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“OWING TO MY SPLENDID FORM, BOTH
AS BATSMAN AND BOWLER, THE
FELLOWS WANT TO KEEP ME IN THE
SHADE,” EXPLAINED BILLY BUNTER.
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A Complete School-Story Book, attractive to All Readers.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Challenge to the Remove.
i E1TTER for you, Whavion!”
h “ Thanka ™
Iarry Wharton, the capiatn of the Remove al Grex-
friavs, caught the letlter Bob Cherry tossed over io
hiy from the rack. He did not immediately open it, liow-
evar, for he was falking erielest with IFrank Nogent and
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, and cvicket was an all-absorbing
topie at Greyiriars just them.

Eire friara was enjoving the finest of early May weatlier,
and the summer game waz in full swing. From the grave
and reverend seigneurs of the Sixth down to the voungest and
newest far the zreat topie was encket, And the Bemove,
wlo wera never behind the vest of the school in anything,
were, of coarse, to the fove 1 this.

Tie Remosva teamn hade fair to bhe one of the best in the
gehiool, and the Hemovites proudly declared that it could

No. 118.

The Editor will be obliged if you will hand this book, when finished with, to a friend.

Copyright in the Unlicd States of Ameriza.
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A Splendid, Long,
Complete School Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co.
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FRANK RICHARDS.

eastly wallk over the Upper Fourth team—tha Upnar Fouvi’
being the next Formi above the Remove. Indesd, sn.
daring and enthusiaztie Bomwovites were even tulking aieep
challenming the I'ifth.

A match with a Joeal team had fndlen througi, amd Wasrton
was disenssing the matrer of filling up the date. Of course, ir
was always possible o play 2 sevatel matel; Luk the Bowava
wers not so muell in noed of practice as of lauvels: thay
wanted to play an outside team.

* We don’t want to wasts the data, n3 8 mabtier of fnci”
Flarry Wharton remarked. holding his lectar unopenad i his
hond as he went on speaking.  © I've weitten to 36 Jim's, u-
vou know; but Tom Merry answered yesterday that ey boud
Wednesday booked.  Of gourse, we'vre playineg thew lager,
anyway. But——"

"1 sav, Wharton—""

Y SBhut up, Buntsr!  Bab the fima's aa ~loss neoer. and
evervbody's got the dates iled up, so——"

“Put 1 say, Wharton,” persisted Billy Butder, Liakine ac

May 14th, 131D,



2 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY D®¥ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND" 3" LIBRARY. "fien

the junior cnf,!n]n through his big wpectacles, * you haven't
vpened your letter.”

“* Well, what does that matter?”

“Qh, really, Wharton! Suppose there is a postal-order
in vour letter, you might be able to make me a small loan.
I cinald Jet you have it back to-merrow, when my remitiance
coanes,””

" Ok, ring off, Banter—"

* But, really——"" -

* We're talking cricket,” said Nugent, giving the fat junior
a gentle poke in the ribs that mude him stagger agamst the
wall, * Don't tell uz yow're hungry; we know it; you always
ave. Dy wpl™

i ﬂ\.'_ I.I

"1 can't think of anything but n!m!!ulz{;ing the Upper
Fourth, Harry,”' seid Nuogent. "I koow they're going to
prietise on Wednesday, and—"

I sav, vou fellows—""

* Bhut up !’ reared Nugent.

“0Oh, really—="" = 1

Mugens msde a veach at the fat junior, and Billy Bunler
piceapily dodged. He blinked at the Greyfriars chums from
no-afe diztance, and snorted.

Wharton glinced at his letter.
vie posimark en the outside.

* Ryleamba " he exclaimed.

* Ryleombe ™ waid Nugent. ** That's the post-office for
e, Jun's—Tom Xierry's letters have the Ryleombe postmark,
Poerhaps it's from him, to say that they can play alter all
'Tlat would e ripping 1" :

v 'Yhe rvippingfolness would be terrifie,”’ remarked Hurres
Foset Ram Singh.

Wharkon shook hiz head. i

»It's not in Tom Mercy's hand—in fact, T've never seen
e writing Lefore,”” he remarked.

Aot hkely it's from some chap at Bt Jim’s, all the
aaprie,””

Wil T’ soem see.”

And Hawy Yharton
letier.

tilly Bunter drew near sgain, blinking eagerly, Bunter
was in his usual state of impecunicsity, and if there wes a
retniifanca in that letter he meant to have his * whael.™
Tlie only possible importance a letter could have, in Bunter's
eres, was the fuct that it contpined, or might contain, & remit-

He started a littls as he saw

sht the envelope and cpened the

funce. He would have given yards and yards of affectionate
coun=el and parental ﬂr.ﬁ-ma or tho smallast size i postal-
urdets,

‘t.:f{-!arturi gjien-:ed at the letter, and uttered an exclamation,
“ Hurrah 1"
+ [Ialle, hallo, hallo!”? exclaimed Dob Cherry, coming over
{rwards hita from the letter-rack. ** Good newsi"

is 'fﬂﬁ."

“Ta it from St Jim's? exclaimed Nugent.

1 zay, you fellows—="" :

“ Shut up, Bunter ' roared three or four voices,

“Yes, but T cay——""

 Ring off ¥

“ I zuppose there's a postal-order—"

“ {Fet out !’

a H} tlﬂat. letter, or Wharton wouldn't be—-""

wad un !:II

8o excited about it. I'm rather short of money to-day

= Will you shut up?"’ shrieked Nugent.

* And I should like a small loan— Oh ! )

The exasperated juniors hed lost patience. They seized
Billy Bunier and bumped him—hard.

Tle fat junior gave a tervific yell as he was bumped on the
i ed floor.

2 {h, ow, ont"”

.-\.I {:}!1 !13

* Theve ¥ gazped Nugent.
lezve him to snovt ™

Rumap !

va ?Qw 1!1 y ) )

And the juniors retreated, laug:]i!mg, leaving Bunter gasp-
ing ard puiﬁn% like & grampus. They sto a dozen paces
nway, Bunter being in no condition to follow them. Ile =at
Llinking after them through his spectacles in & dezed way.

“ Now, then, what's the news?" asked Nugent. '"Is it
from St. Jim's, saying that they can pley after all?”

“* That would be nipping ' Boh Cherry remarked.
“ But it's just as good !

“ive him one more, and

“ Wa,"” said Harry.

£ md AR

“ Wa can fll the date all right.”

“ Harrah ! ;

“You've heard of Rylcombs Grammar School,” eaid
Harry, “It's o sehool mear St. Jim's, and the fellows are

nerally on fighting terms with Tom Merry & Co., T believe;
ﬁt at other fimes they make peace. They seem to be at

Tue MisxET LIBRARY.~NoO. 118,

W BB :

“THE BOUNDER OF GREYFRIARS.”

peace at the present moment, to judge by this Jletter. T'l
vead it out.'

“ ({0 ahead ¥’

“It’s froin & chap pamed Gordon Gay, at the Grammar
School. I doo't know the name. 1 remember hearing Tem
Blerry speak of Frank Monk, and Carboy, and Lane, but I
don't remember Gorden Gay.” ;

* Perbaps bhe's a new chap. Dut gel on with the letter.
It was written in & strong, decided hand, aud ren as follows:

“ Dear Wharlon,—] huven't Lad the pleawure of meeling
rou, but if you care to accept our chnllen%'a, that will soon Le
remedied. A match we had fixed for Wednesday afternoon

has fallen through, and we've got the date open. Tom Mervy
of 8t Jim's has heard from you that you've got the some
date open, snd hearing that our half was iree, sepposted

that I should write to you, ) B
“ We shall be glad to meet & junior Greyfriars eleven on
Waednesday afternoon, if agracable to yon. We'll come over
ic yon, or you can ¢ome over to ue, Just as you like. Wa
should liks to arrange a return mateh if possible, 1 believe
‘ot have nover played the Grammar School before, but we
ear from St. Jum's that you are pood stuff. If you like the
idea of a match on Wednesday, will you let me know as soon
s pogsible, also on which ground, i
" Yours sincerely,
“ Gorpox Gav.”

“ Well, that’s o jolly decent letter,” said Nugent, with a
nod of approval. '* 1 suppose we'd better go over; it woul
b mors vl

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Yes: and I'd like to play the Grammar School, too.
They play 8t. Jim's, and Tom g.{c-rr:r has tcld me that they
put up a cood fight. 'This is a stroke of luck.”

i Yrés, rather !

“ The ratherfulness iz terrific.”’

“T'll write for the mext post, and zerept, and tell Gay
we're coming,”’ said Harry.

“ Right-ho t" .

Billy Bunter came up gasping. He Lad almest recovered
his breath.

1 say, you fellowg—-"

“ Oh, shaar off, Bunter!"

“ But, T say, I think you might lend o chap a few bob cut
of a jolly pood remittance hike that,” remenstraied Buntr,
“ I've been disappointed about a pesial-ovder, and I'm Joliy
short of tin to-day. I think—>" .

“Put I haven't had & remittance,”” said Horry, lavghing,

Bunter blinked at him in astonishment.

" }:-u-u haven"t had a remittance.”

[T ..TD..'"

“ Therd wazn't any money in the letter?”

Y Certainly not!" ) . ]

“* Then what were vou hurraying about lilie a lot of wlly
cusloos " demanded the Gwl -ng the Remove indigmantly.

““ Ha, ha, ha! It's a challenge to a cricket metch.”

“A—ap—a what?""

* A challenga to Ip]a:..r a cricket match with Ryleombe
Grammar Behool on Wednesday.”

“ Well, of all the dummies!"” said Bunter. "™ You mean-to
LAY t}hat you were velling like a lot of hyensas over a cricket
mateh 1

“Ha, hal ¥Ye:z["

“ T supposo you'rve dobty !

Bat the chums of the Hemove did not sfay to listen to the
rest of Billy Bunter's suppositions. Tlhey walked away 4o
Na. 1 Etud:;'r. to get the enswer te Gorden Gay's lotter
written, and Punter was left slone blmking in indiznant
diso ppointnent,

I suppose—-""

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bulstrode ls Not Satisfled.

RICAET was in full swing at Greyfriare now, as we have
G szid; but zo far, the Remeove had not played any im-
portant out-matehes. The Remove team was not 1o a
finally settled state, so far, and many fellows were ex-
eeting, or hoping, to get their caps for it, and Harry
I;JJ.-'I-muri:u.rt would have had fo play 2 sixteen or a tweniy-two to
satisfly them all, which was impossible, In fact, Hf every
fellow in the Eemove who thought himself entitied to play
for the Form bhad been admitted into the team, the Remove
cricket sido would have resembled ene of those astonishing
sides in old-fashioned Rughy, when thiriy-five ov forty fellows
would go out to play.
It was impossible to please erer.yhady, snd the Remaove
cricket captain wisely resolved to please himself,
Wharton picked out the fellows who could play best, and
put the second best into the reserves, and some he passed
over altogether,

A Splendid Tale of Ha

Whnrton & Co.
By FRANK HIG;I

ARDS.
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et, the
boatter ha believed he played it, and the rankest outsider waa

Whereat thers was much discontent; for, accordin
most invariable rule, the worse a fellow played ori

exactly tho fellow who firmly believed that he ought to be
cricket captain, if all had their due.

Even Eilly Bunter, whose ambition was generally con-
fincd to getting In as many extra meals as possible, shared
the oticket enthusissm to some extent, and aspired to a place
in the team, adding thereby considerably to the gaiety of
Ghravlriars,

But there were fellows with more serious claims than Billy
Bunter who had to be excluded, and among them was
Bulstrode, the captain of the Bemove before Wharton's
time, and a very good cricketer when he chose; but he did
not always choose. Sometimes he would neglect practice,
whether at ericket or football, for whele weeks, and then
he would coolly expect to get into the side for a good mateh.
Ineadless to say, tgmt since Harry Wharten had been Form
capiain, he had been disappointed. Wharton was not likely
o play anybody who did not put the best he had nte the
game.

The Rylcombe match was the first serious matsh of the
geazon for the Remove, and when it was talked of in the
junior common-room, it led te many applications for caps
i:ring made in Mo, 1 Study.

Mlavey Wharton had accepted the challenge, and intimated
to Govdon CGay that the Remove team would be at Ryleombe
o Wednesday afterncon at an early hour, the precise timme to
ba wired later, as Harry hoped to get permission from tho
Head to start early, Rylecombe being 2 considerable distanee
froan Greviriars.

Grordon Gay repdied by the next post that he wae delighiod,
and that the Greviciars team were expected. The chams of
te Hemove were at tea when the reply came, and it was

Trr Maocwrr Linrary.—No. 11K
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brought up to the study by Tom Brown, -the New Zealander,
and Wharton read it out.

“Good ' said Brown.
Wharton."

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ You're the fifteenth chap who's madoe that remark,” he
observed.

The New Zealand junior prinoed rether ruefully, )

* Well, if vou think [ ought to be left cut, it's all -r:gh&."
he remarked. "I won't say 1 don't miind, bhecauze o.
But I'm willing to stand down for a better chap."

" Hear, hear," said Nugent.

“ T wish some of the others were as reasonable,” said Havry
Wharton. “‘ As a matier of fact, you'ro not one of the
standors-down. @I'm playing you.”

Tom Brown's face light_cdy up.

“ That's jolly ! he exclaimed.

“Wa want you to bat,” =aid Harry. *' Az a matter of
fuct, we couldn’t spare you. I've heard from Tom Merry
that the Rylcombe chaps are hot stuff, especially three new
fellows they've got there—threa Australians, who wero
brought up on cricket—chaps named Wootton, two of them,
and the third's Gorden Gay himself, Moerry has fold e
about them in a letter yesterday. He says we shall have
to take our best men, if we want to have o show. Of course
I expect to win; but I'm not going te take any chances. |
shall weed out the team as if we were playing a giddy
gounty match.”

“Well, so0 long as ]
g jolly good idea,” samd Tom Drown, langhing.
I'm jolly glad te be in the feam.™ ]

“ The samefulness ia also my honourable sentiment,” ro-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

" Yes, Inky's our prize bowler,” Wharton remarked. 1

“ 1 supposs vou're playing me,

you don’t weed me out, I think it's
“My hat'

Wharton & Co.

A Bplendid Tale of Ha
pmﬂrm ARDS
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can do some hattingimm;racli‘, and s0 can Nugent and Bob
Lherrﬂv. Inky's the best man with the ball, though.”

“ The flatterfulness of my esteemed chom js great.”

“ Not at all, old cha %m’rﬁ the giddiest bowler in the
Iower School, and I'd like to see you at the Sixth-Form
wickets, too,"” said Wherton, “*I'll wager you'd make some
of their bails fy.”

And Hurree Jamset Bam Singh blushed through his dusky
e B i e NG shias, S Sty dfesviiig
om Orawn Jar in rite, and § atterwards
Ogrilvy and Hm;im looked into a&a ﬁudy. v
** 1 hear you're pleying me," remarked Ogilvy.
1 don’t know where you could have heard it, then,'"” soid
Wharton, * The names are not ap yet,”’
* But you want a d bowier,” urged Qgilvy.

" We've got & ri pghunaﬁgn'ki” TRl

* Weil, Inky's o rig t,'! said the Scottish jumior. * But
gnlr%ﬂnﬁ enother—ond look here, am I playing or not?™

i ﬂﬁ_’,

" Honest "'

“* {f eourse.'

** Hurrah 1"

"* Look you, I think you ought {o put me in,”" said Morgan.
" ¥You see, a team can h be really up to the mark with-
out 8 Welshman in it. ¥You'll edmit that, yourself.”

" wﬂim%}’. as 1 bappen to want you,” said Harry, with &
Inugh. " Your nama's down,™

¥ Gl]ﬂ-ﬂ I::l

And Ogilvy and Morgan marched off cheeriully. Bulutrude
was the next caller. The burly Hemovite came into the stud
with a very doubtful expression on his face. His look showe
that there would be trouble i#f he wero disappointed, and
that alone was cnough to put the ericket captain’s back up.

* Playing re against Igylmmhe?" asked Bulstrode.

“ [orry, Bulstrode: ne”

“* Why not?"’ demanded Bulstrode fiercely.

“ Because there are better men to 6l the places,’” said
Harry, with undiluted [rankness, and Nugent ehuckled softly,

Bulstrode acowlod.

**That may be your opinion,” he said, with a sneer.

“ Well, my opinion counts, you know, es cricket captain.™

s ¥nulf:*e- playing Hazeldene, I believe,™

£5,

*On his form?"” sneered Bulstrode.

“ Certainly ! Hazeldene isn't & particularly good bat, and
his bowling is average, but he's a clever wicket-keeper, and
relishla at fielding.™

* You don't pretend that his form i3 up to mine?”

Rulstrode’s tone was decidedly unpleasant; but Wharton
had resolved to keep his temper, It is one of the lessona
a cricket captain bas to learn., A fellow who cannot com-
mand himself will pever command others.

* Not if you chose,” said Harry, quietly. “ You could
play Hazel's head off, if you kept in form, Bulstrode, gnd 1
don't ‘deny that."

* Yet you're playing him instead of me.'”

“You know why. You've been to the mets, I suppose,
sbout twice since cricket started. You don’t cheoose te prac-
tice, snd you couldn't stand up against Third-Form bowlin
now. Thoe best player bhas to keep himself m form, an
that's a thing you never trouble to do.™

Bulstrode gritted his testh, ;

“ The long and the short of it is that you're not playing
me!” he exclaimed rudely. : .

“ Ves, that’s the long and the short of it, as you put it.”

“ Goopd! ¥ prefer plain English, without excuses™

““ 1 was not making excuees; they're not necessary. I was
explaining.” ) g

‘“* You needn't trouble to explsin. Your motives are clear
enaugh to anybody who chooses to see them,”’ said Bulstrode.
with a soeer.

1 don't ‘quite catch on" :

“ Vou might loave me out for a chap like Erown, or even
Linley, factory hand as he is—he plays good cricket. But
Hazeldeno—-" i ”

** Hazeldens is reliable, and obeys orders.

“ And I don't.” i ]

" Mo, you'ra always carping at something.”

‘“ You mean, I don't knuckic under like the rest,” sneered
Bulstrode, ' if you think I'm going to kow-tow io this
etudy, like the rest of the Remove. you make a jolly g
nvistake, that's all.” g

* Then there's nothing more to be samd, 15 theret”

“ Only this. I know fmut' maotive {or ]:I-'l.llttlr.'_-g ip o rotten
player like Hezeldene. It's on account of his sister Marjorie,
just to please her—" .

Wharton rose to his feet, his face very dark: Tt was rough
enough on Harry to have to take the responsibility of makin
dectsions in such & delicate matter, without allowing himsel
io he accused of unfairness, Many of the fellows who wanted
places in the team, and were dizappointed, went away firmly
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convinced that Wharton was a fool. But mo cne exceph
Bulstrode had thought of imputing unfairness.

“There are two ways out of thia study, Bulstrode,” said
the Remove captain quietly. * You can go by the door or
the window.™

“ 1 have said—-""

“1 koow what you've said, and ¥ want to keep the
reace, if .peseible; but i you repeat i, you go out of thie
E'ludi' on your neck.'

I do repeat it,” caid Bulstrode, between lis teeth, ' It's
M‘Eﬁe Tands off, confound you!

Wharton's grasp was upon him, then,

Burly as he was, Bulsirode was swurg off his leet, and he
ne&:t ‘l-;-;l‘:lﬂlﬂg' out of the study into the passape.

CEED &

He brought up helplessl aigst the opposite wall, and
sank upon Ethc Boar inpa aiﬁinﬂg poeture, mlu!]irré biankly and
dazedly at the angry face of Wharton in the doorway.

Only for & moment he sat there.

Then he leaped up, and rushed at Harry like o bull.

But Wharton was ready for him,

Hiz blowd was up now, and he was not dispoted {0 stand
anﬁlmqﬁmw.

is right came out as Bulsirede hurled himself upon him,
uﬁd th“ fist, hord as iron, crashed on the burly Removite's
chest.

Bulstrode dropped like a log, and lay pasping.

Wharton wsited & moment, and then closed Sua door of the
study. The door was not opened again.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Eleven.

ARRY WHARTON was breathing bard as he eat down
at the study tes-table again. There wns & cloud oo his
handsome face,
“ Don't bother about that cad,” sad Nugent.
H Eﬂ‘!r{h&dy knows you wouldn't do as he suggested. Bul-
rode knows b himself in his heart,”

" The knowiulness is great.”

Wharton nodded.

“1s rotten eaddish of hon,'' he said, in & low voiee.
"?Ena of tho ofther chaps would suggest enything of the
.E{!' a1

" 1 shouldn't let it worry me.”

“ I won't,” said Wharton, * ﬂﬂlg—ﬂnly ou can't help
feeling a thing like that. Still, {I dew't belicve Buletrode
thinks sp himszelf, anyway, and I'm eure nobody else does.
Hallo, Desmond.”

Micky Deswvmond came into the study. He wera grinning.

** Faith, end what’s the matter wid Bulstrode?™ he ssked.
" He passed me in the passage just now, and he was looking
ke & denion intirely.”

*“(Only a little arpument about ericket.”

“ Ha, ha! I've looked in to tell ye Fll play Rylcombe, if
you like, Wharton."

" Go hon!’ said Nugent.

“ Faith, snd you'll admit yoursclf that a cricket team isn't
mmuch good without an Irishman in it," paid Desmond per-
guasively.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Exactlv "' he agreed. ' We've just heard, too, that it
can’t be considered much elass without a Welshman., But
you're in, Micky."

“Hurrah " roared the Irish junicr. * Hip-pip "

“Mind the roof!™

“Ha, ha! Faith, and I'm in! We'il give the Ryloombe
bounders =zocks, da rIirLS!”

And Micky Bi)einmn rushed off to spread the good news
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through the length and breadth of Greyfriars.  Harrp
Wharton was making scme notes upon a sheet of paper
boside his teacup. It was s list of the players that he had
solocted for the Ryleombe match. He looked up again aa
Hazeldens and Treluce came in.

“ Any chance for me?" asked Hazeldene.

*VYou're in, Hazel.”

“Good !

“What price me?" asked Treluce anxiously. Y1 den't
want to put myself forward, you know. But it's occurred
to ma that to be a reslly d team, a side ought to have a
Cornishman in it. What cg;?‘;uu thinl #"*

“Ha, ha, ha!"

""What’s tho fi}{}kﬂ?"

**Ha, ha, ha "

Treluce looked puzzled.

‘ Blessed if I sce the joke," he romarkeq.

“1t's all right—you'ra in, Tre,”

"Jolly good I -

And Treluce and Hazeldene went out. Hazeldene was
looking very thoughtful. The chums of No. 1 Study were
not destined io finish their tes without further interruptions,
however,

Bob Cherry came in, with Mark Linley,

The Lancashire lad coloursd a little as he met the glances
of the chums of No. 1 Study. s

““I hear you're putting the names down," said Bob Cherry.
3 1:1;'43 brought Linley in. I suppose you'll be shoving him
in?'

“i Bob made me -come,” zaid Mark, laughing. “I didn't
want to bother you, really. T suppose if you want me you'll
say 2o. You know I'm willing to play.”

$That's all right—"

“1 suppose you don’t think a team would be complete
withont a Lancashire chap in it?"” suggested Nugent, with
8 grim,

“Ha, ha, hat” .

“Wall, as a matter of fact, that is my copinion,"” aaid
Mark candidly, **But it's for Wharton to deecide, of
courso.'”

“It's all right, Linloy, I've got your name in,” said

Harry. *““Yours, of courze, Bob, Il read them out to
you. Wharton, eaptain; Nugent Cherry, Hurree Singh,
Brown, Linley, organ, Ogilvy, Hazeldene, Treluce,
Desmond,”

A jolly good feam !™ said Bob Cherry emphatieally.
! Wﬁnl— do you thinl, Linley '

#71 don't see how it conld ba improved, very well,” snid
the Lanecashire lad thoughtiully., * You've got the pick of
the Remove.”

“8o I think"

“The pickfulness is tervific ! i

“I hear that Bulstrode is making a row on the subject,”
Bob Cherry remarked. * But you can leave him to stew in
his own juoice, I think."”

“I'm not likely to take much notice of whet Bulstrode
says,” said Harry, frowning a little. " He has accuzed me
of favouritizm——""

“The cad!™

“ After that, I shall male it & point {0 fake no notice of
his opinion in any way.”

Y Quite right !

Bob Cherry and Mark Linley went out, and several other
juniors looked in to suggost themselves as excellent recruits,
anly to learn that the eleven was full up. The best of the
disappointed eandidates had their names put down as
rosarves, ao that some of thetn had o little chance left of
playing.

But there was ona whe was not satisfiod to be 3 reserve,
even if he could have been one, which he couldn’t. That was
William George Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove came into the study when the
chums had finished tea, and he blinked indignantly at the
cleared tea-table.

