his hands. *Oh, I'd
like to make the pair of them squirm for
it1” . _

Qiatt of the Remove joined the precious
pair,

i A1l seronat” he asked gaily. "I say,
T'va booked another two quid with the
Bounder while you were out, Skinuer,
Temple’s holding the stakes. Bmithy
naver even thought of smelling a mouse.
Ha, ha!” :

Htott’'s merriment was checked sud-
denly by Skinner's grim look.



Every Monday.

“ Anyihing wrong?” he asked., “1
mpp\?m’[ﬂx'imn’a playing up?”

H"MNo!”

“Oh, holy smoke!”

Atott looked utterly dismayed.

“I—I say, I can’t afford to lose,” he
paid blankly. “You thumping {fool,
Bkinner! Vou told me it was a cert—
you'd fix it with Levison!” ]

“I'va tried to, and he’s not taking
any,” said Skinner savagely. *It's not
my faunlt.”

“But it is your fault! You led me to
mppose—"

“{Oh, go and eat coke

Bidney James Snoop strolled away,
rather amused than otherwise. The way
Skinner, in his cunning, had over-
reached himself struck him as comic.
But there was nothing comic in the
matter to Skinner and Stott, who were in
much move deeply than either of them
could afford.

Stott eeemed to find some solace in
slanging his associate. Skinner heard
him in moody silence, unheeding.

“Look here, it's no gmd rowing,
Stott,” he said at last. “Can't some.
thing be donel"

“Yes! I can lose three quids, and you
can lose five!” said Stott savagely. * O
gll the thundoring fools—"

“Tha kick-off 1an't till three,” said
Skinner, “Lock here, don’t jaw—there's
no time to waste jawing! Can’t some-
thing be done, I say?"

“ What can be done, then?™ )

“Taovison's let us down!” hissed Skin-
ner. "I had a right to expeet that he
would play up. He's turned us down—
for nothing. Hs ought to be made to
smart for it!"

“That won't save our money.” i

“ Tt might " said Skinner, lowering his
voice, after a cautious glance round.
“The St. Jim's fellows haven't brought
any reserves with them—there's no fol-
lowers at all, excepting that fag, Frank
Levison. Railway fares, you know.
Well, su?puae something happened to one
of them "

“My hat!” _ |

“1 tell you I'm going te make Levi-
gon smark [or putting me in this fix!"
gaid Skinner, hetween hia teeth. “Two
birds with one stoene! If Tom Merry
were a man short, he'd have to play that
fag, or else borrow a player from Whar-
ton. In either case he's at a big dis-
advantage. You've seen them play. They
act together like clockwork, and a new
man at the last moment—and a poor
pleyer at that—might make all the

ifterence. ”’

“Tha—tha fellows would lynch us if4
they thought—" faltered Stott.

“1 mean under the rose, of course,
fathead! 1'm not thinking of going up
to Levizon on the footer field and knock-
ing him on the head!" growled Skinner.

“Well, what can you do?”

“VYou used to be friendly with him,”
whispered Skinner. ‘' He doesn’t know
you're in this game with me. You could

t him away from the others, somehow.
ﬂa'n nearly half an hour to kick-off, any-
wav., Their train got in early.”

“PBut—but then—"

“Then an accident will happen. Levi-
gort will fall over something! Nothing
serious, of course—only enough to crock
him for the match!”

There was a long Stott
breathed hard. i

He deserves it, for leaving us i the
lurch like this!™ he muftered at last.

“He's fairly asked for it,” said Skin-
ner.

“We—wo can't afford to loge—"

“1 know that I can't,"

“"Well, I can't, either. I shall bo

y 1F

silenca.

stony for the rest of the term if the
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Bounder bags my three quids,” =aid Stott
dismally. * You were an ass—->7>,

“{Oh, don’t start that again! Will
ou help me make it a cert, instead of a
o38?"” snarled Skinner.

" Yes, if there's anvthing doing.”

" Get Levison to come to yvour study,

and I'll seeito the rest.”

“Well, I dare say 1 could do that.”

“Tio it, then. Leave the rest to me.”

“It's a go!”

Skinner went into the School House,

and Stott made his way to the football-

ground. The Remove foothallers were
not all there yet. Tom Merry's train
had come in early, and kick-off was not

vet due. TLevison was chatting with some
of the Greyfriars fellows, wha gave him
a very cordial reception at his old school,
politely concealing their surprise that he
was there at all as a foothaller.
Stott joined the group.
“Hallo, Levison! You haven't for
otten me?”  asked Stott, with great
eartiness; and he shook hands with the

One Penny. 9

passage, Levison?" he smiled, " Here
you are—up the second staircase.”

“1 remember,” said Levison, with a
amile.

“We had a barring-out here," said
Stott. “".'c'h‘if staircase was barricaded,
%ﬂu know, and there was a terrific shindy,

hat was while Dr. Locke was away,
You'd have enjoyed if, Levison.”

“Yery Iikelg.”

“Come on !

The three juniors reached the top of the
Remove staircase. There was a sudden
rush of feet, and Skinner came from the
Remove passage in a great hurry, and ran
blindly into [‘-gwi#ﬂn,

“ Look out ! gasped Levison.

S8kinner threw his arms round the 5t
Jim's junior, us if to save himself, He
reeled on the landing, and the twao went
rolling down the stairs together. Therc
was & loud bumping an %nspmg, and
Levison landed on the lower landing, and
*]B}drmer, with & heavy thud;, landed on
11100,

PHTHRLNE

DT

=
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| Back in the old fold1 (See Chapter 9.) |

former Greyiriars fellow. ““We used to
have some good times when you were
here, I'm jolly glad to see you again!”

“I'm glad to see Greyirviars again,”™
said T.evison.

“You ﬂuE.:ht
you're here,” remarked Stott.
a surprise for old qelnhj_—what?.
never got on with him, did you?”

“I'm afraid not."”

“He's still the same crusty old cod-
ger,” said Stott. “Come and hm'e-’n
look at your old :ﬂn.lu:]lyi,r Lavison, as you're
not playing yet. It's my study, now.
Bring your minor—he'd like to zee your
old quarters.” )

“Yes, I would,” said Frank brightly.

“ Al corene!” said Levison.

Stott walked them off the foothall
ground, chatting cheerily as they went
ta the School House. What plan Skinner
had in mind Stott did not know. He was
content to leave all active measures to
Qkinner. They entered the School House
together, and Stott led them up the
broad staircase.

“¥You remember

to Mr. Quelch while
e " Rather
You

the old Remove

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Badly Crocked !

e ENIE " panted Frank.
E Stotd stood transfixed.
~ He stared down ot the writh-
mg figurcs on the lower land-
ing, his cyes almost starting from his
ead,

He had wondered what scheme Skinner
had in mind for crocking Levison. But
he had never dreamed of so reckless and
desperate a measure as thiz. He was

scared, dumbfounded !

Skinner, panting, lay acress the Bt.
Jim's junior. Frank Levison raced down
the stairs, g'rqued Skinner's shoulder,
and dragged him roughly aside. He
threw himself down beside his brother,
who was stretched on the landing, white,
and groaning faintly.

(11 rniﬁtlf

“I—I'm gorry!" stammered Skinner,
HI—I didn't see you! Who i3 it?
Levison? I—I say, you're not hurt, are

yout” =
Skinner was bruised and breathless
imself. He staggered to his feet, white
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himsalf, as he saw Levison lying helpless,
Ho had intended to hurt the Jumnior ; but
a dreadful fear seized upon him now that
he had hurt bhim too much.

“Ernie!"” muttered Frank.
old cha i - : .

“ All right, Frnnkl?.” Levison spoke in
gasping tones, his lips white with pamn.
“I—I've hurt my leg! It's not much, I
think. But 1—I can't get up.”

“Good heavens!" muttered Stott.
“You—you fool, Skinner 1™

“ Ernie,

L Aug

Skinner was terrified himself now.

“* Lovison, what's the matter with you?
You—youw're not hurt?” ;

Levison looked at him, the old sardonic
expression crecping upon his colourless
face.

“You've done vour ;nb too thoroughly,
Akinner,” he said, in faint tones.

“It—it was an accident! I didn't sec
Iﬂu_“

“Ligr 1"

Skinner panted,

“I—I'll get help, Levison—I'll get a
dostor—1—"

“You fool " muttered Levison. * You
might have broken my neck. 1 beliove
you've broken my leg aa it is!"

“You villain!" muttered Frank, his

eyes burning at Skinner. “Then you did
it on purpose !” 3
“I—I didn't! Why should I? Y.ovi

son, if you dare to say——"

“Help!” shouted Frank.

The crash of the falling juniors had
brought attention to the spot. Wingate
of the Sixth eame hurrying up the lower
stairs. Mr, Quelch, the master of the
Remove, followed him., Both of them
uitered startled cxclamations dt the sight
of Levison lying helpless and deadly pale
on his back. -

“What hos happened " exclaimed the
Remove-master.

“An—an accident, sir!" stammered
Bkinner.  * Lovison fell downstairs, I
ran into him by aceident—""

Levison's eyes had a mocking light.
8kinner was looking at him imploringly.
He had little right to expdet consideration
from Levison, though it was true that he
nad not intended the aceident to be so
serious., Dut ha had taken the chance of
that, with utter recklessness and un-
scrupulousness,

If Levison told the facts now—

But Levison did not.

“ My leg's hurt, sir,” he said. *I can't
get uf:! '‘m sorry to be giving a lot of
trouble.”

Skinner breathed more freely. Frank
was silent. It was not for him to speak if
his brother did not choose to do a0,

Mr. Quelch peercd more closely at the
junior,

“Bless my soul!
exclaimed,

“Yes, sir. I used 40 be in your Form

It is Levison!™ he

here.” Levison com his lips as a
lh“l:i throb of pain shot through him.
“I—I'm afraid 1 shall have to give you

e " Dimaty speakk liko that
i poar boy ! 't speak like -
You are hort. yWinga-.t-a. will you go to
my study and telephone for Dr, Pillbury
at once "

Wingate hurried away.

