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THE FIEST CHAPTER.
War!

HE Bounder of Gresiriars lounged
l into Harry Wharton’s study in
the Remeve passage.

Harry Wharton & Co. were
thore, finishing tea, and engaged in dis-
cussion upon the important subject of
cricket,

The 8t. Jin’s match was due in a day
or two, and it was an affair of the first
importance—from the paint of view of
the Greyiviars Remove, at least.

And the fact that Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Groyfriacs, was no longer a
member of the eleven, gave Wharton a
goad deal of feod for thought. Vernon-
Bmith’s place had to be filled; and
though there were plenty of good ve
serves to draw upon, there was none
equal to the Bounder's form when he
was at his best, And to beat 8t Jim's
Grll.‘. friara needed their best men in the
field.

The DBounder's entrance
the discussion,

The five junicrs tyrned rather grim
looks upon him. Tt was not long since
the Bounder had been very welcome in
that study; but that time was past.

“Well ¥ rapped out Wharton.

“ Discussing  the 8t. Jim’s match?"
asked the Bounder.

“Yes,” esaid Wharton shartly.

“1 suppose you'll want me on Wed-
nesday 1

Vernon-8mith made that remark in a
casual mannce. It was received with a
stare by Harry Wharton. Bob Cherry
grinned, and  Johnny Bull grunted.
Frank Nugent looked uncomfortable,
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh fixed his
dusky eyes upon the Dounder with a
YETY ourious expicssion,

“Well?”  anid  Vernon-Smith plea-
santlv.  “¥You don’t secm to be 1n a
hurry to answer, Wharton.”

“No necd for me to arswer, that I
know cf,” said Harry., *You know you
won't be wanted on Wednesday.”

“ Why not?”

* Fou want me to

interrupted

gao into all

“May as well give your reasons, vou
know,” remarked the Bounder, * The
fellows will wart to know why you're
leaving out the best bat in the Lower
S-.‘hoa%”

“Oh, you're not the best bat, if you
come to that,” taid Harry., “You're a
ielly good one, when you chocse, that's
all.  There's no need to jaw about if,
SBmithy ; you're not plaving, and that's
the long and the short of it1”

“You don’t care te give gour
reasong i
“Ull give them fast encugh if vou

want to hear them,” said Tlarry, redden-
g, “I played you in the Remeve
Eleven heeause you were a good man,
and could be relied on. You'd imder-
taken to give up plaging the giddy ox,

_smile,

and T thenght you were decent. You've
taken up your rotten old game again,
and half the time you're not fit to hald
a bat. If you choose to ask for the sacl,
that’s not my birney; but it is my busi-
ness to see that fellows who play for the
Remove can be relied on. 8o you go
out ™

“No other reazons?”

“Well, yes. You tricked Rake and
Ogzilvy and Bob Cherry into miasing the
last match, and it was too dirty a trick
to be looked over. That was the finish.”

* Hear, hear I” said Bob Cherry.

“The hear-hearfulness is terrific,”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“There iz the deor, my estecmed
Bmithy."”

Vernon-Smith did not heed.

“I helped you heat St Jude's,
Wharton,” he said.
“No good talking!” said Iarry.

“You knew what to cxpect when you
played that rotten trick. As for what
the fellows will think, they’d be on the
war-path if I played you after what
you've done™

“To cut it shart, 'm out of the Re-
move FEleven for good?” asked the
Bounder ealmly,

“Bo long as I'm captain, anyway.”

“That mightn’t be eo long as you
think,” suggested the Bounder.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“Youw're talking out of your
Smithy,” eaid Bob Cherry.
along, and be a good hoy!”

“I've got something more to say,”
said the DBounder, with an unpleasant
“About my playing the giddy
ox, as you eall it, that’s not your bizney,
I choose to please myself, and I don't
allow anybedy to dictate to me. But
I'm not going to give up ericket for the
season.  That'e asking teo much!”

“We were talking when you came in.
Bmithy,” remarked Johnny Bull, in the
way of a very plamn hint.

“1 suggest, Wharton, that you duop
the father-confessor bizney, and nund
your own business generally, and leave

hat,

“Run

me  my place in  the eleven,” said

the Bounder, *How does that strike
oAy

you ?

“I've nothing more to say.”

