


“BUCE UP, BUNTERI"
By Frank Richards.

TORIES of the great William
George are always well received by
my ‘host of readers, for the antica
of the Owl will make even a cat

laugh! In thizs coming yarn wa see
Billy Bunter at his wit's end becauso his
father writes and says that he is dis-
satisfied with the prugress hiz  young
bopeful i3, making at Greyfriars. That's
uite to bhe expected in 3 way, for the
ot and fatuwous Removite knows not
the meaning “of the term progress, and

certainly does not think that he iz at
Greylriars to “learn things.”

BUNTER THINKS !

You wouldn't believe ik, really, but
our tame ]mrimlﬁﬁ does get his  in.
tellectnal machinery in motion. In
short, he's got the wind up! His father
musi be convinced that the one and only
William is a eredib to his Form, to Grey-
friars, to his family. But how's it to be
done? KFome wasn’t built in a day, and
certainly the Bunter that the Owl lfl_'Lin‘ks
he Uu%_il; to be would never materialise
in & whole lifetime—Bunter and hercism
Bunter and - truthfulness, Bunter and
learning will neyer spring from Bunter
and laziness, Bunter and greediness,

BRAIN-WAVES !

_Bunier must do something of which
his [ather would be proud. He must
rescue zomeonce from a watery srave,
he must knock up centuries and things
at cricket. But—that word sends cold
shivers down Billy Bunter's spine—how's
it going to be done? Strangely enough,
mo one iz charitable enough to fall into
the river for the express purpose of let-
ting Billy Bunter fish him out, Selfish.
ness, rezfll:r*, ‘but there it 5. DBunter is
forced Lo admit Lo himself that he 15 a
" dud "—a wash-out; there’s nothing he
shinez at except telling whoppers and
scoffing tuck—usually other people’s, It
13 hardly fo be expected that DMr.
William Samuel Bunter will be satisfied ;
in faet, it 1z quite on the cards that he
will withdraw hiz zon from the z=chool.
And yet—just when Bunter has drawn
upon all his resources and failed—there
happens one of those rare opportunities
which touch up a miserable and zordid
exigtence with a plow of colour. Dunter
actually plays a hers's part—uncon-
sciously, of course. Buntor will do
almost anything for a cake. EBtrange,
that seems, but there it is, Bunter's
heroism is Emm ted by thoughts of an
prdinary cake, I'm leaving you curigus
at this point so that Mr. Richards can
talk about this cake in HIS way. Don't
mizs

“BUCK UP, BUNTER!™

whatever you do. You'll enjoy every
line of it; you'll he anzious to reach the
end of the story, and when you do vou'll
regret that there 1sn't more of it. That's
the way of a good story.
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“THE GOLDEN PYRAMID!”

Thete is another long instalment of
thiz popular detective serial, chums, in
our next issue, Ferrers Locke and Jack
Nrake coms face to face with Apthur
Bristow, who holds the whip-hapd. But
not for long does Lhiz consummate
seoundrel score a trivmph. Ferrers
Locke is far too wily a bird to bhave his
wings chipped, whilst Jack Drake has
repeatedly shown hiz groat worth when
it comes to getting out of & tight comer.
Took out for thiz coming instalment,
bays., If you'd take s tip from: me you'd
da well to hop round to vour newsapent
at once and order next Monday's
MaGKET.

PICNICS !

The scason is here when pienies be.
come the order of the day. And, after
all, there's many & less delightful way of
spending a sunny dey eor an afternoon.
Harry Wharton g, Co., whe pride them-
selves upon being ““scasanahle,” havwe
put their shoulders to the wheel and

1ven us & " pionic ' supplement.  Tom

rown contributes a highly-interesting
article on Plenics—Past and Present. He
even takes us—or rather his imagination
takes him—nto the picnicking days of
the Btone Age. You'll like this number,
chums; mind you read it!

GRAND NEW SERIAL !

I made mention in last week's Chat of
ﬂ.IE. new detective serial I have in hand.

RESULT OF “ CROSS

2 'YOUR EDITOR IS YOUR. FRIEND —WRITE TO HIM!

For the benefit of those readers who
missed the announcement, let me zay
that this story 15 a real top-notcher, MMr,
Hedley Seott has given us a fine mystery
varn with mevement in it {rom begin-
ning to end. Sport, too, in the shape of
King Cricket, is woven into the story.
Thiz serial is poing to make a big hit
—take it from me. When does it appear?
Ah, perbaps in’next week's Chat I can
give you a delinite date. Look out for
it:

THE LUCKY THIRTEEN !

Next week's issue will contain the
nanmes and addresses of the “winners™
of our * Puzzle Pars * Competition -Neo. L
Your name, chum, might be amongst
theur, 'Nuff said!

———

The * SCHQOLBOYS’ OWN.LIBRARY [

Nos. 3 and 4 of this wonderfiul new
echool-story library are now on the book-
stalls. There's going to ba:“some ** rush
to secare them, so it iz up to. Magnetites
to jump: in while the going is good.
No. 3 records the adventires of Fisher

. Fish in the “amateur business
world,” and iz aptly entitled *“ The Grey-
friars Business Man ! No. 4 introduces
Willy Handforth & Co. of St. Frank's in
a roustng yarn of school life and advens
ture, and i3 entitled “The Fightin
Form of 8t Frank’s.” You'll enjoy both
these E4-page volumes, Make certain of
your coples by ordering now. Don't
farget—ask for No<. 3 and 4 of

The “ SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY [

Now On Bale at all newsagents.
When you have read—and enjoyed—
these ripping yarns, do me the favour of

recommending them to & non-reader pal.
Many thanks, -

your €ditor.
WORDS " LIMERICK

COMPETITION No. 9.

has been awarded to:

for rounding off the following verse:

with :

awarded to ihe following s

“I don’t care two straws for the Ilcad

Skinner eried {did he mean what he said 1)
“He's too fat, and he's dozey,
And—here comes the old fogey——"

In this competition the FIRET PRIZE of £5 for the best “last line ¥ sent in

JOHN W. DARLING,
cfo Imperial Hotel,

Darlington,

L]

“But his * nerve " tarned to f nerves ' oand he 8ed.?
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THE OLD BOUNDER | Not for anyg lenglh of tinee can Fernon-Smith Leep fo Tthe sbieeiggled eooeed HEFrOH patl. e seeps
fo talie a sheer delight in rorony-doinyg, and is for ever fighting against that** oftker self "' welvich, in the past,
cevaredd for Rimm the fitle of the Bownder!
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A Magnificent, New, Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co., of
Greyfriars, introducing Vernon-Smith, commonly known as the Bounder,

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
High Words !

ERBERT VEENON-SMITH,
H the Bounder of Greyiciass,
lounged into Study WNo. 1 in

the Hemove with his hands in

hiz pockets.
Harry Wharton, at the study table,
glaneed up, His pen was busy, but he

arrested it for a moment,

“Can't stop, Smithy 1"

i BI‘.I.S}‘ il

“ Yez-—lines.”

“(an't spare & minute?”

“Well, if 1t's important—" Tlarry
Wharton laid down his pen. **You
see, I've pot a hundred to do for Mr.
Quelch, and I'm expected on  Little
Side. The lines have pot to po in first
—grg T .

“YWash it out!” said the Bounder.
* Bother the linegt”

Whartan smiled.

“Well, that would mean trouble with
Quelchy,” he zaid. “I'm not looking
for that, Bmithy.”

The Bounder smiled in a rather sar-
castic way.

“It's oot such a jolly long time since
vou used to look for trouble with
Quelchy,” he said. *“You put most of
your time intoe it, not so very long
aga.”

“That's over,”™ said Wharton briefly.

It was a disagreeable topic to him,
and the Bounder knew it. That brief
period when Harry Wharton had been
the rebel of the Remove was never men-
tioned by his friends; Harry himself
was trying hard to forget it. He did
not take any relerence to it kindly,
and the Bounder was well aware of that
fact. Nevertheless, he purswed the
topic.

" Not so very long ago, Quelchy giv-
ing vou lines was reason cnough for
_vou to leave them wnwritten,” he said.

“T was an ass!” said Harry.
“Lunckily, I reslized it before it was too
late. Chuck that subject, Smithy!
Surely you didn't cone 1n here to talk
about o thineg you know I'm sick of.”

“Well, no! If yon have resurmed
your ancient character of wodel youth
and shining light, and so on—-"

Whartotf looked at the Dounder
sharply.
“"Have vou dropped in here for a

vow, Smithy 1 he asked.

“Not at all.”

“Then ring off. If you've got any-
thing on your chest, cough it np, and
let me pet my lines done. Thew're due
at three.”

“I'm going out [or the afterncon,”
said the Bounder.

“Cutting gamecs practice?”

*Yes, [ suppose that wen't hurt.”

“Well, ne, not ence in a way,” said
the captain of the Reomove, “ Iut the
matehes nare coming along now, you
koow., We play 3t Jode's before very
long, and there's the Form match with
the IMourlh——-="

“That's practically only a ?racti:‘.e
game,” said Smithy, “You don't faney
that Temple's crowd could beat us®

“No. Btill, we're bound to Lkeep in
formn,  DBut if you want to cubt pames
thia afiernoon, ell ripht.”

Wharten dipped bis pen in the.ink.

“Hold on & minute! I want you to
come with me,” said Vernou-Smith. He
stood with his hands in his pockets, eve-
ing the captain of the Nemove across
the study table.

Wharton shook his head.

“Jorry, ean't be done! U've prot
these lines o limish, and then games
practice. Dusy till teatime.”

“Dob Cherry will take the ericket
Eractim off your hands. Look here,
Vharton, I want yon to come™

“Thanks no end. DBut—"

“1t's nnportant”

Harry Wharton laid down his pen
again. He was rather surprised by the
pertinacity of the Dounder,

They were friends, in a way, but they
had never been chuns, There had been
a briel period, al the time when Harry
Wharton was in disgrace with his Form
master, and unfriendly with his old
friends, when lte had chummed with
Smithy. Thut that period had been very
bricf; it had ended, in fael, in a [light
in & very short time. They wero friends
now, but seldom or never companions.
Their waya were wide as the poles
asnunder. Wharton valued Bunthy
chieflv as & ftower of strength in the
Remove cleven, and assuiedly he did
not want frouble with the Bounder.
Ttut he did not affect to be specially
keen on his companionship. :

“I don't quite follow,” said Harry,

after a panse, ““Why do you want mae
specially, Bmithy? kinner or Snocop
wortld gﬂ glad—-"

1 don't wanl Skinngr or Snoop.”

“Well, there's your own pal, Hed-
win o
'l‘ﬁe Bounder shreugged his shoulders,

*Redwing's too angelic for this bus-
ness. 1 don’t want to shock him."

Wharton's brows contracted.

“ Anyhow, dwing's bogked for
games practice,” ha said. “I'm think-
ing of giving him o trial in the Form
nratehh next week,  Bub look here,
Smithy, if it's something you can't ask
Redwing to join in, it's something you
can't ask me to join in, either. LDash
it all, what the thump do you mean,
anyway ¥

Wharton's eyes plinted a littie,
Wa3 Erowing angry.

He guessed, by Lhis time, that the
Bounder of Greviciars had planned one
aof his shady oxcursions for that hall-
hioliday, one of the cxenrsions in which
[siz chun Redwing never joined.
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The Bounder smiled sarcastically.

“I'm going to see some Tellows,” he
said,  “I¥s  possible there may be a
row, and I want a fellow to stand by
me. Skinner:or HSncop wouldn’t have
the pluck. Redwing’s got heaps -of
pluck, but ha.wouldn't be found dead
in the show I'm going to. I want you
to come. ' Look here, Wharton, every
fellow ‘kicks-wrer the traces at times
You kicked over the traces a jolly good
deal wot so long ago,” and you came
jolly ncar. being bunked from  the
gchool. You've boen jolly careful since,
I know; but onée in a while——"

Wharton rose to his feet,

His eyes gleamed at the Bounder
acrosg the table,

“That's enovugh, Smithy!”*
“Well, will you comel?”

“No, I won't, and it's like your check
to ack me. Because I El:é:.‘ad the goat
onca, when I was on bad terms with
my friends, and worried about some
private matters, too, yow've no rvight to
suppose that I'm n shady Dblackguard
like vourself.”

" Thanks ™

" That's plain Xnglish,” s8id Wharion
savagely; “‘and there's another thing,
while we’re on the subject. You dou’t
seomr to understand that you've insulted
me, so we'll pass that over, T've no
right and no_wish to preach at you;
what you do is a matter for your own
conseience, if von've got any, till yvou're
found out and hunked from the school,
Pve got no dealings with you except as
captain of the eleven you're a member
of. Well,; this kind of thing won't do.4
If you're going to play cricket for the
Remove this season, you've got to chuck
]Lu
- YGot tod”
pleasantly. :

“¥es, thaigs the word. Fou coolly
tcll me that you're cutting games prac-
tico this afternoon, to go and pley the
lackguard at some rotten show, that
vou'd be expelled for visiting 1f the
Head knew. Is that thé way to talk
to your oricket ecaptaini®®

“Yes, if I chopse,” said the Boun-
der coolly.

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“Then it won’t do! You'll chuck up
iis dingy foolery this afternoon,
Smithy, and lurn up to games practice
with the rest.”

“Rot 1™

“1f not—" “Wharton paused,

“*Well, if nol*” gneered the Bounder.

“You'll be dropped out of the
¢leven.”

Vernon-8mith yawned,

“Dear me! And all because I don’t
believe you're a giddy model character,
and a shinin' light in the Remove,
because I believe you're only playing a
carcful game, because you came near
being bunked, snd are afraid of get.
ting the chopper—-7"> :

“That's enough! Ara you t.urjﬁug_
up for games practice this afternoon?

i Nﬂ!l}

Wharton sat down again. :

“Please yourzelf! But if vou don't,
i.rnur name is taken out of the Remove
iS-t-...”

*Take it aut, and be hanged to you,”
retorted the Bounder.

And  with  that, Herbort Vornon-
Smith swung out of the study,

Wharton, with a wullled lLrow,
resumed hiz Bnes. :

zaid the Bounder un-

e
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THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Redwing Says No |
L ALLO, halle, hallo i
Bob  Cherry greeted the
RBounder cheerily a=z Bnnthy
strolled down to Little Side.
Mast of tha Beomove . ericketers were
gathering there, for games practice;
and four members of the Famous Five
were already on the spot. Bob Cherry,
Frank MNugent, Johnny Ball, and
Hurree Jampet Ram Bingh, stood in a
little group, dand Tom R&ci wing was with
them. They were waiting for Wharton,

“Whoere's Wharton?” asked Nupgent.

“Y_saw the dear man_ in Dhis study
grinding out lines for Quelehy,” sas
the Bounder lightly, - “It's rather 8
change from the time when he used to
ﬁet it hot and strong [or refusing to do

is lines, isn't 0¥
“Oh, rot!” eaid Bob Cherry. * What
a fellow you are for digging up things
better left buried, Smithy.”

“The tactfulness of xour excellent
remarks iz not terrific, my esteemed
Hmithy,”" observed Hurree Jamzet Ilam
Bingh.

Tom Redwing gave lis chum an
anxioua glance.

Ho was acoustormed to the Bovoder's
varying moods; and loyal chum as he
was, he did oot always find it casy to
bear with Simihy., o could see that
tha Bounder now was in one of his
most. urpleasant tempers, prone to
gquarrel with friend or foe. Bomething,
ovidently, bhad Thappened to  rufile
Smithy's temper—never very reliable.

“ [ stand corrected,"” =aid the Dounder
sardonically. “One must not hréathe a
word of criticism concerning the great
and only Wharion,” i :

“0h, don’s be an ass,” sgid Johnny
Bull grafily,

“But I seem to remember a time
when you fellows criticised him pretty
freely, all the same—even to the extent
of punching his head.”™
: ]:?'ﬂﬂb Cherry gave the Bounder 2 gum
DOk,

“Drop that, Bmithy " he said.

“Why!" wvawned the Bounder.

“Becanse I shall jolly well punch your
head if you don't,” said Bobr hotly. *If
we have our little troubles sometimes,
it's no bizney of yours, and you're not
called - on to butt in.”

“ Bmithy,
Redwing.

“I eann jolly well geo that you're In
one of your rotten tempers, Smithy”
said Johnny Bull, in his slow, ah:&ctlg
way. “Take a walk and get over it.
Don't say any more”

“The fact 13, I didn't walk down
here to enjoy your conversation,” said
the Bounder. "I want ?'n::u. REedwing.”

“What about, Smithy
- " I'm going out for the aftornoon,
and I want a fellow to come with me”

Redwing looked troubled.

“(yames practice, vou know,"” le
anid. " Wharton's -going to give mo &
trial in the Form mateh, and——"

“¥ou don't want to come?

Bob Cherry and Co. moved off a
little. 'They did not want to be con-
cerned i1n recriminations belween Ver-
non-Bmith and his chum, Smithy’s tone
was . distinctly  unpleasant: and the
wondered how Tom Redwing mulﬁ
take it so patiently as he dicd.  But Tom
hed many rveasons for being patient
with his wayward comrade: hoe hnew
the sterling qualities that wndertay the
rather bard and eynical cxterior of the
Bounder, and he had not forgotten the
times when Bmithy had been a good
and loval friend to him.

EL

old man——" murmured

“T'd like lo come, i vou want mwe,-

L} ]

Hurithy,” said Iedwing, * Thrgs—-"
“Well, I do went you.”

]

]

§ ¥ T'm just  off—only called

ffor cutti
Bounder nﬂm

_ Redwing suppressed a sigh. He was
kéen on_ wicket; keen on a chance of
_Eﬂttlléﬁ into the Remoave eleven, Hao
!?51 anged for practice, too; and his
i

skipper would expect to find him o
Littls Side. But he had long been
accustomed to conceding (o the
Bounder.

h{:‘iit%{;t:hh“ " he zaid, as checrfully os

“If you'd rether not come—"
“I'll comei™
“1 daresay his Highness will rag von
8 practice,” said Lhe
r his woice & litile so

that Bob Cherry & Co. should hear,
“Ho's told me I'm to be dropped
out of the cricket #f I go—and Flm
going all the same."”

“ Bmithy 1”7

Bob Cherry looked round.

“That's rot,” he said. :

“Fart 1" suid the Bounder. * Whar-
ton is & little tin god, you know; and
isn’t his word law in the Remove? I'm
to be chucked out of the ericket if I
clear off this alternoon—and don’t
care o button, either. If the eleven
can get on without me, 1 fancy that
I can get on without the eleven.’

“Rot!"” repeated Bob. *“JIi TWhar-
ton's really =aid that, there’s somcthing
in it that you haven’t mentivsed.™

“Quite! You're getting anite per-
BPICRCIOUS ' assepted the  Bounder,
"Yon see, I'm going Lo see some racing
Mt &

* What "
= o é: the viver, at the Feathers! con-
tinued the Bounder coolly, apparcntiy

uneonscious of the sensation his words
caunsed  among & dozen fellowz who
heard them. “I asked Wharton to
come—Dhbut he's funky. ‘Fhey’re rather a
doubtful gang I'm visitin’, end there
m?g ba a row. Come on, Redwing."”
om Redwing did not stir,
Ilis cheeks were crimsorn.

“Is that the fact, Smithy—ymi'rs
Eoing UT ta that rotten show, to zee n
zet of blackgoards—-"

“ Just that!™

“And you ask me to come ! exeluimed
Tom indignantly.

“I've asked you”

"Well, I won't come,” said Hedwin
guietly. “You ought to be joliv well
ashamed of asking me, and jolly wnell
ashamed of Eﬂin‘f'.”

“Dear mel haven't dropped iuto
& Salvation Army meetin’ by mistake,
bava Y? asked the Bounder, looking
rovind.

Some of the juniors lawghed. Some
of them looked disgusted, and some
angry, which did not affect the Bounder
in the least. It pleased Bmithy some-
times, in his wayward and malignant
waods, to run counter to the opinions
and fﬂelinﬁ of every fellow he know.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Here comes
Wharton ! exclaimed Bob Cherry.

The captain of the Remove was
coting down to the ericket ground at a
trot. The lines had been hurriedly
finished, and handed in to Mr. Quelch,
and Wharton had lost no time,

“Waiting for you, old chap,” sad
Nugent.

“Here T am,” said Harry cheerily.
“Jolly gled to see you here, Smithy!
Let's pile into the cricket!™

I was the olive-branch, i Smilhy
had chosen to accept it. The captain
of the Hemove was evidently willing to
forget all about what had bern said
in the study, and to act as if Vernon-
Bmith’s reckleza words had never heen
uttered.

But the Bounder was not in a meool
for the olive-branch., He shrugged bis
shoulders.

“T'mi oot here for coricket.” T sail.
here o
Redwing.”



EVERY
MOMNDAY.

PRIG.. 5
TWOPFENGE.

Wharton's brow darkencd. .

“Redwing won't go  with you, if
‘_'p'l;]-.l'l.l.'i.'l:‘. told hin what you told me,” he
Pt 0 LK IS

“ Just what he's confided to me”
said the HBounder lightly., " Bure you
won't come, Redwing.’

“You know I won't.”

“Right-ho—stay  here, then; and
don’t {ronble to zpeak to me when yon
see oo again, L' fed-up with you” |

The DBounder 'E'w““%' sway, leaving
Tom Redwing biting his lip.  Harry
Wharton called out to Vernon-Smith,

“Hadn't yvou hetter stay, Smithy "

“Thanks; no!” _

“Well, T mean what 1 told you n
the studv: If you go blagging this
afterncon- instead of doing your dl::r-}‘.
you'll be dropped out of the ericket.”

“My dear man, you're repeatin
yourself. How long 15 it since you
went blagging with me!”

Harry Wharton turned his back on
the Bounder, with fAushing cheeks,

“Get out, Smithy!™ snapped Dob
Cherry.

The Bounder laughed, and walked
away. Cricket practice started on lLattle
Side, but Tom Redwing did not enjoy
it as he had nxpectec?_ More “than
once his friendship with the Bounder
had been broken, and it was clear that
there was to bo another break. Doubt-
less, in the course of time, the DBoun-
der's evil mood would pass; but in
the meantime, Redwing was troubled
and distressed, and he wondered,
sadly, whether after all it was worth
while trying to keep on [riendly terms
with so uncertain a fellow as Herbert
Yernon-Smith,

In that troubled mood, Redwing did
not show up well in games practice;
and when it was owver, he
his captain was more than doubtful
about giving him, after all, that chance
in the Fortn match with -Temple &
Co. That knowledge did not cheer
him, az he went to his study in the
Remove passage—to a lonely tea.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bounder Asks For If !

6 ERNON-BMITH ™
Mr. Capper, the master of
the IFoursh, was taking the

roll in Big Hall

There was no answer as the DBoun-
der's name was called,

Some of the RBemove fellows
changed glances,

Many of them were awarc that the
Bounder was engaged, that afterncon,
upon one of the shady excursions in
which, at times, he delighted. It was
clear that heg had not vet returned.

 Mr. Capper blinked towards the
ranks of the Lower Fourth, and re-
peated the nanie:

“Vernon-Smith 1

But the Bounder was not there to
answer “Adsum'  and the Fourth
Form master went on with the roll.

“I say, you fellows, Bmithy's asking
for it,” remarked Biﬂy Bunter, as the
Hemove fellows left the hall. “Capper
will report him absent to Quelehy, I
jeliv. well know where he's pone, Loo!”

“No bizney of yours, fatty,” said Bob
Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherrye——" ;

Harry Wharton walked away with a
rather grim expression on his face, He
had given Vernon-Smith a plain warn-
ing, and the Dounder bad disregarded
it; he had, in fact, taken deliberate
trouble to {iisplny his disregard of the
Remove captain’s opinion, B¢ far as

LX-

knew that.
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eyes glinted evilly.