A number of fellows were gathering on
the stairs now, attracted by the scene.
Mr. Quelch, who knew something of first
ard, was making a hurried examination
of izon's injury as he lay. His face
ErcW VEry grave,

Levison was evidently in great pain,
but he bore it with the cool stoicism
which was a part of his nature.

_Under Mr. Quelch’s directions, he was{
lifted by Gwynne and Wingate and car-
ried into a bed-room, to await the arrival
of the medical man. Frank was with

im, his face g['nle. hisa eyes heavy with
unshed tears. The fag seemed to f{al the
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disaster even more than the chief sufferer
felt it. He waa still in the room when
Dr. P’llll:mrrrr arrived.

Moanwhile, the news had ad to the
football-field, where the footballers were
getting TEII.d'j’ for the match,

Billy Bunter brought the news.

It caused dismay among the footballers.

“Levizon hurt!"” exclaimed Tom
Merry. * But how on earth——" .

“Poor old Levison!" said Arthur
ustus TMArey. “Howevah did it
happen, deah boy?"

“Fell downstairs!™  said  Bunter,
“8kinner ran into him on the landing

“Skinner did?” exelaimed WVernon-
Bmith, who was listening with keen in-
terest to the information imparted by the
Owl of the Remove.

“¥es. Clumsy ass, you know," said
Bunter. ‘‘Bkinner always was clumsy.
Enocked Levizon fairly down the Remove
stairs by rushing into him. Never saw

him, you know, Levison's leg’s broken.”
“His leg broken!" exclaimed Torma
Merry, aghast.
“Ba1 Jove!”

“Bo the fellows are saving,” said
Bunter. “Reugh on Levison, ain’t !
1 say, you fellows, you'll want a substi-
tute for Levison now. I'll pla . if you
lika, I don’t mind playing fgr %t. Jim's
—— Yow-ow! What are you trampin

‘on_my feet for, Peter Todd, you beast?

The St. Jim's fellows were not thinking
of football for the moment. They were
deeply concerned for Levison. They
moved off towards the House, and Harry
Wharton & Co, went with them. The
kick-off was postponed without discussion,
In the e outside the room where
Levison lay they gathered in a silant and
dismayed crowd, waiting for the doctor to
emerge. Dr. Pillbory had arrived as
fast as his car could bring him, and he
was shut up with vison now. Mr.
Quelch and Frank were there, too.

Skinner paced the a, white and
reatless, Stott had gﬁ?ﬁ:ut, carefully
avoiding Skinner. Stott was angry and
disgusted with his precious pal, and fear-
ful of the facts coming to light. From
what Levison had said on the landing he
knew that the Bt. Jim's junior was not
deceived. Levison was quite aware that
Skinner had harmed him intentionally,
If Lovison chose to talk, there was black
trouble ahead for the plotters, And why
should he not?

But he had not talked yet, at all events,
ner was 1.-iu::n_1::lm-m.g;f uneasily how it
was to end, when he folt a tap on his
elbow, and glanced round to sce  the
cynical face of the Bounder beside him,

* Waitin’ for news of your victim, dear
boy " msked the Bounder, in low, sar-
castic tonea,

H“8hut up!” muttered Skinner hur.
rledlg.

* Come along, then [

Skinner follewed him. The Bounder
stopped in & window-recess, out of*hear-
of the anxious crowd in the passage.

Tis eyes were fixed on Skinner’s pals,
scared face with & scorn that made even
the ead of the Remove wince.

“8o you've come to this?"  The
Bounder's voice was low and contemp-
tuous. “Levison wouldn't tske vour
E;;h?h vou cad, and you'voe done this to

Im :

“It—it was an sceident!™
Blcitingr, lskcr D dee by heea]

“You rushed into him by accident?”

141 'fus-!i‘

“Whera were you rushing "

Skinner did not raply.

*“And how did vison come to be
there 7

"-I;IIE-—-IJ.& came in with Stott, T think

*Yes, it's plain enough. Stott brought
him there, and you did the rest,” nodded
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the Bounder.  “Levison's no fool,
Skinner. He ecan put two and two to-
gether and make four of it. It looks to
mae as if you're in a bad box, if Levison
chmaeHth : " :

“He—he can't prove anything," mut-
:]emd %l-zimm:' huskily. “? ghall

eny—

“And all this for the sake of a rot.
tﬂn bet!™ said the Bounder bitterly,

You've risked killing u chap for that [*
ﬁkmm}r shuddered.

I-I nover thought—I—you Zod),
Smithy, I thought he would get a bit
knocked about, that’s all, and put him
off his form, You know it!"

*Yes, I know that's what you intended
—but you risked mors than that, He

may be a cripple for life now,"
It's your fault!" said Skinner des-
perately.

Vernon-Smith started.

“Mine?! How? You rotter, I had no
hand in it}"* .

“I ean't afford to bot with fivers and
lose them,” mutkered Skinner. “ You
can. If you hadn’t been making rotten
bats about the match I should never
have entered into the thing at all. You
atarted the whole businees, with your
dashed blackguardism. If yon'd been
docent it would never have happened,

vou can put that in your pipe and
smoke it, Vernon-Smith!*

And SBkinner walked savagel

Vornon-Smith etood very atill.

Skinner's accusation woae not just: but
.:’iat tlﬁ'&r& tEa.u m]:‘ cgemgt t?: tru %:ﬂiih If

1o Bounder n en a tin
blackguard the whole affair w:}ulﬁ
never have happened; that was a cer-
tainty. True, the Bounder himaself
would have drawn a very strict line at
such rascality as Skinnor's, But the
fact was there all the same—the leaser
rascality had led to tho pgreater, and if
the Bounder had been decent, as Skin-
ner put i, Lovison of Bt. Jim'e would
have been sound -and whole upon Fhis
foet, instead of lying in pain and danger,

elpless on his back. The Bounder's
cons¢ience was stirring.,

He moved back tu_t%a crowded passage
at laat. Dr. Pillbur come out.

BITY him about Levi-

AWway.

801,
* Ta it esrious, siri"
The doctor nodded.

Yee—there is an injury to tho knee,
and it will bo neeessary for the lad to
romain in bed at least for a week., For-
tunately, he is in the very best of com-
dition, and wo shall pnll him round, I
am glad to eay that lameness is not
likely, sfter sll.” It was evident that
the medical man had feared that at firet,
3 hHue haa been very fortunate, upon the
‘r .lJ

“Lame!" muttered Wharton., “Good
heavens!”

“He will not be able to come home
with ua to-day, sir?"" asked Tom Merry,

“Impossible! He cannot be moved
for a weok at least!®

Can we see him, sir?" asked Talbot,

" He must be left very quist. But he
wighos to speak to Tom Merry, if he is
hare——""

. I am Tom Morry," said the 3t Jim's
junior skipper.

“¥You may go in, then. Do not stay
more than two or threo minutes, Quiot

is easential for my patient.”
“ Yery well, sir”

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Levison’s Substitute !

Tom Merry entered the room.
EVISON lay in the bed, hia faco
almost as white as the pillow on

which it lay. But he was quiet

and calm. There was a resorve

of guict etrength in Levison which en-
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abled lim to bear this heavy and unex-
pected misfortune with steady fortitude.
Frank was sitting beside the bed, his
face the picture of utter misery. Mr.
uelch was in roony
Levison smiled faintly as Tom Merry
came to the bedside,
“How do you feel, old chap?"” asked

om.

“Rotten! But I can stand it. Thie
leaves you in rather a fix for the match,
doesn't it1"

“* Never mind that M -

“But I do mind it," eaid Levison,
“I've been thinking about that. ¥ou
haven't & reserve with you."”

“It's all right,”

“ But what are you going to dof"

“I—I suppose we shall play the
match,” said Tom.

“Of course vou will! But you want
another man,” said Levison, “You

could borrow a Cireyiriare chap: but yon
want a Bt Jim's fellow if you can get
one, What about Frank™

“]1 hadn’t thought about it——"'

“Well, it's lugh time to think about
it. It's past the time for kick-off, a good
dea!, and wou'll have to begin ;inmttr
goon, ar it will ba too dark to finish!"

Tom looked at him rather curioualy.

Levison  eeeined a’lmnst. to have for-
potten his own injury lis concern
for the football match.

“Yon'ro a tough nut, Levison!" he

m

eaid, * Most follows wounld be thirking

agbout themselves, in vour place.”
“Well, we camec over here to play

Greyfriars,”  said Levison.  “This

docsu’t make any difference to that. Of
comse, you'll use your own judgment,
Merry: but won _:mght do worse than
fl!ij Frank. He isn't up to the Grey-
riare forwards, of course, but he's quick,
and he knows the pame, and I think he's
better than a chance man picked up on
the ground. It's only a suggestion, of
courge,’’
- YA m’l!;.r rood suggestion!” sald Tom
Merry, "It'a about the best thing I
can o under the circumstances!™

“(Good egg! You hear that, Frank!”
“I'm staying hore with you, Ernie."
“You're goiog to play in my place,
Yyou young ass! Get & move on you!
One of tha fags here will lend you zome
clobber 1"

" But——"

“I want vou to, Frank!"

“T'll do as wou want,
couree.”’

“And mind you play s good game,”
said Lovison anxiously. “If von want
to b me up, Fou can't do it better

Ernie, -of

uck
than by telling me you've helped to win
for 5t. Jium'se, Franky. Put vour beef
into 1t, you know ™ :

“T'll do my best,” said Frank ecar-
nestly, *But—but after the wmatch,
Ernic-—you can't' go back to 5t. Jun'e."

“No fear! I suppoes ther'll have to
let me stay here,” said Levison, with a
grin. "It can’t be helped; it's not my
fault.”

“ My deay boy,” eaid Mr. Quelch, in o
moved voiee, “of couree you will
remain hor, very welcome, and under
the boet of care. You will cortainly not
leave [::rl.‘}'f!‘iul‘ﬂ- nntil Ol araé  ooi-
pletely restored. I shall telephone to
vour headmaster and explain.”

“Thank you, sir!"

