THE FIRST CHAPTER
NO ADMITTANCE !

s No room ! ”’
Bob Cherry spoke politely

but firmly.
‘““ But <.
‘““No room!” chorused the rest
of the Iamous Five with equal

politeness and with equal firmness.
Harry Wharton & Co. were re-
turning to Greyfriars after having
been to Lantham to witness the Iirst
Eleven’s match at that place. Win-

ocate was bringing his men home
victorious, and the juniors were
jubilant.

There were six seats 1n the carriage,
and there were only five members 1n
the Co., but the bags which had
contained various supplies of *“ tuck ”
fully accounted for the other seat.

So when a youth with a freckled,
sunburnt face, with a rug over his
arm and a bag in his hand, presented
himself at the door of the carrage,
he was met with the unanimous
assurance that there was no room.

‘““Lots of room farther down the
train ! 7’ said Frank Nugent reas-

FrANK RicrHnarms

A grand long story of Harry |3
=4 Wharton & Co., in which is
related how the boy from |}
New South Wales came to |

Greyfriars.

suringly, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur, hast-
ened to assure the stranger that
farther down the train the roomful-
ness was terrific.

But the sunburnt youth did not
depart.

‘“ Seems to me that there’s an empty
seat there,”” he remarked, ‘ and all
the other carriages seem to be pretty
full up.”

‘“That’s all right,” said Harry
Wharton. ‘‘ The train doesn’t start
for two or three minutes, and you’ve
lots of time to find a place.”

““Thanks ! I've done enough walk-
ing up and down this train. I think
I'll come in here, if you don’t mind.”’

‘““There’s the rub; we do mind,”
remarked Johnny Bull.

“Well, I'll come 1n whether you
mind or not, then.”

The Famous Five grinned.

The strange youth seemed very
determined. But they were deter-
mined, too. And the chances were just
five to one that he wouldn’t come in.

The sunburnt youth put his foot
into the carriage. Bob Cherry shoved
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his boot forward, and the stranger’s
foot disappeared again.

‘“ Haven'’t I told you that there’s
no room ? "’ said Bob.

‘“ There's a seat

““ Engaged | ”’

** Why couldn’t you say so before,
then ? ”’ exclaimed the other. *‘ If
there’s another of your party, that
alters the case. But is that straight ?’’

‘““ Quite straight, my cheerful in-
fant,”’ said Bob. ‘ The seat’s en-
gaged with a bag, also a bat, also an
umbrella. You can see that for your-
self. Besides, we're expecting another
chap to join us here.”

“ Oh, rats | ”/

(1 Eh ? })

“ If the other chap hasn’t come,
you've no right to keep a seat for
hin} 1 a crowded train. So I’'ll come
1n H

1)

“You won't | ”’
S Ewll 1"
The Famous Five looked grimly at
the stranger. His determination
rather Interested them. He was a
fellow of about their own age, sturdily
built, with a somewhat rugged but
very healthy and pleasant face. He
looked particularly fit ; his step was
springy, his eyes clear and steady.
He wore a school-cap slouched over
his forehead, looking a good deal
more comfortable on that hot day
than the headgear of the Greyfriars
fellows. Upon his leather bag were
inscribed the initials “ S. Q. I. E.”
They were evidently only the initials
of a surname and three Christian
names, but Bob Cherry, who was
given to being humorous, chose to
make a single name of them.

‘“ Now, look here, Master Squiff,”
he began.
The sunburnt lad looked surprised.
““ My name i1sn’t Squiff,” he said.
“Isn’t 1t ? Then I can only con-

clude,” said Bob severely, * that
you have pinched that bag.”

The other boy glanced at the bag
and grinned.

‘““ Oh, you are being funny!” he
remarked. ‘‘ Well, there i1sn't mpc}l
time to be funny now ; the train's
going to start. I’'m coming in.”

“ Your mistake!” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. ‘ You're staying
out.”

““ Look here

*“'The fact is, Squiff——"

" My name isn’t Squiff."”

"“ The fact is, Squiff, we're expect-
Ing a chap, and if he comes by this
train we want him with us. We can't
leave Peter Todd out because of a
Squiff. It’s not to be expected,
Squiff.”’

*“ Certainly not, Squiff.”

““ Run away, Squiff ! "

““Go and eat coke, Squiffey!"”

There was a chuckle from a crowd
of fellows on the platform. A good
many Greyfriars fellows were re-
turning from the match by that
train. Most of them were in high
spirits and willing to improve the
shining hour by gently ragging the
stranger. The sunburnt lad looked
round at them, and then laid down
his bag and his rug. _ )

““ I'm coming into this carriage |
he said. “ I'm coming in, if only for
your confounded cheek | "’

““ Now, Squiff it |

‘““ Keep off the grass, Squiff | ”

““ Buzz off, Squiffey | ”

Squiff—to give him the name the
Removites had bestowed upon him—
did not buzz off. He made a charge at
the carriage. '

Squiff was evidently determined.
But something more than determina-
tion was required to effect an entrance
into a carriage where five juniors were
holding the fort. Before he knew

1)
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what was happening, Squiff was sitting
on the platform, gasping for breath,
and five good-humoured faces grinned
at him from the door.

“ Try again, Squiff | ”’

*“ rla, ha, ha "

““Oh, my hat ! "’ gasped Squift.

““Ha, ha, ha |

‘“ Here, make room, you fags ! "

Coker of the Fifth came along the

Squiff made a charge at the carriage, but before he knew what was happening he was sitting on the
form, gasping for breath, and five good-humoured faces grinned at him from the door.

“ We want three places,’’ he said.

““ Noroom | ”

““ Some of you fags can clear out ! ”’
sald Coker. ‘ Come on, Potter | Come
on, Greene! We’ll soon shift these
fags.”

““What-ho ! ”
Greene.

““ All hands repel boarders ! ’’ sang
out Bob Cherry.

sald Potter and

plat.
““Try again, Squiff |

Ha, ha, hal”

train, with Potter and Greene of the
same Form. The three Fifth-Formers,
after a glance at Squiff, looked into
Wharton’s carriage.

‘“ Noroom ! "’ said Bob.

Coker frowned. As a Fifth-Former
and a senior, Horace Coker regarded
himself as monarch of all he surveyed
where mere juniors were concerned.
He waved a lordly hand at the Famous

Five.
( 63

Now, the Famous Five had cer-
tainly been a little in the wrong in
refusing admission to Squiff. But they
were quite in the right in declining
to turn out to make room for the three
senilors. And the chums of the Remove

were famous for standing up in defence

of their rights. .

Coker and DPotter and Greene
scrambled in at the door. Coker was
immediately grasped by three or four
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pairs of hands, and he collapsed on the
floor of the carriage, and Johnny
Bull sat on his back and kept him
there, face downwards. Potter and
Greene were sent whirling back. Potter
sat down, and Greene brought up
against an automatic sweet machine
with a bump.

Squiff was on his feet by this time.
But he did not try to get into the
carriage. Horace Coker’s legs were
protruding from the doorway, and his
boots were lashing about wildly, Squiff
erinned and went down the train.

‘“ Lemme gerrup ! ”’ gasped Coker
of the Fifth. ‘‘ You cheeky fags!
Groogh | Gerroff my back ! Gerroff
my beastly back! Yarooh! I'll skin

you! Ow!"” _
‘“ Stand on his neck | "’ said Johnny

Bull.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha | "

“Yow! Ow! Gerroff ! Yoop!”

‘“ Coker, old man, you’re super-
fluous,” said Frank Nugent. ‘ We
told you there was no room. We told
you quite plainly.”

‘“ The plainfulness was terrific.”

“ Yaroogh!  Gerroff |  Potter |
Greene |

‘““ Look out, the train’s just going | ”’
said Harry Wharton. ‘ Now then,
all together | "

Five pairs of hands closed on Horace
Coker. He shot out of the carriage
like a stone from a catapult.

il O‘v I ))

Coker sat on the platform, gasping.
The guard slammed the door of the
carriage. A few moments later the
train began to move. Coker staggered
to his feet and shook a huge fist at the
orinning faces in the carriage. The
Famous Five kissed their hands pleas-
antly to Horace Coker, and the train

clided out of the station, leaving

Coker standing there, still shaking his
fist.

““ Poor old Coker!” grinned Bob
Cherry.  Always biting off more
than he can chew, and always getting
it 1n the neck ! ”’

*“ Ha, ha, ha ]

‘“ Peter Todd didn’t turn up, after
all,” said Harry Wharton. ‘I hope
that chap Squiff has got a seat in the
train. He looked a decentchap. Now
I come to think of it, I don’t think
we had any right to keep him out.”’

"“ Go hon | ” murmured Bob Cherry.
 Rather late in the day to think of
that |

" Well, he was a cheeky beast ! "
sald Johnny Bull. ‘“ And he’s got left,
as Fishy would say. Still, it was rather
thick to keep him out.”’

“Yes; I hope he hasn’t lost the
train,”” said Wharton, rather repent-
antly. “ As for Coker, it serves Coker
right | I rather liked the look of that
chap Squift.”

But the juniors soon forgot all about
Squiff as they settled down for the
run to Courtfield, and discussed the
match they had just seen and all the
things they intended to do during
that term at Greyfriars. As for Squift
—or whatever his name was—they
never expected to see him agan.
But they were destined to have a
great deal to do with the sunburnt
lad upon whom they had bestowed
that peculiar name.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
A COOL CARD !
” COURTFIELD | ”” said Bob Cherry.
The train stopped.

It was the last change for Grey-
friars. From Courtfield Junction the
local train was to take the fellows to
Friardale, the village near the school.
The Famous Five turned out of their
carriage, laden with bags.

Billy Bunter, the fattest junior 1n
the Remove Form at Greyirars,
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rolled up, and blinked at them through been put on to accommodate the rush

his big spectacles. of Greyfriars fellows returning from
‘“ I say, you fellows, have vou seen Lantham.
Toddy ? "’ he asked. The IFamous I‘lve crowded into a

" No. He was to have rejoined us at carriage, and as they took their seats
Lantham, but the silly ass must have a sunburnt lad followed them in. And
got lost or something ! "’ said Harry the juniors all exclaimed at once :

Wharton. “ Squift, by Jove | ”’
““Oh, rotten! The fact 1s, Todd It was Squiff |
owes me half-a-quid that I lent him,”’ He grinned serenely, and planted

imd Bl”_‘?’BuIlte{', The Australian junior
and I'm a bit took a book from his

- pocket and began to
short of money, PICHt anc D

as 1t happens. I happened to notice the

suppose one of title on the cover and
he grinned as he saw it:

you ,f(:l [ows ““Cricket for Beginners."”’
couldn’t lend me « Learning the game,

a few bob to oet Squiff ?2’* asked Bob.
a snack at the
buffet here '
‘“ Quite right;
we couldn’t!”
. agreed Bob.
“Ha, ha, hal”
“Well, I'm
expecting a
postal-order
when I get to the
school, and—"
“Same old
postal-order!”
orinned DBob

Cherry. ‘‘ Same
old DBunter!

Same old Ana-
nias ! The same
old whoppers/|
Hallo, hallo,
hallo, here’s our
train ! "’

And the chums
of the Remove
rushed to secure
a carriage. The
“local’” was
much longer than
usual, extra
carriages having

HA




himself iIn a corner seat; he was

evidently a cool card.

“Glad you didn’t lose the train,
Squiff,”’ said Bob Cherry. ‘‘ So you’re
coming on to Friardale—what ? "’

The sunburnt stranger nodded.

" That’s my station—Friardale ! ”’
he said.

' Well, you can stay in this car-
riage, if you like.”

‘I mean to.”

“ Now, don’t put it like that!”
remonstrated Bob. ‘' If you put it
like that, I shall feel bound to pitch

you out on your neck !

2 @h, rats |

"“ By Jove,” said Bob Cherry, ‘‘ I've
a jolly good mind——""

Bob was interrupted. A thin-faced,
keen-eyed junior came up to the door
of the carriage and looked in.

1 guess I'll come in here ! ” said
Fisher T. Fish, the American junior
in the Greyfriars Remove.

I guess and calculate we're full
up ! " said Bob Cherry. ‘I reckon
you'd better kinder hop along the
train, Fishy | "’

1 say, you fellows, I'm coming
with you | "’ said Billy Bunter, rolling
up as the American junior went farther
along. ‘‘ Make room for me ! ”’

““Can’'t bedid ! Allseats full ; and
you need room for two, anyway ! "’

Bunter blinked into the carriage.

““ Oh, really, you know ! Turn that
fellow out; he ain't a Greyfriars
chap!’” said Bunter, blinking at
Squiff. “ I say, kid, get out, will
you ? "’

The sunburnt lad laughed.

““ No jolly fear | ”’ he said.

“ Pitch him out, you fellows | ”

““1 should want some pitching!”
remarked Squiff.

““ Now, look here, Squift %
Bob Cherry.

‘““ Squiff | ” said Bunter. ‘ He, he,

said

he! What a name! He, he, he!”

““ My name isn’t Squiff, you fat
chump | ”

" You're too cheeky, Squiff ! It’s
up to me to put you out ! ”’ said Bob.
*“ Now, hop out, and save me the
trouble of landing you on your neck |

Squiff laughed.

" You couldn’t do it ! "’ he said.

“What | ”

" Deaf ? "’ said Squiff. *‘ I said you
couldn’t do it | ”’

“My hat! Il -

“ Hold on, Bob! Let him alone ! ”

' Look here, I'm not going to have
a Squiff cheeking me ! "’ roared Bob.

" Well, you cheeked me, to begin
with ! "’ said Squiff. ‘‘ I'm not look-
ing for trouble, but if you try to pitch
me out, I shall i

*“* Well, what will you do, Squiff ? "

““ Bump you over, jolly quick ! ”

““ Then I'll give you a chance!”
said Bob.

And he laid a pair of powerful hands
upon Squiff. Bob Cherry was a
famous fighting-man in the Greyiriars
Remove. He fully expected to whirl
Squiff out of the carriage with a single
swing of his strong arms. But it did
not happen. He dragged at Squift,
and pulled at him, but Squift did not
come out of his seat. There was
evidently a great deal of muscular force
in the lithe, well-knit body ot Squf.

“ By Jove!’’ ejaculated Bob. *“ He’s
a strong beast—a very strong beast |
But I’'m jolly well going to shift him !
It’s up to me now ! ” _

“1ll lend you a hand!” said
Johnny Bull. )

‘““ Here, fair play, you know ! ex-
claimed Squiff. ‘ Two to one ain't
fair play! We don’t go for fellows
two to one in New South Wales !

““ Oh | ” said Bob, pausing. ‘‘ You
come from New SouthWales,do you?”

(¢ YES.”
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“ Why didn’t you say so before ?
growled Bob, taking his hands from
Squiff’s shoulders. ‘‘ If I'd known, I
wouldn’t have handled you. I didn’t
know you were a stranger in the
ogiddy land. You can stay there ! ”

“Thanks ! I'm going to ! "’ said the
youth from New South Wales cheer-
fully. “ You couldn’t shift me 1n a
month of Sundays!”

‘“ By George, he’s simply asking for

trouble ! ”’ exclaimed Bob, exasper-
ated. ‘‘ This time he goes out on his
neck ! "

And Bob simply hurled himself

upon the lad from the land of the
Southern Cross. The next moment
Bob lay on his back on the floor of
the carriage, not quite knowing how
he had arrived there.

‘““ B-b-b-by Jove ! " gasped Bob.

““ Ha, ha, ha!"”

Bob Cherry sat up, a little dazedly.

The porter slammed the door of the
carriage, and the train moved out ot
the station. It was too late to settle
the question whether Squift should be
ejected. He was booked for the
journey to Friardale now.

Bob Cherry rose slowly to his feet.
His companions were grinning. It
tickled them to see the mighty Bob
floored so easily by the sunburnt
stranger.

‘“ By gum, there’s more 1n that
merchant than meets the eye,”’ said
Bob, dusting down his clothes. “ You
did that very well, Squiff.”

“ I'll do 1t again if you like,” said
Squiff.

‘““ Well, there i1sn’t room in this
carriage to teach you manners,”’ said
Bob. ‘ But if you were coming down
to Greyfriars, my son, I should put
you through it, I can tell you."”

‘““ ] am coming to Greyfriars,” said
Squiff.

‘What | "

with new interest.
curred to them before that he was a
new boy for the school.

the Remove.
Squiff, that if you’re so jolly fresh,
you'll find heaps of trouble waiting
for you.”

calmly.
pretty well, I fancy.
a tenderfoot.”

gliding through the green count
towards Friardale. The Famous Five
were soon chatting cheerfully, almost
forgetting Squiff, sitting 1n his corner.
The Australian junior listened to
their talk for some time, and then
took a book from his pocket and began
to read.

“By Jove!" exclaimed Wharton.
‘Do you mean to say you're a new
boy for Greyfriars, Squiff ?

6 \?es'll

The juniors looked at the Australian
[t had not oc-

“Oh!"” said Bob. * So you're
going to be a Greyfriars chap—
what ? "’

‘““'That’s so.”
‘“ Well, i1f you come into the Re-

move, we'll make it a point to knock
some of the cheek out of you. You're
altogether too fresh for a new kid.”

““I'm coming into the Remove,"

sald Squiff.

““ Oh, that’s settled, 1s it ? "
“Yes. I was examined a few days

ago, and they’re putting me in the
Lower Fourth—that’s the Remove,
ain'tit? "’

“ We're in
warn you,

““ That’s it,”’ said Bob.
And |

*“Oh, I don’t mind | " said Squiff
“I can look after myself
[’'m not exactly

““ I was thinking,”’ said Bob wither-

ingly, “ of giving you a tremendous
walloping for your cheek.
you're a new boy, I'll let you off. 1
don’t want to be rough on a new kid,
and you’ll get lickings enough, I
expect, without me piling in.”

But as

‘The train was
ryside

And Bob sat down.

Bob Cherry happened to
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notice the title on the cover of the
book, and he grinned as he saw it :
" Cricket for Beginners.”

“ Learning the game, Squiff ? "’ he
asked.

“I was looking through the rules,”
sald Squiff. ‘“ Do you play cricket at
Greyfriars ? "

Do we play cricket | ”’ ejaculated
Bob indignantly. '* Well, yes, I should
say we do ! Every Form in the school
has 1ts own Eleven, down to the fags
In the Second. We play the game
there, I can tell you ! ”

" Oh, good ! ”” said Squiff. ‘* Then
I suppose I shall play in the Remove
Eleven ?

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co.

Squiff looked at them in surprise.

" Where does the cackle come in ? ”
he asked.

“Ha, ha, ha?” roared Bob.
'* Here's a chap learning the rules of
cricket, and asking if he will play
in the Form team ! Why, you young
ass, I tell you we play cricket—with
the accent on the ‘ play.” We don’t
put toddling infants, just learning the
rules, into the Form team ! When
you've been at Greyfriars about a
term or two, and have learned the
difference between a bat and a
wicket, you may have a chance of
playingin a practice match—perhaps!”’

'“ I can play cricket ! ”’

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Don’'t be cheeky, dear boy!"”
sald Wharton, with a wave of the
hand. ‘ Go on learning the rules,

and don’t be cheeky!”
Y But——"’

““In the Form Eleven, by jingo ! ”
sald Nugent indignantly. ‘I never
heard of such cheek ! A new kid, too
—ijust learning the rules! It takes
the cake!”

““ But I tell you ”

“ Oh, rats!

baby cricket ! "’ snorted Nugent. ““ You
close up your head, my son, and don’t

be cheeky !