“* Smithy ! ** The Bounder stared at Redwing as he came into the House. His

“¥ou! Didn't I ask you not to speak to me again ¥ ** he
sald. * Mr. Quelch wants you,”’ went on Redwing. ** You're to go to hls study,
Smithy ! " ** Mind your own bizney ! '’ snapped the Bounder, turning on his heel.
(See Chapler 3.)

cerned, he was done with the Boun-
der; in maeking up the ericket team,
there was no question now of Bmithy's
name  appearing, Most of the
cricketers were in full agreement with
Whartoen on that point. There was a
limit, and the DBounder had passed it
Still, it meant a serious loss to the
Remove eleven, and %am the captain
of the Form plenty of food for thought,
He was sorry, too, to see Bmithy at his
reckless old game again.

Since Tom Redwing had been at
CireyEriars, Smithy had changed very
imuch—sometimes he was seareely recog-
nisable as the reckless old Bonnder.
But there seemed to be an ineradicable
kivk in hiz nature; every now and then
he would break out into his old Dblack-
guardism, and exhibit all the un-
pleasant traits that had onee made him
theroughly disliked in thée Remove, He
kpew that he was a valvable member
of the eleven, and there was Littie doubt
that he presumed on  that fact.
Probably he did net belicve that Whar-
kbon would go to the length of drop-
ping bhim out; but if he expeeted the
captain of the Bemove to eat hizs own
words, he was booked for a disappoint-
ment. Deing left out of the next few
mateches would be a lesson he needed.

Tom Redwing log about the door.
way of the School House, looking into

the falling dusk in the guad.

He was anxious about the Dounder.
After his reckless ocoupation of the

alterncon, it would have been only judi-
clows ou Smithy's part to turn up

the captain of the Remove was con- promptly for roll-cull, to avoid possible

suspacion. DBut he was clearly in one
of his most reckless moods that day,
and he was taking uvhances, That
strange kink in Smithy's pature Was
a thorn in Redwing's side; he never
thought of interfering with his chum,
and he closed his eves to what he dis-
approved of ; but with his own straight
and simple nature, he found it diffi-
cult to understand that curious leaning
towards dingy  blackgpuardismi  in
another fellow. He was quite pre{aared
to forget Bmithy's angry words on
Little Bide, and to receive hum when
he returned in the old friendly way, as
if nothing had happenced, and he knew
it was possible that the Dounder would
come in tired and half-ashamed, and
friendly; and, on the other haund, it
was probable that e would come in
tired and nervy and irritable, and n
one of his most savage Tempers. Ouiy
too well he knew how unceriain the
Bounder was, and realised how difli-
eult it was to keep any terms with so
complex a character,

* Redwing 1™

The junior furned at Ar. Queleh’s
voleo,

ii"h:I'E$: sil_' ?”

“Has Vernon-Smith

“1 think not, sie"

*“Alr. Cap[lmer' has reportgd him absent
from roll-catl,” said the Remove master.
“Tell him to come to my study when
you see him, Hedwing,”

“Yery well, sin”
THE Macxer LiBraeT.—No. 008,
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Redwing waited at the door with agas well go and have i out with him

eavy heart, Smithy was booked for
crouhle with his Form master, as well
as Wi his Form captain;: really, il
seemoed that his restless mature made it
impoasible for him to live long with.
put trguble with somebody. Redwing
was determined that the troubte should
not extend to himeself if he could help
it; but he had a deep misgiving that
he would not be able to help it

It was dark when the HﬂunEe
in at last, QRedwing glanced at his
faco as he cameo into the light, It was
a little pale, and loocked tived and
strained. There was a slight hruise
under his oyo, too, and a cut on his
hp, and Redwing wondered whether
thera head been “scrapping” at the
rough and dicorderly laca where
Bmithy had spent his half-heliday.

* Smithy 1™

‘Bhe Boonder stared at him, His
eyes wore glinting evilly,

*¥oul Dida't 1 aﬂkd‘fl}u not lo speak
to me again?” he said.

Evidently the Beunder had not ve-
turned in a repentant mood.

“Mr. Quelch wants you—-"

“Bother him ¥

“You're to go to his study, Bmithy.”

“Mind your own bizncy!”

Torm Redwing turned mway at that
without ancther word. It was a breach
once more, and ke was feeling that his
peiticnee was nearing its end,

He went to his study in the Remove
pass to begin prep. ”

wing had been in Study No, 4
about ten minutes when the Bounder
came 1n, hurling the door open sav-
agely with a eraah,

Redwing looked up.

The Bounder rubbed his hands, and
threw himself 1nto the armchair, and
lighted & cigarette.

“Licked ¥ asked Redwing.
Y5

“Borry 1M

* Rubhbizh 1#

Redwing resumed his work, the
Bounder watehing him with glowering
eyes over the cigarette. Probably he
expecied Redwing to make some re-
mark on the agareito: but Tom did
mot speak. Vernon-3mith flung it, half-
smoked, into the grate,

“Bix1” he said. “ Bix—for missing
pt:aﬂ-:}mr! That's pretty thick, isu't
i 2

Redwing nodded withont speaking.
He wa3s guite aware that he could say
nothing without giving offence, in the
Bounder's present mood,

“Why don't you ssy it scrves me
”Eht?" sneered the Bounder,

“It's no business of mine.”

“But you think soi”

No answer,

“Can’t you speaki®

Tom wing looked up, and lxed
iz eyes steadily on his study-maie.

“You know it serves you right,
Smithy,” he said quietly. * You mﬁaed
for it, and you got it. I'm sorry—but
14 serves
fectly wel

The Bounder laughed jeeringly.

“Has Wharton picked you out for
the Form wmateh ¢

* Not yet.”

“He might as well—yon'd Le nseful
epough against & fumblin® erowd like
Temple and Fry and that crew. A
sevious match wouwld be u different
matter.”

"Thanks.™
_“"Not at all. That’s my opinion. But
if he has the cheek to leave me out of
the St. Jude's mateh, there will be
trouble.” The Bounder rose. “I may
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T?’u right, as yon know por- §

now.
Tom Rﬁt_iwill'.pf stireed unesaily.
“Leave it till teanorrow, Bmithy,”
“Why?" jeered the Bounder,

with Wharton?”’ zaid Tom,

“* Mind vour own business,”™

Redwing flushed.

“That's the second time you've told
e that, Smithy.” :

“T'Il tell you again, when you butt
into my affairs.”

"Wery well; 1 won't,” said Tom very
quietly. “Y¥ouw've asked me npot ta
speak to you—and I'll take you at your
word. Let it go at that®

The Bounder gave him a moody ook,
and strode out of the study, Harry
Wharlon and Frank Nugent were at

rep., in Bindy No, 3}, when iha

ovnder looked into  that ecelebrated
apartinent, with hiz mest unpleasant
expression on his face,

* About the cricket, Wharton—" he
said.

“Well?™ said Harry.

“I suppose wyou were only massing
tu-:ilil}r about leaving me out?”

ﬂ'?.?

“Ihd ¥ou mican it

“YesW

“In a word, am I pla.:s-'ing St Jude's®”
said Vernon-8mith. *You can leave
me out of the Fourth Form mateh, and
welcome, But if I'm left out of the
St. Jude's match, look out for trouble.”

Wharion eyed him contemptuousiy.
Frank Nugent flushed with anger, but
he did not speak.

“Do vou think vou can come here

and bully me, Bmithy?” asked the cap-
tain of the Bomove., “You're left out

!

of the St Jude's mateh, and every
b match Lo follow until you learn to
behave yourself decently. Is that plain
i[ enough ¥

:;thfi’!‘ Look out for trouble.”
¥ Vernon-Bmith ecame a Jitfle further
mta the study, clenching his  hands,

his eyes gleaming at the captain of the
Ve,
Wharton rose to hiz feet,
He did not want trouble with {he

f]]uun.dm:: but he was quile prepared
for i, if it came, He was about the
last fellew af Greyfrinra to endure
patiently the buliving tone the Bounder
was adopting. His clear glance met
the Bounder's savage stare coolly,

" Well? he said.

“"Yon rotter——"

“That's  enough!™
“There’as the door.™

It seemed, for a moment or twe, that
the angry Bounder would hurl himself
at the captein of the Remove. But
some  remnent of - common-sense
restraincd him, and he  turned and
strode from the stedy, slamiming the
door savagely behind him.

Frank Nupgent smiled faintly, -

“One of Smithy's tantrums i
remarked,

“He can hardly expect to zeare this
study with his tantrumes,” said Whar-
ton, with a curl of the lip.

“Not guite,” zaild Frank. Apd the
chums of the Remove resumod prep,
and dispnssed the angry Bounder from
their minds.

Vernon-Smiih  tramped along  the
Remove passape, with 2 Llack brow;
and it was Billy DBanter's ill-fortune to
meet  him, and indulge in a fat
chuckle.

“He, he, he! Tad it hot, Smithy?
What did you expect? He, he, he!

The Beunder gave him a black look.

‘1 hear yon're chucked out of the
cricket,” went on the Owl of the
Renmove _cheerfully. “How do you
like 17 He, he, hol?

said Harry.

f

he

-—

“"What's the good of picking a row

Bmnck !

“ Yaroocop I roared Bunter,

The fat junior sat down in the
Remove passage, roering. '

Vernon-Bmith left bim roaring, and
tramped back to Siudy No. 4, Ha found
Tom Redwing quietly at work in that

1 study, and the smilorman’s son did npot

look up as he entered.
“Well, I'm chucked!™ said  the
Bounder,

Redwing did not answer.

* Do you hear, Rﬂdwinﬁ;{;‘

“1 hear," said Tom, king up at
last. “ Whai'e the good of talking about
it, Bmithy ! let’s get on fo prep”

“Hang prep—and hang younl”

The Bounder flung bimself into the
armmchair, and szmoked cigarettes while
Tom HRedwing was Gmishing his it
ration. Prep over, Redwing leit tho
study, without a word.

When they met lster in the Removo
dormiitory, they did not speak or ex-
change & plance. The following day,
after class, the DBounder joined Skinner
{ and Bnoop, and wingz went lus way
alone. There was & 1ift once more
between the Hounder and his chom:
T]ﬂ:;g this time it looked as if it would

- e, .

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Pride Goes Before a Falll

ECIL. REGINALD TEMPLE,
3 captaiy of the Fourth Farm at
l Greylriars, came up the Hemove
steircase, and stopped at tho door

aof Study Na 1.

"The door of Study No. 1 was half-
apen, and Temple of the Fourth could
sea Bive juniors in the study-—the Famous
Five of the Remove., IHHarry Wharton
& Ceo. were gathered round the study
table at tca-—a cheery party.

Temple pave the door a shove, and it

ewW Open.

He did not lrouwble to knock.

Temple rather prided himself upon
his nice manners: he was, in fact, the
glass of fashion and the mould of form
m the Greyfriars Fourth. Neverthe-
fess, he did not tap at Wharton's door
before entering. That, in Temple's
opinion, was too much honour for e
§ mere [zg in the Lower Fourth.

Betweenn the Upper Fourth and the
lower Fourth there was, in Temple's
opinion, & great gulf fixed.

Having shoved the deor open, Ceeil
Reginald Temple walked in.

& tea-party glancéd round at him.

“ Hallo, hallo, hello!” sxclaimed Bob

Cherry, “T didn’t hear you knock,
Temple.”

“T diedn't knoek.™

Temple's answer was lofty and dis-
dainful. Tt was iutended Lo convey, in
# few syllables, the immense superiority
‘af the Upper Fourth over the Lower
Fourth.

But the cheery Removites Jid not
look crushed. They were guite used Lo
Cectl Reginald’s awank, and they found
it entertaining.

“T see,” assented Bob, with a nod.
“They don’t knock at doors, in the
slum you were brought up in, old bean.”

Temple reddened.

_ That was certainly not what he had
intended to anply.

{ “Don’t sapologize, old man”™ eail
Harry Wharton gravely. “We can
exeuse bad menners™

“Wa can moke sllowances,” sgaid

Johnny Bull. ™ Eerly {raining will tell.
Temple hasn't picked up Greyiriars
| manners yet, "

“The excusefulness is terrifie,” =aid
Horree Jamset Ram Singh, the dusky
member of the famous Co.

“Ilon't blush, old chap,” added Frank
Nugent. “Nothing to blush about,
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You simply didn’t know any better.
It's all vight" -

~ Templa was not exactly blushing for
his had manners; but " his face was
Erowing crimson, ]

“ You checky fags!” he exclaimed. 1
didn't come here to listen to any
Remove cheek, I can tell you. I've
como here to speak to you about the
cricket, Wharton.” : 3

“(ricket!” repeated the captnin of
the Remove,

“Yes—cricket !

Wharton shook hiz head.

“ My dedr chap, keep to matbers you
understand,” he apswersd.” ' Tell me
about merblea and hop-scotch.  Keep
off cvicket!”

Cecil  Repinald
hoard and deep.
Reginald seek
{fellows with his fmportance.
or ather, it never came off.

“Hold on, though,” said Bob Cherry

Teraple  breathed
Tneessantly did Ceel
to Lnpress the Remove
Bomehow

seriously.  “Perhaps Temple means
that he's thinking of taking " up
cricket. If he's going to try to learn

the game, and he’s come to us for help,
this is the right place.” ]

“Yes, that's so,” assented Wharton.
“ Are you thinking of taking up cricket,
Temple ™ .

Five cheery Removites looked at
Templa of the Fourth with smiling
ingniry.

Tample breathed harder.

He was vaptain of the Upper Fourth,
and he regarded himself as junior cap
wtain of the school, He captained the
Fourth Form feam in the cricket-field,
and he prided himself onr hiz play,
Certainly, in the Form matches, the
Remove. generally beat him. But that
was, apparently, 1in  Temple's  estima-
tion, a trifle light as air, B was a
greaf cericketer—sometimes he had, in
fact, compared himgelf with Wingate of
the Sixth, and found the compearison
not in Wingate's favour,

8o the suggestion that he was apply-
ing te the Remove to learn cricket had
an exasperating effect on Temple.

“1 believe in backing up a fellow
who's taking up games” szaid Bob
Cherry heartily, as Temple did not
speak. Ho was really too enraged to
spoak for a moment,

“Certainly,” said Wharton, *Our
time's fairly full up, Temple, but we'll
manage to give vou zome coaching at
the nets”

“I.don't know about that.” satd Bob.
“Teraple’s hardly up to that yet, 1
think. Everything has to have & be-
ginning. . A few tips about the rudi-
ments of the pame—-7" .

“True! I suppose you know, Temple,
that cricket is played with a bat and a
ball, to begin with?"” asked Wharton, -

"The batsman takes the bai, and the
bowler takes the ball,” said Frank
Nugent, with owl-like gravity. -

““Three atumps are set up, with bails
on top,” said Johnny Bull.

“ At each end of the pitch,"” said BHob,
taking up the tale. *“The team con-
sists of eleven men—-"

“Eleven a side,” said Wharton.
“There are two sides in a cricket
metch. Detter make 16 guite clear to

Temple, as he's a beginner”

"I—=I supposc you think that's very
funny [ pasped Ceeil Reginald Temple,
ﬁpdiilg }'ﬁ:‘. voien at lask, _".l*'re. a jolly
good mind to punch your checky heads
all round ™

“Begin with me ™ zaid Tob, with a
grin.

H No—with
Bull,

“ Little me!™ wrped-Wharton.

me 1" imploved Johnny

Temple controlled his wrath. If the
piunching of hoads had started in Sindy
No 1 in the Remove, Tomple was con-
scious of. the [eet that his own lalty
head would have received the hamtest
knocks.

“I came herk to
Enapped,

"You did!” exclaimed Wharton, in
SUFPrise. -

“Yeg!" roared Temple.

“That's rather a new depariure for
you, isn't it "

Cecil Reginald Tempie did not anzwer
that question.

“About the cricket,”™ ha  said.
HThings are coming to a head, Whar-
ton. You call voursell captain of the
Remove; you've had the cheek to form
a soparate crvicket- club in the Lower
Fourth——" .

“We  have” assented  Wharton.
YTt that's rather ancient history unow,
isn't it "

“¥ou fix up matches with outside
schools, Bt Jim's, and Reokwood, and
s on, just az if you were o school
eleven, and not a dashied Form eleven,”
said Temple. *Wingate, as head of the
games, oughtn't to allow it. DBut he
does.” :

“He does—he col”

talk seunze!™ e

assented the cap-

‘tain of the Remove.

The Removites grinned cheerily, It
was & sore point with Temple—it had
abweys been so since Harry Wharton
had become captain of the DRemove.

But Temple's opinion on {he subiject
did not matter to the cheery Removites
in the least, His cribieisms and objec-
tions passed by them like the idle wind
whiclh they regarded nof.

“Well, it's got to stop!”
Temple.

“To hear 13
Cherey meckly, .

"“Ha; ha, ha!™

“I should like to make some friendly
arrangement,” went on Temple, s little
leas  loftily, “The present arrange-
ment 15 a rotten one. I am junior cap-
tain of the szchool, and my team ought
to  represent  Grevirviers in junior
matehes ™

“I've heard Ilobzon of the Shell say
the same thing,"” remarked Wharton,
with a smile.

“{h, bother Hobson of the Shell!™

“Certainly. Bother him os much as
vou like.'

“I'm willing to make concessions,”
went on Tewple. *“I'm prepared to
take a certain nomber of the Remove
fcllows into Lhe jumior team. I'm pre-
pared fo play as many a3 four or fire
from the Hemaove.™

“Uhat's kind I said Harrr,

“1 want to be fair. You've got some
fairly good players in the Lower Fourth,
and I don't want to ignore you entirely.
When you've got as many as four or
five F-:ri}hm'ﬁ itp to the right standard
I'll put them in the eleven. I can gener-
ally find a place for you, Wharton.”

snapped
to obey!” smid Dob

§
|

i
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i
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look,

Vernon-Smith tramped along the Bemove

Bunter, who met him, indulged In a fat chueckle,

Smithy ? What did you expect ? He, he, he ! The Bounder gave him a black

*“1 hear you're chucked out of the crickei,” went on the Owl chesrlully.
© {See Chapler 3.)

a with a black brow. Billy
““ He, he, he ! . Had it hot,
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“ Thanks.”

“And for Hurrco Singh—he's a good
bowler. Not up to our form, perhaps;
still, a good bowler.™

“The gratification iz terrific,
esteemed and luderons Femple™

M All of us pulling together, we shall
win maiches” said Temple. *Thiz rift
in the lute has gone on long enough.
¥Y'm prepared to concede a lot. In re-
turn, I shall expect the Lower Fourth
to take their proper place—backing up
the Fourth—see 7

1 see !V

“We shall take over vour fhxtures—
such of them as are worth while. The
3t. Jim's match, for instance, which iz
comin' off soon™

“{, my hat!” zaid Bol.

"We want peace, and union, and all
that,” said Temple. " Union 15 strength,
you know., Well, what do youn sav,
Wharton ? Shall we combine forces and
stop this petty wrangling between the
two Forms?” _

“Jolly good ndes,” said Wharton
heartily. “We've only got to agree
en some minor details™

Cecil Reginuld Temple unbent con-
siderably,

“Well, that's all right,” he said. “I'm
a roasonable chap. T'll go as far s 1
can to meet you, What do you ask ™

“ Firvst of nﬁ, vou hand over the ecap-
tainey to me——-="

lIEI1?.-,|I,:

“That's indispensable. You see, it's
necessary for a cricket captain to know
something aboub ericket, 'That bars you
out, doesn’t it " '

“¥on ehecky nss?" velled Temple.

“EBaocond, the Upper Fourth will have
to tako their proper place—backing up
the Remove,” pursued Wharton, 1
hopo I shall alwaye be able to find room
for some Fourth Fenn men, Bay, twe
or three. But if you stick to the game,
and. eateh on to it a liitle, T mway be
able to pat in four or five—sometimes.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co., greatly

my

tickled h;.r the expression omn  Cocil
Reginald Temple's face,
“These details agreed on, wa can

amalgamate the two clubs at once,” said
Harry Whazrten. “Is it & go?™

“Ha, ha, ha !

LCoecil Reginald Temple
Wharton. His wrath was too much for
his prudence, He reached suddenly
agoross the study table, with the inten-
tion of pulling Wharton's nose.

Pulling Wharton's nose seemed to
Temple the only adequate reply 1o his
rematks,

But his outstretched hand &id wot
veach Wharton's nose.  Harry Whar.
ton’s hand came wp quickly, and he
cavght Temple's wrist.

Ie caught i€ with a sinewy grip that
made Ceeil Heginald yell.

Temple's other hand came seross the
tahie, clenched, and atmed at Wharton's
smiling face. But apgain Temple had
had luck, IHis other wrist was canght
in Wharton's other hand, in a gzrip from
which he could not release it. Templs,
crimson aud pasping, leaned over the
tea-table, with both his wrists impris-
oned as in a steel viee. His hahdsomae
waisteoat dipped in the botter-dish.

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Let gol” yalled Temple.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Temple struggled frantically to dra
away e hands, while the Remove Eeﬁ
lows roared with laughter,

But he could not drag them away.
Instead of that, he was himself dragged
over on the table.
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glaved at

also the jam,

His beauntiful waisteogt—the hand-
somest waistcoab at Greylrisrs—mopped
all the butter from the dish. It mopped
The tea-party did -not
mind—Temple was welcome to the
buiter and the jam, taken in that
fashion.

“Let me go, rotter |
howled Temple,

Wharton fll?mckIed;

“"Will you be & good boy?" he asked.

“%Ia, h_:ll, ha I™ | 5 :

“F—I— spluttered Temple.

“%, bs, ha'” ¥

"I say, you fellows™—Rilly Bunter
blinked ints Stody No. 1 thrﬂugh his
big spectaclos—"what’s the joke? Oh,
my hat! He, he, he'!” yelled Bunter,
as he spobted Cecil Heginald in his
peculiar predicament.

Temple, erimson with rage, made a
terrific affari to jerk away his impriscned
hands., He put all his strength intd it

Wharton Iet go suddenly; so suddenly
that Temple shot backwards at the door-
way.

Crash!

* Yoooop !” roared Bunter.

Terple crashed into the fat junior,
sending Bunter fairly spinning. Willizm
George Dunter at down in the passage
—Temple in the doorway.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the TFamous

you cheeky

3

Five,

“Do that again!™ %nsp-ad Boh Cheryy.
“Do it again, Temple, old man, It's
no end of a funny turn.” |

“*Ha, ha, ha

Tewple of the Fourih staggered to his
feet. He did not do his funny turn
again. e shook an enraged fist at the
velling Removites, and turned away—
only pausing a zecond to kick Bunter as
he went, Then he hurried{!ﬁy’* departed,
leaving Harry Wharton & Co. yelling;
and Hilly Buonter yelling, too, though in
a different manncy,

— mam

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not Wanted !

id NI a dozen dough-rmte.*’
Billy Bunter .pricked up his
241,

It was the following day, and
classes  were over. William  George
Bunter had drifted down to the school
shop. in_the corner behind the elms.
;i’};i;-};er Bunter's straying footsteps often
Gl AT,

Having been disappointed about an
expoctad postal.ordor—not for the first
timo—Bunter was in an impecunious
state; and he knew that Mrs, Mimble
knew him too well to let him have zo
much a3 a ponny bun on “tick.” There
was no hope of softening Mrs. Mimble's
hard heari—DBunter had tried that often
enough tn know., Often and often had
he told Myrs, Mimble that a postal-order
waz due by the very next post; the good
dame ~at the tuckshop always advieed
himi to call again when the postal-order
arrived. Bhe was willing to ecash it
when il eame. Bonter wanted her to
eash it before it come. On that point
they never could agree,

There was no postal-ovder.  DBunter
seemed to have been overlosked entively
by his titled relations—if any. And

rs. Mimbla's hoart, on the guestion of
“tuek on tiek,” waz ztill as hard as the
nether millstone. But, as the poct has
assurcd us, hope springz eternal in the
buman brosst.  There was always a
chance that some fellow, in funds, and
with an expansive heart, might stand the
Owl of the Remove a dougl-nut or a
tort or an aclair. Ff thet faint hope
failed, Bunter could at least linger in

-}

P

ously.

the tuckshop, gazing on the peod things
he eould not touch, like a fat Peri gazing
on the forbidden paradise,

Thus it was that William George
rolled into Mrs, Mimble's little shop

while Skinner of the Remove was giving

what seemed to be a “shipping * ordes.