Frank's oves wera on the Form-
master’'s fave  with guite a beseeclung
Inok. Ile opened his lips, but closcd
them apain without speaking., But Mr.
Quelelr nndevetaod. o scvere Form-
master had o kind heart.

“If your brother would cara to
remiain here also, L-l:":i!mn; with you, ik
con dloubtless be srranged.™

breathed

“h, thank you, sie!"”
Frank. "“.I—I.want to—=" ]
“1'd like it more than anything, eir,”
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gatd Lovisen eratefully. 1t will bLe
giving a lot of trouble—"

“Not at all! T will mention the
matter to Dr. Holmes, and I have no
doubt he will accede. Lovison mamor 18
in the Third Form pat lis echool, I
undﬂrstu.ngi?"

uYEﬁ* ﬂ-]'l'qn ‘

“Then it can be arranged for him to
tako his lessons with the Third Form
here while he remaina at friars,
1o order not to waste his time. He may
cartainly remain as long as l.g;ﬂn'u do, my
boy. 1 will telephone to Dr. Holmes
immediately. "

And the Remove-master left the bed-
room, .

“Good old soxt, Quelchy!" eaid Levi-
zom, when ho was gone., I never got
on with him when I was herc; but he
doeen’t seem to remember that against
me. You fellows buzz off now; I'm

i‘c:in to sleep. Mind you play up,
Arn

(L
- *¥os, Ernia"

Tﬂmm}]h![errf gnd Levison minor fol-
lowed the Form-master, and Levison was
left alone.

“How iz he?!”’ aesked Harry Whar-
ton, as Tom closed the door behind him.

“ Protty bad, I'm afraid,” said Teom.

“I'm awfully sorry it was a Greyiriare
chap cavsed it,"” said Horry. * Skinner
was a clumsy asa, and no mistako!™

Frank’s eyea gleamed at the mention
of Bkinner; but he did not speak.

“What about the match, deah bowi”
asked D’Arcy.

“We're readv,” eaid Tom. *“ Levison
minor is geoing to play in his major's
plage; it's Iuclr:y he was here. If you
cou lend uws some elobber for him,
Wharton—"

“ Eosily dono!" said Harry, at once.

“"My minor's thi will fit him to a

hair, I should say,” remarkcd Nugent.

1 ret them in two jiffiea!”

Nugent hurried away, and in a few

minutee followed the footballere down|g

to the pground with Dicky Nugent's
clobber. © i i

Tom Merry & Co. went intp their
dreseing-room to change.

The accident to Levison had cast some-
thing of a cloud over the merry party,
But both the teams were prepired to
play up, all the same, Tom ry's
prospects of a win, with a Third-Form
fag 1n the front line, were a good deal
more doubtful now, and the St. Jim’'s
skipper warned his men that they would
have to pull up their soc
. Vernon-8mith joined the crowd logk-
ing on, his face very thoughtful and
grim. Bkinner and Stott were there,
with Snoop, and the Bounder locked at
them very sarcastically. Tho precious
trio secemod in good spirits once more.
Lovison " had been ailent about the
“accident” ; and Bkinner, while he was
surprised, was greatly relieved. There
were no serious consequences to fear from
the "accident . And Levison, though
badly hurt, was in no denger; and Skin-
ner's conscienco wae tough enough to
bear the burden that wes upon it. And
e echeme, after all, wes a success.
There wag comfort in that for the
vascal of the Remove. Groviriare were
practically certain to win: and the birth-
day fiver was safe—and the Bounder's
tenner along with it

Bo Bkinner took comfort, and was quite
cheery. !

He et Vernon-Smith's glance, and
amiled snesrimgly, The Bounder came
over to the pfecious gmu%

“De you still want the bet called off,
Skinner?” he asked, with a sneer.

“No. I don’t,” said Skinner coolly, "I
certainly sha'n’t consent to call 1t off,
Vernon-8rgith 1"

" Bame here!” mild Stott. * No ealling

One Penny. 11

off for me! You've got to stand your
chance, Smithy!"”

“He, e, he!” came from Snoop.

Tll.m Bounder's lip curled contemaptu-
Qs Y.

“It'z= o paying proposition, the way
vou fE]lﬂW!Ft:BkE jc}EI':I.'IH-.,’P:;I-E said. * You'd
look a bit different if Levison chose to
sjpen his mouth about the accident!™

“Well, he hammt: and he couldn't
prove anything, anyway,” said SKinner,
with a ahru]g. M And if vou choose tn
make any silly accusations, Smithy, you'll
ve called & liar. Do you think anybody
would belisve wou®"

“¥ou admitted it to me.” _

“Any witnesses?” drawled Skinner.

"ﬂh,} I don't intend to give youn
awayv |” said the Bounder iﬂﬂl‘ﬂfﬂ]l}. st |
don’t want to start s scandal. If Levison
chooses to take it quietly, the matter
drops, so far &8s I'm concerned,”

“ And you'll poy up,if 86 Jiri's loses,”
said Skinner coolly. * Temple’s got the
stakes, and you can't cirawl out of it, I
assure you!l'

“I shall pay up if I lose,” said the
Bounder quetly. “If T win, I sha'n't
touch a penny of the stakes. 8o your
money's safe. Skinner. You've only got
to ask Temple for it il you want it, win
or lose!” A

“Why, what the merry dickens—"
exclaimed Hkinner, in astonishment,

The Bounder turned his back on him
without another word. The footballers
wera in the field now, and Potter of the
Fifth, who was referee, blew his whistle,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Winning Goal 1

Greviriara ™

L LAY up,

P “On the ball!”

The kick-off had fallen to Tom

Merry. The St. Jini’e forwards

ot away at once, and Frank Levison, at

inside-right, plaved his part well. Thé

ame was in horre half for some time,

and Fatty Wynn, the plump goalkeeper

of Bt. Jim's, stamped sbout in his citadel

and waved his plump arms to keep him-
self warm,

In the first ten minutes there was a hot
attack on goal. But Hazeldene, between
the ts, was all there. He fisted out
the ball twice, and the third time kicked
it well away to the halves, And there
was & shout of “Well saved, Hazel !"

Three girls came on to the footer-

round just as that shout rang out—
E!arjuria Hazeldene, and her friends
Clara and Phyllis, of Cliff House School.
Marjorie smiled as she heard the shouts
of the Gretfriars crowd.

Billy Bunter joined the girl chums at
.nee, prepared to act as squire of dames,
But Marjorie & Co. did not seem to ses
tha fat junior, and Bunter puffed after
them in vain, as Ogilvy and some other
fellows showed. them to their seats to
watch the match. Vernon-Smuth, alter
some hesitation, jomed them there.

Marjorie gave him a amile and a nod.

“ Hazel's playing up well to-day,” the
Bounder remarked. *“The Remove are
lucky to have him in geal.”

“ Jolly lucky 1" aaid Misa [‘.!Inl:a. heaytily.
“My hat! Who's the kid playing for the
other side?™ .

The Bounder smiled.

“Levison minor, He's taking lus
brother's place—I.evison's erosked. Chap
who used to be here, you know."

“Not much use in a match like this—a
kid like that!” chimed in Bolsover major.
“He won't be able to stand the pace.’

“*There he goea!” said Ogilvy.

Frank Leviso® was on his back, bowled
over by a charge. He staggered up. to
find the game !war_-pmf away from him
en to the 8¢t. Jim’s ?m :
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Fetty Wynn, between the posts, had
some work to do now.

The ball came in from Harry-Wharton,
and Fatty just saved; and it bundled in
again from Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh's
datrk head, and just beat the goalkeeper.
A thunderous roar arose up round the
field. ) :

“(zoal! (soall”

YWell headed, Inky!™

“Good old Jampot!™ .

Skinner & Co. joined in the cheering.
The birthday fiver was mcre than safe, st
this rate. ¥rank Levison was pauting a
littlo when the sides lined up after the
Greyiriars goal. .

“ By gad, it's going well!” Bkinner re-
marked. I don't know-how Levison
thajor would have played, but his minor
is no good.” - ’

“* Absolutely MN.G.!" assented Stott.

“Rotten!” agreed Snoop. i

And the precious trio grinned with
gatisfaction. As a rule, the fate of Grey-
friars was. a matter of stpreme indiffer-
ence to. the three: but now nll their
hopes were fixed on Harry Wharton &
Co.'s success. And undoubtedly the Re-
move had started well. g

“Bad luck for you, Bmithy!" grinned
Bolsover major. : ‘

Vernon-3mith gave him a warning
lock. He did not want his sporting
transactions mentioned in the presence
of tho Clif House girls. But Bolsover
was obtuse, or unh B

“¥ou'll have to cash up all round,”
he went on. ‘"You were an ass to lay
money againat Greyiriars—solid gquids,
too! What made you do it?"

“0Oh, ring off, you ass!” muttcred the
Bounder. e fe §, rather than saw, the
change of expression that came over Mar-
jorie Hazeldene's face. Bhe did not look
at him.

He could have scalped the obtuse Bol-
sover with pieasure. He moved away
from the seats with a clouded brow.

Balsaver stared after him, and then he
ulrlul.'lrenrst‘.u::n-c:u:iI and chuckled.

Marjorie’s eyes were keenly on the
gamo. Greyfriars were on top for the
present. Attack after attack came home
on Fatty Wynn's citadel. But there they
were foiled. The fat Fourth-Former of
8¢, Jim's was not to be beaten a second
time, Some of his saves were little short
of miraculons; but he did save
every time, and at last, towards holf-
Yime, the game was in the hoine half once
more, and stayed there till the whistle.

Frank Lovison was looking a little
down as he came off with Tom Merry &
('np., Keen a8 he was on the game, he
realised that he was not up to such a
miatch. He lacked the size and weight.
He was very anxious to do his best in his
brothar's place. He knew that the news
that 5t. Jim’s had won would be the best
news he could take to Levison. But it
did net look as if he would have a chance.

Tom Merry dropped & kindly hand on
his shoulder.

“ Cheoro, kid!” .

Frank leoked up at the Shell fellow.

“I'm not much good,” he said.