“ You dou’t mean to say that you chaps have had tea " he
exclaimed.

“Tooks like it, doesn™ ot 7"

“Oh, really, f"-’ugﬂht. T muet say I think it's mean.
You're not always so jolly prompt. And vou know I sug-
gested o you to have tea later than usual this avening. 've
been having tea in 3kinner’s study, and I wanted to have it
hero nfterwards, as usual. I don't sea why you wanted to
be 20 beastly prompt. You've had eggs and ham, too. It
was roticn of you !

" Pig 1™

“0Oh, really, Nugent 5

* (h, shut up, Bunty, you make ma ill!
poet into the Close for a blow
remarked,

“ RBuat, I say, veu fellows, have rou setiled obout the
cricket team ™ asked Bunter.

" Yes."

“Good! My name's down, of course "

“Yes, of courze—I don’t think ™

Thr Maower Lisrary.—No. 118,

NEXT
WEEK :

Wo may as well
before prep.,” Nugent

o

OMNE
PENNY,

l EVERY
TUEBDAY,

* Look here, Wharton—"

“IDon't be an ass, Bunter.
as you can pley football, and you can
as you can stick to the truth. Ring off " 5

*If you're golng to put me down as a resorve—

“I'm not!” ;

“You don’'t mean to siy that you're leaving me oul
altogathar ¥

H ¥es: that's exactly what T mean to say.”

“T1 thinlk it's rotten !’ ;

“ Well, it’s a free country. You can think what you like,
you know."

“You may necd me as a veserve.” ]

“1 don't think it's likely,” snid Wharion, laughing.

“In any case, I suppose you want me to come to Ryl-
comabe ™ eaid Dunter. * Yoo don’t mean that you're going
to leave moe bohind on Wednesday T .

“ What’s the good of your cdming?' eaid Harry im-
patiently., * You can't r-]]:u:,r cricket, and you don’t like tha
game well enough to wateh it. The fare 1s a big ono, and
vou haven't any money lo pay it.” ] _

“T'm expecting a postal-order to-morrow morning--—

“0Oh, rats "

“ Pesides, one of you fellows conld pay the fare, or you
i_':%lllld nllul-m it up by a whip-round among you. I shouldn't
object.’

z Go hon ! said Nugent, And 1Turres Jamset Ram Singh
remarked that the go-honfulness was terrific.

“ Look here, Bunter, the last time we took yon on a mateh
aut, you disgraced us by gobbling up the whele lunch while
we were playing footer,”’ said Wharton, * We're not going
to risk anything of the sort again. You can’t come.”

“ But, 1 sav—=""

Nt said. Shut up !
I suppuse they'll Iliaw:. a pretty decent lunch for you

chaps at Byleombe ¥

“7 shouldn’t wonder." .

“ And you want fo leave mo out of it? Leok here——"

“Well, you can come if you can pay your fure,” said
Harry resignedly. 1 wen't pay it, and T adviso the other
chapa to keep their money in their pockets.”

“Tolly pood advice ! said® Nugent. *“I mean to follow
it 17

“ The followfulness iy great” 1

Bunter blinked at the chuma of 1he Remove with great
indignation. The fat junior never could understand that he
llﬂﬁi not un unlimited claim vpon the perzonal possessions ¢f
others.
“If you're going to be mean about it——"" he began.
g Wél. wa are—what vou coll mean,' said Harry.
“ Hang it, if I conld afford the tin, I would take some of
the chaps who'd enloy watching the game, not & fab waster
like vou, who only thinks of the wneh!™

“Oh, really, Wharton—-" )

¥ Besides, you're always ;Jlayiutg somo mean trick to get us
into an awlkward position,” said Harry. * You can't expect
us -to take you.”

“Well, U'm jolly well coming, anyway."

“(Oh, rats ! 1

The ehnms wont out of the study. Billy Bunter ollowed
them to the deor, red with indignation.

“I'm coming to Ryleombe,” he repeated.
ing a postal-order in the morning, and I'll
fare.

“Ha, ha, ha " .

“If it doesn't come, ['Ii—I'11 borrow the money, or ride
without a ticket!" hLowled Billy Bunter after them down
the carridar. . : .

Harry wharton & Co. walked on without turning their
heads.

“T'm coming, T tell yon ' yelled Bunter. * Do you hear?
I'm coming ! Yah!™ - ; .

The juniers went downstairs, and lofr him snorting with
indignation. But upon one peint Billy Bunter was resolved.
ITe wa: poing to Lyleombe, whether he could pay his {arc
or not.

The “ IRagnet "
m W

You can play cricket as well
o ey foothell g well

“I'm expoec!-
pay my own

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wingate's Help,

o E shall have to put it nicely to the Head,” Havey
w Wharton rr.-ma.rEud the next day.

And his chums nodded nssent.

“If we leave here usaal timo after dinner we
shall get to Rylecombe awfully late tomorrow,” went on
Wharton. " We must get early leave someliow.”

" That's so!"

“ The mustfulness ia terrific.””

“J say, you fellows, if you like, I'l go to the Head and
)

Wharton & Co.

"“THE BOUNDER OF GREYFRIARS.”  SF'*n3i3 iz Riarst My
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explain it; and, of courze, in that case, I should expect to
coine.’ ' )

“ 8hut up, Bunier!”

“But I'm offecing—""

id Dr'}' upljl

“0Oh, really—"

“ Kick that porpoise out!” said rHarrﬁ Wharton.  And
Bob Cherry kindly kicked Bunter into the passage amid g
ecries of roars from Bunter that would not have disgraced
the lions” cage in the Zoological Gardens. ' Now, the ques-
tion is, how are we to put it to the Head {”

“It's a delicate matter.”

" The dclicocy ia terrific.” ]

“The Heads & decent old sport,” said Bob Cherry,
coming back after ejecting Bunter. “He understandsg the
amportance of cricket matches, toco. He's not one of the

blessed fusty old pedaﬁﬂguea, whe live and move and have
’:.'hmr ngﬂljir ing wholly in Latin roots and German irregu-
a4 viorns.

“ But you have to be tactful,” said Nugent. *'The Head
mightn't see that a cricket match so far from home was very
important.”

" And we must be carcful when we tackle him,” Harry
Wharton said thoughtfully. * After hugh is the best time,
¥ think., He's always in his beat temper sfter lunch, and
hefore afternoon school™

““Yea; that's right.”

‘" Buppuse we all go together, in a sort of deputation,”
Hazeldene "suggested. ** He would fee that the ropresenta-
Live part of the Remove all wanted it."”

“*Hear, hear 1™

Y'We might ask Wingate to put in a word for us'" sug-
gacied Tomi Brown., " He's a big cricketer himself, and he's
got a lot of influence with the Heead.”

(1] Tn":. :5‘1

" That’s a F@ﬂd dodge, young Frozen Mutton. We'll epeak
e Wingate.’

" Come on, then 1™

Morning school weas over, and wost of the Greyfriurs
fellows were out of doors. The Remove ‘chums had met in
the study to discuss the difficult matter of fettin leave sarly
‘on Wednesday. Leave for eléven or twelve :l.'gﬁ{:wu was no
hight favour to ask, and they were iustificd in having their
doubts as to how the Head would receive the modest request,

They locked into Wingate's study as they went down,
but tha ﬂ&[}:ttmn of Greyiriare was not there. They aallicd
out inmto the Close, The Bixth Form cricketers were at
practice at t nets, and the stalwart form of Wingate
vould be soen looking on. The captain of Greyfriars was
watching the form of his men, being just as much occupicd
in selecting tho Sixth Form eleven as Harry Wharton was
in picking the fellows for the RHemove team.

'Y eay, Wingate—"' began Harry, as he came up with
his chune,
Courtney 1" HWall

*Good,
bowled I'

iE “‘in S.tﬁ—*”

“"Tackle him again.™

Y Wingate-———""

“What? Eh—what

“Can ¥ speak to you?"

““Yes, if you want to,” szaid Wingate, who was all ayes
for the senior cricketers, *“I don™t suppese I Bhall liston.”

This wag not very encouraging. The moment was not
well-chogen, but there was no time to loze if the Flead was
to ba tackled before the kindly effects of hiz lunch had
WOITh away.

1 say, Wingate, wa want to got clf early to-morrow——"

" Play up there!™
-.ﬁﬂ —as we're going to play an out match a long way
af—

“ You've got your leg in front of your wicket, North!"

“ —and we wondered—"

if Eh ?!T

““1f you would speak to the Head for us—-—""

“*Well bowled ! Courtney, you're in splandid trim "

“—and see if you could get leave——'"

“ Were

" Eh—what ¥’ ssid Wingate, glancing round.
We want the Head to give us leave early

exclaimed Wingate.

you speaking to me, Wharton i
"¥eos, 1 was.
to-morrow—""
“* Why don’t you Feld that ball, Loder 7**
" —gpo that we can get fo Ryleombe——-"
“1f you've come here to stand about with your hands in
g:-;:tr E?cl-:ets. Carne, the sooner you get off the ground the
citer.
" —oprly——-
r Eh Eh
“"Hang it all, Wingate—""
“Eh? Did vou speak "
Tug Maexer Lispary.—No. 118,
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“We want the Head to give us early leave to-morrow,”
bawled Wharton, * We—"

“Well, ask him.”

"“"We thought-—"

“¥You couldn’t have thovght, er yem wounldn't come
E&tﬁlenng me at a tme like this,” said Wingeie. Ut

The Remove chums exchanged hopeless locks and walked
away. There was evidently no more help than that picce
of advice o be gained from Wingate,
. “Let's go into the Head,” said Mark Linley. " He'll be
in hia st now,

Wharton nodded.

** All right, We shall have to depend on oureclves”

*Come on.”

And the juniovs marched in, and with ss bold a face as

:131..!: Fcuuld presented themselves at the door of the Head's

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
No Leave for Bunter.

“ OME in,” #aid Dr. Locke.
c ITarry Wharton & Co. entered the study. The
Head was sitting by the open window chatfing with
Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove. Both of

them looked at the Juniors as they entered.

“Well, my boys, what can I do for youl!” athed the
Head good-humouredly.

Lhe juniors exchanged glances.

“ Go it, Whartan " whispered Bob Cherry,

* Explain, Harry,” whispered Nugent.

‘“ All right. "

“Go ahead "

“If you plezse, sir—-""

“Go on, Wharten,” said Dr. Locke, exchanging a per-
plexed glance with Mr. (im:!ch, who was trying to conceal
# smile. ""What is it? Nothing wrong, I hope i

* Ok, no, zir!"

“ Not a complaint-of any sort, I am surei™

“ Not 2t all, sir.”™

**Then what is it #**

“If you please, sir——"

L1 “'ﬂ W t_____.?i

' We should like to ash—"*

' The likefulness is tervifig—""

The licad smiled,

“Perhaps one of you bad better spealr at a {inie,” ho

suggested. “ Your mesning would probably become
clearar.”?

Wharton coloured,

“¥en, sir. Quite o, gir."

Yeu, dry up, you chaps,” muttered Nugent.

“Dry up loo, ass!” murmured Bob Cherry.

“ Look here——"

“0Oh, ring off—-""

“Don't jaw,” whispered Tom Brown, *F [——*'

" Cheeso it ="
“If you plegse, sir,” said Wharton, reising his vaice a
little to drown the whispeﬁnﬁ and muttering behind him-=
“if you please, sir, we've had a challenge to a ecricket
match [rom Rylcombe Grammar School—a tenm we haven't
played before.™

“Indeed !

“We've accepted, air.”’

“Very good 1"

“Rylcombe Grammar School is as far off as St. Jim’s,
sir, which is the {arthest away match wo ever play.”

ii ﬂitﬂ W‘u
“And we wondered, sir, if you would allow us—

aheir——""

““That's it,”" said Nugent. “If you would allow us,

sir—"

:: %xa-ctly 1 aaiid Bob Cheriy,
ry up, you chaps '
" ook hese———” %

“ Let Wharten get on with the washing.”

“If you would allow us leave to go early, =ir,” said
Harry diffidently. “It's a long journey, and we should
like to get thers W&jﬂr & good match, sir. There will
be plenty of time™w get honmie diter, of course, as we shall
chuck play—I mecan draw stwinps—at dusk. The earlicr
wo begin-—->"

“The better, sir,”

# Just =0.”’

* And so, sir i

Dr. Locke smiled his penial after-lunch smile.

“ What time do you wish to leave Greviriars, Wharicn 7¢

“ Wall, sir,’” said Harry eagerly, " I—1 don’t want to ask
a whole day, sir, but if we could leave after the morning
recess ab eleven, say——"'

LIBRARY.

ONE
HALFPENNY,



¥ That would be jolly, eir!"

“The jollyfulness would be ebsolutely terrific, honoured
Doctor Sahib.” o ]

The Ilead pursed his lips a little. i i

“I will leave it to your Form-master to decide,” he said.
"For my own Fa:r!:, I have no objection. What do you
sey, Mr. Quelch "’

Mr. Quelch looked thoughtful.

“It 1z really a questton which boys are going,” he

romarked. * Are you all here, Wharton—all who wizh to
go, I mean?®"

“¥es, sir, excopt FBussell; we're taking him as =
resérve,’”

¥ Very well, if Dr. Locke gives his permission I give
mine,"” soid the Remove-mastar.

“Oh, thank vou, sir!"

“Then mine is given,” snid the Head. “I hope you will
have a good match, Wharton, and I am sure vou will keep
up the credit of Greyiriars™

0Oh, yes, sir!™ said Wharton.
gir. Thank you so0 much!"

 Not at all™

And the juniora left the study in high ples.

““Amn't ther just & pair of good spocks?" said Bab
Cherry.  “As for the FHead, he's worth his weight in
toffee I'

“ Yas, rather!™

“It's ripping ! said Harrr. “We ghall get the cleven-
thirty train now, and get to Rylcombe early in the after-
noon. I'll buzz off on my bike now and wire to Gordon

fRely on us for that,

Gay."
‘?Gﬂ{}d per

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Go and eat coke, Bunter !

“I hear you'se got some dodge of ﬁffing off sarly fo-
merrow,” the fat junior remarked. “ I'm coming with
Fﬂ'“""“"'-,.

““ We've got oarly leave,” said Harry.

* You've asked for it for me too, I supoose?

“Of course not !

“Well, of all the mean rotters!"

** Oh, cheese it ["” ) .

Wharton walked away to get out his bicycle, and Billy
Bunter blinked at the other juniors. He was in & state of
simmering indignation.

Gt § BaY, Fou fellows, are you serious?'" he exclaimed.
“Haven't you asked for leave for me too?" )
“0Of course not, you fat duffer?! ¥ou're not coming.”

“I jolly well am ™ _

*“QOh, rats!" said Nugent, walking away.

L here, I shall jolly well go to the Head and ask
for loave myself "' exclaimed Billy Bunter wrathfully.

“Ha, ha! Do!"” )

“You rottars! Thia iz just rotten jealousy on your part.
I'm disgusted.”

“Ha, ha, hat* ;e

The juniors walked away, and Bunter, after an indig-
nant giuraa after them, rolled eway towards the Head's
ﬁt}lﬂy. He tapped at the door, and the Head's voice bade

im enter.

“ Well, Bunter?'

%1 eay, sir, I want to go fo Brleombe with the cricket
team to-morrow,” said Bunter. *1 suppose I have leave
to go with the rest, sir?™

“1 don't see why you should suppose anything of the
sort,’” said Dr. Locke, a little tartly. **You are not play-
ing, I presumo?"

“No, sir. There's a lot of personal jealousy in the
committee, and—""

“ Nensense, Bunter! Are you a regerve?"

“ No, sir. Owing to my solendid form, both as batsman

and bowler, the fellows want to keep me in the shade—'

“ Ton't ba absurd, Bunter!™

“Oh, really, sir—"'

“ VYou are simply going a3 a spectator ¥ said the Head.
“In that case, you are certainly not entitled to early
leave. You can go just as well after school.”

“ Yeos, sir, but—" .

“That is unless Mr. Quelch cares to give you leave, a=
a reward for diligence or great prowess with your lessons. ™

Me. Quelch smiled grimly.

“ Not at all, sir,”” he snid. * Bunter is the laziest boy in
the Lower Fourth, and the moat backward with his leszons."

“ Oh, sir——""

“ You certainly cannot have early leave, Bunter.'

“* But, sir—""

“ That will do, Bunter—"

“ Yes, sir, but—"

“leave the room at once, Bunter!™ rapved out the
Head.
Bunter jumped.
“ Ye.p-pg, sir,”
And he left!
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THE SIXTH CHAPTLR.

Lelt Behind!

8 much time as the Remove cricketers could put in
at practice that day fthey did put in, and Harry
Wharton was pretty well satisfied with the team ha
was to take to Ryleombe Grammar School to meef

Gordon Gay's eleven.

The next morning the Remove eleven were in hign
gpirits. Hezeldene waas the only one who seemed a little
preoccupicd. Harry Wharton clapped him on the shoulder
ns they were going to the Remove class-room afrer break-
fast, and Hazeldene looked at him with & start.

“.En}'thinq wrong, Iazet " Wharton ashed.

“Dh, no! spid %amlden&, colouring o little.

“You're looking rathier down in the mouth,” said ITarry
anxiously. “If you don't feel fit, soy¥ so, you know; don’t
leave it till we goet to Rylcombe.”

Hazeldene laughed. )

“T shouldn't, Wharton. ¥'m faeling first-voic.
be hesitated—"* I think I'd better have it out.”

“* What " . .

@ Tt'e it's ahout what Bulstrode’s Leen suring,” eaid
Hazeldene, going crimson. “I—I know there's nothing in
it. You wouldn’t put mo in the team to please Marjorie

harion’s brow darkened. L

“I'd do a great many things {o pleuse Marjorie, as you
know,” he said, ““bat I wouldn’t put & chap in a crickel
team unless I thought he ought Lo go in; snd you ought
to know that, IIuieF.“

“Yes, I—I know it. Tt's all right, only what Bulstrode
said made me feel rather rotten,” said Hezeldene. * You
don't mind my speaking about it?#"

“Oh, no; it's all right ! said Harry, rather shortly,

Hazeldene looked very uncomifortable ns they went inio
the Form-room. But Wharton’s assurance had relieved his
mind.

It is snfe to say that the Remove cricketers thought more
of cricket that morning then of their lessons. But they
were careful not to be careless, as Micky Desmond put 1i;
they did not wish to risk anything to prevent their getting
off at sleven o'clock. _

Whan the Lower Fourth were roleased for the mornming
recess the cricketers went up to get their cricket-bags, to
walk down to the station. They were done for the day,
the rest of the Form having to return to the class-room,
but no one grudged them a relaxation which was fo be
spent in a long ratlway journey—excepting Billy Bunter.

The fat Junior came into No. 1 Study as Wharton was
pa{:kinﬁ his bag. < .

“1 beligve I mentionad I'm coming with
remarked,

“71 believe you did,” aszzented Wharton,

“ Well, I'm coming.™

“ All right.” \ .

“T'va beon disappointed about that postalovder, afiet
sll; it hasn't come.”

“Go hon !

“Will you lend me my fare?’

€§ Nﬂr”

“ Oh, really, Wharton—""

“ Don't bother.™

“You see, 'm coming—"" -

“Have you got leave from the Tlead, ass!” asked
Wharton, beginning to relent, as he generally did whan
Bunter bothered him long encugh. . ]

“Wall, no, but—I can get it. I'll ask hin again.'

“QOh, get out!” L ]

Wharten put the fat junior out of the study by his
shoulders, and the chums packed their bags in peace, Billy
Buntar joined them, however, as they went downstaira,
He followed the party to the gate. _

“ ' coming, you koow,” he snid. I think it's disgus
ingly mean of you to refuse to lend mwe iy Farg, Wharton,
You can have it back out of my postal-order on Thursday,”

“0Oh dear!” said Wharton.  * Why weren't pon born
dumb—or sensible, Billy? Look here. if vou can get leave
to come, I'll take you; and now shut up ™ b

“I'll huze off to the Iead at once.  Wat for me.

“ Rats 1" .

“Rut I sha'n't be able to overtale you, al —="

“ Rubbish! IRun!"™

ANSWERS

A Splendld Tale of Harry Whrion & Ce.
P By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Ob, I iy, wait for me! [—"

" Bosh ™

The Romove crickoters tramped off down the lane. Bunter
grunted, and rolled away in search of the Flead. He caught
«ight of him ig the hall,"and hurried up to speak to him.

Dr. Locke looked down at the fat junior.

;i If you pleass, sir,” said Bunter, bi!iﬂking up at the Head,

Whartgn very mu-::fn wants me to go to Rylecombe with him,
and—-

" Did he say so®"

" In a way—yes, sir, certainly !

* e should come and aslc me, Bunter®

" He's gone, sir, but I—"

Monsense! You cannot go, so say no more on the
subject 1

* But, sir—"

“You may go, Buuier!™

“XYes, sirl"

And Bunicr rolled off.

The Head’z last words simply meant. thut Bunater was to
leave hin, as Billy knew perfectly well. But Bunter chose
to misuuderstand, He would have the Head's own words
o quote agawnst him afterwards, and could take reluge in
his reputation for stupidiiy.

He put on his cap, and scuttled down to the gates.

The cricketers were already out of sight.

Bunter tramped into the lane. The rost of the Remova
returned to the claseroom at the usual time for the
:p;suupi_mu of morning lessons, and Mr. Quelch glanced over
IS,

He noted the ghsonea of Bunter at once.

* Where is ﬂu:'tf-."r ¥ he asked, ones

“1I think he went after Wharton, sir,”

" Indeed 1"

Bunter did not return, and the Remove-mastor mentally
promised him an interview when he should condescend to
ehow up at Grevfriars again.

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter was paniin

1t was & hot day at the beginning of Mar, and the long.
white road was very dusty. Billy Bunter was not in a
coaredition for mach physical exertion: he never was.

'|I']ee gasped and panted as he rolled on towards Friar-
AR LR

_ Harry Wharion & Co. were long out of sight, and the fat
fanior began to feel very doubtful of overtaking them
mefore the frain started.

He panted and mrz}pired Qi

He came in sigli of the villuge, and thought he caught o
glimpee of moving figures dwnppanrinq into the statian.
J-inlrfe hurried on. as fast as his fat, little legs eould carry

He reached the sration, and there was & shrick of a
1-.'h111{1n from the direction of the platfarm.

“"Urry up, sir!"” shouted the porter.

“ All right "' gaspad Bunter,

He tore upon the platform.

Tha train was moving.

The fat junior raced down the platform, and rushed for
the train. A carriage window was crammed with faces, and
Jt'h“' Greyfriars juniors grinned at him from the moving
rajm.

He was too lafe!

* Btand baek there!” shouted a volce.

But there was no danger of Bunter trving to board the
train while it was in motion. Bunter had not that kind of
recklessness in his composition.

He stood in dismay on the platform, the perspiration
rtreaming down his face and his cheeks growing redder and
quldfrd till they outvied the beetroot.  He blinked and

“ Good-bye, Bluebell I zang eut Belb Cherry.

““Ha, ha, ha 1"

* zood-bye, Bunter "

“h, I say. rou fellowg-——'"

“"Tata!™

T ‘T-E].E E”

il A.di&u [u

And the train whisked away out of the sfation, and the
Grayiriara cricketers disappeared from Billy Bunter’s view.

"Eqaaﬁs!" mutterad Bunter breathlessly. * Rotters!"

Which was rather unjustly, for if ITarry Wharton & Co.
had waited for himn the train certainly wounld not, and the
ericketers would have sacrificed the advantago of early leave
%3' losing that train—a thing they were not likely to do on

unter’a account.

* Next train quarier to one, sir,” said the porter. passing.

Billy Bunter granted.

It did not matter much to him what time ihe next frain
wag, a8 he ne nmoney to pay his fare,

He sat on the scat on the platform, his ruddy face stream-
ing, and gaeped for breath. When he moved, 11 was in the
diregtion of gn automatic machine. He had been left behind,
Lut there was still comfort in chocolates

Tre Maioner Lenany.—No. 118,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Surprise.

Ty -'E?LA.:QD I"
" Hailo, hallo, bhallo!™ exclaimed Bob Cherry,
looking up from the * Fluck " he was reading in n
i corner of the carriage. “This 15 the giddy
junetion! We change here for the local line to Rylcombe,™

MNugent rose with a yawn.

“Jolly glad to change, too!l It's a long journey !

“The iﬂng]fuinfss is terrific!"

*“It's nearly over now ! )

Harry Wharton opened the carriage door and stepped out,
end from iwo adjoining carringes the Greyfriars jumicrs
poured with their cricket bags. The juniors had been to
the ctation before, to visit Bt. Jim's, and eo they know their
way about.

They started off for the Lridge to ¢rose the line to the
platforin for Ryleombe. As they came upon thet platform,
Bob Cherry uttered & sudden exclamaiion.