“Well, I have. I'm 1ot going to be
dropped out of the Remove BEleven! I'm
going to play in the 86 Jim’s mateh 17

Wharton burst into a laugh, thoungh
there was little encugh merriment in it.

“I don't guite eee how you'll fix it,”
he said. “You're certainly not coming
over to 3t Jim's with the team.”

“Welve been friends, in a way, for
some time,” said Vernon-Smith. i
I've taken vp again some things T'd
dropped, it was duc te Quelchy, He
never left off suspecting me when I was
as straight as a string, and he found me
giilty when T was nothing of the kind.
It T'm going fo have the name, T may
as well have the game., That's how I

i
‘:‘\;?:

look at it. No, don't trouble to pitch
me g sermon.  'm fed-up on that. Any-
way, 1 was getting bored to extinetion.
and perhaps I was glad of an excuse for
chucking — up.” He c:hrugged his
shoulders.  “But I don't choose to give
up ericket. I don’t chocse to slink ints
the background. And if you're against
me, Wharton, I'm against you, and I
promige to give you a hot fime in the
Remove |

“Yon can do as you like.”

“And firsk and foremost, T'm going to
play in the 8t. Jim's match, whether
you like it or not, and you can put that
ik your pipe and smoke it!” said the
Bounder, with coal defiance.

Johnny Bull roae to his feet.

“It’s your study, Wharton,” he said.
“Shall T pitch him out?”

“Thanks, T ean walk out,” said the
Bounder. “I've said my say, 1 meuan
business. You ought to know me well
l':H?_L,,lgh by this time to know that, Ta
1

And the Bounder strolled cut, with
his hands in his pockets,

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

Baob Cherry laughed.

“Poor old Bmithy can’t part with his
gas,” Bob remarked. “T wish he hadn't
come a mucker like this, He's a good
chap, in his own way.”

“Quelchy was unjust to him, though
he never intended it,”  said Nugent,
“He was gated on suspicion, and he
hadun't done anything, He’s made up
for that since, certainly.”

Wharton compressed his lips.

“If ‘he chooses to give up his ratten
games, and keep straight, I'm willing
to let bygones be bygones.” he said,
“But smoky blackguards are not wanted
in the Remove Eleven. Why, if T agreed
to play him on Wednesday, he might
have one of his breaks on Tiesday night,
and crock up on the match day. A
pretty prospect for us, against a team
like Merry's. 1t's not good enough!?

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
An Unexpeeted Ally!

6t HEEKY young eads!” growled
C Cecil Reginald Temple of the
Fourth Farm.
YOh,  rather!”  remarkes
Labney,

And  there's
grunted ey,

Temple & Co. locked irvitated, and felt
g0. They were having tea in  Ceeil
Reginald’s study in the Fourth. And
the talk had turned upon the Wednes
day’s fixture between the Greyfriars
Remove and Tom Merry's St Jim's
team.

Ceeil  Reginald was  wrathy. He
always was wrathy when he thonght or
apoke on that subject:

For Ceeil Reginald was captain of ihe
Fourth; and the Upper Fourth was a

no  stopping  them !”
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#her Form than -the Remove. Hence
Cecil Reginald ought to have been a
much greater and more important per-
somage than Harry Wharton.
But he wasn't!
& Co.

Temple, Dabuey maintained

eod proclaimed that their eleven was the |

seal genuine Junior Fleven of Grey-
SSars; all others were spuorious imita-
Sons, so to speak. But although Cectl
Heginald had a masterly eye to the cut
¢ & pair of trousers or the et of a neck-
S, it was admitted by hLis best frienda
#hat what he didn't know about cricket
woald have filled a library.

Cecil Reginald was skipper of the
Junior Eleven, in which he played
Fourth-Formers and Shell fellows. When
they played the Remove they walked
sm to the field with the airs of aseured
cemquerors. But nearly every time they
cume  off  licked—sometimes by en
Emnings.

The Remoaova could beat the S8hell, and

Sad even given a IMifth Form team a |

Sard tussle, Indeed, some cheerful epirits
smong the Removites had announced
that they would take on the Sixth with-
et the slighteat hesitation.

It was rumoured in the Remave pas-
saze that Wingatee the captain of Grey
friars, wouldn't pi:a_v the Remeove with
First Fleven becavse of lurking
doubts as to the result.