£ But })

" Bow-wow ! "’ said Bob. ‘‘ Cheese
1t, Squiff ! You're an ass, Squiffy !

You're several sorts of a chump,
Squiffy ! Ring off, Squiffy ! "’

Squiff stared at the juniors for a
moment, and seemed on the verge of
making a hot retort. But he did not.
He grinned instead, and returned to
his book. He was reading the ‘‘ Laws
of the Game " through, and the
Juniors smiled as they saw it. But
Squiff did not seem to be disturbed
by their smiles. He read on calmly
and cheerfully, while the chums of
the Remove chatted and the train
ran on to Friardale.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
BUNTER STANDS TREAT !

7 H:zn:z we are, my infants |’
Bob Cherry jumped out of
the carriage at Iriardale Station.
Boys of all ages and sizes were
pouring out of the train. The long
platform, bordered with flower-beds,
was swarming with Greyfriars fellows.

The Famous Five walked out of the
station together, gathering up their
friends as they went. DMark Linley
and Tom Brown, the New Zealander,
joined them, and Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, and Hazeldene
and Fisher T. Fish.

Dick Penfold met them outside the
station.  Penfold, the son of the
village cobbler, was a scholarship
boy at Greyfriars, and a great chum
of the IFamous Five. Billy Bunter
joined the party, too. Bunter’s study-
mates at Greyfriars—Todd and Dutton
—had not arrived yet, having got
left behind at Lantham, and Bunter
attached himself to Harry Wharton

I suppose you play & Co.
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“1 say you fellows, shall we
stop at Uncle Clegg’s ? '’ asked Bunter.
I could just do with some ginger-
beer. I'm standing treat ! ”

“Yes, we know how you stand
treat | ”’ grinned Bob Cherry. ‘ And
we're not stopping at Uncle Clegg’s.
Come on you chaps; we’'ll walk to
the school.”

““1 say, you know, I'd rather take
the hack !

*“ Take 1t, then, my fat tulip!"”

And the Co. started oft cheerfully.

Bunter grunted, and looked round
him through his big spectacles. He
wanted refreshing ginger-beer at Uncle
Clegg’s, and he wanted to drive to the
school ; but he wanted somebody else
to foot the little bill.

His eyes fell upon Squift, who had
come out of the station by himself,
and was looking round. New boys

i ]
ffffff

I
B

When it was time to settle for the bill, Bunter ran his

- fat hand through his pockets. ‘‘My hat! | remember

now, | lent my last quid to Lord Mauleverer,’’ he said.
““I suppose you wouldn’t mind settling for this, Field ?”’

were a windfall to Bunter of the
Remove—they did not know his
little ways, and he generally found it
easlier to extract loans from them than
from fellows who did know him.
Billy Bunter rolled towards Squiff
with an agreeable grin on his fat face.

‘“ Hallo, Squuff & |

The Australian looked at him.

' My name isn’t Squiff, Fatty [ "’

““Well, what 1s your name, old
chap ? "’ asked Bunter affably, glanc-
ing at the bag in the Australian’s
hand, which bore the 1initials
8, O ENE.Y

““ My name i1s Field.”

““What do the other letters stand
for, Field, old fellow ? "’

“ Sampson Quincy Iffley.””

“My hat | ”

' Well, what’s the matter with you,
Tubby ? "
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‘““ He, he, he! What a lovely set of
names ! "’ giggled Bunter. ‘‘ Do you
use ‘em all every day, or keep some of
'em for Sundays ? ”’

“Oh, go and eat coke!’” said
Squiff, turning away.

But Billy Bunter did not mean to
let the new boy escape him.

“ Hold on, Field, old chap! Only
my little joke, you know !

“1 don’'t like your little jokes,
Fatty | "

““Ahem | That’s all right, Squiff
—] mean, Field, old fellow. You
come along with me, and I’ll look

after you,” said Bunter. ‘“ I'm an:

awfully good-natured chap. I look
atter new boys a lot. How would you
like a ginger-pop after your journey
—what ? "

*“ First-rate | ”’ said Squiff.

““ Then come along with me,” said
Bunter. ‘ This way! I'll take you
to the place. Never mind about your
box—that’ll be sent on to the school.
Come along | ”

And Billy Bunter led his victim to
Uncle Clegg’s. Arrived there, Bunter
ordered two ginger-beers and a dozen
tarts.

‘““ Pile 1n, Field, old man,” he said
hospitably. ‘‘ I'm standing treat ! ”

“You’re awfully good!” said
Squiff, evidently a little surprised.
From Billy Bunter's look, Squiff
would have never supposed that he
would take a new boy under his wing
and treat him in this hospitable man-
ner. Bunter waved a fat hand.

““ Not at all, Field! 1 can see that
we shall get on together,” he said.
‘“ I hope they’ll put you into my study
—that’s No. 7 in the Remove. I'm
digging with Todd and Dutton now.
Peter Todd’s rather a beast, and
Dutton 1s as deaf as a post. I'd hike

you In my study. I like chaps from
—from New Zealand—1I think I heard

one of the fellows say you were from
New Zealand i

*“* New South Wales,”’ said Squift.

“Yes, I knew it was there some-
where,’’ said Bunter, whose knowledge
of geography was decidedly vague.
" I heard one of those rotters say you
were from the Colonies. The rotters
were talking about you.”

' What rotters ? ’’ asked Squift.

* Those rotters you were travelling
with.”’

" They looked very decent chaps
to me.”

‘*“ Oh, appearances are deceptive ! ”
sald Bunter, with a shake of the head.
" They're rotters. They were telling
Penfold you wanted to come into the
Remove Eleven.”

“So I do.”

‘“ Well, there won’t be any chance
for you, especially if you're a good
player,” said Bunter. '¢ Wharton 1s
skipper of the Form eleven, and he
keeps me out. Personal jealousy,
you know—doesn’t want to be put 1n
the shade. That’ll show you the kind
of rotter he is. Have another tart ? ”

““Thanks | ”’

‘““ That fellow Penfold, who met
them outside the station,’’ said Bunter
—'* did you notice him ? ”

*“ Not specially.” ‘

‘““ Well, what do you think he 1s 7
said Bunter, with a sniff. ‘‘ He's a
scholarship kid, and his fathers a
cobbler in the village. And those
rotters chum up with him more than
they do with me. Shows you what
sort of fellows they are ! ” _

“Yes, it does,” agreed Squift.
‘““ They must be pretty decent, I
should say.”

““ I tell you the kid’s a cobbler I ”

““Well, is there anything wrong In
being a cobbler ? ”’ asked Squiit.

““Oh, you don’t seem to under-
stand | "’ said Bunter ; and certainly
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Squiff was never likely to understand Greyfriars ang[es

Bunter’'s point of view. ‘‘ I'm not a
snob, vou know, but I draw the
line at cobblers. IHave another tart.
Just come from New Zealand, I
suppose, what ? "’

“New South Wales,” said Squift.

“Well, isn’t New South Wales 1n
New Zealand ? "

“ Of course i1t 1sn't.”

“Oh, I see! New Zealand 1s 1n
New South Wales,” said Bunter, *‘ 1
knew it was one way or the other.”

Squiff chuckled.

'“ Do you learn geography at Grey-
friars ? '’ he asked.

“Yes; we have to mug that up
with a lot of other rot,”” said Bunter.

“Well, next time you see a map,
you may find out that New South
Wales is in Australia,” said Squiff.

‘“Is 1t ? "’ said Bunter. ‘ Yes, 1
knew it was there somewhere. Have
another tart ? "

‘““Thanks! I've had enough!”

‘““ Then I’ll finish them,”” said Bun-
ter, and he did. ‘ How much does
that little lot come to, Mr. Clegg ? ”

'‘“ Two shillings and fourpence,”
said Mr. Clegg.

Bunter ran his fat hands through
his pockets.

‘“My hat! I remember now, I lent
my last quid to Lord Mauleverer,”
he said. ‘“ I suppose you wouldn’t
mind settling for this, Iield? Il
square up directly we get to Grey-
friars, of course.”

Squiff gave him a sharp look. He
was beginning to have his suspicions
of Billy Bunter.

‘““ Oh, all right | '’ he said, not very
graclously.

He paid the two shillings and four-
pence, and they left the shop.

‘““ Better take a cab to the school,”
said Bunter. ‘“ I'll stand treat.”

‘* How can you stand treat 1f you've

i
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FIGHT as grim as heart could wish
Took place the other night ;
A combat fought by Snoop and Fish ;
It was a dreadful sight |

Oh, bravely did they stand their ground
That evening, in the dorm,

And bravely did they circle round
Each other’s trembling form.

‘““ On, Fishy, on, and floor your foe !
You're surely not afraid | ”

We cried as Fishy dodged a blow
That Snoop had never made.

Oh, never were such men as those
For bravery and pluck !

So very loath to come to blows,
So quick to dodge and duck |

For speed they could not be surpassed,
Snoop led at the beginning,

But Fishy hit the ground so fast
He very soon was winning.

While half-an-hour or so went by
The combatants made whoopee.

‘“ Be careful, Fishy |” came a cry,
“ You nearly hit old Snoopey |

In vain did Sydney Snoop resist,
For Fishy pierced his guard

And floored him with a blow that missed
His boko by a yard |

He dropped inert upon the floor -
We left him there for dead.

And that historic fight was oO’er,
So back we went to bed.




not got any money ? '’ demanded Squiff.

““Ahem ! I mean you can pay the
cabby, and I'll settle up directly we
get to Greyfriars,’’ said Bunter. ‘““Lord
Mauleverer will hand out that quid
the moment I see him. Old Mauly is
rolling 1n money.”

' I think I'll walk,"” said Squiff.

‘“ It’s a jolly long way, and I don’t
suppose you'd know the way,” said
Bunter. “ I'm rather too tired to
walk, or I'd come with you. Better
take the cab. I'm standing treat.”

“1 don’t want you to treat me,”
sald Squiff bluntly. “ If it’s a long
Lvai¥ we'll take the cab, and I'll stand

a 'H

““1'd rather stand treat, old chap ;
but just as you like,” said Bunter ;
and a few minutes later they were
rolling towards Greyfriars in the
station hack.

Arrived at Greyfriars, Squiff paid
the cabman, and they entered the
gates.

*“ Lemme see, [ owe you three-and-
sevenpence now, if you gave him half-
a-crown,’’ sald Bunter thoughtfully.
“I'll tell you what, Squiff. Hand me
six-and-fivepence, and make i1t an
even half-quid, will you? Then I'll
see Mauly——"'’

“Why not see Mauly now, and
settle up ? "’ asked Squift.

““ Ahem ! I don’t think Mauly has
arrived yet,” said Bunter. “ He may
not be here till later.”

‘““ I never lend money,” said Squiff
coolly.

‘“ Better make it an even hali-quid.”

‘“ Better not, I think,” said Squiff.

‘“ Oh, all right | "’ said Bunter, with
a great deal of dignity. *‘‘ So-long !
I can’t give you any more of my time
now ; I’'m full up with engagements.”

And as there was nothing more to
be squeezed out of the new boy,
William George Bunter strolled away,

and left the junior from New South
Wales to his own devices.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
NO. I STUDY CELEBRATES!
Quirr | What a name | ”
*»Ha,’ha, hal™
““Oh, that isn’t his name—that’s
only his i1nitials added together,”
said Bob Cherry. ‘1 don’t know his
name. Squiff will do.”

‘“ And he wants to play in the IForm
Eleven ! ”’ roared Bolsover major.

“Yes ; and he’s studying ‘ Cricket
for Beginners ' as a start | ”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

““ What awful cheek ! ”

‘“ Oh, he’s got plenty of cheek!
Tons of it ! ”

“ We'll take some of it out of him
in the Remove | "’ said Bulstrode.

‘“ Studying ‘ Cricket for Beginners,’
and wants to play in the lkorm
Eleven!” exclaimed Tom Brown.
‘“ Well, that does take the cake | ”

‘“* The cakefulness is terrific!”

“Ha, ha. hal™ '

Sampson Quincy Iffley Field, to
give him all his names, had entered
the School House, and he heard the
buzz of voices from the junior common
room. He grinned as he looked 1n.
The Famous Five were relating that
example of the awful cheek of the new
kid, amid roars of laughter from a
crowd of juniors. _

‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here heis!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry, spotting
Squiff in the doorway. ‘ Come In,
Squiff | Come and tell us something
about cricket.”’

% Ha_ ha ha ‘I”

‘““ I dare say -1 could tell you more
about it than you know,”” said Squitt.

‘““ Of course you could! Haven't
you just been reading it up in ‘ Cricket
for Beginners ' ? ”’ chuckled Bob.

“'Ha, ha, hal "
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‘** The game of cricket,” said Tom
Brown solemnly, “is played with a
bat and a ball. The fellow with the
bat 1s called the batsman. The fellow
with the ball is called the bowler.
Have you got as far as that, Squiff ? "’

"* IFarther than that ! "’ said Squiff
calmly.

" Oh, good! Do you know the
difference between a wicket and a
duck’s egg ?

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

r!

a{I
|
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‘““ Sampson Quincy Iffley Field.”

““What | "

‘“Which ? "

“How ? "

“Oh, crumbs ! "’

Bob Cherry shook his head.

‘““ Life’s too short for a name like
that,”” he said. ‘“ We shall make it
Squiff, and save time. This way to
Quelchy, Squft |

“ Ha, ha, ha | *

Bob Cherry led the way to the

Fisher T. Fish flourished a
bony set of knuckles under
the new boy's nose.  *‘ See
that?'’ he inquired.
““ Certainly.””  ““Well, 1
guess you'll get that on
your nose, Master Squiff,
if you don’t hop down and

““ Oh, rats!” said Squiff. ** Will
somebody show me the way to Mr.
Quelch ? I've got to see my Form-
master. "’

‘“ Oh, certainly saild Bob good-
naturedly. “ I'm your man, Squiff.”

‘“ My name isn’t Squiff | "’ exclaimed
the Australan.

‘““ My dear chap, you've started
here as Squiff, and Squiff you'll
remain | "’ egrinned Bob.

‘- What is your name? ' asked

Bolsover major.

lll‘

fetch my baginstanter!”’

He knocked

Remove-master’s study.
at the door, and Mr. Quelch’s metallic

voice bade him enter. Bob opened
the door.
“ Squiff, sir! I—I] mean the new

boy,” said Bob.

“Oh, Field!” said Mr. Quelch.
‘“ Come in, Field | *

Field came in, and Bob Cherry
retired, closing the door after him.
Bob made his way up to No. 1 Study,
the quarters of Wharton and Nugent.

There were big preparations going
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on in No. 1. The Famous Five in- ‘ Toddy’s just arrived. So’s Mauly.”

tended to celebrate the First Eleven ““ Go and tell them to come here,”
victory with a feed on an unusually said Wharton.
large scale. They were in funds, and ‘“ Oh, certainly! I'll bring ‘em

there were several hampers to be along!’ said Bunter, greatly relieved
drawn upon, so that study feed was at not being ejected from the study
likely to be something of a record. *‘ on his neck,’’ as was very frequently
Wharton and Nugent and Johnny the case when he invited himself to a
Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh feed. ‘‘ Shan’t be long, you chaps!”
were there; and a sturdily-built The feed was ready when Billy
fellow with a rugged, good-humoured DBunter returned with Peter Todd and
face, whom Bob greeted with great Lord Mauleverer. Tom Brown and

heartiness. Penfold and Hazeldene had come 1n
" Hallo, hallo, hallo! Old Trumper!” also, and Mark Linley, so the study
It was Dick Trumper, of Courtfield was pretty well crowded. Vernon-

County Council School, the old rival Smith dropped in, and Bulstrode. It
of the Remove fellows in cricket, and was a case of standing room only, but
a good many other things. He had the juniors did not mind. The feed
looked in to see the chums of the was going strong when Sampson
Remove on their return, and to make Quincy Iffley Field came along the
the arrangements for a forthcoming Remove passage, and glanced in at

cricket match. the open doorway.

““ Just 1n time for the feed, Trum- ‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed
per, old man! " said Bob. ‘‘ We're Bob Cherry. *‘ Here's the cheerful
ocoing to knock spots off you at youth who wants to play in the Re-
cricket.”’ move Eleven, and has just begun to

Trumper grinned rather ruefully. study ‘ Cricket for Beginners.’”

‘““ I think that may turn out right,” *Ha, ha. ha 1" i
he remarked. ‘‘ I was just speaking “ I want No. 14 Study,’”’ said Squifl.
to Wharton about the match next ‘ Can you tell me whereitis?”
week. Half my team are away, and “ Hallo ! "’ exclaimed Johnny Bull.
so the Courtfield eleven won’t be in ‘ That’s my study.”
ereat form. So you may possibly pull ‘“ Mine, too ! "’ said Squitt.
it off | ” ‘““ Do you mean to say they've put

““ Oh, we’d pull it off anyway !’ you into my study ? '’ said Johnny
said Bob cheerfully. “ Don’t you Bull. * Fishy and I have had 1t to
worry about that, Trumper. Hallo, ourselves ever since Rake left. Look
hallo, hallo! What does that porpoise here, young hopeful, couldn’t you get
want ? "’ into some other study ? You have

Billy Bunter blinked into the study. him, Todd. He will tell you a lot of

‘““ I say, you fellows, do you want things about cricket.”

any help with the cooking = ‘““ For beginners !’ chuckled Bob.
‘“ Thanks, no ! ” ““Ha, ha, hal”
““ Can I assist you in any way i ‘““ Thanks. I've got one duffer in
““ No, thanks | ” my study already,’”’ said Peter Todd.
“ Ahem ! Of course, I can’t desert ‘‘ Bunter’s enough to turn a chap’s
you on a special occasion like this,” hair grey. You have him, Smithy ? ”
said Bunter, coming into the study. Vernon-Smith laughed.
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** Thanks. Bull can keep him. I
don’t want instruction in cricket for
beginners | ”

““IHa, ha, ha!”

* Come 1n, Squiffy,” said Nugent
hospitably. ‘ Room for one more !
Come and join in the feed ; but don’t
tell us anything about cricket. We
bar that ! "’

“ Yes, come 1n,” said Bob Cherry.
“ Your study’s at the end of the pas-
sage. But comein and have a whack.”

“Trot 1mn,”” said Wharton.

“You're very good,’” said Squift.

‘*“ My dear chap, you're more than
welcome. Besides, 1t’s an honour to
us to entertain an authority upon
cricket—for beginners ! "’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! "

Squift laughed, and came in. In
spite of Squiff’s awful cheek, as the
Removites naturally regarded 1it, they
had taken a liking to the young
Australian, and Bob Cherry had
quite forgiven him for the fall in the
rallway carriage. And the Iamous
I'1ve were always kind to new fellows,
1f they were at all decent ; and Squift
certainly looked a very decent fellow.
Squiff joined in the feed with great
heartiness, evidently having brought
a good appetite with him from New
South Wales. He joined, too, in the
cheery chat, but when he ventured
upon the subject of cricket, he was
interrupted by roars of laughter. His
studying ‘‘ Cricket for Beginners ”
had become a standing joke, and the
Removites declined to believe that
he knew anything at all about the
game.

‘“ By Jove, there’s a chance for
you, Trumper, old man ! " exclaimed
Bob Cherry. ‘ You're short of men
for the match next week.”

““Yes,” said Trumper.

“We’ll lend you Squift. Play
him | "

' Ha,7hadha'l &

‘““ Thank you for nothing,
Trumper.