“Mv dear kid, you've done jolly well,
considering !” said Tom. “We don't
expect goals fram you, you know ; some
of your passing was joliy good. Don’t get
charged if you can ﬂ(:lp it, that's all.”

“I'm going to do my best”
Frank.

“Right-ho! Nobody can do more,”
siid Tom cheerily.

Frank, at u.“} events, looked fresh
snough when the teams lined up for the
secind half. Bob Cherry detached him-
sclf tiom the group roufd Marjorie just
in $ime for the whistle.

Grayf: ars kicked off, and the second
half akL

The Grevhia 1 crowd were looking von-
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sa1d

fidently forward to a win now, and at the
start the second half seemed like fulfilling
their expectations. But, hard pressed as
the Saints were, thev did not quite let
the home forwards through. The blue-
and-white shirts were incessantly in tho
8t. Jim's half; but Fatt-f Wynn was a
tower of strength in goal. i

At last the red shirtz of 5t. Jim's were
seen getting away in g{&ut style, - and
from an irresistible attack the ball went
in from Talbot's foct, beating Hazeldene
all the way.

(1] G"ﬂ-!.-] t!?‘ -

There was a generous cheer from the
Greyfriara cmwg They could appreciate
goﬂg play against themeelves.

This time Skinner & Co.'s voices did
not ioin in the chlmrmg. T:he;r
like Talbot's goal for 3t. Jim's, at all.
The score was equal now, and if Levison
major had been in his placo it would have
been anybody's game. But with a Third
Form fag in the forward lines St. Jim's
had a hard row to hoe,.and Skinner was
still feeling pretiy confident. :

Hammer and tongs the game wen
after the equalising goal. There was no
alackness an either ui%la; and it was good
football, too, fast and furiuuﬁ.

Fatty Wynn had another narrow
escape, this time from Peter Todd; but
he just did it. Hazel only just saved n
deadly shot from Tom Merry; but he
mvedy it, and the crowd shouted their
approval.

arjorie looked up at the elock-tower
OVEr tl!m elma. 4 ¥

“Ten minutes to go,” said Ogilvy.

“Your brother's first-rate to-day, Miss

1 . They'll er beat him."”
H?Ffsﬁffeha sp?lyendi]:latt'rnid Marjorie |
brightly.

““There thoy go! By Jove! That fat
bounder will never stop them now!” ex-
claimed the Beottish jumor.

at, Jim's were facing a furious attack.
Fatty Wynn in goal seemed oll oyes and
handﬁ_r .  Tom Merry & Co. were hard
pressed ; and the ball went in thrice, only
to come out again like a pip from an
orange. 'The third time ¥ came to
| Kangaroo of St. Jim's, who cleared to
midfield, and the %&ma swayed away.
And there was & buzz of excitement
round the field.

“The fag's got it 17

“Bravo, ba q-fa.'-:c £

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Greyfriars players had rather
neglected Frank Levison. He had his
{.‘?,pn-:l], and he was on it like a shot.
He was speeding up the field with the
ball at his feet, and Tom Merry camoe
running up in time to trke a pass as
Frank doﬁged Johnny Bull at badck.
Whiz! Tho leather went in from Tom
Merry'as foot, but Hazel was there, all
cyes and hands—and he drove the ball
out again before it wns fa!rl[yl’ in. ]

Frank bounded forward. FHe got his
head to the ball, and sent it back, and
Hazel, who was not guite ready for that
prompt return, clutched at it a second
too late.

There was a gasp round the ficld.

“Goal!” .

“0Oh, holy smoke! Goal! That kid!™

“Great pip!” roared Bolsover major.
“Goal ! E['ﬂc.- fag's done it, by gem !

Frank Levison stood panting. Tom
E;iqrrg clapped him on the back, in huge

o t.

L “Bravo, kid! Gaod old Third Form !
chuckled the 8t. Jim's skipper. “ Who'd
have thought 1t ?"

“Bwava!" chortled Arthur Aungustns

D*Arcy. “Bwave, Fwanky, deah boy!
It was wippin'! A wegulah toppah, bai
Jova I™

“Goal, goal!™

“My Aunt Belina!” murmured Dob
Cherry. *Two to one against, and only

did not
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a minute to go! This ia where we don't
amile."”

“ All ovah bar shoutin’, deah boys!®
gaid Arthur Augustus cheerily. *Comao
on and put the boundahs out of their
misery !’

“Ha, bha, ha!"

The final whistle rang out. The score
stood two to one—for Bt. Jim's. Frank
Levison's lucky goal hbad been  the
winning goal, and 8t. Jim's had won,
The lgreyfriurq fellows cheered him
cordially enough; but there were three,

at least, who looked very blue, Skinner
was gritting his teeth. Once more he had
boen too clever by half!  He had

erocked Tevison, and put & winning for-
ward into the St Jim's team instead,
and _ his barthday fiver, after all his
cunning scheming, was the Bounder's to
claim, ]
“You'va got a promising kid there,”
Harry Wharton remarked to Tom Mer
ns the footballers ecame off the field,
breathing hard after a gruelling game.
“Bai Jove! Performin® as well as
pwamisin’, deah boy,” chuckled Arthur
Auvgustus D’Arcy. - “There will be a
wegulah twinmph in the Third Form
when we tell them this at 8t. Jim's!"”
There were plenty of congratulations
for Frank. ’fhe Fa.g's cheeks burned
under the many eyes that were turncd
upon him. But he was elated. It was
iluc-l‘:l news for Ernest, at least. And
rank’s face was very sunny when ho
stood by his brother's bedside, a little
later, to announce the victr)r%r. Levison
was wide awake, and eager for news,

“We've won!" Frank announced.
“Two goals to one,” .
“Good egg!” said Levison heartily.

“Who kicked them "™

“Talbot kicked one—and—"

“And Tom Merry the other "
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“D'Arcy or Blake?”

“No," Enid Frank, laughing.
never guess.’’

“Not you!” ejaculated Levison.

“Little me!” grinned Frank.  “ At
least, I didn’t kick it, I headed it in.
Juet luck, vou know, Ernie" :

“ My hat!™ That was all Ievison
could eay for a moment. Then he
chuckled. * Lucky you came, Franky!
What jolly good news for Bkinner 1™

“You'll

“Bmithy !" Cecil Reginald Temple of
the Fourth was looking for the Bounder,
and he found him in the Common-room.
The 8t. Jim's fi;-llgyra had gone, leaving
Levison major and minor at Greyfriore.
And it was time to settle up; and Ceeil
Reginnld had quite heavy stakes to hand
over to the sportsman of the Remove.

8kinmer & Co. followed Temple in.
They had lost their bets, after all their
rascelity ; but they remembered whet the
Bounder had said on the footor ground,
and Skinner still had a faint hope for his
birthday fiver.

The Bounder was staring moodily oub
of the window into the dusk, his hands
sn- his pockets,  Ie looked round as
Temple called to him.

“Hallo! What 1= 187"

“I've been looking for you. Don't yon
want vour stokes?"

a4 Hnll

‘-*.'l:."rh's'“ ejaculated Temple, in astonish-
INEEIvE. :

“The bets are off I" said the Bounder
coolly. " You'll hand me back my own
stakes, and hand the other fellows theirs,
if you don’t mind.”

“Well, my only winter bonnet!” ex-
claimed Temple. * If that's the way you
make bets, Smithy, I don't see how you
make it pay.”

YVernon-Bmith laughed.

“I'm done with making bets, I've had
a bit of 8 lesson on that subject to-day.
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I'm not foel enough to get mixed up in.
that kind of ehady rot again. Give the
IeIIm:';s__r their money, and let the matter

“Dh, all vight! Tt's for you to say!"”

“YWhat rot " broke in Bolzsover major.
“T'm not gf}inghtn take my money back.
I've loat 1, haven't I? It's yours,
Smithy, vou howling ass!"

“ Not at all!™

“You've wonit, haven't you "

“Winning money on a bet doesn't
make it mine,” saul the Bounder, un-

moved., “Not if I don't claim it—and I
don't!"
“Rats! It's vours.™

“Well, who's going to have it1" said
Temple, shrugging his shoulders.

“Put it in the school poor-box if
Baolsover doesn’t want it,™”  said  the
Bounder. And he turned away.

“That's not a bad idea. Bame with
yours, Skinmer?"™ grinned Temple.

“No jolly fear!” said 8Skinner
promptly., * Shell out my fiver, please.”

Skimmer pocketed his birthday fiver in
great relief. Bolsover major was the only

3

ELAREY fs s comparatively late comer
D to the storiez, hbut he has establizhed

himzelf a3 a favourite with a good

many readers, and no one i likely
to complain of his belng given precedence in
thiz series ta earlier friends of ours, such as
Desmond and Morgan, Potter and Greeng,
Dabney and Fry, Hobson, and others who
have figured less prominently than he.

He came to Greyfriars from South Africa
at @ time when the Jand of hiz birkh was
trouhled hy & misguided and foclish rebellion,
in the inception of which a man of his name
was suspected of having had a part. There
was no absolute proof against  General
Delarey, and he was accilentally shot befora
the rebellion broke out; but he was shot in
very bad company, and some odium attached
1o his name in COneeqUeTice.

When Squifi and Tom Brown were gent to
meet: Delarey at the statlon they were by no
means keen on their task, His name  was
agzinst him, and they were not too willin
10 recognise- s Boer as a fellow-Colontal,
They did not know that Delarey had bad an
English mother, and that though his father
had fought for the enemy in the war of
fifteen of 80 years ago, he Wwas now a loyal
supporter of the British cause, and with the
Union forees In German Bast Africa. :

Rattenstein, the rascally Hun, was hefore
the two, and had poured his poison into
Delarey's mind before they met the mew-
comer.  Piet was told that he could expect
no fair play at Greyfriars; and, though he
iid tﬂnt believe all that Rattenstein said, that
rtitck,

He went to the rescue of Squif and Tom
Brown when they were attackec hf soveral of
the Higheliffe nuts, and showed that he was
o fighting-man no mean order.  They
thought better of him then, and would have
heen [riendly, but they found themselves up
against a stiff hedge of pride and obstinacy.
Piet Delarey is a good fellow, but he has his
faultz, and there is more thap a fair share
uf ahstinaey in his make-up.

