.

5;"'

ic J¢

SR v N "j. 207%

P

A BRIGHT AND

UP-TO.DATE PAPER FOR ALL BRITISH BOYS AND

YOUNG - MEN.

[Sarurpay, June 16TH, 1906.

No, 211. Vo V,] : - EVERY SATURDAY—ONE PENNY.

GRAND NEW SCHOOL TALE,

BARRED

BY THL

SCHOOL .|

T
(For pg'eyloys cbépteqs see uékt page.)

Joe's Escape—He Proves Himself to be a NI
. - Youth Fuill of Resource. - ¥

OR a few seconds after the departure of

Cynthia Porch, the result of whose

mission we have already seen, Joe lay

) perfectly motionless in the out-slung §
basket, speculating vaguely as to the upshot of &
the little girl's future actions. s Y

Then it occyrred to him that he ‘was, beyond J
a doubt, proving himself to be possessed of but §

" little energy and resource by lying thus passive, N
without making one single effort to free himself §
from: his unusual position. EE

To all appearances, the members of the Third
Form, who had been responsible for his present §&
.plight, had trussed him up-with complete §
thoroughness. They had, too, taken good care
‘that the basket was lashed securely to the hot- §
water pipes of the study. ; 1/
. Joe wriggled, not, it must be admitted, with- §

 out: some misgivings as to the result of his §
squirming.. The basket oscillated a little, bub |'
evinced no signs of turning turtle. . Emboldened §
by the result of his operation, the lad redoubled B8
“his efforts ¢o break loose from.his bonds. To
his joy, he felt the cords slackening. It was §
soon evident that the Third Form had. not
mastered the intricacies of effective knot-tying.

" Fuvther struggles resulted, after a few moments,
in ‘a successful relaxation of his bonds. -

He sat up cautiously. The basket wobbled 3
ominously. He clutched at the ¢ord by which it §
~was suspended. Surely it would not be a
difficult thing for an agile youngster, such as
he was, to clamber up by means of the rope—
n feat that he achieved with an ease that
seemned astonishing, in . view of his recent
qualms, A moment or so more, and he was
standing within. the study, peering down at the

- basket and the empty courtyard below. :

“I'd like to get some of my own back,” he
miuttered to himself. “I'd like to show ’em as
I ain't the sort o’ chap as ’il give in to ’em
without any kick. After all, they’ve no right
to treat me like this. I'm here, and here I'm
going to stay. 'Tweren’t my fault as I cams
here. What can I do to score off ’em? By
jingo, but that’'ll give ’em a fright!’—as a
swift-born notion occurred to him, and one that
he proceeded to put into execution without .
more ado.

He looked eagerly round the study. A valise
stood in one corner. It was his own, containing
certain garments to supplement his outfit, pro-
vided by his father. Quick as lightning, he

. opened the bag, and selected therefrom a heap
‘of garments, a pair of trousers, some shoes and
" socks, which he flung down on the floor beside

im. :

Then he took off his coat. A cushion lay on

a chair in one corner. He stuffed the cushion
in the coat and buttoned it up across the soft
square of material. Then he proceeded to stuff
a pair of trousers with anything he could find—
paper, odds and ends, and ‘what not.

He' tied a pair of boots to the ends of the
| trousers, arranging them as artfully as he could
i to" counterfeit the legs that should have been
; inside the garments, and filled out the sleeves of
- the coat in the same way. i

His next action was to slip outside inso the
deserted corridor with & grin on his face. He

had recalled the fact that he had seen a bucket
and-a mop standing against the far end of the

oo boot room: The riilen amits leeding o BIL1 Y. MAGGS, THE -BOOTBOY.—HALLO, BILLYI” SAID JOE SOFTLY. “SHALL I GIVE YOU A HAND?” BILLY

(Continued on the next page.) LEAPT TO THE FLOOR AS THOUGH HE:HAD RECEIVED. AN ELECTRIC SHOCK WHEN HE SAW WHO THE INTRUDER WAS.