*“ Halle, hallo, hallo I

“YWhat's the matter, Beb®™

“"Look there!”

Bob Cherry jerked hia thumb towards 3 youth who was
stapding in frent of an avtomatic machine. He wns not
extracting lofiec or chocolate from the machine, but adjust-

. ingr his neclirie before the small glass there,

- The youth was wel
BUYE,

1Te belonged to 5t Jim's, where he was the ornament of
[I..'lijﬂ.:’u Fourth Form, and his pame was Arihur Augusius

TArcy.

D'Arey was the swell of the Fourth at 8t. Jim's, and on
e occasion he waes dressed with his usual elegance.

Hﬂli]iﬂﬁ cculd have excceded the shininess of his topper
ov the gloss on his boots, unless it was the set of his
necktie or the elegant cut of his Efons.

“IVArey ' exclaimed Harry Wharton,

The swell of 5t. Jim's locked round a: he heard his name
uttered.

“PBai Jove! Bo yvou've awwived, deah boys 7

He took his silk hat off with s graceful bow.

Not to be outdone in politeness, the CGreyfriars juniors
Hi{;-ed their caps and straw hats solemnly, and bowed in
FETUrn.

IFArcy earcially l‘f})lacﬂd his topper, and in doing o dis-
lodged his eyeglass from his right eye. He replaced the
;-yg%nsﬁ with equal care, and then spoke again.

“Jollay glad {0 ees you, deah boys !

“Hame hese ! sgad Harry Wharton.
Lxvlcombe ian't in yet, I see”

“No; it's two or thwee manutes yei,'” said D'Areyv. "I
have been to Wavland fo see about a new toppeh, and as I
inew you were comin’, I thought I'd wait here and see vou,
<eah boys, and wide to Wylecombe with you.™

" Good I

"1 have to welurn to Wayland again about the toppeh,
explained IV Aeev.  *There is a slight misfit—aethin® much,
but » chap has to bo watheh particulah in these mattahs,
An ill-fittin’ toppah is 8 howwah. Don't you think so "

“0Oh, yee, aw{u! ks

“ You see, it looks wotten, and it might make the head
ache, too." explained D'Arey. *“ Now, I always insist on
havin' the f.hinﬁ oxact.”

“"(Food ides I zaid Wharton gravely,

“"They are goin' to stwetch it a git and I'm weturnin'
latah,” s=nid Arthur Aupustus. *If I had gome of the
fellows with me, 1'd have stayed in Wayland, but as it i2, I
don’t want to hang asbout fog two or thwee hours alone.
Tony Mewwy aud the west welused to come ovah with me.
Blake said the ewicket pwaetice before the match this aftah-
ool was more imporiant than my toppah. I wegard that
as wot I

“ 1 should say zo0l”

“ T cuttin' the mateh myself,” said IVArer. 1 zaid T
mightn’t be able 1o get back, and Tom Meowwy :aid 1
shouldn't be miceed, 2o 1’ all wight, e thinks Weilly, of
fhe {ﬂurfl]} ean take my place. Qf conrza he can't !

in -1{},‘-‘1‘

“ But it isp't & vewy important match this aftulinoon, so
I thought it would be all wight to let them play Weilly,
veou eee, i eese they :should be tempted to leave me outb
of 2 wenlly iuporrant wmatch, y ean win this aftahnoon
without me, bui, of course, in o hard match I should have
to be therel”

1 suppose s0,"" prinned Harry Wharton.
“Bai Jove! Here comes the twain!
funched #'* )

= Oh, ves; we had a big lunch in the train "’

“ GGood ! i

The train stopped in the station, and the Greyfriars
juniors clambered in with their baggage. Wharton was gim;i

known by sight to the Greyfriars

“The train for

Haove vou fellows
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Billy Buater had & horrid iae!ing_{i;i;é_w;md be asked to show his_ﬁ;:-ﬁet. and he ﬁhr&nk back In .II

—

enough to meet D'Arcy there, not only fur the sale of his
company, but for the purpose of learning something about
the team they were gm.uita play. As a near eeighbour of
tha Grammar School, I’ Arcy ahould know swnmething abowd
Uordon Gay & Co. :

Ag it bappened, Arthur Aurustus brought up the subject
of the Grammar 3chool himself,

“Gordon Gay mentioned to me about your wiah,” he
remarked. * That's how I knew you wera comin’ ao carly,
you know. You know Gay?"

“ Mover met him."

“Bni Jove, no: of course, not ! He's walhal & new kid
at the Grammah School, you know. He i3 a waiieh cheakay

Toe Mao¥er Linrary.—No. 118,
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boundal, and we have had to put him in hie place a lot of
times.

Wharton lanzhed.

“1s thet so%" i .

“YWaas, wathab! TYou see, the Wylcombe Gwammai
dchoel have a wathah cuwions ideah that they can stanl
up against St Jim's, We're peaceable chaps, as a wule,
but. of course, we can't allow any woi like that.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Bo we give them a feahful lickin' evewy now and then!
Now cwickot's commenced, though, we haven't had so much
waggin’, us we're wathah busay with the cwicket, As a
mattah of fact. Gay 13 a decent chap, vou Lkuoow; they'ce

Wherton & Co.
ARDS
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al decent chaps, if they would only wealise that 8t. Jim's
i pock of the walk, you know '
** What sort of cricket do they

# I se0,” assented Wharton.
play ¥

*“(h, wippin’! We can beat them, of course; but any
other team would find it wathah hard.”

*“*Ha, ha, ha ! roared Bob Cherry.

L¥Arey turned his 0.5‘:5‘1&33 upion the hilaricus Bob,

't What's the joke, deah boy " he inquired.

Bob turned red.

The zoar had heen irresistible, but he realised that it was
not polite, and ha was now under the painful necessity of
aexplaining it away.

Y Y ou—vou gee—-—="" he stammered.

£ "i"iaa -j.‘!:

“It's so—s0 odd that they should think ithey could stand
up against & chap like you I™ said Baob blandly.

¥ Arey nodded.

“Yaas, I suppose it is wathah comic; it’s their conceit, you
koow. Othahwise, thoy're awfly all wight. Thers are thweo
new chaps iz the scheol, all fwom Austwalia—that's a place
s long way off somewhah—"

“Yes, 1 think I've heard of Australia,” =aid Wharton
gravely. **I—I think T've zeen it on a map.”

“*¥Yaas, of course. Well, these thwee chaps are awi'ly
vheekay, but they're good cwicketers. Gordom Gay iz one,
and Jack and Harry Wootton are the othah two.”

“They've in the Grammar Schoel team ™

“"¥aas, wathah. Gordon Gay is skippah. Then Frani
Monk and Lane gnd Carboy are thwee chaps yon will have
to ook out for. Carpenter and ("Donnel and Preston are
good, 1 don't know the othahs.”

“(Good, It will be & good mateh.” :

* ¥Yaas, and if you get licked, vou will have the conzolation
of knowin' that we are wathah hard pwessed to lick the
boundahs."

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

* Bhut vp, Bob." o . .

“ All right. I was thinking how comie it was that—""

“Well, you can do wour thinking without going off like
sn alarm clock,' said Nugent mvnm_lﬁ. “ Dry up!”

““The dry-upfulness should be terrific.”

“ Anything more about Gordon Gay?’ asked Tom Brown,
who a3 5 New Zealander was specially interested in the lad
from the land of the Southern Cross.

“Yaaz, wathah! He's a jolly good actor—as good as I';:‘E'l:"l‘.‘
of ours—and I believe his Em‘nmah iz an actor or somethin’,
I{e can make up as anybody, and take anybody in, you
knaw. He's awfully clevah in that hine, and so are the
Woottons. They have a dwamatic company in the Fourth
Form at the Gwammah School, and they give plays and
thingsz, almost as well as we do at St. Jun's"

" Hﬂh hﬂ-. ha t'*

“ Cheesa it, Bob.”’ :

“T am not surpwised at Chewwy wegerdin’® it as comie.
It is weally wathoh funnay that the Gwammah chaps shonld
lave such 2 good opinion of themselves, you know. They
think the shows they give are better than ows. Ida, hat”

** Ha, ha, ha!"

* Bal Jova! llers’s Wylcombe.™

The train slowed down into Ryleomba Station.

The Greyfriavs juniors poured ouwt upon the platform with
Arthwr Auvpustus. From the dirvection of the station exit, a
vouth in a silk-hat and an eveglass advanced to meet them.

* Bai Jove! you fellows, I'm awi'ly glad to see you.”

Harry Wharton & Co. simply jumped.

Far the new-comer, in look, in dvess, and in voice, was the
exact counterpart of the elegont vouth who had travelled
with them in the train from Wayland.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Two of Them.,

ABRY WHARTOXN stared at the new DFArer, and then
tirned his head and stared at the other.

The Greyfriar: juniors gasped,

The two vouths were exzact counterparta of each
sther; and wlich was the real Avthur Augustus it wounld have
puzzled his own mother to tell

I¥Arcy 1. stared blankly at the new-comer, and adjusted his
monocle carvefully, and stared st him again. He seemed at
a losa for waords,

I¥Avey 11 adjusted hiz eveglass with equal care, and took
a =low and scornful survey of D'Avey L., beginning with his
beots, and finishing with i;ig hat.

“*Bai Jove !

“*Bai Jove!”

“This s wathal extwaordinawy

“"This s most extwaordinawy ™

“ Gweat Scott!™

“Gweat Seott !

Tur Maosxgr LisrArz.—No. 118,
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They stared at ona another.
Harry Wharton found his voics at Jast. The other juniors

could only stand and stare blankly, They were too astounded
for words.

“Who on earth are vou?’ demanded Harry, turning to
the late comer.

L Arcy II. turned his eyeglass upon Wharton. .

“ D' Aroy.of the Fourth at 8t. Jim's, of course,”” he replied.
“"Don't you kndw mei"

“ But—but—""

“ You've met me when you've played 8t Jim's at cwicked,
and at footah tdo.”

te ‘f:ﬂ& h‘ll.t‘—'——'”

“And &t & garden-partay at ClLff House, you wemembah."

“¥Yes,”" said Harry dazedly, *I remember.’

“ Awf'ly !g]ad to see you again, deah boys.”

“1t's a feahiul whoppah 1™ shricked D'Arey L
IV Arey of 5t Jim's”

“ Weally, deah boy—"" said the other.

*Yaas, wathah,”

“Wathah not! You're an impostah.”

“¥ou uttah ass—-="'

“* A wascally impostah,”

“1 wegard you as a beast. You have had the feahful
choek to dwess like me, and I wegard it as a piece of
astoyndin’ nerve.’

“* Weally, deah boy——"

“T1 shall have no wesource but to give
thwashin', unless you immediately confess
take yourself off."*

. "I wegard the suggestion as impertinent, you feahful
impostah,”

** Bai Jove!”?

* Yaas, wathah,"” zaid D'Avey 11, giving D’Arey 1. & most
severes look through hiz monocle, *‘Gentlemen of Gwey-
fwinhs, this person is & wascally impostah."”

* Bat Jove 1"

I twust youghave not had your pockets picked."

“Gweat Scott!”

“ He is some disweputable wottah who has dwessed himself
like this to take vou in,' said IVArey IL

“ Bai Jovel”

“ Pway have nothin® more to do with him," smd D' Arey 11,
with o scornful glance at the swell of 8t Jim's. “I have
come to meet you on hehalf of Gordon Gay & Co., deah
boys. I have a bwake waifin® outside to cawwy you to the
Gwammah School.””

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged glances.

This looked gennine enough.

One of the I’Arcys was evidently an impostor, but which
one the Greyifriars juniors could not for the life of them tell

Put the one who had & brake ready to take them to the
1l‘;‘r}1rm||1:n:m:- School was far more likely to be the real Bimon

ure.

“ Blessed if T know what to make of it,” said Wharton, at
lagt, “*I zuppose one of you iz got up like this for a lark.™

“ Yans, wathah, that's it!"" assented D"Arvey 1I. * Where
did you meet that chap?”

“ Ba1 Jovel”

H AL Waryland +'.lut':¢i:il:m,j” said Havry.

Al waas! I shouldn't wondzh if he 15 Gordon Gay or
one of theose Gwammah boundahs, got up liks thus for a lark.
You knaw, they're alwavs playin' twicks of that sert.”

“T've got it 1" shrieked D*Arcy I, *“That chap is Gordon

u —_—

* Weally, you wascal—-

““ He is tekin' vou 1m

(1] "'":"a t:s !.”.

“ Bai Jove, I shall thwash him. I—" )

“ Here, keep off I exclaimed Bob Cherry, pushing back the
excited IVArcy 1. as he was about to rush upen D'Arey IL
U No rows, you know,”’

“ Weleass me."

“ Don’t be an ass’"

“1 wefuze to be called an ass, T—"

“ Here, lei’s get off 1" exclaimed Harry Wharton.
don’t want to be late for the match, If LEI
side we'll take 1t

* ¥es, rather.” .

**The takefulness is teyrific,”

“{Coma on, then'

“T assuah vou, deah boys, that waseal is & foabwicatah—"

" That chap s a feghful impostah—"

* You wascal!"

“*You wottah "

“Wats I"

““Moah wats !

And with n glare of mintual defiance, the two IDFVAreys

“T'm

on a feahful
e twuth, ond

¥
b ]

iE WE
era’s & brake out-

a r
PHurr:.r Wharton & Co. followed D'Arey IL. to the road
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#:taide the station, where suve enough there was & brake with
k:rea horses w,il:m?, )

D’Arcy I. was left on the pletform, agemingly in & darzed
skate,

*“ Haah von are, desh boys!"™ exclaimed D"Arey IL

“ Good.” : i

“I suppose you're the genuine articla?’ exclaimed Nugent.
* But that other chap was got up wonderfolly well™

*“ Yasa, T wathah think he must be Gordon Gay, you know,”
gard IArcy II. “ A most mischievous young wascal, that
fellow (ray. Pway get in”

The Creyiriars cricketers tumbled into the brake,

The driver set the horses in motion, and thayv volled away
down the leafy lanes towards the Grammar School.

Ln route they passed a proup of 5t Jim's fellows strolling
towards the village. The elegant youth in the brake wiored
liiz hand to them.

““Hallo, Eangawoo ! he called out,

MNoble of the Shell at 8t. Jim's waved hiz hand.

“Cog-av " he ealled back chesrily,

“Ia the silk-topper all vight, Gussv? sang out Glynn, of
the BL Jim's EEJ&'E

1 EII "jl"'i

* 1z the topper all vight? Or doesn™t it fe?

“{l?ﬁga::' your wemarl as impertinent, deah bLov.”

T+ v, i

But the brake volled on, leaving Glyo staring,

Wharton looked curiously at the elegant junior.

Ho rememberad that D’Arey I., in the train, had told him
ahout that silk-topper, and Glyn's words would jmply thut
the D'Arcy of the train was the genuine article.

But Harry gave e:if) trying to puzzle it out.

. When they arrived at the Grammar School. at all events,
1f would probably be made ¢lear, as Gordon Gay, of course,
would know,

Tha great red-brick building, which offered soch & contrast
1o t!mi gray old walls and ivied towers of St. Jim's, was now
in sight.

The brake rollad up to the big gates.

There was & crowd of Grammaerisns outside the gates,
wwidently waiting for the brake to arrive.

A cheer and & roar of laughter greeted it,

Two handsome and sturdy juniors, very like one another,
came up as the vehicle slackened down. One of them hailed
tho Greyfriars juniors,

“Jollvy glad to see vou chaps,” he said. “ Lot mo intro-
duce myseli—Jock Wootton, of the Fuourth, This is my

minor, Harry. What's that chap deing in the brake?”
I'“ Et:s 1*Arey, of Bt. Jin's,” said Wharton, * You know
FHE L]

“Ha, ha, ha!" :

““ tle's brought us here in the brake—""

“ ¥z, ha, ha!"

“Yyhat's the giddy joke!"” demandad Bob Cherry.

The Grammarians shrisked.

“Ha, ha, ha! Ho, ho, ho!”

“Tixcuss us!” gasped Jack Woolton,
Lock at the chap mow.”

The Greyfriarz juniors looked round at the elegant voutl.

He had taken off tha silk hat and the monocle, and rubbed
a uamp handkerchief cver hia face.

Tha change it wronght was surprising,

[t waz no longer D'Arcy of Bt. Jim's who looked at the
astonnding juniora. The isguise was more in the manage-
ment of the features than in the makeup, The make-up
wai gone now, and the features relaved.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the olegant juniore.
o, ho, ho!™

“Who are you?" gasped Wharton.

“Gordon Gar.”

“Can't help it

# Fxeuse me.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
0On the Cricket Field.

ORLDON CGAY grinoed st the astonished Grevfriars
fellows,

The brale rolled on into the Grammar School guad,

followed by the crowd of laughine and chuckling
{irarpmarians,

“You'll excuse this little jape,” satd Gevdsn Geav, ealm-
tar down at last. *OF conrse. T rever cxpeoted to meet the
real 1Y Arey at the station. I hada't the faintest potion he
voas there. Tt was a shock to me.”

“ You didn't show it."

“VWell, I tried not to,” grinned Gordon Cav. “I had to
taf¥ the jape through, then. YWou zee. we do a lot of acting
aid makimg-up here in the Fourth, We've got a dramatic
company that knocks spots oft the sume thing at & Jim's,"

““Fla, ha, ha!" roaved Boly Cherrv.

‘" 3hut uwp, Bob!"

“And, as a matter of facl, wo've beon planniag a jape
on 8t Jim's, and I'm to be dizeuaizsed as Crusse,” explained
vardon Gay. " As wou fellows hknow Guasy by sight, 1
Lhanght it would be a ripning tesr of ths dizTuise to shove
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it on when I tame to megt you with the brake. T thought
that if it paseed muster with you, it weuld be all right ifor
japing 5t. Jim's."”
Harry Wharton langhed. ;
“Ha, ha! 1 see, now. It was rather rough on the genuine

Ciuasy, thoug - ;

**Ha, ha, ha! That was sn eccident. YWhat the dickens
waarlrm domg there " snid Gordon Gay. * Bubt here wo
are

The brake stopped, and the Gieyfriars fellows elambered

down.

“ Look after the chaps whila I pget these things off,
Wﬂ?ut&un major,” said Gordon Gay. *I'll be dovwn in a
1LY,

’ “:rHig*ht rou atp !

CGordeon (say was not long ie changing. .

In a very fow minutes ie oatue down in spotless white,
with # ¢ricket cap on his head, and the Greyfriars fellows
wero able to see what ihe yvoung Cornstall: was really like.

Handzome and wvery aturdy, with a very pleasant face
was Gordon Gay, and the epicketers from Greyfrinrs liked
hia looks at once.

The Wooltons, too, were very agreeable; and Harry
Wharton soon discovered- that the Three Wallabies, ns the
Australianzs were generally called at Hyleombe School, were
the heads of the Fourth Form there.

Frank Monk, Lane, and Carbor, who had alwass been
the leaders befors CGordon Gay’s time, scemed on the best
of terms with them, Lowever.

They were in the same team, and altl were evidently bent
Em_ pulling together for victory over the visitora from Grey-
riars.

The Greyfriars juniora looked over the ground. It was
a very good one, especiallv for a junior ground, with a very
fine pavilion.

It was a bright afternoon, but not too bright; warm, but
not too warm ; in short, a perfect afterncon for cricket.

And owing to the early leave from Greyiriars, Hacey
Wharton & Co. were on the ground early enough for the
stumps to be pitched in g@n& time,

A single innings match had been agreed upon, for thera
certainly would not have been time lor two innings each,
Engahn?larhe: sida wanted to chance leaving the mmatch un-

nished.

A crowd of fellows were already gathering round the
ropes, and it was clear that the match was to have a good
audience. )

“ Jolly good show heve!™ said Bol Cherry, as he sponged
the dust of the journey from his glowing fece. * Awiully
rough on Bunter to miss the fzed. Ha, ha [¥

H%.er-m him right " said Hezeldene.

““Yes, just so; but I shouldn’t wonder if he comes along
after all,”’ said Bob, with & shelee of the head. **Ile can
bo as obstinate as a muale.”

"“He hasn't any nioney tn pay his fare.” :

“ That wouldn't atop Bunter if he could get info the
train, and he's an artful dodger,’ remarked Nugent. s |
shouldn't be surprieed fo see hium turn up before the mateh
is over.""

“Tf he tries to take the journey without a ticket, he may
finish it in company with & policainan,” said Wharton, with
a frown.

" Well, Bunter's bound fo come info contact with the polisa
goonor or later,"” said Ogilvy, with a grin.

Cordon Gay looked in.

“ Weo're ready when you chaps ara.” . .

“f.i:ﬂll:-hn 1" gaid Iarry Wharton cheerily, We'ra
ready.”” .

And the Greviriarz crickeiers turned out, looking very
handsome and fib in apotiess white flannela.

The crowd round the ground had increased, and Ifarry
Wharton noticed several follows from Bt Jun's among the
Cirammarians looking on. The matches on at St Jim's that
afternoon were not very important ones, and many of the
Saints had had the curicsity te come over to see how the
(irammarians played the team from Greyiriars,

Gordon Gay won the toss, and elected to bat first, and
ITarry Wharton zent his men out to field. :

The bell wasz given to Hurres Jamset Ram Singh for the
first over.

Harry Wharton tapped him on the shoulder as he
delivered the round red ball into lhis dusky hands,

“Mind, we want o wicket every time,'" he said.

IMTurres Bingh grinacd, ] _

“The expectation of my worthy chum i3 terrifin®” he
vemarked, “and I will do my cstecmed best to gratify ik
Iiut to judge by the appedriulness of our honourabla Gram.
inarian opponents, it will not be so casy to bowl them az o
}11;;_“-1 tha honourable 1otiers of the Upper Fourth at Grey-

riara."

“They look 8 smart (0f.” Beb Cherrr remarked. ;

I

A Bplandid Txle of Ha Wharton & Co.
Pl By FRANK RIGEIAHDE-
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“The smartfulness is terrific.”

“That chap Gay louks as if he can play, too,” Nugent
observed. *I wonder how he will shape. Australians are
strong on cricket.™

“ Anud there nre three of them in the team,” said Harry.
“The Threo Wallabiés they call them.”

“*\Well, Inhi{ can get them out if anybody can.”

“The tryfylness will be great, at all evonts.”

" Well, here come Monk and {’ia:,r to open the mnings.'

The ficldsmen went to their places, and Inky carried the
hall to his post. He was to bowl first to Gordon Gav, Frank
E‘i‘.!m;k stantding aside from his wicket with a slight =mile on
E rade,

Motk Lad heard of Hurree Singh’s powers ns a bowler,
but he thought that there was a surprisa waiting for the
uebob in the person of the young Cornstallk,

(iordon Gay took his place at the wicket in his guiet way.

There was nothing lLike swank about Gordon Gay. No
one would have guessed Trome his manner that he was the
linest junior bataman the Grammar School had ever turned
gk,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had a rather peculiar method
ol delivery. He had mastored every variety of bowling.
He would take a little run, and sometimes turn himself into
i caiherine-wheel, and sometimes not.  Bui #ill the ball left
hig hand, it puzzled the keenost judoes Lo know exactly what
kind of ball it was going {0 he.

Many wnd many a hopeful batsman had fallen powerless
before the fast or slow bowling of the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Gordon Gay had heard of lim from the 81, Jim'a follows,
and he was on the alert. His strong hands were on the
;ﬁiHuw handle of the bat, his keen eves watching for tho
2all.

Hurree Singh fook his hittle vun.

Uheer went iz arm, and down went 1he hall.

Straight for the middle stump it looke, Lul it did not
rearh ita targot.

Cliels !

The bat was there, just where it was wanied, and the ball
dropped dead on the erease.

Harvy Wharien caught Beb Cherry®™ eve, and nodded.
The Wallaby hknew how to stop a ball, that was clear.

The ball came back fo Iurree Jamset Ham Singh, and
the noxt cne he sent down was as fast as a bulket.

But it glanced off Gordon Gay’s bar, and Gav z2nd Aank
van—and ran again—and two runs weve up when the ball came
whizzing in from the long-field,

Nurree Singh frowned a Little,

He put all he knew jnto the rest of that over,

Fast balls and slow balls aod medium balls, however,
seoqned all the =amoe (o the lad from the bush,

Inte the last ball Hurree Singh put all his cunning. It
came down with o twist on it that would have hafiled many
a. county batsman,

But Gordon Goy was “ all there.”?

The ball broke in ¥ a most surpeising augle, hoi the
gleaming willow met it end =ent it on its journer,

And the batsmen ran. One, two, three!

And they stood cheerily at attention as the ball eame 1n to
Hazcldene, keeping wicket,

Five runs for the cver!

