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“BILLY’S BOOM!”

NEXT
TUESDAY.

Another School Tale
by FRANK RICHARDS

flagne

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Cricketers of the Remove,

ARRY WHARTON game into Study No 1 at Greyfriars,
and found the room in a buzz of talk. Nugent, Bob
Cherry, and Hurree Singh were all eagerly discussing
some extremely interesting topic, and tge frequent

recurrence of the word “‘cricket” showed what it was.

The reign of King Football was nearly over, and in the
bright April days the juniors of Greyfriars—and the seniors
as well—were talking and thinking of nothing but the great
summer game. Greyfriars was a cricketing college, and in
the scason the boys talked, thought, and dreamt cricket, and
played it with. a serious determination which seemcd to
indicate that it was rather a business than a pleasure to
them. They played to win, and thoy very frequently won;
and the three teams the college sent out often came home
victorious.

8o far as out-matches were concerned, the Remove—the
Lower Fourth Form at Greyfriars—had hitherto been con-
tent to fill vacant places in the Junior Eleven, the great
men of which belonged to the Upper Fourth and the Shell.
But thir secason the Removites, with new and more vigorous
leaders, meant to make a change.

There was no reason, so Harry Wharton declared in com-
mittee mecting, why the Form Eleven should not be quite
independent of assistance from Upper Forms, and why it
should not meet teams of equal weight from other schools,
cantained by a fellow in the Remove itsclf.

Why not?

There was no reason why not, that the Removites could
soe, though Dabney, Temple & Co., of the Upper Fourth,
sniffed and shrugged their shoulders. But they were at
liberty to sniff and shrug till they were black in the face,
Bob Cherry said; and the Remove went on its way with its
great idea.

Neo. 10,
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The question of Form eaptain was a very interesting one,
and bade fair to become a really burning question.

There were many candidates. Bulstrogg as cock of the
Remove, claimed the position as a mattor of course, and was
surprised to find his claim disputed. Hazeldene thought
that his form on the-cricket-ficld entitled him to the post.
Bob Cherry replied to that, that his form entitled him to be
kicked, and Fkis cheek entitled him to bo thumped, and
proceoded to bestow both those rewards upon him on the
spot, So Hazeldens was heard of no more as a candidate.

It was this matter that the chums of the Remove were dis-
cussing as Harry Wharton came along into the study that
fine April afterncon.

‘“I can depend upon sll you chaps, I suppose?”’ said Bob
Cherry, looking round the study ot friendly faces.

‘“Yes, rather,” said Nugent. ‘““I'm mnot putting up as
cricket eaptain myself, end you're the next best."

Bob Cherry grinned.

‘“ And you, Inky!”

Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh, Nabob of Bhanipur, the Indian
member of the Greyfriars Remove, nodded with an expan-
sive smile.

“The pleasurefulness of supporting the candidate of my
heart will only be equalled by the valuefulness of our
esteemed chum as a cricketful captain,” he said, in the
beautiful English he had learned under the very best native
masters in Bengal.

*“Ha, ha! What about you, Bunter?”

Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Remove, looked up from the
teapot he was washing, and blinked at Bob Cherry through
his big spectacles.

“ Oh, certainly, Cherry! I shall support you with great
pleasure!” he said. ““If you are clected, I shall stand a
feed in the tuck-shop to oelebrate the event, if I happen to
be in funds.” I am expecting a postal-order for a consider.
able amount to arrive any day now.,”

Awrrll 18th, 1978,
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“Good! That's three vctes !’

“Oh, I can’t vote for you, Cherry!” said Billy Bunter.

Bob Cherry stared at him.

it Can”'t vote for me, you imaget”

“But you have promised me your support.’”

“Yes, I shall certainly support you as much as I can. a8
1 like you very much, Cherry; but I can’t vote for you.

‘“ Are you going to vote for somebody elsei’”

“No; but—"

“Then you're going to vote for me,” said Bob Cherry
wrathfully., “ Don’t you think 1 shall make a good ericket
coptain?’

*1 am sure you will; but—"

**Then why can’t you vote for me?*®

::You"see, I sha’n’t have a vote.”

‘1 don't belong to the Remove cricket club,'” ecxplained
Billy Bunter. “1T regard it as uscless to pay a subscription
when I do not play cricket, and, of course, only paying
members of the Form cluh have a vote."”

‘* You—you young assi’

“ Really, Cherry, it is not my fault that non-members are
not allowed to vote.”

““ Ass! What's the good of your support if you haven’t a
vote!” said Bob Cherry in disgust. *‘ You can go and give
your support to some other ass—I mean to some ass.”

i Blltr—-—”

“Oh, cheese it! Hallo, Wharton!
going to vote for me?'’

Harry Wharton came into the study.

There was a curious look u]:on the lad’s handsome face,
and a slight colour in his cheeks.

The chums of the Remove looked at him as he hesitated
to reply to Bob Cherry's question. It appeared to
embarrass hiny

“You'll vote for me, Harry?”’ said Bob again.

“Of course he will,”’ said Nugent rog!lptly, though
wondering at Wharton's silence himself. * course, he's
bound to stand by a member of his own study! We've all
got to support Charry.”

*The trucfulness of that honoured remark is apparent-
ful,” said Hurree Singh. ‘‘Bob Cherry will have the heart-
ful support of every esteemed rotter Fremnt. As your
English proverb says, many eooks make light broth, and a
stitch in time saves a larger number at a later period.”

* The fact is—-"' said Harry.

He paused, with the eyea of his chums upon him,

Bob Cherry turned rather red. .

1 don’t want to ask any chap for his support if he
docsn’t want to givo it,"” ﬁe said, rather huffily. * Of
course, I naturally expected my own chums to stand by me
at a time like this.” -

“Of course,” said Nugent, “ Wharton doesn’t mean to
refuse.”

“The painfulness of the refuze to the estcemed chum
would be great,” purred Hurree Singh. ‘‘But perhaps
Wharton has some wheezy idea in his mind of which he has
not yet made the candid comnmunication.”

““That’s it,” said Harry.

“If you think I'm not up to the mark as a cricketer,
Wharton,” said Bob Cherry——

Harry shook his head.

““Nof in the least, Bob. From what I've secn of your
practice so far, I imagine your cricket is better than most of
the junior play at Greyfriars, even including that of the
great panjaudrums in the Upper Fourth and the Shell.”

*“Then why don't you—-"

““ Well, the fact is—-"*

Harry Wharton paused again.

1 say, Wharton, you're surely not thinking of that little
row we had the other day¥"” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Harry turned crimson.

“No, no!” he cxclaimed. * SBurely you know me botter
than that??

Bob grinned.

“Well, I don'l kuow,”™ he said. *“Your temper is so
beastly uncertain, Harry; and a chap never knows whether
vou're hearing a grudge or mot.”

* Something in that.” said Nugent.

Harry bit his lip. Hc knew well enough that his passion-
ate and uncertain temper had all but estra his chums
more than once, and of late he had learned to keep it in
beiter control than he had been wont.

“Well,” said Bob Cherry, *if you’ve got nothing up
against me, and you're satisfied with my form as a
¢ricketer, why can’'t you vote for mef"

‘“Well, the fact is—""

“Oh, come, out with it ? .

“Well, the fact ie, I am thinking of putting up for cricket
enptain myself."”
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
On the Cricket Field.

OB CHERRY gave a long, expressive whistle.
B “0-ho] 8o you’re thinking of blossoming forth as »
giddy cricket captain, are you!" he exclaimed.
Harry Wharton coloured again,

'*Wh not%”

Bob Cherry nodded cheerily.

** Certainly, why not?! Why not you as well as myself?
You're quite as good a cricketer as I am.”

' Better,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

*“ Thank you, Inky,” said Bob Cherry.

** Please do not imagine that I fail in admirefulness for
your excellent and honourable cricket, Cherry,” said the
Nabob of Bhanipur. *‘ But a regardfulness for the truth
compels me to state that the cricketfulness of the esteemed
Wharton is what you English call an upper cut.”

_*“Ha, ha) I suppose you mean a cut ebove?” said
Nugent. “Well, Harry is certainly a bit stronger in the
bowling line, but when it comes to batting——"*

“1 think I can kee m! end up tlere,” said Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton ded.

“Of ‘course, I wasn't thinking of instituting any odious
comparisons,” he remarked. “1 thought I should make a
Fr]«:tty:t fair”cricket captain, that’s all, if the Remove would
ake it on.

“That's a serious question,” Nugent remarked. * Are
yougopu]nr enough to put up for the post, Harry?”’
“ Oh, that’s all right!”” Bob Cherry struck in. *‘I believo

I should collar more votes than Wharton, on question of
popularity; but it’s a question of cricket pure and simple.
1f Wharton could show the Remove that it’s better to have
him at the top of the Form eleven, they’'ll have him.”

“J don’t know about better, Cherry; and, as a matter of
{act-, ,how I know that you intend to put up, I don’t think

Bob Cherry cut him short with a decided gesture,

“ Nothing of that, Harry, please. I don’t want any candi-
date to stand out, out of any personal consideration for
myself.

*No; but—""

“The Remove Cricket Club can choose between us,” said
Bob. ‘““There will be other candidates, too, for that matter
—Bulstrode for one.” i

“We can't let Bulstrode got it,”” said. Nugent quickly.
“ He's no captain for the Remove. His cricket is nearly all
swagger and playing to the gallery.”

“The f&ctfnrl'ne of the matter is,”” said the nabob, ' thaf
a cricket captain must be able to do more than play cricket.
He requires the firmfulness of character and the 1ron will,
and must not be talked over by obstreperous persons. Bob
Cherry is too good-natured for the post. Wharton can be
as hard as rock.”

Bob Cherry grinned.

““Well, that’s true to some extent, and I don’t deny it1”
he exclaimed. * But I can always dot a fellow on the nose
when required, if I have too much check, you know.”

“The dotfulness on the nose may not meet the case——"

“Then I could add some th'ick[ulnesu _for the ear,”
grinned Bob; ** and, really, -Inky, I shall be inclined to start
on you if you give me any more of your ainful truths.”
“The painfulness is equally matched with the trueful-

sg !’

“Oh, cheess it! Now, look nere, chaps, 8 meoting of the
cricket club en masse is to be held in the Form-room to-
night, by order of the committee. We'll put to the meeting
the important quostion—'" i -

“The importantfulness of the question—

* Oh, dry up, Inky! You'd talk the hind legs off a dead
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ﬂonkoy. We'll put the question to the, meeting, and let ‘eny
;attltoh:t. Etve_ary m?lmbegtof _:lhu::lfub is ltn be"a lomad's.vote
or the captain, and so it wi air play all round."”

* Good !R said Wharton. e

‘‘Good!"” echoed Nugent. *And now, as it’s a fine, dry
nfternoon, and we’ve got some more daylight left, 1 vote
that we go out and get in a little cricket practice.”

“ The suggestfulness is appropriate.”

“ Come on,” said Harry Wharton, “ That's what I came
here for, you lazy bounders, to fetch you out to practice.”

The chums of the Remove wore soon in their flannels, and
going down to the cricket pitch,

It was bright April weather, and the pitch was in passably
good condition, and on the ground appropriated to the

ractice of the Remove, the chums found a good many

ellows already busy.

Bulstrode, the cock of the Remove, was there, wielding a
bat, and Hazeldene was bowling to him from the other end.
The Form bully glanced at the chums ae they came down,
and a scowl came over his heavy brows.

There was no love lost between Bulstrode and the chums
of No. 1. Bulstrode had been the bully of the Remove till
he bhad fallen in fair fight before Harry Wharton; fairly
licked after a hard encounter. Ho had belonged to Study
No. 1 at that time, but one result of the fight had been that
he had changed out and allowed Bob Cherry to have his
place there. This was very comfortable for the chums of
the Remove, and really more comfortable for Bulstrode
himself, but he bore a grudge against the famous four on
-account of it.

* Look out!” called out Skinner, who was fielding.

But Bulstrode’s eyes were on i-hr_ry Wharton, and the
ball- from Hazeldeno scattered his bails before he could
look cut.

* How’s that?’ grinned Hazeldene.

* Out!” said Skinner.

I wasn't looking,” growled Bulstrode.
doesn’t count.”

* Oh, rats!"” said Hazoldene.

Bulstrode picked up the ball, gritting his teeth. It was
not & match, merely practice, but he was deeply annoyed
at being bowled out under the eyes of the chums. He
glared at Hazeldene.

* Did you say rats to me?”’ he snarled.

“Yes, and many of 'em!” said Hazoldene, preparing to
run if the bully of the Remove started towards him. .

But that was not Bulstrode’s intention. He gave his
hand a sudden jerk, and the cricket-ball flew, and smote
Hazeldene upon the chest. Hazeldene staggered back with
a yell, and sat down violently upon the grass.

**Ha, ha, ha!” howled Bulstrode. *“One good turn
deserves another! How's that?”

* Bowled out!” said Skinner.

Hazeldene sat up, clutching the cricket-ball. It came
back from his band with a spiteful whiz, and Bulstrode
dodged, and the ball clumped heavily upon the chest of
Tlurree Singh, who was in the line of fire, and the nabob
staggered.

*“My only hat!” he ejaculated. * Pray take care where
vou are bowling, Vaselino? I am not a wicket, neither am
I standing here as a target.”’

“I'm sorry. Ha, ha, ha!”

““Get out of the way, then, you nigger!" growled Bul.
strode. ** It was your nigger's faoe put me off the ball just
now. Throw that ball to me!”

‘ Certainfully 1" said the nabob politely.

Ha threw it.

* Catch !

Bulstrode caught it—with his nose. He gave a fearful
vell. Then he gripped his bat and sprang towards the

indoo, with vengeance in his eyes.  Harry Wharton
stepped in his way.

** Stop that, Bulstrode!” .

Bulstrode glared savagely at him. Harry's voioce and
look were very quiet, but the quiet tones carried weight.
Bulstrode stopped. )

*“Get out of the way, Wharton! T'm going to lay this
bat round that fellow's nigger's hide!”’ he enarled.

“You're going to do nothing of the sort,” =aid Harry
Wharton. “* Don’t be a fool, Bulstrode! 1f yon want some
practice, I'll bowl to you a little I hear that you are
setting up as cricket captain in the Remove.”

“ Why shouldn’t I’ irowlcd Bulstrode, not sorry upon the
whole to change the subject.