- but his face, of a deep, dusky brown, and his
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The Ra;iah C s to Cliv
'M.. not - going to stand
H upon the study table by way. of
emphasising his remark.
looking up from Cicero. “ What’s the row
now, Ganthony? = You're always grousing
have a howling dervish for a study-mate !”
“You're going to have something of the sort,”
that blooming nigger in here with us!” _ .
“ What nigger are you referring to? I wasn’t
“You- know whom I mean. It's Kloumi
Lal.” -
negro and a Hindoo, my son, yow're a disgrace
to the Fifth Form at Clivedale,” said Jim
“QOh, rats!”’ said his study mate. * We don’t
want him here.” :
can help it,”’ said Jim, wagging his finger at his
- companion. ‘‘You know perfectly well that as
you happen to be nobody at all, the new fellow
will be shoved in here if Mugs says so. So you
“May 1?7 growled Ganthohy. “T can’t-help
Mugs .sticking him in, but I can make him so
again, and T will!”
‘““Now, look here—"
‘Herries.
The door opened. A tall, slim, lithe fellow
stood there, his big black eyes looking inquir-

Ganthony. He brought his fist down
“Hallo! Hallo!” exclaimed Jim Herries,
about something.. Blessed if I wouldn’t as lief
snapped Ganthony. ¢ Old Mugs wants to shove
aware there was one at Clivedale.”
- “If you don’t know the difference between a
Herries serenely.
_ “Now, don’t you be a pig, Ganthony, if you
Mr. Mugford happens to be a housemaster, and
may as well take it civilly.”
jolly uncomfortable that he’ll be glad to get out
A timd tap at the door interrupted J im
“ Come in!” he sang out. )
ingly into the study. He was dressed i Etons,

dark,. flashing eyes, betrayed the Oriental. It
was Kloumi Lal, Rajah of Ramipore, the new
boy at Clivedale. ! .

“Hallo P’ said Jim checrfully. “Come in!
Youwre Kloumi Lal, I suppose? You’re to share
this study with us?”

““Mr. Mugford told me so,” said the Hindoo,
speaking in perfect English. He looked out of
the corner of his eye at Ganthony’s scowling
face. ‘I hope that you do not object.”

Jim grinned.

“ Pracious little good a Fifth Former object-.

ing when a housemaster puts.his hoof down,” he
replied.. “But as a matter of fact we don’t
object, and you're as-welcome as the flowers in
May. Don’t take any notice of Ganthony. He
can’t help looking like a bear with a sore head;
it is his nature to.”
~_ “Oh, rats!” said Ganthony. “ Why couldn’t
* Mugs shove him into some other study? There
may be chaps at Clivedale who like nig——"’
He got no further, for Cicero, hurled by
the deft hand of Jim Herries, caught him full on
_the mouth with a sounding smack, and he sprang
up with a yell. .
“1’]]1 break your neck for that, Jim Herries!?
“Will .you?’ said Jim cheerily. *Break
away, then. You've wanted a hiding for a long

time, my son, and you may as well have 1t

now !” . -

Ganthony rushed at him, and at it they went
hammer-and tongs, much to the amazement of
the new boy, who stood regarding them with
wide eyes of astonishment.

The fight was a brief one. Ganthony was no
match for Jim Herries, nor had he half so much
pluck. He had one closed eye and a visibly
swelling nose when he cried off. .

“Sure you’ve had enough?”’ inquired Jim
-politely. R

“Yes, hang you!” snarled Ganthony, mop-
ping his nose, from ‘which the “claret” was
freely flowing, with his handkerchief.

“If you haven’t, I’ve got plenty more on tap,”
said Jim. ‘‘The question is, have you learned
how to be civil fo a new chap, or must I go on
teaching you?”’ . " .

“1f you're going to take that blooming nigger
,ungeé' your wing—-"’ § .

Fr .

N

Jim’s left came out like a flash of lightning,
and Ganthony sat down suddenly. -

‘‘ Have some more?”’ ’

¢ You—you—"’

enough to express Ganthony’s feelings. “I’]
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it!” growled

There was no word strong\
1

A Grand jComplete Story by Popular CHARLES HAMILTON.
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make you sit up for this, some time, Jim
Herries !” .
“0Oh, you couldn’t frighten a mouse!” said
Jim contemptuously. *If you don’t know how
to keep a civil tongue in your-head, I shall have
to educate you, that's all.”
~ Ganthony scowled like a demon, and left the
study. Jim grinned cheerfully at the new boy,
who was watching him with a peouliar expres:
sion in his dark eyes. i
The Rajah of Rampore came qiickly towards
him, holding out his hands with a sudden im-
pulsive gesture. .
“You are brave and kind,” he said. “T like
you.
and his white teeth came together with a olick.
““I hate him!”’ . 5
*“Oh, you mustn’t talk like -that !’ said Jim.
“He’s a bit of a pig, but that’s all. You'll get
used to him.” ;
And that was how the Rajah of Rampore was

‘ installed in No. 5 Study, and how his acquaint-

ance began with Jim Herries—an acguaintance
that was to Tipen into a deep and life-long
friendship.