“And two dozen jam tarts!®

Bunter breathed deep. A dozen dough-
nuts and two dozen jam tarts would have
secn him nicely through tea-time. DBut
Skinner was reputed one of the meanest
fellows in._the Remove—axcolling even
Fisher T. Fich in his closeness. Orpheus,
with his_ lute, drew iron tears down

lute's cheek, but his sweetest strains
would scarcely have dvawn a dough-nut
from Harold Skinner of the Greyfriars

niove.

“*And six ginger-heer

Bunter’s eyes, blinking through his
big spectacles at the growing pile on
tha counter before Skinner, wera fairl
dazzled. Bkinner was spreading himself
at an uncommon rate.

““And a cake—a ten-bobber!™

A ten-shulling cake! Unless Skinner
had ' suddenly  become & millionaire,
there was no accounting for it.

“ And three pounds of mixed biscuits.”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bunter. “I
say, oxmner, old chap, are you standing
& spread in the Ragi”

“ateh mel™ said Skinner contemptu-
“Fools and their mmoney are soon
parted. I'm not a fool™

“I say, that's a thumping lot of tuck,

old fellow.”

“And a doren chocolute eclairs, Mrs,
Mimble,” went on Skinuer. “I think
that's sbout all. Change this fiver, will
Euuiu

“ Certainly, Master Skinnep,™

“I say, Bkinner, I've been dizsappointed
ahout a pmt.,ul--:rréer," said Bunter.

*“(ro hon1” '

L | ur:ﬁpm:a you could lend me five bob
out of all that?”

“OF eourse I could,™

“Hand it over, old chhap—"

“Only I'm not going to™

“ Boast !

Skinner prinned, and collected up his
parccls. He called to Snoop and Stotf,

-who were Jounging in the doorway,

“Lend 8 hand, vou fellows™

“Right you are, Skinner.”

“1 say, old fellows, I'll help vou ecarvy
them ™ exclaimed Bunier cagerly, ““ Give
me the bhiggest parcel. I don’t mind.”

“"But 1 do,™ %’rinned Harold Bkinncr,
“I faney I shouldn't see it again.”

““Oh, really, Skinner——"

“My hat! What o giddy cargo ™ said
Sidney  James Snoop, taking  parcels
under both arms, “The old Bounder’s
doing this in style.” -

" Liood old Snvithy ' said Stetr,

Then Billy Bunter nnderstood. Since
his break with his chom Redwing, and
the dispute with the Famous Five,
Herbert Vernon-2imith, the Boundor of
Cereylriars, had chummed wup with
Bkinner & Co. Bkinner was shopping
for the Bounder—the fiver was Smithy's.

Billy Dunter rolled hurriedly oul of
the tuckzhop, while Skioner & Co, were
still gathering wp their parcels.

. I‘Eﬂ headed for the' School House at a
o,

The split in ithe Remove was old now.
All the Lower Fourth knew that the
Bounder was trying to make for himsell
a party agninst the captain of the ¥orm.

unter, hitherto, had raiher favoure.l
Harry Wharton & Co. in his predilee-
tions. In Study Ne. 1 he was often
tolerated, if not exactly welcome.  And
the Bounder had a way of kicking him
out if he found him prowling in Sfady
No 4.

But if the Bounder was going to staml
feeds on this scale to iz supporiers,
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Bunter's support was his for the asking
—or without the asking. DBunter sud-
dealy realised how right the Bounder
had beer nll along the line, and how
miuch he had alwayas liked Smithy—what
n really fine chap he waa.

Bunter rolled into the Remove age,
and found Harry Wharton. and Frank
Nugent chatting at the door of Study
No. 1. He paused a moment to give
them o +disdainful blink through his big
spectacles, .

“I'tm not coming to tea in your study,
Wharton ' ho announeed,

“You'rs not!” agreed Hary, “I1
don’t remember asking you; but I'm
plad to hear you're not coming.™

“A few measly sardings,” said Buntfer
dizdainfully. “Pah! Keep them for
fellows who want thom.”™

“Yon generally want them, and any-
thing c¢lse you can get,” said Frank
Nugent, laughing. “What's happened,

Ilﬂullt-er? Haz your postal-order come af
ast?”

“I'm going to fes with my pal
Smithy,” said Bunter., “I'm backing

Lim up., I'tn exerting all my influence
on hiz side, Wharton, You fellows have
treated him bhadly.™

“Fathead [

“I'm backing him up,” said Bunter,
“If there's & naw Yorm election, 1 shall
vole for him. He's miy man!™

Bunter rolled on, leaving Wharton and
Nugont laughing. TIf it came to a fight
to a finizgh, in the Remove, between
Harry Wharton and the Bounder,
Wharton wa:z not likely to seek the

support of Wilham George Bunter.
Neither was the Bounder, for thaje
matter.  Bunter’s “inHuence ™ in tho

Form existed only in hia own fat imagi-
nation.

Bunter rolled on towards Study No. 4,
the Bounder's study. He passed Tom
Redwing in tho passage, and paused &
second to turn up his fat little nose at
Redwing.

Then he knocked at Vernon-Smith's
door and entered, Skinner & Co, were
coming upstairs now with their parcels,

Herbert Vernon-Smith was 1 ‘th-u
study, with Fisher T, Fish and Micky
Dresmond and Trevor. The three puests
were chatbing cheerily, and seemed 10
ko in o merry mood, perhaps on account
of the forthcoming feed. The Bounder
wis silent, hardly answering the remarks
they made to him.

“I say, Smithy, old chap,” said Bunter
afectionately. )

Vernon-Bmith looked at him without
speaking,

“I'm backing you up, old fellow.”
saidd Bunter. “I've tuorned Wharton
Jown. I've fold him so. Fed-up with
him, vou know, and his high and mighty
mirz. Who's Wharton "

The Bounder did not speak. Skinner

Co. egme into the study and landed
their many parcels on tha table.

“If it comes to ‘a Form election,

Smithy, I'm vobing for you,” gaid
Bunter,

“You needn't worry,” said the
Bounder. "I1f there's a new esleckion,
I'll give you s doughnut for your vote
on election day.” ]

“Hs, ha, ha!l”

“Oh, really, Bmithy——"

“Get out, Buanter!" eaid Skinner.

“Shut the door after zou.”

“h, really, S8kinner-—-"

" Vamoose the raoch, you fat clam,”{
said Fisher T. Fish.

“Mind your own bizney, Fishy, I
suppose Smithy cen azk me to tea if he
wantz to 7"’ exclaimed Bunter warmly,

“But T bhaven't asked wyou,” snid
Vernon-Smith grimly.

“Hem! I say, Smithy—-~"

" zat out I? 1
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ol the Remove grabbad

g0 | ** yelled Temple. *“ Ha,

Wharton,

Ceell Reginald Temple glared at Wharton and reached across the table fo pull
his nosa, But his ouistretched hand did not reach Wharton's nose. !
Temple's wrists and dragged him aeross the table. *f Let
ha ! roared the Co. as Temples eXpéns
walsicoat dipped into the butter-dish, ** Now will you be a good boy ?°*
(See Chapler 4.)

The cap

ve
fsked

“'m with you all along the line,” said
Buntor effusively. *If you make up a
rivel ericket eloven in the Form, Smithy,
1'll play for you. There! As for that
cad Redwing, I'm down on him, old
chap, The fact i3, you were rather on
ass over to pal with such a rotien out-
zider, Smithy. Like his chesk fo turn
you down and give you the go-by, I
really think so, Smithy.”

Skinner & Co. looked at Bunter and
grinned. Evidently he was secking to
propitiato the Bounder. The black leok
growing on Vernon-Bmith's face did not
indicate that DBunter was succeeding.

Vernon-Smith rose to his feet. He
did " not speak, but bhe pgrasped Billy
Bunter by the collee,

With a swing of his powerful arm he
turned Bunter in the doorway, Then he
kicked.

“Yaroooh ™ roared Bunter,

The door slammed after Bunter as he
rolled in the Remove passage. Therse
was a sound of langhter from Btudy
No. 4.

“Ow! Ow! Wouw!
Bunter.

He nicked himself up and opened the
door of Study No, 4 cautiously.

* "1 say, Smithy—— Whooop "

A cushion canght Bunter on hiz fai
chin, and he sat down in the passage
apain. The door clozed, and this time,
when Bunter picked himself up, he did
not reopen it. He realised, at last, that
there was no share for him in the feast
of the gods in Bmithy's stedy.

Beast " gasped

.

Ho stooped to the keyhole and velled :

“Beast] 1'm backing wp Wharton!
Yal!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter rolled away to Btudy
Mo. 1 purple with indignation. Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent were aitting
down to tea when he arrived.

“L =ay, you felows—"" gasped
Bunter.
“Don't!” sald the capiain of the
Bemove.

“T'm coming io tes, after all—"'

“You're jolly well not!”

“You don't want a few measly sar-
dinez!" chuckled Nugent.

“Oh, really, Franky——"

“If vyou cell me Franky, you fal
viﬁﬂain, I'll take the poker to you. Roll
l} 1” L .

“I'm backing you vp, Wharton.”

“Fathead!”

“T.ook here, if you don't want my
support—'"

WAss! Get gut!l”

Frank Nugent jumped up and slammed
the door. Billy Bunter jumped back
fust in time to save his fat little pose,

“ Beasts I ha yelled,

Then William Gﬂnl.'rgu Bunter rolled
away to Study No, 7, reduced to the
necessity of “teaing ¥ 1in his own study,
after all, But the study was empty.
Peter Todd and Tom Dutton had gone
along tho passage to tea with Johnny
Bull apd Bquiff in Study No, 14

Billy Bunter blinked round the study.

Tre Maigkrr LIpagy.—No, B899,
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“Bepstz! MNothing for me! Aflter all
I've dona for them, too! Oh dear!™

And the Owl of the Remove plodded
Lis weary way down to Hall, to captura
the school tea before it was too late.

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
Something Like a Flzzle !

{4 EAxl ™
H v Hwain "
AW

Vernon-Smith  looked
his study with a sarcastic glance,

It was Baturday afternoon.

Thera was guite s numerous meeling
in Bmithy's study.” Redwing was not
there—he was never in Study No. 4 now
except for pwep. Ho had not spoken to
the Bounder since their quarrel, and the
Bounder had shown no demre to spesk
to him, Neither had Smithy exchanged
a word with any member of the Famous
Five since he had been dropped out of
the Remove crichet team, "The Bounder
was going on his own perverse aond
wilful way, but he was finding more
difficolties in lus new course than he
had, perhaps, anticipated,

Smithy had always been a promipent
fiure in the Remove, and he knew his
value in the Form games. Many of the

ermiove follows were of opinion that if
the Bounder “tried it on,” he would be
able to give Wharton a fall. Naow the
Bounder was trying it on, but se far
{(EIE'L'ITI-E: did not zeem to have smiled on
1T,

In making a party for himself in the
Form he had had zoeme success, but the
kind of success that was not very
encouraging, All his supporters were
at the present meeting, but thoy were
not really the kind of supporters that
Z2mithy wanted., If it came to o Form
election their voles would count, but
thal prospeck was s very distant and
uncertain ono. In other rexipecta their
value was more than doubtful.

Skinner and Snoop and Stolkt werce
ready to back uwp the Bounder, or any-
body elee, against the captain of the
Yorm, #o far as they could do so with-
out danger of over-much trouble to
themselves, -Fisher T, Fish and Micky
Desmond wers preparcd to give the
Bounder all the flattery and encourage-
ment he liked, in return for lavish
spreads in Study No. 4. Trevor was a
mgre lukewarm supporter, apd Hazel-
dene was cxtremely uneertain and un-
reliable. As for other fellows in the
Remove, they had no intention what-
aver of being made use of hy the
Bounder, and they let him understand
that quite plainly.

Vernon-Smith, in foct, realized that
hiz influence in the Form, which was
very considerablo, depended a good deal
upon hiz playing the game, as the Re-
move fellows regarded it, As g membor
of the Remove eleven, doing hiz best
for the school, he was & prominent
figure, but as an outsider trying to make
trouble for his skipper it was quite a
different matter. To turn tho Remove
fellows against Wharton he required to
have a betler cause than the gratifica-
tion of dis own resentment and malice.

So his little scheme of making a split
in the Form, and carrying it to the
length of a new election, ?ﬂﬂﬂd aWay,
83 & plan that had no prospect whatever
of bemg realised. ;

The Bounder had a realiztic mind,
and ho knew how to lock facts, how-
ever unpleasant, in tha face.

He knew that so long as he pur-
sued lis present couves, all he could
hope for was to be a thorn in the side

THE Macxrr Lismary.—No. B599,

round

sonally into the scheme was another

} we all stick in this study, Wharton s |

of tho captain of the Remove, a discon-
tented ountsider making mischief.

But he did not think of changing his
courze, If that was all that was left
to him, he intended to make the most
of it. Anyhow, he would give Whar-
tont all the trouble ha 'muid%

Hence the meeting on this special
Baturday afterncon. All the slackers
of the Form were backing up the DBoun-
der, and .that afternecon was * eompul-
mrg{ ¥ panies Prnﬂtjm, Binea his break
with Harry Wharton, the Bounder had
not turned up to games practice once,
and the eaptain of the Form had made
ng  zign. It was Wharton's task to
round up the Foru on compulsory aays,
and for that he waz answerable fo the
head of #he games, Wingate of the
Si1xth, 'Fo leave the Dounder out waa
liable to eause bim trouble, when Win-
gate came to take note of it, and the
more trouble the mervier, In Suuthy's
apinion.

SBmithy eved his precions meeting sar-
castically. He had suggesied that the
whaole perty should cut ganes practice
that afternoou; he anneunced his own
intention af deing zo, and called on his
followers to follow hizs example.

Hence the dubious loeks and pur-
murs of the meeting.

The slackers wers keen encugh to
cut games, there was no doubt on that
point. The fact that Bunthy hazd dooe
g0 feveral times, without heing called
to order, wos cncouraging. Wharton's
desive to aveid, if he could, further
trouble with the Dounder was taken as
a sign of weakness, Dut &ntering per-
matter.

“Well 1" said the Dounder, breaking
the discouraged silence. “¥ou don't
seem in & hurry to speak.”

“*You see—" murmured Skinner,

“Hom ™ zaid Snoop.

“The idea is, to show Wharton that
he isu't the Jittle tin god he thinks him-
self,” said 'n.l'crlmuasgmith_ “T've set
the example, Has anythin® happencd
o me??

“Hem !

“¥ou fellows follow my lead, and &
gaqd many more will follow,” satd

mithy. “I& only needs o fow fellows
to break the ice.”

“That's all very well,” sard Skinner

uneasily, "Bl £
"1 poess—" murmured Fisher T,
Fish.

“You—you see——" mumbled Hazel
dene. :

The Bounder's lip eurled.

“Any fellow who refuses to back me
up i this needu't consider himszelf a
friend of mine any longer,” he said.

The meeting looked quite trovbled,
Thiz meant that the lavish spreads in
Study Mo, 4 would be " off.”

HWell=—* murmured Stott.

S Look here,” said Skinner., “We're
up against Wharton—that’s all right.
I'd like to see him. taken down & peg
or two. Dut facts are facts! |He's
taken no notice of you, so far, Smithy;
but he can't let a whaole erowd dodge
games practice on a compulsory day
without getting into trouble. He's
bound to take zome action.”

“Let him!”

“That’s all very well, you can stand
up to Wharton if he ents up rusty. I
don’t pretend that I can.”

“Might be trouble with the prefeets,
too,” =aid Bnoop. “Wingate may tako
a hand himself.”

The Bounder shragged his shoulders.

L you're afraid of Wharton, leave
him to me,”

“Put it plain,” eaid Skinper. “If

“two

bound to comie here gnd roub us out.

He can’t do apything else. I he comes,
are you going to stand up to lkm,

Smithy, and make a fight of 187 If you
are, we'll chanee it.”
“That's what 1 mean,” said tha

Bounder coolly. « *If Wharton puts his
nose into this study, I'm going to punch
it—hard ¥

1 daresay you could lick him,” said
Skinner. " If vou do—well, that will
make & difference,  You'd fmm te go
all out, though,*

“I mean to."

“It's a go, then,” zaid Skinner,
though still doubt{ully. *“We stay here,
and chanece it.”

Therc was a_heavy [oolstep in the Me-
mave pasiage as Skinner ceazed speak-
INE,

he rebels of the Remove exchanged
uneasy looks.
] "'i'g'nl-’ﬂ Wharton,” zaid Snocop., “It's
time we were on Little Bide, you know!
We're relying en you, Swmithy.”

1 guess it's up to you, Smithy.”

The Bounder snecred,

" Leave him to me!™ he said,

The [ootsteps stopped at the door of
Study No. 4. The door was thrown
apre,

LEvery eve turned on the doorway,
in  the expectation of sceing Harry
Wharton therc.

Thut it was not the captain of the Re-
maove whe appeared. It was Georgo
Wingate, of the Sixth Form, the cap-
tain of the schaol,

The rebels jumped up in alarm.

Wingate eved them grimly.

“Why are you not on Little Side?"”
he snapped,

“'We—we—hem—"

“Yernon-Smith, you have cut the last
ractices,™ said Wingate.

“Has Wharton told you I sneered the
Bounder.

“*Wharton hzs not said a word 1o
me; but I've a habit of keaping mv
eyes open,” said the captain of Grey-
friarz. " You've cul practice twice un
eompulsory days, and now I find vou in
{ﬂur study when you ought to oty

ittle Bide. Bend over that chairl”

* What 7

“Bharp’s the word!"”

Win%m had hiz ashplant under hiz
arm, He let it slip into his hand, and
pointed to a chair with it, -

Vernon-8mith breathed hard.

Rm]l%’, it was eruel luek, [rom his
point of view., He wanted trouble with
the captain of the Form; but he was
very far from desiring trouble with the
captain of the scheol. “Wingete had
taken the matter in hand personally on
this especial aftermoon, and the Boun-
der realised only too clearly that that
circamstance knocked his scheme into
Little pieces.

T his savage annoyance, it wes an
the Bounder's lips to uiter words of
defiance, even to 1ue head of the games.
A btame surrender aofter all his high
words, in the presence of his dismayed
supporters, was too humiliating, Uk
to enter mnto a contest with the captain
of the school was hopeless. He might
vefuse to "bend over,” and refuse to
go down to Little Side. That only
meant that he would be licked, resist-
ing or not, and that- he would be
marencd down to Little Side with the
prefect’s hand on hiz collar. For o
moment or two the Dounder stoad hesi-
tating, his eyes flaming, hiz heart beaz-
ing fast with rage and chagrin, Then,
setting his teeth, he bent over the chair.

Whack, whacek, whaelk |

Skinner & Co, looked om with lurking
?‘rms as the licking was a.t]!ninislermj:

t was a case of pride going hefora
destruction, and a haughty spint be-
fore a fall. The Bounder, as he roso
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after his punishment, with a2 white and
furious face, was- quite keenly con-
seious of tho suppreseed mockery. of his
assoeiates, It was an end to hiy
attempt- to make o split in the Re
move, and he knew it.

“Now gets move on, the lot of you,”
said the captain of Greyfriars, tucking
his ashplant under his arm again.

" Yes, the rebels
meekly.

And they got o move on—the Boun-
der lost to move,

That cvening, in the Rag, thore was
much chuckling amongst the Remove
feillows over the incident. BSkinner &
{lo., with an cve te the fleshpots, had
sought to placate the angry and humi-
liated Pounder, and had received only
savags words in reply, and szo Skinner
& Co. were now the loudest in their
mockery . of the hapless rebel. Ver-
nonsmith's party in the Remove was
now reddiced to one member— himsalf!

But the rebel was not ot tha emd of
his tethor yet, as the Remove fellows
weore fo discover,

Wingate!” said

—— —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Recrult!

it HEEK ¥ gaid Tomple, of the
; Fourth.
“Oh, rather!” agreed Dab- |
nEeY.

Fry, of the ¥ourth, nodded, and
helped himself to jam.

Tha three chuma of the Fourth were
at tea, and Cecil Reginald Temple was
eloguent uwpon & tople that was a fre.

uent one with him. That was the
cheek of the Kemove fags, who had the
nerve to set np an indeopendent cricket
club in thair Form, instead of taking
their humble and proper places as duti-
ful followers of the great Cecil
Reginald.

“ Cheek I'* repeated Temple gloomily.
“Blest if I know what Greyiriars is
comin® tol'

“h, rathert™

“If wo're not the junior eleven of
Cirevfriars, what ere we?" demanded
Ceeil Reginald Temﬂle.

“ Echo answers, what?" agreed Fry.

“Hobson of the Shell makes. a silly
gwanky claim, I know, But Hobson of
the Shell 13 an ass 1™

“Hear, hear!” '

w3till, the Shell i3 a Form a step
above the Fourth, and we could stand
Hobson’s cheek,” said Temple. *But
cheek from ihe Remove—ihe Lower
Fourth—a mob of fees—"

“*It's the limig!™

“Oh, rather!™ . .
" Satiing tg) a club and fzxing up
makches, and, mind you, oulside

matches,” =aud  Temploe,  “Playing
schools like 8t Jim's and Rookwood, as
if they were a genuine cleven. They're
not.- Are theyt"

£ {1 N“‘ f-EII.f..”

“Wingate, as head of tho games, onizht
to be down on them, Bot be sn't. T've
aven spoken to him about B said
Temple. “Last term I put it to him
plain when the footer was on. He had
the nerve to tell me he understood that
the Remove generally beat us in Form
matches. " ; _

“Did he ¥ murmured Fry.

“As if that made any difference, aven
if true!” aaid Temple. * Right is right,
1 suppose, even if weo have lost a few
makches to the Lower Fourth, I admit
they've got some good men, oand of
they'd Line up with us, as they ocught,
I'd be willing to play some of them—
Wharton ind Cherry and  Vernon-
8mith, and perhaps Field. I'd do the

fair thing. Of course, the Fourth Form
would have to make up the majority of
the team.”

Y0h, rather!™

“Tt's cheel:1” eald Temple.
unadulterated cheak!” .

Edward Fry carefully concealed a

awn., He gympathised, but he had

eard all this before. He had heard it
many times. Hea had heard it during
the football ; he was hearing it over ﬂg:in
during the cricket., Heally, Cecil
Reginald Temple was in danger of be-
coming a bore on this subject.

“Tt looks to me,” continued Toraple,
fortunately not ebaerving Fryv's yawn,
“ag if there's only one way of bringing
these cheely faps to their senses.  I've
talked to Wharton about it; called on
him i his stody, and had only & lot of
lowe chaff and horseplay. Dot there's one
way of putting those fags in their place.”

Tompla pansed impressively.

“What's that?" gslked Fry, a Litle in-
terested at last,

“Aop them
Temple.

I8 ':ﬂl !n

“Beat them hollow, game afler game,
with an inniogs to space, 1f possible,”
said Nemple.

“If possible,” maurmured Iry into his
teacup.

“What did vou say, Fry?"

“Nothin'. Get on, old fellow,
end interszied.™

* Pure,

up at  cricket,"  said

I'm no

B — ' —
whans Pa g
g L

i . Illl
q
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. Tomple gave him rather @ suspicious
look.

“Ii's mno ‘good denying that the
emove have had & lot of luck in the
matches. They have. shouldn’t
wonder if their list of wins worked out
bigger then ours, if a fellow took the
trouble to count.”