And as the ficld crossed over, Gordon Gay still had the
howling, and Tom Brown tool the ball and went on to bawl,
withoul much hope of shifting the yvoung Cornstalk from
the wiclket, howoever,

THE TENTH CHAPTLR.
D'Arcy (Goes,
“B;ﬂ Jove, I woezard that chap a=z wathah a good bats.

man M
It was Arthur Aupustus 1YArer, of the Fourth
Form at 3, Jin’s, who mwade that remark, and he
addressed Jack Wootton, whe was standing ovutzide the
pavidion, looking on.

The Geammar batamen were rondy, waiting thefy turn at
ihe wickefs, but wirh Gardon Gayv and Franl Monk batting,
they were likely 1o wail some thne.

Hurree Singh was ihe best bowlee the Greyimars feam
had, and he Tiad not succeeded in woking any Impression
upon Gax's wickef,

Jack Wootton looked wound witly 2 grin,

“Go hon ! he veswrked,

IV Arey nodded.

“Yaas, wathah! I think I should fad it wathah Jifficult
lo got CGorden Gay cof, vou hnow,” e saad,

““Ha, ha, ha !

Arthur Augustuz yput up hiz evegloss and
Woootkton.

“1 fail to seo any cause for laughtor in thet wemark,”
he raid, ;
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“Ha, ha, ha '™
“Weally, Wootton—""
“*Well, I think vou'd find it rather hard to bowl Gordon

Gay,” grinned Jack Weotton, “What do vou think,
Harry 2"

“I think it would be & trifle difficult, even for Guesy,”
gaid Harry Wootton,

**Ha, ha, hai”

“ But how jolly of yeu to come over and watch the match,
Crussv,'” soid Carboy. * VYou've pot a match on at St
Jim's, haven't you?”

“Yaas, but I'm not playin’. I'm givin' some of the
othahs a chance, a= it’s not a vewy important match,” ex-
plaincd D'Arey. " Besides, I've got to see to my new hat
zt Wayland., That’s a most important mattah.”

“1 wsuppose =0."?

“ ¥aas, wathah! But I came along here not only ta
watsh the nminh—'rhmlgih tt's alwarys vewy intewestin' to
watch yvoungstahs playin®, of course-—="?

“To watch whag?™
* Youngstahs !’ zaid D'Arey innocently.

* Looking for a thoek ear?” nsked Lano pleasantly,

* Weally, Lane—=""

* (‘heese 1t, Laney ! :aid Carboy. * Rememhor that
Gussy is a guest, if he doesn’t know how te bebave himsell,”

" Weally, Lfar{m:r'——-—-—-"

*“ Just 50,77 snid Wootton 1. ** Go on, Gussy "' i

“ I was wormarkin® thet T had anothab ]'l'l-i.'.ltl.‘i.':.'!"ln {'Fri'ﬂlﬂ’
ovah heah., There iz a chap who has been disguisin® himself
as me—-:">,

** Ha, ha, ha ! )

e 1}:1 know the wottali caome hore with the Gweyfwialis chaps

** IIa, ha, ha'!"

“ And I have come ovah to give lim a feahful thiwashin',”

*(zo lhon ! )

“ T you hnow the waseal. T slisuld he obliged to youn if you
will point lim ouf, so that T can sdministah & spvere chastise-
weent,” said 1 Avey, in lus mest stately way,

* Oh, Gussy ! Don't be evucl!™

1 have na desiah to be ewuel, deal boy, buat a chap mnust
defend Ios own personal dig. I weward that twick as en
mfwaction of iy dig.”

“ Hornd

- o af vou will point oui the wottah

* There he 151 -

Jack Wootton pointed ovt Gordon Gay, who was just
passing I'rank Monk in the nmiddle of the piteh, scoring his
tentir run.

a Arthur Augustus put up his eveglass, and stared at Gordon
LY.

“ fial Jove! Then it was he

¢ Yoaas, wathal ' =aid Lane, with a dehzhtful npitaiton of
Gus:y'= nohle aceent.

“*Pai Jove! 1 shall be cowwy fo intewwupt the rmwve, as
a sportsinan, but I feel that T azr Bound to give Gordon Gay
o foxldul thwashm' ™

Amed Aty Aveustas was paitiog one lew over the ropes,
to stepr on to the held of plox, when Jack Woatton grasped
II'IEI'" ]'_ni:l: }l{l.ll]['ﬂl }lElIl hﬂ.fl{;

“Hold on ™ he remarked.

“ Pyway welease e, deah bhoy 1"

" You aws!”

“ [ wefuse 1o be called an a«s "

“Well, chmnp, lon———" . .

" ’I’ wegard chump az en equally oppwobwious erpwession

T

¥

“ Joeep ofi the gress!”

“T nm poing (o 1l:wazh Gordon Gay

* Ass! Do vou want to inferrupt the game?"”

A5 8 twue sporisman, J <hall wegwet doin® so, vewy
much, but & fellow i~ hound to considab has die™”

“Hald him, Jack ™

“Pye wob the daTer

“ Weaily, Wootton—"

“ Leave it ull after the mateh,” sursested Tane, with a
prin, as I'Arey sipnerrled 0 the presp of e Ywallabies.
* You ean hek Gondon Gay alterwards, yon know.”'

YBut T cannot stay fou e finish uf:}fhﬂ rsdch,
to o to Warland slont my new =ilk toppah.™

S Bump b ! osaid Jack Woorton

“ 1 wefuse to be Lumped, 1 afiahly weluse.
wiampla iy jacket, and -oil my twousahs™

= Nover mind——"

“You ubtah woitah! Ow! Weleaso me

“lalle ! exclmed Carboy., " Here's a Lolegram ™

A lad in uniforn was making his way fo the ovicket-field
from: the direction of the honse,  ile had taken the telegram
there, and o it was evidently fov one of the fellows on the
eround. :

£ _;]m' th'n:-‘. Tt may be fwon my hatiah, to say the hat s
weady

i

1t

I have

Yo wiil

1S NOW The New Complete Story=-Book.
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. a {E‘Ia. ha! How would your giddy hatter know vou wera
era®'’
“Bai Jova! T novab thouzht of that!™

“ More likely it’s fromm Miss Plivllis," said Lana, * It mav

ba to tell us whether shie and Miss Vera can coma this aftsr.

noon or not."

" Yary likely 1"

“ Muster Gayv!" said the telegrapli-bov,

© Right-ho! said Lane, taking it. ** Gay told w3 to opan
tb if it came.” He sht the envelops. * Don't maks a row
while I'mi reading a tolegram, Gussy !

“ Cectainly not, deal boy !'"

Lano read out ths telegram:

£ Coming by 5315, Wavland —Pavess”

“1lureah ! exclatmed Jack Wootton.

For Miss [Mhylls Monk, the Head's nizse, and Franlcs
cousin, was very popalar at Kyleombe Srhool, a3 wa: her
friend, Miss Vera Stanhope.

Blizs DPhvilia was staying with Vera Stanhops, but whon
that mateh was fixed up with Greviviars, Frank Monk had
done bis best to induce the two girls to come over and ses
ik, E)r:}mj.-al‘ug them that it would be worth watching.

The girls, who were very much interested in the junior
Ericlkie-t at tha Grammar School, had promised to coma i they
coukd.

The telogram told that they could.

Jack Wootion knitted Lis brows thoasliefally

U Piky they couldn't let ws know soonsr,”™ ha psmsacksd,
Just likke tha girls, of course =

“ Weally, Goal boy e

Y Oh, don't kesp on interrupting, D' Aoy ™

* T cannot allow that womark to pass un~hallonzsd,”
Tir Macurer Ticrane.—No, 1143, )
NEXT
WEEK :

snid

“THE BUUNDER OF CREYFRIARS.”

i1 say;guu if;lln.ws. I've come -}ust in time, kaven't 1?7” sald Billy Bunter, nmervously, “1-I say, I'm :
awlully hungry, you krnow."” .

— LEE S rLSLE, L e

the swell of 3k Jim's ivmly. * I appeal to all the gentlomen
pwesent. A dispawagin® wemark, concernin® the gentls sex
15 wotten bad forin—-="" :

“ Look hara o

" And unless vou withdeaw it, Wootton, 1 shall Lave no
alternuative, as a gentleman, but {0 admini-tah a Jeallul
thwashin',"

“ You ass ; .

Arthur Augustus TV Aroy pushed back his cuffs, .

“ Are you weady, Waontton ?" he asked, with icy politeness,

“ ¥ou chump—""

" Thaen I shall stwike yvou

“ Bhoer off " grinnod Harry Wootton. * Don't be an asa
Jack didn’t intend to say anything disperaging, did you,
Jackv?''

“ O courzo not, axz 1"’

“ Vewy woll, I zccopt the explanation,” said D' Arvey grace-
fully. "1 will now cawwy cut my owiginal intention, and
thwash Gordon Gay "

“ Flurrah """ roared the crowd.

Gordon Gay was scoring again.  His individual scors was
at 22 now, and he looked ke going on.

The Grevfriars’ feldsinon wore being given a great deal
of leather-hunting:; bup they took to it very kindly, anl
played up chearfully und well.

But tha fieldsmen ard the bowlers did not seem to be abla
to touch Gordon Guy, Tle was batting away like a Fry aed
a Havvard and a Jessop roiled iato one.

“ Hurvah ! rosrved the Weoottons.

*“ Well hit "

“ Nravo, ay !

“ Yaas, wathah! Tt was wathah pood, and T sm sowws [
shall have to intewwupt Gay by givin' lum & thwashio'”
rotarked Arthur Augustus.

TF

“ Hureal "'

Wharton & Co,

A Splendld Tnle of Harp
ARDS.

By FRANK RIC
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“ By George!” said Lane. * Wio's to meet Misa Phyllia
and Miss Vera at the station? We can’t go, now that the
match has stavted, and we're batting first. We may be
wanted any minute.’”

The Grammarians exchanged & grin, and proncunced one
aeme in & kind of chiorus;

EL ] Dlﬁrny I_ll

" Dai Jove!”

“D'Arcy, of course,” saud Carboy., **D’'Avey iz just the
shap. You know his praseful way with ladies—""

* Weally, Carbo M
" And he's only a looker-on in Vienna, as Shakespeare puts
it; and besides, he’s got to go to Wagland shout a silk Iha.t-,
or & dog, or something "

" A silk hat, deah hoy i'*

“You'll explain to them that the matelh had sterted, and
our side was batting, 30 wa couldn’t posibly get away.”

" Yaas, wathah!"”
AMuch obliped.”

“ Then off you go.
* Not at ali deah boy. It's a pleasure!”
And the swell of 8t Jim's started off,. leaving the Gram-

marian batzmen greinning.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Hat Trick.

ARRY WHARTON was beginning to look serious.

He had expected a pretty tough match with the

Grammarians, after the account he had had of them
from Bk Jim's,

But he had net looked for a batsman of the quality of
Gordon Gay. Lad as he was the younp Cornstalk really
m“_ﬂ&Fd to be [it to take his place in an Australian eleven at

=d's,

His batting seemed to be perfect, and he stood up azainst
the deadly bowling of Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh without
turning a hair. His score was now at 30, to say nothing of
12 which Frank Mouk had put up.

With 42 runs scored for the Grammar School, and not a
Eii“fgl:ket down yet, the outlook was not encouraging for Grey-
riars.

o {iﬂﬂl}' hat!” murmured Bob Cherry, passing Harry as
tna field crossed after an over. * They'll be declaning at ten-
‘une, without a blessed wicket down!™

Harry forced o amile.

“ Hardly as bad as that,” he said.
exhilarating for us, and that's a fact.”

* Inky, you duffer, why don't you take some wickets?”’

The nabob made a pathetic grimace.

“ The wishfulness is great, my worthy chum, but the bowl
fulnesa i3 not safficiently terrifie.”

“ Take the ball for an over, Havry,” said Nugent.

Wharton nodded.

“1 may as well,” he remarked. ** My bowling isn't up to
Inky's, and no better than Linley's, but it’s different—that’s
one thing."

“Yeos, go 16"

“ The gofulness iz tervific."

Wharton went on to bowl.

Gordon Gay faced the bowling in his eacv, but not over-
ronfident way.

Wharton sent down the first ball of the over with plenty
of vim, and Gordon Gay stopped it dead on the crease.

The second ball was stopped dead, too, and the third cut
away over the boundary for 4.

The fourth was a tm:ﬂh'f:r maorsel, but Gordon Gay saved
his wicket, and the ball flew, and the batsmen ran—but what
did that yell mean that was going up—that shout, and that
craning of necka? ;

Mark Linley, at cover-slip, was backing away, with his head
hent backwards, and his clear oves on the sky—or on the
wound spot that was sailing down to him from the sky.

[lis hands were up—ready—hia glance never waverad.

; Hﬂthba.cked away—away—thero was a hiss of deep-drawn
aeath,

Chek !

A soft sound, betwesn a click and a kizss-—and the bali
reposed in the pzlms of the Lancashire lud,

Mark Linley had caught Cordon Gay out!

There was a roar.

“Well caught )’

“ But it doesn't look

Liven the Graramarians, in the moment of their leader's
fall, could admire that splendid cateh.

ordon Gay stopped, and stared.

He had not expected to be caught ouf, ihat {ime zi all

13",*1:5-:-1.3, and the voar from the crowd came as a sarprise io
11111,

* Caught !"”

“ Oh, well caught 1"

“Bravo!” roared Bob Cherry, rushing up to Mavk Linley
and gwing him a slap on the shoulder rthat made him
sfagger. Hip pip "

£g D“. !"

“You giddy catcher |

“You ass!™

“Ha, ha'!

Hurrahk 1™

Hurrah !™

And Harry Wharten'’s faee lighted up.

The terrible balsman was down at last. but with a score
of thirty-four runs to his own neme, Goedon Cay wenl out
with great credif.

Harry Wootton took his place at the wicket

He lived through the over, and added o couple of runy
to the score, and in the next over Hurree Singl tock the
ball again, bowling to Frank Monk.

Monk was caught napping this time; but, really, the
Er_:n‘»'llﬂg was 80 good thal there was pfent}' of excue [or
im.
His middle stump was whipped out of the ground, snd re-
posed with the bails, and Monk carried out his bat lor
twelve tuns, & decent enough scove against bowling like that

of the Greylrviars juniora,
Two down !

The Greyfriars juniors hed made & beginning, at il
events, and they realised that they had gét rid of twe «al
the toughest customers on the Grammarian side.

Gordon Gay and Monk were both warmly greeted by their
comrades whoen they came off. Lane went in o join
Wontton II.

“You've done splendidly, Gay,"” =aid Jack Waolion.
"The Greyfriars lkidas will find 1t hard to gel «p to our
zseore, I rather think.”

“1 hope so0,” said Gordon Gaey cheerfully, lopoing lis
perspiring face. *'Ii's not so bad for a stark, anyway.
thee way, has there been anything from Miss Phyllis 3"

“VYes; o telegrom.”

" They'ra cotning 1"’

* Yes"

“ Bomebody ought to meet them ot the station,” =aid
Ciordon Gay, a liitle anxiously, and Monk nodded.

Jack Wootton chuckled.

“That's all right,” he replied.
them. We've sent t.‘usﬂx.”

# Guasy 1

“Yezs. He came here to give Gay a iearful {hrashing,
and we've sent him to meet the girls at Wayland instead.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Y Hallo! Well hit I'"" roared Jack Waootton,

Lane had sent thoe ball whizzing, and the belvwocn wers
crossing the pitch at top speed.

Onee, twien! And thrice—

“Too late !"” muttered Gordon Gay.

But the warning did not reach the batsmen, wheo were
running for the third time—once foo often, as it proved.

For the ball was coming from the field, from the Lhand of
HMarry Wharton, straight and true as a die, and it erached
npon the wicket a few scconds before Lane’s bet recched
ihe croase.

Crash ! .

Tweo stumpa and the bails were dewn, o that there was
no doubt, as Bob Chervy humorously remarked, wheilior 1he
kataman wts out or nof.

“ How's that?” roared Greyfriers,

And the wmpive grinned.

“0mt !

And out it was. ;

Lane gatve a humorously doleful glanee at Lis wreck.d
wicket, and walked off the piteh, and as he went, sarcastic
voicez among the Granmunarians asked him the market price
of duck's eggs: a query which was scarccly just, az ftwo
runs had been taken belore the wicket went down,

“ Never mind, old chap,” sald Gordon Gax, as Lane cone
ant with o very pink face. ¥ Better luek nesd time, Yeou're
next man in, Cachoy !

“Bomebody iz nieeling

FelolololofoloffolofololoolokelelololololoToloda "ok oolofolefoofofolefokofofofofofofofofojoqofoioTolni wfofeds
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| Tom Brown stood dazed, with his bat on the crease, and the umpire chuckled. *You're out!” |
he remarked, i

s TP ——————————— e

[ TR T S Y e 1 i m e

“* Right-ho ! 3

And Cuarboy weni dawn to the wicket,

But the Greyfriars bowlers wers geiiing into form now.
They seemned to have taken the measure of the Grawmarian
batting at last.

Mark Linley had 1he ball, and Linley was out for scalps,
as Bob Cherry joyously remarked when Carboy’s wickes wont
down in o heap at the frst ball of the over.

“Good old Lancashire ™ chivrupod Dob.

And Mark Limley smiled.

Hanks came in to take Carboy's place. ITanks was nol a
stvong batsmen, and was put into the team for Lirs felding,

He had wo chance whatever against Mark Lindey’s
bowling.

The ball came in from he knew not whoere: all he really
kwew was that if never touched bis bat, and that bis bails
were fiving.

“How's 1hat:” shricked Greylriara.

U Out 1Y

“¥ah! What price duck’s egpst howled the Cram-
marians, as poor Janks earried out his nnused bat.,

And Fanks's complexion understudied the bectrogt

“ Moxt man i, Carpenter ' said Gordon Gay.

Carpenter nodded, and buttoned his glove, with hix Lat
aader his arn, with rather o swanking air as he wenti to
the wickel. Carpenter moeant to show both Creviviavs god
the Gravunar School what batting really was like.

Unfortunately, e bad no chance of making the intended
u'Ez':apla}' just fhen, for the firet ball from Marl Linley
wlipped hix middle stomp ap avd left hum straaded.

Then Greavfeisrs yolled !

Tar Magxrr Linrany.—-No, 118,

*“Hurrah IV

“ Hip, pip !

“"he hat trick ! Hurrah "

“Faod old Lancashire ™

“ Bravo !"

Mark Linley had performed the hat trick, and the
Ciramuar School were six wickefs down, Things were look-
ing up for Greyfriars at last.

ut the Grammariang smiled again as Jack Weoollon went
in te join his brother. When the two Wallabies were to-
gother, the innings was likely to have a long life. Both the
Cornstalks knew Low to keep their end up. ]

And the Grammarians believed that another aurprize wes
in store for Greyfriars, and that in the twe Wooltons Harry
;ﬂ'h;;rlﬂn & Co. wonld run up cpainst something excecdingly
1l

——ma

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Finds Friends.

" AYLANDY? : o
“ M-niemiy hat! Tlis is the blessad stanon ™
It was Lilly Bunter who made that reinark, as

ha blinked out of the carriage window into the
stalion, and blinked necvously along the platform.

The dusty state of Ihlly Bunter's clothes showed that he
had made part, at least, of the journey, under the seat in
e carriagoe.

We are soerry to relate if, but Billy Bunfer was travelline
wilhout & ticket ; amd, as was only just in the circumstances,
he travelled in an incessant stale of fear and trembling,
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Every time & guard or & porter glanced into the carriage,
Bunter hed had & horrid feeling that he was to be asked fo
show his tickef, and each time ha prepared mentally an
explanation, how he had lost it, how had not had time ta
toke one, how he had had his pocket picked—whichever yarn
seemed to him most advisnble at the momaent.

It must ba related that Billy Bunter had no great ragard
for the truth: but, as & matter of fact, the fat junior was
really too stupid to see exactly where froth ended and falze-
hood begaen.

But he had not been asked to show his ticket, and he hLad
avoided one or two dangerous encounters by hiding under
the scat.  He bad travelled on that journey before, and
[aew the points at which tickets ware most likely to be ex-
amined, and he had passed those points under the seat.

IHe had had great luck. Bob Cherry always rhaintapined
that there was such s thing as “fool's luck,” and that
Bunter had a full shere of it.

Buntar had had to change trains, and ha had done so un-
detected ; sud now he had arrived ot Wayland Junction,
where he wes to change into the local traim for Ryleombe,

He would be expected to. show his ticket there, before he
was allowed to erass the line on the bridge for the other
platiorm, for Bylecombe.

The fat junior blinked out of the corginge, and alighted.
He knew that tho Byleombe train wounld not be in just
vob, and he stood on the platform, debating s chances.

If he crpszed the line, insread of the bhri&ge._ ne ook
eseape the unplessant guestions of the licket collector; and
that he decided to do.

[t waz a dungerous feat for a shoert-sighted porson, a3 ex-
presses aometimes came whizzing through the station, and
Bunter could not see the signals,

Fut he was not dextined {o erosz the lire, for a3 he slid one
leg down towards the railway track, a porter roarad to him
from up the platform :

 Reep back there '

Funter serambled back upon the platform,

I'” Croee ovar by the bridge ! said the porter, glavinge of
lim.

“0h, nll right 1 said Bunler.

He could hardly confide te the porter that Lo ha:l 6o
ticket. He driflled away towneds the end of the plativem,
where the bridge was-—and also tha ticket collestor.

Billy Bunter was in a most unpleasant frame of mind,

He was hangry, and he had 2o money; he had no ticker,
and he had to paszsz the ticket collector somehow,

He walked vp to the bridze with all the coolness he could
muster, aad walked past the collecior, hoping to escape un-
detected ; but a grasp on his shoulder awung him bacel.

“Ticket, pleaze!” said the collector.

' E-IEI gre

“Ticket, please!”

“ What

¢ Ticket " ronred the collecior.

Bunter fummbled in his pockots for the ticke! e knew was
not there. First in one pocket, and then in another, the
tickat collector watehing him all the while with a frown of
grim disbelief,

“Dear me," said Bunter, at last,
loat it.""

“ Ticket, ploase!"

“I've lost it."

“Then you can pay the fare'
“Whore are you from?”

“Trigtdule—I mean—"

Yoz, you mean Friardale,” anid the mas, with a LEii.
“Pay the fare!”

“I—I've lost my tickel—"

“Then pay the fare!™

¥1've lost my money, too,” said Bunter, feeling in bis
empty pockets, “*I'm afraid I've had my pockets picked on
the train."

“Likely story ! said the man scaffingly.

“1 hape you do not dewbi my word,” said Billy Bunter,
with a greal deal of dignity.

“Pay the farc!™
JII

BT'm—T'ma afeaid T've

" said the collecter grimly.

ook herp——"

* You're blocking up the wav," said the collactar. ¥ Tiiesa
Iadiea wish to pass Get back on the plarform,’

“But [ want fo cross the bridee.”’

Y Whoan you've puid, yes"

[y 'nul._-l

“Get back and let the others pass." prowled the collector,

“Yaaa, wathah, dear boy !" said a voice Bunter Lnsw.
‘You're weally blockin® up the way, vou know ™

Billy Bunter whirlad reund.

It was Arthur Augnstus DD'Arcy, the swell of 5S¢ Jim's,
Bunter knew him well, of course; and, as a matter of faut,
had once honoured him with a special visit at 5t Jim’s,

T Arey ! exelgimed Bunter, in a fone of great ralisf.
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He bardly noticed D'Arcy’s companions—two very prelly
girls, one on either sida of the swell of St. Jim's. They
wers Phyllis Monk and Vera Stanhope, and they had, as &
matter of fact, travelled part of the way in the next carriage
fo Bunter's. _

D' Arcy had been too occupied lopking after the two girls
to notice the fal junior get out of the train.

And he was not particularly pleased to meet the Owl of
the Greyiriars Remove now. D'Arcy did not quite approve
of Billy Bunter.

“I'm jolly giad to sée you, DV Arcy.”

&5 Wenilr g ]

“ Yas rathar. You can answer for me to this duffer. He
thinks I'm trying to swindle him, because I've lost my
ticket," said Billy Bunter, with virluous mdignation.

D’ Arcy looked ot him through his ayaglazs.

“ Wenally, Buntah, I don't know about bein® able to
gnawah for vou,” he remarked. " You are an extwemely
unwelishble perzon to be answerable for, I must say."”

“ Oh, really, IF Arcy——" i

“I don’t believe he never had no Eickel,” growled Hi
collector. ** He's an arrant young thief, that’s what he i="

“ You are insolent,” sald Buntsr. “I shall use my in-
fluence with the company to get vou discharged. [ sy,
D'Arey, you might pay the beast, will you, and U1l zeftio up
with you afterwards:"

¥ Arey leoked at the [ul junmior rathes gromly, Ile hall
very atrang doubts about thet settling ever taking place.