Be that as it might, certainly the Re-
move crickefers were mighty men of
their hands, Though not officially the
chool Hecond Eleven, they booked fix-
3 up and down and round abont, and
played home matches and away matches,
sad altogether put Temple into the
saade, and set his aristocratic nose quise
eat of joint.

Temple's view was that they wera
cheeky fags; but Temple's view did not
seem to worry the Remove at all. They
went cheerily on their way, just aa if
Ceci! Reginald Temple had been a per-
=on of no importance whatever,

“It's sickenin’ % said Temple, stitr-
ring the saccharin in his tea. Temple,
who had heaps of money, could afford
that expensive enbstitute for sugar.
“People take them for the Greyfriais
Second, you know, and they'reo nothin’
of tho sort. 1 explained that to Merry
cnce, when he was over here to play
them. I took the trouble to point out
taat they were only checky fags—a Form
toam of faps!  He only grinned, for
some reason.’

“People do grin wheon you explain
vour views to them, Temple,” agreed
Fry, in a reflective aort of way.

Temple gave him a rather suspicious
look, and went on hastily @

“I've said a lot of times that we ought
to put our feet down, and eet these im-
pertinent young beggars in their place "

“You have!” suid Fry feelingly,
“Lots of times! Heaps of timea!
Hundreds of timea!"

“Look here, Fro——

“ ALl gerene, old chap! Only agresing
with you!” i 1

“But what's te be done?” said Temple,

G

“If you're goin® to be funny, Fry, you
babb'in" nss i

“Not at all, dear boy! But the fac!
5, we shall have to let the Remove rip,
beecause wo can’t elop them,” yawned
Fry. * What about pettin’ some battin'
now? It's still light enough. If you've
dona talkin’, of conrar,”

“1 even told Merry that if he liked
we'd take vp the fixture,” said Temple.
“1lo made some sort of excuse,”

Fry suppressed o grin,

“The fixture really helonge to us,” snid
Temple vwarmly, “ Merry's team is the
Junier Eleven of St Jim's, and we're the
Junior Eleven of Greyfriars, The Rao-
move are only a Form team.”

tho
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One Penny.

“ Hear, hear!"™

“Well,
anap
the s

Vernon-S3mith of the Remove came 1n,
and closed the daor after him,

Temple gave him a rather sour look.

Smithy had been a prominent member
of the Remove Eleven, and had helped
materially in bestowing several lickings
upon the Upper Fourth. And he had
frequently been extremely sarcastic at
tho expense of Temple & Co. Smithy
had a bitter tongue sometimes, and it
had not spared Cecil Reginald.

Thera were some things about Smithy
at this moment that offended the
fagtidious taste of Ceeil Reginald.

His waoisteoat was decidedly naticeable,
and his tie was not quict in its design,
since he had given up the path of reform
thhe Bounder had drépped into many of
his old lond ways.

He grvinned as he caught Temple's
lofty look, and nodded cheerfully.

“I don’t remember invitin® you here,"
said Cecil Reginald distantly.

“Thanks, I found myself quite able
to come without,” said Vernon-S8mith
casily., “You see, the fact is, I've come
round to your point of view en a certain
ﬁ'.:hjc.{:i.,“ ‘emple, and I've como to tell
Yol 50,

“What the. dickens are you drivin'

PEn

_then—  Oh, come in!”
Temple, as there came g top at

ok

“Tho Remove are playing St. Jim's
on Wednesday."

1 know that.”

“You've often said that it ought to be
vour fixture.”

“Bo it ought,”

“1 quite agree with you,” sa2id the
Boundar.

Temple, Dabney, and Fry stared at
him. They wounld a2 soon have expected
Harry Wharton himself to make that
adrission as the Bounder.

“You—yon agree!” said Temple,

" Tixactly.”

“ Look hore, what are you drivin’ at?”
asked Temple suspiciously, “If you're
trying to pull my leg—"

“Nob at all. I've got a propesition to
make,” explained the Bounder, “The
Remove have bagged a fixture which pro-
perly belongs to you as the Second

Kr., Lazawus gave Yernon-smith a gracious smile. (Sce Chapter 6.)

L
Eloven of Grepivisra,  That's ao, isn'k
it
“Yes, that's ao, right enough.”
*Well, why not bag it from them? I'l]

help.”