Harry Wharton shrugged his ehouldars.

* No reason at all, that I know of, Bulstrode; only Cherry
and I are both eetting up for the same post.”

Bulstrode stared at him in amazement.

““You? You've got the cheek to set up as ericket
captain? I can understand Cherry; but you-—well, of all
the nerve!”

“ [ don't see any nerve in it.”

‘You're about_the most unpopular fellow in the Fonn, I
suppose, except Hazeldene,” said Bulstrode. ‘' You're a
sulky brute, and nobody ever knows how to take you. I

* Of course, that
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should think the Remove would be off its rocker if it cver
had you for captain.”

4 elI= it's for the Remove to say,’ said Harry care.
lessly. *‘I don’t want the t unless the Form wishes mie
to have it. I think I shoulm of some use, that i3 all.”

Bulstrode sneered savagely.

** Oh, of course, {our only object is to be of uze; no idea
of thrusting ;ouraef forward in any way, and grabbing all

you can get.

..." Nothing of the sort, I hope,” said Harry quietly. * But
it's no g talking about it to you, Bulstrode. It largcl‘v
depends upon the kind of cricket we can put up, I suppose.”
. ‘“.’79“;, can knock spots off you in that line, I rather
imagine.

*1 rather imagine you cannot do anything of the kind.
Dut we will see. How long do yoa think you could keep
your wicket up against my howling?”

‘* All the day, I'sup , and the night thrown in, if there
were a moon,’ said Bulstrode sarcastically; “then all the
following morning.”

Harry Wharton laughed,

" Well, that's rather a big order,

iy

Are you willing to

ryt
** Bowl, and eee.”
“Good! I will’"

Harry Wharton took the ball, and went down to the
bowler's end. Bulstrode dropped the end of his bat upon
the crease, and stood with a hard grip on the cane handle,
his eyes keenly on the alert.

In spite of his boastful words, the Remove bully knew that
Harry Wharton was a fine bowler, and he was by no means
g0 confident in his own prowess as he had appeared to be.

*Play!"” shouted Skinner.

The thums looked with intercst at the scone. So did a
great many moro of the Remove who were hanging about
the cricket-field. If Bulstrode kept hiz end well up against
Wharton’s bowling, it would materially assist him when the
time came for the election of the Remove cricket captain.

But it was not to be. Harry Wharton took a short runm,
half furned himself into a catherine wheel. and the ball flew
with a whiz from his hand. Down it came, with the force
of a 4.7 shell, and Bulstrode played—but he did not play
the ball. It curled under his bat in soine mystcrious manner,
and there was a crash of a falling wicket.

*“QOut!””" roared Skinner.

Bulstrode giared at his wrecked wicket, aml then at the
successful bowler, and then gripped the handle of hie bat
as if he would have liked to lay it about the head of Harry
YWharton—as indeed was the case.

“That was a fluke, of course!” lic exclnimed.

““Ha, ha, ha!' roared Bob Cherry. * You'll see n lot of
flukes like that, Bulstrode, if you stand up to the bowling
of Study No. 1.”

‘] wasn’t looking—' R

‘“ You ought to-have bren leoking.” said Nugent.

““You mind your-own business, Nugent!"”

“ Rats!"

*The ratfulness is oxtreme,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. ‘I observed the batting, und there was no fluke-
fulness about it."” . i

“ Oh, shut up, Inks! ¥You can try that again, Wharton.”

“ Uertainly,” said Wharton, * Let's have the ball.”

** Here you are!" .

The bail was toased back, and the wicker resiored. Bul-
strode gripped his bat, prepared to do or die this time. He
was really a passable batsinan, but there was more swagger
than real quality about his play. l1Ia felt that he was no
match for Wharton's bowling, but ke would not think of
admitting as much. .

Harry Wharton grasped the round red ball. and took his
little run again, a quict smile for a moment {lickering upon
his face. He knew that he was too sirong for the batsman,
and far better batsmen than Bulstrode was ever likely to
be. He had practised bowling assiduously, and he scemed
to have a gift, too, for tha art, which hard practice had
developed and perfected. Down came the ball again.

Bulstrode was looking for a whizzing ball like the last,
but it came down slow, with a twist on jt that iould have
made eome county cricketers open their eyss.  Ulatter!
How it happened the Remove bully never knew, but the
ball was among his etumps, and they were on the ground.
One was whipped right out of the soil, and another reposcd
at an angle O?Bforl-_v-ﬁve.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Rob Cherry. * Flukes
are cheap to-day! I suppose that was another Auke,
Bulstrode.”

* Oh, shut up, Cherry!”

“Ha, ha, hal Try it once more, Harry.”

‘* Certainly !” )

“J don't feel like batting just

1]

now,” said Bulstrode
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not to give Wharton’s bowling any

savagely, anxious
" SBome of you other

further prominence if he could help it.
fellows take a turn.”

And he put his bat under his arm and walked away. Bob

*herry grinned hugely.

. don’t suppose he does feel like batting against
Wharton,” he remarked. *“Ho can’t bat for toffee. [
g2y, send us down a few balls, Harry.”

** Right you are, Bob!”

There was a thickening crowd round the Remove ground
now. Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars, was
slanding there, looking on with interest. He took a deep
Interest in junior cricket, and a word of encouragement for
the youngsters from the college captain was never wanting.

ilarry \Wharton bowled to b Cherry, and Bob kept up
his wicket in a way that Bulstrode could never have done
against the balls he received. But at the sixth ball down
went the bails. Then at the eighth and the ninth the stumps
I\ve;\e down eagain, and Bob gherry wore & rather rueful
ook.

*Take the bat, you bounder!” he exclaimed.

Harry laughed, and changed ball for bat. Bob Cherry
bowled to him, and delivered twelve good balls in suc-
cession, but it was not till the twelfth tﬁnt Harry's wicket
fell. And then, as some of the spectators thought, it was
rather due to the failing light than to Cherry's bowling.

. Wingate patted Harry Wharton on the shoulder as the
juniors camé off the cricket ground. Harry looked up.

"“You'll do,” said the captain of Greyfriars. “If the
Remove don't make you cricket caPtain, %‘thrton, it won't
bz because your cricket is wanting." .

Iarry flushed a little,. He understood what was implied
by the college captain’s words. His cricket was all that
cculd be asked. and if he had taken a little more trouble
Lo make himself popular, he would have beea sure of tha
Form captaincy.

" Thank you,” he said quietly. "I shall do mv best to
deserve the post, Wingate, whether I get it or not.”

** That'’s right!”

The chums of the Remove strolled away together. Bob
Cherry’s arm was linked in Harry Wharton's, showing that
he had no feeling of annoyance at being so easily outdone
at the great game. He was naturally disappointed, but
that feeling could not make any difference to his loyalty to
his chum. He felt that his chances of becoming criciet:
cuptain had received a blow; bul, as a matter of fact, he
over-rated the extent of it. Harry's ericket was undeniably
good, but Cherry's personal qualities wero much more
ﬁpular, and it was extremel grobnb!e that, after all, the
temove would plump for Bog herry.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Upper Fourth Object.

HE kettle wae singing awny cheerily to No 1 Study as
the chums of the Remove came in. 'Therc was a
pleasant smell of hot muffins. Billy Bunter looked up
from tho fire with a crimson countenance, and blinked

at them through his big spectacles, .

“Tea’s ready!” he exclaimed. ‘I suppose you'll want it
before you go to the Form meeting. I've opened the sar-
dines; you'll find ’em in the soap-dish. Shall I make the
tea?”’

“I'll do that,” said Nugent. “You butter the muffins.
They smell prime.”

“¥Yes, T rather think I can toast muffins,” said Bunter.
“I intend to stand a regular feed of muffins when my
postal order comes. There wasn’t cnough butter——"*

* Why, here's nearly half a pound on the table.”

“Yes, I took that out of Wingate’s study One of Fou
chaps must get some more from the school shop and take it
back before he notices it. Very likely he wouldn't like it
being taken away.”

“Ha, ha, ha! I think tha¥’s pretty certain. Never mind:
those muffins are jolly good. Comeo and feed, my infauts,”
said Bob Chcrrﬂ. “We're rather late, and we don't want to
get in late to the cricket club meeting. Important members
of the Form like ourselves ought to be on the ground early.”

* Rather!"” agreed Nugent. ** Pass the sardines You ean
go on buttering the muffins, Bunter; there will be time for
you to feed aficr we're gone,”

‘' That's all very well, Nugent.
will be anything——"

* Don’t start gassing now, Bunter, old chap; we'vo got 1o
talk business. fnuppose bath you bounders are goiug to
put up for the cricket captainey?’ said Nugent,

“The bothfulness will occasion doubtfulness among the
Form voters,” said Hurrce Singh. ** Why not have the toss-
fulness of the shilling to decide?™

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“BILLY’S BOOM.”

It doesn’t look as if there

Another Tale of Harr
= by FRA

Tale of H Wharton and his Chums,
bagihm, %’9 Fﬂm RICHARDS,

Wharton and his Chums,
RICHARDS,

TulBBTy,

“I'm willing to stand oub if it's the general verdict of
the study,” Bob Cherry remarked, looking round.

** Not & bit of it, olc{ fellow.” '

*“Same here,” said Wharton immediately, T admit 1
should like to be cricket captain in the Remove, and I think
I could do some d there, but——"

“Oh, that's all right!” said Nugent. “The only diff-
culty is this, that you two will divide the voting, and .pos-
sibly Bulstrode may get in by reason of that.”

“*That won't do,” said Harry Wharton decidedly. * Bul-
strode isn’t fit to be captain. He would rot up the cricket
club in no time.”

‘* Exactly. Bulstrode will have to be kept out—not that
we love Bulstrode less, but that we love the cricket club
more. Theve’s no room for him as captain. 8till, I suppose
¥e can sco how the voting is likely to go at the meeting, as
if it appears likely that Bulstrode will get in, one of you two
bounders can stand out, and back up the other, and that will

settle it. You can decide in that case by tossing up, as our
inky friend suggests.”

* Exactfully. 1 say——"

“ Hallo, here’s some of the Upper Fourth rotterst I

wonider what they want” exclaimed Bob Cherry, glancin
:ﬁ a cngple of juniors who had appeared in the doorway of

e study.

The two were Ten‘:iole and Dabney, the heads of the Upper
Fourth, two rather elegant youths, who usually assumed.the
advantage given them by being a few months older, to dis-

nragingly tefer to the Removites ag * kids,”” and to assume
atherly airs towards them—airs which were very ill-re-
ceived by the Remove, the most unruly Form at Greyfriars,

) Wr:'veﬂluat_ dropped in to speak to you youngsters,” suid
Temple, affecting not to have heard Bob C erry’s unflatter-
ing allusion to himself and his companion.

" Oh, rather!” said Dabney, who was a faithful echo of his
leader.

. 'l'_’Go hon!” said Bob Cherry. * Don’t trouble to come
in

“ Safer on the other side of the door,” said Nugent, *if
you're going to refer to members of the Remove as
youngsters.”

.+ Well, you are roungsters, you know,” said Tewple, “and
jolly checky youngsters, too. “What I say is——"

** Ob, rather!" said Dabney.

Harry Wharton rosc to his feet.

“ What the dickens do you fellows mean by coming into a
respectable study?” he asked. *'Lend me a hand to chuck
them out, chaps?

* Certainly.”

_"*The chuckfulness shall be immediats and extremely
violent,” said the nabob. ' Let us frog’s march the esteemed
rotters,”

* Pax!” exclaimed Temple, holding up his hand. * We've
come here to tulk——"

*Like your cheek.”” raid Wharton. “VYou do enough
talking in that debating socicty of yours without invading
our study for the purpose. When wo want a talking-machino
here we'll save up and buy a gramophone.”

** Look here——"

“Sha'n't! You've no right to ask a fellow to look at a
face like that 1"

“If you want me to warm you, you have only got to say
s0,” roared Temple, growing excited.
Dabney tapped him on the arm.

“Oh, come on, kide!” said Wharton. * We do want to
be warmed. We want you io warm us. In fact, we're
simply yearning to be warmed up by you. Comc on!”

b k here——"

1 won't—for rcasons alrecady stated.”

*“I want to speak——""

““I've noticed you're often troubled that way.*

“You confounder checky young rotter——"

*Oh, draw it mild!”

“1 want to tell you about the cricket——"

* There’s nothing you can tell us about cricket,” said
Harry Wharton, with a shake of the head. * We knew all
there was to be known about cricket before you were born.™

* It's about that silly ass’s idea of yours of starting an in-
dependent Remova cricket team——""

*“Hallo! What have you got to say about that?”

““ Just listen a minute, and you'll sce.. ”

“I say, you fellows, you'ro lotting the muffins get cold,”
interjected Billy Bunter anxiously.

“ By Jove, so wa arc!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. * That
won't do. There's no reason why Temple shouldn’t go on
taiking, if he wants to, while we eat muffins. Go it, Temple.”

** Good idea,” said Nugent.

The famous four promptly turned to their muffins again.
Temple and Dabncy exchanged wrathful glances, and came
a step further into the study.

*Well, T can’t say I exactly like to watch kids guzaling,”
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said Temple loftily. “5till, T know how much it means to
i{.ﬂo;et' ,gurth kid to be kept off his feed, =o eat away while

*Cut it short, old chap.”

“I’ll talk as long as I like!"” yelled Temple, showing signs
of losing his tem}:)er again.

““Oh, very well!"” said Wharton resignedly. * Go on till
we'vo finished tea. When we've done we're going to a Form
meeting, but you can stay herc and go on talking if you
like. Bunter won't mind.”

“ Not at all,”” said Billy Bunter hospitably. ‘‘He can go
on talking for all I care. I don’s mind in the least, so long
as there’s eomething to eat.”

** That's what I call really kind,’’ said Bob Cherry ap-
provingly.

Bunter's kindness did not seem to gratify the captain of
the Upper Fourth very much. He restrained himszlf with a
great effort.

- “Look here, you kids, I hear that you are thinking of
getting ulp an independent cricket club in the Remove——""

“The latefulness of the intelligence is great,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
oricketful club is complete.

*Yes, vou do scém to be a bit behind the times, Temple,”
u:d\\’bfurmn. ** We've already had a cricket club running
n the Remove from time immemorial, so to speak, and the

ifference is that we're going to run a Remove team, and
let' you keep your old rotten eleven all to yourselves.”