“Three or four to ane perhaps,” said
Fry blandly.

“Look here, Fry—"

“They do fmva a lot of luck,"” eaid
Dabney, with & nod. * They make out
they're better playevs.”

“That's rot, of course!”

" Ok, rather [

“Well, the programme is now wins all
along the line,” said Temple. “Wo're
goin’ to pull up our socks and go all out,
an' all that, and give them & series of
crushin' defeats, That's the only thi
that will bring them to their senses, an
that's what we're goin' to do.”

“Hear, hear!” said Fry heartilv, but
porhaps with a tincture of irony. It was
all very well for Cecil Reginald Temple
to map out that masterly programme,
L]::L Fry wanted to know how it was to

carcicd out. However, he did not ask
Temple. Ha doubted  whether Coril
Reginald could have teld him.

Tap !

. “Come in!" said Temple.
. The door opened to admit
Vernon-3mith of the Ramove.

Herbert

Cecil Reginald Temple slanced at him

grimly.
(T8 ["__I ¥

“You see—we—""

It was noi Wharton who pppeared in Study

| ot the school, The slackers jumped to their feet in dismay, Wingats eyed

“* Why are you not en LIHI% tﬁ:dﬂi:e; he snapped.
5

(See Chapter 0.)

No, 4—it was George Wingate, uagain
am

(1} WH_WH L
ers were at a loss for words.

i
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rather sourly, The Bounder was one of
the best of the 1llemove sportsmern, who
had played ducks and drakes with the
Fourth in the Form matches. And his
sareastic and sometimes bitter remarks
on the Fourth Form style of play had cut
ruther deep, and were npot easily for-
gotten. The Bounder had a pibing
tﬂrgue, and he had never spared Temple
& Co,

“Well, what do wyou want?' ached
Temple, rather grufly. “I don’t re-
member askin’ any Hemove fags to tea.

“Cut it out!” said the Bounder. “1

haven't come to tee. I want to spoak to
you about the ericket.”

He closed the door and sat down with-

out waiting to be asked.

“Mas Wharton senf
Temple.

“Hang Wharton !"

“Smithy's been rowing with Whar-
ton,” said Fry, with & grin.  “FPvyve heard
that he's rowed with nearly all his Form,
in fact.”

“These fags are a disorderly lot,” re-
marked Temple.

“{Jh, rather!” grinned Dabney.

HWhen you've done blowing off your
months I'! spealk,™ said Herbert Vernon-
Smith brosgquely.

“If you've got anythin' {o sap—uo>

vai "  asked

“I've heard ahont your putbtin® it Lo

Wharton the other dav,” said the
Bovnder., *“ You want the Hemove to
back up your evowd instead of runnin’ an
independent elub, Therd's a lot to be
said for "

“Oh! Think s0?” exclaimed Tomple,
in astonishment. He had not expected
to hear a Remove lellow admit as much.

“Yes,. You're plavin’® the Hemove on
Wednesday in a2 Form match,” =nid the
Bounder.,  “ Practically it's & practice
match. . The Homove lock on it a3 a
practice, to get them in form for St.
Jude's.”

“Cheeky young  cads!”  snapped
Temple.
“Do you want o Eemove man to play

for you? asked BSmithy. “If you got
one—a good man, I mean—it wonld give
your elaimz a leg-up.  You could point
out that your poeition i3 admitted by a
man who has played in the Remove
eleven, and has changed over to the
Fourth Form cleven on the ground that
it i3 the genuino junior team of Grey-
friars.”’

“¥You!" exolaimed Temple,

“ Little ma!™ said the Bounder.

“Oh, my hat 1™

Temnpla looked guite keen.

Tho admission of his lofty ¢laims by a
prominent member of the Remove was
something. But much more important
was Lhe accession of a cricketer of the
Bounder's quality, Temple might say,
and oven think, what he liked about
Fourth Form cricket, but in his heart of
hearts he knew perfectly well that his
men wore not in the same street with
the Reamovites.

Temple himzelf was a good man, in a
rather showy way; but ha could nover
have taken Harry Wharton's wicket in
a lifetime, and he could never have kept
his sticks up against the bowling of
Hurres Jamsot Ram Singh or 8quiff. In
any game ths . Bounder was worth
Pem and any three of his men all
volled together, and in hiz inmost heart
Cecil Reginald knew it,

Temple was too slack and easy to make
much of & games captain, and {m gener-
ally relied on players whom he liked
personally, and who made themselves
sgrecable to him, which was not the way
to pick out a winning team. Such as hig
methods were, he wos satisfied with
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them. But he conld not deny that some-
how the matehes went the wrong way.

an eye to businesz io some extent. He
did not admit even to himself, in so
many words, that the inclusion of the
Bounder in his eleven would give it a
backbono that it sorely needed. - But
that was how he really looked ab it.
And he prinned at the idea of springing
on the Remavites, in the Form malch, a
player of such quality from their own
ranss.

"Iz it & go? asked the Bounder. " I'im
ready to play in your eleven if you
choose and admit that your crowd are
the genuine goods. Others may follow
my example, but, anyhow, I'm your
man."”

Had Temple followed hiz impulse, he
would have closed with the offer eaperly.
But Cocil Reginakd and swank were in-
separable, and he did not utter the words
that were upon his lips.

Tnstead of that he assumed a thought.
ful air.

“Well, of course, as junior eleven
we're already boand ti play & few of the
Remove if they're worth their salt,” he
aaid.
know,"

“Take it or leave 1t!” snapped the
Bounder.

“Take it as a pricticc mateh, as
Smithy says the Remove do.” suggesied
Fry.  “We play the Shell later, and
that's serious.”

| “"Yuas, somothin' in that,” assented
Temple. I may be able to find room
[ for you, Vernon-Smith, - Of ecourse, it
means leavin out a Fourth Form man,
5 Y e '

“It means leavin' out a Fourth Form
[ dud, and you know it as well as I do!”
interrupted the Bounder ruthlessly,

“"Look here, Vernon-Smith——"
Temple, lushing.

The Bounder rose,

“I've made you the offer,” he said
curtlv,. *1 want a direct answer, and
you ean wash out the swank, Yes or
1no.

Temple's eyes gleamed, .and it was on
his lips to say “No.” But the chance
was too great. It might mean beating
tthe Remove in the Form mateh, and

l‘cmﬁle would have given much to heat
the Remove, ,

“It's n %ﬂ, Smithy,™ he said.
- "Raght-ho I
b “1t's settled,” said Temple.
play on Wednesday,”

“Rely on me”

The Bounder left the study with that.
Templa & Co. looked at- one another.
Fry and Dabney Iooked extremely satis-

said

“-?-Gl!

fieed; Temple was satisfied, too, but a
litkle irritated.
“He's a good man,” said Fry., “I've

seen him standin’ up te Hurree Singh's
howlin', in practice, and you know what
that's hke.”

““A good thing for us,™ said Dabney;
“and 1t will take the wind out of
Wharton'’s sails, too—é Remove fellow
turnin’' him Jown,”

Temple nodded.

“I'a_all right,” he sald. “Vernonm-
Smith iz a good bit of an ontaider, and
his mannera are horrid; but I admat he's
a jolly gooad player. I sha'n’t stand any
cheek froms him, of course; but I'll play
him.” Templo smiled cheerily. “‘g‘his
may be the beginnin® of the end, you
fellows; where one sheep goes the vest
Y e

NSWER

Soelf-zatisfied as he waz, Temple had

“But in a Form match I den™t |

J

follow. This may mean the end of thae
Remaove fags settin® up to be one rivals”

“{h, rather ™ .

“Anyhow, we've got a iolly good
chance of beatin® them on Wednesday,
now,” said Fry.

“We had a jolly good chance, any-
way,"” said Temple, (rowning.

LE] ]‘HEI“ !j#

“*Look here, Fry—"'

“Have it yvour own way, old scouts
anyhow, we've got a befter chance
now,” said Fry. “Smithy was one of
the very hest men- in their eleven, and
his weight is taken out of their scale
and put into oura, I wish Ifield and
Cherry would follow hia giddy example.
T say, it will make Wharton rather wild
if he sees Smithy's name in your list,
Cecil, old man.”

Temple smitled.

“T'I1 jolly well post up the List in the
Rﬂyg after tea,” ha said.

rom  which # might have been
guessed that Cecil Reginald Temple
foresaw some sabisfaction n “making
Wharton wild.™

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Not a Thunderbolt !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. were
chatting in the Rag after tea,
when {lecil Heginald Temple
came in with Fry and Dabney.

Temple had a paper in s hand, whic
he ﬁrmeded to stick up on the door
of the Rag—the usual place for posting
Junior notices,

“Hallo, hallo, halle! -Is that your
giddy list, Temple?’ asked Bob Cherry.

“That's it,” said Temple. *“Like to
Took at ot2™

Bob glanced ot the list.

The last name on it made him stare &
little, :

“H. Vernon-8mith ! he read out,

“Hallo! What's that?” exclaimed the
captain of the Remove,

“Is that a joke, Temple? asked
Frank Nugent, staring .at the Fourth
Form skipper. “You've got a Remove
man's name there.” .

“I'm giving a Remove man a look-

in,” said Temple carclessly. ' Smithy
has shown some form in your fag games
recantly.*

C "'What ™

“Bo I'm thinkin' of takin® him on as
a member of the junior cleven of Grey-
friars,” explained Temple blandly.

“Dh, rather!” grinned Dabney.

“0Of course, though we call this =
Form match, it's maf?y a sort of practice
match,” went on Temple., “Wea look on
vour Hemove mob as a seratch team that
we play to keep our hand in, See?”

" Fathead I said Johnny Bull politely.

“I shouldn't mind giving you a
chance, Cherry. Your style {3 bit wild,
but ¥ would give you some b n
. "My hat! ‘That would be the blind
leading the blind, with & vengeance!”
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“S0 Temple's tn.himr.!; up  cricket
grinned Johnny Bull. “He was saying
something about it the other day in the
study, you remember.”

a, ha, ha!" :

“Iave you learned the difference yof
between a cricket-bat and a brick-hat,
Temple ™ inguired Bob Cherry.

Temple frowned.

IIa was rather annoyed to see that the
captain of the Hemove showed no sign
of being “witld ™ at the inclusion of
Bmithy’s name in the Fourth Form hist,
Surely he could net like to =ec one of
his best men fransferred to the rival
teamn. He did not seem to mind.

“*MNothin' to say against this, I sup-
pose, Wharton?” asked the captsin of
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the Fourth, seeking to draw the Hemove
capkain.

“Not at all,” said Harry.

“Of comse, you couldn’t expeel a man
to stay in your fag crowd, if he's wanted
in the junior eleven, could yout

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Vernon-Smith wasn't in  the fag
crowd,” he answered.  “ Binithy bas been
dropped from the Remove eleven some
days since. Yow're welcomoe to him, if
vou want him, If any mwember of my
cleven turned me down, I should have
something to say about i, I can assure
vou, But you're more than welcome to
the Bounder. I'm glad to sce that he
will be getting some cricket.” 1

“Oh!* said Cecil Reginald, <uite
taken aback. )

Evidently " Wharton was nobt gomng o
e “wild,” Temple & Co. walked out of
the Rag, a little crestfallen. :

“Zo thai's Smithy's new move!” re-
warked Bob Cherry with a grin. “We're

going to have him against us in lhe |

Form match., Can't say I'm sorvy; it
will put somo life into it to have a good
i among  that crowd of foozlers.
Thev're never up to our weight.” .

“It's not tho thing, though™ =saul
Johuny DBull.  “All very well playing
for Templo against the Shell, or in an
uway match; but not againit his own
Form. That's not the thing.”

“Well, he was de d ont of our
crowd,” said Bob, (g:n't blame himn
for getting a game where he can.”

““MNo; that's so”

The Bounder's latéest move had not
disturbed the equanimity of the Famous
Five, though assuredly it had been in-
tended to gﬂ 50

Temple's list caused a d deal of
discussion in the Bemove when the other
fellows zaw Smithy's name there.

Peter Todd called 1t “Bmithy's
Latest,” and thero was some merriment
on the subject. Some of the fellows
wondered how long the imperious temper
of the Bounder would be able to stand
Temple & Co.; he was likely to pull
with them much less amicably than with
the Famous Five. Cecil Reginald's lofty
patronage was sure to “get his vag out "
in the long run; and many of the
Roemove expected- to hear of a2 row
hotween the new allies, even belore
Wednesday's match came off. It was
pretty clear that Vernon-2mith had.in-
tended hiz desertion of his Form, and
his joining up.with the rival club, to be
something in the nature of a bombshell
for the Remoxe. But the bomb had not
50 to speak, exploded. Nobody seemed
& penny the worse.” .

That evening the DBounder sauntered
into the Rag, [ully expecting. to hear
murmura and to see dark looks, and
E‘mhﬂbly expecting a bitter dispute with

‘harton on the subject—probably anoffer
to take him back into the Remove
eleven if he would give up this new
alliance.

Instead of whi.f,-.h; i.hém was Hﬁﬂlinﬁ ;

said; only some of the [ellows smile

as they looked at him, _
Smithy began to wonder whether they

had seen the list at all. But thore it

was, stuck quite conspicupusly on thel:

door, The Bounder strolled over to the
corner where Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent were playing chess, with Dob
Cherry looking on. x

" “’Lartml (

The captain of the Remove looked up.

“"Hella, Smithy " .

“ Vou've secn Temple's list

““¥es,"” assented Harty. And he
dropped his glence to the chess-board
again, -

“I'm playing for the TFourth as =
regular ember new.” =zaid Vernon-
Bmith, "My view. is  that  Tefuple’s
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team iz the school junior ¢leven, and
I'm-acting up to that.™
“Just as you like,™
amicably, :
“You can't grumble, as you turned
me out of the Remove eleven.”
“That's all right; I'm not grumb-
ling.™
Vernon-Smith breathed hard.
“Go you don’t mind ¥ he asked.
T ¥Not in the lesst.”
. It was clear to the Bounder that his
thunderbolt had mniissed fire, so to
spealk. His brow was black, and lus
eves glinted at the, captain of the
Remove, _

“Well, if vou don't object there's
nothin' more to be said,” he muttercd.
“Nothing at all. Cheek, Franky.”
“Not that it would make any diffor-
ence if wvou did objeet,” added the

Bouncer savagely.

“ Wouldn't 1k %"

“It wonldn't,” i

“ Al serene—if  wouldw’t,  then,”
assented Wharlon, without looking up
from the chess, :

Vernon-Smith's teeth were set as he
turned away., He met a smiling glance
from Peter Todd, aud scowled at the
cheery Peter. He loafed about the Rag
for a [ew minutes, and then walked
onb, angry and chagricsed and discom-
tented. He hoard tva or three chuckles
as he went, and his cheeks burned.
- He told himself savegely . that he
would make the fellows care—if -the
Foucth hodr #re Remore; witls Bz aid,

ggid Whartor

they would uwnderstand that i€ was
serious. He would play the game of his
Aife; and if Temple & Co. chose to pull
themsalves  together, and pob some
beel inte it, there was no reason why
‘they should not beat the Remove. DBut
would they choose? They had their
own way of dealing with the great game
of ericket; and they were ot accus-
tomed to  exerting themselves over-
anuch’ at games. They were not reslly
likely to gapm—h from their uvsual man-
ners and customs to pleaso the Bounder..

But Smithy told lnmself, Gercoly, that
they could and should win. He would
make them win zomehow, The Remove
should learn that it was not a matier
of indifference whether the Bounder
was for or against them, That prospect
of a vietory for Temple, Dabney, & Uo.,
and o crushing defeat forhis own Form,
was the only solace left to the perverse
junior.  And upon that prospect, doult-
ful as it was, the rebel of the Remove
centred his hopes,

_ TﬂE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Whale Among the Minnows !
% MITHY
S “Hallo 1"
“Three-thivty for practice,.
Don't forget.™
Temple of the Fourth spoke in a
easuel, caveless sort of way, and-walked
{Continued on page 10.)
THE Macxrr Lisrany.—No,
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Wesk Ending May 2nd, 1625,

il

\ HINGE ain't like wot they used to
be,” said Gosling, the perter, with
& sid shake of Ifs partinlly balkd

: pate.  Cricket, f'rivstonce, The
game's goin' to the dogs. We prides our-
selves oo onr proprese, but wot [ osays is
Lhiz ‘ere—~we're progressin’ back’ards, as far
ag cricket’s concerned.?”

“You don't say so, Gossy!™ T said
sn, an' T says it blunl an®

goleranly.

W do sony
emphatic!™ sald Qosling. ** Now, when 1
was 4 lad, we periniced some tip-top
cricketers,  Hexperts, that’s wol they was.
tiianta at the game. Het there ain't oo
riants nowndayz, Look at the Test matches
m Australier! Garstly failure, that’s wot I
calls it!™ .

“ Frinn Fopland’s poiot of wiew, perhaps,”’
I said, “Hubt you must remember thnt
Australia have got a jolly fipe team, and
they're at their zeoith oow. I doubt ¥ any
team of cricketers in the world- could touch
them., )

Gosling sighed heavily.

SO0 omly 1 wae thirty years younger,' he
enid, 10 "ave offered to eaptain  the
Englizsh slde, an' we zhowld “ave hroupght
back {he hashes, as sure s heges s hepgs !

1 berst oub Liwghange. : ’

“You don't mean to
evicketer, Gozey 1" I purgled.

“1'm one of the "us-bheens, Master Drown.
When T was in the fower of me youth. as
the sayin' goes, -1
Later on, when I was i me prime, 1 was
good ewough to play for a county, only I
enuldn't ‘appen to remember wol county I
wns born in, 20 T eouldn’t qualify, Slep into
iy patloor, Master Brown, an' 1'll show you
enme relies of me crickebing days.™

Conzsumed with nuriuaitﬁ', I followed Gosling
fto his little parfour. He rummmaged im the
bottom of the cuphoard, aud produced a very
ancient-dooking bat, colrwebbed from disuse.

“With thiz "ere hat,” zald Geozling Inpres-

suy you're &

sively, “ I made nigh on two thousand runs.'-

“hly hintl*

“An' with this selfsame bat T nearly
hratned & humpire wot give me ont Lbow.
once when the hall ‘it me oo the pose!®

“"Great Scott!™

T wouldn't part with this bat, pot at oo
price,” Gosling went on. “Ii's a reminder
uf the dear dead dayz of long aga. An' "ere
are some old poospapers in which my famons
ericketing featz are recorded. Jest look at
thiz=! "W, Gusling, oot out 170" *W,
Gosling, ¢ Hands, h &huter, 144" You don't
gee 10 seores Mke that Enocked up nowadays.

tell youw, Master Brown, I oughin't never
to ‘ave been a porter at a public school, 1
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wns a rare Boe ericketer)
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should "ave made me lortupe ag a perfes.
ajonal cricketer. Dot there! Wot's the good
of eryin® over wasted hopportonities? THi]
away now, Maszter Brown! An' if cver you
wants any tips——"'

“Rut it's you that's always wanting tips,
ﬁﬂm}r_._:ll

“ Cricket tips, I mean,” said Gosling, *If
ever you wants any uselul 'inls on "ow 1o
“nndle a bat, or howl a googly, or catch a
shier, you'll kpow where to come! I'm
apxious to see the old game revive, an® get
on ks feet agali, But I'm afraid it won't
~—nob o my Jenny-wob's-her-name.™

" Generation?™ I hazarded.

" That's it. Modern cricket ain't the real
tlhing ot all. It's only o worthless himita-
tion, . We prates about our prosress: but, as
I said afore, we're progressin’ back’ards!"™

And, with a groot of despair, William
Gosling progressed backwards ioto his arm-

=
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® CRICKET TERMS

@

chair,

§ EXPLAINED! §
% By BOB CHERRY. §
BRBR VYDAV DD DR

A "late* cut is what Loder of the Sixth
makea when he breaks bounds in the evening.

A “silly polnt " i3 what Temple of the
Fourth Dakes in his Debating  Soclety
zpeeches.

A “daisy-cutter * iz what Mr. Jozeph
Miinbie, the gavdener, uzes when he mows
the Head's lawn.

* Extra cover ** s what my Jatin Primer
tll:'nd:-:__ aflter Billy. Booter bas borrowed it

“ A eateh in the deep ™ iz what Coker of
tho Fifth hopes to et when e poes sops
fishing. But lis Dopes scldom materialise.

A “lull tozz " is what Alonze Todd
recuived the other day when pursued by o
furions bult!

]

“ Drawing stumps ** is the painful duty of
Mr. Wreoch, the Friardale deatizt !

A “duck’s egp ' it the kind of miasile we
hurl at Fishy when he callz a meeting to
diseiss his latest swindle—I meon stunt!

| EDITORIAL.

King Cricket; whose reign is

about to commence! It won't

be a long reign-—aur English
Ssummers seemt all tao short—but it will
prove an exciting and prosperous reign,
¥ have no doubt. If the Weather Clerk
15 kind to uws, and sends sunshine instead
of snowstorms, everything in the garden
will be lovely.

One of tho most joyous jobs of ny
editorial career is to preparce a cricket
number. Cricket iz a cheery subject to
write about, and one doe: not need the

&. LI hail to that merry monarch,

aid of wet towels or lumps of ice
Inspivation Bows freely.
Cricket has ever been a most popular

pastime at Greviriars,: and the old
Fschool has turned out some slerling
-players, many of whom are taking part
in ¢ounty cricket to-day. DMany &
bronzed colonel and muscular major
learned hiz ericket at Greviriarz, and
learned, moreover, to “ play.cricket * in
the other sense of the termi. For Grey-
friars breeds true sportsmen, and cquips
tham for the greater game—the game
of hfe.

All iz in readiness for the ecricked
season fo commence. The pitch has
been rolled until it is like the surfoce of
a biliards-table. The funds have been
drawn upon for the purpose of buying
new gear. And a junior captain has
been olected—or, rather, re-elecied.
have again been selected to skipper tho
side, and a very attractive fixtura-list
with the rival schools has heen drawn
up.

Billy Bunter, of course, has a bee in
his bonpet. He is furious at having
baen left out in the eold, and ho declares
that the elecltors were out of thoir senses
to vote for me, when thero was such a
brilliant performer as Bunter knocking
around. - Billy claims to come of a

reat ericketing family. IHiz grandsire,

o tells us, assisted the Strolling
Players. If the worthy gent’s propor-
tions were as ample as those of Dunter,
“Roliing ® Platers would scem to fll
the bill better.

Az soon a3 I have had an opportumty
of watching the fellows at practice, I
shall be able to select my cleven for the
first matech of the sesson. But the
 illustrious name of William George
PBunter will be absent from the list—
unleszs he shows a miraculons mmprove-
ment on last season’s form!

Dicky Nugent, the “tallented orither,™

gz he sometimes styles himself, has
ggain risen to the oceasion, and given
us a cricket story of St. Bam's. Dicky

has quite a host of admirers among our
readers, and I am sure that if ever he
writes & npovel it will i.}rﬂ\'l} a2 " best.
sellor.” The gquaint spelling alone will

ensure that!
HAREPRY WHARTON.
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MAN is ot too old at wninety!™
gatd the Head, with some heat.
““I am serprized at you, Burleigh,
for suggesting thet 1 am {oo old

to take part ip & kricket-match! There's
lifte o tlwe-old dog yeb!®

B0 saying, the Head started frlsking round
his study ke a two-year-old.

Burleigh of the 3ixth, the kaptin of
ETI{.HL bliked at the frisky old Luffer in

ismay.

There woe to be a very important maftch
that afteroooo—>Schonl versus Old Boys—abd
the Head had eent for Durleigh, and eoolly
informed Dim that he meant to play.

o Pyt—but ¥ donht if I can egueeze you
intu the team, sir!” stammered Hurie:g}l;.
*¥You zee, the eleven’s already made op.”