The New Recruit.

, HE rajah soon settled down into the ways
of Clivedale. Jim Herries did all that
he could to make things easier for the
new boy from a distant -part of the

Empire. He did it first from good nature, but
he soon came to like the rajah very much. And
from the first day Kloumi Lal had shown his
attachment to Jim. i, 3

Ganthony did not depart from the attitude he
had taken up at first, but with the rest of the
form the rajah became popular. Thére was no
nonsense_about him, and he was so kind and
obliging that a fellow couldn’t help liking him.
He had only one enemy, and that was George
Ganthony. But that one contrived to make his
enmity felt. As he was the rajah’s study mate
he had plenty of opportunities, and Jim -could
not always interfere. . ;

The rajah entered into the sports with a keen-
ness that won Jim’s hearty approval. He was
keenest of all upon cricket.” He rather surprised
Jim when the latter first took him out to prac-
tise at the nets. ) 2 '

“Hallo! I see you've got the whole bag of
tricks at your fingers’ ends!” exclaimed Jim.

““ There’s nothing for me fo teach you.”

The rajah grinned. )

‘“We play the game in Rampore,” "he said.

““Oh, you do; do you?” said Jim, looking at
him curiousty. “Well, if you're strong. on
cricket, you’ve come to the right place., We'll
give you employment at Clivedale.”

. The rajah was assiduous in practice. There
-was, indeed, little for his English chum to teach
him. Jim was one of the finest cricketers at
Clivedale, and one of the pillars of ‘the. first
eleven. He recognised in Kloumi Lal a

cricketer after his own heart, and their friend--|

ship was cemented by their love of the grand
old game. The rajah had not been long at
‘Clivedale before his form attracted the notice of
Maum.ce, the school captain, who was much exer-
cised in his mind at that very time about the
formation of the team he was to play against
Northwold College.

“ Ah, that looks something like!” exclaimed
Maurice, stopping to watch the rajah batting
against Jim. ¢ There’s form, if you like!”

Jim was one of the deadliest bowlers of the
first eleven, 'and.the rajah was keeping his
wicket up in fine style. Maurice watched him
enthusiastically. . 0

“ Let’s see what you can do with the leather,
Kloumi Lal,” he called out. -

And the rajah obediently slung the bat to

Jim Herries and took the ball.

Now, Jim was as fine a batsman as Clivedale
could boast, and Maurice knew it. But it was
plain that Jim had all his work cut out to stop
the balls the rajah sent down, and at last one
broke in in a tricky way just where the batsman
did not expect it, and whipped the middle stump
out of the ground in a twinkling,

“Hallo—hallo!” exclaimed Maurice, ‘ Where
did- you learn to bowl like that, chappy?”’

“In Rampore,” said the rajah, with a grin.

“9}1, ho! Are there any more at home like
you?

The rajah took the question seriously.
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“You should see my cousin, Jamset Singh,”
he said; “he beats me hollow.”

“Then he must be a coughdtop!’ declared
“J wish we had him here. As for
you, I know what I'm going to do with you.”

S“What’s that?” '

“Shove you in the first eleven. Scott, you
will be a rod in pickle for the Northwold fellows,
if Pm not very much mistaken, and I don’t
think T am !’ 5

The rajah’s eyes glistened.

“You will put me in the first eleven!” he
exclaimed. P

¢ Ves, rather. What do you think, Herries?”
“That you couldn’t do better!” wexclaimed
Jim, ‘I was going to take the liberty of sug-
gesting that very thing to you, Maurice.”

“It’s settled.” - ;

““Oh, rats!” broke in Ganthiony, who had
come down to the cricket field with the captain,
and had listened with an angry brow to the talk.
‘ What are you thinking of, Maurice?”’

“ Beating the Northwold fellows.” . .

“You as good as promised the vacant place in
the team to me.” s

“¢““Yes, because there wasn’t a better man
available then.” }

“Do-you mean to say there’s a better man
now?’ demanded Ganthony angrily.