. That's the wheeze!” said Bob Cherry.

‘1 sul)pose this is your silly idea, Wharton—=—""

i “Well, T bad a hand in it,"” said Harry Wharton modestly.

It was certainly first thought of in this study. We share
equally in the credit.”

! Credit!” sniffed Temple. ‘‘ Not much credit due to any-
bbdy for a silly muff’s iden like that. Thore are alrcady
?\rep teams at Greyfriars, Upper Forms, Middle School, and

unior——""

““ Now there’s going to be a fourth.”

‘“ The jppior team serves all purposes,” said Temple. “We
in tho Upper Fourth arc naturally the heads of it, but we've
never raised any objection to you chaps having four or
even five members in the cleven, as well as a lot of reserves.”

Harry Wharlon laughed.

“Yes, I remember how it was with the football; I wasn’t
here last cricket season. We had plenty of names put down
as roserves for the junicr cleven, but you hardly ever played
more than two or three Removites.”

‘“There weren’t more’n two or three fit to play——""

‘I don’t know. Do you mean to say that you played tho
fellows strictly in order of merit?”

“Yos, I did. suppose  you
favouritism?”’

“Oh, no; but you've got an idea into your head that your
Form is a cut over ours, and we, of course, think the exact
contrary.”

“Oh, that’s all rot, you know !” said Temple.

““Oh, rather!” agreced Daluey. * You must admit that,
Wharton.”

“Not much. If you played f-llows etrictly on their
merits, you'd have made one of us captain, and played six
or soven Removites in the eleven——"'

“ What !"' .

“That’s our view, at any rate.”

*“Well, that only shows you're a set of conceited nsses.’
said Temple. “I've come here to talk business. A fourth
team isn't wanted at Greyfriars. I don't think it's proper
for a low Form like the Remove to get its tail up in this
manner. If you fellows have a separate team, you'll get

utting on all sorts of airs. You'll get challenging lower

orms at other achools, and village teams——"

“‘That's just what we intend to do.”

“There, ] knew it! You'll get licked, of course, and make
yourselves look ridiculous, and Greyfriars too.”

“H'm! Woe shall see.” )

“That's all very well, but after it's done, it will be too
Iate. You youngsters are too cocky already, Now, I
don’t like this wheeza of a Remove eleven——""

“Sorry; but that won't make much difference to the Re-
move, 1 expect.”

“T regard it as being cheeky on your part——"'

“ My dear chap, you can regard it as being anything you
like; 1t won't trouble us. We don't want to interiere with
your kind regards.” )

“Well, we're not poing to stand it, Wharton. so I warn
you. It's a rotten idea, and will lead to check and disre-
spect on the part of the Remove. We sot our faces aguinst
the whole idea—~ o

“ Well, that ought to finish it, if anything will,”" Bob
Cherry remarked. ‘' There are fow things that could stand
such treatment ':’md survive.”

**The getupfufness of the

don’t suspect mo of

, ha, ha
“Why, I shouldn't be surprised if later on vou had the
check to chalenge us to a match, and set vourselves up as
the champion junior cricketers of Greyfriars!” excluimed
Tenoplo.
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“ My dear kid, we‘r'ia goi?g- to!”

** Oh, come away, Temple, it's no talking to those
cheeky infants!"” said Du%ne s "Theg?:ﬁy urgu?nent they
can understand is a jolly good licking.”

*Then why not wade in and bestow the lickfulnees without
delayfulness!"’ questioned Hurree Singh.  * The delightful-
ness on our side will be terrific.”

Temple and Dabney seemed inclined to take the junior
at his word. But the odds were too great. The Remove at
Greyfriars was a fighting Form, and the famous four of No.
1 Btudy were a fichting quartette. The Upper Fourth chiels
looked at the Removites, and looked at one another, and
stepped out into the passage.

" Well, just remember what I say,” said Temple, “ We're
ngu_ltngt all this rot, and we're going to put our foot down
on it.”"

" Well, there won't be much of it seen after that,” said
Nugent.

I tell you——

“Don't tell us any more, Temple. You've talked quite a
long time now, and you must think of your vocal chords.
Suppose you wore to lose your voice from talking so much,
what a fearful loss for the Upper Fourth Dcbating and
Jabbering Society "

“You young rotters—"'

“Come along, Tomple; no good talking to them. I
expect they'll just row, and the thing will come to nothing;
and if it doesn’t, we'll bust it up for them later.”

And the heroes of the Upper Fourth went their way. A
rell of derision from Study No. 1 followed them, which
almost made them turn back for summary vengeance. Dut
they did not, and the chums of the Remove were left
victorious.

“Time to go to the mceting,’”” said Harry Wharton,
gotting up from the table with a smile. “I thought this
wheeze of ours would make the Upper Fourth pretty wild,
but I hardly expected Temple and Dabney to give thom-
solves away over it like this. They're afraid of getting put
in the shade by the Romove—that’s the trouble—and they're
right, too. We're going ahead at cricket this term. Como
along, kids!” . . i

And the famous four, in high spirits, linked arms and
marched along the passage to the Remove-room, to attend
the general meecting of the Lower Fourth Form Cricket
Club.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Cricket Election.

HE Remove-room presented a lively scene. It usually
did at that time, as a matter of fact, but on the present
oceasion it was a little livelier than usual. The whole
Form—or nearly the whole of it—had met to discuss

the important matter which was now occupying the atten-
tion of the Remove. _ .

The idea which had emanated from Study No. 1 in the
Remove had caught on like wildfire—it had been seconded,
thirded, fourthed, passed unanimously, and adopted by the
Groyfriars Remove amid goneral enthusiasm. .

In the junior eleven, during the football season, it had
been very generally and sorely felt that the Remove had
not really had a “ look n.” )

The captaincy had naturally been in the upper of the two
Forms that supplicd the teamn; Toemple had been captain,
and Dabney his right-hand man. And although the chums
of the Upper Fourth were not accused of favouritism, it was
cortain that they had a leaning—really natuml‘ enough on
their part—towards members of their own Form, They
regarded the Removitos as cheeky kids who had to be kept
in their place. If too many Reinovites were admitted to
the team, they would want to be running the show, ‘and 80
on. Undeniably good players like Nugent, Bob Cherry,
and Bulstrode could not bo kept out. 'But only the very
best were taken into the fcld of the Junior Eleven. And tho
Removo sorely and angrily maintained that a good many
Removites who had not the ghost of a chance of getting
into tho junior team were far nnd away better players than
some of the Upper Fourth fcllows who swaggered about in
the caps of the Junior Eleven.

It was a point upon which the two Forms could not be
expected to agree, and they did not ngree. The suggestion
of an independent Romove cleven had been the msu’lt.

The Remove already ran a Form cricket club, with all
the officers duly elected, and so the way was made smooth

innovation. .
{o;n:itl:aéngf humbly attending the cricket committee pre-
sided over by tho fordly Temple, they decided to have a
cricket committee of their own, and to elect a eaptain of
their own, and to pick out cleven good men and truc to
uphold the colours of the Remove on_the cricket field.
And the idea of, later on, challenging the Upper Fourth
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to a cricket match and bealing them, was simply delightful
to the warlike Removites.

There was a buzz in the Remove-room as the chums of
Study No. 1 entered in a body.

‘' Here thoy come!”

Bulstrode looked towards the new-comers with a_scowl
upon his brow. Before Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
came to Greyfriars he had been cock of the Remove, and
his word had been law in the Form-room. Now things were
changed. Bulstrode was little better than a bully, at the
'bgst, and the Form had found new leaders. Even Harry
Wharton was living down the unpopularity his temper had
at first excited, and was coming to be looked upon as
something like the head of the Form.

*Here they arel!” said Skinner.
bounders !

' Sorry!” said Harry Wharton. ‘' We've been listening
to the voice of the charmer. Temple and Dabney don't
approve of our proccedings, and they came to tell us so.””

There was a vell of derision.

*‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘' Lot of difforence that will make!” grinned Hazeldene.

‘* Well, no, it won't make much difference,”” said Harry
Wharton. ** Of course, it will mnake some difference.”

“To you, perhaps,” sneercd Bulstrode, “ not to us.”?

- Mi dear chap, it will mako some difference to all of us—
that the more the Upper Fourth is down on our idea, the
more we shall go ahecad with it.”

““Ha, ha! Rather!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Good !’ exclaimed 1. *“We'll jolly soon show
Temple, Dabney, & Co. that we're not going to have them
interfering in Remove affairs.”

** Well, rather!”

“The question is,"” said Bulstrode, “ about electing a
Remove captain. I was football captain in the Remorve, as
far as practice went.”’

** And as far as playing matches went, you seem to have
let the Upper Fourth have pretty much of its own way,”
ITarry Wharton remarked.

The Remove bully scowled.

* Well, this new wheeze hadn't been started then.*”

“No; and what I say is, that the fellows who started it
ought to be thought of when it comes to clecting a captain,”
exclaimed Skinner.

‘‘ Oh, that’s rot, Skinner!"

“Oh, is it? I don't sce it, Bulstrode.
Cherry—"

** Blow Bob Cherry !

“You can blow him if yon like, if he'll let you, but T
think that he will make a jolly good cricket captain for the
Remove.”

* Hear, hear!”

It was a ringing shout, and it showed that Bob Cherry
had é’len#y of backers in the Greyfriara Remove.

*““Oh, shat up that row!’ said Hazeldene. *‘Let's get
out a list of the candidates, and then let’s have a show of
hands. That's the businesslike way to proceed.”

“ (Good for Vaseline!”

“ (o it, then!”

‘*The first question is, how many candidates? Everychap
who thinks he’s qualified to shine as cricket captain of the
Remove is hereby requested to get up on his hind legs and
say %0,"” said Hazeldene.

*Well, I'm onc,” said Bulstrode, coming forward with a
rather aggressive glare; ' I'm a candidate, and chance it.”

“I’'m another!” said Bob Cherry, stepping towards him.
* And Harry Wharton’s another.”

-*Stand up and show yourself, Wharton."

“*Here I am!”

“That rotten outsider!” exclaimed Bulstrode scornfully.
*Why, it's not so lon a%o that we had to carry him down
by main force to the Foot all practice.”

There was a general laugh at the reminiscence. Harry
Wharton coloured. Hé was not particularly proud of some
passages in his early carcer at Greyfriars, but fellows like
Bulstrode were not likely to let him forget them easily.

“ Well, it's not long since I gave you a licking, Bulstrode,”
he said. * And, as a matter of fact, it won't be long before
I give you another, if you can’t keep personal matters out

of the discussion.”

“That's right,” exclaimed Nugent, * keep rsonal
matters out of it. What Wharton did or didn’t do when
he first came to Greyfriars has nothing to do with the affair
in hand, as far as I can sec.”

“Of course it hasn’t,’”? said Russell. “Keep off the grass,
Bulstrode. There's no time here for you and Wharton to
start chipping one another. Now, we've got three candi-
dates; anybody going to make a fourth?”

There was no reply. Probably a good many of the
Removites were anxious enough to gain the glory of cap-
{zining the Form eleven, but coneidered that they -had no
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}'hancodugainst the trio of candidates who had already come
orward.

“Don’t be backward in coming forward,” said Bob
Cherry, looking round. *“It’s a free country, you know,
and you've only got to speak. It's an open event. Any
more coming onf Now, thenl”

There were no more coming on; Bulstrode, Wharton, and
Cherry were the only candidatos.

“Good!” said Skinner. *“ Now we'd better proceed to
the election.””

“Right-ho!"” said Nugent. ‘ Hands up for—"

*“Oh, rats, let’s proceed in order!” said Skinner. ‘ You
have to appoint tellers first, as there’s such a crowd of
\‘omrﬁ. ".I.‘hen I think the candidates ought to make a
speach.’

“Only onc between them1”

“ Asa! A speech each.” .

“Very well, let them make a speech each,” said Nugenb
resignedly. ‘‘You hear, you chaps? You're expected to
make a each peach—I mean a speech peach each—that

] G
“ Oh, shut ap, and let them talk!” ) .
“You first, Bulstrode, as the oldest and ugliest,” said
Bob Cherry. .
]i'ulstrodn gave the facetious Bob a far from amiable

ook.

I haven’t much to say,” he began. =

“Well, that's a jolly good thing, anyway,” said Nugenb

“ Bhut up i

ik Order] ]

“*Get on, Bulstrode!” . a5

I haven’t much to say. I think T ought to be captiin,
not only because my cricket's the best in the Remove—""

‘* Hear, hoarl”

“Ha, ha!”

“ But becauso I'm the oldest fellow in the Form."

*“ And ugliest,” said Bob Cherry, softo voce. .

**8hut up, Cherry!” said Skinner. ‘' Keep those painful
truths for a more fitting occasion. Get on with the wash«
ing, Bulstrode.”

“T'll punch that rotter Cherry's head!”

“No time for that now. Are you finished "

“No,” snarled Bulstrode, “ I'm not finished."”

“Well, got finished, then. We shall bave to turn out the
gas here in another couple of hours, you know.” i

#*I'm the oldest fellow in the Form, and was captain of
the Remove till those rotten outsiders shoved themselves in.
I ought to be cricket captain. That's all.”

* About enough, too,” remarked Russell.

“The cnoughfulness is terrific,”” said the nabob; * Bul-
strode has made en cstcemed and honourable, rotten
speoch—""

“Oh, cheese it, Inky!"

“ Next man in—] mean, next qﬁzech, and for usloodness'
sake buck up! I don't sce why the Remove should stand
here like a lot of patient littlo lambs to be jawed at,” said
Hazeldene.” | ) )

*Well, stop jawing, then,” said Skinner.
next, Cherry.”

“I haven’t much to say——" . .

“ H’m! The candidates tie on that point,”” said Russell.

T haven’t much to say—"

“‘There’s nothing original about that rcmark, Cherry, and
you needn’t trouble to keep on repeating it."”

“1 haven't muc i . . .

“You haven't much sense, I think,” said Skinner. *“For
goodness’ sake coma fo the point, and give us a restl”

“If you are looking for a thick ear, Skinny—"’

“ Cherry's finished. Next man inl”

¥ haven't finished. I haven't started yet——"

‘*'Well, you ?'ught, to have. We’'ve heard enough, any«
way. Now——

‘?‘Look here, I'm going on, so dry up! I haven't much
to say. Gentlemen of the Remove—"

* Hear, hear!” L 7

“7 haven't much to say, but here it is—I play better
cricket than Bulstrode, and I'm not half so conceited as that
bounder is—"

‘*Ha, ha, ha”

*“Hear, hear}” .