“ Ther you muost drop somebody to make
toom for me,'* said the Head, “1 sugpest
you dreop - yourself, Bureigh! You're not
much, use to the team, you Engw—meerly
an ornyment !

*“ My hat!? pasped Durleigh.

Had 3”“33 but the reverend and re.
apechted He spoken. to him like that
Burlelgh would have biffed him,

“1 am determined to play for the schoal
against the Old Boys, apyway,” said the
Head, 5o you can pub thet in your pipe
and smoke it1"

“8moking’s  against  the
growled Burleigh.

Apd lie swung out of the Head's study
fo a hufl. :

It wus really too bad of Dr, Rirchemall,
he reflected, to barge in like this, It means
that Burleigh would have to drop somebody
from the eleven fo make way for the Head.
On dew congideration, he desided to drop
swotter of the Fifth., Swotter wouldn't like
it a little bit, but he would have to lump it.

The Old Hoy: turned up shortly after
dinner. They were skippered by General
Blaize Pophain, & very cxtiogoished Old Boy,
who had won the DS, for sitling on an
ammunition dump just az It was about to
eggaplode. The peperal was a wery keen
kricketer, and ihe light of batfle gleamed
In his eye.

5t. Sam's twroed out In foree to see the
mateh, and there wae & titter wheo the
Head came on the scen, He was wearing
the same blazer he had worn when playing
for Eton abouwt eighly years previously.
Either the hlazer had shrank or the Head
had devveloped Im  sighs,  Anyway, the
blazer was a very tight At, and Dr. Birche-
mall seemed likely to burst clean through
it at any moment, :

The OId Bays won the tass, and Burleigh
led his men on ta the feld.

i Weonld you like me to bole, Burleigh?™
asked the Feod., “T1 shogld skittle the O1d
Bova out like rabbitz!?

gricigh frownad, )

“Yon'd better field at silly point, e
he zaid.

“Oh, all right!™ zaid the Aead. “T don™t
care weather T fleld at =illy poiat, stupid
ip, or ridicalons eover !

v Yon'll make a priecleza azz of yourself
wheraver you fleld 1 muttered Borleigh, sotto
VOey. - :

“ What Jdid you say, Burleizhi® dettanded
the Head sharply.

“ Ahem! ¥—T snid, please yourself where
yonr feld, sird®

The Hend wandersd off into the desp fleld,
and Ruorleigh watched him go, with a sigh
of releef,

“ Billy old butfer ' he grawled., * He ought
to he drawing hi=z old-apge peosion instead of

rools, &irl"

. o

playing kricket:*
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2

‘.h.

el Yy 3

The opening pair of batamen for the OId
Boys were General Blaize Popham and
Colonel Sparkea, and they went for the
bowling baldhended, piling up the rups at
a terrifick rate.

The score waz at 60 before the geperal
logt his bhead, his ballapes, amd hia wicket.
And the score had risen to a 109 before the
Inzt Odd Boy was disposed of.

*We have a tufl propersition to tackle,
Burleigh,” sald the Head. “ Two hundred
runs wilt want some getting, by gad!™

“J gqulte apgrec, sir,™ said Burleigh stiffiy.

M hut me in last,” said the Bead. ™ They
always leave the pood wine til last, you
know, amd the same pollicy ocught to apply
to batsmen. 1 feel in fine trim this after.
nean, and T shull koock spots off fhe 0Old
Boxs" bowling!*®

“ Row-wow [1?
sbrode away.

3t. Sam’s were indeed faced with a tuff
propersition. They would have all their work
cut out to make 200 run: agaiust the deadly
bowliog of Genernl Blaize Popham, :

Burleigh gave them a jolly good start by
hittiog wp 50: but the others pave o mizzer-
uhle eppehibition, and when the- wioth
wicket fell 8t. Sam's still pecded a hondred
ryos Lo win.

Wit's a forlarn hope** gaid Jack Jolly of
the Fourth., “ The Head will be howled first
ball for & dux-egg!™ .

That opinion was ghared by everyhody with
the epgseption of T, Rirchemall limsaelf.

The Heml came down the pavilllon steps,
bis long white heard waving in Lhe brecse,
His pads were on opaide-down, and he looked
& commic Agper.

“ Why don't you cheer?" he demanded of
the oploakers, # Cap’t you see I'm just goiog
im to bLat? Qive me a rowsing cheer at
ange, or I'll take your names, aod give ¥ou
a jnfl good birching in Big Hall on Monday
maruing !

Instantly there was a loud cheer,

“ Hooray i**

“ Play up, siv!™

muttered “Purleigh, as he

Great

Yarn !
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" Give the 0ld Boys sox!™

The Head grinned, and swagpgercd onm his
way. When -he reached the wicket he made
a' sigoel to Solcker of the Sixth, who was
battiug at the other end. .

“Just keep your end uwp, Snicker,' end
Live Head, “aopd leave the hitting to me!™

“ Fye, eye, eiri"™ sald Snicker. ;

Geueral Blaize Popham waz howling, and
he smiled o antissipation of taking the
Head'n wichet. :

The Head starled o by nearly braining
the wicket-keeper with o powerful hack-
gtroke. The unforchunitt man yelled with
angwish ne the Head’s bat crashed upon his
pose, Ad for the ball, it wipped the Head's
middle stump clean out of the ground.

“ Haw's that **

Mr. Lickham, the master of the Fourth,
was the umpire, apd he hezzitated belore
makimg his decizion.

“ Was that out, Lickham?” demanded the
Head, with n savvidge glare, )

“ Nunoo, eirt” said Mr. Llckham hastily.
“ Thalt was—ahem—meerly & trial hall [

“ Good 1** said the Head. * Doo't you dara
fo give me ' ont T without my konsent!!

General Blaize Pophan was io an awlul
stew, apd he put all his beef into the next
delivery. The Head managed to hit the
hall, hut he spooned up & simple catch right
inte point’a hands,

“ Drop 161" thendered the Head.

And poiot, terrified by that thunderous
command, promptly obeyed. :

The third ball was & regular seorcher, and
it hit the Head on the shin, which was right
in front of the wicket. The general appealed
for Lb.ow.. hut Br. Lickham dared not give
it. It was more thao his job was workh.

The Head was stumped off the fourlh ball,
and caought off the fAifth; and when the last
bhall of the over was senk down he sat on
hiz own wicket. But Mr. Lickham, like Lord
Nelson, viewed these events with a blind
oy,

General Blalze Popham was fairly dapcing
with rnge. y

“ ¥You are out, sir,” he roared ot the Head
} —ityery much out, begad! You've been
clean howled, apd caupht, amd leg-helfore, smd
stumped, and  yet you refuse to pmo! I
heleeve yom have formed a conspivacy with
that blockhead of an wmpirel™ .

The Head drew himsell up with diggmity.

U Row.wow 1P he retorted.

And Dr. Birchemall went on hatling. He
was clean boled on numerus orcasione, but
e alwavs had some exeuse handy, And he
remained at the wickets until the wioning
hit haed been made.

i Now we'll declare?” he snid. “T ohways
beleeve in being jennerns to one® opponents

The general’s foce was perple. He could
not trussed himsell to speak.

Making n meggaphone of his hawds, the
Head shouted to the spectaters. ;

“Hit" he roared. “OCan't you sce I've
won the mateh? Come and chrey me off
sholder-high, or it will he the worse for you!
Den't :it there like graven images! Come
and make a fuss of the konkering hero!™

Like fellows in = dream, the St Sam’s
skalfers swarmed on to the playing-pitch and
holsted thé Head an to thelr shelders, and
earried him to the pavillion, while Jack Jolly
plaved “#ee the Kookering Ifero Comes ™
on hiz miouth-organ. . .

The Head fairly revelled in his triumfl.

] think you will agree with me Dow,
Rurleigh,” he said, * that there's life in the
old dog yet!™

" THE END. P
Tae Micyer Lissany.—xo, 099,
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(Continued from page 13.)

o without waiting for any answer from
the Bounder. ' : :
Vernon-Smith stared after him, with
frowning brow and glinting eyes.
Thers were some Remove fellows
the corridor, and they smiled, |
lofty manners and customs of Cecil
Reginald Temple, captain of the
Fourth, were not gratifying fo Bmithy.
Temple spoke to him as a senior fellow
might have spoken to a fag—doubtlass,
from Temple's point of view, that was
how the matter stood. In the lofty
opinion of Cecil Reginald, there was a
preat gulf fixed between the Upper wand
the Lower Fourth. :
It was irritating, and the Boundet’s
looks showed irritation. For, in point
of fact, thers was no great difference
in standing between the two Fourths;
and, moteover, as & cricketer, Smithy

in
The

wos worth about twenty of Cecil
Reginald Temple. On his merits
Smithy ought to bave captained
Temple's team, and shown them how to
play ericket.

Indced, there was little doubt that, at
the back of his mind, S8mithy had sorme
idez of taking that *foszling ™ team 1n
hand, and gotting it into better form.
The Fourth were not likely to accept a
Lower Fourth man as skipper; but with
Temple as & sort of swanking figure-
head, Smithy could have captained the
team “under the rose,” as it were. He
would have been content to leaye the
swank to Cecil Reginald, &0 long as ho
epiald have been allowed to pull the
eleven together and lick them into
shape -to beat the Remove.

Fry of the Fourth, and some other
follows, were of opinion that this was
what should be, dens. But Cecil
Reginald Temple was deaf and blind to
such considerations. Certainly,- he
wanted to beat the Remove, and he
was willing to profit by bhis new recruit.
But he was not willing—not in the yery
loast—to stop down.-from hiz high horse,

Advice from the Bounder—which he
had alréady cecéived—Temple listened
to with a patrenising. smile. 'He was
quite polité—and politely made it clear
that he did not value counsel from a
Remove fellow wliom he had admitted
into his team. A Romova fellow's
place was’ that of a humble follower,
Temple considered; and glad as he was
of Smithy's services, he would rather
have dropped him again than have
ab&ctﬂd an 1ota of his own lofty superi-
atity. : :

“But for the peculiar position in which
Smithy's ungoverneble temper had landad
him; lie 'would heve ‘broken with Temple
promptly enough; he sim%:y_}'mrned to
tell Cecil -Ileginaid-'w'h!t e thonght of
him, and fo beck up his words with a
puntch on Ceecil Heginald's superior nose.
But that would have been to give up
a]l hiz plans; it would have been rather
futile, tor follow up the row with lus
old skipper with &8 row with his new
skipper.
would not “put up * with Wharton: and
be fouind that he had very much more

Tae Macxer Laprany.—No 599,
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to “put up ¥ with, in dealing with
Temple of the Fourth,

In Whatton's team he had been a
valued man; in Temple's crowd he was
patronised by fellows who were not a
pateh on him at the game. He had, as
it were, jumped out of the frying-pan
into the fire: and it was borne in upon
his mind that his last state "was con-
giderably worse than his first.

- But he felt that thers was no going

‘back now; and ha bore Temple's lofty

cheek as patiently as ho could. He had
hopes, too, of inHuencing some members
of the team who were keen on cricket,

‘and bringing their opinion to bear.on

Temple.

- Bo—having swallowed Temple's lofty
instructions with some difficulty—the
Bounder turned up for practica with the
Fourth as directed. Some Remove fel-
lows came geross to look on, curious
to see how the Bounder would show
up among hiz new comrades. Templa pf
the Fourth was putting hizs new man
through his pacos—assuming, az a
matter of course, that Bmithy was & fag
to whom he was giving & trial.

Cecil Reginald, in spotless and expen.
give flannelz, with & handsome and ex-

ensive bat, lounged to the wicket with

is wsual air of implying that ericket
‘was only one of the many things he
could do to perfoction.

" Hare, Smithy-—"

The Bounder gave him a glare.

“"You can send me down =z few!™
said Temple.

- “1 will ¥ said Bmithy, rather grimly.

Temple made a handeome Fgure at
the wicket, and certainly would have
looked the complete cricketer in the
eyes of his sister or hiz cousin or his
aunt. Fellows who knew something
about the game, however, would not
have thought that Temple looked as if
he would stop the Bounder's bowling—
siid they would have been right.

The ball came down like a bullet from
& riflo, with all Smithy's vicious temper
behind it. What Temple was expecting
—if ho was expecting anything in par-
ticular—cannot ba said. Certzinly he
swiped at the ball, or where he sup-
posed the ball to be. There was a faint
surprise in his face, as his bat swept the
empty. air, and the middle stump was
whipped out of the ground.

“How's that?™ inguired the Bounder
sarcastically.

Temple turned pink.

Fry, with a2 suppressed grinm, set up
the bails again. Temple was rather
more careful next time. Hea Jdid not
think of sending the ball over the tops
of the elms. He thought only of stop-
pmgt it. Bub it booted nob, as a poet
would say. There was a crash as his
wicket was spread-cagled, and a laugh
from some feliows looking on. Temple's
InH:;r conntenancs grew pinker.

“Try that again, Smithy!”
drawled.

“As often as you like,” said Smithy

serdonically.
- Bmithy tried again, with fthe same
result. In a match it would have been
the “hat trick.” Temple was pink, un-
doubtedly ; but he preserved his lofty
cquanimiby,

“That's not bad, Smithy,” he said

“Noti* jeerod the Bounder, i

“Wo. Take the ball, Dab.”

Cecil Reginald did not want any mora
of Smithv's bowling. He reslised that
tible
with his own lofty superiority. Which,
of course, was a far more important
thing than the mere game of cricket.

Later  on, however, Bmithy pul

he

in

some batbing. and Temple—very keen
indeed to show thizs Remove fellow that
he was not & whale among the min-
nows, a3 he evidently he!mvﬂdm-trii:r.}
hard to bowl bim. Temple had & grést
style in bowling—more * style” than
bowling, iy fact. It was a harder
“practice V' than the Fourth were acous-
tomed to: they bad te fetch the ball
back from unaccustomed distances,
after the mighty swipes the Bounder
ave it, And Temple might az well
ave been bowling at a brick wall, [or
all the effect he produced on Smith's
wickes.

Fry and Dabney, and Angel and
Kenney, of the Fourth, tried their luck
in kurn, with no better fortuno than
Cecil Repinald. They could not touch
%mith:r. and they had to scknowledgo
E e

After the practice—which cansed
SO0 merrinent among Remova fallows
who watched Smithy's performance—
Cecil Rerinald walked k to the
Honse with a rather thoughtful face.
He was doubting hiz wisdom in having
aceepted  Bmithy's services after all

ruc, Smithy weas an  exceedingly
valuable recrut; even Temple could not
doubt that, Buot it was distinetly
unpleasant to have this cheeky Remove
foellow putting his wheole crowd into
the shade n a0 conspioucus a way.
The Bounder had not been nice about
it, either—he had grinned In a very
unplessant  enrdonic way  while the
bowlers were striving in vain to get
within o yard of his stumps: and he had
laughed—actually laughed in a jecring
styfe—when he had knocked Temple's
wicket over. Valuable recriub or nok,
Cecil Reginald felt that he could not
be expected to stend cheek frem Sinithy
—especially such jecring cheek as this

1 rather think I've mede & mis-
take,” Temple observed to his comrades
thoughtiully,

FIn thinkin® you could bag Smithy's
wicket? asked Fry innocently.
“No!" said Temple. “Nothin' of the

“kind. If you think that's funny,
Fry—"

“Not at all, old chap,” murmured
Frg. “fzo0 on,”

In lettin' that Remove ead into the
tearm, I mean,” said Temple; “ 1 rather
Llﬁ!:’:]a it would be advizable to shoo him
off.

“ After the Formi match, I suppose?”

“No,” anspped Templa; “before.”

Fry looked at him. His look was
expressive.  Even the faithful Dabney
did not ‘ghime in with hiz * Oh, rather !
as usual.
* “Look hers, Temple,” said TFry
nbﬂ%gr“ “don't play the goat”

(11 Et T!f‘

“We've got & good man. Keep him.
He's an unplessant rotter, so far as his
manners go, I know that. But e
want to beat the Remove, and he can
help us to do ii. Stick to hm.”

A Who's captain?” demanded Temple
angrily. !

“¥You are, old man—but there'll jolly
well bi trouble if you chuck away & man
who can take wickets like  Smithy.”

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney, ;

Temple stared at Dabnev; genersily
his faithful echo. Even William Walter
Dabney was against him,

“Well, T'm jolly wall goin’ to think it
over,”  snappe Temple, greatly
ineonsed.

Frobably, on thinking it over, Temple
decided that it would be onwise to run
counler to the opinion of his followers
to suech an extent. At gH ovenis, he
sald no  more  about  dropping  the
Botnder oot of the team, SBmithy was
safe in hiz place fhwre—for whaot that
wis worth,
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B EDWING!™
Ton Redwing glanced at

the Bounder without speak-
ing. It was o pood many
davs sinee they had zpoken; and prep
in Stody No. 4 was a very silent and
rather dismal function. {n this par-
ticular cvening, the Dounder seemed to
have made up his mind to break the
fee.
“ Sl rakry
sarcastically.
*T pever was ratty, Smithy," said Tom

azsked Vernon-Bmith

mildly. “But I'm rother fed-up with
your temper. If we're to keep on
rowing, off and on, it's veally bettor net

to speak at alll”

“That means that vou want to keep
on had terms, does 1"

“Mo: not at all, DBute—""

“Well, it's not very cheery in the
study, these days, is 17" said Vernon-

Smith. “I miss your help with my
prep, too”

“I'm ready to help you as much as
you like,”

“And there's another matter: I want
yvou Lo hack me up, Beddy,” =said the
Bounder, rattling on as cheerfully as
though there %ad never been  any
trouble betweonn hime and  his chun.
“Fou knew I'm playing for the Tourth
in the Form match te-morrow.”

“Yes, Smithy."

“T want ven in Lhe same team to
back me up.”

“¥ou want me to play for the
Fourth !” exclaimed Tam.

“That's it; I rcan speak to Temple

and fix it. I want a man to keep the
other end uip when I'm batting.'
Redwing lavghed.

“I sha’n't put it like that to Temple,
of course,” said the Bounder, laughing
too. “But that's what it amounts to.
Will you do it?”

“Y can'’t, Smithy! Wharton™s told
me I can play for the Remove in the

Form match, after all, and T may got
a chanee in the St Jude's game it I
turn out well, 1 can hardly go back

on him.”

“You're willing enough to mo back
on me, it seemns,” sajd the ounnder,
with a sneer. “ Look heve, Rlodwing-—

Hazeldene has promized to follow my
lead, and I want you to Jdo the same,
I want to stilfen up that crew of foozlors
as much as I can. I'm out to beat the
Remove

“¥our own form,” =eid Tom.

“0h, cut that ont! Will you help
'!'.I:'IE?” 4

"I can't!™ said Tom aquietly. * I think
1t's rather a rotten thing vou're doing,
anvhow, S8mithy—and =till more rotien
to pull that milly fellow Hazel's leg.
It's not because we've had & row—I1'm
bound to stand by my own clubh and my
own skipper.”

“Think agaim, old fellogy,” urged the
Bounder. *There’'a a lot in what
Termple elabms—and his team would
make & good zchool second eleven, with
soma backbone put inko it. It would
be & giddy trivmph to put the Remove
erowd righh in the shade, by pulting a
better team into the field. What?”

“"T've no doubt Temple will think so.
T suppese yon think so now, Smithy.
But vou can't cxpeet me to agree with
you.™”

“T ask
Bﬂ'll[]{:l.ﬂ'l'.

“There ave =ome favourzs a fellow
shouldi't ask, Swmithy ! Nothing dewng !
said Redwing, and he torned to his

again.

it as a favounr! said the

me
: TI;.E Bounder gavoe him a black look.

He was well awara that Tom dledwing
would not refuse lo make {riends
again, if he =aid the word. DBut there
was evidently a limit; his influenecs over
his chum was. not unbounded. It was
g disappointment for Bmithy.

The door opened, and Hazeldene of
the Remove looked in. Vernon-8mith's
seowl  vanished, and he gave Hazel a

nleasant =mile.

[r— -

gl 3J'rr:rkcn ta Wharton voi!™ he asked.

“I'm {liﬁt goang  bo, Snochy,” said
I‘iﬂzﬂ't, but he seomosd to hosi e, “"T'vao
teld you I would, and 1'm going to.
Of course, if he does tho decent thing,
I'm going to stand by him.”

“Oh, of course,” =aid the HBounder,
“if you like being laken up and thrown
over, just as he pleases, I've nothin’ to
gay agninst i

Tazel flushed.

“1 shall jolly well tell him plainly
that he can’t treat me exactly as he
likes," he soapped.

“Blessed if I think you've gob the
norve to tell him  anythin’,” said the
Bounder coolly.

“FNou'll see ™ grunted Haecl,

He slammed the door, and walked
along tho passapo to Study Noo 1. It
was egasy cnough for the Bounder to
mley on the facile feelings of a sensi-
tive, weak-willed fellow like Haazel,
and he had done so without seruple, He
was keenly desirous of taking followers
with him in his desertion of his own
TForm; but so far, he had lLeen suceess-
ful only with Hazeldeno; and even with
Hazcl, suecess was not certain as yeb.

Hazel knocked at Wharton's door,
and threw it open. He stepped into the
study with a moody, resentinl expres-
sion on his face, that the eaptain of the
Remove knew well. Hazeldene waa
always a difficult fellow to deal with,
all the more boczuse he considerably
over-estimated his value to the eleven;
and was well aware that Wherton had
reasons_for not wishing to quarrel with
him : chiefly because he was Marjorie
Hazeldene's brother.

“Halle, old =cont! Trot in!' said
Wharton, affecting not to  observe
Hazel’s expression. “Don’t say you're
not fecling fit for the pame to-morrow.™

“Fit enough to play the Fourth any
time, I shounld think,” said Hazel dis-
dainfully. “7T don’t know that I'm very
keen on it.  Still, I'l play.”
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“Right-ho!" =aid Harry, suppressing
his feclings. .

“But what T want to spesk about is
the St, Jude's wmatch,” went on.Hazel.
“Phat's a match worth playing in, and
1 want to know whethee 1 sball be in
the team, If I am I shall- keep the date
open, but you can't expect a fellow to
bo hanging on a nail waiting for you
to take him down if you want him at
tho last minute, Wharton.” ;

Frank Nugent looked up from his
prep with a curions glance at Hazel.

“Did Smithy put 1t like that to you,
Hazel?" he asked,

Hazeldena crimsoned. ]

“I supposo I can ask Wharton a plain’

uestion without it being supposed that

mithy las beem pulling my leg!™ ha
exclaimed. ;

He turned to the captain of the
Remove..

“I want a plain answer, Wharton.”

“You'll get one,” said Harry., “You
kow as well as 1 do that the Form
match i3 mors or less a practice game,
and after it is over the team will be
picked out to play Bt Jude's, We have
to go all out to beat St. Jude's, and the
hest men will get the places. That's all
I cin sav."

“Do 1 play St. Jude's or noti”
snapped Hazel. *“I want an answer—
ves or nol” . :

“I've nothing moce fo.say."

71 shall take that aa meaning no."

£ Take it as you please ™ said IHarry.

“Very wellt” zol breathed hard.
“Leave me out of your crowd to-
morrow, Yharton., If you can leave mo
out of school games you can leave mea.
out of Form games."

S Very well 1

“I'm wnsked to play for Temple's
team,” added Hazel. *In the circum-
stances, I shall consent.” _

“You'll do ps you choose," said
Harry. “1 think you're an ass to let
smi pull your leg like this; and he's
the chap to let you down after making

n éc:?l of you, too. But please your-
self, '
T83mithy's got nothing to do with it,"

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

Hazeldeno | stood looking at him for
sgme moments, apparently expeching
him to speak again. But Wharton was
devotiag his attention to his prep; and
Hazpl, after remaining a minute or two
mm the study, walked ocut. He slammed
the deor and returned to. Vernon-Smith's
study. Hizs angry, passionate expression
Bz bhe came in apprised Vernon-JSmith
that he had secured & recruit in Hazel.