““You can see it for yourself. The rajah’s
head and shoulders above half the members of
the present team. You are not in the same
street !’ o

Ganthony scowled blackly.

. %I think it’s a beastly shame to play a bloom-
ing nigger, anyway!”’ he snapped.

Maurice looked him ip and down.

“Do you want your head punched,
Ganthony? No? Then you have better keep it
shut! And look here. The rajah’s going -inta

Y : t's flat!”
* And the captain walked away, well satisfied
with his discovery of new talent.

G%lnthony, pale with rage, turned to the
rajah. : i # :

“So you think yow’ll keep me out of the
eleven, you rotten hound? I—7

Smack! A dusky hand, open, but very
forcible, caught him on the cheek, and he stag-
gered, and his sentence remained unfinished.
Kloumi Lal looked at him with blazing eyes.

“You coward!” he said. ‘““You have been
my enemy since the first. day I came here, and I
But if you hate me you
ls_l'lxall’ ’ha,ve reason. I will meet you where you
ilke.”? . :

“Come down behind the boathouse,” said
Ganthony, in a voice thick with rage. “DI’ll tan
your nigger’s hide for that blow I’

Down to the secluded spot where most of the
school battles were fought out they went, fol-
lowed by a dozen fellows who had seen the alter-
cation in the cricket field.

Ganthony stripped off his jacket and rolled
up his sleeves. He looked very bulk
faced the slim, graceful Hindoo, and the general
opinion was that Klpum.i Lal would be unmereci-
fully licked. But Jim Herries wore a confident
grin. He had put the rajah through his paces
with the gloves, and he knew that the prince
from far-off Rampore was hot stuff.

And so Ganthony soon found him. His frst
heavy rush was stopped by a right-hander full
on the nose, which passed his guard he did not
know how. As he staggered back, the rajah

ut in one with his left, and Ganthony went
eavily to grass. .

There was a shout.

‘“ Bravo, rajah!” .

* Ganthony was more astonished than hurt. He
came up gamely for the second round, and this
time the rajah received as much punishment as
his adversary. Both looked pretty badly used
when they separated at Jim’s call of time.

“Keep him at arm’s length, Lal,” said Jim
anxiously. “I think you'll settle the brute, but
yo%hmust_ ‘b}? caégful.” . i

e rajah nodded, and toed the mark again.

The third round was decisive. ‘The rs.jgﬁu;&
ceived two drives in the face, but he did not
allow them to disconcert him. He got in a
beautiful upper-cut with his left, which seemed
to lift Ganthony off his feet, and then, rushing
in, he, drove his right against his opponent’s
]avéY W:}Eh terrible gorce. "

ranthony went down with a grunt, thumpi
on the ground-like a sack of co%l. Het
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He did not respond to the call of time.

“ Done, Ganthony?”’ ’ ’

“Yes, hang you!” -

Ganthony rose slowly to his feet.  He scowled
blackly at the rajah and Jim, and began to put?
his jacket on. . He had had a severe lesson.  :*

“1 faney you’ve finished with that chap, '
Lal,” said Jim, as he walked away with his

chum. “You've given him what he’s been
asking for ever since- you came. He’d never
have ragged you like he did if he had known

that you could put up such a fight. He'll let

you alone in the future.”

The Northwold Match. -
OLDEN sunlight, bright blue sky, and
a field of emerald. It was perfect -
cricketer’s weather, and the hearts of
the Clivedalers rejoiced. For it was

{ the day fixed for the match with Northwold,

iéhtle biggest event in the cricket season at Clive-

ale. . .
Long had the two colleges been rivals for
cricket fame, but the Northwold fellows were
wont to put on airs of superiority, for of late
years the balance had been very much against
Clivedale. They always put up a good fight,
but they  were outclassed. Maurice had-deter-
mined to change all that, if it could be done by
grit and determination. He did not spare him-
self, and he did not spare others. He licked
his team into shape, and he kept them at prac-
tice hard and long, even at tge risk of over-
doing it. But he had had bad luck. Two of
his best men had left Clivedale suddenly that
fellows who
were not a patch upon them. The satisfaction
he felt at-his discovery of the rajah’s form will
be easily understood. ~Just when the Clivedale
team badly needed strengthening, he had
gained a spléndid recruit. ’
The Northwolders arrived at Clivedale at an
early hour. A good many of their friends came
over with them to see the glorious victory. For
that Northwold would beat Clivedale hollow,
not one of them doubted.
““They look less class than ever,” grinned
Elkington, the Northwold captain, to one of his
companions. ‘“And who’s that they’'ve got
there? The Rajah of Rampore? Well, they

.must be hard up for talent, and no mistake!