] think I should make a better cricket captain, T'd do
my best, anyway, and you wouldn’t find me spollmg my
wind_by amokinF cheap cigareites on the sly, either!”

“Ha, ha, ha!

“That’s one for you, Bulstrode!”

“That's how I stand,” said Bob Cherry. “I think I
should make a pretty good skipper. You can elect me or
not as you like. That’s about all.” .

“Then for goodness’ sake shut up!” eaid Hazeldene.
* Come and jaw, Wharton, if you want your turnl!”

“1 don’t particularly want—""

** Oh, come and get it over!”

“Your jaw
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“I haven’t much to say—""

“My hat! They're all in the same boat' The rotters
haven’t much to say, and they’re taking up the whole even-
ing to say it.” )

‘I am putting up as candidate for oricket captain of the
mva "

e i 11, be
ecause I thin shou the post pretty well, better
than Bulstrode, anyway. A cricket ca pl:‘uin who smoles
chegﬁ‘;ﬂfamtt@a is no good, and Bulstr does.”

:: ind your own beastly business!"” snapped Bulstrode.

It is my business when you want to take the lead in
the Form cricket!” retorted Harry Wharton. “The first
duty of a cricket captain, 1 suppose, is to keep himself fit.
You don't do that, About Cherry I've nothing to say—I’ve
no doubt he'd make as good a captain as I should, if not
in one way, then in another—"

“ Hear, hear!”

41 don’t want to brag about my cricket, but T believe
T play a pretty good iame, and you've seen me play for
yourselves, anyway, f you elect me, I'll be as good a
skipper as I know how, and I'll make it & point to get the
eleven into firstclass form and lick the Upper Fourth,”

*' Hear, hear!”

¢ That's about all!”

*Good!” said Skinner, when the cheers had died away—
theers which showed what an advance Harry Wharton had
made in the good opinion of the Form during the past few
weeks. “ Now put it to the vote. Cherry’s my candidate,
but give every man a chance. Hands up for Bulstrode!”

About a dozen hands went up. Bulstrode looked round
with a scowl. Even those who voted for him wera mostly
the smaller Removites, who did not venture to back up hiy
rivals with the bully’s eye upon them. It was ectly
clear that the one-time cock of the Remove had no ohance.

1616 were enough against him to give the other two can.
didates each a majority over his party.

" That settles Bulstrode!” said Skinner. “It's between
ghepryat?gd Wharton, Bulstrode, old chap, you're dead in

is a

‘' Oh, ‘rats!” said Bulstrode; and Le swung out of the
Toom with a scowl.

*Now for the others,” said Skinner. *His lordship is
offerided, but I dare say some of us will manage to survive

it. Hands uP—"
' Wait a bit!"” said Harry Wharton, interposing,

Skinner glared at him.

" I'm running this election, Wharton,”™
.."'I can see you are,”” assented Harry. * You're running
it in rather a hurry, too. I don't want a show of hands
sgainst Bob Cherry."”

**Are you withdrawing, then?”

“ No, not exactly that, either. I've got a suggestion to
make—-"

* Oh, get it over then, for ness’ sake!"

oo it, old fellow!” said Bob Cherry encouragingly.
*“ You shut up, Skinny! You want to do all the talking.
Give a chap a chance!"

' Oh, if that's all I get for backing you up, Cherry—"

** Cheese it! Go ahead, Wharton. I don't want a show
of hands against a pal, and if there’s any other way—""

** This is my idea,” said Harry Wharton. “It'a between
Cherry and myself, that's admitted. My idea is to settle
the question on our cricket form. We can get up a scratch
matc] to-morrow  afternoon between  two Remove
elevens, with Bob ITy on one side as skipper, and myself
on the other. The nklmer who makes the best show to be
elected captain of the Remove team.”

There was a_cheer at onoe.

The suggostion just Hjumped” with the ideas of the

move, and it was evident that it would be unanimously
adopted. The contest, too, promised some excitement for
the g?.ell:mntcs. Bob Cherry slapped Harry Wharton on

ack.
"Good for you, Harry! I'm agreeable(”
:"gen, hear l"do p ——

uggestion's adopted unanimously I said Skinner. ** The
electionﬁu.apendod for the present; Bulstrode’s knocked
out, and Cherry and Wharton are going to settle the Question
on the cricket-pitch. Gentlemen of the Removs, this meet-
ini 18 now over, and I'm off to my study for some ten |’

nd the meeting of the Remove broke up.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Upper Fourth Get Thelr Backs Up.
W l SAY yo:; ‘fellows——"
a“ ni ”»
“Ob, but I eay!” went on Billy Bunter, unheeding.
“ It'a»ruther intgmbi:g? yﬁ kr:ogvl uI]1 b;vem:m!y ;?.gt

heard—
“ That your tal-order is coming, Billy?" Bob
Cherry, wm 'Y g??n. = S RS Rl Ak,

Billy Bunter shook his heoad.
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**No; there’s some delay about that, Cherry, and, speak-
ing of that postal-order, I’d like vou to lend me a bob, if
Fyou will, till it comes, as I'm near ¥ stony!"”

“It will be a long till,”” Nugent remarked. . .

Bob Cherry, with a grimace, tossed the shilling to Billy
Bunter, who put it into his pocket carelessly enough. Billy
believed that ho would pay it back some time, and &0 his
conscience was quite easy. As a matter of fact, Billy Bunter
had never been known to repay a loan all the time he had
becn at Greyfriars. 8o Bob Cherry was not quite so easy in
his mind as Bunter was. But the fender is usually not quite
o satisfied over a transaction as the borrower.

“I say, you fellows,” went on Billy Bunter, * it’s inierest.
ing, you inow-—l thought you chaps would like to hear
t

a [T —)

* What is it?"” .

*“I heard it from Skinner, and I've no doubt it's all quite
correct—""

““ But what is it?"

“I made uE my mind to tell you fellows at once as soon
@3 you came back from the Form moeting—"'

" What is it?" howled three voicea together.

 Oh, don’t be impationt, kids!" said illy Bunter. " You
confuse me when you spenk eo loudly. You know Temple
and Dabney are down on the idea of 8 Remove eleven—"'

. They can be down on it till they're black in the face,”
said Bo{ Cherry. It won't make any difference to ust"”

‘“ Hardly,” said Nugent.

* Not a bitfully,” said Hurres Bingh. * We shall only go
on our way with the more invincibleness of the determinatiou
because of the opposefulness of the ecateemed rotters of the
Upper Fourth,”

' But what have you got to tell us, Billy?” said Wharton.
“Do make an effort and get it off your chest, kid!”

" Ain’t I trying to do it, but you chaps keep on interrupt-
ing me,” said Billy Bunter indignantly, * Temple and
Dabney have called 'a meeting of the heads of the Upper
Fourth in their study—""

“Have they? What for?"”

** Skinner says Hazeldene told him tlat it was ko consult
upon measures for putting the Remove in their place.”

Harry Wharton's eyes glinted with the light of battle,

“By Jove! If they like to throw down the gauntlet we'll
take it up ! he exclaimed. ** The Upper Fourth want teach-
ing that they cannot interfere with the Remove with
impunity!" . .

“That's a jolly good word, anyway,” said Billy Bunter
admiringly. .

y Butghow does Vaseline know what he told Skinner®”
usked Nugent.

Bunter shook his head.

“I don’t knew ; Skinner didn't sax.”

** You can depend upon it it's all right,” said Bob Cherry.
' Hazeldene generally manages to get hold of the rigit
information. Lota of things como to the cars of a fallow
who isn’t above list,ening at a keyhole.”

‘' That's true enough. : .

“I expect Hazeldene overheard somathing,” said Harry
Wharton thoughtfully. *I can’t say I like his methods, bur
if the Upper Fourth are plotting against us, it's high time
we went on the warpath ourselves.”

“ What-ho!"

“ We'll see Hazeldene, anyway, and see what he saya.™

¢ Where is he, Bunter$'"

I think you'll find him in the common-room.”

**Come on!"” said Harry Wharton.

The famous four lost no time in Fetting to the common-
rcom in quest of Hazeldene. Hazeldene, otherwise known
as Vaseline, was the Paul Pry and Peeping Tom of the
Remove, and few things went on in the. Form, or any other
Fgortrxn at Greyfriams, without Vaseline getiing to know nll
about it.

The chums of the Remove were quite ready to go on the
warpath. So long as the Upper Fourth confined their
objections to the new Remove team to words, it did not
matter much. But if they were going to take active
measures, the Remove had its reputation ss a fighting Forin
to keep up, and it was a good idea to get the first blow.

Hazeldene looked rather alarmed as the four chums ran
him to earth in the junior common-room and surrounded
him. But Harry hastoned to reassure him.

*It’s all right, Vaselins,” be eaid. * We only want a
word or two with you.”

** The wordfulness will be friendly and polite,” said Hurres
Jamset Ram Bingh. * The hostileness of the meeting i3
non-existful.”

Hazeldene grinned.

¢ Well, what's the trouble?’ he asked.

“What’s that about a meeting in Temple and Dabney's

TulE8Ty.
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study " asked Harry Wharton.
take it?"”’

* Oh, it's a fact!’" said Hazeldene. *I happcned to hear
Temple say to Dabney—"

B£ Cherry burst itto a laugh.

*You often happen to hear peoplo say things when they
don’t know you're near, Vaseline!” he romarked.

Hazeldene scowled.

‘* Oh, all right, if you don’t want me to tell you—"

* But we do,” said Harry Wharton. ' Go ahead!”

“I heard it quite by accident. I thought they had some-
thing up between them, so I—I mean, 1 was passing by
chance, and—"

**That’s all right. Get on with the washing!”

“ Temple ngplxe to Dabney about the meeting that was to
come ofl in his study after tca. He asked Dab if he had
told the fellows.”

" And what did Dabney say?”

He said he had, and that there would be seven or eight
fellows thero, to discuss the plans for putting the Remave
in its place.”’

.+ Not much doubt about that, Harry,” suid Bob Cherry,
with a shake of the head.

:‘ﬁu, rather not.”

‘Are you going to get up some wheeze against the Upper
Fo?rt}l?‘ saiﬁnl-!nuld&e. » ¥ i

. Well, we're going to think it over,” said Harry Wharton
diplomatically. He was by no means disposed to take tho
cad of tho Remova fully into his conBdence.

El.l':o famous four strolled away.

There's no doubt ahout it,"" said Hnrrr Wharton, when
they were alone in the passage, “ the Upper Fourth are
Emg to get up on their hind-legs and try to smash the

move cricket club.”

:: They'll find it a rather big job," remarked Boh Cherry.

Bigger than they anticipate, I fancy,” said Harry
Wharton, with a smile. *My idea is to carry the war into
Africa at the start.”

*“Into Africa?” seid Hurrce Singh, looking puzzled. * But
the Dark Continent is s long way from here, and what
purlpasc———”

‘I arry laughed.

‘That's a figure of speech, I mean, carry the war into
the enemy's count{,y."

‘“Ah, I sce! ou speak in the metaphoricaluces of tho
Poehc specchfulncss,” said the nabob. 1 am comprehend-
u!ly enlightened. Pray procecd, my esteemed chum.

tLet them hold their giddy meeting,” said Harry
Wharton. *‘ That’s where we come on the scene. We'll waib
till l‘he{'re all in Tewnple's study, and then—"

** And then—"'

““We shall waut a screwdriver and some screws.'

‘“Ha, ha, bal”

“ A meeting against us, I

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Temple, Dabney & Co. in Trouble.
EMPLE, of the Upper Fourth, was looking serious and
T earnest—deadly earnest. Temple, of the Upper Fourth,
had made up his mind, and Le meant to let Greyfriars
enerally know it—especially the Remove.

*They'ro coming,” said Dubney, coming into the study.
“I've spoken to six fellows. That wili enough for a
representative meeting, and the etudy won't hold a crowd.”

Temple nodded. ;

"' Quite right, Dab. Who are coming?"”

“ GGiddy and Blane and Fry, Castle and Lorne and Scott.”

" Good! After all, so long as the heads of the Form settle
the matter, theie's no need for the small fry to be allowed
to jaw about it,”” said Temple. ‘' We've got to crush the
Remove, and that's all there is about it!”

* Hero they come!”

The members of the }I‘Pper Fourth called to the meeting
were coming into the study. Fry and Scott and Giddy came
in first. They looked round anticipatively, as if in search
of something.

** Looking for anything!” asked Dabney pleasantly,

“ Well,” said Fry, ** we thought——"

“ You thought what?"’
“ You asked us all to come—([rom TernBle.”

** That's right,” said "Temple. I told Dab to ask you.”

* Then —Fry lovked round cxpressively—** then it isn’t &
fecel "

*“A feed! Goodness, nol"

“0Oh!"” said Fry. .

*Oh!” said Scott and Giddy.

Temple koked rather annoyed. .

1 don't see why you should jump to the conclusion that
it was a feed,” he said. “I want to talk business.”

** Oh, my hat!” . . 5

**If you don’t want to attend this meeting, Fry—""

“Oh, that's all right!” said Fry, sitting down in the

\i;‘li%rﬂon -nscf his Chums,
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rocking-chair. “I don’t mind. I'm willing to stick it out
for a bit, anyhow. What do you fellows say?”

“Well,” said Giddy, ** I think there ought {0 be something
to eat, but I don't mind. Temple's a good sort, and I don't
mind if he talks a bit, so long as he doesn’t keep us here
jawing all tho evening.”

*“ That's how I look at it,”" said Soott.

Temple was about to make & rather annoyed rejoinder
when the other three invited members came in. Castle and
Lorne and Blane scemed to look round for something, just
as the other three had done,

**No, there's no feed,” said Temple sarcastically. * Bit
down, if fon can find anything to sit on, and pay attention.”

Castle looked inquiringly at Fry.

* What's on, Fry?” he

Fry shook his head.

‘* Blessad if I know I'* he said. * Beiter ask old Temple I’

“I'm going to tell you as fast as I can)” enapped Temple.
L'T!'ns meeting is called to talk business—important

usiness——"1

** Anything to do with the cricket?” asked Castle.

“Yes, in a way.” ’

*Then go ahead, old fellow! By the way, have you heard
about that new wheeze they're getting up in the Remove—
havmﬁ a cricket team of their own?"’