He fought Dolsover and licked him. He
fought Squiff, and belped him to Tescue
Phyllis H-:-wﬁ-ﬁ from deadly peril, and waa
himself rescued by Squifl from peril not less
eadly. From that day on there grew up
among the three Colomial boys o firm amd
enduring friendship.

We saw it tested when Delarey behaved so
mysteriously in  insleting upon breaking
hounds after lights-out, in spite of all that
rould he saild to stop him, e was ot odds
with Wharton then, through what he con-
sidered Harry's unwarranted interference with
his afiairs; hut, thongh he and the skipper
of the Temove exchanged hlows, there was

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“sportsman ™ who refused to take his
money back ; and his stake went clinking
into the school poor-box.  Later that
evening Harry Wherton looked into the
Bu}i:ndEr'u atudy, with a very frjendly
smile,

“Hallo I said Smithy coolly. * Have
a emoke i
“Thanks, no. Ive heard how yon

settled wyour bets, Smithy, and I think
you've done the decent thing,"” said
Wharton. “I thought I'd say so-—and
alao aek wou whether you hadn't better
o the whole hog, now you've started?
Emk here, make it a point to stick to
footer practice with us, and take back
vour old place in the Remove Eleven.
We shall be glad to have you. What do
you sayt’

There was a long pause.

“It's a good offer,” said the Bounder
at last. “I may as well tell you—"
He hesitated s moment, *“*I've had a
bitter, hard lesson to-day, Wharton, It
was owing to my bets on the match that
Levison got hurt!”
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never any hatred or malice, Not even Squidl
or Tom Brown was told at first what the
secret was, but when they knew that their
chum wasg helping a man who had saved hia
life in South Africa they were with him,
despite the fact that the man was a dezerter.
In the long run it was Wharton and Wibley
hetween them—with aid from Mr., Quelch—
who saved Jim Sorrell; and, like Squiff and
Tom Brown and Peter Todd, Delarey repented
of hiz opposition to Harry, who may some.
times seem interfering, hut always means well,
and has a heart of gold.

During that trouble Bob Cherry and
Delarey fell foul of one another, and were to
have fought in the gymnasium. Bot when
the time came Piet was locked up in the
Euniﬂhmﬂnl--mﬂm. with expulsion hanging over

[z head for flat disobedience to Mr. Quelch's
ordera: and, though he got out and came to
keep the appointment, the fight never took
place—there was a reconciliation instead.

And matters were put right bhetween the
junior and Mr. Quelch, too. The% had miz-
understood one apother. Delarey thought the
Form-mazter unfairly down on him. 3Mr
Queleh saw more stubborn wromglulness in
Piet than was really there. Skinner helped
to precipitate trouble, and seffered for it.
Skinner Iims never heen able to understand
why Delarey does not hate him for that; and
it mystifled Skinner when, later, the

Afrikander took his part against Bolsover,

One Penny. 13

“ What ?" -
“Never mind details. Levison's not
complaizing, and there’s no uced to have
any scandal about it. But I sha'n't for-
get it, I've been thinking it over. I've
done with that. Deone with the whole
gilly, rotten game—for good! And—and
if I can get clear of some things I'm
rather mixed up in, there’s going to be
a fresh atavt—a clean slate. So—if you
mean what vou said just now—I'm your
man !

“Good ™ said Wharton, with great
gatiefaction. " That's jolly good news,
Smithy! It's a go!”

And a go it was! It was Levison's
visit to his old echool that had brought
the Bounder to the parting of the ways;
and at the parting he had chosen the

right path!

(DON'T MISS ““SAVING THE
BOUNDER!" — next
grand story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

Monday's

and even claimed him a3 & friend. There iz
not much affection for anyone in Harold
Bkinner's hard heart, but he has & queer sort
of liking for Delarey that may bear froit
eome day.

. From the first Delarey has shared the study
in which lazy Lord Mawleverer alacks and
snoozes, and from the first he and Mauly have
heen on good terme.  Maouly actually woke
up out of his sloth and insisted u'ﬁn accom-
panying Tom Brown and Squiff a night
expedition to look after Piet; and nothing
would he more certain to rouse him again
than the koowledge that Delarey was in
trouble.

For a very hrief space of time they had
Rattenstein with: them. But the Hun went,
and a little later came that queer wail from
the slums of London, Sir Jimmy Vivian. A
schoolboy baronet without money, and*with-
out an “h * to his outfit—8kinner and Bunter
and snobs of that kind bad no uvse for that
sort of baronet! But he was Mauly's relative,
and Mauly felt that he must stand by him.
He was not of Piet Delarey's kin, but Piet
stood by him, too; never once grumbled at
his, crudeness and somewhat objectionalle
manners, but for Mauly's sake looked for the
best, in the waif, and found much that was
grod. In return Bir Jimmy, while liking
Mauly, grew to worship his other study-mate.
Theré are several fellows:in the Hemove for
whom Sir Jimmy would do much, for they
have been good to him, hut there ia no other
who command= his whole devotion as Delarey
tdoes, He will get his chan¢e to repay soms
day, perhaps—and he will do it}

Since the Remove has learned to know
Delarey he has taken his proper place as one
of ita leading spirits. There iz no fellow in
the Form against whom he could not stand
up with & chance of vietory, though he him.
gelf admit: that hiz chance against Bob
Cherry would not be too big. He is a good
pil-round man on the playing-fields, with every
sign of training on into s better one. And
the fellows have come to understand that his
sarcasm is mo more hitter than Peter Todd's
—not s0 hitter as the Bounder's often is—and
that hia eynical smile iz more often a veil 1o
his real thoughts than a clue to them. There
are depths in Delarey; one cannot read bhim
a3 easl % ng either of hlz two closest chums,
the japing, capable Squif and honest, fun-
loving, straightforward Tom Brown; but he
iz az keen on a jape a3 they are, ‘nnd as
essentinlly as straight, il not as open. The
{;liﬂ Houze girls like him, and that is a good

| i
Enl":"a shall hear more of him in the Dear
futitre, I think.
Tag Macxer LiBrary.—No, 510,
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EUNDY had seen the notice-board,
G and he was disappolnted. Buat as

the pame of Grundy wever did

happen te settle on the footer liat,
the owner of the name of Grundy lived a life
of disappointments.

A=z le cntered Btudy No. 3 his fade was o
curious mixture of happiness and rattines.

“Btop gorglng for a minute, you pigal” he
grunted.

Gunn® and Wilkina stared. “Qorging " is
hardly the proper word to apply to u limited
meal of bread-and-serape. Hut as they were
in hourly expectatiton of a feed at the expense
of the F”at' (i, they only stared.

“You've seen the list, T supposé?” Grundy
enid. " Merry's lelt my name out pgain.”

“Btrapge!" murmured Wilkins. .

“I've nothiag to say agaipst Tom Merry,
mind,” ssid Urondy generously—"save,
course, that he's an ass——"

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“For ness’ sake don't cackle!™ said
Qrandy irritably. *“Tom Merry's all right,
but he lacks—well, I might say he has no
eye for talent. Utterly blind to it. You
chaps have- seen me play——"

“The ox!” breathed Gunn,

=What did you say, Gunn?"”

“That we had seen you play, Grundy, old
chap, and the way you tackle the ball is
simply—"

~No need to ﬁrlle it on, you know,” sald
Grundy, mollified. “But you can see for
yourselves that the obvious point ia, to play
where Merry ean’t help bub see me. 5o why
shouldn't I play agninst him—run rings round
hl..'l"l'l.—"”

Gunn and Wilkins were exchanging winks.

“Then he ean't help seeing my forrn.  We
meet Greyfriars on Saturday; I want to play
in that match. Wednesday is an open date.
duppose we raise o team, and challenge him
1o play us on Wednesday—"

*But he wouldn't accept a challenge from
us!” gasped Wilkins,

*No!" sald Qrundy scornfully. " 'With a
rmﬁlll;a?gr duffera like you in the team—"

“Buat 've thought of an idea—that is, that
kid Plagott thw:;iht--—wmt I mean to say is”
enfd Grundy, raising hia voice—Grundy is not
the only joker whose volce grows stronger as
his arguments grow weaker—"it's my idea,
but Piggott suggested it!"

Eeally, war-hread has deteriorated shock-
ingly of late. The trouble Wilkina was
cxperlencing with his portion was quite
pathetis,

Gunn seemed to be indulging in the some-
what infantile sport of Llowing bubbles with
his tea. Grundy glared exasperatediy. :

“William Gunnp,” he snapped, 1 soppose
you arcn't aware "'—ihis bit is heavy saorcasm
on Qrundy’s part, and it took him some timea
to get it out—"I suppose you aren't awara
thafttha Best way of refreshing oneself with
a cop of tea is by drinking it. and not by
blowing it all over the tablecloth!”

“unlﬁ: “mnlina it, mir," replied Cunn
respectiully.

*This {a my idea—""

“That Piggott suggested!” murmured

dunn.

“What's that, Gunni”

“Naothing. Go on!”

“Including you two, I have scraped together
eleven. What with Piggott and Mellieh, and
n few more slackers, they are rather & rotien
lot. That's of no conzequence, though. My
play is all that counts.”

Lo Ll £l TE e Lo [T Fl g EE o L 1T
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“Piggott was pretty partlevlar about that,”
aaid Grundy thonghtfully. *He was watohin
me &t practice, yon know, and seid that |
Merry only opeped his eves he would aee
something. Then he®—Grundy coughed—
“made that suggestion. The idea is this. We
are to pose as old Greyfriars boye—whiskers
and moustachios and things—"

“(3h, crumhbs!”