But IYArcy was generous to the fLngertips.  Tle paul
Bunter's fare, and tﬁe collector allowed him to pass,

Billy Bunter blinked with satisfaction n: he sccompanicd
IYArey and his two fair companions acrosz: the bridge.

“This is jolly lucky, meeting you like this,” he remarked.

“Weally, Buntali !™

“Yes, rather. You szz, Tve hnd my pocket picled--
mean I forgot to bring my money, and you will bz alie tu
land me zome."

“ Bai Jove !

“ Az a matter of fact, I haven’s any to pay my fare Lo
Rylcombe,” said Bunter. I suppose you will stand it.”

“ Ya-a-as." o

“ And if vou like to lend me five bob, it will be all richt,
I'm expecting a postal order to-morrow at Greglciars, and
I'll send it straight on to vou.'

' This wayv, deah gals,’ said D' Avey,

13 1 547, D’lirﬂ-}"——" : ;

“ Bettah coma into the waitin'-woom, the twain will be &
few minutes yet,” :

“ Certainly,” said Phyilis Monk, wita a amiie.

1 say, you know—-""

Y We shall be quite comfy heve,” said Vera Stanbape.

¥ ¥Waas, wathah!”

“IrArev! 1 say, D'Arey—""

“Bai Jove! Did vou speak, Buuiah 7

Bunter blinked at him through his biz spactacies,

“¥es, I did. I was saying that if you liked fo lend me
five bob, I would settle it up to.morrow out of my postal
order. You see—""

“ Bai Jove! The twain's signalled.”

“Thaere's a buffet at this station,” said Billy Bunter
oagerly and hurriedly. * Would the ladies care for any re-
freshment before going on to Rylecombe 1"

“Not at all,’ said Miss Phzllis,

“ 0k, no!" said Vers.

“1 suppose you're hungry, D'Aroy 7%

“I am not hlll'l’gl'l-'j'. Buntah."

“Well, I am,” said Bully Bunter, coming out into il
open at last. "I say, D'Arcy, ' fam‘iulij hungry. I've
had no lunch, you know, only a rall or twe and seooe eake,
You see, I pot cut of Greyfriars early to come with Whario
and the rest, and missed them at the station. and I coulda’t
go baek for lunch, or I should have been collarad. Bo- Y

“ Nai Jove! Here's the twain.”

T D’ﬂrnT-—G usa;-—-—"

“C'ome on, desh gals!™ ’ )

And T Arey placed hiz fair charros ta The carringe, nus
followed them in. Billy Bunter blinked afrer him in giou
disgust, and slowly climbad in, too.

The train rolled towards Ryleombea,

On the way, Billy Bunter made several attempts fo brie
up the subject of a small loan, to be repaid ook of a et !
order which was to arrive at Greyfriars on Lhe morrow,
But Arthur Augustus D'Arcy seemed to be under dhe in-
flugnce of a new and unaccountable attack of deafness,

He pursged an interesting conversation with the two girls,
without appearing to hear any of the remarks of Willinm
Ceorge Bunter, and tha fat junior of Grevfriars redaprod
into sulks ailence at last.

Y RBylegimbe B

“ Bai Jove, hare we are!” exclaimad Arthur Augusing,
breaking off in the middle of an slaborata deseviption of «
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cricket match between 8t. Jim's and Greyfriare, * This is
the station, deah boys—1 mean deah gals.”

And they alighted.

Billy Bunter nudged Arthur Augustus as they walked
down to the exit from the platform.

“There's a buffet at this stution, D'Arcy.”

' Ia there weally, Bunter ¥

“Yea I suppose you're feeling peckish?”

" Not at all’

“Well, I am—"*

“I'm payin' for this chap from Wayland,” said D*Avcy,
fo the ficket-coliector, and the party passed out of tha
stafion into the sunny street,

“ I believe there's o jolly pood tuckshop in the Iligh
ffméh D' Arcy,” Billy ]gunfe;r remarked, in an imploring
une.

M ¥Yaas, it's Mothah Murphy's,” said IVArey.  Keep
wight on towards 5t. Jim's, and vou'll pazs it. We'ra zoin
the other way.”

Anmd the two girls smiled.

“Oh, 10alle, DArey—"

** Beautiful aftahnoon for o wall, isn't i£{7 said Arthur
A:,_zguﬁruﬂ, 23 they starbed.

* Lovely,” said Miss I’hyllis and Miss Vera.

*1 wondash how fhe ewicket match i3 pettin® en? 1
expect the Gwarmmaeh inmngs is ovah by this tbue. This
way, deah gale""

And TV Arey marched Miss Phyllis and Miss Veara off,
followed by the discontented Bunter, who emitted s dis-
vatizfied grunt at nearly every step.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Weill Done, Waliabies !

y URRAH!" shouted Gordon Gay.
t]_|-:|42ur_*1|:; Wooltton had just eut away the ball for
ro,

) Wharton fielded the ball, and it came in to the
wicket-keeper, but Jack Wootion™s willow wes on the
ereaze inoeasy tnne,

The two Woottons had been making the fur fy.

They were old partners at batting, and knew éach other's
play perfectly, and they backed one another up in wonderful

zt%ﬁ. .

e runs piled up, and the Grammar School were siill
only six wickets down, with a score of sixty runs.

[ E:he Greyiriars hieldsmen were beginning to show signs of
atipie.

Geordon Gay and Frank Monk had given them plenty of
teather-iunting, but the two Wosttens were piling on the
LER L i B

The Graninarians looked on in great glee,

"o it, Kangaroos [V

“ Advenee Australia!"

“ Hurrah for the Wallabios I

“Well hit '

00, well hit ™

_The last rozr as fhie round red ball sailed away from Jack
".‘rq:u:r::tﬂtl’ﬂ bat, and flew fur beyond tha reach of cuver
point,

* Hun, vou beggarz. run!™ gasped Gordon Gav.

And they ran-how they ran! One, two, three, four—-ves
and five ! U

“TFive ! pasped Monl.

But was the }lhh one tog many ?

Ogilvy had fielded the ball, and sent it in o Harry Wharton,
atid Harry Wharton had sent it in straight for the wickel.

Jack Wootten felt rather than saw that it was coming in,
true s o die, from the hand of the Greviriars skipper.

He put on a spurt, and his feet seemed scarcel v to touch
tl}ﬂ{ﬁrﬂunﬂ. His bat was outstretched—would he be in
L

The Grammaeariane enught their breath.

Thud !

The bat was en the eroase,

Crash !

Tho next second the ball was on the wicket, and the bails
few far.

The umpire shoole his head.

““Not out!”

And Jack Wootton panted with relief, and mentally re-
solved not fo cut it guite so fine next thine. 2

Gordon Gay prinned.

“Eund n;_i]dl"hi'ckiﬂj That was a run, if von like '™

* Greaszed lightning,”” grinned Lane, "%} . Tall: 113

Aﬂd the cr_ffi;d Ehﬂg:‘?&', e Bravo, Wallaby |

“Go oun, Inky!" said Mark ILinley, tossine the he
Turree Singh at the end of the »::n-rurflJ “Getnﬂ’: t?tﬁi-sgilokt;ﬂ
for goodness’ sake I o

El:lflge I.;wjlim}: of Bh?:ﬁp::” grinncﬁi drlgulhtfuﬂ .'

shall honouvably fry m &5 T 2
“but the batfulness cv!:rr tn.ﬁ bl
terrifie.’?

“Oh, you ean manage it Inky ! wee “hey
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“Don't you remembes iow you bowled me et proctice
yvesterday 17

The Indian podded.

* My worthy chum i« nght, but there is o difference be-
tveen hiz batfulness wod the batfulnesa of the csteemed

Wallabies.™
; ‘Iil Why, you inky wasier——"" hegan Bob Cherry wraih-
ully.

But Hurree Jamset Bam Siugh grinned and went {6 the
bowler's patch, ;

The dusky nabob put 211 he krew into that aver.

But it was unavailing.

The two Wallabies cee'ned to be glued to the wickets.

They knocked up seven runs between them for the over,
and IHurree Jamset RBam Singh tossed the ball to lis cap-
tain with & comical grimace,

“The esteemed rotters are inposzaible to move, my worliy
C‘]‘J.]I.El:n," he remarked. = Make an esteemed attempt your-
self.”

“Go i, Harey 7 said Nugent, Y Yon settled Gordon Gay,
vou know, and he was o giddy coughdrop.™

Harry Whartou nodded, and went on to bowl,

Harry was best ot the wickets, buf he was a gead and
relinble bowler, and heo had a8 way sometimes of puliing s
spin on thoe ball that Was very hafing.

He tried his best with the Woottons.

The over did not seem to pan ont very well for Gres-
filars. The first boll gave Jock Wootton three runs. "The
second gave his brother 1w,

The third was stopped dead, Jikeowize the fourth.

Ok, my hat!” groaned Bob Cherrvy, ** This giddy cirens
is going to last all the time. I can see, unless they declare
at teg-time "

But Bob Cherry wes pot among the prophets on this
oceasion.  For the vory nexe ball whipped up Havr
Wootton's leg stump, and deposited hig bails on the ground,
snd Wootton II. glanced at his wicket with an expression
of amazement that broug!t a roar of laughtey from thoce
who saw it

“"#a, ha, ha!” velled Bok Chorer.

“Well bowled, Wharton.™

*Oh, well bowled F

Hurry Wootton earried Lis bat ont. Gordon Gay elapped
him on the shoulder as he came up to the pavilion.

“Well done, kid.”’

“PBlessed if I know how thet chap bowled me,” said
Wootton minor. ™ Look out for a giddy break that juss
takes vou where you're not expecting it, Weeder."

And Weeder grinned and zaid he would.

Doubtless he did: hut his leoking-out did not serva hin
woll, for his wivket fell to the next ball, the last of Wharton's
over.

“* Breve, Harre!” cxelaimed Nugent, as the ficld erossed,
the faces of the Grevfriare fellows constderably brightee
now.  * Well done ™

“ Jolly good luck,” eaid Wharton, with & smile.

“ (Food luck be blowed; it was gond bowling.”

“"The poodiulness of the I.mw]iug; wan terrific.™

“Yes, rather. Dravo, Wharton ¥
. .Irh’m you are, Inky; go in and get the other Woottan
out.

“The tryfulness is proat.’’

Jim Preston had joined the elder Wootton at the wickeis
Jack Wootton received Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's bowling,
and lved through it, adding well to the seore.

But Preston’s wicket fell i the nest over to Mark Linler.

The Grammarians were now nine down for 98 Gordon
Gay turned to Nicky O'Donnell.

““Last man in,”” he said.

“ Faith, and I'm veady,” caid O'Donnell cheerfully.

“Tack up, thes, snd don't try to score too mucl,”
said Cordon Gay. " Give them some stonewalling, while
Wootton makes the runs”

* Bedad, and I will, darhng.™

Y"GEood! Wo want runs now,’’

And Nicky O'Dormnell went (o the wicket.

The Greyinars fellows were locking chearful  The partner
ship of the two Woottons had been broken, and thev did
not expect the innings ro last much longer.

The Grammariang had dene very well, but unless the
seore was greatly ineveased in the gunl innings, the Grey-
frigrs feliows had every hope of equalising or beating it.

Jack Woottan speedily proeceded to ingrease i, however

'Donnell loyally backed him up by simply defending s
wichet, leaving 6 to the Wallaby to got the runs, anpd
Waootton got thoemn.

Bun after ron was added 10 the score, and it passed the
bundved, and went up by ones and twos till it was at 110,

Then fate overtoni Niweky O'Donnell. A nent throw-in
irom Micky Dexmond ar mid-wicket stumped him as clean os
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a whistle, and the umpire nttersd the fatal word that closed
the innings.

“Out ¥

*Faith, and it's bard luck,” said Nicky.

And the last of the Gramrnarians carried out their bats,
Jack Wootton being not out, and in form to go on batting
all the afterncon if there had been anybody ko bat with.

. “Jolly_good,” sald Gordon Gay. 110 for the innings
158 a good figure, and I don't think the Gresfriars chaps will
gok past 1t oasily.””

“We'll try,” laughed Harry Wharton

““The tryfulness will bs torrific.”

Gordon Gay glanced at his watch, _

“It’a just four,” he remarked. * Geood time to have tea,

efore you chaps commence your innings. What?"

““ ¥es, rather.”

* Vary well, we——"" Gordon Gay broke off suddenly. and
darted away aoross the field. The Groyiriare fellows gazed
after hira in surprise, wondering whether he bad suddenly
taken leave of hiz senses

But he bad not He had suddenly caught sight of three
forms advancing towards the junior ground—those of
Arthur Awgustus D'Arey and his two companions. A fat
and pantifig junior wes following at some distanca in the
Tt

Gordon Gay cama n ting, and raized his cap.

" Bo jolly glad to sr:g ﬁ:ﬁ.” he exclaimed. 3

And Misa Phyllis and Miss Vera were escorted to the

avilion, to join the OCrammarians and the Greviciara
ellows at tea.

S TS

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,

A Cricket Tea.
" ¥ SAY, you fellows.'
“My only hat!"
“* Bunter [
“William George!™

“The one and only Greyfriars porpoise.”

(Oh, really, you fellows——""

" How on carth did you get here, Bunter?'' asked Harcry
Wharton, looking at the fat and perapiring junior.

Bunter blinked at him with indignant reproach.

“A lot you jelly well care how I gol here,” he grunted,
I might have been arrested for travelling on the railwas
without a ticket for all you cared.”

Wharton's brow darkened.

“Do you mean to gay that you travellad without s ticket,
Fou young cadi'’

““ Oh, really, Wharton——"" )

“Did you travel without a ticket?” oxolaimed Harry,
taking the fat junior by the shoulder, and shaking him

violently.

“Owl Oh, really, Wharton! I—I wish won wouldn't
shake me like that. Yoo might make my glasses fall off, and
if they get broken you'll have to pay for them.”

ou young rotter!"

““I=I don't think you ought to call me namesz, Wharton,
be-because I wanted to come here and see Greyiriars play.”
ssid Billy Bunter, in an injured tone. * Besides, supposa

one of the chaps had got hurt, you'd have wanted a
reserve, '

“You dummy ™

“You're cheated the railway company——"'

“Oh, that's all right; D’Arcy paid my fare. He's treated
me a lot mora decently than chaps in my own study do,”
sgid Bunter, with an aggricved look.

" Better than you deserve, you mean.

“VWell, now you're here, you'd bettor got off again,”
Bugent. * None of your mean tricks hero, you koow."

' Oh, really, Nugent——=""

“Ono of us must zettle with D"Avey before ha goes,” said
Harry Wharton, with a frown. “Ye can’t have Lim
sponged on by & Grevieiars chap.”

“Oh, really——""

“Ter's ready,” called out Goedoa Gay,
coming mi"’

* Yes, rathert"

“The ratherfulness iz terrific.”

I—=I say, you fellows, T've come just in time, haven't
I eaid .'E'rillljr Bunter nervously, Y I1—I say, I'm awlully
hungry, you know.'

“You fat waster!"

“1—=I haven't had any lunch, sou Loaw,"” said Banter
pathetically, ""and you know D've got a weak and delicate
congtitution, and ean only be ket up ot el by plenty of
eood nourishment.”

** Rats !’

“Did you get leave to come here?" asked YWharton.

“0h, ves, I asked the Head!"

Tur Macwer LiBRARY.—No. 118,
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“*“1 can’t understand his letting you come.™ .

“Well, he said 1 might go,” said Billy Bunter, * He said
it plainly enough.” .

“Then why didn't you go back to Greviriars for your
lunch when you had missed the first train?’ demanded Bob
Cherry.

** Bocanze I wae afraid I should be collared—I--1 menn,
beeause I—I didu't, you know,” stammered Billy Bunter.

“You fat sweep!”

“I-I'm swiully hungrey, vou know., I foel like a chap
ipn an open boat at saa,” said Billy Bunter pathetically.
“I inust say you're heartlesa.’

“I suppose we had better let the worm foed here? aand
Wharton. " Come in, Bunter; but mind, none of your
caddishnegs, or you'll’ get the order of the boot, and sharp.”

“h, really, Wharton——""

“ Zhit up, and come 101"

Billy Bunter was willing even to shut up for the sale of
being sllowed to join in the ericketors’ ten

He followed Wharton to the tea-tables. A merry parry
was gathered there. Arthur Augustes D'Arey, who scemoed
to have forgotton all about his terocious intentions towards
%ﬂrdﬂll Guav, was seated between Miss Phyllis and Miss

era.

O the other side of Miss Ph;{lh'a Gordon Gay sat, and on
t}'IEIE other side of Misa Vera, Harry Wharton was given &
place.

The rest of the juniors, Grerfriars and Grammarians,
crovded round in the greatest good-humour.

The (irammarians were in oxcellont tomiper, beoause they
had made a good score which they did not think for &
moment Grervfriars would beat.

The Greyiriars {ellows were sgually pleased, because they
had not the slichtest doubt of petting right ahead of the
Grammarizn score,

S0 both partiezs were pleased. And, indeed, on a glorious
afternoon, with the green field before them, and a cheery
tan-table with two bright girlish fages adorning it, it would
have been hard for the young cricketers not to be pleased.

Gordon Gay glanced at Billy Bunter,

“It's a chap from our school,” Harry Wharton hastened
to explain. I suppose he can come in? Ha's followed to
gee the match—or, rather, to join in the feed, as a matter
of absolute fact."

“Oh, really, Wharton——""

Gordon Gay loughed merrily.

“The more the morrior,” he romarked,
chappy 1"

“* Namo's Bunter,"” said Wharton.
shut up."”

It was not very eourteous, but Bunter did not mind, The
table waz heavily laden with good things, and that was all
Bunter cared about.

He started, and his performances ns an eater filled some
of the Grammarians with astonishment, though they were
too polite to appear to notice anything.

Bunter wasz a terrible eater when he had not missed a
meal. But to-day he had missed his luneh. The result may
be imagined.

He started eating with & guiet and stmﬁl_:- determination,
and he allowed nothing whatever fo take his attention off
thot serious and imporiant busincss, He did not join in
the cheery chat at the tea-table.

What was it to him?

He was enjoying himaelf !

Merry enough was the chat round Bunter, though it fell
upon deaf oars as far s he was concerned.

The juniors talked ericket mostly, and as Bliss Phyllis and
Miza Vera took an intelligent interest in the great summer
rame, they were able to enter into the subject, too, and they
showed a2 &nowledgze of it that rather surprised the Greﬁriata
fellows.

“ By Jove, T wish you would eome and see one of our
matches af Greyfeiars, Miss Vera!" Harry Wharton ex-
claimed.

The girl smiled.

“Very likely 1 nay,”
match with Bylzombeo, ™

“ And we shall,” said Tom Brown.

i Yeas, rather!” zaid Gerdon Gay.
your revenge, you know,”

“ Our what?"

“ Your revenge for to-day,
and the Grammarians chuckled.

“ My hat! You haven't besten us vel," said Towm PBeawi,
rather warmly. i

“ No, not yet ! grinned Gordon Gay.

“ Ha, ha, i'm'!"' )

The toa was. a merry meal, and all were sovvy when i
eame to an end, althouzh the ericket was welcome 1o Folion,

The Greyviriare fellows rose to get ready for theirannings
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gt lagt; but Billy Bunter did not leave the table. Ho was still
usy.
ugent clapped him on tha shoulder,

Gt up, Billy.”

“Eh? mme alone 1"

“MTea's gver,”

¥ Mine ian't."

“ Oh, come, porpoise; you've had your tea,”

" No, I haven't,"” said Bunter, with his mouth full,k " I've
just bad my dinner, and I'm just going to begin my tea.”

* Let him keep on,” said Gordon Gay, with a good-natured
Inth. * Go it, Bunter.”
'""Thanks, 1 will!" said Billy Bunter, blinking at him.

And Nugent gave it up in disgust.

When the Greyfriars innings commenced, Billy Bunter] hed
no eves for it; he was still busy.

And the Greyfriars eleven wers soon busy, too.

The Grammar School had scored 110 for their innings, and
Harry Wharton & Co. were grimly determined that they
would score 111.

And with the bright cyes of Miss Phyllis and Miss Vora
Jooking on, Gordon Gay & Co. went out to field, and Tom
Brown snd Bob Cherry opened the innings for Greyiriars.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Kindly Explains.

188 PRHYLLIS and her fricnd were seated in front of
the pavilion, to watch the second innmings of that
grent match, and round them were gathered a group

~of juniors. Arthur Advgustus D'Arcy, of course, was
conapleuous, standing in a very gracelul attitude by Aliss
Phyllis’s chair, and explaining to her the noble game of
ericket, and poinling out the failings of the players, Aliss
Phylls prubaﬁl knew as much about the great summer game
as the swell of :ét. Jim’s did, but she was too polite to say :o,
and the listened with great interest to D’Arcy’s explanationa
ond criticiams, 8o did the Greyfriars batsmen, who were
waiting for their turns at the wicket; but they grinned as
they hstened., They seemed to find something amusing in
Arthur Augustus's free eriticisms.

“ ¥ou should sec a St Jim's side play, Misa Phyllis," =aid
D'Arcy enthusiastieally. * That is wesl ewicket.”

“ Is it really 7" asked Miss Phyllis sweetly.

** Yaaz, wathah! VYou should see Fatty Wynn takin® the
wickets, or Tom Mewwy standm’ up {o the bowhn', or
ancthah chap--I won't mention hiz name, bat his battin® has
been compared to Fwy and Jessop’s.”

“* Oh, I should like to know hiz name,” said Miss Phyllis,

“Yes, rather,' said Miss Vera.

D'Arey coloured.

"1 am afwaid I cannot meontion the name,” he said.
wounld look like awankin®.”

“ Dear me! It was yourzelf ' exclaimed Miss Vera, with
g dancing gleam in her bright eyes.

" Bail Jove! How did you gusss that, AMiss Vewah ™

“Ha, ha, hat"

“ Well, as o mattah of fact, it was mysclf,” said 1 Ares
“1 don't want to bwag, vou know, but 1 can bat, zpd T
watheh fanc,y myself at the wicket, you know, I was hattin'
against Dig's bowhn' one f.luii, and Dlake said—and ke
knows all about ewicket, you know—he's a Yorkshire ¢hap--
Blake said: * Bwavao! Juaaﬂi} or Fwy never batted like that
in their lives!" He did weallyt”

Miss Phyllis laughed softly.

“ Did he really?”

Perhaps the girl saw more in Blake's remark than IF Arcy

1

L] It

“¥aas, watheh! And Blake knows about ewicket, vou
know., Ho can stand up against my bowlin”.”

My hat!" zaid Nugent.

“ Amazin', deah boy!"

“Hallo! There goes a wicket!”

Tho ball had found Bob Cherry's middle stump, and Bob
was down for three. He come off the field with his bat under
his arm, lookmg a httle downeast,

“ Bad luek !"" said Wharton,

* Rotten!”” said Bob, with energy.
bowl, though.”

“ Yaag, wathah! He bowls vewy well,” D"Avey remarked.
“ But you should sce Fatty Wynn bowl]!”

“* Oh, blow Fatty Wynn!" said Bob Cherry, walking on.

I'Arey turned his eyeglass after Cherry in surprise,

“* Bai Jove! Chewwy scems to be annoved about :oma
thin',”! he remarked,

Hg,gent chuckled.

‘' Perhaps he isn't particularly cxhilarzted by losing his
wicket,” he remarked.

" Bai Jove, you know, I noval thought of that.”?

“ You're in next, Linley,” said Harry Whavton.

The Lancoshire lad nodded, and earried his bat out of e
pavilion,

Hﬂ' _l'ﬂ'll'lﬁd Tom Brown at the wickels, and :tood ap fo {he
bowling of Gordon Gay.
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Merk Linley was n zeod bowler, and a goud fieldsiman hine
telf, but at the wicker ne was especially strong.  Ile hod beew
watching Gay's bowling, 1oo, and had taken is messure,

He stood up to it for the rest of the over in good style,
and knocked up a couple of runs, and Arthar Augnstus was
pleased to nod lhis head with approval, G

“1 wepgard that chap as bon' wathah 2 good batsman,
he said.

“Go hon ! replied Nugent.

* Yans, wothah! Pewwaps he wants a litile of the fincse
we have at St. Jim's; but, on the whole, I appwove of him.”

“The kindfulness of the honourable arinine D'Avey s
ferrific," remarked Turrce Jarmeset Ram Singh, in los mwost
honeyed tones.

D' Arey fixed hiw with his eyeglass )

“ May I twouble you to wepeat that wemark?” he sond
politely.

“Tha kindiulness of i{lie hongursble asinine TV Arey s
terrific,” said the Nzbob of Bhanipur, with an immovahlo
smile upon his fare, as if he were paying the swoll of 3t
Jim's a ecompliment.