But Squiff looked quickly at the
Courtfield captain.

‘““ Is that so ? "’ he asked. *‘‘ Where
are yvou playing ? "

“I'm playing these chaps,” said
Trumper. ‘* And 1it’s true that we're
short 1n the team ; but we're not
looking out for beginners.”

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

Squiff looked thoughtful, but he
sald no more on the subject then.
But when the feed was over, and
Dick Trumper took his departure,
Squiff joined him in the Close, and
walked down to the gates with him.

“I'd hke a lhittle talk with you,”
said Squiff cheerily. *‘ I'll come part
of the way home with you, 1f you
don’t mind.”  Squifft had already
learned all about Trumper.

‘““ Certainly,” said Trumper, with
a smile. ‘ Don’t give me any 1nstruc-
tion in cricket, though. I've got past
the beginner stage.”

But as it happened, 1t was about
cricket that Squiff talked, as they
walked down the Courtheld road ;
and what he had to say on the subject
seemed to interest the junior captain
of Courtfield very much. When they
parted they shook hands very
heartily, and Squiff returned to Grey-
friars with a grin on his face. And
Trumper was grinning, too, as he
walked on homeward. Apparently,
the two fellows had some little secret
between them now ; and, apparently,
it was of a humorous nature.

)

L
erinned

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
FISHER T. FISH MAKES A MISTAKE !
FISHER T. Fisg, the American

junior, was 1n his study when
Squiff came 1n. Johnny  Bull
who shared that study with Iish,
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was still in No. 1. Fish looked round
as the sturdy figure of Squiff was
framed 1n the doorway. He grinned.

‘“Hallo! The great cricketer!”
he remarked.

‘“ Exactly,” assented Squiff.

Fish laughed. Squiff and cricket
seemed likely to remain a standing
joke 1n the Remove unless, indeed,
the new boy should show that he
could play the game up to the standard
of the Remove. But nobody expected
that to happen.

‘*“ I guess I hear that you want to
play in the Form Eleven?” grinned
Fish.

“Why not ? "

‘“ Ha, ha, ha! Why, I don'’t play
in the Form Eleven,” said Fish.

Squiff looked him over with a keen
and critical eye. The weedy form of
the Yankee junior did not seem to
impress him very favourably.

‘““ I don't suppose you do,” he said.
‘“ You don't look much of a cricketer,
anyway.’’

Fish stared at him. Fisher T. Fish
prided himself upon a good many
things, but especially upon the way
he could play cricket. It is true that
nobody else in the Remove saw any
cause for pride in the way Fisher T.
Fish played cricket. Fish was always
willing to show the fellows how they
did things ‘‘ over there "’ in the United
States. But his performances were
not exactly in keeping with his words.

‘“ Waal, you cheeky galoot,” said
Fish. “ 1 tell you I’'m a first-rate,
gilt-edged cricketer, sir, and I could
show these mugwumps some points
about the game, if they were willing
to learn! As for you, you haven’t
got past the A B C of it yet.” -

Squiff grinned.

busy. Thunder ! What are you dump-
ing down those books in this study
for v

“My study ! ”’ explained Squift.

By gum! You don’t mean to
say they’'ve planted you here ? ”

" But 1 do."

“Oh, 1t's rotten!’” said Iish.
"* There really ain’t room for three in
this study. Couldn’t you vamoose
farther along the passage ? "

“I'm afraid not.”

“ Well, if you dig in hyer, you'll
have to mind your p’s and q’s,” said
Fish. “ 1 can't stand cheek from
anybody. I guess you're rather fresh
for a new kid.” '

W Sorry | ¥

" Well, you toe the line and you'll
be all right,” said Fish, beginning to
think that the new boy would be very
easy to handle. ‘‘ Just you keep your
place, and remember that you’re only
a new kid.”

* Certainly.”

“I guess I'm head of the study,”
went on Fish. ‘ As a new kid you
will be expected to make yourself
useful.”

i X;’es ? ')

“Yep! F’rinstance, it’s up to you
to lay the tea-table, and wash up the
things after tea,’” said Iish.

(l I{eally ? )

“You bet! Then you’ll have to
keep the study tidy, and look atter
the fire when we have one. In fact, a
new kid like you will be expected to
fag for the study.”

‘“ Anything else ? "’

“Yep!l- You can unpack those
books for me. And go down into the
hall and fetch a bag I've left there.

You'll recognise it by the initials
el W iy

““ Oh, don’t stand there grinning “Is that all ? ”” asked Squiff calmly.

like a Chinese 1idol!” said Fish “1 guess that’s all at present.
irritably. ‘ Buzz along. I guess I'm You’ll be expected to do anything
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you're told,” said Fish, quite pleased
at the 1dea of being fagged for. Fish
was not a fighting-man, but he was
quite willing and ready to take the

“I'm not going to wash up tea-
things, and I'm not going to look after
the fire, and I'm not going to fetch
your bag up out of the hall,” Squiff

upper hand of a fellow who appeared
to be disinclined to go on the war-
path. He began to think that this
quiet new boy would be in his hands
like clay in the hands of the potter.

““ And suppose I don’'t?’” asked
Squiff,

(] El_l ? )}

“ Suppose I don’t do as I'm told ?
asked Squift, as gently as the cooing
dove.

" Oh, 1n that case I shall probably
hck you with a cricket stump,” ex-
plained Fish. ‘I guess I shall con-
sider 1t up to me to teach you
manners. "’

‘“ Then you’d better start at once,”
sald Squiff cheerfully. * I'm not going
to fag for the study, not by long
chalks.”

“Hey ? ”

Swish I Horace Coker’s cane whistled
through the air and descended upon Whar.
ton’s shoulders. The captain of the Remove
gavea yell and jumped up. His Knees caught
the chess table and it went flying, and the
picces and pawns shot off in a shower to the
floor. ‘‘Matc in one ! ”” gasped Bob Cherry.
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explained.

6l By gum ! )

“In fact, I'm going to do pretty
much as I like in this study,’” said
Squiff, *“ and if there is any licking
with a cricket stump there will be
trouble—heaps of it.”

Iisher T. Fish flushed red. He
looked the new boy carefully over.
The thin Yankee was taller than the
new junior, but not nearly so fit.
Squift looked at him with a smile,
and that smile caused Fish to imagine
that he had a very easy person to
deal with. Iisher T. Fish had made
many mistakes, but he had never
made a bigger mistake than that |
He came towards the new junior and
flourished a bony set of knuckles
under his nose.

‘“ See that ? "’ he inquired.

il




‘* Certainly.”

“Well, I guess you’ll get that on
your nose, Master Squiff, i1f you don’t
hop down and fetch my bag instanter!”’

‘“ Right-ho! I'm ready.”

‘““ Ready to fetch the bag ? "

‘“ No; ready to be dotted on the
nose."’ |

““You slabsided mugwump. Haven't
I told you I won’t have any of your
cheek ? ”’ roared Fish, crimson with
anger. '‘ I guess I'll wipe up the floor
with you, and teach you how to
behave yourself as a new kid. 1
guess (5

‘“ Hallo, is this a guessing competi-
tion?”’ asked Johnny Bull, coming

into the study.

~ “This hyer galoot is giving me
lip !’ said Fish savagely. “ I'm not
standing lip from any man-jack, sir,
and I'm going to wipe up the study
carpet with him. I guess I'll make
him think his name is Dennis before
I've done with him—just a few.”’

““ Pile in | ”’ said Squiff cheertfully.

““Yes, pile in ! "’ said Johnny Bull,
with a chuckle. “ I'll see fair play.
Rather a new thing to see you in the
role of a warrior bold, Fishy! Pile
in!’”

““I guess I'm just going to begin,”
saild Fish, hesitating a little as he
observed that the new junior did not
show any signs of funk.

“You're a jolly long time begin-
ning,’”’ said Squff.

‘“ 1 guess 5

‘“ Oh, cheese it ; ycu're all gas!”

But that was too much for Fisher
T. Fish. He made a rush at the new
junior, hitting out with his bony
knuckles. Squiff retreated round the
study table, guarding his face; and
Fish, encouraged by his retreat,
pressed him harder.

All of a sudden Squiff halted, and
his right came out like a flash. Fisher

T. Fish caught it on the end of his
long, sharp nose, and sat down on the
carpet with a bump.

“Ow! By gosh!’ gasped Fish.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Johnny
Bull. ** Go for him, Fishy ! ”

“Ow! Thunder! Ow!”

" Come on ! "’ said Squiff invitingly.
"I kinder guess and calculate that
ym} haven’t really started yet. Come
on ))

Fisher T. Fish scrambled painfully
to his feet. He clasped his nose with
both hands, and snuffled. It had
been rather a hard knock, and Fisher
T. Fish did not want any more. He
mopped his nose with his handker-
chief, and the handkerchief came away
reddened.

“Ow!"” snuffled Fish. *‘ Grooh!
I guess I've a good mind to make
catsmeat of you, you cheeky galoot !
Groogh ! But I guess I don’t believe
in being hard on a new kid. I'll
let you off | Groogh!”

‘““ I'm not asking to be let off,” said
Squiff.

““ Groogh !
all the same.
bag |

Squiff chuckled.

‘“ 1 left my bag down in the hall,”
he remarked. ‘ Go and fetch 1t up.

I guess I'll let you off
You needn’t fetch that

You’ll know it by the initials
o 8L 1. ¥

‘“ Wha-a-at ! "’

‘“ Getting deaf?”’ asked Squiff.

‘“Go and fetch my bag. What’s
sauce for the goose 1s sauce for the
gander. You told me to fetch your
bag, and tried to punch my nose
because I wouldn't. Well, now I tell
you to fetch my bag, and I'm going
to punch your nose if you don't.
See?

“ I—I—I guess——"

“You'd better guess that
fetch that bag,” said Squiff.

you'll
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““I reckon I'm not fetching any old
bag | '’ roared Fish.

“ Then look out for your nose,”
saild Squiff, advancing with his hands
up.
Iisher T. Fish backed away in
alarm. He cast an appealing glance
towards Johnny Bull ; but that youth
was roaring with laughter, and not at
all 1nclined to interfere. Fisher T.
I1sh’s little attempt at bullying the
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new boy had recoiled upon himself,
and Johnny Bull's opinion was that 1t

served him right.
““ I—I guess
““ Hyer, hands off!
only joking, you galoot ! "
“Well, I'm not
joking,’’ said
Squift. “ Are you
going to fetch
that bag?”
‘““Nopel”’
yelled Fish.
“Then here

r)

Nugent.

'l—1'H—1’ll
ow |’

goes | "

“Hold on!"”
cgasped I'1sh,
scudding round

the study table.
““I1—1 guess 1
don’t mind lend-
ing a new kid a
hand 1n getting
his things
straight. I'll go
and fetch that bag!”

‘““ Buck up, then!”

And Fisher T. Fish fetched the bag.
The expression upon his face was very
peculiar as he brought 1t 1nto the
study. Squiff nodded. |

““ Thanks !’ he said. ‘‘ Next time
you rag a new boy, find out first
whether he comes from New South

Wales. We don’t stand it in my part

of the world, you know | ™ .
Fisher T. Fish only grunted 1in

stammered Iish.
I reckon I was

““Chuck him out |’ shouted
"“You young scoun.
drels | ’’ roared Coker. “‘Leggo!
Yow - ow -
Bump ! Coker of the
Fifth sprawled in the passage
outside the common-room,

He did not feel inclined to
youth from

response.,
argue with the cheery

New South Wales. He had had quite
enough of Squift.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER

MATE IN ONE |
& SHUSH | ” murmured Bolsover
major.
And the juniors ‘‘shushed ” as
Squiff came into the common-room.
Squiff looked round him rather
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suspiciously. The juniors were all
grinning, and the new fellow could
guess easily enough that he had been
the subject of the conversation that
had suddenly stopped when he came 1n.

He was quite right. The Remove
were taking a great deal of interest in
Sampson Quincy Iffley Field. That
set of names, 1f nothing else, attracted
attention. And the peculiar nick-
name Bob Cherry had manufactured
from the Australian junior’s initials
stuck to him. He was never likely
to be called anything but Squiff. And
the opinion of the Remove was that
Squiff was altogether too fresh for a
new kid.

Most of the fellows liked his looks.
He was so sturdy, healthy, and good-
natured that they could not help
rather liking him. But 1t was agreed
on all hands that he had too much
nerve for a new fellow, who hadn’t
been more than a few hours at Grey-
frars.

New kids often wandered about the
place like lost sheep, and were thank-
ful 1f anybody took the trouble to
speak a word to them. They would
be very meek when they were put
In a study, and have their best
manners on towards the occupants of
the study.

Not so Squiff | That young gentle-
man walked about as if the school
belonged to him, looking like any-
thing but a lost sheep. And his
encounter with Fisher T. FKish was
already the talk of the Remove.
Johnny Bull had related it, and the
juniors had chuckled over the sudden
downfall of Fisher T. Fish.

At the same time, it was agreed
that Squiff was too cool. And the
Removites unanimously agreed that
a dormitory ragging, to take some of

the cheek out of him, was a really
excellent idea.’

FAMOUS SQUADRON’S
AMAZING STUNT

VERY great country nowadays 1s
building up a huge Air Force,
and fighting aeroplanes are being

built in larger quantities than ever
before. But modern aircraft, with
their terrific speeds, must be handled
by expert pilots, and the Royal Air
IForce pilots are the best in the world.
In the course of their training they are
encouraged to perform the most hair-
raising acrobatics.

The splendid colour plate opposite,
which was painted for us by Klying-
Officer W. E. Johns, shows Single-
Seater Scouts of No. 43 Squadron
flying in formation, each group of
three machines being tied together by
strings of coloured streamers !

It is obvious that every machine
must keep station with absolute pre-
cision—otherwise the strings of
streamers would not long remain
intact. It is therefore not only a
spectacular ‘‘ stunt,” but 1s very
valuable training for the pilots, who
must be able to control their ma-
chines to a matter of inches when
moving at over one hundred and fifty
miles an hour. _

In a war-time °“ dogﬂﬁgl}t,” with
formations of many machines, our
pilots must be able to throw their
machines about in the air and perform
the most intricate manoeuvres almost
with the speed of light—for on their
quickness and skill their lives depend.

The other great essential for a
fichting pilot is the ability to shoot
straicht. All the famous aces of the
Great War were deadly shots, and the
greatly increased fire-power of the
modern aeroplane, with its battery of
synchronised machine-guns, males
good marksmanship in the air more
than ever important.
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And so there was quite a little
entertainment 1n preparation for
Squiff that night 1n the Remove
dormitory. On the nmight of a great
cricket or football victory at Grey-
friars both masters and prefects were
less on the look-out than they became
later., Many little freedoms were
allowed. And the Removites 1n-
tended to take advantage of that
circumstance to put Squiff through a
‘““ course of sprouts,’’ as Fisher T. Fish
described it in the American language.

Probably Squiftf guessed that there
was something on, for the cheerful
youth from the Antipodes had all his
wits about him. But he made no
remark upon the matter, preferring
not to meet troubles half-way. He
strolled over to the chess-table, where
Wharton was playing with Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

The nabob was a past-master 1n
chess, and he could give Wharton a
rook and win. Wharton was wrink-
ling his brows over a difficult situa-
tion when Squiff arrived and looked
on. Several other juniors were look-
ing on, too. And Bob Cherry re-
marked, with a chuckle :

‘“Let Squiff give you a tip,
Wharton. 1 dare say he knows as
much about chess as he does about
cricket. Have you ever studied
‘ Chess for Beginners,” Squift ? '

And there was a laugh.

Squiff looked over the board.

““I could give you a tip, Wharton,
if you like,” he said.

““ Oh, could you? " said Wharton,
a little nettled, for he was in a fix,
and could see no way out. ‘' Go it,
then! You don’t mind, Inky ? "

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned.

““Not at all, my esteemed chum.
If the honourable and esteemed
Squiffy -can give you the tipfulness,
let him rip!”’

HA (

‘““ Bishop to rook’s fourth,” said
Squiff.

Wharton examined the board again.

“By Jove!" hesaid. ‘‘ That does
it | Inky, old man, you’re in the fix
now [ "

And the Nabob of Bhanipur ad-
mitted that the fixfulness was terrific.

Inky was mate in three. But the
gleam of conflict was in the eyes of the
dusky junior now. He looked up at
Squiff.

‘“ Perhapsfully you will play me a
game, my esteemed Squiff ?’ he
remarked.

‘“ Pleasure |

Wharton gave Squiff his chair, and
the juniors gathered round to see
how Squiff would shape against Inky.
Inky politely gave him white, and
Squiff opened with the Muzio gambit,
Inky playing up to him. The youth
from New South Wales evidently
knew something about chess; for
that opening, strong as it is, requires
a good player to be made effective.

And when Inky was mated at the
twentieth move, there was a buzz of
surprise.

““ By Jove |l " said Harry Wharton.
“ Squiff 1sn’t such an ass at chess as
he 1s at cricket | ”

““Mate, Inky !’ chuckled Bob.
“ Oh, how could you ? ”

*“ The matefulness is terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh ruefully.
" My esteemed and ludicrous Squiff,
you are a terror. You try him,
Wharton | "

Harry Wharton sat down in Hurree
Singh’s place, and took white. He
tried the four knights game. But at
the tenth move he was in difficulties :
at the twelfth Squiff smiled.

‘“ Wherefore the grin?’ asked
Bob Cherry, who was scanning the
board.

‘“ Mate in one | ”’ said Squiff.
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Just then there was an interrup-
tion. Horace Coker of the Fifth looked
in at the door of the junior common-
room, with a swagger-cane 1n his
hand. Coker of the Fifth glanced
round, evidently in search of some-
one, The great Coker was apparently
on the trail of vengeance for having
been made to lose his train at Lan-
tham. But Wharton did not observe
him ; his eyes were on the chessboard.

‘““ Blessed if I can see your mate
in one!” he said. ‘I know I've
oot you mate in two, anyway | ”

““ Oh, here you are!’ exclaimed
Coker, striding up to the table.

Wharton looked up, and waved
Coker back with an impatient hand.

‘“ Don’t bother now, Coker!"”

‘“What ! "

‘ Run away ; I'm busy ! ”

Coker of the Fifth almost exploded.
To be told to run away by a Remove
fag, because the said fag was busy,
was a little too much for Horace
Coker.

“You cheeky young
roared Coker.
Lantham to-day

“Oh, shut up | ”

‘“ And I'm going to give you a
licking.”’

‘“ Do run away, Coker | ”

Swish !

Horace Coker’s cane whistled
through the air, and descended upon
Wharton’s shoulders.

The captain of the Remove gave a
yell, and jumped up. His knees caught
the chess-table, and it went flying,
and the pieces and pawns shot oft
in a shower to the floor.

sweep | "’
“T lost my train at

1)

‘“ Mate in one!” gasped DBob
Cherry.
‘““Ha, ha, hal”

Wharton fairly hurled himself upon
Coker. Big and burly as Horace
Coker was, the attack made him

stacger, and Wharton, hooking his
leg in Coker’s, brought the big Fifth-
Former to the floor with a tremendous
bump, sprawling over him.

Half a dozen Removites piled in at
once, and Coker was seized by as
many pairs of hands as could find
room to selze him.