** Cheeky young rascals!” said Blane. .

“ That's what this meeting is called about,’”” said Temple.

The meeling was all attention at once.

*‘I thought Dab had told you.”

"* Yes, he did tell us something,” said Blane, * But I was
playing cricket, and didn’t notice.”

I remember it was somcthing about the Remove now,”
anid Castle, with a yawn. * Are you going to drop on the
cheeky kids and crush ’em, Temp?

** Yes,that’s the idea.”

‘* Hear, hear!” said the meeting encouragingly.

** 8hut that door, Dab, and let’s got to business.”

““QOh, rather!|"

*You know, chaps,” said Temple, looking round—'‘ you
know that the Remove have always boen the cheekiest and
impudentest Form at Greyfriars—""

“ Oh, rather!”

‘‘ They have wanted to be put in their place long enough.
My idea is that we've left tho work too long, and ought to
take it in hand in earnest now.”

oy 1 idea I” said Castle.

“‘Their latest is to withdraw their support from the
Junior Cricket Club, and take their members out of the
Third Eleven,”” said Temple. * They're qta.rti.ng & new
cricket team to belong entirely to the Iemove——'

‘“Yes, wo know that!”

“ Don’t interru% me, Giddy, please!” .

*“Oh, get on! Don’t tell us things we know !’

“Well, my idea is that it’s timo for us to come down
heavy, and hust up the concern!” said Temple. * What do
you fellows think # . .

“It's a good idea,"” said Castle—*'a jolly good idea. But
how uro you going to carry it out? That's the question "’

*The importunt point 1s to decide whether thoy're to bo
put cdown,” said Temple. *‘If we decide that they aro, it
ouly remaine to bring the weight of the authority of the
Upper Fourth to bear upon the matter.” .

*Good! But do you think they will take any notice of
it?' asked Fry. ‘“My experienco of the Remove is that
they're a sight too cool and ¢l to care a rap for the
woight of tho authority of the Upper Fourth.”

“That's so,” said Castle, with a nad.

“ 1 suppose we cen put them down if we try!” said Femple
angrily. *“If ncocssary, we can get the leaders in here.and
give them a licking.”

“ Oh, rather!”* said Dabney.

“ 1 think that—— What’s that at the door?”

““ Nothing." i . .

“11’s somebody trying to get in, I think."”

“Rot! If anyhody wanted to get in, I lu?‘?oae he could
walk in, couldn’t he? The door’s not locked

“Well, as I was saying, it's uimp(:g' a question of putting
1the Remove in their places, and teaching them to regard the
Upper Fourth with&toger respect. I— Who on earth is
that fumbling with the handle of the door outside?”

“I heard it that time,"” said Fry, looking round.

‘“ Anybody there?” called out Giddy. “ If there’s anybody
there, come in!"” .

There was no reply. But somcbody was certainly touching
the door-handle on the outside. Dabney went to the door.

“I'll jolly scon sec!” he remarked. He turned the handle
of the door and pulled, but to his surprise it would not como
open. He pulled again. The door was fast.

*There’s somiething wrong with this door, Temple.”

“Rot! Why don’t you pull it open?”

*“It won't come open!”

asked.
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* Don't stand there and talk piffle like that, Dabrey. It
will come open if you pull it, I suppose!”

* Suppose you come and try yourself!” said Dabney
crossly. ‘1 tell {ou it won't come open!”

“Rats! I'll jolly soon open it!”

. Tem;l:;o took the handle of the door and gave it a violent
jerk. But the door did not budge. There was a sound of
& chuckle in the corridor.

Temple uttered a sudden exclamation.

“There’s romebody outside there! It's a jape!”

‘‘They're holding the doot!” said Fry.

“Ass! They couldn’t hold it so tight as that!"

“ Havo they locked it on the outside?'* asked Giddy.

‘“Here's the key on the inside!”

By Jove, so it is! I don’t sce what they've done, then!"

“1 do!"” said Temple savagely. ‘ They've fastened a rope
across, from the handle of this door to the handle of the door
opposite I"

** By Jove, that will keep both of them closed I”

Temple hammered on the pancls of the stud[: door with
his fista. He was in a towering rage at being thus fastencd
up in his study, and he had not the slightest doubt that the
Remavites werc at the bottom of it. And the humiliation of
heing fastened up in his study by the very juniors whose
defeat had been under discussion was too terrible to think
of. It was not only the jeers of the Remove, but the merci-
less chipping of his own Form, that he had to fear.

“Then why can't you voie for me? " asked Cherry.
“ You see, I sha'm't hev: a vote,” replied Billy
Bunter.

¢ Open thiz door, you young rotters!"”

There was another chuckle frem the passage. But the
Removites deigned no other reply. There was a faint creak-
ing sound outside, exactly what, Temple could not determine.

‘s it going in, Bob?” . .

Ho héard Harry Wharton's voice murmur the quceticn.

“Ves, but it''slow. You see, the wood's jolly hard.”

““ Never mind, so long as it does go in."”

“ Oh, that's all right! This is the sccond screw. I'll make
it. four before 1 finish, and then the door will be safe till
do&)'msdi;y." y

emple gas) .

".\l; only ﬂt:tl They're screwing up the door!” he ex-

claimed. “They've fastcned the rope across just while

they’re putting in the ecrews, to keep it safe!”

“My only aunt!”

“Open thiz door, you young heasts! We'll break your
necks for this!”’ )

There was only a chuckle in reply.

The heroes of the Remove wasted no words upon the
lordly members of the Upper Fourth. Boh Cherry was busy
with screws and screwdriver, and his chums were helpin
him all they could. The screws were driven firmly in, a
the door of Temple's study would have required a battering-
ram to ehift it. Then the rope acress the passage was taken
down. It was no longer required. L.

Temple was still hemmering helplessly on the inside of
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the deor. His companions joined him in that exciting ocen-
pation, without making much impression upon the stout
oak, and making still less upon the chums of the Remove.

> Will you open this door?" roared Temple at last.

This time not even a chuckle replied to him. There was
a sound of receding footsteps, and then dead 'silence in the
]lassnge. The chums of the Remove were gone. Temple
rammered for a_minute or two longer in hdts fury, and
then desisted. The chief members of the pper Fourth
looked at one another. They were looki::r sheepish. A
had met together in solemn conclave to decide the fate of
the Remove, and the Removites had coolly screwed them
up in the study. -

It was a terrible blow to tha prestige of the Form; but
even that was not the worst aspect of the case. How wers
they to get out?

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Exit.

¥ ELL,"” said Fry, in a tone of concentrated sarcasm,
w *why don’t you open the door Tem%Ie?" g

Temple was luoking very red and flustered with

his efloris,

“I can't! Can't you eee it's fastened?”

' Yes, it's fast " said Fry, *'Is this the way you are
going to put down Remove, Temple? Is this the way
they're to be put in their place?”

“Oh, shut up!"

. “What I eay is,” said Fry, looking round—" what I say
is, that I've had enough of putting the Remove in its place,
if this i3 the way to do it. Nioce set of silly ases we look
at the present moment, don’'t we?”

‘ Well, you never looked anything else, yon know!" said
Dabney.

‘* What I say is——""

‘““You've said enough,” 'ﬁ;mted Temple. “If you can
tllrlmk of' a way of getting this door open say so, otherwise
shur up!*’

£ \\"l{)nl: I say is—"

“We're screwed in,” said Temple; "no getting away
from that. I don't see that it's anybody's fault. We
ronldn’t foresee a thing of that sort.”

*OF course not,” grinned Fry. * You couldu't, anyway "’

" Well, you couldn’t either, confound vou!”

‘I wasn't calling the moeting, that I know of. I wasn't
selting out on the war-path with a flourish of trumpets to
put the Remove in its place. I wasn't—-""

] " Oh, cheesz it! How are we going to get out, you fel-
ows? "

The fellows all looked at Temple in a very expressive
way.

*That's your business,” said Castle. “ You asked us into
your study, and we naturally expect to get out again. It's
or vou to settle that.”

* How could I help it?"

“A chap who sets up to lead us against the Remove
ought to lead us into something hetter than this,” said Fry.
** We wera going to put the Remove down. Instead of that,
thox’ve put us down.”

They're not doinf anything of the sort.”

“What do_vou call this, then? We shall be the joke of
Crerfriars. What I eay is—"

* We've got to get out before it gets wind, that's all.”

“How?t’ asked the irritating Fry.

** Not by standing there asking fool's questions !’ snapped
Temple. ““Hallo! I can hear somebody coming along the
p.’lam[gr..‘. Let’s call to him, and—""

* He'll spread it all over the school,” said Dabney.

" Yes, 60 he_will. Weé won't—" .

“Yes, we will,” said Castle. "I don't care if it's epread
a1l aver the school, or all over the country, I'm not going
to stay in here all night!” ;

 Look here, Castle—"' .

But Castle was already rapping on the door. The foot-
stepa in the passage oeased.

* Hallo, out there!” called out Castle.

‘““‘Shut up, Castle!'”

“*Sha’n't! Hallo there!”

“Hallo!" came back a voice from the passage.
n'liemp!a groaned. It was the voice of Billy gmf.er, the

Wwl.

“It's a Remove [ellow!”

“I don't care! Hallo, Bunter!”

* Hallo, kid!"

““Can you get thia door open?™

# Yf'?' I suppose so, by turning the handle. What's the
ame? "’

- "* It's acrewed up on the outside.”

**Oh, is it? Somebody been having a joke with yon?"

“Well, yes. Wil you get a screwdriver, and take the
8craws out?”’ '
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"I wish I could, but I'm afraid I'm too tired to do hard
work like that. Perhaps somebody else will come along and
i ¥

o ]li you don't, I'll give you a fearful licking!” roared

astle.

““And I'll give you another!" yelled Blane.

“I'm sincerely sorry, but—"

“Hold your row!' growled Temple. "I say, Bunter, if
you can get the screws out without attracting a lot og, atten-
tion, I'll stand you a rippimg feed at the tuckshop!

“Good egg!” murmured abnesy,

The Upper Fourth fellows ﬁrmned; thtgooould_qoi; help
it. Temple svidently possessed some of qualities of a.
leader. knew Billy Bunter's weakest point, and had
called it to mind at onoce. . .

“1 say, will you really?” came back Billy Bunter’s voice
ﬁcm h the keyhole, “ Do you mean that, Temple, honest

un

"‘I %im you my word.” .

“ What sort of & feed do you mean?” asked the cautious
Bun:er. “Just a few jam-tarts and a bottle of ginger-
m ? m”

‘?Well, isn't that erough for taking a few screws out
of a door, you young hog!" exclaimed the exasperated

Temple.

" Xg'n a jolly long job,” said Billy Bunter. ‘I think there
are :lgou,u‘: four screws in the door, and they've been driven
T in.

: The rotters! Well, go and get a screwdriver.” ]

“What about the feed? Will there be s mullon-pie?
I'm so fond of mutton-pies,” said Bunter.

“¥Yes, there will be a mutton Now, go and—"

“And some of thoss nice little pori:—ptm that Mrs.
Mimble makes. I am awfully gone on Mrs. Mimble's pork-

188,
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oy There will be o couple of Mrs. Mimble's pork-pies.
Now, go—"

* What about the liquid part? I am fond of lemonade.”
¥ You shall have a whole bottle. Now—"

“I don’t care for the bottled stuff, Temple. I'd rather
have-a jug of the home-made lemonade that Mrs. Mimble
makes herself.” ; .

* You—you—of course, you shall have which you like,
Bunfer; and some jam-tarts and cream-puffs as well. And
a jolly good hiding fo finish withl” murmured Temple, sotto

voce.

“ What did you say, Temple?"™

“I said I'd be glad if you'd have some cream-puffs and
jam-tarts to finish with.” .

“Yes, I should like them; but T really like finishing a
feed up with Jorden almonds and muscatels, Temple,”

:'%ll:risht; vou shall have those inaﬁm%" D

* D say instead, or as wel, Temple?” as
Bunter t-h’rguugh t‘o keyhola,

Temple griited his testh.

‘I mean as well—you shall have those as well"

“Of course, 1 shouldn't like to appear exacting in any
way, Temple.""

"Rl:, of .coura: :3!:! " meidr'l‘;:implloi‘glnning with ll;ury..

¢ you're standin, eed, w it's your business
to say .what’ we ahn.llghu-e. and I'm only offering a few
P tions.’

at's all right. T adopt all the su gestions, and I'll
think of some more nice things. too, while you're taking
out the ecrews, if you'll only buck up.” .

“That’s jolly good of you, Temple. I never did hold with
the fellows who said you were a silly ass and s rotten
waster. I like—"' .

““Oh, if only he were on this side of the door!™ said
Temple wildly.

“ What did you say, Temple?'”

“I'm anxious to to that feed, Bunter, and to ses you
enjoying yourself. Will you get a screwdriver as quickly as
you can, and get the door unf 22

“Right-ho! It's a bargain about the feed?”

**Oh, yes; honour bright.”

“Good! Tl go and borrow Wharton's screwdriver— "'

“ Hold on!"" roared Temple. .

“What's tho matter now?" asked Billy Bunter, called
back as he was just scudding off. “I th you were in a

hurry.” .

“ﬂon't. go and get Wharton's screwdriver, Bunter, Any-
bm]il else’s will do.”

“ But Wharton will lend me his.”

**I'd rather you got another.”

“1 don’t see what you're getting at, Temple. Tl ask
Wharton and Cherry to come and lend me a hand in
getting the screws out.” .

“No, don’t! I—Y shouldn’t like to trouble them. I—T'n
not on very good terms with them,” stammered ‘Temple.
“I—I'd rather you got a_omebo{v else’s  ecrewdriver,
Bunter, really, Tiere'x one in Castle's study.'

TublES4y.
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“In the drawer of the table,”” said Castle

‘“Oh, all right. I'm gomg." ‘

"“Don't say anything to Wharton, will you?”

“Why not?”

",Pecause I—I don’t want you to. If you do, the feed's

“But I don’t see—"
“ Will you po and get that screwdriver! ' roarcd Toemple.
“Yew, certainly.”
“““Then burz off. you imagel™
‘“Oh, very well
And Billy Bunter buzzed off, and at the corncr of the
passage ran into the arms of the famoue four.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
No Rescue.
BILLY BUNTER uttered an exclamation as four pairs

of hands closed upon him and seized him, and stopped
his ees with a sudden jerk. His &
jammed them on his nose again.