“ I twust you do not mean to hint that T am an ass, denh
hn;," said Arthur Aupusiug, in a rather perplesed way.

*Inky 18 a little bhit fiived o lns English,” Nozent
hastenad to explain, with & worning look st the nabob.

“ Weally, deali boy—-"" )

“ The wixfulness is great,”” said Hurree Jamset Raw Hingh,
with & bland soule. 1 kave tho fearfulness that 1 exjeoea
mysclf with unforfunate inaptitude, but I am sure oy
honoarahle and esteemed s<inine friend will forgive me."

* Woally, Huwwee Singh "

* The kindfulnes of my worthy friend's estecmed heovl ia
only ErLua,lled by the extracrdinary asininefulness of his
august head,” zaud Huarree Bingh.

D'Avey pavo bim o long amd searching look, bui [er the
life of him he conld pot make gut whether the dusky junior
was pulling his leg or not. -

He turncd his eyoglass upon the ericket field again,

Mark Linley was standing wp to the bowling of Jack
Waootton now, and keen as the bowling was, he was lacing
it well, aned knocking up runs off it

¥ Arey was pleased to nod H-p;prm'a'l again.

“ Tl chap has & good siyle,” ho remarked. * lc would
o ewedit to Bt Jun's.?

* M, he, he ¥’

Billy Bumier, having finished what there was left to eat,
hm} ii:}ftlfrt'l the proup outside the pavilion, leoking very fab
Adil = ]Il'l."!-'..

e conteilmtod tlat Tat litele gizgle to the discussion.

1¥ Avey turned hiz oy eslasy upon bim,

“* What i3 the joke, Buntal, deah boy?" lo whed,

O, den'b start Buneer on his jokes,” said Nugent.
Bas to be thrown out when he stavts in that hoe”

“*Oh, really, Nogept—-—-"

“Ahat up, Bupter!™ L

“ e, he! T was only thinking about that clhap beins a
eredit. g0 uny sehoo] ™ ﬁriuuwj Boanter. * ¥You doen’t Eoow
who he is, ﬁ izs Monk™

Phyilis Juoked sorprised,

YN she sadd, U Wt da oyou mean? | rn e tiemd Jue
i~ 8 wood ericketer, amd he hooks like & very nive Loy - one
of 1the best.”

Mizs Phvlbis spoke with unusazl warmith, for thero was
something in Buntor’s tone that secmed to amply thed e
was ahout to :'-]uizlf-; H;;ﬁirl:-t n FeHow belind  his I.Ji!l'k, s
that was a thing Miss Phil abhoreed.

e he Jolly owell 8! axclatnred Wharton.
fincat chaps at GreyTeipss!™?

He wove Bunter a look as he spoke, but as he was standing
in full view of both of rhe wrls, he could not wake it
pe prymessive a8 he wizhed

Billty Bunter blinked a1 han

The fat jumor did nol like AMark Linley, who never had
any patience with hiz wean waya, and never would Tend him
any meney—nof. being able {0 efford 1, for one resson-—as
Bunter was never known 1o repay g loan.

Tl Bunter's chief reason for making himself disacrecable
now, was tn get even. a5 he put it to himself, for having been
left behind by the Greviviaes party, and for their extremsly
ungracious rveception of him on his aveivel at Jylcombe
“chool.

Trae, he had had a fecd-ind 2 record one -but he ol
LT tlrgrm-gh unlold @ronies of nond before he was cortmn
he should have il--fo say nothung of the agonies of hangep
on the jeuwrnew, and the uncomfortublencss of hiding undee
the seal in the varviage, and Jedging porters,

In the presepce of the two gwels 18 was impossbhle  for
Fanter 1o be bumped by Bis andignant Form fellows, a5 he
very woll know,

G § IV
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Ho was goite seoure, and whenever he felt secure, Bunter
alwayas hegan to be impertinent.

Wharfon’s look was quite lost on him; and, indeed, it was
difficult for Harry to look ferociously threatening with one
gida of his face, and cordially smiling with the other.

“You joily well don't know him!"” said Bunter, with a
chuckle.

45 Iﬂd'ﬂ'ﬁd s . .

“Yos. Heo's not & genﬂaman, you know,” said Billy
Bunter confidentially. * He's a factory chap. Ie used to
work for s hiving. He, he, he!" .

“ How clever of himy!"' aaid Miss Phylls.

L 1] E}.I: El!'!

“ And how fortunate for you that you don't have fo," said
the girl, with a glance at Bunter, which would have made
any othor fallow searlat, but which had no more effect upon
Bunter-than it might have had on & tortoise.

“ f courze, I shall never have to work,” said Bunter im-

rtantly.

Phyllia's hip curled.

“We treat him well, of course,"” went on Bunter; * but he's
not ona of us. You mustn’'t imagine that he's a chap like
me, you know,"

“T should not be Jikely to imagine that," said Missy Phyllia.

* No, no; of course not,” saids Bunter fatuously. * You
kaow a gentleman when you see him, of conrss, Miss Monk."

“Yea—when I sec him,” essented the girl.

“But we treat him well,” said Bunter. I take a lot of
nolice of him. He came to Greyfriars on a rotten scholar-
ship. you know, If I had ray way, I'd abelish that system of
ﬁﬂhﬁl&’rﬁhip:ﬂ in public schools. It lets in such rotters, you

now,

“Don’t they get in in the ordinary wav, too?" asked Miss
Phyllis,

“0Ob, yos, I suppost there are some rotters among the other
chapa "

¥ I Hlﬂtlght- Eﬂ.“

“DBut a chap who bhas worked for his liviog is such a rank
outsider, you know,"” =aid Bunter. * Fancy soiling your
hands with work, vou know ! Awful, izn't it?"

“Yon fat worm!™ burst out Nugent, unable to contain
himself any longer. “ If vou say another word I'll sling yvou
out, Indies prezent or not I

“Oh, reslly, Nugent—""

“ Shut up I

“ But—"
“ Flold your tongue !

* Look EEI‘E—-—'

ngnt looked appealingly at the girls.

“ Would you mind locking the other way, while I slog that
awlul cad ' he asked.

“Certainly I'" said Miss Phyllis.

“ With pleasure,” snid Vera.

“0h ™ Easped Bunter.

*f Now then, you fat cad —"

'ﬁ!intelr {f‘ﬂﬁged“in between the two girls,

ook here, Nugent!” He caught hold of the ;
the chairs. * Look herg—" & i sl

Nugont hesitated.

“ Will you shut up, then "

o I_I_'___!!

“Bravo " came a shouf from the Beld. “ Woll hit 1"

And attention was turned from the Owl of the G Ela
Romove to the cricket. bk biErarEriay

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bllly Bunter is Not Popular.

ARK LINLEY had cut away the ball deep down into
the long field, and the fieldsmen were hunting the
loather. The Greyfriars fellows had had their turn
of leather hunting during the homs innings, but

Lhey wore giving back a3 good as thay had received, now.
he batamen were crossing the pitch in fine style.

Tom Brown and Mark Linley ran well—very well. They
seemed to cross like lightning. One—two—three !

Then the ball ecame in.

The wicket-keaper jammed it on the stumps, but too late |
Mark Linloy's bat had clumped down on the crease.

* Not out !

Harry Wharton clapped his hands, and a ripple of hand-
cIn.PEmg went round the held.

* Bravo, Linley I"

“ Well run !”

“Good old Frozen Mutton !

Tom Brown gripned. The New Zealand junior was in fina
form, and krocking up runs in excellent siyle. He and
Mark made a strong pair,

The Grayfriars score was already 18 for one.wickst.
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¥ Yans, wathah, that chap ean bat!" said Arthur Augustus
D' Arey.

“Gﬂ hon !II

‘I hope you will bwing him ovah when you play us," said
Arthur Augustus. "I should like to see him facin' Fatty
W}rnn*a bowlin".""

‘We shall "’ laughed JVharton.

' Blossed if I seo why they make such s fuss of that chap,”
Billy Bunter confided in a lower tona to Miss Phylits and
Miss Vera, with a grunt of disgust. “*It's just as 1 told
you, you know; he's a factory chap.”

Miss Phyllis turned her clear aves upon him

* Arven’t you ashamed of speaking in that woy, Bunior?™
she asked.

Bunter alinost staggered.

“ Eh—eh ¥ he gasped.

* Are you not ashamed of yourself "

11" said Bunter, with a gasp of amazement.

Being ashamed of himself was the last thing the fat junine
had ever thought of. e was geneérally very well satisfed
with himself.

. " ¥es, you,” said Miss Phyllis seriously. * Mark Liales
15 & nice bey, and you are not."

1] [}h !”

*Go i, Phil,” murmured Miss Vera, sotlo vose.

“You are nothing like him," pursued Miss Phyllis, with
alarming frankness. “He is a very nice boy, I think, to
judge 1}1_?7 his looks, end the way all 'his friends scom to like
him. ou are & backbiter.™

“ Miss Phyllis !

“You ought to understand that it is to his credit if he has
worked for his living,” said Phyllis. * It shows that he is
brave and clever. Eui;)pt}EE ¥vou had to work for your living
—what would you do®"

“ Oh, really—""

“ You would starve; you could not do it. And every boy
who 13 worth anything et all looks forward to working for
himself,' said Miss Phyllis. “The man who wants to live
Wiﬂgﬁﬁfﬂm is & slacker and a coward.”

:': E;izﬁEhE':‘ he ia rich or poor; that makes no differenca.”
1!

“You should try not to =ay thess caddish things, you
koow,” said Miss Phil kindly.

Bunter stood overwhelmed.

Miss Phyllis turned a very pink face towards the ericket-
field again. Now that the indignant words had paszed her
lips sha [elt that she had spoken too warmly, and taken toc
much interest in Linley, a boy she hardly knew. She had
spoken from her heart, but now she waa feeling very
vonfused.

“*Lrood for you!" whispered Vora.

Miss Phivllis blushed.

Harry Wharton came nsarer to her chair.  He gave
Bunter & look which promised wvolumeés of what he would
say to him later.

“I'm so glad you've put it slraizht to that wratched cad,
Miss Phyllis,” he =aid.

“I—I had no right to speak as [ did, though,” faltered
Mizs Phil, her face crimzon,

“*%es, you had; and I'm glad. The young rotfer doesn't
belong to us)' said Wharton, ** We didn't brine him hersa,
and we're all ashamed that he's a Greyfiriaes fellow.”

*Oh, really, Wharton——""

“There isn't another fellow in the Remove, or in all Groy-
friars, like him,” said Wharton anxiousiy.

“ 0h, reall%‘—-—"

“ Shut up, Bunter!”

i As for Mark Linley, he's one of the best chaps who avar
handied a bat, and that fat worm ian't 6t to clean hiz boots,"
aaid Wharton.

“ Hurrah!" ;

i iond old Lancashire !

The Greyfriars [fellows wearea shouting again.
Linley had kknocked up another four for hia sida.

Tha girls clapped their hands.

“i Ripping ! exclaimed Harry Wharton.

Billy Bunter blinked at the ‘ftria. and blinked at Harry.
Flis fat face was very dark and angry. He had naver becn
a0 taken down in his life bafors, though he had often richly
deserved it. i .

Wharton gave him a glance azain.

8 CGet out ! ha said.

# Oh, really—"'

“ Buzz off, I tall you iy

“Vaas, wathah! I didn't want to say a word againat a
fwiend of yours, Wharton, but as he is not a fwiend of yours
I can dalivah opinion. [ wegard him ra a wer'e‘ih.-, If
wo had him at 3t Jim's we wnuldgwag him awf'ly."

And Billy Bunter, with a crimson faca and a disconrented
grunt, rolled away.

Mark
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His little round eyes were twinkling with rage behind his

epectacles.

“The rofters!” he murmuved. 1 wonder what this
country is coming to. It must be that blessed Socialism
that's being so much talked of now; people catch it like
measles, I believe. Fancy sticking up for s factory chap
against a gentleman! Now, I wonder what it means. [
tuppose, as a matter of fact, Miss Phyllia is rather struck
with me, and wanted to keep the other émpa from seeing it."

And Bunter grinned complacently.

He had walked round the corner of the pavilion while pur-
il._:mg hiz thoughte, and Frank Nugent had walked after

lm+

There was a vengeful look on Nugent's face.

Billy Bunter’s first intimation of his presence was- a kiek
that sent hima reeling forward, and he gave & gasp and
whirled round.

"Dk, really, Cherry—""

“You young fat rotter 1"

"0h, 13 it you, Nugent! What the——""

“You cad ! exclaimed Nugent. **We told you not to
come, because you'd be certain to disgrace us. Now you've
diagraued us worse than ever.”

“Oh, really—"

" You want a jelly pood licking, and—"'

“ 0w 1"

Bunter ran as if for his life.

., Nugent ran after him, sssisting the progress of the fat
junior, and accelerating it, with kick after kick.

Billy Bunter howled and ran, and ran and howled.

The kicks were not very hard, but they hurt, and Nugent
meant them to. Bunter howled and ran, and caught his
foot in a rope and went reeling.

He curled up on the ground, his spectacles flying off,
howling wildly.

“Stop it! Yeh! Vow! Help! Murder! Yow!"

*Oh, shut up, you cowardly rotter !" said Nugent savagely.

“Help! ¥Yah! Murder!”

“Dry up I

;:_HE]]:I g od | ;

ugent strode away angrily. He was inclined to give
Bunter about a hundred more Licks, but it was clear %h:lt
Billy Bunter conld not be punished there without alarming
the whole neighbourhood.

The fat jonior sat up us Nugent walked away, and blinked,
and groped for his spectacles. Ile found them, and jammed
them on his fat little nose.

HOw " groaned Dunter, * Yow "

He rose slowly to his feet, rubbing his aching bones. He
Wes sOre i v and savage in mind.

“TI'N jolly well make "em sit up for this,” he murmured.

And when ke ventriloquist of Greyfriars set himself to it
he generally succeeded in causing trouble.

Nugent returned to his friends in front of the pavilion with
o flustered face.

Bunter’s howls must certainly have been heard there, but
Miss Phyllis and Miss Vera were looking steadily at the
cricket, and seemed to have observed nothing else.

Mark Linley and Tem Brown were still batting.

The =core was at 35.

e ————

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Little Yentriloquism.

ILLY BUNTER came towards the ropes a little later,
his eyes gleaming behind his spectacles. The Grey-
friars ventriloguist was on the warpath, and he meant
mischiel. The other fellows did net even look at him,

and he kept a distance from them. The crowds of Granm-
marians were watching the game with keen interest. With
Greyfriars 35 up for one wicket, the prospect for the visitors
was decidedly rosy. It really looked as if Greyfriars had a
rood chance of winning with wickets to spare.

Mark Lmh.'.:{ and Tom Brown, too, were gettin
nnd seemed likely to stey at the wickets, as- Bob Cherry put
it, for years. Bob Cherry was grinniog and clapping his
hands at every good hit, quite untroubled by any jealous
comnparisons  between his or httle thvee and the score
Linley and Brown were mni-uing*,

{inrdon Gay had taken the ball again te bowl.

The Wallaby meant to Eﬁt the batsinen out somehow, and
he put all he knew inte {he bowling, But the wickets were
impr?gnﬁhlq:-_b ; i :

Oniy the batsimen did not ccere much off his bowling.
Hi'"'rl Bunter blinked at the game, dn idea working in :]153
mind.

The ball had come down zeveral times to Mark Linlay,
and he had stopped it on the crease, the bowling giving him
o Beewn simply waited for Lin k

om Brown simply waited for Linley to make the running.

Merk had mow sent o ball into 1',]*1192r slips, but it was nEt
werth a run, for Frank Monk was already almost on it.

Bt it was at that moment that & veice ¢alled * Run 1"

Tom Brown ran.
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It was Mark Linley's voice, or a voice so like it that there
was nao distinction between them, and it bade the New
Zealand juoior run.

He did not hesitate. ’

He would certainly never have run for that ball himself,
but ss Linley's voice called on him he did not wasle &
sacond,

He darted down the pitch.

He fully expected, of course, that Mark Linley would crosa
him there.

Linley did not stir from his wicket.

He stared in amazement at the New Zealand junior
running, and besitated whether he should atlempt to save
Tom Brown's wicket by running. But he had not the
slightest chance of reaching it in time, The baWl was
already in the grip of Frank Monk.

He waved hiz hand to Tom,

“Go back!" he shouted.

Tom Brown halted in amazemaent. :

He would never have run st «ll had not Linley's voice
called to him, as he believed, and now it looked as if he
was o run out, :

Hea whirled round and dashed for his wicket.

But he was a third of the way down the pitch, and the ball
was coming in from the grinning Monk.

Crash!

The wicket flow to pieces.

Tom Brown's bat came thudding on the creaze whale
seconds too late.

“ How's that "' roared Monk.

The umpire grinned.

“ 0t 1"

And from the Grammarians round the feld came a roar:

“ Bravo, Monk 1"

HYWsll thrown, sir!™

“ Hurrah "

(lad enough were the Grammarians to see the partnership
broken. But Tom Brown's face was a study. ;

He simply could not understand it. e stood dazed, with
hiz bat on the crease, and the umpire chuckled.

“You're ont,” he remarked.

Tom gave o start,

Y ¥as, of course. All right.™

He put his bat under his arm, and walked away towards
the pavilion. He joined the fellows there without locking
at Linley.

“ Next man in!™ said Harry,

And Morgan went in.

“What on earth did you run for then, Brown?" ashked
Nugent, unable to restrain his curiosity, fhough Harry
Whartgn said nothing, Brown had dons well, and Harry
would not seem to imply a eriticism, though he could not
underatand the MNew Zealander’s apparently reckless action
in the least,

Tom Brown seratched his head in a puzzled way.

" Linley called to me," he said.

i ‘vl] llt. !II

“ Linley did "'

“Yes. Didn't any of you fellow:z Liear him "

“1I thﬂuqht I did,” said Hazeldene.

“And L' said Ogilvy, “though I thoughi I must be niis-
faken, as there wasn't the ghost of a chance of a run.”

“* Linley called, right unuugh,” said Tom Brown. " As he
was batting, I ran. I couldn’t pass it over as he called and,
of course, I thought he would run, toc. But he didn't.”

“It was odd.™

"I can’t understand it," said Wharton, shaking his head.
“1 should think you had dreamed it, Brown, if the other
fellows hadn't heard Linlay. FHeo must be off his rocker. He
must have known there wasn't any chenos.”

"I suppose be realised i, and that's why he st
his wicket, and told me to £ baclk ! said Tom
“ My wicket's gone, anyway.’

Harry shoock his head.

"I simply can't get on to it," he said. *If Linley called
on you to run, he's not the chap to leave you in the lurch.
ITe must have thought there was s chence, or he wouldn't
have called. ¥You're sure he did call ¢

“I heard him," said Hazeldene again.

"Then I give it up.”

It did indeed seem a hopeless puzzle, Mark Linley him-
sulf wes puzeled, and he looked worried as he faced the bowl-
ig again. He knocked away a ball inte midfeld, s short
ball, that gave the balsmen no ecarthly chance to do any-
ﬂ!;“ﬁ-’ but sit tight. But again that call came along the
piteh :

Hun ™

* Quiclk, Morgan !
all the Greviriarz fellows heard it—

d at
ngrl ¥.

This time nearl
Linley's voice, to the life!
Morgan started running.
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Crash !

Down wont his wickel, and be stopped, slaring at Mark
Linley, who had not left tho crease. Morgan did not take if
a3 EHFI'IITH as Tom Brown had doene,

“ What did you call me to run for, whalever?” he roarved.

Mark Linley starad at him in amazement.

“Ir" he epaculated.

“Yes, you!l'

“1 didn't I

Morgan snoried,

“You're dotty " he sawd. * You're off your rocker, look
you! VYou've not fit to play ericket ! You oughl to go home
gl ploy marblea! Yah!

And Morgen carried aut his bat, snervting with wrath,

Micky Desinond was next man in .

The Crammarians were grinning now. The dispute
Lietween the Gregfriars batsmen was nothing bo themw.
Gireyfriars were now three' wickets down, and that was
sfmmt]um{.

Harry Wharton was perplexed, . .

He could not understand Mark Linley in the leasi. Ilis
denial of having called to Morgan was strangest of all. Waa
it possible that the bright sum on the ericket-field had
affected the Lancashire fad's head ®

Micky Desmond Jooked at his partner at the wickets rather
grimly, IE Mark Linley called on him to run, he did not
mean to run unless it snited hia own ideas to do so.  Ee was
quile decided gbout thak.

Micky bad the bowling for an over, and knocked up u
r-::tuP]ﬁ of runs, and then Jack Wootton bowled to Mark
Linley aguin, . .

The Lancashire lad was I:}:}l-:mﬁ worried and froubled.

The curious ocourrence had bothared him o great deal, and
he had no time to think out an explanation of it. ’

Jack Wootton sent down senme balla that required all his
care to stop, however, and he contented himself with stop-
ping them without hitling ouf,

But the last ball of the over gave him a chance, and he
swiped it away past the sustretched Gngera of cover-ship.

““Run ! he called cut.

And he ran down the pifch. .

But Micky Desmond had taken warning by the fate of
Tom Brown and Movgan, zo he stopped and locked round
i & leisurely way to see what the chiances were like belore
he ran. Which was not {he way {o score!

“Run '’ gasped Linlay, aa he ran.

“¥aith, and T'll suit myself about that,” sawd Micky
Besmond coolly.

e satisfied himsealf, unfortunately, thabk there was no
chunce, Indeed, by the time he had made hia ebservaiions
tlie ball was in Lane's hand, and he was about to toss it in
io the wicket-keeper.

“lio beek ' sard Micky.

Meark Linley stopped in dismay, :

Micky had not run, and unless he conld recover iz own
wicket in time, he was eertain to be stumped.

Sotting his teeth, the Lancashica lad raced back,

But he was too lute ! ]

Lane had tossed in tho ball, and it was in the wicket-keoper’s
hand, and it crashed the bails off before Linley's bat was
within a yard of the crease,

“Hc%\-.{:.:s that !"* shrieked half the Grammar School.

L1 ut !l

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,

Bunter is Bowled Oui
“ gy UT
There was no doubt about it. It corteinly was out.
Mark Linley locked ar his wicket, and then guietly
carricd out his bat., The Gramenarians grinned st
one anothoer. )

The innings which Lad vpened so well for Greyfriars
soomted to be going absolutely 1o rot.

YWhet was the canse of it!?

Tinley had batted like a young Frey to begin with, and
then, by a series of inexplicable blunders he had lost his side
three wickets, including his own.

DBut the Grammarians earved little what it meant.  That
was a puzzle for the wvisttora. The Granmnar juniors only
cared for the resalt, which made them chuckle with satis-
fuction. i

“ Next man in, INigent !"" said Harry Wharton shortly.

And Nugent nodded, and went in to join Micky Desmond.

The Creyfriars fellows looked grimly enough at Mark
Liuley 'ni.!m joined them. The Lancashire lod was looking
very pink.

“What giddy geme have you heen playing "' demanded
Ozilvy.

“ [ don't underatand you I
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“And I don't understand you!™ said Harry Wharion
tartly. ** What did you mean by losing Morgan and Brown
their wickets like that®"

““ They ran—""

“You cnlled on them to runl"

“I dide't 1™

“What "

“*You must be dreaming '™ said Mark. “I heard some-
body eall; but I certainly did not call, und they shouldn't
have ran !

“You did enll, look you!" said Morgan warmly.

“1 tell you I didn’t1" .

“You'll say you didn't eall to Desmond next ™

“ Ves, I did ¢all to hiny, and he ought to have run, hut he
wouldn't leave his wicket, He played the 2»15 goat."’

“ Wo wonder, after the way vou had played it with two
wickets,”” suid Ogilvy.

“1 tell you, I never said a word 1"

“ And I tell you T heard you!” .

Mark Linley passed hizs hand over his brow,

“ Bither you're dreaming, or I win,” he said.
catch on to this at all”

And ha went info the pavilion.

Harry Wharton knitted his hrows.

Y Can it ba sunstroke?” zaid Bob Cherry.

Wharton nodded without speaking. . .

Whatover it was, it had cost ?lm Greyfriars gide threo
wickets, and that probably meant the game. They could not
afford to give away three wickets in & mateh with a team like
tha Grammarians of Rglmmha,

Mugent, too, had bad luck. 2

ile was caught out, after knocking up & few runs, by
Carboy at short 511%._

He came out looking blue.

Grayfriary were five down now for forty-two 1uns, a score
that was very different from that which the opening of the
innings had led them to exprect.

“Tt's rotten!” muttered Nugeni.
better."’

“ Bad luck, kid,"” said Wharton. * Can't be helped.”

“It's Linley playing the giddy ox that's done us in, if we
gol done in,’" said Hazeldene. *I can't understand him,

“The Eid,dr oxfulness was tevrifie.” : :

Ogilvy joined Micky Desmond on the piteh. Their partoer-
ship lasted five minutes longer, and then Micky was caught
in the slips, as Nugent had been, and he came oub looking
quite as blus as Nugent.