The Removites were indignant and

decidedly * wrathy.” Coker of the
Fifth was a great man—according to
Coker—but for a Fifth-Former to
Invade the junior common-room to
lick a junior was an outrage that was
not to be tolerated for a moment.
And the Removites proceeded to take
1t out ot Coker.
- " Yaroogh !’ roared Coker, as the
juniors piled on him. ‘* Leggo!
Lemme gerrup! You young villains
—you awful sweeps ! Yaroooop !”

“ Bump him ! "’ roared Bob Cherry.

More and more hands seized Horace
Coker. Thebig Fifth-Formerstruggled
furiously, but he strugeled in vain.
He was lifted from the floor, and
bumped down, and he gave a tre-
mendous yell. He was being bumped
on the scattered pawns and rooks and
bishops, and it was painful.

‘““ Yarooh! Oh! Yah! I'll smash
you! Leggo! Yarooop!”
Bump! Bump! Bump!

““Chuck him out ! ”’ shouted Nugent,

‘“ Ha, ha, ha! Outside, Coker!”

‘““ Great Scott | You young
scoundrels | Leggo! I'll—I'll—I'll—
Yow-ow-ow | "’

Bump |

Coker of the Fifth sprawled in the
passage outside the common-room.
He jumped up, breathless and dusty
and dishevelled, and foaming with
fury. The doorway was blocked by a
erinning crowd of juniors, and fore-
most among them was the new boy

from New South Wales. They were
ready for Coker |
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“’This way, Coker ! " grinned Bob Bob Cherry. ‘ He hasn’t learned
Cherry. “Comeand havesomemore!” any better manners yet."

‘“ Come on, Coker!” “ What did you say, Cherry ? "’

iHa. ha. ha'l™

““ Nice evening,” said Bob Cherry

Coker looked for a moment as if affably. ‘' It will be dry to-morrow

he would charge through the crowded 1f it doesn’t rain. On the other hand,
doorway. But the reception that was it will be rainy—if it rains | ”’

ready for him was
a little too hot,
and Coker
changed his
mind, and strode
away. A yell of
laughter followed
him.

“NMate 1n
one !’ chuckled
Bob Cherry.

“Ha.ha, hatl”

The chess-
came was hope-
lessly done for ;
and whether
Wharton had
really been mate
in one, or Squift

had been mate ; ke

In two, remained
an open question.
But there was
no doubt what-
ever that Colker
of the Iifth had
been mate 1n one
as Bob expressed
it, and both
Wharton and
Squift were satis-
hed with that
result.

Squiff was blindfolded, and then the grand master spoke in a deep and awe-inspiring

voice. °° Gentlemen, our business is to examine the candidate for Remove honours,

and decide whether he is fit to become a member of the ancient and honourable
body known as the Greyfriars Remove | ”’

“Take fifty lines, Cherry! Now

THE SEVENIH CHAPIER get off to bed | ”

A DORMITORY RAGGING ! The juniors cleared off. Gerald

£l BED | sald Loder of the Sixth, Loder saw lights-out in the Remove
looking into the junior com- dormitory, and then hurried down
mon-room. ‘‘ Now then, get a move to his study, where he was entertain-
on, you young sweeps!” ing a little party. Loder was not
“Same old Loder!” murmured hkely to take any notice of noise in

L
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the dormitory that night, unless it
was very pronounced indeed, as the
Juniors knew. They were not likely
to be interrupted in dealing with the
new boy.

After Loder’s footsteps had died
away down the passage, Bolsover
major sat up in bed. Bolsover major
was always to the fore when there
was any ragging to be done. But on
this occasion the Remove were all in
it. Even the Famous Five, who were
generally down on rags, saw no
reason why the extremely cool youth
from the Antipodes should not * go
through ” it.

“ Up with youl” said Bolsover.

The Removites turned out, with
two exceptions. One was Billy
Bunter, who never turned out of bed
if he could help it. The other was the
new junior. Squiff did not see any
reason for getting up.

But he was very wide-awake, and
his eyes were very wide open, as the
juniors lighted candle-ends and bi-
cycle-lamps to illuminate the pro-

ceedings.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! That kid
isn’t upl!” said Bob Cherry.
" Squiff |

There was no reply from the Corn-
stalk. |

“ Squiff | roared Bolsover major.

“ My name’s Field ! ” _

“ Never mind what your name is,”
said Bolsover major. “ YouTe
Squiff now, and you've got to answer
to the name of Squiff. Savvy?”

seRats [

“ By George, if you say ‘Rats’ to
me, I’ll start the proceedings with
a jolly good hiding!” exclaimed
Bolsover.

“Rats 1”
Bolsover major made a rush to-

wards the new boy’s bed. Bob Cherry

promptly stepped into the path.

and the burly Removite had to
pause. '

" Get aside, ass ! ”’ he rapped out.
" Not this evening,” said Bob
calmly. ‘ There’s not going to be

any hidings handed out, my son. This
1s a dormitory rag, but there’s not
going to be any bullying. Any silly
ass starting bullying will be jolly well
ragged himself,”

‘“ Look here——"’

“ Quite right,’’ said Harry Wharton.
“ Don’t be such a beastly bully,
Bolsover | ”

“ Do you think I'm going to have
that South Sea Islander saying rats
to me?” demanded Bolsover major
fiercely.

“ I don’t see why not,” chimed 1n
Tom Brown. “I'm a South Sea
Islander, and I'll say rats to you
fast enough, my pippin. Rats!”

““Ha, ha, hal”

‘““ Yes, cheese it, Bolsover |’ said
Peter Todd. ‘ We're going to teach
the dear boy lessons for his own good,
and bullying i1s barred.”

Bolsover major grunted discon-
tentedly, but he gave in; he had to.
The Famous Five were joining in the
fun, but they did not mean to have
any bullying, and Bolsover major had
to toe the line.

“ Gentlemen ! ’ said Bob Cherry,
while Squiff sat up in bed, and looked
on with an amused grin. ‘' Gentle-
men, chaps, and fellows! We find
a new kid among us, who is altogether
too fresh.”

‘“ Hear, hear!” -

“ For his own good ; simply for his
own good, and not at all for the fun
of the thing, we are going to put that
fresh young person through it.”

‘“ Hear, hear!” _

““ Squiff, you are called upon to rise
to the occasion! Entirely for your
own sake, we are going to Initiate
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“You were—and are! Todd is
appointed official executioner. Execu-

tioner, do thy duty! Two smites
with a bolster ! ”

Whack ! Whack |

you 1nto the mysteries of the Remove.
You have probably heard that new
kids 1n schools have to go through a
process of initiation. If you pass the
test, you will be declared a duly

) The execu-
elected and esteemed member of the

Russell

best Form at Greyfriars—that’s us !
[f you show the white feather, you
will be despised with universal
despision, and condemned to associate
with such persons as Bunter.”

“ Oh, really, Cherry S

‘“ Arise, Sampson
Whiffley Squiff !

“Hold on,” said Squiftf coolly.
“ If this 1s a little game you work oft
on new boys, I don’t mind going
through 1it. You won’t catch me
showing the white feather. You can
get on with your blessed 1nitiation.”

‘“Arise |

Squiff grinned and arose.

“ Gentlemen, form the court!”

The Removites, composing their
faces solemnly, formed 1n a circle, 1nto
the centre of which Squift was walked.
Squiff did not seem to be impressed
by the gravity of the proceedings.
He more than suspected that the
process of 1nitiation had been 1n-
vented for his especial benefit. As a
matter of fact, it was a half-forgotten
survival of an old custom, belonging
to the rough old days when public
school life was a great deal harder
than at present. DBolsover major
and Skinner and Snoop and one or
two others would have been willing to
revive the process of “ mitiation ” in
all its ancient roughness; but the
Famous Five were there to see they
did nothing of the kind.

‘““ Order 1n the court!” said Bob
Cherry, who had constituted himself
master of the ceremonies. ‘‘ Russell,
you are grinning:” —

“Was I?” said Russell, grinning
more broadly than ever.

Quincy Iftley
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tioner did his duty at once.
roared.

** Chuck it, you silly ass | '

* Silence i court! Did I see you
grinning, Penfold ? "

““1 hope not.”

“-Ha, ha, hal”

The candidate was blindfolded, a
handkerchief being tied tightly over
his eyes. Then the grand master
spokeina deep and awe-inspiring voice.

" Silence | "’ exclaimed Bob. ““ Gen-
tlemen, the court is now constituted.
Our business is to examine the can-
didate for Remove honours, and
decide whether he is fit to become a
member of the ancient and honourable
body known as the Greyfriars Remove.
Squiff, stand forward | *’

" Here I am | "’ said Squiff.

“ What 1s your name ? "’

" You jolly well know my name |

‘“ Answer my question. I am

speaking now In my capacity as grand
master.”’

“Oh. rot 1"

" Executioner, two smites !

" Here, hold on ! "’ roared Squiff, as
the bolster descended. “ I'll jolly well
punch your head! Here, fair play,
you rotters | "’

Two juniors seized the warlike
Squiff at once, and held him while he
received the two smites.

** This 1s not a dog-fight,”” said the
grand master, frowning. ‘' The can-
didate has to answer questions, or he
1s handed over to the executioner.
What 1s your name ? ”’

“Ow!?”

‘““ Nonsense !
1S a name.”’

'“ Ha, ha, ha |
)

I do not believe that



" Silence | Candidate, what is your
name? "’

‘“ Field.”

““ Front names ? "’

* Sampson Quincy Iffley.”

' And what do you mean, sir, by
coming to a respectable school with a
set of names like that ? ”’ demanded
the grand master severely.

The candidate was about to make a
warm retort, but he saw the exe-
cutioner ready with the bolster, and
he restrained himself.

“ Well, they're my names, you
know,”” he explained meekly. ‘' I'm
named after my uncles—Sampson,
Quincy and Iffley. It wasn't my
fault ; I didn’t do it myself. I was
present at the christening, but I
wasn’t allowed a say 1n the matter.”

““ Very good. The candidate’s ex-
planation 1s accepted. But he 1s
hereby given warning that life is too
short for Sampson Quincy Iftfley Field,
and he will therefore answer to the
name of Squiff.”

‘“Oh, I don’'t mind! Any old
thing ! "

‘“ Next question. Where were you
born ? "

“New South Wales.”

‘“ How old are you 7 ”

“0Old enough to know that that
isn’t your business.”’

‘“ Two smites, executioner.”’

Whack, whack !

““ Yaroooh !

““ Now,’’' resumed the grand master,
““is it your ambition to become an
honourable and worthy member of the
Greyfriars Remove 7 "’

SOw! Yes™

‘“ Are you prepared to go through
the test without showing the white
feather ? ”

(] Yes-ll ‘
““ Good! Gentlemen, the candidate

has answered questions satisfactorily,

and I move that we proceed to the
test.”

““ Right-ho! The test to-night 1s
the blanket test. Get a blanket.”

Four juniors took a blanket by the
corners, and Squiff was dropped 1nto
it. He sat up in the blanket, gasping.

'“ Look here——"

“ Up with him | -

“Isay Yow-ow! Oh!"”

Squiff shot up into the air as the
blanket was swung upward. He came
down again in the blanket with a gasp.

““ Four times, and the fourth right
up to the ceiling ! "’ said Bob Cherry.

Up went Squiff again. It was the
Australian’s first experience of being
tossed 1n a blanket; but he was
quick enough to see that it would not
hurt him unless he struggled. If he
struggled, he was very likely to fall
out of the blanket and get a nasty
bump. His nerve was like iron, and
he took it with great calmness. He
had a peculiar feeling of floating 1n
the air as he left the blanket, and he
felt dizzy as he came down, but he
landed squarely enough in the blanket.
Up he went again, and again, and the
fourth time he almost reached the
ceiling, but his coolness was unshaken.

‘““ Give him another,” exclaimed
Bolsover, ‘ and let him roll out ! ”

“ Rats | Don’t be a bully ! Squiit,
you have passed the test. You can
get up.” |

Squiff got up, feeling a trifle dizzy,
but otherwise quite himself. He was
none the worse for his experience.

‘““ Now, he’s got to run the gauntlet,”
sald Bolsover major.

‘““ No he hasn’t. Gentlemen, 1 put
it to you that the candidate has
passed the test satisfactorily, and 1s
entitled to be admitted as an honour-
able member of the Greyfriars Re-
move,”’

‘“ Hear, hear | ”
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““ Yarooh ! "’ roared Bolsover. '* 1—
I'll scalp you! I'll '’ e escaped
from the swiping pillow at last, and
leaped to his feet. There was a

“Glad you're finished,” yawned
Squiff. “ If you'’re done, I'll get
back to bed. You can call this

initiation if vou like, but I call it

playing the giddy ox! Rats!’ And
Squiff went towards his bed.

“T tell you 1t’s not finished!”
roared Bolsover major. ‘‘ He hasn’t
half been through it yet. He’s going
to run the gauntlet |

(i ROt l 1)

“Shut up!”

‘“ And he’s going to be bumped | "
sa1id Bolsover major.

“ Bow-wow ! ”’ said Bob.

““ I'm not going to run the gauntlet,
and I'm not going to be bumped,”
said Squift. “ 'Nuff’s as good as a
feast | You can go and eat coke !

““ Then I'll jolly well bump you
myself | "’ roared Bolsover. And he
rushed at the new boy. Squiff

snatched the pillow from his bed,
and met the bully of the Remove with
a mighty swipe,
which sent him
staggering back
to collapse 1n a
heap on the floor,
withaloud bump
and a louder
yell. And as he
sprawled on the
floor, Squiff
rushed at him,
and belaboured
him with the
pillow right and
lett.

Whack, whack,
whack, whack |

“Ha. ha,hal"

“Begadl"”
erinned Lord
Mauleverer.
‘“Bolsover 1s
getting it in the
neck—what 7 ”

sudden shout :

“Cavel”

Footsteps were heard in the passage.
There was a quick blowing out of
candles, and a rush into bed. The
dormitory door opened.

“Ahem |"” It was Mr. Quelch.
“Ahem | [ fancied I heard a noise
here. Please let there be no disturb-
ance to-night, or I shall be obliged—
ahem—to return | "’

And the door closed again.

*“ Good old Quelchy ! ” murmured
Bob Cherry. ‘‘ He knew there was a
rag. He’s a brick | ”

“I'm going to lick that new cad
now,’”’ growled Bolsover major.

*“ Quret, you ass | Quelchy’s given

us warning | "’

“I don'’t care|! I——"

“1 say— Yow-ow | Oh!"”’
Squiff shot up into the air
as the blanket was swung
upward. He came down
again In the blanket with a
gasp. ‘‘ Four times, and
the fourth right up to the
ceiling ! *’ said Bob Cherry.



" But we care | "’ said Tom Brown.
““ It means lines all round if there’s
any more row. Stick in bed, or
you'll get a thumping yourself! "’

““ Yaas, begad |

‘“ Shut up, Bolsover | ”’

“ Well, I'll ick him to-morrow |
grunted Bolsover.

“ You’'ll find me all there,”’ chuckled

Squiff. “ You couldn’t lick one side
of me! I'm vour mutton, with the
wool on ! ”’

And Squiff settled down calmly to
sleep, not at all perturbed by the
prospect of encountering Bolsover
major’s wrath on the morrow.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
CRICKET |
“COMING down to cricket ?

Bob Cherry slapped Squiff
on the shoulder when he asked the
question, as the Remove came out of
their Form Room after lessons the
next morning.

Squiff grinned.
‘“ Certainly | ” he said. “If 1
watch you fellows play, perhaps I

shall be able to pick up a few tips
about the game—what ? ”

‘“That’s it,”” saild Bob. ‘ We'll
be glad to give you any tips we can.
Cricket’s compulsory here, you know ;
fellows have to turn up to regular
practice. Not that anybody ever
wants to cut it—excepting rotten
slackers like Bunter and Snoop. You
don’t look like a slacker. No reason
why you shouldn’t learn the game.
Not much time left, either. We shall
be starting footer soon.”

‘““ Ha, ha, hal”

‘“« What are you cackling at? "

“ Ahem ! You're awfully good to
offer to show me,” said Squiff. “* I'll
come along with pleasure.”

‘“ Have you got a bat?”
‘“ Oh, yes, I’ve got my outfit, though,

of course, I can’t be expected to use
the things like you fellows do.™

Bob looked at him suspiciously.

““ Well, come along, and show us
what you can do ! ”” he said. ‘ Fetch
your bat | ”’

And Squiff accompanied thelFamous
Five to the cricket pitch on Little
Side. A good many of the Remove
went with them, curious to see how
the new fellow would shape. Squiff
looked over the cricket pitch with an
innocent air as if he had never seen
one before.

“Go to the wicket,” said DBob.
* T'll send you a few down, and we’'ll
see 1f you can bat.”

‘““The wicket ? "’ repeated Squiff,
as 1f he did not know what that was.

“Yes. You know a wicket when
you see one, I suppose ? ”’

“ Well, yes,” said Squiff. ‘ But
wait a minute. I’'m learning this
thing, you know, and I believe in being
thorough.” And to Bob’s blank
amazement, he took a book out of his
pocket and opened it with a thought-
ful air. It was ‘‘ Cricket for Begin-
ners.”” And Squiff began to read out
seriouslv, ‘“The wickets shall be
pitched opposite and parallel to each
other, at a distance of twenty-two
yards. Each wicket shall be eight
inches in width and consist of three
stumps, with two bails on the top.
The stumps shall be of equal and
sufficient size ’

“My only hat!’” gasped Bob
Cherry. ‘ Do you mean to say that
you don’t know all that already?
And you had the blessed cheek to
say you’d play in the Form Eleven !
Oh, crumbs ! _

“I'm a learner, you know,”’ said
Squiff meekly.

*“ Oh, get on the crease | ”’

““ Which crease ? ”’

(¢ Eh ? 3)
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** There are two creases, you know ;
the popping crease and the bowling
crease. The popping crease,” went
on Squiff, reading from his valuable
book, ‘ shall be marked four feet
from the wicket, and parallel to it,
and shall be deemed d

' Cheese it | "’ roared Bob, dragging

the new junior to the wicket. ‘‘ Now
stand there |

“Yes.”

“ You've got to keep the ball from
hitting the wicket —see ?

“Yes ; I've been told that before.”

' And you're only to use the bat to
do 1t with.”

*“ Mustn’t I stop it with my boot ?

' You ass—that would be l.b.w.”

' What'’s that ? "

‘“Leg before wicket!” shrieked
Bob.

“Oh!” said Squiff. *‘‘ Then I
mustn’t put my leg before the wic-
ket ™

““Oh, my hat | " gasped Bob Cherry.
““And this 1s the merchant who was
proposing to play in the Form Eleven !
Carry him away and bury him, some-
body ! "

“Well, I'm trying to learn, you
know,”” said Squiff apologetically.
“I'm afraid I shall give you a lot of
trouble. But 1t’s very, very kind of
you to teach me.”

“Well, well, that’s all right,” said
Bob, mollified. ‘‘ You seem to be a
frightful ass; but if you want to
learn I'll help you to any extent.
It’s up to anybody to help a chap who
wants to learn to play cricket. 1
wonder you've never learned ; they
play a lot of cricket in Australia,
don’t they ? "

‘“ They do ! "’ said Squift.

‘““ Then you ought to have picked
it up. But 1it's never too late to
mend. Now, then, don’t stand like
a sack of coke. Try to look like

a human being, and less like a
dummy.”’

““I'll do my best.”

‘“ Now, I'm going to pitch down a
few. Try to stop them.”