“We're golng to play in disguise. I have
my programrme all mapped out in my napper.
Firat, I'll take things easy, so that the crowd
will think I'm & dud. Then I'll brighten up,
cut aleng the left touch-line, and score from
that side. And on the stroke of time, just
hefare the whistle g, said Grundy, with
samé excitetmnent, *1'll dash into the penalty
area, stop suddenly, right foot on the ball,
left hand on my hip, whip off my disguise
with my right hand, and ram the ball home
—aplitting the net if possible! Jost imagine
Merry's face! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha; ha, hat”

Wilking and Qunn laughed heartily, but
whether at the thought of Tom's face or
Grundy's disconrse is not—like Mr. Pick-
wick's “Theory of Tittlebats "—generally
known.

Wilkins - sugpested that he should shout
*T'in Grundy!” a2 he whipped off his  dis-
guise, but a glare froze hiin into silence.

“We're supposed to come from Abbots.
ford: that's where we'll send the challenge
from. Al least, & friend of mine lives there.
He'll send the letter, H 1 stamp and addresa
it. I've heen thinking out how to word it
without telling & whopper—diplomacy, you

know. The war teaches us that a lie which
can't be proven a lie js diplomacy.
EGeal”

The rtesult wasnt &6 had for an azxs like
Crundy. It completely took uas in, anyway.
Here i3 the letter which Tommy recelved:

“125, High Btreet,
“ Ahbotsford.

“T. Merry, Enag., (Captain of the 8t. Jim's
Junior Eleven).

“Dear Doy,=I take the liberty of writing
you, thoogh perhaps you have never heard
my name. You may call me an old boy if
wou ehoose, I don't sapposee the old school
has altered much since 1 was there. Ia Pr.
Holmes still Head?

“I wonderstand that your Elaven is not
booked for Wednesday. I am capiaining a
team—" The Old Boye,—whick I candidly tell
you ks hot etuf. Please write per return, and
let us kmow if we may meet you on your
ground on ‘Wedncaday afternoon. We should
like just one more game before going into the
firing-line.

“Yours In all sincerity,
U (IponoE GRUEIN"

The slpnature was of peculine  origin,
Grundr signed with the Qrst balf of his name.
Wilking slgned with the second hall of his
Qrokine was the result.

Bomehow, the name seemed to afford Grundy
some patisfaction. A few objections which
{unn raised were peremptorily dianozed of by
the threat of a brace of thick ears from his
leader.

“As to 125, Figh Street, Abbotsford,"” said
Grundy, a3 he aealed up the letter amd en-
closed it with another to his friemd in that
tovm, “there is no sueh namhber. So by the
time Merry's reply finds its way back here
I'l have shown him my mettle, heen picked
for the Greylriars match, and all will be

“You've collected ealeven willing players, | 0K

then? sald Wilkine, opening his eyes.

“Yea. 1did that easily enough, such as they
are. There's going to be no smoking, or any
of that rot. Hard training is our maxim till
after the mateh. We want to win if possible,
Then there's a gpread when the match s
PR P ™

Wilkins and Gunn and their prize chump of
g study-mate went out to post the letter. The
first thing they ran into was Plggott, sitting
hencath elm3 and smoking away like a
factory chimney.

“Yon smoky little rotter!” roared Grundy,
catehing him by the scroff of the neck, “Da

Here | sche
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vou call this training for the match? Con-
gider yourself dropped—in more thano one
sense. Bump him! We'll find someone else
to All his place.”

It's quesr how lttle things like that bring
about great changes. Piggott had heen con-
pratulating himself all the morning on drop-
ping into something soft; now he spent all
the afterncon in bemoaning his dropping om
to something hard !

And leaving the Ingenious suggester of
Grundy's great idea reclining on the ground,
they proceeded to the Friardale post-office,
arriving in time for the next collection.

Il.
EOPELLED by our lsisurely old friend
Father Time, Wednesday cama round,
and arrived here, as usual, on the
foorth day of the week.

Bnt a few things had happened belore
then.

Full of pride, we had accepted the challenge
of the “0ld Boys,” and Merry bad replied.
The whole sehool knew it, so thers was no
need for the written reply 4o reach Grundy.

Piggott was anything but pleased at seelng
the fecd he had takem such paine to secure
slip out of his grasp. Even in warstime
money can place pretty good things on the
festive board. Tinned salmon, pinsapple, and
fresh eges Tuded away from Piggott's mental
vision like = bee-nu-tiful dree-am!

He had taken to smoking like a dozen
factory chimneys instead of one, and the
Terrihle Three had—like Grundy—eaught him
in the aet. And, to save himself from belng
ducked in the fountain, he unfolded Grundy’s

me.

At firat they were ineredulouns. They reé-
membered that the writing of Gruking was
somehow familiar, but still— But when bhe
informed them that the disgulizes were hidden
in readiness fn the old barn, and they fomd
them there, that ssttled it!

They made a few alterationa in the 0Old
Boya" footer-tegger. They removed the hlack
ghorts, and replaced them with eleven pairs
of larpe cveling-knickers, hired from Bolomon
Isnacs in Wayland.

These knickers may have been invaluahle
from an antiquarian point of vlew, but from
no other. Posaibly they dated back to when
the human race were of mammoth sizg and
robustness—the age and size of them aug--
eabted that., However, Tom Merry & Co.

idn't trouble to speculate, neither did they
think of questioning Mr. Bolomon Isascs A8
to how he camne to have them.

All they did was to pin a bricl note on the
pile of aportive garments, saying:

“Yores vewmerusly, —

“P." might stand for anything. If the Old
Bova chose to ageribe it to Piggotf, it was
nobady's funlt but their own. Thus reasoned
the Threde.

And all this teok plnce, as T say, while
Wednesdny wng on its way. (If at any time
I lapse into rhyme—I've done it again!—it
is quite unpintentional)

Fow, I don't want anybody to run away
with the idea that Tom Merry. Manners, and
Lowther are on pally terma with the membera
of the S¢cond Form at 3t. Jim's. I merely
state the fact that there was a consultation
held by these two parties in the Second Form-
room after hrekker on Wedneaday.

The result was, that eleven of the smalleat
—and cheekiest—ol the fags agreed to meet
the Old Boys on the feld of battle in the
afternoon, attired in  frock-coats, trousers
which might have ftted Kildare & Co. of tha
Hixth, if they had been cut down a little and
not so wide; and long moustachios which had
been worn by QGerman spldiers In & Tepre-
pentation of tha Battle of Mons—yvide 3t.

!"rir:ied ln'ﬁllp-ﬂ?ﬁ-l:rl.hﬂ
Agents for Aansiralasis;

kiy by the Froprictora ak The Fimstway Hou
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Caps Town and

Adelaide, [

ingdon Btrest, London, E.OQ, 4,
;:.nfnﬁnwﬂlinltun. M.E. Baouth Afr
Johannssburg. Baturdiy, Wovember 1Tth, 1917

England, Eﬁ_bunﬂptlmi. Ts. DAT Annum,
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James' Junior Dramatic Society Engagement
Boak, Christmas Yac., 1916

The mysterious air with which Gra and
his fellow Old Boya set off after nner
for the barn was very impressiog, But [

doubt- it not that when they saw their sub-
‘stituted apparel thelr remarks were anything
hut friepdly towards Dgogott

By the time the rumble of  the brake
announced the arrival of the Old Boys the
whaole school was aware of thélr identity. 1t
wae universally agreed that there should be
no {coter-knickers (o spoare for the visitors
“from Abbotaford.” :

Grukins, the coptain, an individual with a
completely bald head, heavy moustachios,
glde-whiskers, and bushy beard—which any
man in hin gepses, even i he could have
developed such o thing, would have ghaved
off - after a single glance in the mirror—made
several Inquirles concerning footer-knickers,
but they were fraitlezs. !

All the ¢Hd Boys wore long overcoats, but
sometimes the breers separated the talls; and
one veterom with scfaggy legs, and in features
resemibling a cross betwoen the late Charles
Peace and Peorcy Alellinh of Bt. Jim's,” dis-
elosed larga-chesked rting-knickers néarly
doan fo hic ankies. Evidently he had been
unable to button them tightly coough to fit
his legs, : :

It was a sportsmanlike platoon of Old Boys
which marched on to the field,  But they
looked a little uncomfortatle. The wind
blew the eycling-knickers wp into the shape
of halloons, but they. werd greeted with s
storm of reagsuring applause.

“Anyway,” thiey consoled themselves, " nonc
of them Eknow who we are, =0 it
matter.” -

But when their opponents marched on they
forgot everything clze, and starcd In wondar-
gtruck amazemont. A chf-el-:i little heppar
pRmed Tibbles captained the * Junior Eleven,”

doesn't:
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and swaggered up te Mr. Gruking, frock-coat,
cuffs, and moustuchios ull complete.

* Look—Ilook here!” gasped Ordody, as soon
as he could find his voice. “Who—who are
youf What on earth—"

* Junior Eleven,” responded Tibblea,

"You're not the Eleven!™ exclaimed Grundy,
in buwilderment.

“Eh? Who says we're not?" demanded
Tibbles checkily; and Grondy realised that
it was lmpmi{-fc to argue without giving
himself. away.

“Bquibh 17 Tibbles beckoned to the referce,
who wae in the samo —and was almost
as amall—as himaell.

Squibb, by tThe way, wns dressed in some-
thing very much like Grundy's Bonday suif.
Grundy noticed it—a few contortlons of the
beard and other face-fungus showed that—but
he simply coeldn t gay anything.

“8pin the half-crown, Sguibb!” said Tibbles.

“These gentlemen want to get back to the
firigg-ling."

Bquibb tossed a h:.!lpi:ﬂni
Tibbles won, klcked off; and
menced In earnest,

Mr. Grukins elaimed a considerable amannt
of attention. Grundy is & raommy-looking
customer at urdiunri)' times, hut when he is
attired. in bapggy cyeling-tronsers .half o dozen
sizes too large for him the result is rather
remnarkable.

It seemed that the one great desire of the
frock-conted gentlemen was to hack Mr.
Grukins’ shins. They swarmed round him,
and he satwnbled over them every few
saoonds.