What can he know about cricket?”

““Oh, p'r’aps he’s a regular Ranji!* laughed
Thompson. - ‘
“Yes, p’r’aps,’” said Elkington, closing one

eye. :

Northwold won the toss, and went in first.
There was & cheer from the Clivedalers as
Maurice came ouf -of the pavilion at the head
of his men, ‘and another cheer for the rajah.
For Clivedale hoped great things of the dusky
son of the Orient. «

Elkington opened the innings with Thompson,
Elkiniton was a mighty man with the willow,
and the spectators prepared for a treat, And,
indeed, the Northwold captain made hay of the
Clivedale: bowling. The first over resulted in
ten for Northwold, and Thompson took four in.

the second. Then Jim Herries went on to bowl
against Elkington.
Smack!

Away went the ball, beyond the reach of
point, and the batsmen started to run.

But not a single eye was upon them. o

For every glance was turned to cover-point,
watching the rajah with intense keenness, for
it was the rajah -who was there.

The rajah! The ball was a good six yards to
his right, and it seemed destined to drop hope-
lessly behind him. But the white-clad figure

‘weny like a flash over the green, and now .the

rajah was backing, twisting, turning, his eyes
on the floating ball, his hands stretched out as
if to woo the ledther to their embrace, and.
right into the dusky palms the ball dropped,
and a yell went up. )

And up went the ball, to fall again straight
as a die into the rajah’s hand.

“Caught !

“QOh, well caught !’”

“ Good old rajah!” o

Clivedale shouted itself hoarse. .

Good old rajah, indeed! They had got rid of
the most dangerous. Northwold batsman in his
second over, a stroke of luck they had not
dreamed of. And Elkington, who five minutes
aloud at the idea of
being caught out in so early a stage of the
game, carried out his bat with a crestfallen
Jook. The Northwolders looked blue. They
had expected a century of Elkington, and he
was out for ten!

Maurice thumped Kloumi Lal in the back.

‘(o it, old son! That’s the cheese!”’ "

The Northwold batsmen were very wary of
Kloumi Lal after that. But presently Maurice
put him on to bowl, and they discovered ‘thet
however dangerous he was at fielding, it was
as a bowler that he was most to be feared.

He took a eouple of wickets for his first over,
and the Northwolders looked at each other with
faces growing more and more solemn.
~ And then Jim Herries had the ball, and he
sent another batsman out for a duck’s egg, and
hope began to die in the Northwold hearts.

They had come to Clivedale in an extremely
cocky humour, but their ‘cockiness was gone
now. The despised enemy had: given them a
reception they had never dreamed of. .And ™
when the wickets were all down for 70, they
sighed.  If - Kloumi Lal and Jim Herries
handled the willow like they did the leather,
there wasn’t much chance for Northygold‘.

Maurice opened his innings with himself and
Jim. Elkington sent on Thompson, his best
bowler, against the Clivedale captain. Maurice
kept his end up well for a time, but the sixth
ball of the over found him wanting, and his
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middle stump went out. Then the rajdh went
in to join Jim Herries ;

We need not describe that innings in detail.

Ever afterwards it scemed like a nightmare
to the Northwolders when they thought about
it: Thompson’s idle remark turned out to be
the solid truth. In the Rajah of Rampore
Clivedale had a ‘ regular Ranj1.”

In vain the Northwold bowlers plied that ter-
rible pair with every conceivable kind of ball
Whatever they sent down, the batsmen sent
back, and the runs piled up. -~ The rajah had
knocked up 90 off his own bat when, in a gal-
lant attempt at six, he was stumped. How the
Clivedale lads cheered him when he carried out
his bat! Even George Ganthony joined in,
yelling as loudly as anybody.

At last, to the intense relief or Northwold,
the Clivedale wickets were all down, but it was
for a figure that took the visitors’ breath away.

“All down for 180,” groaned Elkington.
“Who’d have thought 1t? They’ve woke up at
Clivedale this season, and no mistake.”