“Count mae in, Smithy,” said Hazel-
dene. *“'It's high timo Wharton had o
fall, if. you ask me. I'm fed-up with his

airs.”

“Right-ho!™  said  the Dounder
cordially., .

“Is Redwing with us?™ asked Hazal.

“Neo!” said Tom, leoking up.
“Btill hanging on. to ‘%fhartﬂn, antl
sucking up to that gang?' sneered
Flazel, *“1I wizh yeu joy of it1”
Redwing made no reply to that. e
had no desire to quarrel with Hazeldene;
he only felt sorry for the weak, pas-
sionate fellow who was being mada un-
scrupulons wse of by the Bounder.
Smithy left tho study with Hazel, and
they went down to the Reg togpcthar,
Hazel's name was in the Romove list
posted up in the Rag—to bo removed
when Wharton camae down after prep.
Hazel planced at it and seemed troubled
and dissatizhed; but in the Bounder's
company, and listening to tha deft flot-
tery that Smithy Liew so well how to
administer when ib served his turn, he
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cheered up and began to feel that he
bad asserted his dignity and independ-
L= f

- *“Let's go and see '"Temple,” said the
Bounder cheerily. . “Better let him
know; you want to see your name up,
Between ourselves, old nan, Temple's
a prize azs} but if things go well Templa
won't remain caplain of the second

eleven & jolly long time; we're simply .

making use of him to give Wharton a
i.ﬂ.!h.".
~ Hazel langhed.

“"Come an ' he said.

And the two Removites proceeded to.

the Fourth Form passage to apprise
Temple of the fact that he had secured

another of the rival party’s ericketers

—news which the Bounder had no doubt
at all would give him great satisfaction.
Hizel waz not a specinlly valuablsa mem-
ber of the Remove team, but thers was

| no doubt that he was a better man than

any Temple ecould put in the field, rnd
certuinly Cecil Reginald ought to have
beeri glad to secure him if ho wanted
to beat the Remove—and undoubtédly
ho did. ' But thers wers some little
things Templs of the Fourth prized
mum+hnf;hlg than even a victory over
the rival team in the Lower School of
Greyfriars, and the Bounder, astute as
he was, had not given sufficient weight
to that little circumstance,

i

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The High Horse !

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE was

i his study, not in his pleasant.-

est oo, He had finished prep,

and was leaning back in the

armechair, with his elegantly-trousered

lege stretched out, thinking over tho
morrow's mateh and other things,

Un the whole he was glad that he had
the Bounder in his ecrowd., But he was
unipleasautly conscious of the fact that
his new recruit threw him, rsonally,

hopelessly into tho shade, and that was

not mce--not nice at all. Had he con-
sulted only his own impulse he would
hava drepped the Bounder like a hot
potato, but the Fourth Form ericketers
had something to sav about thet,

Fry wanled to know, on that subject,
what the merry dickens Temple was
thinking of, Here was one of the best
players in Hemove acknowledging
that the Fourth Form feam waa the
“goods,” so to speak, and joining up—
exactly what Templs had always wanted.
What more did he want?

But Tem Iﬁ was not quits sure, now
that he had Bis wish, that it really was
his wish, after all. He disliked being
put in the shade, he disliked the new
traces of insubordination in his team,
and he distrusted the Bounder.

. True, his eleven was the gennine
junipr eleven of Greyiriars, and the
Lower Fourth were entitled to have
some men in —if they dropped their
ridiculous rivalry., But it dawned upon
Temple that with the Bounder and 2
few more like him in the team, thst
team would chango its character very
considerably ; the Remove element would
be very strong, and, in fact, indispens-
able, and he, Cecil Roginald, might
very easily find the ground cuf from
under his feet, as 1t were. Thero wera
members of the Fourth quite dissatis-
fied with Temple's ensy-geoing ideas
aboit cricket maiches, and the Bounder

might very likely form a rallying point
for the maloontents. It would be dis.
tinctly unpleasant if  Cecil Reginald

should find himself pushed by a con-
gensus of opinion into a back seatf, and

the leadership handed over to Smithy—
who was so obviously better ftted (o
handle it,

In history class Temple had read about
the ancient British King who ealled in
the Saxons against the Picis. and Scots,
and found that his néw allies turned out
to be masters of the sifuation and him-
self p back number, as it were. Trempls
had no desire at all to share the fate of
that-ancient King.

B0 when Vernop-Smith and Hazel-
dene arrived in the stndy the captain
of the Fourth eyed them far from hos-
Fltabiy. Personally, he was mors than
ed-up with the Bounder; and as for
Hazel, he did not know the fellow and
did not want to know him,

“Just looked in to tell you I'vo got
you anoiher recruii, Temple,” said the
Bounder in a rather hroszy way.

.“That"s awl'ly_kind of vou, Smithy!"
Templo was always poli in  ls
manner, even when he meant to be most
dizagresable.

“You've seen ITazel at cricket;” said
Yernon-Smith,

“I've seen him.”

“He was down to play ‘in the Form
match to-morrow. He's thrown Whar-
ton over, and he's joining up.”

'; Iz he?” said Temple airily.

The fact is," seid Hazel, “I agree
with Smithy that it's rot for the Lower
Fourth to set up & rival eleven. It
ought to ba one club and one tear,
You've always said so, Temple.”

“¥aas, I remember I have," assented
Temple.  Really Templo thought that
ho had been rather too emphatic on the
point, on reflection, It had only oc-
carred to him guite lately that with tha
two clubs amalgamated thers would bo
ne room for him at the top,

“1 was going to make a suggestion
about the team, too,” went on Smnithy,
“You haven't got Wilkinson of the
Fourth down to play, Temple,”

"1I_I'Ici.” assented Temple,

“Hea's a jolly good man, you kuow."”

i | dﬁn'tikngw.” .

“Well, ho is,” said the Bounder, net-
tled. “‘The best bat in the whole Fourth
Yorm, if you want my opinion.”

“But I don't!” smiled Temple.

Bmithy breathed hard, 13 was the
kind of thing he was up against in hiz
new sSuUTroulndings. :

“I don't think much of Wilkinson,”
said Temple airily. “Certainly I'm
not thinkin' of playin® hime, Thanks
50 rouch for the suggestion, though.”

He yawned slightly.

“By the way, the eleven’s made up.
I'm goin' to put up the list in the Rag
resently. I've decided to play you,
Smithy.”

The Bounder controlled his feelings
with an effort, Patronage from a
cricketer like Temple was havd to bear.

“But I'm sorry there's no roomn for
Hezeldene,” went on Temple, quite en-
;quving- Hazel's expression as he spoke.
‘I'll see what I can do for him [ater,
when I've seen him at practice o little
I haven't noticed him much, but I've
an impression that he's rather wild at
the wicket, and & bit of a dud in the
field. 8till, I'll certrinly give him a
trial lator on—perhaps when we play
the Third.”

Hazel's face went crimson.

“You don't want me in the TForm
mateh {o-morrow *” he exclaimed,

“ No—thanks ell the same.”

“Look here, Temple——" broke ont
the Bounder savagely.

“"Don't shont, -:}E'I man,”

"You do want Hnr.e'l—-;.rmq Liow as

well as I do that he plavs ericket better
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bat, and brought off a diffeult catch.

“* Oh, well caught, Smifhy !** There was & sudden shout as Vernon-Smith leaped at the whizzing ball, hot from Cherry's|

“ Played, sir ! ** The Bounder held up the ball with a grin, and Bob carried his

bat out. (See Chapter 12.)

than any man in the Fourth—except-
ing one or two that you've left out
because you don’t like them personally.”

It was true, but it was searcely judi-
f_iuus. Temple being master of the situa-
ion.

Ceeil Reginald coloured {aintly.

“Thanks for your opinion, Smnthy,”
he 5?511. “Bhut the door after you, wiil
ou T
¥ “Are vou plaving Hezel to-morrow ¥

“Borry; nothin’ doin'.”

“My hat! Then T've a jolly good
mind to drop out myself!” éxclaimed
the Bounder fercely.

Cecil Heginald Temple raised his eye-
brows languidly.

“Mean that, Smithy 1"

“%Yey, I dol”

“Well, I'll try to bear it, i vou de-
sert us,” yawned Temple. *“Think it
over, and let me know before dinper
to-morrow,  Shut the door after you,
there's & bit of a dravght from the
passage.’ 2

The Bounder gave him a look, and
hiz impulse was to follow it up with a
blow. ut he restrained his rage, and
stalked savaliely out of the study, with
Hazel at his heels. They ra:turnmf to the
Hemove passage in apgry silence, 'The
Bounder was d&ali%i ineensed; he had
known that Ceeil Reginald Temple was
a conceited ass, but he had not realised
that he was asinine to this extent. As
for Hazel, he was in a state of pas-
sionate resemtment against everybody
and everything—Dbut chiefly against the
Bounder.

" Well, what now ?" he asked at last.
“¥ou told me Temple would jump at
the chance, and le's turped me down
after——" :

“I'm not responsible for Templa be
ing a blithering fool, I suppose”
snarled the Bounder. He was too con-
cerned about his own anger and disap-
pointment to bother about Hazel's, -

“Well, I've thrown Wharton over,
and what am I going to do about it}
demanded Hazel angrily.

“Anythin' you dashed well choose!”
growled Vernon-Smith. And he wgnt

into bis study and slammed the door. .

Hazel stood trembling with rage in
the RBemove passage. The door of Stud
Nao. 1 upenacﬁ and Wharton and Fran
Nugent came out. They glanced at
Hazel, surprised and a little startled by
the expression on his face. Wharton
came & step towards him,

“Anything up, Hazel?” he asked
good-naturedly.

“Only I've been made a silly fool
of,” said Hazel savagely, " Smithy led
me to balieve—"

He broke off.

Wharton smiled faintly, He did not

krow. what had happened, but he could |

see that the foolish fellow had had a
bitter dizappointment.

“Is it about the cricket?” he asked.
“Look here, Hazel, if you've changed
yvour mind about what vou told me in
the study, wash it cut, I'll be glad to
heve you in the game to-morrow.”

Hazel's face cleared a little,

“Your name's still in. the list—shall
I leave it there?” asked the captain
of the Remove.

“"¥es, 1f you will,” muttered Hazel

shamefacedly. *“I—I'm sorry——"
“That's all right.,”
On the way to .the Remove dormi-

tory, Vernon-Smith joined Ha=el, with
an agreeable smile,  His lemper was
in. better control now, '

“¥ou needn't worry about what that
asz Temple s=aid, old chap.” he re-
marked. “The fellow's a swanking
duffer; but if all es well, he will
jelly soon find that he isn’t monarch of
all i’m surveys, as he thinks he is. You
won't be playing to-morrow; but——"

“But I shall be playing to-morrow,”
said Hazel coolly., He guite enjoyed
being able to make that reply to the
secheming Bounder.

“Have you zcen Temple again,
then 7
“Oh nol TI've seen Wharton.™

o Wharton ! repeated the Bounder, |

“Yes: 1I'm playing for the Remove,
after all™

Yernon-Smith hard
breath.

“Then ggg’ve eaten  humble-pie—
vou've deel to kow-tow—*

“Oh, cut it out!” said Hazel deri-
sively, “That chicken won't bght,
| Smithy—you can’t pull my leg twice
in the same way. Can it, old man!”

The Famous Fiva came along the pas-
b sgage, and Hazel - joined them, and
walked to the dormitory with them,
leaving the Bounder to follow with &
black brow,

drew & deep,

A errud

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER,
Something Like Cricket !

' LAYIN' to-day?”
P Temple, the Fourth,

uk

that question to the Bounder

after class  the following

b morning. '
His manner was very casual; hes

wanted to meake it guite clear that it
was & matter of absolute indifference
to hinmy whether Smithy played or not 'in
the match with the Remove,

As a matter of fact, ha was not quits
indifferent ; he would have been pleased
had the Bounder, in an.outburst of
anger, refused to remain in the Fourtly
Form eleven. Temple did not feel thav
he could turn him out; but he would
have been by no means sorry to see the
Bounder turn” himself out,

Vernon-Smith was careful not to taka
offence, however.-

“¥es,” he answered shortly.

“You were safin' something
mght—>-"

‘MNever mind that: I'm playning.”

“Oh, very well, I'll play you,” said
Tampla in his most patromsing manuer,
and he walked on, leaving the Houn-
der almost pale with rage.

Tho last state of the Bounder was
undoubtedly worse than his first! His

Tug Magyer Lisgasy.—No. 8%
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RESULT OF LIMERICK COMPETITION N> 9—ON PAGE 2!

ungoverned fermper had caused the
break with Wharton and the Remove
cricketers, with the result that he had
te govern his temper very carefully in-
deed to keep in with the ineffable il
Reginald—whom he despised from the
bottown of kis heart.

He was still elinging to the hope of
beating the Bemove in the Form match,
ahd if a-win came along, it might mean
& good desl to him, ﬁ"he game would
prove, bevond the shadow of a doubt,
that he was the best man in the eleven
—indeed, the only good man i it.
Tewmple himself was more likely te cap-
ture duclk’s eggs than anything more
valuable, and the Bounder hopad for
a century on hus own, Such a differ-
enee would be too striling to be passed
over; it wonld strengthen hiz position
and weaken Temple's and help him in
his secret plans ::-.fpund&rminin the cap-
tain of tlln:- Fourth. Temple he re-
Eﬂ.l‘df‘d simply as a conceited ass, and,

een a3 he was, he did not realise that
even & conceited ass might be ren-
dered keen and wary by the instinet
of self-preservation.

The Bounder was going to play the
game of his life, and distinguish him-
gelf preatly, and put Temple hopelessly
in the shads, But, as & matter of fact,
Temple had his own ideas about that.

Harey Wharton & Co, came down to
Liitle Bide in a cheery mood, and Hazel

ave the Bounder a mocking pgrin, as
w saw him among® Temple's men,
Termple won the toss, and elected to
bat, and it had not even occurred fo
Smithy that he would not be put on to
open the innings—ho was so obviously

o fellow best fitked to do so.  But
Cecil Reginald wasz making his own
afrangements, as indubitably he had a
right to do, and Lo was making them
with a ruthless disregard to the Boun.
der's feelings, and to ths general fitness
of things.

. Temple himscli waz opening the inn-
ings with Dabney,

“Where do I come in, Templo?”
esked Vernon-Bmith, as civilly as he
could,

“You?
carplessly,
-~ Last manl” hissed the Bounder.

L1 Y-H.H.S,"

“Look here, Templo-—-"

“That will do, Boithv”

With feelings too deep for expres.
sion in words, 1f words had been of an
use, Veroon-Smith watched the F-:rm'LEII
Form innings. He was in
and he know 1t, and he ha
be first in and **not out.”

‘Mow he had the pleasure, or other-
wise, of walching the wickets go down
to the Remove bowling at & rapid rate,
knowing that his own innings must,
in the ecircnmstances, prove as rolten as
the rest.  The most magnificent bats-
man could not keep going, without a
mar: at the other end. Smithv had
hoped to keep up his wicket, with the
whole remainder of the team coming
and going at the other end: and he
inight have done so, if Temple had
chosen to make the best use of his pew
vecruit.  As last man in, his innings
l.l'i]l.lllil last just so long as his partner
couwld keep in—a few overs, at the most,
againzt the doughtv bowlers of the

2lnove.

Wicket after wicket went down. The
sc0re was at 60 when last man in was
called,  Vernon-8mith, with a savage
facr, went in to join Angel of the
I'ourth, and Angel had the bowling,

flureco Jamset Ram Singh went on
to bowl apainst Aubrey Angel, The
Bounder looked on  grimly  while

Tar Masxer TIneary.—No. 599,

Latt man in,” said Temple

rest foro:,
hoped to

Angel's middle stump was whipped out
of the ground, _

The nnings was over, and
man " had not even had = ball.

“ Bmithy seems to be enjoying himself
this afternoon ! murmured Peter Todd,
ps the field came off. *Look at his
]ﬂlﬂ old chivvy!”

There waz & grin among the Remove
crighkelers.

“Templs must be a howling ass,” said
Harry Wharton. “He's got a good

last

]:r!an.“ and doesn't know how bo use
v, -

“Perhaps he doesn’t want to,” said
Toddy shrewdly, “Iic made the

EIm*mua total of sixteen himself, and
¢ mayn't have wanted to see Smithy
knock up sixty or so.”

“My hat! Is that his
cricket T

And the Removitea chortled,

“If 1 were a betting chap,” said
Peter, “I'd lay thres to one that Smithy
will punch Temple’s nose when this
gamn 13 over, f not belore”

‘Ha, ha, ha!” L

Harry Wharton -and WBob  Cherry
opened the mnings for the Remove,
Wharton was expecting bowling from
Bmithy, and ho was prepared for a hard
tussle; but he need not have troubled.

It was the great Temple himself who
went on to bowl against the captain of
the Remove.

Teiaple rather prided himself on hia
l:‘mk'llm » for what reason nohody bub
Uecil Reginald had ever beeu abla to

tden  of

discover, :

’E!m"minn‘li'l his present display did not
:huw much cause for pride or aatisfac-
ioe.

Wharton knocked the ball wherever
he pleased, and ran and ran and ran,
and the over gave him sixteen. Then
the ball was given to Dabney to bowl
to Cherry. :

Vernon-Smith it his lip till it almost
bled. Dabney had as much chance of
taking Bob's wicket as Temple had of
taking Wharton's, But the captain of
the Fourth did not seem to reguire
Bmithy’s services in the bowling line.

The Bounder's idea of distinguishing
himself in the match, snd showing the
Fourth what a good man they had cap-
tured as a recruit, did not soews to have
much in it now. Whether it was con-
ceit, or whether 18 wes cunning, or
whether it was sheer stupidity, Temple
obviously did not iutend to give his new
man much chance,

But in the ficld, aven Temple could
net bar the Bounder from some suc-
cesses. There was a sudden shout as
Vornon-Smith leaped at the whizzin
ball, hot from Dol Cherry'a bat, ﬂnﬁ
brought off » catch,

“Well caught, Smithy ™

Bob made a grimace,

The Bounder held up the ball with a
grin, and Bob carfied ﬂia bat ont. Peter
Todd came on in hiz place,

Over followed aver, with runs piling
up for the Remove, and the batsmen
werg  very careful not fo  give the
Bounder any more chances in the field.

Smithy come up to Temple at last,
az: the feld crossed after an over,

“Look here, Temple——-*

“(Got into your place, Vernon-Smith 17

“Da you wank me to Lowl?

“Thanks, no!” :

“Give Bmithy the ball for a bit,
Templa ™ urged Fry.

Cecil Deginald seemed deaf,

The Dounder gave him a look of sup-
pressed fury,

“They're fifty-six for oie, vo far,” he
said. ' You were sixty for your first
innings.  What sort of & game do you
catl this, Templat”

P I
[

said Weomple, Teown-

i

. “That's enough !"
ing.
“"Give me a chance in the bowling.
then!” rapped out the Dounder
savagely. " You know jolly well that
I'm the only man here who can bowl”

Temple's lip curled,

“¥ou Remove fags have a jolly goexd
opinton of yourselves, haven't you?” he
remarked. “I'm not surprised that
Wharton turncd you out of "his team,
Yernon-Smith, if this is the way you
talk to your captain. I can inll;.- well
tell you thet I'm not slandin' 1k !

The game wont on, with the rins
piling up, and the innings ‘closed for
a6, Then there was an adjournment
for tea. The Remove fellows were in
cheery spirits; it was clear that they
would not have to bat again, though
that was not at all clear to Temple of
the Fourth, Cecil Reginald was still
dreaming of centuries,

Vernon8miih was doubtful whether
ho would keeF on st all. He was down
last on the list, and it hardly seomed
worth while hanging” about for a few
minutes at tho wickets at the tail-end of
a roiten inunings All his schemes had
fallen into piscer. And yet there was
a thance of pulling the game out of the
fire, and at least forping the Remove
to bat agnin, if Temple gave lhim a
chanee to show what he could do.

When the Reraove fellows weni into
the field, the Bounder approschod
Temple, to plead for a chance.

“Clome on, Dab!” gaid Temple,

“ Temple——" began the Bounder,

“Don’t bother !

“Look herp—"*

“That's quite enough ™
. The Bounder looked on zavagely an
the second Fourth Foim inninge started,

This time Temple kept his end up
better. Ho was twenty to the
when Hurree Jamact Ram Singh bowled

him. But the othor wickets were going
down, Still, the Fourth made a betier
show then before. Thoe figure was

ninety-cight whon Smithy was called to
the wickets, with Fry at the otlier end.
He had a giunpm of hope. Fry was the
best man in the eleven, and might kecp
the inmings alive for & time. And the
Bounder had the bowling.

He knocked away the first hall for
four, and then another four, and then
a two. Cocil Reginald Temple fooked
on rather grimly. In 8 way he was
plad te sec this palpeble proof that his
‘reties were all wrong.

Vernon-Bmith followed with a siugle.
which brought -Edward Fry to the
batting end. :

The Bounder waiched Fry, as Squiff
bowled, almost with angueish. If Fry
only succeecded in keeping the innings
alivel :

But he didn't!

Edward Fry was doing his best, but
Squilf was doing better. There was a
shout from the move fellows as the
leg stump was whipped out.

“Outt”
The innings was over. Harry Wharion
& Co. had beaten Temple, as they had

expected to do, by ninety-one runs and
an inpings to spare,  Vernon-Smith
came back to the pavilion with a white,
sel, and savage lace,

He came up fo Cecil Reginald Temple,

“Do you call this ericket?” ha asked.
Hia temper was guite out of hand now,
which really was not scrprising aftee
his  expericnce  of Cecil  Reginald
‘Temple’s unmsual giflts as & ericket cap-
tain, '

Temple regacded him with lofty dis

ITL.

“1 don't want mny criticisms from a

| cheeky fag!" he answored.
: (Continued o prge 25,)
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Ferrers Locke Acts Swiltly I

oy RAKE ™
D Mr. Moardyke's voice
sounded like the rasp of a file
a3 it cub into the momentar
silence, The Fifth Form master st
rooted to the foor. His -bmd[y little eyes
plittered with concentrated [ury. )

“What are you domg here, in (his
reoen, nt this time of night "

Jack Drake’s mind moved swiftly. e
had not heard Mr. Mzrdyke's approach,
and this, in itseif, suggested that the
inaster had crept up hers bound on ne
very good mission. It wos on the tip
of his tonguo to retort by asking the
Fifth Form master what he was doing
Licre, Likewise.

But he cheeked himeelf.  There was
uothing to be gamned by mwviting de-
hiberats antagonisin from this source
Fer the same veason Jack decided,
against his own better feelings and prin-
eiples, 1o tell o deliberate lie in answer
w Marivke's inquiry. He disliked
doing it, but could see no other way out
of tite difficulty short of causing undue
susphcion, amd thus putting the master
vory niuch on his guard.

“l—er—I was just looking for my
truerk, siv,” he replitad. ™ I—er—the faci
g, 1 had a rotten headache, sir, and I
fargol to take my hottle of aspiin tab-
lets [vom the trunk.”