He hardly evar aaw tha ball. Onee, when
he wae preparing to kick it, Tibbles tripped
him up, and he Aattened his face against 0.
Mr. Isaacs would want heavy compensation

he pame o0m-

when the sporting-knickers that Grundy was'

Jwearing were returned to him. They were
soiled and torn and trampled uwpon horribly.

ints the alr.
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At least twice every three minutes Grolklas
was fNoored, and  his diminutive opponents
usually sat upon him for a brief rest. Had 1%
not been for the delicions Pru:ggntr of & feed,
there i3 no doubt that all other Old
Boye would have walked off. But "no gamse,
no grub” was Grundy's precept: and “no

rub " is such p common ailment in thesy

ays. _
Btill, there s & lim!t. to h:“ emlil;.nmtiw, and
the worm—if ng cyoling-tron
and such cmumusern. can be du:m’ihtﬁ
a8 & worm—tumed. :
Somebody—I think it was Tibblee—had been
wiping his feet on Mr. Grukine’ face rather
too hard. His reluctance to leave off anmayed

Airundy—in fact, he got fedup.

With a ronr, he rose to hin feet, and hit
out right and lett, The rest of the Old Boys,
who had ‘been rteceiving aundry hacka since
the commencement, joined in the ormlaught.

The resalt was such a pandemoénlom as I
have never heard or seeén before or since, and
at Inst the fags Aed, yelllag, from the
BeEne,.

Grundy waa congratulating himself upon
vietory ‘when the other ten Old Boys turned
npon him.

He was thumped, humped, -and pummelled,
harged, hiffed, bashad, and equashed, and
finally left in solitude and pain.

The wvietorious visitors were greeted with
even louder clieering than their frst appear-
ance had elicited ;: but, Iollowing the example
set by ancient Rachael, they simply would
not he comforted.

Blowly and laborioosly Grundy, gqoondsm
Gruking, dragged himsell after them, leaving
a feld strewn with moustachios, [rock-conts,
whiskers, cuffs, and portions of once sportive
looking eycling-knickersa.

And I think that iz all I need say about
the Old Boys!

THE END.

BUNTER'S LITTLE SWINDLE!

L1 HAT'S the matiter with Bunteri™
) The Fomous Five were adorn-
ing the .ateps of the School
Honse with their persom: when

Harry Wharton asked that question.

Billy Bunter was walking slowly across the
‘quad towards them. He did not see them,
however., He kept his eves fixed om the

round and hiz handa in his pockets, as if
Ee were thinking out some great problem.

He reached the steps, and hegan mounting
them, still without raising bhiz eyes, Rob
Cherry stepped to one side nobselessly,  Billy

Bunter came up Lhe steps unsecingly, il un.

gonscious thnak the Bve juniors were 80 close
to him. As he came nbroast of r.hen} Bob
Cherry stooped to the level of Nunter's ear
and applied #is mouth to that organ. Then
he ye’l'l]ed:

“ Hallo, halle, hollo®

Bunter came oul of a brown study with a
jump, and sat down on the hard stone Bt
with hurnip. He blinked furiously st the
grinning juniors.

wQw! You rotters!® he yelied, *What
did you do that forim

“ Ha, ha, hni? _ )

¢ What's the matter with you?® inguired
Boh Chercy syrmpathetienlly, © Are you ill?7

“©f11? You know 1'm not, you rotter! Why |-

ghould I be il1%" _

wyWell, you were thinking!® replled Bob
Cherry, in a tone of mild surprise.

« Ha, ha, ha!* :

Bunter picked himsell up, and hestowed a
wrathfnl glare upon the Famous Five which
ought to have shrivelled them up on the spot,
but only made them Inogh,

wghall I brosh you down, Buonty?” asked
Frunk Nugent. " You look rather dusty!®

“ Yaw! Don't you touch me, Nugent, you
rotter1®

“ Zure your don’t wank to he dusted downi®

Baonter did mot repty to that question. He
growled “Beasts!” and rolled disconsolately
up the passage to his stody,

Harry Wharton burst into a jaugh,
+ o Wonder what that fat ass was looking
s0 serious aboub?™ he remarked.

o Geodness knowa!™  sald  Bobh  Cherry.
“ Anyway, he's not worth worrying about!
let's get changed. . Btumps nre pitehed in
three-quarters of an hour, apd we want fo
et somie practice before we start slaughter-

those 3t. Jude's heggars!®

By DICK RAKE.

It was Wednesduy—a half-holiday—and the
Remove were playing St Jude's on their own
ground,

Billy Bunter made his way along the pas-
sage in decp thonght. As be turned n-cOrner
he collided wolently with a bony bead, and
gat down and gasped.

Somebody else sat down and gasped, too!
It waz Snoop. Hnoop was on his way to
Bkinner's atudy for a little flutter. He had
received another remittanee from his Uncle
Huggins in Canadg, and consequently was in
high featber. He picked himsell up fyriously
rmow, his good temper quite lost.

“¥ou gilly nsa!® he roared, ¥ What do you
wnot to come barging into me fort I've a
jolly good mind to scrug yom1®

“ Yow-ow !? roared the hapless Owl. = You
rotter!  You've dislocated my backbone!
It's right out of joint!™

“0h, Is it? Then perhaps another kick the
Ether way will put it right! Heep still while

bry 1P
‘On accond thoughtzs Tunler deeided that
his apinal column wna still in Its uswal posl-
tion, and he jumped wp with alacrity, and
hotted down the passage at top speed, Snoop
helping him at iotervals with a friendly lift
from hehind. -

Snoop retraced his footsteps a littie brealh-
lessly, grinning. BRuot the grin dicd as he
can niﬁht- of an ohject lying near. the
srene of the collision, and he whistled.

It was & newspaper, and on closer inspec-
tlon proved to bhe a current issue of the
“Friardale Gazette.® Snoop uniolded it
curiotsly. As he did so he noticed a thiek
hlack line pencilled under an ndvertisement
in the “Lost and Found * columo, He read
it eagerly. It ram:

S LOST!
85 REWARD!

# 3omewhere in Friardale, on the ecvening
of July 6th, a brown Irish terrler. Answers
to the name of Spot. Anyone returfiing same
to A. Roper, 5, High 3treet, Friarduole, will
reccive the above reward i

“My hat!® muttered Sncop. “That's what
Bunter's beenm a0 miysterions about - lately !
Or perbaps he's found.the litle heast, 'l
try and pump the xilly mra, Thoro mny be a
cliahee to hag it if be's really found .7

And with that generous intcntion Snoop

harricd after the Owl of Lite Remaove, Il
met him half-wpy slong the corridor, Bunter,
It appeared, whs looking for the * Qazette.”
The sight of Huoop calmly roading it made
the fut junior bellow with rage.

“Gimme my paper[® ha shouted, . ® Thatl's
mine !

Snoop eved him curionsly,

“You're jolly kecn on getting your paper!®
he spid, “ What's the troubleyr

“*¥You gimme it! J—m

Snoop thought blelf was his best policy.

“Now, look here, Runter,” he sald, =Jt's
no goad yon trying to kecp it from me, I
know all about jgIm

“ About what?™ aszked Bunter nervously.

“ About old Ropur's dog,” replied the ead
of the Kemove,

“ You  rotter, Snoop!
on me ™

“ Exactly !'¥ gald Snoop.
all about 1t '

Bunter groaned. A keener fellow would
have requdred much stronger proof than
dnoop bad provided. Bnoop's word ‘was not
ko be relicd upon at the hest of times. Boat
then, Bonter wuz not a keen fcllow,

¥ I-took here, Bnoop,™ he stammered, *sep-
pose I lek you indo the game—=

“Then I'll simply take a third of the
mongy."

" And=—nnd if T dop't?®

“Then I'l tell all the fellows, and you'll
get nothing 1™ safd !-}m:m:ugl prnmptijr.

He had no idea what Bunter's scheme was,
but his bl succeeded. Billy Bunter groaned

again. :
*All zerene!™ he smid fecbly. *Lot’a got
that

down to the wood-shed.'”

The wond-shed! Snoop  deckiled
Bunter mmst have foond the dol, and bidden
it there to take down to the village,

“ Right-ho ! said Snoop cheerfully. Amnil-
the two young raseals proceeded in the direc-
tion of the wood-zhed. ;

Akinner's little party was quite forgolten.

“1 any, Snoop,”™ be eald, ag the palr were
crossing the Clgse, ®do you kmow what Mr.

r's little monprel was Nke?®
. Bnoop  hesitated hefore replying.  Shovld
he eay “F¥er ® or *Xo*F He decided.

“Yeg, " he lied.

“0h,. g0 ! Well, d'ye think Gutity's doz
wonltl pass for-it?» .

Snoop started. Ro that was DBunter's

{Continwed on page 16.)

You've been apying
“¥ou see, I know
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{ Bunter's Little Swindle! !
{Continved from page 15.) !'

; -_-.-u-.-u-.u-.uq..u-q

secret ! He bad not found the dog. Instead,
he had sbolen Gatby's terrier, and was going
to “palm " it off on Mr. Roper as the miss.
ing animal. Anoop aaw it all now, and he
anawered Bunter ‘with confidence.
=%Yes,” he roplied. “0ld Roper’s bonnd to
be taken n!” ]
*You see,” went on the Owl of the Remove,
“I couldn't take it down at once as those
rotters: were hanging round the gates, so 1
thoupht I'd wait until the fellowa went down
to ericket. Now the coast's-clear!”

“Just 80! agreed Spoop.  On the whole, he]

wus tather glad Bunter had decided on that
postponement. )

They reached the shed, and the fat junior
openeéd the door and stumbled in. ROOD
walted outaide.

“Pasz hlin over

=“Gob him? hie asked.
here ™

Bunter passed a struggling mass  into
Snoop's cutstretched hands. Snoop saw that
it woa n osack, tied at the top with string.
Thia was very necessary, judging from the
liveliness of the contents. Snoop grinned as
he received it. The pext moment he had
slammed the door shut, and slipped the latch.
A yell came from the imprisoned Owl.

*What are you doiog, ¥ou idiotT
out !