(N Illl tr}r‘ll

Bob Cherry went to the other end.
Squiff stood at the wicket, with a
peculiar straddle, and holding his
bat as 1f it were a spade. The
juniors yelled with laughter as they
looked at him. Even Billy Bunter
knew more about batting than that.
Harry Wharton kindly and patiently
gave the new boy some instruction
in holding a bat, and Squiff listened
to it with great meekness. He was,
in fact, so humbly patient and de-
sirous to learn, that the chums of the
Remove felt that 1t was up to them
to take some trouble with him.
Certainly, to judge from appearances,
it would require a good deal of
trouble to turn Squiff into a cricketer.

“Play | "’ chirruped Todd.

Bob Cherry sent down the ball.
He sent down a very easy one, in
order to give the batsman a chance.
Squiff looked at it and waved his
bat wildly in the air and the ball
knocked the middle stump down.

“Ha, ha, hal"”

‘“Is that out ? "’ asked Squiff.

“Yes, that'’s out !’ gasped Whar-
ton.

‘“ Is it always out when the stumps
are knocked down ? "’

‘“ Great Scott! Of course!l”

““Good ; I'm trying to learn, you
know.” And Squiff took out a pencil
and jotted down on his shirt-cuff:
‘“ The batsman 1s always out when his
wicket 1s knocked down.”

‘“What on earth’s that for?”
demanded Wharton.

“I’'m going to memorise that!”
exclaimed Squiff.

“Oh, my hat!"”
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“* Chuck us back that ball, and let
the 1mage try again!’ said Bob
Cherry. ‘‘ Look out, Squiff! I’ll
bowl you a lob this time |

““What 1s a lob ? ”

' What is a lob ? "’ repeated Bob
faintly.  Well, look at it, and you'’ll
see what a lob 1s. I needn’t ask you
what 1s a howling idiot.”’

s'ia; ha, hal”

Bob Cherry sent down a lob, and
Squiff flourished his bat wildly in the
alr, and made a mighty smite at space.
He spun completely round, and sat
down on the ball, which had trundled
up to the wicket. Then he gasped.

““Oh, dear | Great pip! Did I hit
the ball, you chaps ? "

““Ha,ha,hal You'resittingonit!”’

“My word! So I am ! There’s a
lot more in batting than meets the
eye,” sald Squiff, as he got off the
ball. “ I think I shall want some
practice.’’

““Ha, ha, ha | ”

“ Yes, you'll want some practice,”
gurgled Todd. ‘ Just a little bit—
just a little tiny bit! Just a decimal
fraction.”

‘““ Let's see what he can do with the
ball,”’ said Wharton. ‘‘ Stand clear,
you chaps—goodness knows where he
will chuck i1t |’

“Ha, ha; ha ] "

“I’ll try,” said Squift.

And he took the ball, and Wharton
took the bat.

Squiff’'s preparations for bowling
almost doubled the Removites up.
He grasped the round red leather with
the air of a fellow determined to do
or die, and charged up to the crease
and swung up his arm. But he did
not bowl. He walked back again.

‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallol What are
you up to ? '’ shouted Bob Cherry.

‘““ That’s all rnight. I'm going to
make sure before I bowl.”

“ Ha, ha, hal ”’

Squiff charged again, and this time
he hurled the ball. There was a wild
yell from Bob Cherry, who was stand-
ing a dozen yards away. The ball
had caught him on the foot, and Bob
hopped on one leg, and roared :

“Ow, ow, ow, ow, ow | "

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

' Where’s the ball gone ? ”’ asked
Squiff, looking round.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha! Ask Bob Cherry!"”

“Yow! Ow, ow!”

*“ Chuck 1t back,"” said Squiff. *“ I'm .
going to try again! 1 feel as if I'm
getting the hang of the thing now, you
know,"’

~Ha, ha, ha 1"

““Don’t give him that balll”
groaned Bob Cherry. ‘' Hold him!
(Give me that bat, and hold him till
I get to him!"”’

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

But Squiff did not wait till Bob
Cherry got to him with the bat. He
walked off the pitch, whistling
cheerily, leaving the juniors in con-
vulsions, with the exception of Bob
Cherry. Rob was the only fellow
who could not see anything funny 1n
Squiff's bowling.

THE NINTH CHAPTER
BUNTER DROPS SQUIFF !
HERE’'S Squiftf 7

Billy Bunter asked that
question after lessons that afternoon.

The Owl of the Remove wanted to
see Squiff, and apparently wanted to
see him badly. But nobody seemed to
be able to tell him where Squiff was.

Certainly, he hadn’t gone down to
cricket. In spite of the willingness of
the Famous Five to help the new
junior on with his cricket, they were
not keen to get him to practise. Bob

Cherry felt a twinge in his foot at
the mere idea of it. Bob’s opinion was

(3
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that when Squiff wanted to practise
cricket, he ought to go away to a
desert 1island, and do it all by
himself.

So Billy Bunter asked after Squiff
in vain. And Bunter was very much
annoved. Bunter had come back to
Greyfriars for the new term in his
usual 1mpecunious state, and though
he was expecting several postal-
orders, none of them seemed to have
‘“materialised "’ yet. New boys were
Bunter’'s game, and he had made
hardly anything out of Squiff yet, so
the Owl intended to devote quite a
lot of attention to Sampson Quincy
[ffley Field. And now the junior with
so many names had disappeared.

““ Where 1s that ass Squiff ?

““Gone out, I think,” said Peter
Todd. “ I saw him carrying out a
bat after lessons.”

‘“ What on earth did he want with a
bat ? "’ said Russell. |

(

9l

Bob Cherry sent down an casy ball in
order to give the batsman a chance.
Squiff looked at it and waved his bat
wildly in the air, and the ball knocked the
middle stump down. “‘Is that out? ”

asked Squiff,

““ Goodness knows ! Perhaps he’s
going to read up about it in his book,
and discover which end to take hold
of,”” said Todd.

““ Ha, ha, hal"”

‘“ He's gone out,”” said Ogilvy. “ I
saw him go out of gates. He had his
bat under his arm."’

Bunter grunted.

' Gone out to get out of my way, I
suppose,’’ said Bolsover major. ‘‘ He's
dodging me | He knows I’'m going to
lick him ! ”

Peter Todd laughed. Squiff did not

give him the impression of a fellow

who would go out of his way to dodge
even so awe-1nspiring a person as Bols-
over major. _

Billy Bunter rolled down to the
school gates to look for Squiff. Bunter
was badly in want of ginger-beer and
jam-tarts, and Squiff was the only
possible source of supply. But it
was quite an hour later that Squiff

)



came In. He came striding along the
road from the direction of Courtfield,
with a healthy flush in his sunburnt
cheeks and a bat under his arm and a
smile on his face. Billy Bunter was
still waiting for him.

“I say, Squiff, I've been waiting
for you!”

“Good ! "’ said Squiff. “ You owe
me three and sevenpence, I think ! ”

“Ahem | I—I wasn’t thinking of
that ! "

“ I was ! said Squiff.

““The fact 1s, Squiff, old man, I've
been disappointed about a postal-
order,”” Bunter explained, trotting in
with the new junior, his little fat legs
going like clockwork to keep pace
with the Australian’s vigorous stride.
““1 was thinking that, as you have
plenty of ready cash—ahem !—you
wouldn’t mind——"’

" Waiting for the three and seven-
pence 7 All right ! ”

“Hm! I didn’t exactly mean
that. The fact is &

i lhes fact 1s,” said Squiff, “ 1
don’t believe in lending money or in
owing money ! You needn’t settle up
the tuck-shop account—I know you
don’t mean to, anyway! But you
owe me one-and-three for your half of
the cab yesterday, and I want you to
square that up. Fifteenpence, please !”’

“Of course I'll square up if you
like,”” saild Bunter with dignity.
‘““ Several fellows owe me a lot of
money. [ lent my last half-quid to
Peter Todd, and Wharton owes me
five shillings, and Bob Cherry owes me
a quid from last term. I didn’t want
to worry them for the money—ahem |
—at the beginning of the term. There’s
Lord Mauleverer, too. But look here,
you lend me half a quid now and I'll
square up when they settle with me | ”

Squiff grinned. He had not known
Billy Bunter very long, but he was

beginning to understand him very
well indeed. Squiff was *“ all there.”

“I won’t lend you any money ! ”
said Squiff. ‘“ But I'll tell you what
I will do—TI'll show you how to get
some,’’

“Good ! ” said Bunter, his eyes
glistening behind his big spectacles.
“Pilein! I'm your man! How ? "

* Make the fellows pay what they
owe you ! "

‘“Ahem! I don't want to bother
them, you know I

' Oh, that’s rot! '’ said Squiff coolly.
* If they owe the money they ought
to pay it. And they're flush with tin
at the beginning of the term, so 1t’s
just the time to tackle them.”

" You—you see, [—I don’t want to
worry them ! Besides, they're rather
beasts, you know ! ”’ stammered Bun-
ter. ‘ They—they might lick me 1f
I dun them forit!”

“T'll see they don't lick you,’’ said
Squiff. ““ I'll stand by you—after
the way you stood treat to me yester-
day, too. Relyonme! Comeon!”

“ I—1 say Where ? "

“We'll tryv Lord Mauleverer first.
I’'ve heard that he’s a millionaire, so
there’s no earthly reason why he
shouldn’t settle up the quid he owes
you ! "

““ B-b-b-b-but
dismay.

‘““ Oh, come on ! "’ said Squiff, taking
the reluctant Owl of the Remove by
the arm. ‘‘ I'll see you through ! "

‘““ Look here,” said DBunter, “ I'm
not going to dun them ! I'll let them
keep my money as long as they like.
I dare say you mean well, Squiff ;
but I can’t have you interfering in my
aftfairs like this! In fact, mind your
own business ! ”’

“I’'m making this my business ! "’
sald Squiff composedly. ‘ I'm not
going to see you done, Bunter! I

" said Bunter, 1n
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suppose they really owe you the money
—what ? If you've been lying to me
I shall take you by the neck and lay
this bat round you! Have you been
lying ? ”

' N-n-n-no | ”

* Then come on!” said Squiff.
“I'll take you round to all the
bounders, one after another, and make
them settle up the money they owe
you ! "

“ Oh, really “

" This way,” said Squiff. “ There’s
Mauleverer over there. We'll start
on him. When he squares up that
quid you can square up my fifteen-
pence. Seel”

And, with an iron grasp upon
Bunter’s arm, Squiff led the dismayed
Owl of the Remove up to Lord
Mauleverer. The schoolboy earl was
chatting outside the School House
with Vernon-Smith, and he glanced
In some surprise at Bunter’s dismayed
tace, as Squiff marched him up.

" Bunter wants you to settle,” said
Squiff.

" Begad ! Settle what?"”

"“The quid you owe him|”

“ Begad |

" I—I—I—— It was a—a mis-
takel” stuttered Bunter.
" M-m-mauly doesn’t owe me a quid !
I—I really meant to say that I owe
Mauly a quid ! That’s what I really
meant | "’

*“Oh, that was what you meant,
was 1t ? '’ said Squift. * You shouldn’t
make those mistakes, Bunter. You're
llable to get a bat laid round you.
We'll try Wharton, then. There’s
no reason why Wharton shouldn’t
settle up the five bob he owes you
from last term. Come on!”

And Squiff marched the dismayed
Bunter off to the cricket-field, leaving
Lord Mauleverer and Vernon-Smith

laughing.

Harry Wharton was looking ol
while Nugent bowled to Johnny Bull,
when the Australian junior came up
with Bunter. Squiff tapped him on
the arm.

“ Hallo ! ” said Harry. ‘ Want to
play cricket again ? Would you mind
waiting till we're finished, so that we
can get out of danger ? "

" I'm not thinking of cricket just
now. I'm helping Bunter to collect
some money that 1s due to him,"’ said
Squiff. *“ He's going to settle up
fifteenpence he owes me when you’ve
paid him the five bob you borrowed
of him last term.”’

Wharton jumped.

“ Five bob!| I! Why, what w2

“ I—I—I—I don’t exactly mean
that, you know !” faltered Bunter.
“Now I come to think of it, it—it
wasn't Wharton at all ! ”

“You fat Ananias!” growled
Wharton wrathfully. ‘ If you say
that I owe you money——"

'* It—it was a mistake, you know |
Squiff 1s so hasty | "

““ Then there’s Bob Cherry,” said
Squiff.

“Me | " exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“ Yes. Bunter wants the quid you
owe him|"”

' Oh, I owe Bunter a quid, do 1 ? "
sald Bob Cherry, his eyes gleaming.
“ I'll give Bunter what I owe him—
with interest | "

" Yow! Ow, ow! " roared Bunter,
as Bob Cherry took hold of his fat ear.
“Leggo! Yow! Ow! I—I didn’t
mean that, you know | It was Squiff’s
mistake ! "

“Do I owe you a quid?” de-
manded Bob, compressing his grip on
Bunter’s ear.

“Yow! Ow! Nol!"”

“Do I owe you anything ?

““ Grooh-hooh! Nol”

“Then you can have that for
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nothing,” said Bob, giving Bunter's
fat ear a final twist, eliciting a wild
yell from the fat junior. '

‘“ Bunter seems to be making a lot
of mistakes,’”’ Squiff remarked calmly.
‘“ But there’s still Peter Todd.”

““ Oh, there’s Peter Todd, 1s there ?”
asked the owner of that name.

“Yes ; Bunter lent you his last
half-quid &

*“ Did he ? "’ said Todd, with gleam-
Ing eyes.

““ Well, he says so; but perhaps it
was another mistake.”’

“Yes, I think 1t must have been a
mistake,’”’ said Todd, taking Bunter
by the shoulders and jerking him
away from Squiff. “ Do I owe you a
half-quid, Bunter ? "

““Nunno | "

““ Then why did yousay I did ? ”

‘“ It—it was a—a—a mistake

“You mustn’t make those mis-
takes,’’ said Peter Todd. ‘‘ When you
make mistakes like that, Bunter, I
feel 1t my duty, as head of the study,
to teach you to be more careful. I'm
going to kick you all the way to the
School House.”

“Ow! Yow! Yaroooh!”

Billy Bunter roared as Todd’s boot
came 1mnto heavy contact with his
person. He broke into flicht, and
Todd chased after him, letting out
his feet alternately, and at every kick
Bunter uttered a wild yell. There was
a roar of laughter from the cricketers
as the two juniors disappeared 1n the
distance, Todd dribbling Bunter across
the Close like a football.

““ Dear me ! "’ said Squiff. ‘“ Bunter
seems to make a lot of mistakes. It
seems that nobody owes him any
money at all, and I shall never get
my fifteenpence.”’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Todd came back to the cricket-field
with a flushed face, but a satisfied

))

expression, as of a fellow who had
done his duty, and done it well. He
had done 1t very well indeed ; and
the Owl of the Remove found it very
painful to sit down for some time
atterwards. But he did not make any
more attempts to extract loans from
the new junior. It dawned upon Billy
Bunter that Squiff had made that
round of debt-collecting with humor-
ous 1ntent, and he felt that the youth
from New South Wales was too hard a
nut for him to crack. Indeed, Bunter
stated to all who would listen to him
that he was * done "’ with Squiff. He
had intended to take the fellow up,
Bunter explained, and look after him
a bit, but under the circumstances
he felt that he was bound to drop
him. And Squiff secemed to be quite
satisfied to be dropped.

THE TENTH CHAPTLER
LOST BALL !
SQUIFF joined the Remove fellows
when they went down to the
cricket on Saturday afternoon. He
had his bat under his arm, and so,

- apparently, intended to play some

more cricket. There was no match
that afternoon, but the Remove
cricketers intended to put 1n some
practice to get into form for the match
with Courtfield the following week.
The match with Trumper & Co., of
Courtfield County Council School, was
the first match of the term for the
Remove, and they meant to win it.
As Trumper’s team was not up to 1ts
usual form, owing to many of the
fellows being away, the match was not
hkely to be a difficult one; but
Wharton did not mean to leave any-
thing to chance. Trumper & Co. were
great cricketers, and the match with
them was generally one of the toughest
in the Remove list of fixtures.

" What are you going to do with
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that cricket bat, Squiff ? "’ asked
Nugent.

" Practise | "’ he replied.

““ Ahem | "’

““ I understand that cricket practice
1s compulsory here,” said Squiff.
' Cherry told me so the other day.”

“Hum |"” said Bob. ““ That's
quite right. But the fact is, Squiffy,
we don’t want to be lamed or brained.”’

“Well, I'm bound to get some
practice,’”’ said Squiff. *“ If I brain you
or lame you, of course, I shall be
sorry. But a chap has to take his
chance. Besides, there’'s a chap
coming to see my practice—a chap
named Trumper—the fellow who was
here the other dayv. If you won't let
me play for the Remove I'm going
to see 1f I can play for Trumper, and 1
want him to see how I shape.”

“Ow ! Yow ! Yaroo.oh!' Billy Bunter roared
as Todd's boot came into heavy contact with his
person. He broKe into flight and Todd chased after
him, letting out his feet alternately, and at every

Kick Bunter uttered a wild yell.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! "

‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s
Trumper ! ” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
as he spotted the Courtfield captain
coming Iin at the gates. ‘I didn'’t
know you'd got so chummy with
Trumper, Squiff.”

“Why not?"” .said ' Squilt:
' Trumper’s a jolly decent chap, and
he knows something about cricket. "’

““One of the best!' agreed Bob
Cherry. " But he’s as likely to play
you In his team as—as Wingate
1s likely to play you in the First
Illeven!”

“Oh, I don’t know! Look here,
you don’t want me in the Remove

)}

team—
* Ha. ha, hal”
' Oh, don’t cackle!” said Squiff.

"* Do you want me, or don’t you ? "’




““Ha, ha! No, thanks!’” yelled
Wharton. ‘ Not just now | "’

““ Then if Trumper likes to play me,
you can't raise any objection.”’

““If Trumper wants you to brain
him, my dear chap, it's Trumper’s
bizney ; but I should think he could
find an easier way of committing
suicide.”’

‘“Then there’s no objection? ”

““ Ha, ha | None at all.”’

““ Then I shall play for Trumper if
he’ll have me, and do my best against
your lot next Wednesday,’’ said Squift.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

Trumper joined the Removites as
they reached the cricket field.

““ Come to see Squiff at cricket ? "’
asked Harry Wharton, laughing.
““ Well, it’s rather dangerous to let
him play; but we’ll give you a chance
to see him. It’s worth seeing—better
than anything I've ever seen on the
cinema.’’

Trumper laughed.

‘“ Well, he looks like a cricketer,”
he remarked.

‘“ Well, yes,” said Harry, with a
glance at Squiff’s active and well-knit
frame. ‘‘ He ought to be able to play,
and he comes from a place where they
play jolly good cricket, I know. But
he can’t play for toffee | "’

‘““ Send him down a few, Trumpy,
old man,’’ grinned Bob.

““1 don’t mind,” said Trumper.

Bob Cherry tossed him the ball.
The Removites gathered round with
great glee, but they were careful to
keep at a safe distance. There was no
telling what Squiff might do with
either bat or ball.. :

Squiff took up his position at the

wicket, holding the bat by the
extreme end of the handle, and
leaning over it in the form of a
semi-circle. His attitude at the
wicket made the juniors shriek.

Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth
came to look on, and Coker of the
Fifth condescended to stop on his
way to Big Side to look at Squift.
The fame of Squiff’s cricket had
spread though Greyfriars, and fellows
came from all quarters to see him.

‘“ Play | ”’ gurgled Bob.