“Indecd 77 Mr, Mardyke poored sus-
pielously at him, as if striving to read
ko his very soul. “And so you came
up here, in the dead of night, to fetch
yonp—cer—aspirin tablots '

*Yos sir!® '

“Ii seems coviaus to me,” went on the
master acidly, “that a boy of your
singular powors—aesistant to a famous
vintective—zhould have so far failed to
Jevalap vour memory as to have forgot-
1en o hittle thing like aspirin tablets—-"

“That’s just it, sir!” ent in Drake
rageriy. ‘' Being such a little thing, it
was apt to be overlooked——*

* Evidently ! The master’s volee was
ke iee, “Bul I repeat that it seems
envions,  Very eurious,  Almeost un-
helievable, in fact, However, I suppose
} am bound to aceept your statement,
=eoing that you sre not a—er—scholar

TN
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here, and can only advise you to be a

little more systematic in the future, I'm
afrow your esteemed and brilliant chief
Mr. Ferrers Locke, would hardly fee
edified were he fo learn of this result of
his, doubtless,  ‘painstaking teaching.
You may gol"

Jack Drake rcothed inwardly, but kept
silent. He crossed the room, and passed
Mr. Mardyke, who stood just insida,
watching him narrowly, as n cat watches

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

FERRERS JLUCKE, the world- fumous
detestive,

JACK IDRAKE, Lis clever bap assistant.

INSPECTOR FPYECROFT, of the C.1I.D. at
Zeolland Yard,

Sl MERTON CARR, a Seuth Africain mbning
Hggnate,

GORDON, hiz son.

GERALD: ARTHUR BRISTOW. a professional
ergok, nephew of Sir Merfor (krnowr aleo
ay Arthuar the Dude).

Ferrers Locke is engaged lo flad Gordon
Carr, who Rag mysteriously dirappeared from
Slormpoint Colleye. Hardly has the fomous
sleuth set out om Rir quest when news reaches
him  that Mr. Renante, the masier aof the
Remeve at Stormpoint, has alse graccount-
ably dizappeared, 1

Drake t# sent doton to Stermpoint te ia-
eosligate, wiile Locke awd Pyecroft proceed
te Moorvale. The private detcetive runs
across Eir Merton Carr, who- begr him 2o
throw up the case  Thiz, naturelly, Ferrers
Iacke refusesr o do,

Some time fater Locke finds the Golden
Pyramid, around which is sowe deep mystery,
and incidentally bumps fnle Gevald Bristomwm,
twho demands the lny cone of gold af the
point of the repolver.

Locke manages to qive Bristow the flip.

Meantime, Drake itz operating at Storm-
paing College, He finds Gordon Carr—a mere
wreck of Ris former aclfj—ruffering fromt o
lapac af memory, Droke instanlly wirce for
Ferrere Locke., In the Inlerpal the deteo-
tive’s aeristant gets on the track of Mr,
Feptimue Mardyle, the master of the Fifth
Form, who ie, it turne out, au aecompifee of
Hriatow’s. Tn reaponee f0 information sup-
plied by Adolphus var Dom—n junior in the
temorve, . pnecknamed the Pheslem—Drake
leaves the comfort of hiz bed one night to
explarg @ certain box-rooni, In the midst of
fris inpestipation My, Septimus Mardyke, an
ugly expretsion on his ferret-like features,
appears, "

{Natp read on.)

nf g S

& mouse. Jack almest shuddered at the
glint in the master’s ferrety eyes; they
| were positivedy  greon amd full af w
glumbering fury. .

He made his way baek to his own
room  without once looking back, and,
arrived there, Ire closed the door quickly
bohind him and turned the key in the
yock. The Phantom had evidently re-
turned long since to his own dormito
at any rate, he was no longer in Drake's
oOITI.

“There's something wrong in  that
box-roorn 1" muttered Jack, as he clam-
bered back into bed. ' Something
darned wrong! And Mardyke's at the
bottom of it | ]

But there was nothing to be done now,
as he very well knew, Ho gettled himn-
self down, therefore, and dropped off (o
sleep again, thig time remaming undis-
vurbed till morning.

Immediately after breakfast Jack
' Drako was for making his way again to
the box-room, hut, uniortunately, a hum-
ber of eircumsiances pravented him,

For one thmg, the local ins or of
police had unexpectedly ecalled on Dr.
Lampton, who had forthwith sent for
Jock amd explained that the peolice
wizhed to discuss 2 new theory they had
formulated with regard to the disappeay-
ance of Gordon Covr.

With his knowledge of what hal
occurred at Stormpoint Abbey the pre-
vious night, Jack was naturally not alto-
gether predisposed to entering imto any
such discussion, which savoured to hmm
of flogring o doad horse.

But, as he had already made up his
mind that he should say nothing of Ins
discovery, even to thoe Head, wntil
Ferrers Locke arrived, there was nothing
for it but to lhisten patiently to what tho
inspector of police had to say, and to
offor the most intelligent answers b
conid evelve on the spur of the moment.

That ordeal occupied about an hour,
after which Dr mpton  himself de-
tained Jack for a further half-hour talk-
g about the matier.

Mora than once Drake folt he was
acting in rather & caddish manner in not
taking the Head into his confidence,
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The venerable gentleman was obviously
distraught. The continued abscnce of
ont of his best pupils had iﬂ ved havoce
with his health, and he ilooked more
worn and haggard than ever.

But Jack forced himself te keep an
unrelenting silence, fecling. sure, it was
the best thing to do in the circumstances,

And at last he was permitted to leave
the Head’s study, only to run full tilt
into the cgregions Van Dom, who was
the centre of an excited crowd, to whom
he was relating, with sundry embellish-
ments, his adventure of tho previous
night,

Afraid lest the Phantom should say too
much, Jack had instantly joihed the
crowd, and, seizing the lanky jumior by
the collar, had forcibly dragged -him
AWay on t._l’m pretence of wanting him to
do something.

Ho yanked the skeleton of the Bemove
to his own private room, whero he com-
pelled that wild-eyed, ivresponszible youth
to remain while ?l-e read him a sulphur-
ously worded lecture on the cvils at-

“tendant upon tittlﬂ-tattiin%

By this time more than half the mon-
ing ltnd gone, And then a car drove up
to the school gates, and Jack gave a
profound sigh of relief as he caught
sight of the tall, lithe figure of Ferrers
Locke alighting from ik, s .

Five miinutes later Locke was in Jack's
room, listening intently to all that his
voung assistant had to say, his face very
grave, but his eyes sparkling with
genuine satisfaction when he learned of

now Jaek hail feund and rescued Gordony

Carr,

“You've done jolly well, my lad”
said Locke, as Jack fimished his story,
“and I'm no end proud of you But
before we do anything further I think
.wa'd better have a look at that box-
vopm. I've got an idea that every
moment we waste in this respect is cost-
ing semobody very dear indeed 1”

Jack glanced keenly nt tho detcotive,
unable fully to wnderstanid the meaning
of those cnigmatic words, -But Locke
said nething further, beyond asking his
assistant to direct bim to the box-room,
which, of course, Drake did with
alacrity.

On their way up ihe stairs they pnzsed
Mr, Mordyke, who was coming down.
Ha glanced at them ‘both keenly from
beneath puckered brows, but did not
speak. ?’mt_ Jack Drake smothered a
grin as ho noticed the thunderous look
on the master’s faee.

They veached the box-room st last, to
find # locked. But the deteetive soon
overcame that difficulty witlt the aid of
n master key, mnd & few moments later
they stood within, staring up at the
trapdoor, and the queer-looking patch on
the roof near o i, -

Thon Locks ran lightly up the spiral
statrease, amnd, being somewhat taller
thon his assistant, was able to study the
dark patch more closely.

*“It's grease, 18 you say, my boy," he
muttered after a moment or 2o, *and by
the gencral appearance of it I should
sy it was a sork of hair-oil, or eream.
You soe what I meant  Bomobody has
heen in the habit of clambering up’ these
staire and then loaning back to pgot
sufficiont loverage to force open that
trapdaor. In doing so, he has doubtless
rested the top of his head against the
roof, and his hair being plastered with
ereatn or brillinntine——"  Ile broke oft,
:illggﬂsth'{*i v raising hiz cyebrows,

ack’s eyes pleamed., There was only
ane mazter at Stormpoint who was in the
habit of smothering his hair with cream,
and that was Mr. Mardyke !
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“Things are getting  distingtly
feverish " he muttered to himself.

Then he goave & gasp as a sudden
sound broke the moementary stillness,

Locke, who was still ot the top of the

‘stairs,” czamining the trapdoor, likewise

started, and glanced. significantly down
at hiz young assistant.

. 1The. sound came again, clear and dis-
tinct—tho low, tmmbfing moan of & man
n pain or distress,

“It's coming from the other side of
that tropdoor!™ oxelaimed Jack, peint-
g upward excitedly, “There's some-
body imprisoned in  there, IHark!
Phere it 13 again [V

Bnt Locke had already acted. Raising
his arm, he brought his clenched fist up
with a thupderous rain of blows on' the
trapdoor, while Jack stood watching
and waiting expectantly, every nerve in
his. body tingling with szuppressed
oxcitemeant,

Gone !

T did not take Ferrers Locke verf
leng to force the skylight door open,
and a moment later he had vaulted
lightly upwards, his lithe body dis-

appearmg into the raftered loft.

Jack Drake waited in breathless ex-
pectation.” He could hear Locke moving
about’ above, and a few seconds nflter-
wards the deteotive’s voice broke the
stillness,

. Are you there, Jack? Come up here
af once—quick (™

Jack needed no second bidding. Hae
ran up the spiral staircase like a fash of
lightning, and found Locke waiting with
outstretched hand to help him through
the skylight. :

It was impossible to stand upright in
the loft. Tocke himself was bent almost
double, feeling his way about in the dark-
ness almost on all fours,

"ot your torch?®

The detective’s voice was sharp, and
there was & note of suppressed excite-
ment in its tone.

Jack nodded, and a8 mom Iater n
shaft of bright light streamed forth, cut-
ting inte the darkness.

Hardly had this happened when Locke
moved swiftly forward, and Jack saw
him crouching over what lecked like a
vague, nebulous heap in one cornar of
the loft. Locke's assistant stifled a gasp
as a faint moan came from the bundie.

He moved forward as guickly ns the
cramp?drsp:mﬂ wonld allow, keoping his
torch shining brightly before him a3 he
did z0. Its rays fell upon the bundle,
*evealing it to be the figure of a man.
trussed up hke a helpless fowl and bent
wlnost double,

The man's face was upturned and
looked horribly grey in the light of the
torch. The eyelids Aickered slightls
and the lps moved, emitting another
feeble moan.

It only necded a glance fo recognize
the helpless, half-conscious fellow.

“Mpr, Tongie, the Remove master!™
gasped Jack.

Forrers Locke nodded, but did not
speak. He was too busy slashing away
at the lengths of eord which held the
hapless master’s limbs,

Tn o few moments the last cord had
fallen away, and Locke's brows drew
together in a frown of disgust and
nnger a8 he noted the blue marks round
*he man's wrisfe where the cord had
bitten into the Aesh,

“Lend a hand here, Jack!” muttered
the detective,

Tt was obvious at once that, although
the Remove master was not exactly in.
sensible, he was not fully conscious, and

was, besides,, far too weak to do any-
thing save moan now and again as if in

in.

Jack locked the catch of his torch o
ensure that it would not switch off.
Then he stuck it in his pockot, lodging
tt in such a way that its rays still lent
them some assistance in probing the
darkness. After which he assisted Locke
in dr:lg‘lgmg the Remove master towards
the skylight.

It was o painfully difficult tesk, ren-
dered none the easier by the fact that
they were compelled io shufic along,
mech by inch, with their backa bent
slmost double, owing to the extremely
marrow space which the loft aforded.

Mr, Rennic was obviously unable to
help himself in the least degree, i5
body hung limp in their hands, a dead
weight. Only his occasional gasps and
groans assured them, in fact, that he waa
still alive. Evidently ho had been
thml‘;ﬁh a frightful ordeal,

Inch by inch they crept towards the
sleyli grunting now and then as they
caught their heads against the rafters.
But at Jast they reached the aperture
and set down their burden for a moment,
while Jack edged his way backwards
down the epiral staircase, and then
seized the master's ankles, Locke pently
propelling the limp body throwgh the
skylight,

Step by step they found their»way
down the iron staircase with their
burden, and when at last they reached
the floor of the box-room they each gave
a deepsigh of relief and wiped the per-
spivation from their faces. It had been
a stiff tosk, taxing their strength to an
unusital extent,

Thay set down tho inert form of the
master, and as they did so the box-room
door cpened. and Val Terry, nccom-
panmied by Dick Meredith, his chum,
peeped within

Their cyca widened in amazement as
th::!y caught sight of Locke and Drake
and the figurs between them.

M-m-my hat!” gasped Val. “W.what
the diek—>

HCome right in, Terry!™ gaid Locke,
with & grim emile. “ And you, too, Mere-

dith. See if you recognise this poor
fellow "

Val and Dick moved forward in tonse
silence and stared down at the almost
marble-hued face.

“Mr. Rennie ™ they gesped in unison,
. Farrers Locke nodded.

“We've just feund him—in the loft.”
he explained. “ And I'm afraid he's in
in & pretty bad way."

* Good heavens ! exelaimed Val Terry,
the blood draining from his face. * How
—how on earth did he come to pot up
there, anyway? He looks starved and
at the point of death.”

“We leard strange sonnds as we were
going down the corridor,” said Dick
Meredith, “and we peeped in here to
Goe—"

“I'm glad you did,” answared Lacke.
“And now perhaps you'll be pgood
enongh to ask Jawes, the zchool porter,
to come up here with a streteher.  Also,
vou might tell the matron of the sanoy
to propare a bed for Mr, Rennie, and
then jl.u!up:h{mﬂ to tho doctor to come at
once.

Val and Dick sped away on their
mission, and, while they waited. Locke
and Jack Drake turned to their charge.

Mr. Rennia appeared to have relapsed
altogether into unconsciousness now, for
his eyes were fast closed and his breath-
ing was s0 faint as to be almosk un-
noticeable. Iz face was ashen and
slmost emacated.

“He looks starved,” muttered Jack.
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“ Btrikes me the doglor will have a stiff
job in front of him.*

Vaocke nodded grimly,

“¥es,” he veturped: “I'm afraid we
found him only just in time. Another
day and he would—"

Hea broke off, leaving the rest of the
sentelce unspoken,

“"This 1z some of Mardyke's dirky
work,” said Jack, his eyes glittering and
his hands clenching in righteous anger.
“I knew he was o dingy sork of beast,
but T hardly thought he could be as vil-
lainous as—as this.  Why, he's come
pretty near to—io murder, guv’nor.
What are vou going to do ahoug it?™

But before Locke could answer the
door opened sgain, and Jaggs entered,
followed by Skirrell, the boot-boy, carry-
ing a streftcher between them.

" Which it's the biggest surprise o' me
bloomin' naterall” exclaimed Jagps.
“When I feard about it from that there
young rip, Val Terry, you &'d ha'
knocked me down with a fevver, you
could, and me no light-weight, neither.
1 ses Lo young Squirrel here—"

“Waver nund what you said o
Skivvell!” cut in the sleuth sharply.
“Tend a hand here quickly, so that we
can get My, Rennie to the sanny.”

The garrulous Jaggs mumbled some-
Thing under his breath, but did as he was
told, and in a few moments the strange
and =olemn httle procession made its way
down the narrow Hight of wooden eteps,
along the corridor, and so to the schoo
sanatorium, where Mrs,  Moek, the
watron, received the wnconscious master
e her kindly carve.

A Jow moments later Dr. Kennedy,

. With inQinite care Ferrers Locke and Jaeck
Drake ecarried thelr burden down the spiral
staircase. As they reached the botfom step
the door of the box-room openéd, and Val
Terry, accompanied by his chum Meredith,
looked in.
astonishment.
lated Terry. ** Mr. Rennle ! ** (See page 22.)

Their oyes opened wide in
“M-m-my hat!” ejacu-

who, by a stroke of sheer good [ortune,
happened to ke in the zchool to see one
of the Third Ferm boys, hurried fpr-
ward, and {o him Ferrers Locks briefly
explained what had happened.

Then, leaving My, Eennio in the care of
Dr. Kennedy and the matron, Locke and
his young assistant hurried off to Dr.
Lampton’s study,

The Head was apparently expecting
them, and by the blank expression on his
face he lhiad already heard of what had
occurred.

“My dear Leocke,” he oxclaimed,
hastening forward aa the couple antered,
“this—this iz termble, I hear you've
found poor Mr. Renmiey, bonnd  zexd
gagrged and unconscions m {he loft sbove
the box-room. 1 must go at once {o scco
the poor fellow 1

But Ferrers Locke held up a restrain-
ing hand.

‘T don't think it would be wize or
weeful to go Just at present, Dr. Lamp-
ton,” he said quietly, " though of courso
I e¢an fully appreciate yoor natural
anxiety. We have lefi Mr, Rennic in
the charge of Dr. Kennedy and the
matron, and I amn sure we can rely on
them to do everything possible.”

Tha HHead fell back and sank down in
hig chair, wiping his forchead with his
handkerchief.

*Of—of course, if you advige it,” he
rephed, “I'1l not trouble them undil it
is convenient, But, really, this iz too,
too terribla! Tell wme, is—is ho=——*

Locke nodded, & faint sinile eurviog
his lips.

My, Renute iz, Lappily, alive,” he
replied at opce,  Lwugh he iz 16 a very

bad way. I know g hittle about doeclor-
inz, and 1 #hink I can enfely zay that,
with care, he will pull through, But
we found him only in the nick of time.”

“But—but who on earth can have
been responsible for this terrible out-
rage ! exclaimed the Head, growing
mdignant. By the very fact that Mr.
Renuie has been found within the pre-
cincts of the college, it seems that tha
seoundrel responsible for his disappesr-
auce must be amongst us herve”

Verrers Locke nodded gravely..

“I am afraid that it iz only too trie,
gir,” he replied slowly, “and I should
be glad, therefore, if you would kindly
ask Mr. Mardyke, the master of the
Fifth Form, to present himeelf here,”

Dr, Lampton jumped out of his chair,
his faco & picture of dizmay,

“Mr.—Mr. Mardvke?” he repeated
blankly, “But—but surcly you don't
mean to suggest—-" .

“1 do more than suggest, Dr. Lamji-
ton,” seid Locke sternly. " sccuse Mr,
Mardyke of being responsible for the
disappearanca of My, Rennie. Bot I
will give him the opportunity of offering
any—oer-—explanation he may desire,
Lefore telephoning for the police ™

“ Explanation! P-p-police ¥ Dir.
Eamptlon foll back wilh blanched face.
“B-but this—thin is unthinkeble, My,
Locke! Surely—surely you must have
made some grievous errorf Mr. Mar-
dyke iz one of the most respected mem-
bers of my teaching staff, and— Oh,
but it's impossible, ineredible!™

“I assure you it is nothing of the
hind, Dr. Lampton,” said the famons
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detective quietly, *I am in 8 position
to prove every word of my charge’
ageinst Mr, Mardyvke., Will you be so
good as Lo send for him, please?”

There was 2 moment’s tense silence,
during which the Head fastened his eyes
upon those of Ferrebs Locke n an ox-
pression of dumbicunded amafoment,
mingled with a gort of mute appeal.

Locke's seusational statement  had
come as & most tragic shock to the Head,
whose senzitive and proad nature shrank
painfully from the slightest shadow of
unpleasant publicity. Alse, Dr. Lamp-
ton was one of tho modt layal of men,
and ®# hurt hima pervsonally to be com-
pelled to listen to this grave and terrvible
charge azainst one of his own colleagues,

But he could read no hope in Locke's
steady, almost cold paze, and at last,
with a deep sigh, he erossed to the tele-
phone, lifted the receiver, and pressed
one of 2 row of tiny buttons on a panel
beside it

“Ask Mr., Mardyke to step this way,
pleaze,” he said, and then veplaced the
recelver and s=ank limply back in his
chair, too overcome to spoak.
~ Locke and Jack Drake remained stand-
ing., Neither spoke. The silence was
g0 acuto as to be almeost painful. Only
the stately tick-tock of the clock on the
Head's mantelpicce could be heard.

Several minutes passed and e, Lamp-
ton began to show signs of uneasiness,

It was not like Mr, Mardyke, or any-
ons else in the college, to keep the Head
walbing.
 Then there camo a sharp knock on the
door, o gquick, nervous ropning that
seemed almost to sugpest the advent of
another shock,

Dr. Lampton jumped,

“Come in,” he said, and his voico was
strangely shrill.

The door was all but Aung open, and
Norfiold, the captain of tg.lm college,
stood on the threshold, his face expres-
sive of complete mystification.

“Norfield,” exclaimed the Head,

I—

frowning, “I can't see you now.
I'm engaged.”

"1 know that, sir,” answered Norfield

uiekly, " You're waiting for Mr, Mar-
dyke, Skirrell, the page, received wour
imstructions, but being wnoble to find
Mr, Mavdyke, be came to me——="

“Dear me, this is most irvitating ™
snapped Dr. Lampton, whose necves now
showed signs of breaking under the
strain. " Why couldn't Skirrell find
Mr. Mardyke? He should be on the
point of taking his clazs—"

The Bixth-Former nodded, and the
look of mystification on his handsome
face decpened,

R I know, #ir,” he replicd, “but he is
not in the class-room, sir, nor is he in
his own room.”

“Not—not in the class-room " echoed
the Hend, rising from his seat. * Bub—
but--hless my soul——" o rlanced
quickly at his watch.

S He's not anywhere, sir,” went on
Norfield, “I've personally conducted a
search all over the college; that's why
vou've been kept waiting so long., My,
Mﬂ‘l;ljl:r'kﬂ_ has completely disappeaved,
BT

A

Ferrers Locke States His Case.

L1 ISAPPEARED !
Dr. Lampton ecchoed the
word in complete bewilder-

ment, staring at Norlield as if
that »oung gentleman had zuddenly
taken leave of his sanscs.

“Um afraid there's no doubt of it,
air,” said the ceptain of the college.
#1 made a point of seeing that my senrch
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was as thorough as possible before
commg to  you, sir Terry, of the
Remove, and Higgs, of Mr. ﬂlunljke's
own Form, assisted me, and 1 think youn
koow, sir, that they can both be trusted
I: ik

“Oh—ah—yes, of course, maturallyl”
stamiered - the Head, He was almost
iog overcome to speak.

There was a short silence, then I
Lampton nodded to the Sixth-Former.

- " All right, Thank you, Norfield,” he
sanl. " You may go”

When the door had clesed behind Nor-
ficld, Locke turned to the Head.

“I'm afraid the bivd has flown,” he
said with a grimm smile. “It's a pity,
but it at least affords vou a startling
conlirmation of my assertion that Mr,
Mardyke was personally responsible for
what happened to the Remove master,”

“But why?" insisted Dr. Lampton.
“Why in the name of goodness should
ho so wantonly attack Mr, Bennie? It's
positively grotesque 1™

“If you ean give me alittle time, sir,”
enf in the detective, “T may be able to
cxplain everything. I can say this much
now~—the disappearance of Mr. Rennie
was all of a piece with the disappearance
of the boy Gordon Carr, and the dis-
covery of his father, injured and appar-
ently dead, en the Devonshire moors.
And, by the way, I have another bit of
uews for yeu, or vather, my wyoung
assistant here has. Buob ﬁmt, do  von
feel you can stand yet another—er—
5Imck{:’fh I

And he smiled sympathetically oz he
guzed at the Head.l b !

r. Lampton passed Lis hand wearily
over his face,

“I dare say I can stand anything—
now,” he muttered,

2 ';‘-’nll, it is B piece of good news

this time,” said Locke with & smile.
*“The boy Gordon Carr has been found.”

The Head jumped out of his seat for
the second time.

“Gordon Carr found?” he repeated,
almost shouting the words.

Locke nodded.

“My young assistant, Jack Drake,
found bim,” he replied, “so perbaps he
had better tell vou about it himself,”

~And forthwith, at a nod from the de-

tective, Jack Drake briefly narrated his
adventure at  Stormpoint  Abbey, o
which the Head listened like one
entranced.
_ Jack Drake told eveeything, conclud-
g with the story of how he had taken
Gondon Carr to ITarchester, and left him
in charvge of old Dy, Quill, one of Locke's
fricnds,

“And vou say the poor bovy has lost
hiz memory ¥  said Dr. Lampton, as
Jack concluded. * Rless my sounl, what
the Iad must have suffered, for him to
bo stricken lLike that! And I suppose
vou'll tell wme next that Mr. Mardyke
was vesponsible for this, too?™

“Well, it cervtainly laoks as if he had
a big hand in it, docsa’t 169" put in
Tocke, "seeing that Drake, here, actu-
ally followed ﬁn’m to the uhderground
ervob at the abbey.™ .