I say, you fellows, let gol” he exclaimed. * What are
you stopping me fort I'll tell Wharton if you don’t let me

Harry Wharton burst into a laugh.
“I'm Wharton, you Owl!"

“Oh dear, are you really? I didn't know you. You,

know, I'm wswfully short-sighted. I thought it was Bul-
strode, or that beast Cherry.”

Bob Cherry gave Billy a severe shake

“Can’t see me, either, you mole?'”

*“Oh_dear! Cherry, I b§ your pardon! When I said
‘beast,’ 1 was thiuking of Nugent.’

N#ent gave ‘the unfortunate Owl a dig in the ribs.

““You were thinking of me, were you, you young ass?"’

“Is that you, Nugent? T say, don't shake me, you know!
I wish you'd let me go; I'm in a hurry!”

“Yes, I know you are,” eaid Wharton, taking a tighter

rip on the Owl's collar. * You have just been talking to

‘emple throvgh his door, haven’t you?™

“Yes, Wharton, some rotter has ecrewed him up in bis
:Eudi? A beastly rotten trick to play on a fellow, don't you

in

*“It was us that did it, you young asa!"

**Oh, was it? Well, do you know, Wharton, I thought it
z:g'ht be, you know, because it's such a jolly clever jape,

I tho it very funny.”
aughed.

“If you don't stop rattling out fibs, Billy, I shall jam your
head against the wall!” he said severely.

*“Oh, please don't do that, Wharton—you’ll very Iikely
knock my spectacles off, and if they were to get broken—"

““Oh, dry up! You were going to let those Upper Fourth
rotters out of their study, weren't you, you young scamp?”’

“Well, they asked me to, you know, and I didn’t like to
refuse, especially as Temple offered to stand me a ripping
feed at Mrs. Mimble’s.”

‘“Well, you'll have to refuse,” said Harry Wharton. *“We
didn’t take the trouble of driving in those screws simply to
afford you the pleasant exercise of pulling them out again,”

*Oh, I don't really want to take the screws out, Wharton,
un_ddll you stand me a feed instead of Temple, I don’t
mind—

* Well, I won't stand you a feed, Billy; but if you touch
those screws, I'll stand you a thick ear,” said Wharton.
Bill‘y Bunter made a grimace.

. Of course, Wharton, I'd do n_r:jrthin% to oblige a fellow I
liko as much as I do you,” he said. * You know how I like
to please you.”

““The obligefulness of the estecmed young rotter is
terrific,”” said Hurree Singh. ‘' If we shut him up in the
study and apply the lockfulness to the door, he will be out of
the mischief. Baturn finds workfulness for idle hands, as
your English proverb so exactfully expresses it.”

“Saturn! You mean Satan!"

‘ Saturn, I think,” said tne nabob, with a shake of the
head. “ It was Saturn in the esteemed copy-book I used in
Bengal under the best native masters.”

**Ha, ha! Make it Saturn then, or Uranus, or Jupiter if
you like. Perhaps if we tie Billy to a door-handle by the
neckd it will do as well.”

“Oh, please don’t be brutal, Wharton! Now I know you
screwed those rotters up in their study, I shouldn’t think of
letting them out, of course! I'm rather sorry about that
feed, but I know you're only joking; I know you'll stand it,
all the same."

“ Perhaps. Now, instead of opening the door of Temple’s
study, you can stand on guard and see that nobody else
opens it. Mind that.”

“Certainly, Wharton.”

“My idea is,” Wharfon remarked, as the famous four
walked away and left Billy Bunter alone in the e,
“that when they find they cannot get out, they’ll try the
window; and we want to have some of the Remove out in
the close to greet them.”
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*““Ha, ha! Rather!” ] N

“The grectfulness will be terrific. The Upper Fourta
have assumed airs towards the honourable Remove, but now
the laughfulness will be a boot on the other foot.” )

The chums of the Remove left the spot. Meanwhile,
Temple & Co. were growing impatient, Temple hammered
on the door and called to Billy Bunter.

Bunter heard him calling, but did not ‘answer. It was no

ood arguing the matter with Temple, and Billy would nct
gavc ventured now to unscrew the door for the sake of o

feed of Gargantuan proportions. The word of the four wes

law in the Remove.
Hammer, hammer, hammer!
‘“‘Bunter! Bunter! Where are you?! I say, Bunter, old

chap, can’t you hear me? Where has that young scoundrel
ot to? I say, Bunter, young Buuter! Buck up, ’?Id
ellow! Oh, wait till I get'my hands on you, that's all¥"

Whereat Billy Bunter grinned. Temple was fast losing
his temper, what was left of it. The Upper Fourth fellows
in the study were growing more and more impatient. They
had their various avocations for the evening, and they did
not relish being shut up in Temple's study. Besides, they
knew what a chatterbox Billy Bunter was. If he did not let
them out, he would chatter, and bring a crowd along to sce
the screwed-up door. The actual perpetrators of the jape
might be mum, but not so Billy Bunter.

nd so it proved. The shouts from Temple’s study were

heard, and when a fellow came along the passage and saw
the grinning Bunter, he asked him what was the matter.
Anngunter explained.
“Ha, ha!’ shouted the junior, who happened fto be
Skinner, of the Remove. *‘We must fetch some of the fel-
lows to sce this!"” )

The fellows were not long in coming. In a very ehcu:t
time & dozen Removites were collected outside Temple’s
study, and they were joined by youngsters in the Third
F. The passage gradually grew more and more
crowded.

“ Bunter! I say, open this door!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner. * You can’t corpe_ouf!
You fellows ought to be in a lunatic asylum, and this is the
nearest we can get. You can't come out!”

“I'll break your neck, Skinner!”’

“Ha, ha! 1km’m got to get out first ("

“Hallo, what's all this row about?”

Carberry, of the Sixth, came along the passage. The
juniors scattered, and Cari)erry thumped at the door of the
study.

“%Vhat are you making that row for fn there? Hallo,
whet on earth 1s the matter with the door!”

“It's been screwed u(ii Carberry,” said Temple, meekly
enough, from within. He recognised the prefect’s voice,
= Wifl you tell some of those young rotters to unscrew it?

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Carberry. * Unscrew it yours
sclves!” And he walked on. .

The Removites collected round the door again. A numbcr
of fellows belonging to the Upper Fourth came along, the
nows having reached them. Temple hammered on the door.

‘“Let us out, you beasts!” .

“By Jove, they’re screwed up!” said Tunstall, of the
Upper Fourth. *““All right, Temple, old man, we 11 soon
have you out when we can get a screwdriver!” .

“Will you?’ exclaimed Bob Cherry, coming up with
Nugent. *That you won’t, not without a row, anywaey !
Line up, chaps!”

* Hurrah for the Remove!” s

The Remove lined up. In the passage there wasn’t much
room for fighting, but the Removites meant business. Thero
were a crowd of them there, too. Tunstall and his friends
looked puzzled. They were greatly outnumbered, and the
leaders of the Form were shut up on the other side of the
gcrewed door. How to maintain a hand-to-hand fight, and
at the same time draw the long screws from the hard wood
was o puzzle.

“Go for them!” shouted Temple through the keyhole.
“ Clear the brats off !"

““Oh, all right1” said Tunstall, rather doubtfully.

“ Buck up!"

“But, I say, Temple, couldn’t you chaps get out of the
window1”’

“Hang the window! Get those screws out, or I'll punch
your head presently, Tunstall!”

“Oh, all right! Go for 'em, kids!”

* Sock it to ’em!” roared Bob Chel:lr‘z.

The Remove were there in force. e Upper Fourth fel-
lows made a rush, but they could not drive the Remove
back. Harry Wharton and Hurree Singh came dashing into
the fray, and the din in the passage was terrific. The angry
voice of a master was heard on the stairs.

“ Stop that noise instantly!”

The combat ceasod.

TuliEBky.
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‘“Are they gone? shouted Temple, through the keyhole.
He had not henrd the master’s voice, and noted only the
cessation of strife.

*No, they're not!” grunted Tunatall. * Old Quelch is on
the stairs, and he says we're to shut it.”

‘* Never mind Quelch I'’

.* You wouldn’t say never mind Quelch if you were on this
eide of the door!”

“I’ll punch your head, Tunstall I’

“Oh, rats! What do you mean by getting yourself
screwed up in a study, anyway? Nice sort of a leader for a
Form you are—I don't think !"’

" Just you wait till I get out, Tunstall!” roarcd the
exasperated captwin of the Upper Fourth.

Tunstall langhed scoffingly. .

“Well, I think it will be a jolly long wait,” he roplied.
¢ Anyway, I'm not going to have vld Quelch down on me
because you're idiot enough to get locked up in a study! No
jolly fear! I'm off!"

And Tunstall suited the action to the word. The
Removites clustered round the screwed door, gave a sup-
pressed cheer. Temple inside the study was raving. .

‘It will be the window next,"” said Harry Wharton, with
a grin. ‘‘Some of you stop here and see that nobody sneaks
back and unscrews the door. We want to have a little
reception got ready for them in the close. My hat! If the
Upper Fourth aren’t the standing .joke of Greytriars after
this, I'll give 'em my head for a football!"”

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Temple Catches the Ink.

EMPLE gave up hammering at the door. In spite of
T his bold words to Tunstell, he did not intend to brave
the wrath of the Remove master. He looked at his
Form-fellows, and his Form-fellows looked at him.
They were all lcoking very wrathful, excepting Fry, who
was looking sarcastic.

“*Well, you haven't improved matters much,” Fry rc.
saul:,e'd. ““ There deesn’t seem to be any getting out at the

oor.

“You'll go out at the window if you don’t shut up!”
growled Temf)lo.

“I expect I shall go out of the window anyway, if I want
to get out at all,’”" said the provoking Fry. ‘‘The only
alternative scems to be getting up the ehimney.”

“ Which wouldn't soot us,” ventured Dabney.

The ‘feeble pun was greeted with a chilly glare from the
Upper Fourth fellows.

“If Dabncy is going to make jokes, I'm off, if I break my
neck,” said Fry. ** Who's for the window?"”

He crossed to the window and opened it. The fellows all
followed him, Temple and Dabney looking rather un-
certain.

‘1 say, we can’t get out at the window, you know,” said
Dnbnav.’ “We shall ook such beastly silly asses if we're
spotted."”

““ Not much sillier asses than we look at present,” said the
unl‘)leaaant Fry.

““Oh, shut up! I suppose we shall have to do it. It's a
long way down, though,” said Temple, peering into tho
darkness under the study window. ‘‘Shouldn’'t wonder if
we break our necks over it.”

“Well, you go first, and then it won't matter. If you
break your neck, we’ll have a try at getting up the chimney
instaui"

“It's your idea, Fry.

*Yes, it was left to mo to think of a way out of the
‘difficulty, though I don’t put on so many airs about being
leader of the Form as some people.”

““Well, as it’s your idea, you go first.”

“I don't sce it. You're the leader of the Upper Fourth—
at least, I've heard you ai:fy so, though I've never noticed
you do any leading. But if you funk it—""

““Who says I funk it?’ roared Temple.

“ Well, go first, then!"”

“Do you think I am afraid to go first?"

‘“ Oh, rats! Go first, and prove you're not

Tomple cast an extremely uncertain look into the darkness,
All was stil] and quiet under tho old trces in the close—sus-
picicusly quiot, if Temple had thought of it. But he was
thinking only of the difficultics of the matter, .

““ We shall have to have a rope of some kind,"” he said.

“Thero's one in the locker,”’ said Dabney.

““Will it bear a chap’s weight?”’ asked Castle. * No need
to run big risks, you know. There would bo a fuss if
Temple busted his neck.” .

“It's borne my weight,” said Dabney.

“Oh, that's all right, then!” said Fry.
strain of your feet—"

“Oh, dry up!” .

The rope was fished out, and unceiled, and the end
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attached securely to the leg of the table. Then the looss
rope was drop from the sill, and tho end of it was heard
to clatter on the ground.

“It's lon’q enough,” said Fry. “Now, then, Temple!
Off you go!

o re's no hurry, I suppose?’ snapped Temple.

**Oh, no—not if you want to make an all-night job of
this!"” said Fry. "I should like to get out of the study
before bedtime, but I don't make a poiat of it.”

“I'm just going, confound you!”

‘ Well, go then,’ said several voices.

Thus m_iljured, Temple rather gingerly climbed out on the
window-sill, and tcok a grip of the rope with both hands.
He let himself swing loose, and than went down the rope
hand under hand.

" You see, it's easy enough,” said Dnbne;. *Call out
when you get to the bottom, 'I‘emple. and I'll come next.
Why, what's all that?”’

The Upper Fourth fellows crammed the window, ataring
out into the gloom. The strain had gone off the hangi
rope, showing that Temple had recached the ground. mX

asp was heard, a patter of feet, and shadowy figures
oomed up in the gloom.

“ My hat! It's the Remove!"

The Remove it was. Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, and
Hurree Bingh had the unfortunate captain of the Upper
Fourth in thoir grasp almost before his feet had touchcgtha
ground. He was dragged from the rope and secured.

*Let me go!” gasped Temple. * You—you rotters—"

‘“Callar the rope, kids!”

““Good!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
together.”

Temple’s wrists were pulled together behind him, and the
end of the hanging rope was knotted round them. He was
ﬁnspmg with rage, but utterly helpless in the grip of the

emovites.

“That's right!” laughed Harry Wharton. “I say, you
chnpls. up"th-are, you can pull up that specimen of yours if
you like,

**You young rotters——"
iCome down and help me!” yelled Temple furiously.
‘ What do you mean by stlcking up there like that, you
funks, while they’re tying me up?’

‘“ We can’t come down more'n one at a time.”

** Well, come then, confound you! Why can't you come?”’

‘‘ Those Remove beasts will collar us one by one!”

RICHARDS.