Trumper sent down the ball,
grinning. Squiff made a wild sweep
in the air with his bat, and it flew
from his hands, described a circle
in the air, and dropped upon the
turf. The wicket was down before
the bat landed on the ground. Squift
looked round in a surprised sort of
way.

" Where’s my bat ? "’

The juniors shrieked.

‘““1 say, that doesn’t count, does
1t 7 '’ asked Squiff.

“* Ha. ha. ha 'Y _

““Of course, I'm not 1n practice
yet )

“ Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Try again!’” said Trumper.
‘““ Field that ball, somebody.”

Bob Cherry tossed the ball back
to Trumper, and set up the bails
again. Then he retreated for satety.
A cricket bat {flying through the
air was not safe, and Bob did not
want to have his brains knocked out,
even for the fun of watching Squift
play cricket. _

Trumper bowled again and Squifl
swept his bat round in a circle.
The ball did not hit the wicket, but
the bat did, and all three stumps
flew out of the ground.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ ,
‘“ Is that out ? '’ asked Squifl.

‘““ Qut | "’ gasped Wharton. * Yes,
I should rather say so ! ”

‘““ But the ball missed the wicket
—you call it a wicket, I think ? "

“Yes, we call it a wicket.
But don’t you see that you've
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thumped it down with your bat,
you ass ? That's out | ”

““Wait a minute! I'm going to
make sure of that,’’ said Squift, with
a wise air: and he drew out his
famous book and opened 1it.

The juniors screamed with laughter
as he read aloud :

‘“ * The striker is out if in playing
at the ball he hits down his wicket
with his bat or any part of his person
or dress.” Yes, that’s right enough !
I suppose that would be out.”

_*“ Ha, ha, ha | ™

‘““T don’t seem to get on with the
batting,”’ said Squiff. ‘‘ There’s no-
thing to laugh at, Trumper. Lvery-
thing has to have a beginning, and
I'm studying ‘ Cricket for Beginners,’
you know. In a short time I expect
to know all about 1t. Just you see
what I can do with the ball, that’s

all.”’
‘“ Run for your lives !’ shouted

Bob.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha | "

There was a hasty scudding back
as Squiff took the ball, and Trumper
went to the wicket. Trumper was
almost doubled up with laughter.
The whole thing seemed to strike
him as even funnier than 1t seemed
to the Greyfriars juniors.

Squiff grasped the ball, took a
quick run, and turned himself into
a sort of amateur catherine-wheel,
and the ball flew. It did not fly
towards the wicket, however. It
flew over Squiff’s own head, and
there was a rustling sound as it
swept through the leaves of the
trees 1n the Close at a considerable
distance.

‘““Well bowled!’” roared Bob
Cherry. ‘‘ Lost ball! Ha, ha, ha!l”

‘““ Lost ball! "’ said Squiff. ““ There’s
something about that in the rules.”
Out came his book again, and he

HA

read loudly : ‘' If the ball in play
cannot be found or recovered, anv
fieldsman may call ‘“ Lost ball ]l ”
and six runs shall be added to the
score—— " "’

““ But which side takes the six
runs ? '’ asked Squiff. ‘‘ It doesn’t
seem to say that in the book.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha |

‘“ Has somebody got another ball?’’
asked Squiff. ““ Of course, you
needn’t count the six runs, as this
1s only practice ; but I want a ball
to bowl with, you know."”

Bob Cherry brought another ball,
and handed it to Squiff and retreated.

“ Go it, Squifty |

Squift ‘“ went it."”” This time-the
ball whizzed away over the cloisters,
and disappeared from sight.

' Lost ball | '’ shrieked Nugent.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha !l "

““ Give me another ball !’ said
Squiff. “‘ I'm jolly well going to take
that wicket |

“You're jolly well not going to
lose any more balls | ’’ howled Bob
Cherry. “ Cricket balls cost money,
my son | "’

‘““ But I've got to practise——

‘“ Then you’d better order down a
ton of cricket balls to start with.
You can run away and play now.
We've got to find those blessed balls.
What do you think of Squiff’s cricket,
Trumper ? Would you like him in
your team ?

““Oh, ‘I could make a cricketer of
him ! " said Trumper. ‘“ I'll take
him in hand, if you like, and we'’ll
see the result. You come along with
me, Squiff ; we're practising on the
common this afternoon. Nothing like
seeing really good play to help
you on.”’

““I'm your man | ” said Squiff.

And he walked away cheerfully
with Trumper.

1)
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“Hallo!"” roared Bob Cherry.
“You'd jolly well better find those
balls you’ve lost before you clear off,
you ass ! "’

But Squiff seemed suddenly deaf.
He walked away and disappeared
with Trumper, and the Removites
had the pleasure of hunting for the
lost leathers before they began their
afternoon’s practice.

Trumper chuckled gleefully as he
walked away down the Courtfield
road with Squiff. Funny as Squiff’s
cricket seemed to the Greyfriars
fellows, Trumper seemed to think it
funnier still.

“ Well, what do you think of my
cricket ? "’ grinned Squiff. ‘* Will you
play me next Wednesday ? ”’

“ Yes, rather | ”’ chuckled Trumper.
“ I'll play you !l "’

Which would have astonished the
heroes of the Remove very much if
they had heard it.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER

BOLSOVER MAJOR IS SURPRISED |
X HERE comes the silly ass !’ said

Bolsover major.

The bully of the Remove made
that remark loudly enough for Squiff
to hear it, as the new junior came
towards the School House, with his
bat under his arm.

There was a group of Remove
fellows outside the School House,
chatting, when the Australian came
back from Courtfield. Squiff glanced
for a moment at DBolsover major,
but made no reply to the remark.

Ever since the ragging I1n the
dormitory on Squiff's first night at
Greyfriars, Bolsover major had been
extremely unpleasant to the new
junior, and seemed bent on provoking
him into a quarrel ; but Squiff had

kept the peace so far.
But Bolsover was far from attribut-

. out to play

ing that to its real reason—a desire
to keep the peace. His idea was that
the new junior was afraid of him,
and that was reason enough for
Bolsover to desire to bully Squ1f‘f
The Australian’s self-confidence irri-
tated Bolsover major. A good many
fellows thought that Squiff was alto-

gether too cool for a new kid, but

Bolsover major seemed to take it
quite personally. He had informed
his friends that he intended to take
Squiff down a peg or two, and put him
in his place ; and Skinner and Snoop
and the rest applauded his intention.

““ Been playing cricket at Courthield,
eh ? "’ said Bolsov er, as Squift would
have passed him without replying to

his offensive remark.

“ Yes,” said Squift.

“ Must be ::,llly asses to waste their
time on you ! ' said Bolsover. ‘‘ You

seem to have got jolly thick 'mth
those Courtfield fellows all at once.’
“ Quite so ! ’’ assented Squiff.

‘“ Perhaps Trumper’s going to play
you against the Remove next Wednes-
day ? "’ sniffed Bolsover.

‘“ Perhaps.”

Bolsover paused.
difficult to pick a quarrel
fellow who persisted in speaking
politely and not taking oftence. But
it was the case of the wolf and the
lamb over again, though Squift was
not exactly a “ Iamb '’ as Lhe bully
of the Remme was destined to

discover.
‘“ Well, I don’t believe you've been

cricket,” said Bolsover
at last. “ You ve been keeping out of
my way.’

4 Keeping out of your
repeated Squift.

i Yesll!

‘“ Well, you're not exactly a thing
of beauty, and it’s not what I should
call a pleasure to look at you,” said

It was really
with a

way | "
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Squifft calmly.
““But I shouldn’t
take the trouble
to keep out of
your way. l‘aces
like yours can’t
be helped, and
a fellow has to
put up with
them.”

There was a
cglgole from
Skinner and
Snoop and Stott,
and Bolsover’s
face turned a dull
red with anger.

“ You cheeky
young rotter!”’
he exclaimed.
“You've been
skulking out of
the way Dbecause
I owe you a
licking, and you
know 1t | "’

““Oh, 1s that

it?"” asked

Squiff cheerfully.
“Yes, that’s

it 1Y "_[)En't you see that -}'uu"vctl}ulrppcd the
* A serenel wicket down with your bat? ™ gasped

['ve been skulk- a minute! I'm going
ing out of your
way because you
owe me a lick-
ing,””  said Squift. “ Now that’s
settled, perhaps you'll get out of my
way. [ want to go in to tea. I'm
hungry.”

“You're jolly well not going to get
out of the licking, all the same!"”
roared Bolsover. ‘ You're a rotten
funk ! ”

‘“ Anything else ?

“I'm going to lick you!"”

“Good! You won’t be satisfied, I
suppose, till you've done 1t ? '

Harry Wharton. *“ That’s out ! ”* “* Wait 111} - Il/[ J
to make sure
of that,”” said Squiff, with a wise air ;
and he drew out his famous book and
opened it, while the juniors roared.

“No, I shan’t!” said Bolsover,
somewhat puzzled by the new junior’s
calmness. For a funk, Squiff certainly
looked very cool and composed.

‘““Well, 1n that case, the sooner I
get 1t over the better | " said Squiff
resignedly. “ I don't want any trouble
with you, Bolsover g

““ 1 dare say you don’t!” sneered
the Remove bully; * but you’re
coing to get it all the same. It’s
time you were taught manners | "’
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‘ But you couldn’t teach me man-
ners.”’

“Couldn’t I? I’ll jolly well 7

“You see, you haven’t any your-
self,” explained Squiff.

There was another chuckle from
Snoop & Co. They were rather en-
joying 1t. Bolsover did not quite seem
to be a match for the new junior
with his tongue, whatever he might
be with his fists. The burly Removite
glared round at his followers.

‘ What are you cackling at? ” he
demanded.

““ Ahem |'” murmured Snoop.

“ Shut up ! If you want something
to cackle at you can watch me wipe
up the ground with this cheeky
sweep |

‘“ Hadn't we better get into the
oym ? " asked Squiff. “ We shan’t
be interfered with there, you know,
and you want to make a thorough
job of it, don't you ? ”

‘“ You want a chance to dodge oft ?
erowled Bolsover.

Squiff laughed.

““ No ; I'm going to see 1t through,”
he said. ‘ Come into the gym and
give me that awful licking. I'll grin
and bear it if I can.”

“ I'm coming ! ' grunted Bolsover,
more and more puzzled. He won-
dered whether there was more 1n
Squiff than he had supposed. DBut
he was a head taller than the Aus-
tralian, and much bigger 1n every way,
and it really did not seem that Squiff
would have any chance.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What’s the
trouble ? ’’ asked Bob Cherry, meeting
them on the way to the gym. The
Famous Five had iust come off the
cricket-field.

‘“ Bolsover is going to lick me,”
said Squiff. “ He thinks I've been
dodging it, and he doesn’t mean to
let me get away this time. So I'm

(

going through it to get it over. No
good having these things hanging
about, you know.”

‘“ Look here, Bolsover, let him
alone,’” said Harry Wharton. * You're
too big for him, and it’s not fair play.”

Bolsover sneered.

“ It the kid’s afraid, and says so,
I'll let him off,”” he said. *‘‘ Then I'll
just pull his ear for his check. DBut

“Thanks! I've an objection to
having my ears pulled,” said Squiff.
' I'd rather have the licking, if 1t’s all
the same to you.”

‘“ Then come on, and don’t jaw !'”

““ You fellows can come and see fair
play,” suggested Squiff. ‘* You can
stop Bolsover before he quite kills
me, you know.”

‘* Oh, we’ll come !’ said Wharton.
‘“ But look here, Squiff, he’s too big
for you, and if you don’t want to
ficht him, you need not. As for
pulling yvour ears, and so on, if he
begins that, we’'ll give him the frog’s-
march, and soon take all that out of
him."” | ‘

“ Oh, let him rip!?” said Squiff.
““I've been 1n a good many scrapecs,
but I've never been licked yet. It
will be a new experience, and new
experiences are always worth having.
Shall we have the gloves on,
Bolsover ? ”

They were 1n the gym now. _

“ No | ” growled Bolsover. ‘" This
won’t be a fight. You can’t stand up
to me for two minutes. I'm just
going to lick you.”

“ Justas you like. Roundsornot?”
‘“No, you ass! You couldn’t last
a round.”

“ Please yourself ! 7 yawned Squift.
“ Will you hold my bat, Cherry?
One of you might take my jacket.
Thanks! Now I'm ready to be
slaughtered, Bolsover.”
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The chums of the Remove looked Greyfriars Jingles
on in perplexity. Thev were quite
ready to chip in and put a stop to
Bolsover’s bullying ; but they could
not chip in against Squiff’s own wish.
He had to have his wav. And his
coolness indicated that he had no fear
of the result of the combat. But if
he could stand up against the burly
Bolsover, his boxing would have to
be very difterent from his cricket.

The juniors formed a ring, with
cager faces. The Australian’s cool-
ness 1mpressed them, 1n spite of
themselves, and although they did
not think he would have a chance of

victory, they knew that he would THERE lives a youth named Sydney
ficht as long as he could stand. And Snoop |
the ““ mill "’ was likely, therefore, to mh"-‘ﬁr‘;’iry;}&e&:f‘l t}l:e SOUP] -
e i akes elchy growl and bark
be”one of uEu:ual Interest. ) Because his favourite remark
““ Goit ! " sang out Snoop. Smash Is “ [ dunno ! ”
him, Bolsover!”
“You'd better have the gloves on,” No use to ask him where’s Japan
said Harry Wharton. 81' w{mn thﬁ TII;Oi“ﬂ “;ﬁr bggan,
(o T S 2 IS r what’s the Latin alphabet--
It the _]“ld o mll‘”(fl *of b(;lf',b. hm;ii One answer you are bound to get :
he can have the gloves on " Jeere 1¥% * [ dunne | ¥
Bolsover. ‘I don’t mind !
** Thanks ! I'm not afraid of being In grammar, French or literature,
hurt ! 7’ said Squiff. ‘“ Pile in! I'm Or maths or algebra you're sure
waiting to 2o in to tea, vou know, To see him stand upon his feet 2

9 I Y ') And hear him stubbornly repeat,
and you're wasting tiumne. “ Well, I dunno | ”

“YVou won't feel much inchned for

tea when I’Ve'done “'ith_ vou,” said Mossoo may dance and tear his hair,
Bolsover, pushing back his cuffs. He Lascelles may groan in dire degpair,
did not trouble to take his jacket oft. And Quelch may bark and grab his cane—

¥ d ¢ l No good ; he sings the same refrain,

Oh, come on, and not so much «Oh, 1 dunno ”

gas,’’ said Squift, |

Bolsover gr lll'ltﬁ‘d1 Wlth‘ wrath, El_nd And when exam time comes along
rushed at him. The Iamous I1ve getnﬁver %ﬁtst a question wrong |
looked anxious : they fully expected ot he; the task is easy done,

. : ol T H I :
to see Squiff swept off his feet by that “on 1 Bididecnt a1
rush. And they liked the Austrahan
junior, and did not want to see him And if you asked me now, at once,
hammered by the bully of the Re- *“ What good is such a lazy dunce ? ”
move i Eﬂiﬂdn ’E answer lxl'igh’c away,

' : 'd have to scratch my head and say,
But there was no occasion for «“ Well, 1 dun nol”y y

anxiety, as it happened. Squiff was
‘““ all there.”
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He side-stepped with sudden quick-
ness, and Bolsover blundered past
him, and as he passed, Squiff’s left
came out like a hammer, and caught
the burly junior on the side of the
jaw. Bolsover tumbled over like a
felled ox, and crashed to the floor.
There was a gasp of astonishment from
the onlookers.

“ My hat 1 ”

* I'm blowed | "

“ By gum ! " murmured Fisher T.
Fish. ‘ What a sock-dolager ! And
that’s the galoot I came near scrap-
ping with, by gum! I guess I was
lucky to get off—just a few ! ”

Bolsover sat up dazedly. He put
his hand to his jaw, and blinked round
him. A circle of grinning faces looked
down on him.

“ M-m-my hat | "’ gasped Bolsover.

Squiff looked at his watch.

‘I don't want to hurry you,
Bolsover,” he remarked. ‘ But it’s
past tea-time, and I'm hungry. Is
this the finish ? ”

* The—the finish | "
scrambled up, red with rage.
finish you ! ”

He tore off his jacket and hurled it
to the floor. Then he rushed at Squiff
like a bull, his big fists hammering
out. Bolsover was a bully, but he
had plenty of pluck. That knock-
down blow would have sickened a
good many fellows, but it had only
whetted Bolsover’s appetite, as it were.
Squiff had no chance of avoiding the
rush this time—but he did not seem
to want to. He stood up to it, his
eye clear and steady, his guard per-
fect, and Bolsover’s rain of blows
never reached him. Squiff backed
away a few steps, and that was all.
A heavy drive on the chin stopped
Bolsover, and then for a couple of
minutes the two juniors ‘ went it ”’
hammer and tongs.

Bolsover
o I lll

Crash !

Bolsover major was down again,
with a crash that seemed to shake the
floor. He lay where he had fallen,
panting.

Squiff was breathing a little hard
now, but he was quite cool. There
was a cut on his lip, and a bruise on
his cheek, but that was all. Bolsover’s
nose was streaming red, and one of
his eyes was closing, and the other
persisted in winking painfully. The
bully of the Remove blinked up at
the cool Australian.

“ My word!" he gasped. ‘ Oh,
crumbs | You—you beast, where did
you learn to hit like that ? "

“ Oh, we're hard hitters in New
South Wales, you know,’’ said Squiff
calmly. ‘I offered to have the gloves
on. I fancied somebody would get
hurt, somehow.”

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Go it, Bolsover | ”’ yelled Snoop,
not with the slightest belief now that
Bolsover major could lick the Aus-
tralian, but with a secret inward
keenness to sce the Remove bully
thoroughly licked.

Bolsover staggered up. He had had
enough ; he could not see Squift very
clearly, and he did not want to “ go
it " in the least.

“Done ? "’ asked Squiff. )

“Owl Yes, I'm done,” said
Bolsover major. He hesitated a
moment, and then held out his hand.
“ You're a good man—a dashed good
man,and I'm sorry I jumped on you!”’

Squiff shook hands frankly enough
with his opponent.

“Good man!’” he said. ‘Al
serene ! A little tiff like this only
makes fellows better friends. I think
I'll go in to tea now, if you'll excuse
me.”’

Bolsover went ruefully to bathe his
nose and eyes, and Squiff put on his
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jacket and walked cheerfully out of
the gym. Bob Cherry thumped him
on the shoulder, with a chuckle.

“You blessed fraud!"” he ex-
claimed. “ You never let on that you
could scrap like that ! Do you know,
I was letting you off a licking, because
you were a new kid, and—ahem |—
I think perhaps now I was letting
myself off |

' Perhaps you

were ! '’ grinned
Squiff.  ““ Only
I should have

had more trouble
with Bolsover if
he'd been cool ;
he was in too
great a hurry,
that’s all. I'm
much obliged to
vou for letting
me off a licking
—though I think
I could have |
looked after
Sampson Quincy
Iffley Field.”

“ 1 think you
could!” grinned
Bob. “ But I'll
have the gloves
on with you after
tea—only in a
friendly way,
you know.”

‘ Right-ho 1 ”

And after tea
nearly all the
Remove ad-
journed to the
gym to see Bob
Cherry and Squiff
with the gloves
on. It was a
friendly but a
very tough
‘‘“scrap,’”’ and

to the floor.