And the Grammarians roared.

“ Well caught, Wootton !’

Six down for the same score !

“ (3ot in, Treluce!"” said Wharton shortly.

The Cornish lad went to the wickets.

The CGreyiriars lads were less cheery now. They were
sportsmen, and could take e licking as well as a victory, but
they could not take it so cheerfully. . G E g

And the unaccountable happenings in Linley's innings
worried them. They felt that they were not losiog to =
better side, bug to cruel luck. _

Miss Phyllis and Vera were sympathetic—tactfully, by
saying nothing. But, naturally emough, they were glad to
sey the home team winning. 1 ] -

“I'm afwaid the Gweyfwials team is goin' to wot, Miss
I’iﬁ-lliﬁ.” Arthur Augustus D'Arcy remarked, and the girl
nodded, .

“ Bai Jove, that fat boundah doesn't seem to mind, any-
wav,” the swell ol 8t. Jim’s added, as he caught sight of
un unpleasant grin on Billy Bunter’s plump face.

Wharton's brows contracted as he saw if, too.

Bunter certainly lacked loyalty to his side. Ha seemed
more plaase{: than otherwise that the Greyiriars team were

etting it " hot." :
¥ thgﬂlmrr:.r gave him a dig in the ribs.

“ Bunter, you rottey—""

“Ow! Oh, really, Cherry—" "

“ Take that cily grin off your chivy.

“ 0w

“ Do yvou hear?”

“Ow! Beast!" .

And Billy Bunter retreated, 'There was a spiteful expres-
sion upon his fat face, and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy noticed

“I don't

“1 ought to have done

lt- . a -

The swell of St. Jim's kept his eyeglass turned in Billy
ter's divection. ]

m]l;tmter leaned on a post, blinking at the batsmen. Treluea

and Ogilvy were keeping their end up, but the runs were
at coming. ;

n‘l'wu or three had been odded, but the bowling was so

Lard and fast that there was little chance for any but a first-

cluss bat to score, and these were not the giants of the team.
Thev made a good show, however, inasmuch as the sticks

did not fall.
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Suddesly, as Treluce knocked the ball away towards long
on, [ie ‘heard Wharton's voice call behind him—or a voce
that appeared to be Wharion's, at all events,

“Run! Bun, Treluce?® )

The Cornish lad ran. He did not hesitafe for a second {o
ﬂbﬂj’a the orders of his cricket captain.

ran. ]

Crash came the bell into his stumps before he bad fanly
started, and his wicket fell intp a wreck,

“Well, my hat " murmured Gordon Gay.
ﬂ":a*:.r call cricket?™

** Bai Jove!"

Wharton's face was a study.

Seven down for Greyfriars.

1t was getting serious—more than serious.

Hazeldene went in, and Billy Bunter turned away from the
field of play with a grin on his fet, shiny face.

Arthur Avgustea D'Arey tapped Wharton on the shoulder,
The Greylrisrs skipper turned to him a little impatiently.
He was not in & mood for talk.

Y Well? he taid shortly,

D'Arcy was locking very serious.

“I think I wemembah, when I was at Gweviwiahs, that
BEunter used to do ventwiloguial twicks,” he remarked,

* ¥es. What about it?"”

“ Has ho given it up?®

Wharton started.

“What! Do vou think—"

“1 was watelun” him ;ust now, and I beliaye—""

“*Thank you, IV Arey 1™

Harry arton strode towards the fat junior and grasped
Teim hﬁ the shoulder. PRilly Bunter gave one look in the
Ureyfyiars captain’s furiovs face, and turned guite white.

e saw that he was discovered.

" I—1 didn't do it ! he panted.

“You cur!l’ said Wharton, in low, concentrated tones.
“'i""ﬂlz_:!ﬁadt You've been playing tricks, to make us lose the
mate

“ Oh, really, Wharlon—"*

“I was a fool not to guess 1! But how was I to suspect
i E;&y{rﬁam’ _chan of being such a cowardly cur?

“"1s that what

©1f we weren't on asnother team’s ground I'd thrash you
within an inch of wyour life, Bunter ™ said Harry, between
his teeth. ** ¥Yon cad! You coward!™
*Oh, reslly, 1—— It was oniy a joks, you know-——-"

“ A joke! A joke that may lose us the metch.”

“Well, it's only a cricket match, you know— Ow "’

Wharton flynp him savagely away.

Buntey stagrored against the pavilign sith a erash, and
alid down into a heap, gasping with sheer terror, and blinking
ak Wharton.

“Ow 1" he moaned, "“I—I'm hurt! U'm dwving! Ow !

“Get off this Geld " said Harry.

“wl I can’t move!”

1 pive you one minute to get out,’” said Wharton. *" Here,
tzke thiz—it's the return half of a ticket. I'll get a new one.
Go back to Greyfriars.”

+§ .Hli'h—“

Yo, 1 tell you! T can’t frost myself near yon!
want to be half killed!" muttered Harry, hizs faca white with
rage. ' Go, if you know what's good for yourself !

He turned on his heel,

Billy Bunter staggered to his fost.
end rao.
zoul,

He rvar~—snd vawmished. The next trein from BRyleombe
hore lim away, and the Greyfriars team wers lcft to save
tha match if they could. untroubled,*at all events, by the
Greyfriara ventriloguist.

But conld they save it?

As Wharton strode back to the field there was a roar from
the Grammear crowd.

“Woll bewled, Monkey I"

And another Greyfriars batsman carvied his bat out.

Eight down for Greyiriars for forty-eight runs.

It looked desperate.

Do vou

et Jle clutched the ticket,
Wharton's tone had striclen fear ta his mean litile

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Last Man In.

THREE JaMSET RAM SINGII went to the wicketfs
with a grim expression upon his dusky foatures
Although it wes as 8 bowler that he excelled, the
dusky Nabob of Bhanipur could be rolied upon to kecp
biis end up ab the wickets, und especislly to back up 8 move
pewsrful batsman than himself.
Rut hiz partner at the wickets was Hazeldome now, and
llazeldene was very fnr fronu beicg a powerful bat.
‘Wharton's brows were knitted.
At almost every ball he expected to sea Hazeldene's wicket
g0 to pieces, and then he would go in as Jast man.
Then he and Hurree Singh would be left with a huge score
io make if they were to tie with or beat the Grammarians,
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Wharton knew what he could do himself, and he knew that
he could rely upen Hurree Singh. But the prospect wes
desperate, for the Grammarian bowling was keen, and seemed
to g: growing more dangerous all the time. \ i

Tha chances were ten to one that Billy Bunter's rascality
had cost Lis side the match. The fat jumior had doubtless
not thought of it in that light. His only ides was to play
a triek on the side, and get **lavel ™ with them for his sup-
posed harsh treatment.

But, as is ofien the case, he had done more harm than
he intended when he once started doing it.

Bunter was no sportsman, and he did not uoderstand the
importance of a big match to the keen cricketers of the
Remove. . .

“11ard luck *° said Tom Brown, as Wharton joined him,
gloomy and silent, ]

Wharton podded without speaking. L a

“It's rough,” said Bob Cherry. "I wouldn't mind being
licked so mueh, but it locks like our being licked with about
Bfty runs to spare. That's rotten!” RO

W What was that row with Bubter?" asked Nugent, * He's

one, '’
¥ Wharton snapped his teeth. ] 3 L

“Yes It waﬁ:n who Ela.:,-ed those tricks—he’s heen giving
us some of his confounded ventriloquam. Linley, old man, I'in
sﬁ:-rry Iljthaught. vou were playing the giddy ox. It was

unter.

Mark Linley nodded quietly. 5 .

“Tt's all vight, Wharton, as far-es I'm concerned. itsa;
yough on our chances. We're miles behind the Grammarians.

“"That fat young villain has mucked up the match.

“Oh, we'll make him wriggle for it!" said Bob Cherry,
between his teeth. ** Whero is he?”

* Gone back to Greyiriars.” -

“ Then he can wait till to-night, the rottec!” Bob Cherry
clonched his fiste, ' By James, we'll moke him sit uwp i
wa lose the mateh I 1 ]

“There's a chance yet,” said Linley. .

* Not much of a one. Hazel's wicket's going."”

“Wharton and Inky will put up a INNINEHE. T

“We shall try to Ppull the mutch out of tﬁe"ﬁra, eaid
Harey. * How it will work out goodness knows!

Eliﬁ'e'llt- wrinkled his brows thoughtfally. )

“Ti's pot fair on us,”’ he szid. ** If we explained to Gordon
Gav he would—" .

Wharton made a lmﬁtiy resture of dissent. i .

“1 dare say he wounld, but we couldn’t ask it. Hang it
ali! Besides, conld we tell the Grammar chaps that a fellow
helonging to Greyfriera mucked up the maich for his own
&f:hnuf out of iean spited’’

“ Hardly I”

* Impossible . “ "
1 " We mu]alt. tiha ﬂ{.wkr_.-hn_nﬁs,: sa,ii:l Harry; "and if it's a

icking wa'll take a licking, that's all.” .

e %ﬁd taI:Ja it out of Bunter later,” added Nugent grimly.

" Yes, rather "’ .

« Hallo, halle, hallo! There goos Hazel's wicket !

A masterly ball from Jack Wootton had knocked Harel-
aene’s wicket to a wreck, and Hazeldene came out, looking
Jeeidedly rueful. . .

“ Borey, Wharton,” he szid; '] know 1t's rotten -

“You've knocked up six,” said Harry. * Not ec bat.

* Better than my show,” grunted Bob Cherry.

" Ves: but eonsidering what were wanted—"

“ Well, that wasn't your fault.” )

“Go in and get them, Wharton, old man!"” said Tom
Brown.

Wharton sntiled. ]

5 going to do my best,”" he said. )

He went to the wicket, and Hurree Jameet Ram Singh
greeted him with & rueful gnn. The score stood at
e

Fifty-four more runs were wanted to tis, snd fifty-five, of
course, 1o win, :

And Greyfriars were last man in | _ . 1
The Grarumarians grinned at the mere idea of their getii
ithe required runs. It was, as Mouk confided to Jac
Wootton, a simple matter of arithmeotic. If nine batsmen
had picked up fifty-six rune for nine wickets, how many runs
were the two remaining batsmen likely to pick up. cepceial

as the fall of a single wicket meant, of course, out for bo

ol them ? ;

Wootton replied that he pave it up, to which Monk
rejoined that the Greyiriars fellows might as well give it up,
too—an opinion in which the Cornstalk fully concurred.

But Greviriars had no intention of giving it ug, ]

While thers was life there was hope, and the Greylriare
motto wag ' Never say die.”” Harry had pulled desperate
innings out of the fire before, and there was no reason why
be chould not do o again, though the Grammearian bowling
was ceally deadly.

{1r

pre
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Wharton's face was grim as he toock up his position at the
wizket, and faced the next over from Gordon ay.

The Grammariane looked on cheerfnlly.

They expected the redoubtable Cornstallk to make short
work of the Greyfriars “tail,’” but Gordon (Gay, good as
ha wps, had got hold of a tough tnorsel now to chew.

He felt confidant himsalf, but not over-confident. It looled
as if the Grammar 8chool wera hooked for an casy victory,
but Gordon Gay never counted a vietory as won until he

had wen it.

He bowled to Harry Wharton with all the skill he had, and
Harry stopped the first two balls dead. The third he snicked
away through the slips for two. The fourth he met with

a mighty swipe that lifted it fairly over the boundary, and
there was no need to run.
Bob Cherry gave a yell.
““Bravo!'
“Good for you, Wharton 1"
”Gﬂ I.t- !n
And Gordon Gay grinned. -
ﬂl}]u realised that he had met a foeman worthy of his steel
15 tune.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,
Saving the Match.

& RAVO ™
“ Wall hit !

“Well hit, Wharton "
Another shout from the Greyfriars fellows, as
Wharton made another mighty swipe, and the leather went
on its long journey.
Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh looked quickly st his comrade
at the wickets.
Bult Wharton shook his head.
“ No need to run, Inky !V
And there was no need. Wharton knew that it was a
boundary without even looking.
Two boundaries in the first over !
Things ware looking up for Greyfriars now that the young
oaptain of the Remove was wiclding the willow,
Bai Jove!"” said Arthur Augustes D'Arey, turning his

monocle admiringly upon Wharton.  * That chapr can bat I

Bob Cherry gave tho syell of 8t Jim's & terrific slap on the
shoulder.

“Go hon!" he erted,

“Ow! Yow!"

“You're quite right!" sald Bob.  “ Absolutely on the
mark ! But where do you pick up this surprizing judg-

ment "

* Weally, Wobert Chewwy, I wegard you as an ass!”

“Bame to you!" said Bob genially.

“You uttah duffah—-"

* And many of thom "

D*Arey turped away, rubbing his shoulder. Tt was no use
arguing with Bab Elfarr:r. Tﬁn swell of 8t Jim's strolled
round to the other side of the girls, taking care to keep a
safer distance from the enthusiastic Bemovite.

But, as D' Arey had romarked, the chap could bat !

He knocked &ert:m Gay's bowling all over the field, and
then an odd run at the finish gave him the bowling satill, and
he faced Jack Wootton, and made hay of him in the same

way.

fhe Grammarians looked at one another.

Soveral things in the Greyiriars play had surprised them,
but Wharton's batting was the biggest surprize of all.

He stood at ease, in a willowy and graceful atiitude, but
he lashed out when his bat was waated with the foree of o
Jeassap.

Again and sgain the ball whizzed away, and the batsmen
ran.

Hutree Jamset Bam Singh
comrade,

Batween them the comrades had to pull the game out of
the fire, and the Nabob of Bhanipur meant that no cffort
should be wanting.

The Greyiriars %&H-:rwa cheered their bats again and again,
And even the Grammarians, not pleased as they were by the
unexpected turn the innings had taken, cheered, too.

It was a splendid display, and worth o cheer or ftwo!

Again & single gave Wharton the bowling, for the third
Eyer, and ihis time Frank Monk went on te bowl against

er

Twice Wharton drove away the lenther for four, and then
came the first chance of the Grammarians to score.

‘He cut the ball into the slips, and there was a gasp from
his comrades in front of the pavilion.

“It's a catch !"" muttered Bob Cherry.

Carpenter was at slip. He made a cateh at the hall,
Linlay or Wharton in his place would have made the catch
—probably Gordon Gay or Jack Wootton would have done it.
But Carpentoer, of Ryleomba, couldn't.
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manfully backed up his

thih muffed the catch, and the round, red ball dropped into
0 Erass.

“ Butteringers I’ muttered Gordon Ga{.

But he took it cheerfully. Greyiriars had had worse luck
than that, and were fghting bravely against it,

Cuarpenter turned red. ¢ piwcked up the ball, and threw
it in with & very heightened colour. The Grammarians
round the field did not spare their comments. But, after
all, 1t was not a catch that every fieldsman could have made,
and it iz easier to do these things in the mind’s eye, lockin
on, than to bring them off on the actunl ficld of play—whie
let armchair critica please note !

To blame or not to blame, Carpenter had muffed the
catch, and the danger was over, and Greyiriars breathed
eaally again.

Harry Wharton profited by his narrow _escape, and he did
not give the enemy another chance. He did nol hit out
agaln unless was quite surc. It was better to risk a
draw from want of time to finish than to throw the game
into the hands of the other team.

But Wharton’s hopes were rizing high now.

Runs were piling up, and he never felt more secure, moro
sure of himself, and, at the same time, he had never been
mora careful, after that one slip.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was backing him up loyally.

When the nabob had ihe bowling, he would steel a single
run if he counld, and give it back te Wharton, and then
Wharton would make hay of it.

The Grammarians laboured against him in vain,

Thirty runa for Wharton, and six for the Nabob of
Bhanipur—all in the space of twenty minutes,

Things were locking up for Greyiriars. and no mistake.

Minety-two !

Eighlteen wanted to tie, nineteen to win!

Bob Cherry rubbed his hands with glee.

“Wa shall do it!” he muttered,

“HBai Jove!” remarked Arthur Aupustus D' Arey. It
begins to look like it, you know. *I wegard Hawwy %"Fhartﬂn
gs a vewy fail bat, Miss Phyllis I"

Miss Phyllis smiled.

“¥es; though nover compared to Jessop or Fry ! sug-
gested the girl, with a mischievous twinkle in hor eyes,

“Yans, wathah! Hardly up to St. Fim's form, pewwaps,
but ﬁnﬂ—vm'-'{l fine I" said the ewell of the 8chool Hounse.

And Miss Phyllis and Mizs Vera laughed softly. They had
an idea that Harry Wharton was quite up to the form of
Gordon Gay, and t mél Gordon Gay eould play D" Arcy’s head
off on the cricket-fiold ; but they did not'say so.

The field crossed over once more, and Gordon Gay
exchanged o comical glance with Jack Wootton.

*“They seam pretty well set,” he remarked.

Jack nodded, with a grim smile.

“Yoa; looks as if 1t’s no pood tryving to shift Wharton.
May have a chance with the Christy Minstrel, though.”

“Well, try 1"

“I'm oont”

Jack Weotton took the ball, and went on to bowl agatnst
Hurree Joamsgt Ram Singh. The Nabob of Bhanipur
watched him, with a gentle grin.

Jack Weootton threw all he could inte the bowling. The
Grammarian ficldsmen stood round, hungry for eatches.
But the smiling nabob did not give them anv. He knew

what his comrades expected of him, and he fulfilled their
expoctabions,

Wootton's bowling was dangerous, but Hurrce Singh
played it with keen cgution. He stopped each ball dead on
the crease, with cool persistence and a deadly deliberntion
that showed the Grammarians that there was no chance.

They might as well have tried to bowl over o briek wall
with a pea-shooter as to dislodge Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh from his wicket.

The dusky junior was amiling, and iimmovable.

Jack Wootton grunted as he left the howler's wicket at
the end of the over, during which not a single run had been

scored, and Hurree Singh's stumps had not owce been in
serious danger.

“Well " grinned Gordon Gay.

“ Rotten !" said Wootton,

“You can't shift the Christy Minstrel—eh "

“0h, he's o giddy fixture! Try from the other end with
the run merchant !''

Gerdon Gay took the ball once more, to bowl to Harry
Wharton. The Greyfriars juniors looked on eagerly.

With luck, that over might see them out.

Gordon Gay did his level beat. e had himself been hard
to shift from the wicket during the home innings. But
HarE,.r Wharton, of Greyfriars, scemed a still harder nut to
Crack,

The hrst ball broke in most cunningly, but it found the
batsman prepared for it with a neat late cut that sent it
on its journey.

Two for Greyfriars!
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Then & blank, and another blank! Then another mighty
swipe, end the ball sailed away till it wae lozt to the straining
eve,

And then came Harry's eoel, erisp:

“Don't run, Inky; it's a boundary !

And so it was. And the Nabob of Bhanipur grinned all
over his dusky face, and reposed at his wicket,

Ninety-eight up!?

“My only hat!" said Bob Cherry.
sona? How's that, ye cripples I

‘* Ripping 1" said Mark Linley.

“ Bplendd ¥*

“ Brava! There ho poes again!™

Away went the last ball of the over, and the batsmen were
running. Beott—how they ran! They ¢rossed the piteh like
lightning—once—twice—yes, and thrice. Ah, but the ball is
coming m—straight for the bateman's wicket. And Harry
Wharton is still yards off—thet last run was a near thing.

Greyiriars held their breath,

Will he do it7.

The ball i3 coming in—swift as a bullet, straight as & die—
from the hand of Jack Wootton. Wharton does not see it—
does not hear—but he knows—knows that all depends on the
noxt second—and he puts on a wild spurt. The bat thuds on
the creaze—ecrash |

The wicket flies to pieces.

There is a breathless * How's that?” But the umpirs

shakes-his head. The bat was on the crease ere the wicket
was touched.

* Not out)”

Baved again!

“ Hurrah!" EETEd Bob Cherry; and Phyllis and Vera
":I:Hpad their hands, and the Grammarians gave a cheer—
w

-earned, too.
And the stamps

“How's that, my

A hundred and one runs—9 wanted to te. |
not o be drawn for threequarters of an hour, if necossary
to prolong the game so long. It will not be necessary, they
all know that, One way or the other, the match will be
settled in the noxt few overs. If Wharton goes on hitting,
all serene—for Greyfriars; if he is caught napping, the reverse
—but in any case it cannot last long now.

¥Frank Monk is bowling onoce more, and still Harry Wharton
has the bowli and he is playing cautiously for a chence.
Oinee the ball drops dead om the crease, and the seconds seem
]lkghym%h to the nIn:m:]b]uﬂ Groyiriars fellows.

Then Wharton lets himeelf go once more, and the ball pails
hﬁ.:..ru&:gq&h& hﬂ;ﬂlﬂlﬁ’]‘- A hunﬁnﬂ and ﬁ:::’ !

Gioron ey 12 ik The bowl

ordon is looking grim. e bowling is good, the
felding first-class. Vet nothing seems to be able to break
thet parinership at the wickets.

Bound the field the crowd are breathless.  Soniors have
come up in fwos and threes to watch that exciting finish,
How will it end? There goes a rumour that Dr. Monk him-
self is looking oul of his window. How will it end? There
13 hardly a word from the crowd ; the anxiety is too deep now,
How will it end?

Down came the ball, to drop like & deornail on the crease—
then again, and a single run 1z added.

A hundred and eight!

Frank Monk looks move hopeful. Chance against Wharton
he feals he has none, but now he is facing Hurree Singh.
ile tries his best on the smiling, dusky junior. But his best
fails him now. The ball is cut away for a single, and the
hatsmen have changed ends agmin, and the score is at 100
One wanted to tie—two to win!

The field croszes over, and Hurree Singh has the bowling
pgam, from Gordon Gay. Four balls he stops with imper-
turbable ocoolness, without turning a hair. ~ The ffth he
knocks away into the long field, and the batsmoen cross,

A hundred and ten,

Grayfrars have tied.

From the Greyfriars fellowa comes a long gasp of rolief.

Whaiever happens mow, they are not beaten. The Ryl-
caiinbe mateh cannot bo a defeat, at sll events.

But it is going fo be a vietory surely. The batsmen seem
tn bo set as if for centuries. Wharton i3 to bave the last ball
of the over, and he is standing ready for it

Gordon Gay draws & deep breath,
 Upen that ball depends the matech—a draw or a defeat for
Ly Grammarians—a draw or a victory for the visitors froi
Lirayfriara.

Gordon Gay retreals a httle and pgrasps the round ball,
Then a littla vun—and he furns himsell inte a kind of
cutherine-wheel—and the ball, for good or i, is on its
jowimey.

A gasping intake of breath vound the field—how will it go?
Fvery ayae is on the Grevfiiars batsman,

Wharion looks as cool as ice.

Click |

The willow has miet the leather, and the ball is sailing
away.  Across the pitch go two fleeting fizures in white,

dark Wootton stoeps in the grass, clutches the ball, and
whirls round, zending it in in the saine movement.
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But it iz too late.

Tt crashes upon the stumps, but the batamen heve made
zood their ends, and the leather has arrived too late.

Wharton has =scored.

The zeove iz ab 111,

Greyfriars have won the match!

EVERY
TUESDAY,

The “INagau”
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THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
The Conquering Hero.

ROM the Greyfriars fellows burat a yell.
F e Iﬁlurmh{:}h T
" Bravo, arfon ; .
Then they rushed on the field and bore their skipper
off shoulder-high, 1e deserved that, or any other honour
they could do ﬁim. :

I-{a had pulled the match out of the fire when it was as
good as lost, and the jumiors of Greyfriers felt that they
could not do him honour encugh. )

Wharton laughed breathlessly as they rushed him up to the
pavilion. "

“ Chuek it,”" he gasped. ** Let me down.

* Rats "

o conguering here comes !’

“ Bwavn, anl.lrwa;l.r!’ exclaimed Arthur Avguostus DVArcy
cordially. ** Bwave!" ] .

“ It was splendid,” said Phyllis softly; and Mizs Vera
added more emphatically: * Rll‘.‘l[ﬁ!l‘clg,’ e

Wharton etruggled to his feet, Gordon Gay came through
the crowd and grasped him by the hand.

“ Tt was & jolly good mateh,’” said Gordon Gay frankly.
“You've licked ng—"

" Narcowly, old chap.”

Gay laughed.

" ".'}as: E near thing—still, you've done it. Better luck for
ug in the return mateh, perhaps. Anyway, it was a nppmg
tusale, and I'm glad we've played you!”

Y Bame here !’ i )

“ The samefulness is terrifie!™

The match had eertainly been o hard-fought one, and the
Grammarions took their defeat in a sportsmanlike spirit.
There was nothing to be ashamed of in 1t; they had played
up like men, and the mergin of defeat was narrow. Another
over migh:ﬁmve seen a Greyfriars wicket down, and the ver-
dict reversed. _

But narrow or not, the victory was won, and the Gregfriars
fellows rejoiced, though without a trace of crowing.