“ Bring his wrists

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared tho Rainovitos, * That’s tho
cheese! Good old Dnbno'y-—ho smells a rat!”’
“Come and help me!” roared Temple. “I'll punch all

your beastly heads presently I""

Mri lloly soon shift them!” exclaimed Fry. *“ Wait a
tick ; I'll get that big bottle of ink from the cupboard, and
if that doesn't shift "om——"

He did not finish, but left the window hurriedly. Sharp
cars bolow had caught the words, and the Removites hastily
cleared back. Fry reappeared at the window. A swamp-
ing shower of ink descended into the gloo:n from the bi
bottle he held in his hands, There was a fiendish yoﬁ

beneath the window.
o “ Thougat I'd shift ’em!”

a, ha!” roared Fry.

‘“Ha, ha!” roared the Removites. *“How do you like
ink, Temple?”

* Btop it!" shrieked Temple, as the ink swam down.
“You're snothering ma! You're not emothering them;
you're smothering me, you dummy !"

By Jove, I'm sorry, Tomple; but I've shifted them,
anyway."”

o Hﬂ, ]l&, ha!

** Oh, you idiot!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“*What's 2ll this feerful row here?’ exclaimed Wingate,
ﬂl;e captain of Greyfriars, coming upon the scene. *‘ What
the—""

The Removites, cheking with laughter, vanished into the

loom. Wingate stared in amazement at the figure with tho

I?ckenod face wriggling at the end of the rope.

‘Who the—what the—how the—who is it?”
“It's mel” gasped Temple furiously and ungram:
matically.

*“You?! Who are you?®”

“Temple, of the Fourth!
Remove villains!” .

““What do you wmcan by appearin
state? ”Ycu ought to know ‘better, Temple. I'm surprised
at you.

*Do you think I could help it?”’ yelled Temple. My
door's screwed up, and I came down this way; then they
collared me and tied me up, and then that idiot Fry
swamped this ink down over me!”

* I did it to shift those youngsters.”

* You utter dummy !”

Wingate burst into a laugh.

I'll=T'll pulverise those

in the close in this
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“Well, T hear you've been down on the’ Remove cricket
_ttl;!!:;hhly," he said. I suppose ihis is their reply, isn’t
i

'We’re going to put them in their place—"

It looks more as if they’ll put you in your lace,” said
Wingate drily. * Here, let me untie you. Don’t any more
of you come down this way; it's dangerous. Temple can
get round and unscrew the door for you. And now, my
advice to you is to let the Remove alone.”

And the captain of Greyfriars walked away laughing.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Cricket Match—Captain of the Remove,

HE next day there were black looks among the Upper
Fourth fellows when they met the Remove; but for
the present they were taking Wingate’s advice, and
letting that exceedingly troublesome Form alone. The

Remove were satisfied wﬂ.ﬁ their triumph, and for the
present, too, they had no inclination for a row. This was
rather an unusual state for the Greyfriara Remove; but it
was accounted for by the fact that interest centred in the
cricket match that was to come off in the afterncon, and
which was to determine whether Bob Cherry or Harry
Wharton was to be captain of the new Remove team.

After morning school, .. J the talk in the Remove was of
the coming test match. ‘The two candidates were to captain
rivel elevens, and they were busy selecting their teams.
There were plenty of good cricketers in the Greyfriars
Remove, and it was not hard to find a twenty-two capable
of putting up a good game. In Harry's team, distin uished
by red-barred caps, Hurree Singh played, while Nugent
entered the ranks of Bob Cherry's eleven.

When the time came to pitch the stumps, the Remove
crowded down to the cricket ground, and they were sur-
prised and gratified by the gencral interest Greyfriars
appeared to take in tke matoh.

Wingate was there, to look on, with several of the Sixth
and Fifth, and the Remove, of course, was there to the last
fellow. E?.ven. little Billy Bunter had come down to blink
through his big glasses and cheer.

Temple, Dabney. & Company were there, too. They
were there to hoot and deride, but the unexpected presence
of the school captain had the effect of keeping the Upper
Fourth within bounds.

It was a glorious April afterncon, sunny and quite dry,
end ideal wecther for the grand old game. There was
n cheer from the crowd when Harry Wharton and Bob
Cherry tossed for choice of innings.* Bob Cherry looked
very fit, with his long limbs and well-set head, and his
blue-striped cap stuck on the back of his thick, curly hair.
Harry Wharton, too, was in fine form—handsome, athletic,
quiet-looking, but very determined.

Dob Cherry won the toss, and <lected to bat first. A
single-innings match had becn agfrced upon, for there was
no time for a full match to be P ayed in an afternoon. If
the Blue Caps "' stuck it out” for very lcm%i as it was, it
was probeble that Wharton’s team would have a failing
light to bat by. But, as it turned ou _Bob Cheiry's side
had s shorter innings than they had anticipated.

Harry put Hurree Jamset Ram Singh on to bowl against
Bob Cherry, who opcned the innings with Nugent. The
over %u.ve Bob Cherry seven, and he finished at the other
end of tho pitch, so that he still had the bowling. Harry
Wharton took the ball from the Indian nabob, and went on
to bowl.

*Go it, Wharton !’ came an encouraging shout.

The shout showed how much more popular Harry was
tecoming in the Remove. The affair of the previous day
had something to do with that. He had provided Grey-
friars with a standing joke in his * jape” on the leaders of
the Upper Fourth, and the Remove appreciated it keenly.

“ Qo it, Wharton !””

* Play up now, Cherry!”

Harry Wharton bowled. Bob Cherry played the ball, and
it dropped on the creaso as dead as a doornail. Again
and again he simply stopped the ball, and then at the
fourth he snicked it away through the slips for two. Bob
otill had the bowling, and he was looking very serious.
Harry's bowling was of a quality seldom met with in a
junior Form, and Bob Cherry realised it.

Down came the ball again. It looked a rather casy thing
this time, and Bob Cherry sw:l[;ed at it for a boundary; but
that boundary didn't come off. The ball curled in under
his bat in a curious way, and there was a clatter—and his
bails were on the ground.

“How's that?” roared the Remove.

And the umpire’s laconic ** Qut!” was hardly nceded.

Bob Cherry made a good-natured grimace, and carried
out his bat for a total of nine. He grinned at Harry as he
passed him.

** Well done!” heo said.

And Harry smiled back.

There was nothing like malice in Bob Cherry’s sunny
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nature, and he <howed no annoyanoce, though he had gone
in hoping to make at least twenty or twenty-five. .

Next man in stopped Harry's last ball, and then Skinner
bowled. The Blue Caps batted pretty well for a time,
totting up a fair average of runa. But when Nugent, the
best batsinan after Bob, went on, Harry took the ball again.
ITe did mot exactly like bowling against his old chum; but
there is no friendship in cricket. ﬁe went on to bowl, and
did his level best.

The first ball of the over was stopped dead on the crease,
as in Bob Cherry’s case. The second ball found a resting-
place among the ‘*timber,”” and Nugent stared dismally
down at a wrecked wicket. }

My hat!” exclaimed Wingate. *“That kid Wharton
bowls like a county crack! He will be a credit to Grey-
friars yet—though one wouldn’t have thought it when he
first came here.’

Nugent tucked away his bat under his arm and walked
away.

“ What price duck’s eEga?" calied out Bulstrode.
* Well, you ought to know,” said Nugent cheerfully.

*Yes, that is extremely trueful!” Hurree Singh
exclaimed. *“The honourable Bulstrode is o cricketful
dealer in the esteemed eggs of the duck.”

** Next man in!” .

The next man in looked out very carefully for the third
ball of Harry Wharton's over. But his care availed him
little, for the ball came down like lightning and scattered
his bails before he knew what was happening.

** My hat!” said Bob Cherry. ° Next man in P

The disconsolate batsman vacated the wicket, and Ruseell
went in. Russell's wicket joined the great majority a fow
moments later. There was a roar of delight from the
spectators.

““Well bowled!”

* The hat-trick "

* Hurrah !” .

Harry Wharton ceased bowling with that over. He did
not wish to take too much of the game for himgelf, and he
had done emough to show his quabty.

The innings petered
out for a total of forty-four runs; not at all bad, under the
circumstances.

Wingate taipped Harry Wharton on the shoulder when the

ficld came of

“Good!” he exclaimad. * KeeF that up, my boy. Wa
shall see you in the frst cleven o Greyfriars one of these
days. This is a bit better than sulking—eh?”

Harry turned red at this allusion to his early experiences
at Greyfriars.

“ Yes, rather!” he said.

The frst innings was over earlier than anyone had
expected ; o result due more to Harry Wharton’s bowling
than to anything else. If he batted as well as he had
bowled, there was not much doubt as to whom the Remova
would select as cricket captain for the season.

Hurry opencd his innings with Hurree Singh and Skinner.
Bob Cherry and Nugent, with the ball, made short work of
them, and they both retired within a few minutes of one
another with a total of nine to their credit. Then Trevor
wae bowled for two by Bulstrode, and Hazeldene's wicket
waa the next to fall, for one.

Four down for twelve was the figure when Harry Wharton
went on to bat, with Santley at the other end.

There was o general movement of interest now. Most of
the spectators predent had sean Harry Wharton bat before,
but practicc was very different from a test match upon
which a cricket captaincy depended.

How he would shape at the wicket on this occasion was
an interesting problem, and all the Greyfriars' fellows pre-
scnt were interested.

He scon showod that, whatever his failings might be, a
want of nerve was nou one of them. He faced Bob Cherry’s
bowling with perfect coolness, and thouﬁln'l the first over
proved a maiden, it showed that Wharton knew how to keep
his end up.

Santley’s wicket fell to Nugent's bowling, and then Bob
Cherry bowled to Harry Wharton again. And now Harry
let himself glo It did not matter what kind of ball Bob
sont down, they all seemed the same to the batsman. Fast
and slow, lob and yorker, he hit them all over the field.

The blue caps had enough leather-hunting during that
single over to last them a considerable time, and at t end
of it Harry Wharton, with seventeen runs to hia credit,
still had the bowling, tnd looked as fresh as a daisy.

i Bg Jove!” said Wingatc.

And the Remove were cheering. And even Dabney,
Temple, & Co. could not quite forbear a checer to the
eplendid batting of their rival.

And Harry was still batting well. His side were seven
down for 40, and he was still going strong. Another wicket

Wharton and his Chums,
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down, and & new man in. But now Harry had the bowling
again, and he ‘Yroceeded to make hay of it.

A three, and then another wicket down.
for 43!

Last man in, and two runs wanted to win! Harry was
batting again. Down came the ball from Bob Cherry, as
dangerous a one as he could make it.

Harry Wharton stepped out to it and swiped,

The merry click of bat and ball was followed by the flight
of the leathor—away, away, where the cye strained in vain
to follow it.

There was a roar. It was a boundary, and the game was
won—well won, and Harry Wharton not out!

“Well hit!”

‘" Hurrah "

The level green swarmed with fellows. Harry Wharton
tvas rushed off the field in the midst of an excited crowd.
Wingate slapped him on the back, and the Remove cheered
him to the echo. It was the hour of triumph for Harry
Wharton. Once the ‘‘ outsider,’” the most unpopular fellow
in the Form, now how changed—acknowledged on all sides
the hero of the Remove !

Bob Cherry was the first to shake hands with him.
~“You've won, old fellow!” he remarked, as they went
in to change out of their flannels at last. “It was a com-
slete do, and I don’t complain. You're far and away the

etter cricketer of tho two.”

*Oh, rot!" said Harry.

“I mean it; you're captain.”

“The Form will have to dccide that.”

* Oh, they won't take long about that!" said Bob Cherry,
Isughing.

And Bob Cherry was right. At the meeting in the
Remove-room after the match, every membor of the Lower
Fourth Cricket Club turned up, and there was no doubt
whatever as to what the general verdict would be.

Harry Wharton’s name was on every lip. Tho splendid
guality of his cricket had banished the last vestige of the
old prejudice against him.

Skinner stood up and proposed Harry Wharton in the
midst of ringing cheers. His voice was hardly heard for
the cheering, and when he called for a show of hands,
almost every right hand in the room went up.

Then Nugent called for a show of hands for Bob Cherry.
The number that went up was so few that Bob's backers
did not trouble to ask for a count to be made. The majority
for Harry Wharton was overwhelming.

Skinuer jumped up again.

*Wharton has it!” he shouted.

*“1llear, hear!"

Another Tale of H
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. And anybody who nas mnything to say against it, let
him now shut up, and for ever hold his peaoe,” concluded
Skinner, rather vaguely.

‘“ Hear, hear!"

‘“ Hurrah "

Harry Wharton was looking rather red. He was elected
captain almost unanimously, but it was his chum who had
been left out.

“1 say, chaps—""

‘ Speech—speech !’

‘ Silence for the captain!”

““I say, I'm awfully pleased and honoured—"*

“ Heur, hear!”

“ But upon second thoughts—"'

‘‘ Hallo 1"

““As & matter of fact,” went on Harry, “I'd rather Bob
Cherrﬂ were elected captain—he'll make a better one than

I shall; and besides—
“ Rats!”
“I tell you I'd rather; Bob Cherry is the man!"
“Leave. it to Cherry!" exclaimed Skinner. '* Now, then,

Cherry-ripe, what have you got to say?
Wharton's offer?”’

**No,"” exclaimed Bob Cherry v..:phatically, “I don’t!"

“ But—"" began Hurr{.

*'Nuff said, old chap! I know what you mean, and T
appreciate it, but you're the man for Remove captain, and
‘i]f we had an election over again I'd vote for you. That's

at.

Loud cheers.

““My hat!” exclaimed Nugent. “What do you say now,
kids—is Wharton such a bad fellow, after ail? Why, his
beastly temper is gotting almost as sugary as Billy's.”

‘“Oh, I say, Nugent I’ said Billy Bunter.

Harry Wharton laughed. He was growing accustomed to
plain speaking in the Greyfriars Remove.

‘“ Have you made up your mind, Bob?”’

““Yes, I have,” said Bob Cherry; ‘‘ that settles it. You're
captain. Three cheers for the cricket captain of the
Remove!”

*“ Hip-hip-hurrah I'”

The cheors were given with a will, till the Romove-room
rang again. And as Hurree Singh said afterwards, the
cheerfulness was terrific.

THE END.

(Another fong, complete school tale of Harry
Wharton and his ‘chums next Tuesday, entitliod
“Billly's Boom.” Please order your copy of “The
Magnet' Library In advance., Price 7d.)
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THIS FIRST.