There was a gasp of

it ended with honours even. And
as Bob was a celebrated fighting-
man in the Remove, Squiff’s prowess
won him a great deal of respect among
the juniors.

“What I can’t understand,” said
Bob, as he peeled off the gloves, ‘ is
why a fellow who can scrap as you do
should be such an ass at cricket ! ”’

Squiff chuckled.

As Bolsover blundered past, Squiff’s left came out like a hammer and caught the burly
junior on the side of the jaw. Bolsover tumbled ‘over like a felled ox, and crashed

tch 1ook

t from the s, ‘“My hat!”
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‘ Perhaps you’ll see me play a
good game of cricket some day,” he
suggested.

‘ Perhaps,” said Bob doubtfully.
“ T should be jolly glad to, but there
doesn’t seem to be much chance of it | ”’

“ You never can tell,” said Squiff
easily.

But Bob Cherry shook his head
with a smile. He would require a
great deal of convincing before he
could believe that Squiff, with all
his powers in other directions, would
ever make a good cricketer.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
BUNTER SMELLS A RAT |
o ][T'S jolly queer|”’
Thus William George Bunter.

And Peter Todd, who had just
come into No. 7 Study, and heard
that muttered remark, asked : ““What'’s
jolly queer, Fatty ? ”

Billy Bunter blinked up through
his big spectacles. It was Tuesday
afternoon, and lessons were over for
the day. It was getting near tea-
time, but Billy Bunter, for once, was
not thinking about tea. He was
sprawling in the armchair in No. 7
Study, with a deep wrinkle of thought
in his fat brow.

“ Hallo, Todd! I—I was only
thinking | ” Bunter stammered.

“ Only,” said Todd, “ first time
I've ever known you do anything of
the sort. What'’s jolly queer, you
fat bounder ? ”

“1 wasn’t thinking of your face

2

“ Why, you cheeky porpoise——"
exclaimed Todd indignantly.

“ It’s about Squiff,” said Bunter.
“ I mean that fellow Field, you know.
Isn’t it jolly queer ? He’s gone out
again.”

“ Nothing extraordinary in Squiff
going out, 1s there ? "’ asked Todd.

‘“ He’s taken his bat with him.”

“Well, I suppose he’s taking it
for a walk, as he can’t play cricket
with it,” said Todd. “ I don't see
that you need worry your poor little
brain about it ! ”

“It's jolly queer!’ said Bunter,
rising. ‘“ So-long |

Bunter waddled out of the study.
He was in a very thoughtful frame
of mind, but he did not feel inclined
to confide his thoughts to Peter Todd.
If Todd had guessed what was at the
back of Bunter’s mind he would
probably have descended upon him
in great wrath with a cricket-stump.

Harry Wharton & Co. were chatting
outside the School House, when
Bunter came out. Bunter paused,
and blinked at them.

“ Squiff hasn’t been playing, has
he ? " he asked.

The juniors laughed. They always
laughed when they thought of Squiff
and cricket at the same time.

“No,” said Bob. *‘ He seems to
have chucked practice, unless he'’s
doing it along with the Courtfield
chaps. I wish them joy of him.”

‘“ Jolly queer that Trumper should
bother his head about him, ain’t it ? ”’
said Bunter.

‘““ Well, he’s a good-natured chap.”

“ Squiff is just the sort of fellow
one would take to be a good player,
from his looks,” Bunter remarked.

‘“ Appearances are deceptive,”
Harry Wharton remarked. )

“ He always takes his bat out with
him,” said Bunter. ‘ and he always
goes down towards Courtfield. I've
noticed that.” Y

“You generally do notice things
that don’t concern you,” said Bob.
“ What have you got in your fat
napper now ? "’

‘“Oh, nothing!"” said Bunter.
‘“ Queer, though, wasn’t it, the way
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Squiff chummed up with Trumper,
when he hasn’t been here a week yet."”
“ Why shouldn’t he? Trumper
may be teaching him something about
cricket—and he certainly needs it.”

“ He was saying something about
playing for Trumper on Wednesday."”

‘““That was a joke, of course.
Trumper wouldn’t be such an ass.
Why, Squiff plays cricket worse than
you do.”

‘“ Oh, really, Cherry! I think it’s
odd his chumming up with that Board-
school bounder 2

“ That what ? ” asked Bob, taking
Bunter by the collar. ‘‘ Are you
alluding to Trumper, who is worth
fifty thousand of a fat, lazy toad like
you, Bunter ? "

“Ow!l Yow! Leggol!”

Bob Cherry let go, after giving
Bunter a whirl with his powerful
arm. Billy Bunter spun six yards
away and collapsed on the ground.
He scrambled up, and shook a fat
and furious fist at the grinning Co.,
and waddled away towards the school
gates.

‘ Beasts | "’ he murmured. ‘ And
asses—silly asses | I believe I've jolly
well spotted the little game—rather !
And if I have, I'll jolly well make that
beast Squiff shell out—rather!”’ And
Bunter chuckled a fat chuckle as he
rolled away down the Courtfield Road.

Bunter did not go so far as Court-
field. He climbed to the top of a little
knoll, whence he could obtain a view
of the common where the Courtfield
fellows played cricket after school
hours. It was an hour later that
Billy Bunter rolled back to Grey-
friars, and he was grinning as he went,
as if over an excellent joke.

When he came into the School
House, the grin on his fat face was so
pronounced that several of the fellows
noticed it.

“What’s the matter with you,
porpoise ? "’ asked Peter Todd. ‘ Been
squeczing an extra big loan out of
somebody ? "’

“ I've been for a walk,’’ said Bunter.
“ Just a little trot down towards
Courtfield. He, he, he !

“ Well, what are you he-he-he-ing
about ? ”’ demanded Todd.

Bunter chuckled again.

“1 could tell you something if I
liked,” he remarked.

‘ Lies, most likely | "

“ Oh, really, Todd Y

“ The fat bounder looks as if he’s
found something out,”” remarked Bol-
sover major. ‘‘ What is it this time,
Tubby ? ”

“ T know what I know,”’ said Bunter
mysteriously.

* That’s not much, anyway."”

“1 daresay I could surprise you
fellows. Perhaps some fellows are
taking you in, and perhaps they
ain’t,” said Bunter.

Bolsover and Todd looked aston-
ished. The fat junior’s remarks were
decidedly mysterious.

There was no doubt that Bunter
had found something out, or thought
he had ; and when the Owl of the
Remove was in possession of,informa-
tion, he never could keep it to
himself.

Even when he wanted to keep the
secret, his desire to show off his
knowledge was too much for him.

“ What are you talking about ? "
Bolsover demanded.

“1 daresay you'll find out—in
time.” )

‘ Blessed if I'm going to take the
trouble to find out, you fat ass!”
yawned Bolsover; and he walked
away.

‘““ He, he, he1”

‘ Stop going off like a cheap alarm-
clock, duffer,” said Todd. ‘‘ If there’s
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any joke on, why can’t you tell a
fellow, instead of cachinnating like
that ?

‘“ He, he, he!
know |

 Fathead | ”’ said Todd.

And he turned away, not sufficiently
interested in what Bunter knew, or
didn’t know, to take the trouble of
pumping the fat junior.

Bunter snorted. He was really
desirous of keeping his secret, if
secret it was ; but, at the same time,
he felt an irresistible desire to make a
display of secret knowledge. But the
entrance of Squiff just then turned
his thoughts in another direction.
Herolled up to the Australian at once.

* Hallo, Squiffy! Finished your
practice ? "'

Squiff started a little.

‘ Practice ? "’ he said.

“ Yes,"” grinned Bunter. ‘ Practice
—cricket practice | "’

‘ So you've been practising out of
doors, Squiff ? ”’ asked Bob Cherry.

Squiff nodded calmly.

*Yes ; you asked me to go away
and practise on a desert island, you
know. There are no desert islands
going, but I found it all right on
Courtfield Common.”

“I don’t quite see how you could
practise by yourself, though.”

“ I met Trumper and some of the
Courtfield chaps,” explained Squiff.
“ They were kind enough to take me
in hand.”

“ Jolly good-natured of them, I

I know what I

must say, considering the way you

play!” 5y

“ Yes, considering the way I play,”
assented Squiff.

“ He, he, he ! ”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What is that
image cackling about ?

“ He, he, he! Will you come over
to the tuckshop, Squifty ? "’

*“No, I won’t!"” said Squift.

“ I'll stand treat,” said Bunter.

“ RatS ! ”

“ I'm expecting a postal order 2

“ ROt l "

“ And you can advance me a few
bob on it,” said Bunter calmly.
‘“ Ishould really like you to, Squiffy |

“ I daresay you would,’ said Squiff,
with a laugh. *‘ But I’m not going to
do it. I know you and your postal
orders, you see |

“And I know you and your
cricket !

" Eh ? bEl

“1 saw you at practice,” said
Bunter. “ I happened to be coming
along the Courtfield Road, Squiffy,
and I saw you. In fact, I watched you
for an hour or more. It was very
interesting—very |

Squiff’s expression changed.

“You fat, spying beast ” he
began.
‘“He, he, hel I suppose a fellow

can take a walk on the common if he
likes | "’ chuckled Bunter. *“ It doesn’t
belong to you, Squiffy. Will you come
to the tuckshop ? ”

“ No, you fat rotter | "’ said Squiff,
frowning.

* All right ; then I'll tell the fel-
lows what your practice was like.”

“We know what it’s like,” said
Bob Cherry. “ You can’t describe
anything funnier than we've seen
already, Bunter |

‘““ He, he, he ! ”

“Hold on!” said Squiff. “I—I
don’'t want—I mean, I'll come to
the tuckshop with you if you like, you
—you oyster | ”’

“ Come on | ”” said Bunter.

Bob Cherry looked after them in
surprise. After the exhibition Squiff
had given of his cricket prowess on
Little Side at Greyfriars, Bob did not
see why he should mind what Bunter
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had to say about
his performance
on Courtfield
Common, in com-
pany with Trum-
per & Co.; but
Squiff evidently
did mind.

He was plainly
angry at Bunter’s
having spied on
him, and he was
yielding to the fat
junior’s  demand
to keep him from
talking about
what he had seen.
And Bob could
not help feeling
puzzled. However,
he reflected that it
was no business
of his, and dis-
missed the matter
from his mind.

Squiff entered
the tuckshop with
Bunter, and the
Owl of the Re-
move proceeded to
give an extensive
order. Mrs.
Mimble, however,
made no attempt
to supply him with

‘“You fat, spying beast——'’ began

the numerous Squiff. “He, he, he!” chuckled AT

articleshe ordered. Bunter. ** Will you come to the tuck- T =)

Mr Mimbl shop 2" ““ No, you fat rotter 1 7 ** All m?. = 4

IS, M1mDbDLe right, then; Pl tell the fellows what * <> =5 -5 =

looked very grim. your cricket practice was like ! >’ e ‘;—g-__
“Don’t you

hear me, Mrs. Mimble ? 7’ exclaimed
Billy Bunter irritably. * Ginger-beer,
and jam-tarts, and cake—quick ! I'm
hungry ! ”

“You haven’t paid up your old
account yet, Master Bunter,”’ said the
good dame, with great firmness. “ You
know I have told you I shall let you

(

have nothing without the money ! "

‘ Field’s paying.”

Mrs. Mimble looked inquiringly at
the Australian junior. Squiff did not
look as if he felt very friendly towards
Bunter at that moment; but he
nodded.

“ Give the fat beast anything he
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likes up to two bob, ma’am,” said
Squiff, throwing a two-shilling piece
on the counter. ‘ That’s all you'll get
out of me, Bunter ! ”

“ Oh, really, Squiff, if you put it
like that, I shall decline to let you
stand treat at all | ”’ said Bunter, with
dignity. )

“ Well, I do put it like that.”

“ Ahem | Under the circumstances
I can overlook your bad manners,
Squiff. I'm afraid that two bob won’t
be enough, as I'm hungry !

‘“ Two bob will have to be enough,”
said Squiff quietly. * You know
what I'm giving it to you for, Bunter.
And if you don’t keep your silly mouth
shut after I've bribed you, I'll give
you such a hiding that you won't be
able to crawl round for a week after-
wards. I meanthat. Keepitinmind!”

And Squiff walked out of the tuck-
shop without deigning another glance
at the fat junior.

Bunter blinked after him curiously ;
but his fat face cleared as he started
on the tarts and ginger-beer which
Mrs. Mimble supplied in exchange for
the two-shilling piece. There were
several fellows in the tuckshop, and
they regarded Bunter very curiously,
wondering what was ‘ up ”’ between
him and Squiff.

“ What's the little game ? "’ asked
Bulstrode. ‘“ What is Squiff giving
you money for, Bunter ? ”

“ It’s a loan,” said Bunter. ““ I'm
expecting a postal order to-morrow

“ Oh, ring off that1”

 Some fellows can take my word,”
said Bunter loftily.

“ Not fellows who know you,”
chuckled Bulstrode. *“ Squiff ought to
know you better by this time. Blessed
if I can understand it! Looks to me
as if you're screwing this money out of
him somehow | ”’

‘“ Oh, really, Bulstrode ¥

‘“ So it does to me,”’ said Skinner.
“ Bunter has all sorts of ways of
screwing money out of chaps. It's
rather rotten for Bunter to be squeez-
ing money out of an innocent youth
from New Zealand, or wherever it is.
Under the circumstances, I think we
ought to help Bunter finish the tarts ! ”’

‘* Oh, really, Skinner- Skinner,
you beast, let my tarts alone ! ”’

‘“ I agree with Skinner,’’ said Snoop,
collaring a tart with each hand.
‘ Bunter is up to some dirty trick, I'm
sure of that. My word, these are rip-
ping tarts !’

‘ Jolly good ! ”” agreed Skinner, with
his mouth full.

 Topping ! ’’ murmured Bulstrode,
who had also helped himself.

“ You—jyou rotters ! ’ yelled Bun-
ter. “ You—you burglars ! Leave my
tarts alone ! You—you—you blessed
thieves | You—jyou 4

But while Bunter was wasting his
time in talking, the three juniors were
scoffing the tarts ; and Bunter ceased
to speak, and wired in at top speed
himself. But more than half the
tarts were ‘ scoffed,” and Bunter
rolled out of the tuckshop in a state
of breathless indignation. He looked
for Squiff, and found the Australian
in his study.

“ I say, Squiff- »’ began Bunter,
blinking in at the door.

‘“ Clear off | ”” growled Squiff.

“ I—I've been robbed! They've
been scoffing my tarts o

" Serve you jolly well right, con-
sidering the way you got 'em!”

‘“ Of course, I'm going to settle up
that two bob out—out of my postal
order to-morrow. I should utterly
refuse to accept money from you,
Field, as you ought to know. But
you can hand me out another two bob
now, and I'll square it up all together!”’
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“Not a red cent!” said Squiff.

“Very well. If you refuse to
oblige me in the matter of a small
loan, of course, you can’t expect me
to keep your beastly secrets! As a
matter of fact, I don’t approve of
your trick of spoofing people—""

“You'll hold your tongue,” said

Squiff. “ I'll stand you another bob
to-morrow, if you like. That’s the
limit | "

‘ To-morrow won't do!”

“ And if you say a single word,”
said Squiff impressively, “ look out
for squalls, that’s all. I'll break a
cricket-stump over your fat carcase |
I meanit! Let me hear a single word
about what you've been spying out,
and the licking you'll get will be a
record !

“ Look here

“ Now get out of my study ! ”

And Squiff forthwith bundled Billy
Bunter neck and crop out of the study,
and slammed the door after him.

‘“ Beast ! "’ gasped Bunter, putting
his collar straight in the passage.
“Yah! Beast! I'll jolly well go and
tell—ahem l—no, I won't! I sup-
pose a bob to-morrow is better than
nothing, in—in case my postal order
doesn’'t come. And—and the beast
would wallop me—the rotter—and—
and I don’t think I could lick him—
ahem ! Beast!”

And Bunter's secret,
was, remained untold.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
TRUMPER'S RECRUIT !

Tm: next day was Wednesday,

and a fhalf-holiday. That after-
noon the Remove were playing the
Courtfield team, who were coming
to Greyfriars for the match. Harry
Wharton & Co. were very keen about
that match ; and Squiff seemed very
keen about it, too. After morning

whatever it

lessons, the chums of the Remove
went down to the pitch for a little
final practice before dinner, and
Squiff accompanied them. He looked
on while the juniors were at the nets,
with his hands in his pockets, and a
critical expression on his face.

When they came off, he joined
them.

‘“ Well, what did you think of the
cricket, O judge ? "’ asked Bob Cherry,

with a grin.

“ Not bad,” said Squiff.

“ Not bad | ” murmured Wharton.
“ No. Not quite what you're used to,
of course; but not bad. Thanks
awfully | Praise from Squiff is praise
indeed.”

" You shape pretty well for juniors,”’
said Squiff.

The chums of the Remove stared.
For a fellow who knocked down his
own wicket and bowled a ball over
his own head, to tell them that in his
opinion they shaped pretty well, very
nearly took their breath away.

‘“ Oh, don’t talk out of the back of
your ncck,” growled Johnny Bull.
“ What do you know about cricket,
you duffer ? "

“ Well, I'm learning, ' said Squiff.
it Im readmg up Cllcket for Begin-
ners,” you know

““Ha, ha, ha!l”

“ And I've been having some prac-
tice with the Courtfield chaps, too !

“ Any casualties ? "’ asked Frank
Nugent.

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“ It will be a good match,” said
Squiff, unheeding.
“ It will,” agreed Wharton. ‘ Not

that you know anything about it,
Squiff.”

‘ But we shall beat you, I think,"
added Squifl.

[ Eh l »

“ What | ”
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‘I think we shall beat you,” said
Squiff.

“ You—we—who ? "

“ Our team,” said Squiff. “ Didn’t
I mention to you the other day that
I should probably be playing for
Courtfield. You said there was no
objection, although I’'m a member of
the Remove. Trumper being short of
men, you know- L

‘ Short of brains, too, if he played
you ! ” grunted Johnny Bull.

‘“ The shortfulness of the brainful
Trumper would be terrific,” said
Hurree Singh, with a shake of the
head.

“ Well, he’s playing me."”

“ Oh, come off ! ”

" “ Fact | ” said Squiff.

“Don’t be funny,” said Wharton
warmly. ‘“ What do you tell us that
for ? You can’t expect us to swallow
it, I suppose ? ”

“ You can swallow it or not, as you
like,” said Squiff calmly. ‘‘ But
Trumper’s going to play me. Why,
you offered him my services yourselves
—don’t you remember ?—in the
study——"’

“ Trumper couldn’t be such a
thumping ass,” said Harry \A’har}:on,
in astonishment. ‘I know he’s a
good-natured chap; but that would
be carrying good-nature too far. I’t’
simply means a wicket thrown away.

‘““Tt's gammon | "’ said Johnny Bull.
“ Trumper isn’t playing him, of
course.” )

“ Honest Injun ! said Squiff.

“ Well, my hat! If you really
mean it & ) .

“ Haven't I said honest Injun ?

“ Well, then, Trumper must be
dotty ! 7 said Bob Cherry, \Ylth con-
viction. * Stark, staring, raving, dan-
gerously dotty | ” .

“ The dottifulness must be—

“ Terrific | ”” grinned Nugent.

* He must be potty,” said Wharton.
“It’s throwing the match away. One
wicket will make all the difference.
The duffer will throw his wicket away
—he can’t bowl—and he will be a
passenger in the field. I can’t under-
stand what' Trumper’s doing it for.
If it’s good-nature, it’s time he was
stopped. What the dickens will his
team say about it ?