Then the Greyfriars team preparved to leave—aiter rest and
some refreshment under the elms in the sunzet—a crowd of
Grammarians accompanied them to the railway-station at
Rylaanbe.

Miss Phyllis and Miss Vers also did them the honour to
accompany them to the station, and Arthur Augwstus D'Arey
came along to lock after the ladies.

** Bai Jove, deah boy " he said, to Harcy Wharton, as they
shook hands at the carriage door when the Greyfriavs party
were aboard the train.  ** Bai Jove, 1 ard you as a weally
wipping batsman, and I shall be ven.-.-{ sed to take your
wicket when vou play St. Jim's. I shall wegard it weally as a
festhah in my cap.”

Whereat Harry Wharton langhed cheerfully.

The whistle blew, and the juniors crowded back away [rom
the train.

it Gﬁﬁi‘b}'ﬂ !.”

“* Ay revoir " : :

The train rolled out of the station, the Greyfviars ericketers
eramming the windows and waving caps and straw hats and
handkerchiels in reply to the parting wavings of the Gram-
marians.  And almost the last the Greyfriars follows saw was
Arthur Augustus, waving his silk hat, and PPhyllhs and Vera
fluttering their handkerchiels.

FWell,™ seid Bob Cherry, setiling hinmsalf somnfortably in a
corner seat, I think that's been a jolly good mateh, and
we've had a pood day !’

“ Yes, rather!”

' Hear, hear ! ‘ _

* Now we've only gpot to slay Bunter when we get in——"

Iarry Wharton laughed.

* We've won,” he said; ' we can aford to give Dunter a
free parden this time—as we've won.  Wa'll take carve lie
doesn’t have a chance to serve us a trick like that again.”

“Well, T was just thinking the sams. We've licked the
(icammarians, and they're a good Leam. 1 feol more like
sLann:IinE: anybody a feed just now than licking him—even
Bunter."

And e rest of the cnckelers agreed.

433

And wheu they
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arrived ab Greyfriars -they found that the fat junior had, as
a2 mattar of fact, already been licked.

Hisz explanation of his absence had not proved satisfaotory

to the Hend. Buntor had o reputabtion for being stupid, and
for misundevstanding the plainest things but Dr. Locks
declined to believo tﬁat Bunter had really misunderstood on
this oveasion. And Bunter had gone to the dormitory smart.
ing from a severe caning, and he was blinking with painful
Frh;m—:-es from tha bed when the ericketers crowded inm, in
gl gpirits, ;
A i-ll say, you follows,” he murmured, ** I"ve had an awful
iicking. The Ilead forgot that Le had given me pernission
@ go with you, and—"

* [T, ha, ha 1

“ 00, really, you fellows——

Frobrrtotebetetefadeiaboiaiads

L]

The First Chapters of a New Serial.

“ Shut up, Bunter,” sald Havey Wharton. * Thank your
lucky stars that we beat the Grammar School after all or
Fmﬂi’ got another licking now that would make your haie
ourl !’

¢ Oh. really "

“ Bhut up ™ ;

And Bunter thought he Lad belter: and the Remove
ericketers went to bed that night in the hizhest of apirits
aver the result of the Bylcombe matoh.

THE EXNI».

(Ancther Long Complfote Tale of tha Chumszs of
Groyfriars noxt weeak, entitfed ** The Bounder of
Grey¥friarg." Ploage order your <copy of tha
 plagnet® Library In advance, One Penny.)

b o popotopododoR

ngtel in

Trapped!
But Stanley Dare's mental studies of the problem were fated
to an early interruption. He waasta

ing near the end of the
pavade, with bis -head bent and his tmnﬁ in his pocketa—his
usual atlitude when deep in thought—when a man came up to
himi, and, touching hiz cap in & sort of nputical way, asked if
b wasn't Mr. Stanley Dare, tha faimous young detective.

“T can't lay claim fo being famous,’ replied Dare, who
disliked anything in the nature of a compliment from a
siranger; * but 1 am the person you refer to.”

“ Well, sir,” pursued the man, "I was sent to you by the
fandlord of the Lugger Inn. I went up to tho Southdown
Hotel, but they told me vou had gone out, and I thought
maybe I should find you here™

*The landlord of the Lugger Inn?' echoed Dare. I
don't know him. What does lie want with ma?®"’

“Elé heard you were in Deal,” replisd the man, “and if
vou are at liberty he would like to engage you professionally.

lis niece has suddenly and mysteriously disappeared, and he

says that even if Etm are unable to take up the ease, vou
parhaps would be kind enough to step down to the inn and
advies him how to nct.”

“I have no objection to doing that,” said Dare; * although
the only advice I'm likely to be able to give him is to place
the matter in the hands of the police. Why dida't he come to
sea ma himgelf ¥’

*“ He hasn't got anybody he can lzave in chax;lga of the inn,”
waa the reply.  “*There's a i;-c'md“? rough crowd collects there
sometimes, and it sin't everybody who can manage them. Dut
Joo Drecker, he can do i8,?

Stanley Dare remembered having noticsd the Lugger Inn
duriog his walks round the older parts of 1Deal. It was a one-
staried Dbuilding of moderate size, situated about a quarter
of a mile from the pier, and about o couple of hundrad vards
ip from the beach

In the old smugglng doys, when about one-third of the
popilation of Deal were either dirvectly or indirectly in the
amuggli trade, the Lugger Inn was a favourite resort of
sore of i:it:‘gizr worst of those gentry, and bore an avil reputation.

Whether it had any sort of repufation now, either pood or
evil, Stanley Dare did not know.

The landlord met them at tha door. He was a big, raw-
boned individual, with dark hair and beard, who, had he baou
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.Stanl

irl baing in
fore ha has time to go into details, and the young detactive iz left with oo clue
to the mystery except the torn scrap of a note written on {he back of an envelope,
The case intdérests bim, howaver, and with the hslp of his frlend, Professor
MacAndrew, he begins to investigate, but without much result.
thinking over the case deeply,

“THE EMPIRE”

DARE

INTRODUCTION.

Dare, having just retucned from a trip to Australia, 1s stayiog at an

aal,hw en a mad comes to him, sﬂmu;uiﬁ-waundﬂd. with & story of &

anger of her lifs. The stranger. collapses. into unconsciousness

He falla to

dressed in lbigh boots, petticoat trousers, and rough rpilg#,
coat, might well have stood as & living representative of one
of the bygonas arnugglers, ) .

* I am glad you have coma, siv,’”” he said, with an attempt
at bei eivi -agokan and polite, which seemed to sit
awkwardly upon him. “I am feeling very worried about my
nisce, ung I should like your advice as to the best way. to
set to work to find dut the causze of her disappearance, and
what has become of her.” _ .

} “I:II!..:i"ﬁ you communicated with the police?’ Stanley Dare
inguired.

** Not yet, sir,” replied Drecker. “ But I've had a good
ssarch mede for the girl by friends and customiers. Hearing
;o were in ‘tho ‘town, I thought I'd like to have your pro-

azaional advice before putting the matter in the hands of
tha police."

Thé voung detective wondored whether the landlord's niece
was the girl who had a led to him for help. It was pos-
aible, though it hardly ssemed probable, as the more natural
mtii}_n on her part would have baen to make an appeal to ler
LICE.

They had ascended a Bight of creaking wooden stairs, and
the landlord had ushered Dare into an upper room, somewhat
roughly furnished az a sitting-room, e placed a chair for
ths voung detective, but remained standing himaelf,

““ Did your piece live hore at the inn?’ asked Dave,

“ No, =ir,” answersd the lanlord. ** Bhe was staying with
some friends in the town, It ain't hardly a place for & young
girl, you gae, for my customers are a rough lot—cealaring
men, most of them.”

Tho sounds that came up from ilie bar certainly bore out
the lapdlord’s words. Oaths, ribald songs, drunken shouts
could be heard, and 1t struck Dare that the customers of the
Lugger Inn were seafaring men of the worst class—the viff-
raff of a seaport town.

“* How long has yous niece baan mizsing ™" pursued Darve.

" Bince yesterday afterncon.”

“Have vou e specimen of her handwriting in the house*"

Joe Drecker shook s head. He had nothing of the sort.
His niece naver wrote to him, ha zaid.

Daro had wanted to compare hsr handwritine with the
specimen hs had on the torn envelopa. By that means he
wauld have been able te fell whether the mising nicce ard
the unknown givl wha had appealad to him for help were ong
and tho same perion.
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Tuking out & pencil and poeketbook, he leaned back in his
ehaiv and looked the landlord straight in the face.

“ What did you say her name was?' he asked,

Thers was ap appreciable interval before Joe Direcker
answered the question. It almost seemed as though he way
not quite certain what her name was. He returned the young
detective’s look with a steady stare, which, however, was
quiie expressionless.  His eves had that peculiar quality of
remalning open without a single blink of the hds when hoe so
chose, on which occasions they were as vacant-looking as an
owl's in daylight. The effect was extraordinary, and on these
cccasions it would have puzzled the cleverest of thought-
readers £0 puess what was passing 1n his mind,

“I don’t seem to remember having mentioned her name,"
he said slowly. * But it is Mary.”

Y Mary Dreckert™
. "Why, yes. Bhe is my dead brother’s child, you see. That
15 why I am =0 fond of Lher.”

The tone of hiz voica did not ceem to convey the imprescion
that he could bo very fond of anything, but that, of course,
was not & matter that concerned ﬁare one way or the other.

" Exactly,” replied Dare. *““But we don't seem to be
getting on very fazt. Have you nothing to tell me except
tnat your niece disappeared yesterday? Perhaps it would Ge
better if I went to see the persons with whom she is staying.”

* Perhaps it would,” said the landlord; * but you were
asking (o see a specimen of her handwriting just now, When
I come to think of it, I remember that sho made ont some
hills for me the other day. One of "em is in the bar-parlour

now. I'll yun down and fetch 1. And if you'd care lor any
refreshment——""

* Nothing, thank you!” interrupted Stanley Dave.

U Well, you're quite welecine to anything you fancy, if iKs
i the house,”

I am much obliged. I don’t care for anything.”

The landlord quitted the rootn and closed the door softly to.
There wers some magazines on the table, =0 Dare picked up
one and glanced through its pages. One of tho stories in-
teresred him, and he read it through. By this thue the land-
lord haud been absent about a guarter of an hour.

*'Thas bill that he has been talking about seems to require
& good deal of finding,” e mused.

The noize in the bar grew louder. Rough woices were
stammering, clamouring with dvunken insistence for a song.
Btanley Dare tried to vead again, but could not fix his atten-
tion on the book. He rose from his =zeat, streiched himself,
and glanced round the roont.

Where was tho door?

He rubbed his eves, wendering what tricks his sight was
playing with him. The deor had been on his left as he sat
af the table. Now thers was nothing there bub worm-saten
cak panelling, black with age. All yound the roomn it was
exactly the same, except there was & couple of barred shutters,
which presumably closed over a window, although no part of
tho window was visible,

Then for the frst time it lashed across Stanlay Dare’s mind
that he had fallen .into o careiplly-prepared trap.  As likely
as not the story of the mizsing miece was a fabrication, an
her very existence & myth,

Thers was no bell in the roony, and, what was more stonifi-
cant, no freplace. ‘'The cillamp which provided the light
seemed to be poing out.  Swiftly but cautiously he passed his
hands over all the panelling, but could not discover o erack
or join which w serve to indicate whera the door wis.

* There 13 & deeper and darker mystery connected with this
husiness, and the unknown girl is in worse peril than I at
fivst expected,” muttered Dare. ** That villainous landlord
and his associates have not traip&i mo for the mere sake of
a commonplace attempt at v . There 13 some more
cogent reason for their action, and unfortunately I am um-
armed ; but I can surely make my escape from this den by
way of the window. These shuiters are cunly secured by a
wooden bar”

He crossed the room and lifted the bar from the sockets in
which tho ends rested. Then he CIUFFI:'} hold of the hrass
knob and pulled the shutters open, Mo sooncr had he done
s0 than his eves were dazzled by a blinding flash of light, and
ho received a shoek right thvough him which sent him reeling
backwards., He felt his senses leaving him. He clutched at
a chair for support, but it fell over with a crash, and he
dropped linply across it

Then [rom down in the lewer part of the house he heawnd
the hoarse revellers rosring out the chorus of a song—a weird
song it must have been. A part of the chorus rang clealy
in his ears:

“ Four jolly fizliermen. o stont apd so strong,
They halied up the corpse and they carried 1t along.”

Tt was the Jast =cund lLe heard before he =ank into
UNCONSCIONSTICSS,
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Alonc on the Shivering Sands—Doomed '—0n the Flogd
Tide.

Y Wherc am I7 What has happened?®” .

Stanley Dare roused to conzciousness with the fresh night
wind blowing aeross Iifs face.  As his eyes slowly opened, and
e steved upwards, he found himself looking 2t a group of
}Jala stare and =ome light clounds drfting Ligh wp in the
IBAVENE,

The rippling sound of waters reached his ears, and fur away
he heard the shrill hoot of a steamer’s-siven,

“Where am I he repeated, o

Dut there was no one to answer his question. His idea was
that he mast be lying o a sandy part of the Deal beach, but
why ke waz there he could not nnderstand. He was conserous
of a soreness over his whole body, as though he had been
heaten with a stick, and for this ho could not account. 3

And at present it was o trouble for him to think. EFis brain
had not resymed ite normal acitvitv., e lay there on liis
back, gazing up at the stars, and made no effort to rouse him-
sell further. Hs had voi the strength just then, cither
mental or physezl, to do so.

But after o time the =oul resumed iis sway., Ihs beain
guickened inta ectivity, and strength came hack to bis
nwnhed lirubs. He roue to his fect, and cast » glance sroond
%gim. Thern & cry of cwnazrement and despair broke from his
ipe.

He was on a sandbonk—a detached portion of the Gooedwins,
as he knew by the lights of the lightships, The pacticuler
strip on the highest part of which ho was standing was o
more than thirty vasds in length by twenty 1 breadth. And
it was diminizhing in size every minute, {or thers was a strong
flood-tide making, and at hi;{g ticle the bank was coversd by
about eighi fectk of water., Between fouv and five nnles away
he eau]d‘: ~co the hght: of Deal. Away on his right was the
Eazt Goodwin Light vessel: in front of him the Novth Sand
Headhght ; and belind him, a5 he stood, the Bouth Band Head
—all flastong their warning rays across the water to warn
seamen of the dangers of the dreaded Goodwin SBands,

There were two or three steamers in sight, but ther were
all a long woy off, and there wes no possibility of paining
assistance from any of them, The ncarcst lightship was
the East Gocdwin, and that was fully a eile and a half awey.
With the tide running 2o strongly 1t would be mvewsible to
reach it by swimming, even if he could do the distance, wlich
in his present coudition was extromely doubtful,

Ta make himself heard that distance was, of course, equally
impossible. The wost absolute stillness would have to pre-
vail for a man’s voice to carry'a mile and a half. o

His clothes were dry,” and his watch and money were in his
pockets. The scoundrels who had trapped him weve cautious.
If hiz body was found there must be no suspicion of foul play.
There would be no marks of violenee upon hiz body, and
iz valiables would he untouched. Darc had a morbid fancy
as he stood on the sand ridge to picture to inmself the verdict
of the covener’s jurvy—'"" Accidentally drowned.”

Bt lie soon shook off the feeling, though his nerves were
pertainly en:msidarahliy unstrung, s

“This won't do®' he said to himaelf. *It's a long time
since [ folt so shaky as I do now. It must have been that
electric shock which I experienced, for without a doubt, when
1 pulled open that shutter, I started a powerful electric
current in some way, which bowled me over, Perhaps they
meant it Lo kill me. A nioe gang of scoundrels there ave
located at the Lugger Inn. They are o power to be reckoned
with, for they seem to have :Iﬂnnt;r of resources, and a
diabolically clever man at their head. Those shutters were
not in fromt of & window after all, but I suppose merel;g
sereened n recess where the electrical apparatus was hidden.™

Ho drew bis wateh from hiz pocket and looked at the time.
1t was two o'cleck. 3 e

He remembered 1% was bali-past nine when he was sitting
alone in the vpper room of the inn. Four hours and & half
had elopsed since he had received the shock of electiicity
which had rendered him unconseious, -

“ They brought me out here in a boat, leaving me on the
dry sandbank at low-water,”” he mused, " believing that as
the tide rose I should be dvowned before I recovered con-
sciousnesse. DPerhaps, even, they supposed I was dead. In
any cnse, it was a diabolical scheme, though I wonder they
took the trouble fo bring me right out heve when they might
easify have dropped me from the boat mnto deep water, and
have settled the matter at onee”

But he was soon to learn the resson that he had been
brousht ont on to the sandbank instead of being Aung over-
board into doep water, and he was to realise that the schems
of his would-be murderers was even more digbolical than ho
had ab fivst imagined.

The tide was rising fast, and the sandbank was now scarcely
twenty vards in length by ten in breadth. From the mﬂrg?}t
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tiiat Lia bad 1isen on to his fest Stanley Dare had seaccely
shifted his position; now e moved a Lttle, and he noticed
that the sand, which had been fairly hard ten minutes age,
was so soft that his feet had sunk into it soveral inches.
 Close to tho edge of the bank, parhaps about a vard from
tha water, a plece of wood was lying, that had evidently been
Aung up just before low water by tha recsding tide.

For no particular reason the voung detective fixed his eves
on this plece of wood as it lay thore. Prasently Lo found
hinself watehing it with a sort of horribic fascination.

It was only a small fragment of timber, probably not weigh-
ingg mora than five or six pounds, but for all that it was
hzavier than the surfaco of the sand could support.

It was slowly sinking Even as ha watched it vanish from
sight the quivering sand had swallowed it up, as it swallowed
up everything on its surface,

“'Great Heavens!" cried Pave, I am on a guicksand ¥

A more terrible position could scorosly hd  imagined,
Already tho treachercus zand was boeginuning to shiver in a
hornibly suggestive manner, as though soms awful monster
was stirring in its uaknown depths, rousing up fo sciza its

107,

The natura of the guicksand is sueh that as water—the
civing tida, in this instance—percalates through b it becomes
uastoble, snd whatever lLappens to be upon its surface is
slowly but surely engnifed. - This} then, was the reason the
iniscreant: had taken the troubls to brine him out there.
They would make assurancs doubly sure. The * shivering ™
sand would swallow up all evidence of their crime, for what-
evar sank into tha “ shivering '’ zand—as it was aptly npmed
by seamen—was never again ssen by mortal eves.

; How many of their vietims were already hidden in its cozy
deptha’

Every moment the utter hopelessnass of his position was
borne bome fully upon him. Had he been ths best swimmer
in tho world s skill in that direction would hava besn of
no avail. Fe could not reach the water

Ho made the attempt, for it was only a few yards from
hitnt, but at tho sscond step he sank up to the ankles, and at
tho third step la sank to the lower part of his ealf. With
the untmost difficulty he regained the centro of the ridge,
which was as yet comparatively firm. But even there, if he
stood for over a minute in ong position, k2 sank down several
inches,

Was there no hope of roscus?

Ho gazed wildly round hir, but thare was nothing nearsr
than the East Goodwin Light, which seemied liks & monstrous
;irwin eva winking mockmgly at him out of the velvety
darkness,

The tide rose hizher, crusl and relentless, not to ba stopped
thougl: a thousand lives were in danger. And the treaclierous
sands all the time drew Btaoley Dars slowly and surely down.
He moved about as much as possible, but at each step ho
sank deepoar. It was as though soma horrible monster clutched
at ks feet, dragging him to his deom,

At last his was unable to drag his feet clear any more. The
water had reached him, and now covered the whole bank,
I1a was up to hia knees in the shivering sand, and being
sucked down more rapidly every momment.

i E!.El['t H‘?Ip !'H ; ‘ :

The cry was wrung from his parched lips—an agonised ey
that was carried away on the wind for no one to hear, and
for no one to respond to. The death which threatened lving
was horrible. It was with difficolty now that he could
rotain hia hﬂ!ﬂ_ﬂl“-ﬂ i an
upright position, He
Lnew that if ]_'LE fell rhE
would never rise again.
The temptation came fo
him to Hing hlfﬂEEEE
down, and zo end his
agony more speedily;
Lbut ke resisted the
temptation. He was no
coward, and he would
not “give up hope till
tiwe Inst. DBut his nerves
were unstrung from the
shork of electricity he
hai received at the inn.

He was gripped in
the sand up fto the
kiices, and the water
wias now a foot deep in
Lis immediate vicinity;
but deeper, of course,
over obiler parcts of the
bank. Once again he
looked out towards the
Fast Goodwin  Light-

than,

[ =

e ——— i

Iad it been daylight theva waz a possibility that ha would
lave been seen, but at night it was only possible if anyvone
on board the veszel happened to ba looking through a power-
ful telescope in that divestion. And there were a lundred
chunces {o one against that,

Suddenly La felt something seraping againsg his cight thiyh,
and, looking down, he saw a largs piece of wieckayga, which
had besn ecarried against him by the tids,

Wikl an exclamation of joy he caught hold of it. Surely it
was & special act of Providencs that had se=at this large piece
of planking, all that was left perlaps of soms Lalf-forgotten
wreck, Hoating over the submer n:n:f sandbank at that time!
e believed now that he would gavard. But it was naces-
sary to go to work cautiously, for thare was only just enough
watel' at present fo Hoat so large a fragment. Leaning his
body well over it he worked his legs to and fro, and as
much as possible 1n a circular movement, until he had
loosened the horrible grip of the gquicksand upen them.

Then he gave several jerks; again and again, with all his

strength. Once more they wers clear! Both his boots had
been dragged from his feet in that last desperate effort. Ie
thamked Heaven that it was not his body that was held in the

depths of the shivering sand.
L L] [} L] - & - L L L}

The pieca of wreckage inade a splandid rait, and the voung
detective was abla to streteh himsslf on it in a fairly comfort-
able position. The tide curried it well inshore of the North
Sand Head Lightship, and finally stranded it on the beach
closo to the Novth Foreland.

Day was breaking as Stanley Dars, almost exhansied with
tha cold—for thera was a sharp noirth wind blowing—the
exposure, and the general rough usage he had receivad from
the time he was trapped in tha Lugger Inn, serambled on {o
the shore, and madoe for tha foot of the aliffs.

When he reached the summit he sauk down for a spall of
rest ‘before walking back into Dseal. He preferrad for the
present that no ons but the professor should know anything
of the peril he had encountered, and from which lie had so
miraculously escaped.

The seoundrsls who weare ongagad in careying out sonwe
villainous and m_z;a;‘:ﬂrrimm schemes would be off their puard,
Lrelisving him to ba dead; hut a terrible awakening would be
in store for them when the time cams for lum to revaal him-
salf and strike the blow which should erush the gang and
save—if she was alive to be saved—ths unknown givl who had
appealed to him for aid.

] '] L L] ] » E ] L]

Trofessor MacAndrew was not given to worrying himself
pver o prolonged or unexpected absence of the young detee-
tive on ordinary occasions, for he knew very wall that in the
courss of his investigations he might have to make a journey
at a minute’s notice, or the following up of a clue might taks
him inte queer places, from wiuch it would be impossible for
him to convey any information regarding ins whersabouts to
his friends.

Conseguently the professor falt no anxisty at fivst on account
of Stanley Dare’s continued and unexploined abzence, and
turned into bed at sleven o'clock, fully expecting to see the
VOUnRg datective sitting opposile to him: on the following
morning at the breakfast tabla

But as Btanley Dare did not pub in an appearance, and
there was neither letter
nor felegram from him,
the professor began at
last  to feel a Dat
anxious on his yvoung
comrade’s account, The
caze on which he was
t‘rnﬁaged wnta_ a |t-lm-uliar
— 4 ) and exceptional one
_—-'_.ﬂ'::*:—~+ and mip;i;llnt well  be

sown with utterly un-
forescen dangers. Mac-
Andrew came fo the
conclusion that ir be-

hoved him now to make
SO ll'lqli.ﬂ‘lﬂ'ﬂ.

$=  THE *BOUNDER’
OF GREYFRIARS.”

It is not difiicult to guess that

= > the above title could only apply

;:iasume##i:ntutﬁiiﬂéhé ﬂﬁﬁlﬂ ;-"'!' But itoquiries  from
arr arton 0. om : Lt .
will find that the Removites L'I"f if;’g’f"'th“m‘}‘“‘f ‘f’l’:h
forget their little diflergnces of c & fac nk
opiulon, aud unite agalmst the Daye had gone out for
objectionable stranger. a walk afler dinner, but
none  of them even
knew the dircction
he had taken.
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