And it was with doubting hearts thet North-
wold opened their second innings. .

Their gloomy forebddings were fully realised.
" The wickets went down faster than the score
went up, and Elkington himself was bowled by
JipnhHerries, and Thompson caught out by the
rajah.

When the innings ended, the Northwolders
were almost glad to be put out of their misery,

as Elkington grimly put it. A

They were all down for 30, and Clivedale had
won by an innings and 80 runs, and the whole
school was frantic with delight. They cheered
the rajah, and carried him. on their shoulders

- round the quadrangle, and Jim Herries also

came in for an ovation. -~ And the
merry men from Northwold went
home sadder than they came.

. . . . . [y ] :

“We've had a good time here,
Lalt”

“We have, Jim.
time.”

““ But the best of friends must part.”

‘Jim Herries spoke rather sadly.

It was his last day at:Clivedale,
and the rajah’s last day, too.

They had known each other for

two years now, and.had been
staunch chums, in  cricket and in
everything else. -
But now the time had ecome to
part. : »
. On the morrow the old school
'would know them no more.

The rajah was going back to far-

A jolly good

a dusky population, in the protect-
ing shadow of the British flag. Far
from the old school, far from his
British chum, and his handsome,.
dusky face was very sad as - they
strolled round the old quadrangle,.
under the ancient elms, for the last .
time.

“But we may meet again,” said
Jim hopefully: “I'm Eoing into
the Indian Civil, you know, and
though it’s a big place, T may be
able to get into Rampore sometimes.
That will be all right—eh, Lal?”’

The tajah’s dark eyes flashed.

“My heart will rejoice to see
you,” he said simply. .

“And then we’ll play- the old
game,. t0o,” said Jim, “I know
how you play it in Rampore, and if
I ever get there we'll have old times
over again. I can’t tell you how
anxious I am to bowl against that
Jamset Singh you've . told me
about.”

The rajah grinned.

“71 fancy you would be too much for him,
Jim old chap. But if you come to Rampore,
You’ll see that the
Rampore eleven know how to play the game.”

So the talk ran on, of cricket past and future,
till all too soon the time came to separate, and
Clivedale knew them no more, as each went his
way into the wide world. .

Back to Rampore went the rajah: . .

His heart was heavy at parting with his
chum; but they were destined to meet again,
a®l to play the great game under Indian skies;
as we shall see.

Old Chums Well Met.

HE Rajah of Rampore, some years older

that when we saw him last, and clad in

a very different kind of costume, paced

- a large, airy apartment in the palace of

his fathers, with a frown upon his dusky brow.

The rajah was worried, and he looked it.

He muttered to himself as he paced to and
fro, but not in the Hindustanee, but in the
good old Saxon of Clivedale.

“ What the dickens shall I do? Oh, hang it;
it’s too rotten! It looks to me like foul play,
but anyway, I can’t play Jamset Singh. What
the dickens am I going to do?’ He dropped
the English, and went on in his native tongue,
as a slave came salaaming to him. “ What is
it?’, Wy - X

“ An English sahib desires an audience with
the Huzoor.”

“That cad Ganthony, I suppose,” muttered
the rajah. “I will see him.” )

But when the English sahib was ushered in a
shout of delight left the lips of the Rajah of
Rampore, and, forgetting his dignity as a rajah
and Huzoor, he fairly flew to greet his visitor.

“Jim, you bounder! Why didn’t you let me
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know you were coming? Why, I-didn’t even
know you were in India. Give me your fist,
old son.” )

Jim Herries it was, older, browner, but the
same old good-tempered, genial Jim.

‘He gave the rajah a hearty grip.

“Thought I'd” take you by surprise,” he
grinned. ‘‘So you're glad to see me?”

“ Glad 1’ said the rajah reproachfully.

“0f course you are, old chap, same as I am
to see you,”’ said Jim ; * and I've got some jolly
good news. Behold the collector of Fuzzipore !”

He slapped himself on the chest.
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“Tact! I'm collector of Fuzzipore, just over
your border, and my domicile will be within ten
miles of your palace for the next five years or
s0. What do you think of that, old son?”’

The rajah cut a caper which would have
scandalised the Ministers of the Court of Ram-
pore if they could have seen it.

“Glorious!”