“The man must be a fiend I exclaimed
D, Lampton hotlv. “Hea oupght 1o be
handed over to the police at ouce™ ;

“That 1z precisely what I intended to
de,” =aid Locke, “had net Norheld
bronght the startling news of his dis-
appearance.”

“And what do you propose to do now,
Mr, Locke?' :

“Well, first of all,” answered the
criminologist, I aom pgoing over to
Haechester to see Gordon Care, and find
out how he has progressed. Jack Dirake
tolls wme that D, Quill thought of zend-
g for a London specializt, but I hope
that this will not prove to bs neecssazy,”

e

“Burely Deake should have brougsht
the poor boy struight here?’ said the
Head; **where he could have reccived
my personal attention, and the care of
the schogl doctor—™

“MNo,"” roturncd Locke.,  “Deake hid
the best thing in the ecircumstances, Dr.
Lampiton. You forget that had he
brought Carr hore it wounld have put
Mr. Mardyke on his guard cven eariier
than has already happened, and that
might have seriously handicapped
Irake's investigations into  the is-
appearance of Mr. Rennie.”

D, Lampton nodded.

“¥Yeou are mute right, Locke,” he re-

turned. I hed forgotten that.”
“"Well, I think I'll get along wilh
Jack to Harchoster now,” said Locke,

moving towards the door; “and mvan-
time perhaps you would care to go along
and see Dr. Kennedy aboul his patient.
I hope to be back in the afterngon, when

vhaps it will be possible to ipterview
My, Rennie.”

And with & reassuring smile the detee-
tive left the Head's study, followed by
Jack.

Arrived at length at Harchester, they
found L, (%uill aoking vory grave.

“I am glad you have come, Locke™
said the kindly old medico, as he ushered
them within. *I have been worrying
& lot about this poor boy. He docs nok
=eem to be getting any better, and I
really think I'd better send for a
specialist,™

“May we see him?” asked Locke, and
D, Quill nodded at once.

“Hi,; all means,” he replied. “In fact,
I wizh you would see if you can make
sensa of what he keeps jabbering about.
Something about a Golden Pyramid—"

Both Locke and Jack jumped, and the
former turned to v, %mli.

“Golden Pyramid " hie echoed, © What
has he said to vou about that?”

But Dr, Quill merely returned a blunk
look, shaking his head hopelessly.

“Nothing,” he replied; *“at least,
nothing intelligible.  He just jabbers
about it—apparently it is on his mind,
worrying him. But come this way and
sea for yoursalf I

He led the way into another room.

There was a movement from a largoe
bhed in one ecorner as they entered, and
Locke reached the bedside as the wan
fica of Gordon Carr was turned towards
them.

The boy began to sit up, but Dr,
Quill hurried forward and gently urge

“ Now you must lie still, my bov,” said
the old medico kindly, “You've been
through a severe strain, gnd 1 cannof
allow you to excite yourself.”

The boy frowned slightly, but offered
no resistance.

“Who—whe are these peoplet?” he
asked suddenly, I recognise one of
them—the one who calls himself Jack
Divake—"

Jaek hurried forwprd with a smile.

“That's ri%'ht. old top,” he said
cheerily, “Glad to find you're going
on so well. How do you feel?

“I'm ALY returned Carr; “but Dr.
Quill won't believe me. He insista that
I zhall remain in this stoffy old bed—"

“And he's quite right, my boy,” put
in Locke kindly. “I've heard a.li ashout
you from my young assisiant here™

“This i3 Mpr %‘m’rera Locke, the
famous  detective,” said D, Quill
“YVeou've heard of him, of eourse?”

But Gordon Carr only shook hiz head
woearily.

“I don't know,” he veplied. “I can't
remember anything

Dy, Quill looked meaningly at Locke,
who nodded and mede a quick sign,
The medico turned and left the room.
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The door of the Head’s stndy was almost fung open, and Norfield, the captain of the school, stoed on the threshold,

“ Norfield ! ** exclaimed Dr. Lampion.

“ What—what—— I can’t see you now, I’'m

Ty

“1 know that,” said

Norfield, ““I know that you're waiting for Mr. Mardyke, But he's nowhere to be found—he’s EH;IWI“ {Hee page 24.}

Ferrers Locke =aw at onece thab if
would be useless to try to question. the
boy or io explain what had actually hap-
pened. It was painfully obvious that
Gordon Carr's mind was &n witer blank.

All he could remember was the fact
that he had been saved from somne dire
wiil by Jack Drake. Events which had
wppened prior to this were absolutely
unknown to him.

After a few moments of f!!llliﬁf‘- 0o -
versation, designed to place the boy al
his ease, Locke wentured to touch upon
the Golden Pyramid.

“You den’t remember your name, oF
anything about what has bhappened to
you,"” he said kindly., "Yet you seem
to be worrying about something called
the Golden Pyramid, Tell ns about
that.”

Gordon Carr's eves gleamed {or a2 mo-
ment, but the next instant the old,
warred look had returned to themn.

#T ecan't tell you anything, sin,” he
satd. T It's the just the name—' The
Giolden Pyramid '—that keops going
through my mind.”

“You've heard it somewhere® sng-
gestod Locke, looking intently at hiom.

“1 must have done,” cama the
response ; “but for the HI':; of ma I can'
placa it. Tt's a funny name, ftoo, isn't
w? Egyptian, it sounds fike. I wonder
what it means®™
" And he passed his hand wearily over
hiz head.

e you thinlk it veferzs Lo this®

Locke spoke guictly, but the words and
hiz snbsoquent action alectrilied  Thralee,

for the detective had swddenly whipped
the tiny golden crblem fvom is pocked,

and now held it up between finger and
thumb for the boy to sce. It gleamel
and sparkled in the light from the
window, and Gordon Carr gaped at it
wonderingly. )

“ My iat, that's a dinky-looking
article, sir!™ he exclauned excitedly.

“1t's a Golden Pyramid," said ha
softly, watching Carr's face closely.

“A (Golden Pyramid!" echoed Care
suddenly. * Yes, of course; that's what
he was talking abouf. * We musi geb
hold of that Et:-ldnn Pyramid," he said
in & sort of husky whisper; ! whatever
the cost, we must get hold of it° 3

“Ves? urged Locke tensely, “And
what then?”

The boy etared at him dazedly for a
moment, opened his lips as if ahout to
speak, and then fell back on the pillows
with a weary sigh,

“Tt—it's gone" he mutlered despair-
ingly. “I—I ecan't remember any
maore I

For a moment Locke remained silent,
wrapped in thought., Then he turned
quickly to the boy.

“Perhaps I can help you," he said
with a smile. “Just liston lo e cave-
fully. ¥ou say that somcone said some-
thing about getling hold of a Golden
Pyvramid #*

“That's right, =ir,” nodded Carr inter-
estedly ; * but—"

“MWait a minute!” Locke held up his
hand. “I'm {;niug to suggest (o you
iiha}t what you heard was something like

1 :

Al then he did something that even
made Juck Drake gasp in asionishment.

Thero was a momentary silence, Then

Jack wondered if his ears were playing
him tricks. Tor the words that nese
came from Locke’s lips were so0 astouud.
ing, both in theif meaning and their
axpression, that they fook his bhreath
&WOY,

“We'va got to land that Golden
Pyramid somehow, by heok or by eroak.
And we've gutr- to do something fo pun
this young fool Carr safely out of our
way., I've already Hzed that meddle-
some fellow Rennig——"

Tho word:s came f{rom Locke's lips,
but they were spoken in the voice of M.
Mardvke, the IMifth Form master.

Juch positively gaped.

He knew that the fatnous delective was

ifted in many ways, bul this was Jie
firet time ha had eaver axperienced

Locke's amazing power of mimicry. The

volce  was  marvellously  lifelike—low
pitched, almost husky, with Lu.u: that
trace of a puttural soarl which was o
completely characteristic of the masicr.
It was astounding—uncanny !

And apparently it had the effect which
Locke bad hoped it would have.

Gordon Carr listened, ab first nicr
nnt,ﬁ{it:n._r, and then with graduaily
widening cyes., And as the voice went
slowly on, intoning the words with just
that gueer, hushy whisper, Chir's eyes
dilated, the blood draived from his fuce.
and he cowered back, his hands beaving
wiidly before his Tace,

“NWs Mardyke! Keep him awoy!
He's o fiend—an inhoman fiend!™ he
almost sereamed.

Locke sprang forward quickly.

“Don’t alann yourself, my hoy,” he

THe Macxer Liemart.—No, B89,
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said softly, speaking now in his natural
volee. “IE was just & liftle imitation.
But I'm glad it worked. It has helped
you to remembor at lastt™

Gordon Carr still stared distrustfully
at the detcctive, but under the soothing
influence of the datective’s wocrds he
grew calmer, and at longth he lay quiet.

“I conld have sworn it was Mardyke 1"
he mutiered at last, “Are vou guite
sure—

And his eyes began to rove distractedly
round the room a8 if half expecting the
sinister fipure of the Fifth Form master
to appear out of the shadows,

“ My, Mardyke is mowhere near here,
Care,” said Locke gently, “It was just
a little imitation, on my pact. of his
voice, I thounght that if yvou heard it
again it might serve to awaken your
memory——">"

“It's a wonderful imitation, sir!™ cub
in Carr, admication in his gaze, “I¢
quite took me in. Buot as voli say, it
has helped no end. Mr, Mardyke was
keeping mea a
underground ce

“That's right,” wurged Locke, en-
couragingly. “And why was he keop-
ing vou there #™

""Because—bocruse—-"

ile seemed to be strainin
the chords of his memory,
he pave up.
~ "It's no use,” he said miserably., <1
can't remember anything else, only
know that he caught me and lknocked
me out, and then, when I came round, I
heard him talking, ns if to himself,

visibly at
ut at last

about getting rid of me and finding the |

Golden Pyramid. And he did say some-
thing about Mr, BRennie, too!”

Locke turned to Drake,
. “We'va done remarkably well,” he
said softly, “and T think we'd better Jek
matiers rest where they are for the
moment. We'll coma back apain later
and see if we can help him to remember
more. 1t might vpset him and make
him ill to go on any further just now.”

With a few further words of cheer to
Gordon Carr, Locke Ieft the room, fol-
lowed by Jack Drake.

They met Dr. Quill in the passage,
but said nothing of what they had done.

“I have sent n telegram to Sir
Richard Deane,” said Dy Quill, “the
famous mental specialist, vou know, I
expect he'll be down here before long.”

tgmﬁ't;ur in that awful

“Good ! nodded Locke. I hope he
will ba able to do something for the
boy. I thiok it is st worst only =
ternporary lapss, and he will eventually
resain his memory completelv.  Yon
will, of course, keep me informed of
how he progresses? I shall Le at the
school for the rest of the day, and after
that ‘perhaps vou'd beiter either phone
or wire to my Baker Streot addeess,”

They mado theic way back to Storm-
point in silence, Jack Drake wondering
to himself what Locke had meant by
thai Jast remark to Dr. Quill,

The detective had said that he would
be &t Stormpoint Colloge for the rest
of the day, but that afterwards Dir. Quill
had better communicate divect to
Baker Birect.

That meant that Locke had some idea
of returning to London. Duk why?

dJack glanced covertly at the detective
as they sat in the White Hawk, Locke's
speedy racing-car, DBut he decided not
to ask any questions. It was apparent
that Locke was not in & talkative mood,

and to try to make him speak would be |

frustloss,

When they alighted at Stormpoint
College Locke: went straight to the
sanny, where he was pleased to find
that Mr. Rennie had recovered suffi-
ciently to bo able to make a brief state-
meont.

Dr. Kennedy granted Locke
Drake ten minutes only with his
patient, impressing upen them that it
might he dangerous to remain longer,
as_Mr. Rennie, although now fully con-
scaious and fairly comfortable, was in a
waak state,
which was somewhat rocky.

But Locke did not remain with the
strickon master more than halfi that
time, at the end of which he had
obtained a very brief but illuminating
statement from him.

Tho gist of Mr. Rernie's statement
was simply this:

One evening sbout a fortnight pre-
vionsly, he had been returning from a

"vigik to Herchester on his eyele, when he

saw a light moving sbout in the ruins
of Stormpoint Abbey. -

Being surprised at seeing such a
thing—for the ruins were ordinarily
completely deserted, especially sk night
~—he had dismounted and crossed the
stretch of grass to the summit of the
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hill en which the ruins were perched,
with & view to investigating the cawse,

He had then glimpsed s figure which,
appavently, had scen him at the samo
time and decamped at & vun, as if
nfraid of being recognised. Mr. Rennin
had not recognised the figure, for the
night was dark and there was no maon,

His suspicions aroused, Mr. Rennie
had returned to the ruins the following
night, and the figure appesred again.
It was that of a mediume-sized man,
carrying & sinall suit-case, and, oven 2s
My, Rennie watched, the Gpure secmed
te disappear inte the very earth itself,

The Romove master had waited, and
after about twenty minutes the figure
had reappeared.  Me, Rennie had a
vague iflea that there was something
Familiar about the man's outline, but
he could not just place it. In his desire
to get & better view, he made a noise
which disturbed the mysterious man,
who, catehing sight of Mr. Rennie, had
sgain fled precipitatels.

The wvext day Mr. Rennie had re-
ceived an amazing letter, warning him
to keep clear of Stormpoint Abbey and
to give up his interest in the disappear-
ance of GGordon Carr, who was one of

the boys in lis Form and & young fol-
low in_ whom ha was especially’
interested.

Mr. Rernio had at fivst intended re-
porting this to the Head, but afterwards
ﬂpmdc to do a little detective work on

is own,

He had thercupon paid several more
visits to Stormpoint .L’Fhlmy, but without
success, and then one night the
mysterious man had turned un aeain,
this time carrying a hurricane-lantern,
the rays from which had clearly re-
vealed his features. And Mr. Rennie
had been astounded to ses that it was

Mr. Mardyke, the Fifth Form master,

Mr. Rtennie had forthwith challenped
the master, who, however. apain broke
into a run and dizappeared.

Next day a further letter of warning
had come o the Roemove master, and
he had gone at once to see Mr.
Mardyke and had openly aceunsed him
of sending the letter.

Mr. Mavrdyke had at first angrily
denied this, and then, in a paroxysm of
fury, had set upon the Remove master.
There had been 2 strwpgle. but Mr.
Rennie had broken free, and had then
told Mr. Mardyke that he wounld go
straight ko Dr. Lamplon and report
what had happened.

He had then erossed to the door, but
even 82 he had been on the point of open-
ing it, he had felt a sudden terrible blow
ot the baglk of the head, which had
knocked him into uwnconsciousness,

The next thiog he remembered was

-being in the loft above the box-room,

with his hands and feet seourcly
fastened with ecord and & erucl gag
thrust between his testh,

Mr, Mardyke had come up to see him
on one or two occasions, and had
hrought him & little food, temporvarily
lpozening his bonds to onable him to
nﬁt and drink, and then re-fastening
them.

But the food had heen inadequate,
and the Jong period of exposure,
eoupled with the blow on the head and
the sulfering he had endured, tied up
holpless in the loft, had sapped his
strength till he had sunk into uncon-
seiousness. In that state he had been
found by Locke and Drake.

Lid., The Fleetway Heouse, Farpingpdon Sirect, London, BO.4,
Bogistored for trapmnteeion by vasadian Magazine Poat,
. 6t. or six montha. SHolo ag ents for Houwlh Africa: The Central Hews Agvovy. Ltd, Bole acenls fop
Messrs, Gorden & Golch, Lid.; and for Canada, The Imperial Kews Co., Ltd, {(Canada)—Satusday, May Lnd, 1925,

Bubseription



EVERY
MOHDAY.

S—1

S

That, in effect, waz the Remove
master™s story, and though it was neces.
sarily incnmpfute, it yet shed some use-
ful light on the mystery and added yet
one more ' hink {o the chain which was
!‘-;!uw]g.r but ﬁtlrﬂly heiug fﬂlrgﬂ':] ﬂgil.:il'ht
the unserupulous IMifth Form master,”

Forrers Lockoe went at onee, with Jack
Drake, to Dr. Lampton's study, wherc
the detectite quickly ontlined “what hadl
trangpired sinee the worning, mention-
mg hiz interview with Gordon Carr and
hiz . attempts to restore the boy's
maemory, _

He then briefly sketched  the zalient

oints of Mr. Rennie's story, which he

ad taken down in shorthand al the
time, to all of which the Head listened
with open-mouthed amazement.

“ And what do vou make of it all, Mr.

Lacke?” asked Dr. Lampton, az the
elucidator concluded.  *What, is the
meaning of the disappearvance of young

Carr, the attack on his father, and the
kidnapping of Mr. Rennic?! Ti's all
& baffling enigma to me!"

“T'm afraid it is to evervone,” smiled
Locke, “though I have personglly
formulated a theory which I shail now
proceed to test without further delay.”

“May I ask what that theory is*"

“Lertainly,” ‘returned Locke: " but
e eiraid 1t won't help you much., It
15 neecssabily incomplete, and I must re-
mind you that it is purely hypothetical.

“Briefly, my theory is this: Gerald
Tiristow, Sir Merton Carr’s nephew,
who was ance a scholar at this College,
has recently come back te Tngland from
Bouth Africa, where he was staying
under his unele's patronage, Sir Merton
having found him 2 post in Johannes
burg with a view to keeping him to the
straight . path.

“ Bristow—unable, I suppose, lo resist
that queer twist in his nature which has
caused him to tura to crime—overthrew
his uncle’s vestraint, returned here and
got mixed up once more with the shady
characters who had previously landed
him in trouble, Ma.;rge he resumed his
old pame of robbing lurﬁﬁ country
houses—you will remember that of late
there has been & positive epidemic »f
burglaries in varions paris of the
country, particularly in Hampshire and
in Davon. ;

“The burg’lurs fhave mnover been
emught and the look has wever ® heen
traced. My theory is that young Carr,
in wandoring abount, perhaps while on &
stroll to or from Harchester during a
sehool  * half,'  accidentally  discovered
the szecrat crypt under the ruinz of
Stormpoint Abbey, and surprised either
Bristow or one of his cronies, who
promptly took the hoy prisoner to pre-
vent hun frem talking about what he
had found.

“The abbey ceypt was unknown to
anyone here, according to what you

ourzelfl have told me.  But it must
ave been known to Bristow, probahly
when he was a schalar at the college—
which was not se very long apgo, ro-
;|'||l['!|:r||lmt'—!'|!!|.|:1 “.. |n‘|ﬂi|:- IHI.TI:! I'":'."h T 1)
to Mardyke, who obviously is in leapue
with Bristow."”

“That sounds a  reasonable  enoogh
argument,” agrecd the Head, " bot what
about the attack on Bir Merton 777

“I think that 15 explainable, too,”
sanl Locke, ' Bir Merton, hegring from
you that his son bhad dissppearod, and
knowing that Brislow bad decamped to
hiz old haunts, had come post haste to
England, doubtless worried lest perhaps
Driztow had somebow got Gordon Carr

entangled 1o seme of his crooked
schemes,

“Just why Sir Mervton went direct
from TLondon {o Dartmoor iz still a
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thscovery 1n London—he may even have
v zeross Brizstow or once of his pals

“Put, anyway, he went ' there, and
apparently did the very same Lhing that
hiz son did-=he surprised Lristow and
his confederates, probably  sturebling

utexpectedly on that cave in the rocks

where I found somes of the loot, and was
attacked i the night by ona of DBris-

‘tow’s accomplices—the man Hobbs, 1

believe,  But why Sie Merion  showld
have suddenly begped me to give up
the ease, and why he should himself
have disappeared again of his own free
will is, f’u.r]mil-, evond e for Lhe
meoment. ™

“It iz the maost extraordinary serios of 7

events Ive ever heoard nf," sand  the
Head. “ Why, it—it's like one of those
detective stories that I somatimes cateh
Terry or ene of his young friends read-

1

nmg—

“Aund which you sometimes read your-
self, on the gquict, I'll be bound ! sug-
gested Locke, with a nuschievous smitle.

“I plead guilty to that, Locke™
answerad the Head, with a laogh, It
a little weakness I share with some of

my boys! Buot, tell me, what are you
gﬂing te do now?™

“I'mi going to have a prowl round
Mr. Mavdvke's vooun i0-T mairr" sa1¢]

Laocke, *“'I've got -a strong suspicicon
that he bhas decamped for london, but
U like to see if I can prove it .

“By all means,” returned the Head
at once.  “I'll ring for the page—-"

“ Please  don’t  trouble ™
Locke, rising. “Both Drake and I
know Stormpoint well enough to find
our own way-—and we'd rather go about
it as free from obscrvation as possible,
if you don’t mind.”

They left the Head's study a momont
later, and made their way at onee to the
room previously occupied by My, Mar-
dyke, where Locke at onee begon &
thorough and systematic search of the
apariment.

At the end of an hoor the searelt had
{nmdumd._ nothing boyond four London
s tickets and a strand of what looked
Like hkemp, wlich Locke  had picked
fren the [old in a pair of trouscrs that
the Fifth Form master had WG behind.

Jack Drake looked disconzolate.

“A lot of information we've found
here, T don’t think ' he growled.

“0On the contrary,!’ smibel Locke, ™1
funcy we've done very well”
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Jaek Drake stared at the detective.
“What—with those wretehad old bus
tickets, and--—"

“And this fragment of rope—yoes,"

relurned  Locke, still - smiling. “The
bies  tickets, wou  will observe, are
prnched in each ceso ot a mt  very

vlosae to the Sorvey Docks, which means
that Mardyke was in the habit of visit-
ing this locality fairly rogularly. And this
fragment of rope can have come from
Conly one auarter, aud that is London's
dockland. I think if we hurry back to
Londan and uvndertake a little prowl jn
the Kast End, we may stumble across
friend Mardyke sneaking abont either
in ene of the back streets adiacent to
the Surrey Docks, or—--what 15 more
likely—a chop suecy joint ncar Lime-
honse Causeway,”

Juack © Ihwake positively  blinked
astonishinent,

“low on ‘carth-——" he hepgan,

" Fasy, old top,” laughed Locke, vasily
ainused by bis young colleapue's amaze-
ment.  ““Justk another example of put-
ting two and two together. ']Phcjr
always make four. Nob once now and
then, but very time, as 1've mentioned
before.’

He suddenly reacherld out and dragged
g waistenat from the cupboard in Mr.
Mardyke's room. Then be Lurned one
of the pockets inside out, and, with the
blacte of hiz penknife, began to scrape
at tho fabric of the lining.

In a-few moments a fow grains of
groyish-white powder fell inte his out-
strotehed palm,

L was stadying that waisteost while
you were  ferreting abont in the fire-
grate,” he went on, *and I noticed this
stuff then, bot T dide’t bother to col-
et any of 1t Hﬂwm.'ﬂr, A% you ap-
pear fo be such o doubting ‘Thomas,
Tl make you a present of 1t. Bt if
you're wise yvou'll throw it away."

" What 15 61" asked Jack, staring atb
the tiny grains in surprigs.

“Opium,”  answered Locke tersely.
FAnd mow, if you don't mind, we'll get
a move on, or old Mardyvke will again
slip through owr lngers [

(VL the Fifth Form master grare
foa elfcicr fur Pereees Loeke, ur wild be
mect with his just regoard? Next week's
Foivyg Anstalwcnd of ihiz fine zeripl will
give yun the anpwer, Mind yow reod
it, boys!)

in
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