“ Bow-wow I

And with that e¢loquent remark Snoop
hurried away, and wasz 0on sprinting out of
tlic gates on lils way to Friardale.

[ [] - L] » - [ ]
“What's that row? ’
The Famous Five, with the rest of the
cricketers, were coming off the ground. They
had won the match with Bt. Jude's by
10 runs, and consequently were fecling very
aalisgfitd with themselves and the world
generally. - But ag they neared the wood-shed
wrathful howle rent the air, and they stopped
in wondar.

“What's that row?® asked Johnny Full.
“Bounds like 4 pig being slnughtored I

*“Well, it bas some connection with & pig!”
grinned Nugent. "If I'm not mistaken, that's
Bunter's warbie.”

L&t me

“That fat heast is alwayas in trouble!”
ra%hﬁ{} Harry Wharton. “Listen!”
ck!

Thud!

“Let me out!™-

“Someone’s locked him in the wood-shed!”
gald Harey Wharton, smiling,. “1I supposze
we'd betfer let him out.” Je flung open the

door.
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Iunter came charging out Like a bull.

Y Hold ont" eaid Bob Cherry. = What®s the
hurey, porpbisc?”

Bunter gasped for breath,

“[ say, you fellows!™ he roared. “1t's that
retter Snoop! He's swindled me !

Harry Wharton took Banter's ear lebtween
his finger and thumb and compressed it.

“Now, Bunty, the truth, mind, and nedhing
Yt the truth.”

“Yow.ow! It's true!” shricked the Owl of
the Remove.  “He's got the dog. and he's
taking it down to old Roeper to “get the
reward!”

“"What's he Lurbling abouty™ asked Sqgutild.
“Make him explain?”

“Now, Bunty, what's thizs all about®”

“"Yow! Leggo my  car, Wharton, you
beast! I tell yon, Mr. Roper's offering a
reward for his dog —"

“Yea, I koow that. I zaw it in the
*(inzette. Yon don't mean to say you've

found ity

“N-no! That i3 to say., yes!” stuttered
Ru::lut-ar. “You see, it's Gatty's dog, and-
&n _-_I!

YRy Jove!” ejaculated Dob Cherry. "1 can
see 1t now ! That [at villain was poing to try
to make old Roper believe it's hiz lost dog
he'a found!™

*Is that true?” said ‘Wharton, shaking the
Iat junior by the shoulder.

“N-no! 1t was Snoop who thought of if,
not meé! And now he's gone to get the five
pounds!™ Bunter's voice trailed off into &
wail of anguish. :

“Let's go ond see what the giddy young
sweep has done,” suggested Bob Cherry. © We
may be able to stop him before he geis to
Roper's, Hallo! There's young Gatty !®

Uatty carne rushing up excitedly.

"Anyboedy seen my dog? he shouted.

"Bnoop's gob it at present!” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “It's all right, kid; no harm cag
come ta it, We're just poing to ren -him,
down., Come onm, my nmpins!“

And Bob Cherry led the way to.the pates,
hiz long legs covering the ground at a great
rate. The others followed him. Runter
bringing up the rear, puffing like a pair of
very old bellows.,

Mr. Roper was in his shop when Snoop
E*Elt.i}red in haste, and set down the sack on a
cluair.

“Your dog, sir!” he panted,

“*My dog?! You've found him? Let me
gee ' Me Roper hurried round the counter.

gnoop cut the string of the sack.

Mr. Roper's eyes lighted wp as he saw the

| little terrier, which bounded out like a Jack-

in-a-box.

“Al, yes!" he exclaimed. “Thank you,
my boy! Buat you should not have ticd him
upe i this way e,

"By way Hl;-'l.'l,:#ﬁl:il’l:ﬂ, ale ™

“Yes, yes! Where did you Snd him$"?

“In Friardale Lane, sbr,” said Snoop.

“Just zo0! Here's the five pounds.”

Mr. Roper feit in his hip-poeket, and pro-
duecd a rustling banknote. He handed it to
dnoop, who took it eagerly.

““Thank you!™ said Mr, lmﬁu_-r, % Why—
why, this 13 not the dog! This i= not my
Bpot! What do you mean by bringing this
to may” |

“0h, yes, it iz, sir! JI—"

There was a step abt the door, and the
beery [ace of Palice-constabla Toxer appeared,
Snoop  turned pale as he noticed that the
constable had a dog under his arm. At the
same moment Bob Cherry dashed'im, followed
hy Harry Wharton and a crowd of other
fellows, Bunter brought up the rear.

Bunter charged straight at BSnoop, who
?tﬂnﬂ, banknote in hand, quivering with
ar.

“I want my fiver!” he roared, and made a
cluteh at the note in Snoop’s nerveless Angers.

The cnd of the Bemove jerked his nd
away, and rushed for the exit, But P.-c.

zer caught him., And swung him back.

3o you're trying to palm off this ‘ere

hanimal on Mr, Roper, are you? "And that
nobe back !™

dncop did =0,

“I did it for Bunter,” he pleaded. “He

asked me to bring Dack the dog and take
the money for him.”

“A likely tale!" grinmed the -<constable.
“You're o palr of {Dung ruzcals, both a8 bad
! nn&guntlwr. I found Mr. REoper’s dog this
morning.”

kEilly Bunter waz fuming with rage. He
wenl for Sneop, and the two juniorz rolled on
the floor together, Bunter wppermost, which
was rather painful for Snoop.

“You thief!" roared the exasperated Owl.
“Tt was all my idea! You—you——=»

“What shall I do with them, siri” asked
P.-¢, Toxer, grinning. The prospect of the
five ponnds he was about 0 reecelve had put
him in a good humour.,

“ Leave it to us'™ said Harry Wharton,
*“We'll bump themn both!™

Mr. Roper wasz content to let It go af that.
S0 waa Torer.  Bunter was u.irg,g_Fed off the
unfortunate Snoop. who rose painfully to his
feet. Then the juniors trooped out of the
shop, Sncop following limply.

“Bnoop Girst!” ealled out Bob Cherry.

And Hnoop waz pecordingly bumped hard.
Ab the twalfth hump he was released, and
left groaning.

Then the junierz attended to Bunter.

“1 sny, you fellows,” he began, "it wnsn't
e you know—— Ow!™

Bump, bump, bump!

Bunter was reaping his reward!

THE END,

mm
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{The Editor’s Chat. }
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For Next Monday :
“SAVING THE BOUNDER!"

By Frank Richands,

This wecek's story will enggest to the dis-
cerning reader that Vernon-Smith is getting
fed up with going the wrong way. No one
will be surprised to lind that he makes np
his mind now to steer o different course,

" But ther® are rocks in the way!

Wext week's yarn might have boeen given
the same title as the fine, donble-length story
in this week's “Gem ™ hears. though there is
only onte feature they hove in common. . That
is the fact that the shadow of the past looms
dackly over both the Bounder and.Valentine
Outram. The lutter has been violent hefore,
and bms ‘suffered for it. He is violent again,
but with every excuse. But the gxcuses that
would sérve another fellow do not setve him.
The, past is sgainst him. ~ Bo with the
‘Bounder;© He wants to eut for good and all
the shady rascals who have - battened upon
his ‘ample pocket-mopey ; but Tie find it very
hard, for they have a hold upon him, How
he' comes odb of it, and by what help ou
will read noxt week in a first-rate story.

THIS WEEK'S “GEM."

fine of the best numbers of cither of my
papers that has ever heen published, as I
am aure you will all admit when you have
read it.

DON'T MISS IT ON ANY ACCOUNT!

[t containe a splendid domble-length stary
of 5t Jim's—

“THE SHADOW OF THE PAST!”

a compendivm of information concerning the
charactera of the storics, which I have called

“GEM " “ WHO’S WHO,"

amnd a ripping instalment of the popular

#erigl—

“THE TWINS FROM TASMANIA!™

“ ANSWERS."

You are not all averburdened with pocket-
money, 1 know. DBut I know, too, that some
of you have it to spare, and hoave n "Zap in
your reading left after you have hought and
dealt with the Companion Papers, * Answers ™
is the wory thing to 6l thiz gap. " Toside
the Lines"” the novel of the great play, is
the very story for a boy who likes mystery
and adventure and the thrill of wartime,
“Carrying On with the First Hundred
Thowsand " iz truc; but it has all the thrill
af & novel, and he would be a dull boy
indeed wha did not like it!

TO MY READERS IN NORTH-EAST
LONDON,

On the evening of Tuesday, November 15th,
a day after most of you get this number,
there will be. a mecting which I hope every
boy réader (hetween the ages of 14 and 18)

of the Migxer in ¥.E. London will try to
attend. This meeting is at

THE KING'S HALL, HACKNEY,

at &850 in the evening of the day named,
The Mayor of Hackney will t.ul-:g the chair,
anu the meeting will be addreeszed by

THE BISHOP OF LONDON.

The Bev. Kenncoth Asheroft. Hon. See. for
Clapton  and  Hackney -of the Bishop of
London's, Committee for Work among Eldar
Lads, asks me to insert this notlee, and I
de so with pleaswre. for I Enow that the
Bishop ean tell” you things that will interest
you and do yYou good. He does not want juat
to preach to you, you know. He will 1k
about your future carecrs, and how to make

| the best of the chances that come your way,

of the qualitics thot count in the battle of
life, and how fo light that battle cleanly and
manfully. There is not ouc of you who could
not get good from such an address, and it is
a real privilege to hear the Bishop. So I
want you fo roll up in erowds, you loyal
readers of Lthe MAGNET and the “ Gem ™! .
And I feel sure you will not be less dispored
to g0 when you read what Mr. Asheroft, the
pentleman  who asked we. to insert  this
invitation. says about the papera that mean
a3 much to you—and to me az well. He
has known them for over ten wyears, he aays,
and he can testify that they have always
been on the side of manliness and decency.
That is the sort of testimony I really
value. 1 think.you will know how to appre-
clate if. Loo, for [ bave heard of many cases
in which boyz have profited by the lessona
which Messrs. Richards and - Clifford teach
without over secming to go ont of their wayr

to point & moral.
YOUR BDITOR.
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