-~ And when refreshments wen;e broﬁght in, they

sat down to sip sherbet and to talk over old
times, and presently Jim remarked:

‘1 say, you have another neighbour from the
old school, Lal. Did you know -that George
Ganthony was at Boggleywallah? And I hear
that he’s the head of the cricket interest there,
and that the Boggleywallah eleven has been
staggering humanity in this part of India at the
old game.”

- The rajah nodded. - .

The worried look, which Jim’s arrival had
banished from his face, returned to it.

“Do I know it?’ he echoed. “I should say
so! You don’t know that Ganihony is in the
City of Rampore at this véry moment, then?”’

bit.of a_stir'in the Indian cricket world, and he’s
dead set om lowering our colours. And he’ll do
it, t00,”” said the rajah despondently.  With-
out Jamset Singh, ]J. have very little hope of
pulling it off.”

Jim reflected. -

“But haven’t you a decent substitute?”’

“ Nothing like his form. He was a tower of
strength to our side. You used to say that 1
was pretty considerable of a cricketer. Well,
Jamset counld lick me hollow. Ganthony knew
what a terror he was, and that’s why he let him
have that charge in the leg., I’ll never believe
it was an accident.” .

“ Nor should I. It was a cad’s trick, and just
like Ganthony. It's a howling shame if the’s
allowed to pull off a victory by a bit of rotten
treachery like that,” said Jim warmly. *“I
wish you could play me.” )

“Of course, I should be at liberty to do so,”
said the rajah. ‘‘There’s no objection to any
substitute I chose to play. But it ‘would be like
a confession that Rampore couldn’s win without
a white man in the team, and a licking would
be better than that.”

Jim sipped his sherbet thoughtfully. ’

The rajah, looking at him, saw by the twinkle
in_his eye, that some idea had come into his
mind. Jim looked up and grinned.

S How would you like me to suggest a way

| out of the difficulty, Lal?”’

“T should be your debtor for ever.”

“Do you remember the theatricals we had
once at Clivedale?” asked Jim, with apparent
irrelevance, '

The rajah stared.
“¥es?

they would have wiped up the ground with their
captain. - But they all regarded the incident as
extremely unfortunate, and liable to miscon-
struction, and. they were heartily glad to seb
that Jamset Singh was to.play after all.

“1 say, old chap, don’t look like that,” said
Sutcliffe, the Boggleywallah champion bowler.
“It’s luck{ for us the chap’s recovered, or
people would have said things.”’

‘“Blow what people would have
growled Ganthony.

But he realised that he had better keep his
feelings on that subject secret.

His  great: anticipations were considerably
toned down by the discovery that the Rampore
champion was to play after all. But he was de-
termined to strain every nerve to win. He had:
come to Rampore to lower the rajah’s colours, -
and he meant to do it by hook or.by crook. |

When he saw the rajah chatting carelessly
with Jamset Singh, he gritted his teeth.
Jamset showed no sign of his recent mishap.
His darkly bronze face was cheerful enoug‘ﬁ.
He looked, indeed, somewhat different from
usual, but_exactly how, Ganthony could not
say. H,e had never particularly noted the
Hindoo’s features, having, in fact, met him only
twice. His illness, brief as it had been, doubt-
less accounted for any slight change in his looks.
But at all events, one thing was certein—he was
versi’1 fit, in the pink of condition. " i

€T Wwas_an lmmense crowd- to see the
match. The British Resident in Rampore and
his suite were there, and many civils from
Boggleywallah, and officers from the garrison of -
that town. And half Rampore had come to see
the contest between the visitors and the native
eleven. In no part of India had cricket taken a
firmer root than in the native state
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dropped, and a yell went up.

‘““Here! What’s he doing herc?”

““The Boggleywallah eleven has come to play
Rampore, and the match is to-morrow.”

Jim rubbed his hands.

“What a little bit of luck!
some cricket !’ :

But the rajah’s expression was lugubrious.

“The Boggleywallahs are a strong team,” he
said. ‘‘It’s made up of young civils, with a
dash of the military in-it. They play a good
game, and I must-say that Ganthony knows how
to keep his end up.” .

“ And what price the Rampore lot?’

“We are in a hole.” ¢

Jim looked concerned.

“ Anything wrong with your team?”

“Yes. I've lost my best man, and the rest
of the team, as it unluckily happens, are hardly
up to their usual form. We shall do our best,
but I have no hope of winning without Jamset
Singh.” .