‘* They're all agreeable,’” said Squiff.

‘“Oh, rot 1’

“I put it to them,” said Squiff.
‘“ If anybody had raised an objection
I should have slid out. But they all
said they’d be glad to have me.”

‘ Then they must all be as dotty as
Trumper,” said Wharton, in blank
amazement. “ Trumper’s seen you at
practice.”’

““ Yes ; that’s his reason.”

“ He knows that you're a howling
idiot "

‘“ Thanks ! Same to you, and many
of them,” said Squiff imperturbably.

“1 mean at cricket. You play
worse than Bunter. You don’t know
how to play at all. You are simply a
dangerous duffer with a cricket-ball.
I don’t half like this,” said Wharton,
frowning. ‘It looks as if Trumper
wants to turn the match into a farce.
I think cricket ought to be taken
seriously.  If Trumper is doing this
for a joke on us i

*“ They'd hardly throw a match
away for a joke,” said Bob. ‘ It's
just good-nature, I suppose—good-
nature gone mad.”

Squiff shrugged his shoulders.

‘“ You may find that I've improved
a bit,”” he suggested.

£ Oh, rot 1

Billy Bunter met them as they
went into dinner. He turned his big
spe}ctacles upon Squiff with a meaning
look.

“Lend mea bob, Squiffy ? "’ he asked.
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Squiff tossed a shilling to the Owl
of the Remove, and walked on into
the dining-room. The astounding
information imparted by the Austra-
lian junior soon spread ; and at the
Remove table, at dinner, Sampson
Quincy Iffley Field was the cynosure
of all eyes. Why Dick Trumper, who
was a splendid cricketer, and knew all
about the grand old game, should

e
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*“ Look here——"' protested Bunter.
Billy Bunter neck and crop out of the study and slammed the door after him.

think of playing a duffer like Squiff
was a mystery. Indeed, some of the
fellows persisted that the Cornstalk
must be gammoning. Or else, Tom
Brown suggested, he had gone to
sleep and dreamed it.

But if Squiff was gammoning, he
kept it up, and if it was a dream he
evidently believed it would come true ;
for after dinner he changed into his
flannels, in readiness for the match.

‘“ Now get out of my study |’ sald Squiff.

The sight of Squiff coming out of the
house in spotless white, with a bat
under his arm, evoked a general
chuckle.

“Still dreaming ? "’ asked Tom
Brown pleasantly.

Squiff nodded.

‘“ Wake up before the Courtfield
fellows come,”” grinned Bulstrode.

‘“ Either he’s dreaming, or we're

A
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! I

And he forthwith bundled

dreaming, or Trumper’s got sunstroke
or something,” said Bob Cherry.
‘“ Play that duffer—that rank chump !
Rats1”

‘“ We'll know when the Courtfield
chaps get here,’ said Nugent. ‘* Until
Trumper tells us so with his own
mouth I shan’t quite believe he’s such
an idiot.”

The Remove Eleven proceeded to
the cricket ground to wait for the
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Courtfield team there. Squiff went
down to the pavilion with them, cool
as a cucumber, seemingly not at all
disturbed by the curious glances that
were cast at him.  The news was
spreading, and fellows of other Forms
came to see Squiff in flannels.  He
certainly looked very fit and well in
flannels, but the juniors were thinking
of the exhibition he had made on the
cricket-ground, and they could not
help laughing. They were anxious
for Trumper to arrive, for the mystery
to be cleared up.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here they
come!” exclaimed Bob Cherry at
last.

The Courtfield crowd were entering
the gates. They came down to Little
Side. There were a dozen of them.
And the Removites greeted them
with a general shout :

“TIs it true? ”’

“Is what true ? "’ asked Trumper.

“ Are you playing Squiff ? ”

“ Squiff ? Oh, Field | Yes.”

“ You're playing him 1’ exclaimed
Harry Wharton, scarcely able to
believe his ears. ‘ You're going to
play that howling ass—against us ? "

“ Certainly |  Field tells me that
he’s asked you whether there was any
objection, as he’s a Greyfriars chap,
and you gave your consent.”

¢ Oh, there’s no objection. It’s not
that. But what are you doing it for?”’
asked Wharton dazedly. * Isn’t there
a born idiot you could find in Court-
field, without coming here for one ? ”’

Trumper laughed. )

“ Perhaps you haven’t judged him
quite correctly,” he suggested. “1I
know something about cricket, you
know. I think he’lldo. Ifyoudon’t
object to a member of the Remove
playing in a Courtfield side 2

““Not a bit! If you were short
of a man we’'d offer you one,” said

Wharton. * But we could offer you

something better than that. There’s
Bolsover major, or Ogilvy, or
Russell i

““ Quite satisfied with Field, thanks.”

“ But—but why ? ”

“ Well, you see, my team’s a bit
below the usual strength,” explained
Trumper. “ Some of the fellows are
away. I've had to put in several
reserves, and so we're not quite up
to par. So we're glad to have Field.”

“ Quite dotty !” murmured Bob
Cherry. ‘“ Quite a hopeless case.”

The Courtfield fellows grinned. The
Famous Five looked at them—
Grahame and Wickers and Buller and
Solly Lazarus and the rest—all seemed
to be quite satisfied with Trumper’s
selection of that extraordinary recruit.
It was simply an amazing mystery,
and the Remove fellows confessed
that they gave it up.

“ Well, it’s your own look-out, I
suppose,”’ said Harry Wharton at
last. ‘I warn you that you're
chucking the match away.”

‘“ We'll chance it | ” grinned Gra-
hame. N

“ Yeth, rather !’ said Solly Lazarus,
with a fat chuckle. ‘ Let’s get to
bithneth, dear boys, and we'll thee
how it turns out.”

“ We jolly well know how it will

turn out,” said Bob Cherry. ‘ But
it’s your own bizney, I suppose.
Pile in.”

“ We're ready,” said Harry.

The two skippers tossed, and

Trumper had the best of it and
elected to bat. Round Little Side there
was a crowd much larger than usually
gathered to see a junior match. For
Squiff’'s fame as a cricketer was
spread far and wide, and fellows came
from all quarters to see his perform-
ance. They confidently expected that,
if he distinguished himself in any

{ 112)



way, it would be by braining the
wicket-keeper, or crippling a fields-
man. Fellows of the Fourth and the
Shell and the Fifth came down to
Little Side, prepared to laugh them-
selves breathless.

“ Man in!” said Trumper.

He signed to Squiff, and went out
to the wicket. There was a general
gasp of surprise as Squiff followed
him to the pitch.

‘ Ie’s opening the innings with that
—that image!’ said Bob Cherry,
passing his hand across his brow in a
dazed sort of way. ‘ Is this a giddy
dream ? ”’

‘“ The dreamfulness of the esteemed
Trumper must be terrific, and the
wakefulness will be a shock to him | ”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

‘““ Get into the field,” said Harry.
“ Mind that ass doesn’t brain you
when you keep wicket, Bulstrode ! ”

“ I'll give him a jolly wide berth ;
I know that |’ said Bulstrode.

“ He’ll smash his wicket, and it
will be one down for nought,” said
Bob Cherry. ‘ Trumper must be an
awful ass to start with a duck’s egg.
I thought he had some sense!”

Wharton tossed the ball to Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Get that silly ass out first ball,
Inky! We don’t want the match
turned into a blessed comic cinema.”

 The outfulness will be terrific!”
promised Inky.

The crowd were already laughing.
Squiff, who was to receive the first
over, had taken up his position at the
wicket in his wusual extraordinary
manner. He was leaning over his bat
in the form of a U upside-down, with
his legs wide apart, and looking about
as helpless to deal with a ball as a bats-
man possibly could look. The Remove
cricketers went into the field, accom-
panied by a chuckle from the specta-

HA

tors. The Courtfield batsmen, in a
group outside the pavilion, were
grinning, too. Indeed, if Squiff had
purposely intended to look as funny
as possible, he could not have suc-
ceeded better.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned
as he gripped the ball and prepared
to bowl. He meant to knock out that
absurd batsman with the first ball,
and the ball came down from the
dusky hand like a whizzing shell.

Then, all of a sudden, a change
came over that absurd-looking bats-
man. He straightened up, his hands
took a business-like grip on the bat,
and the willow gleamed in the air
as it swept to meet the ball.

Smack |

‘ He—he'’s stopped it!” gasped
Bob Cherry, almost falling down ir.
his astonishment.

“ M-m-my hat, they're running !

“ Running, by Jove | ”

They were, for that swipe of the
bat had driven the ball far out into
the country, and the batsmen had run
four before it came home. And the
bats were safe on the crease in good
time, and the Greyfriars fellows rubbed
their eyes and wondered if it was a
dream.

“ Four !’ stuttered Bob. * That—
that idiot has hit four! Four!
First ball of the first over—four |
Well, that beats the band | ”

‘ Extraordinary fluke |’ said Nu-
gent.

Of course, it was a fluke—there
wasn'’t a Greyfriars fieldsman who had
the slightest doubt about that—and
they watched Inky again, prepared to
see the wicket knocked into smither-
eens. But it was noted that the
batsman had abandoned his absurd
attitude now, and was standing up
to the bowling in a business-like
manner. And when the ball came
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down with lightning speed, the willow
glanced to meet it, and the leather
shot away past point and cover-point,
and the batsmen were running again.

Two—and they made good ! Nu-
gent sent in the ball, and Inky
caught it. But the Nabob of Bhanipur
was not grinning now ; there was quite
a serious expression upon his dusky
face.” Inky was a first-rate bowler,
and he knew when he was facing a
first-rate bat ; and he knew it now.

And Wharton knew it.

He knew that the second stroke was
no fluke, even if the first had been ;
and he knew that the smiling Aus-
tralian standing at the wicket was as
good a bat as any in the Remove—
as good, if not better. And one word
dropped from Wharton'’s lips :

* Spoofed !

Clack!| Willow and leather met
again, and Wharton was not surprised
to see the ball disappearing against
the blue, and the batsmen running
once—twice,

“ Spoofed ! The awful fraud | ”

‘“ Spoofed | ”” gasped Bob Cherry.
* He—he—he can play | ”

He certainly could, and he pro-
ceeded to open the eyes of the
Removites on that subject, and to
open them very wide indeed !

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
SQUIFF, THE SPOOFER !
QuirFF did not seem conscious of
the amazement that his per-
formances were exciting in the crowd
round the cricket ground.

He did not glance round at the
sea of faces, where the expressions
had changed from merriment to blank
wonder.

All his attention was devoted to the
game, and he was playing it marvel-
lously. Even Harry Wharton, the
champion junior batsman of Grey-

friars, had seldom batted as well as
that, and it did not seem to cost
Squiff an effort. Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh'’s bowling was always dangerous,
but there did not seem to be any
danger in it for Squiff.

Squiff dealt with it as easily as if
the ball had been trundled down
by a fag of the Second Form, instead
of by the best bowler the Remove
could produce.

The over gave Courtfield twelve,
and then the field crossed and Trumper
had the bowling. Tom Brown went
on to bowl against the Courtfield
skipper. He glared at Squiff as the
latter lounged carelessly aside.

“ You spoofer !

Squiff grinned.

“ Why didn’t you tell us you could
play cricket ? ” demanded the New
Zealand junior indignantly.

Squiff only chuckled.

The New Zealander bowled to
Trumper, and he was lucky. Trumper
was clean bowled at the third ball,
after adding two to the score, and he
looked a little blue as he came out.
He was generally good for forty, at
least, and the Removites were greatly
relieved to see the Courtfield skipper
dismissed for two. Now they had
discovered that they had provided
Courtfield with a first-class batsman,
their confidence in an easy win was
considerably diminished, but they
were keener than ever to win. It
would be too utterly rotten if they
were beaten by Courtfield, with the
assistance of a fellow whom they had
regarded as a hopeless duffer at the
game.

Grahame joined Squiff at the
wickets. Grahame was a good and
reliable bat, and he backed Squift
up well. But when Squiff had the
bowling, there was a buzz of excite-
ment in the crowd.
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He was a terrific hitter. He seemed
to take rash chances, too; but they
always turned out well. And as for
chances for the fieldsmen, there simply
weren’t any. And the leather-hunting
the Remove fieldsmen had during the
next hour made them hot and breath-
less and exasperated. For it was a
member of the Remove who was
giving them all that leather-hunting
—a spoofing bounder who ought to
have been playing for his own Form
instead of against it. And yet in
fairness they had to remember that
Squiff had offered, indeed asked to
play for the Remove, and that his
offer had been laughed to scorn before
he had made that ridiculous exhibi-
tion at practice. Squiff had spoofed
them, but it was only his own peculiar
way of retorting upon the doubting
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Thomases who had refused to believe
that he could play cricket.

It was pretty plain now that he
could play it—and it was plain why
the Courtfield fellows had been willing
to put him in their team. His practice
with them on Courtfield Common had,
of course, been very different from
his practice on Little Side with the
Remove fellows.

The Remove cricketers were in great
form that afternoon, and they needed
it. The bowling was very good, and
accounted for the Courtfield wickets
much faster than usual. But there
was one wicket that they could not
touch—one wicket against which

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and Tom
Brown and Peter Todd exhausted
their skill in vain—and that wicket
was Squiff’s.

i
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After a long and glorious lnnl‘ng. Squiff was surrounded by the indignant Removeites. Bob Cherry brandished
‘Yo

a big fist under-his nose.

u spoofing villain | Why didn’t you tell us you could play ? ” he roared.
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Squiff’s wicket was impregnable.

One by one the wickets fell, and
the fieldsmen gave up hope of seeing
Squiff’s stumps go down. He had been
first man in, and it was pretty clear
that he would be * not out ” at the
finish of the innings. When Trumper
called ‘ last man in ’’ the score was at
a hundred, and of that hundred,
fifty-five belonged to Squiff. Squiff’s
last partner had been dismissed with
the last ball of an over, so Squiff had
the bowling again now, and he pro-
ceeded to make hay of it. Balls fast
and slow and medium seemed all the
same to him, yorker or googly had
no terrors for him. He put ‘ paid ”
to them all. The score jumped to 116,
and the field crossed over; and the
Greyfriars players drew a deep, deep
breath of relief when Tom Brown
knocked over the Courtfield wicket,
and Courtfield were all down for 116—
Squiff not out !

Squiff walked off the field, with his
bat under his arm, calmly and cheer-
fully. He was a little flushed, but
otherwise his long and heavy innings
did not seem to have told upon him in
any way.

He was surrounded at once by the
indignant Removites. Bob Cherry
brandished an indignant fist under his
nose.

“ You spoofing villain | Why didn’t
you tell us you could play ? ”

Squiff grinned serenely.

“ But I did tell you | "’ he replied.

“ Well, y-yes; but wedidn't believe

‘“ That’s your look-out | ”/

‘ But that exhibition you made at
practice !’ shouted Wharton. *“ What
did you mean by that, you fraud ? ”’

“"Only my little joke,” said Squiff
coolly. “ You had made up your
minds that I couldn’t play, so I pulled
your leg. Serve you jolly well right!

You duffers concluded that because
I was reading * Cricket For Beginners ’
that I couldn’t play, and. you set me
down as a mug. And when I said I'd
play for the Remove you jumped on
me.”’

“ Well, we—we didn’t know:

“ You—you see i )

““ Oh, yes, I see | ” said Squiff, with
a nod. ‘“You were so jolly well
satisfied with yourselves that you
didn’t think a stranger could teach you
anything. That’s all right—I didn’t
mind—but as you had settled it in
your minds that I couldn’t play
cricket, without giving me a chance to
show what I could do, I thought I'd
pull your leg a teeny-weeny bit. So,
as you had settled it among yourselves
that I was going to play the giddy
ox on the cricket-ground, I played
the giddy ox—just to please you,
see? I didn’t want to disappoint
you when you'd made up your minds
about it.”

“ You—jyou spoofer | ”’

“ And Trumper was kind enough
to enter into the little joke. I told
him I could play, you see, and he gave
me a chance to show what I could
do,”” said Squiff. ‘“ I satisfied Trumper
that I wasn’t exactly the mug you
fellows supposed. Why, you duffers,
I've played cricket ever since I was as
tall as this bat! I was brought up
on it! I've played, and talked, and
eaten, and drunk cricket since I was
a nipper ! ”

“ Oh l » ;

“ And still I'm not above reading
over the rules of the game when I've
got a quarter of an hour to spare, you
know.”

The Famous Five looked rather
sheepish. They realised that they
had jumped to conclusions a little too
quickly. That unfortunate volume
in Squiff’'s hand in the railway-

”»
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carriage had given them the im-
pression that he was a beginner at the
game. His offer to play for the
Remove they had received as pure,
unadulterated cheek; and they ad-
mitted, in fact, that they had con-
demned him untried, and that the
humorous youth from New South
Wales was fully justified in *“ pulling
their leg” in return, in the extra-
ordinary way he had done.

But the Removites could be excused
for not seeing the joke in quite so
humorous a light as it appeared to the
Courtfielders, who were roaring with
laughter at the amazed faces of the
Removites.

It was time for the home innings,
and Harry Wharton opened it with
Bob Cherry. Trumper led his merry
men into the field, and there was a
buzz as he tossed the ball to Squiff
for the first over. The Removites
were wondering whether the re-
doubtable Squiff could bowl as well as
he could bat. They were not left long
in doubt. Sampson Quincy Iffley
Field went on to bowl against Harry
Wharton, and Wharton just stopped
the ball—just, and no more. And
that one ball was enough to tell him
that the Remove had gained a new
bowler as good as Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh—though, unluckily, just
now it was Remove wickets that he
was bowling to.

Harry Wharton was very, very
careful during that over, and the
over gave him only two. The score
rose a little in the next, when Bob
Cherry knocked Wickers’ bowling all
over the field. Then Squiff was sent
on again to bowl to the captain of the
Remove once more.

The Remove fellows watched it
breathlessly. Nor were they surprised
when Wharton's middle stump was
whipped out of the ground, leaving the

(

wicket looking as if it had been on a
visit to the dentist’s, And Trumper
chirruped :

‘“ How’s that ? ”’

LOusl?

“ Oh, my word ! ” murmured Bob
Cherry. ‘ And that’s the chap we
thought couldn’t play cricket. Oh,
my only Uncle Sam ! ”

After that the Remove batsmen
went to the wickets in fear.

And they had reason to fear and
tremble.

For the wickets went down at a
record speed, and when last man in
was announced the board showed the
utterly ‘‘ rotten '’ score of 40 for the
Remove. And Trumper grinned as he
asked Squiff if he could manage
another over.

“ A dozen if you like,” said Squiff
cheerfully.

Trumper grinned.

‘ One will be enough, I fancy,” he
said. “ Go in and put ’em out of their
misery.”’

And one proved to be enough, the
wicket going down at the first ball.
Then the Courtfield fellows came
streaming off the field, winners of the
match by the total of 116 runs to 40—
a result which afforded them ample
cause for satisfaction.

And Harry Wharton & Co. were
not quite sure in their minds whether
they wanted most to bump Squiff for
pulling their leg, or to hug him as a
new and amazingly valuable recruit
for the Remove Eleven. But satis-
faction outweighed all other feelings
when they reflected what a rod in
pickle Squiff would be for Redclyffe
and St. Jim’s. So they magnanimously
forgave Sampson Quincy Iffley Field,
and from that day forth the Form
Eleven found a pillar of strength in
Squiff of the Remove.

THE END

1z )
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