Frank Dennis and Bob Lomax, two City clerks, are thrown
ont of employment. Having mo prespects they decide to
make the detective business their profession, and assume
the name of “ Maxenuis,™

GLANCE OVER

Grip, their dog, in & strange manner is instrumental in
getting their first client—a Mrs. Brewer—who {s continually
receiving threatening picture post-cards from Leigh-on-Sea,
from a man evidently aware that his victim is coming
inta a legacy. Lomax visits Leigh, and pursues his Inves-
tigations among the regular senders of picture post-cards
in the district. Meanwhile, Dennis, with intcnt to learn
more about Mrs. Brewer, calls at the house of a neighour
of hers, a Mrs. Biddlccombe, and, asking for Mrs. Brewer,
is told that she lives next door,

Dennis Enjoys a Gossip.
adam, you might be aware if your friend—
of yours, didn't you?—is at
home or not?” said Dennis.

*Which she ain’t,” Mrs. Biddlecombe said miserably.
She's out; she always is out just about now.”

““Oh, that's inconvenient!" Dennis looked disturbed.
“ Byt perhaps she’ll be home soon. Do you think so?"”

“There ain't no telling!”® Mrs. Biddlecombe opened the
door » few inches wider, so that her visitor could see the
whole of her shaking head. ‘‘There’s no one knows when-
ever she'll get back once she's out!”

* How's that?” inquired Dennis, who betrayed no sign of
gnitnghalway.

A world of meaning was thrown into Mra. Biddlecombe’s
exclamation. Like Lord Burleigh’s celebrated nod, that
** Ah !’ spoke of far more than might be told in mere words.

* You mean—""

Mrs. Biddlecombe nodded her head.

There was silence for a few seconds, and then Dennis made

& movement.

“That's very awkward, you know,” he eaid testily, I
must see Mrs. Brewer, um{ the sooner the better, for my
business is conocerning some money that has been left to her,
and, as you know——"

A flash of interest came into Mrs. Biddlecombe's tired
eyes,

- What—more money?’ she exclaimed. * Well, if some
people— But there, it's said as moncy's the root o all
evil, and I'm quite sure that money don't alweys do folks
no good; just the reverse sometimes.”’

* Quite right, madam; very truc,” Dennfs agrecd. *‘But
~—Mrs. Brewer—'"'

*Would you like to come inside "ere and wait?’ Mrs.
Biddlecombe interrupted suddenly. *“As I was eaying, Mrs,
Brewar ain’t always to be depended on, an' there’s no telling
when she’ll be home. An’ it seems a shame as you should
ha’ve to go back again after coming all this way to see 'er;
an seoodness only knows how long you'd have to wait, Come
ingide, sir, an’ welcome, if you don't mind! I’'m a partic'lar
friend o’ Mrs. Brewer, an’ I'm sure she’d think as I'd acted
very unneighbourly an’ unfriendly if I didn’t ask you in
to stop a bit until she comes back.”

She opened the door quite widely, and Deunnis, protesting
that he really didn't like to so take ndvantage of the lady’s
kindness, and only did so with the greatest reluctance, J}d
step inside, and was shown into the front room of the

dwelling.

He fullﬁ appreciated the fact that the sudden kindness
of Mrs. Brewer's friend and neighbour was due to the
curiosity aroused by his artful hint of the money left; he
well knew that she was desirous of learning more about it,
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being evidently one of thoee persons who take a dcal of
interest in the business of other ple, and by asking him
into hcr house she hoped to have her curiosity gratified.

8o Mrs. Brewer havo come into more money,” she ob-
served, sitting down and folding her arms. Well, I'm
gure I'm glad to hear of it, mot but what it <on’t seem
hardly fair, as eomo people should have all of it an’ othc-s
hardly nothink. But then that’s what the Seripture says, =0
it don’t do for us to go against it. Is it a great deal, sir?”’

“ Not go very much, madam.”

«ART Still it's somethink. Well, all I can say is that
I bopes ae how it'll do her more good nor what the other
lot did her. Money means worries an’ troubles along of ir,
and, poor soul, she’ve found out the truth of that!”

““Your friend has already had a legacy?!" queried Denuis,
more than half ashamed of himself for the deception he was
practising.

* Yes: but like most other things, it ain’t turned out quite
all that she expected,” Mrs. Biddlecombe replied, with a
return to her lugnbriousness. ** Ahl Well, one can't never
tell whether anythink’s going to turn out a blessing or the
reverse, though it's nearly always the reverse. She've got
the money, but she’ve got troubles along of it."”

“ How 1s that?”’

““ Why, there’s the bitter mixed along o' the sweet, tlie
rough with the smooth; not but what it ain't anythink bus
{«:5 for folks that it should be so, but it ain’t all honey
I've told her again and again; anud
I'd rather be without the money if it
it's brought her.”

iddlecombe? Nothin
cel sorry for the arnnfl

or the poor soul, as
if it was me I’'m sure
was to bring me all that

** And what may that be, Mrs.
serious, I hope, or I shall begin to
I've come upon.” .

“Well, that all depends upon what you'd call gerious,’”
answered Mrs. Biddlecombe, who was beginning to enjoy
herself. * But it's wearing her away to a very shadder, as
I tell her lots of times, an’ no wonder,- for folks can't he
happy and peaceful if they don’t know one minute from
another but what they're going to be murdered in their
beds as you may eay.”

 And is that what Mrs. Brewer fears?”

“It’s what anyone’d fear, young man, if they was to geb
posteards overy other day almost threatening to cut them in
bits. I ain’t strong-nerved myself, the which is why I says
es 1 do scores an’ scores of times that I'm glad it’s Mrs,
Brewer, poor soul, as has got the money, an’ not me!”

* Dear, dear!"” Dennis murmured sympathetically. * And
who is it that sends theee postcards, madam®™
““That’s what no one don’t know, though it’s my belief as
it’s them Bocialista and Anarchiste that you hear so much
about nowadays, killing kings and queens and euchlike.
They’vo "eard as she’s got money an’ they’re wanting to get
it or kill her, perhaps both. I'm sure I don’t know, noc
does she, poor soul ; though we've talked it over hundreds
of times]’

““But if she goes about in fear of her life why doesn’t she
go to the police?” 3

* Ah1” Mrs. Biddlecombe said oracularly. * Why nct!
That's what I've said ; but she won’t do it. I would, 1 know

; But no, there she’ll sit an’ think, an’ ery an’
brood, an' all the time there’s these cards a-coming, until
3bed_d’¢’m’t. know whether she’s standing on her feet or her
ead !

* Parhaps ehe has enemies,” Dennis suggested.

“P'r’aps so; we all have,” his hostess said, in a voice of
dismal resiglution; “aven the best of us ain’t frec from
‘em. But she oughtn’t to have. As good a soul as you'd
find in vour life—not but what she ain’t got a temper, eame
as all of us, when she’s put out. But so far as I know, and
I’ve known her nigh on thirty year, off an' on, ro one ain't

TulE&Tv.
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any call to be her enemy. But it's all along o' the money,
as I tell you, young man ; it’s ruined her life, an’ now there's
mora come along to add to it,”

Mrs, Biddlecombe was now fairly wound up, and, helped
by judicious questions from Dennis, whose vanished anxiety
concerning Mrs. Brewer’s rcturn, the gcod lady did not
ssem to notice, she told all that she knew ooncerning her
unhuppy friend, and probably a bit more; for nothing, next

to one’s own misefortunes, is #o interesting as the recital of-

another’s woes, and under such circumstances it is cdd
indeed if fancy does not get a little play.

Dennis’s brilliant idea had indeed becn an inspiration;
for information concérning Mrs. Brewer he could not have
come to a better or more well-furnished source. He learned
that ** Maxennis’s " client was the widow of a coffee-house
keeper, who had been so unfortunate as to die six months
after the marringe. Before that she had been cook at a
grwnte school, where, Mrs. Biddlecombe did not know. Her

usband had been prosperous in his business, and had left
her a tidy sum of money, until the inheritance of which she
had been a comfortable, contented woman, but which had
become the source of misfortune.

A good woman was Mrs. Brewer, a perfect lady, and one
—this was a prominent virtue in the eyes of Mrs. Biddle-
combe—who had no sympathy with the teetotal movement.
And this was just as well, for since the coming of the post-
cards her nerves had suffered to an alarming extent, and, us
was well known, there was nothing to stcady the nerves like
““the leastest drop o’ good brandy.”

A couple of hours slipped by with extraordinary rapidity,
and Mrs. Biddlecombe, having finished dealing with the
troubles of her neighbours, began on her own, wﬁich Dennis
nccopted as a hint that he might depart. Thanking his
hostess for her kindncs:, he left the house, stating his in-
tention of calling to see Mrs. Brewer another time.

In addition to the facts concerning Mrs. Brewar personally,
Frank had discovered that his client was owner as well as
occupier of the adjoining house; and, it being larger than
she had any need to use, she had taken a lodger, a young
man of four or five-and-twenty vears of uge, who, havin
adopted pugilism as a means of livt!ihcod, had done so well
in his profcssion that he was looked upon as the ton-stone
champion of the Surrey side of London. This notable person
went by the name of Sleeping Sandy, his baptismal appalia-
tion being Alexander McDonald, the addition in no way
denoting his slumberous nature, but being a delicata
reference to his oft-demonstrated ability to put his oppo-
nents—in the ring or cut of it—to sleep. This information
Mrs. Biddlecombe had been able to give because of the
friendship existing between her husband and the boxer hiin-
pelf. McDonald, she added, was a quiet, steady ycung
fellow, who seldom got up until middle-day, and was much
liked by Mrs. Brewer and the elderly woman who lived
with her because of the protection which his pressnce in the
house afforded.

Dennis came: away feeling that although ke had heard a
great deal he had:learnad very little. orgemng that his
mission was to gain knowledge of Mrs. Brewer, he was
disappointed that he had

Another Tale of H Wharton and his Chums,
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awakened to the fact that he had entirely forgotten Grip.
who, while his master had been conversing with Mrs
Biddlecombe, had been sitting contentedly on the doorstep.
When Dennis had come out ﬁe had never given a thought
to the fox-terrier.

At a quick pace ho retracod his steps along the street., As
he neared Mrs: Brewer’s residence he cuugﬁt sight of Grip
atnndini about six fcet away from a short, stockily-built
man, who was contemplating the animal with some amuse-
ment on his heavy, clean-shaven features.

“By Jove! Why that is McDonald!” Dennis exclaimed,
as his eyes took in the man who was stamped with the hall-
mark of the professional boxing-man.

It was a jump at a conclusion, but it was a correct one.
The man wes Sleeping S8andy, and, as Orip made a short
rush at his legs, he ranised his foot and kicked at the dog.
Grip accepted the challenge, and the next instant his teet
were in McDonald's trousers.

There was a shout, an oath, McDonald’s hands came out
of his pockets, dragging an oblong piece of paper with
them, and Grip, scenting trouble, loosed his  hold, and,
snatching up the paper, bolted towards his master, of whom
he had caught sight.

Dennis, not wanting trouble with sc formidable an
antagonist as McDonald, turned on his heel and walked
back. At a short distance he stopped, called the terrier to
him, and commanded him to drop the slip of paper in his
tecth. Grip obeved, Dennis picked it up, and, secing that
it was a picture postcard, uttered an exclamation of
astonishment. Then he hurried out of the street, and went
a‘:ﬁfut as his legs could take him to the nearest telegraph
office.

Dennis had not examined Mrs. Brewer's batch of cards
for nothing. His sharp cyes had noticed that each borc a
mark distinguishable amid the blaze of colouring. That
mark, an A inside a ring, was also on the card Grip had
picked up!

HAR

s

Alexander McDonald.

_Bob Lomax took the first available train to London after
the receipt of the telegram, and went straight to the offices
of the firm in the court off Fleet Streot. There he was met
by Dennis, who jumped to his fect directly he heard the door
open and went towards him.

“(}Vell, what is it, Frank?"’ were the Yorkshireman’s first
words.

* This.” And Dennis pointed to a postcard lying on his
desk beside a large magnifying-glass.

Lomax picked up the oolourog slip

‘* Same as the others—same scries,’’
this is queer.”

“It is.”

‘* Hasn’t been posted.”

“ N0 ”

and examined it.
he snid quictly. ‘* But

“Writing’s thke same as on all the others,”” Lomax went
on, after a further scrutiny. *“ How did you get hold of
it?"" he asked, as Dennis made no reply to his assertion,

“Grip found it.”

“Grip! Whore!”

been able to discover no-
thing bearing upon the
matter of the postcards.
He wondered if anything
useful would result [rom in-
terviewing Mr. McDonald,
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““In the street where Mra.
Brewer lives; just outside

her door, in fact.”
. ;‘ H'm! Someone drop
it

For answer Dennis re-
lated what he had been do-

and regretted not having
inquir: where that re-
doubtable ersonage was

The Editor, ** MAGNET * Library, 2, Car-
malite House, Carmelite Strest, L

ing; his conversation with
Mrs Biddlecombe, and tho

undon, d
rencontre with McDonald

will be glad Lo bear from you.

likely to be found.

Acting on the spur of the
moment, he stepped into a
small sweetstuff and news-
paper-shop and purchased
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Billy Bunter, the chap who is always

the pugilist.

“How c¢n earth did I:»
get hold of it? What, iu
the name of Fate, has he
got to do with it?” mused

BOOM! "

Fite? Perhaps  Steeping waiting for * that postal order to turn SOmiRk: IABINE the :?‘1‘{-‘,'-
Sandy was professionally up,” distingulshes himseif In the physical uddrmsedm ;c;l t(‘):;rm(r:rl';er::;
:'lrc!a%::ag::ierthal::ig?llrgh;(;mt:’il: culture line. I;:“:l et.he“ others, but it
an advertisement of the fact In fact, like a good many of us, Billy hasn’t been through the

if so. But though he
looked down the announce-
ments of forthcoming box-
ing events, he could not sce
McDonald’s name. X

Paper in hand, Dennis
stood on the pavement lost
in thought; he was wonder-
ing what to do. Suddenly
he was aroused from his
brown study by the sudden
barking of a dog, and he
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wants to be a strong man.
Does he succeed ? See next Tuesday's
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post, and it isn’t stamped.
This is an eye-opener.’

“It is,” his partner
assented briefly. .

“Well, I reckon it wa:
worth fetching me up for,
went on Lomax; “ thoug}:
what to make of it I don't
know."

(Another long instalinent next
week. Please order your copy of
the “‘Magnet” in advanee.)
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