‘“What’s happened to him, then?”’

“It looks to me like foul play,” said the
rajah, his brow - growing dark. “As the
Boggleywallahs are my guests, I made up a
shooting party for them, and Jamset Singh was
in it. George Ganthony’s gun accidentally ex-
ploded, and Jamset got the charge in his leg.
He isn’t seriously hurt, but he will be lame for
weeks, and there’s no earthly chance of his play-
ing in. the mateh to-morrow.”

Jim Herries wrinkled his brow thoughtfully.

“That’s just exactly the trick I should bave
looked for from Ganthony,” he said. ‘‘He was
always a cad, and he is, of course, set on beating
you.”’

“Of course.. He is keen on licking my team,
for the sake of old times. You know_ how he
had his knife in me at Clivedale. I know he
feels just the same now, though, of course, he
keeps it under. Rampore has been making a
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Then I shall see v

“We wanted a Hindoo, and you helped me
make up as one.

“1 remember.” .

Wiat sort of a chap is Jamset—as to build,
I mean?” 5

“ About your size.”

“ Excellent.”

His eyes began to

The rajah caught on.
gleam, too. i e
“ Great Scott! Jim, you're a genius!

“Quite so,” agreed Jim. ‘‘What do you
think of the idea?”

“Ripping.” .

“ Ganthony doesn’t know anything about my
being in Rampore. You can play. any sub-
stitute you like, especially as you lost_your best
man by his dirty treachery. He will be dis-

appointed, but he won’t smell a rat, whew he |.

hears that
recovered.”

The rajah broke into a roar.

“T fancy I can see his face! You've hit it,
Jim. Jamset Singh is going to play for Ram-
"pore;, and Rampore is going to win.”

And so it was settled. .

Jamset Singh has suddenly

Jamset Singh’s Cricket.

a5 HY—what the—how the—""
George Ganthony broke off.
" He had wondered whether the

. rajah would play ten men; or what
kind of a substitute he would get in the place of
Jamset Singh : .

But that Jamset Singh would play he had
never dreamed.

But there was his name, as large as life, and
Ganthony was flabbergasted. His feelings met
with no sympathy from his followers. Not one
of the Boggleywallahs dreamed that the chief
had purposely disabled the finest cricketer in tho
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Rampore team. Had they thought it possible,

THURSDAY.

Right into the dusky palms the ball

' Oh, well caught! Good old rajah!”

of Rampore.

Ganthony won the toss, and the
Boggleywallahs elected to bat. The
rajah led out his merry mien and
placed them to field. There was a
murmur in the great crowd as the
dusky fieldsmen took wup their -
stations. It was a murmur of ex-
pectation. George Ganthony
opened with himself and Sampson.
Ganthony felt a slight tremor when
the rajah jerked the ball to Jamset
Singh, and that wonderfully-re-
covered invalid went on to bowl.

Every eyo was fixed on Jamseb
Singh. .

.He took a little run, and turned
himself intoakind of catherine-wheel,
. Down came the ball, and it broke
in with a cunning twist on it that
would have baffled a keener bats-
man than George Ganthony.

He swiped at that ball where he
was firmly convinced it was; but it
wasn’t there. But he knew where -
it was when he heard the clatter of
falling bails.

He stared in almost idiotic
astonishment at-his wrecked wicket.

The umpire’s ‘‘out’ was hardly -
needed.

About as crestfallen as a man
could possibly look, Ganthony
carried out his bat, and hid his
blushes in the pavilion.

He was met by faces as long as
his own.

“That's a good beginning,”
growled Sutcliffe. “What price
duck’s eggs?”’

And Ganthony couldn’t find any-
thing to say, but he wished that he
had put the charge of shot through

ht! [ 1

> OBUE Jamset Singh’s head instead of into
his leg. .

= 4 A duck’s egg for the captain of

the Boggleywallahs! -
No wonder dusky faces grinned round the
match-ground, and white teeth flashed in smiles
of satisfaction. .

It was clear that the visitors would have all
their work cut out to keep their end up against
the merry men of Rampore. The next batsman
went on, and came out at last ball of Jamseb
Singh’s. over, looking blue, and with only a
couple of runs to his credit. .

The Boggleywallah innings continued in the
same disheartening fashion. When the rajah or .
Jamgset Singh had the ball the batsmen went in
terror of their lives. ;
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