“We tried that once before,” said Fry
doubtfully. *“Temple worked it; but 1t
didn’t come oft.”

“ Boecause Temple worked it, you see,”
said Vernon-Smith,

“Why, you checky ass—-"
Temple warmly.

“Shush! I'm ready to go Co. with
you, if you like, and bag the fixture from
the Remove,” said the Bounder. “I1f
you fellowa choose to back me up, it
can be worked.”

“ Against vour own Form?”

“They've turned me oub the
eleveh,” said the Dounder coolly. “I'm
up against the top-dogs in the Hemove.”

“0h, I socl”

“My idea is to dish the Remove, and
bag the 8f. Jim's match,” said Vernon-
Smith. “TIt can be worked if you follow
my lead.”

“I'm not likely to [ollow the lead of a
Remove fag!” said Cecil Reginald, with
great loftiness,

“Oh, draw it mild, Temple!" eaid
Fry at once. *“If we can dish the Re-
move over that mateh it would be a
rogular  corker!  Let's lear whak
Smithy's got to say.”

Temple aniffed. As a rule, his loftiness
passed unquegtioned in the Feurth orm.
But Dabney and Fry were evidently keen
on the possible chance of dishing tha
Remove. Cecill Rerinald’s swank waas
not to ba allowed to interfers with thas
most desirable consnmmation.

In many little contests between tho
TFourth and the Remove the Boundor's
lkeen, cool samacity and determination
had come into prominence; and Temple'a
chums realised that he might prove a
valuable ally,

As for his action in backing them 19
against his own Form, they had their ow i
opinion about that, which pelitences pro-
vented them from stating. That was
Smithy's business, not theirs.

“(Go ahead, Smithy!” said Fry, quitg
cordially.

“Look here!” aaid Temple, *% the

Tue Maoser Lisrapy.—i¥o. 423,

bezan

of
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idea to play the 8t. Jim’s match and
leave the Remove Eleven an the shelf?”

“That's it!” s#aid Vernon-Smith, with
a nod.

“Ygu think it can be donef"”

“1 kneow it can.”

“Good, then! But if the Fourth Form
Lleven playe St. Jim’s, you've got to
remember that I'm capfain of my own
team,” eaid Temple. “TI'll give you a
place in the eleven, of course.”

The Bounder smiled.

“You'd do better to give me the
captaincy,” he said. “1I could pull the
team together, and very likely make a
win of it: Still, I'm not askmglfor
that. So long ae I play for Greyiriars,
the team can be captained by Tubb of
the Third for all I care!"

“That's settled then!” 1

Dabney and Fry did not lock quite
satigfied. They liked Temple as a chum,
and they admired his taste in waistcoats
and neckties. But they knew his short-
comings as a cricket captain were mani-
fold.

However, it was net quite the game to
vske Clecil Reginald to %a]!, like Lucifer,
“on of the Morning, from his high
cstate, so they let that pass. But they
knew well encugh that if” they wanted to
beat St. Jim'a in the etolen match the
Rounder was the skipper who might have
Iad them to victory. o

Temple read the thought in their minds
casily enough, though they did not utter
it, and he looked somewhat sour.

«1 don't say it's not a good idea,” he
gaid. “ But, before we go into details, 1
think it's only decent to give the Re-
move a chance. If they choose to de the
right thing, I'd prefer that to dishing
tliem over the match.”

“You mean, if they take a back seat
and follow your lead?’ asked the
Bounder.

“Yes. I think I onght to give them a
chance.”

“They've been given chances enough,”
said Fry. “If you jaw to them now it
will only put them on their guard.”

“1 think it’s only playing the game,”
said Temple obstinately., *Of course, I
eha'n’t tell them that we intend to bag
their match.”

Vernon-Smith grinned,

“Then I'll come and see you again,
after Wharton's elung you out of his
ctudy,” he remarked.

“¥ou cheeky fag !" roared Temple.

The Bounder laughed, and left the
ttudy. He knew that Temple’s advances
to the Remove would only execite merri-
ment among those cheery juniors, Ceeil
Reginald locked sourly at his study-
mates.

“1 euppose you fellows
me?” he said,

“QOh, yes. Any cld thing !" said Fry
1'e-¢=.igrxedi?}'.

“1f you think the Fourth Form could
play a match with a Remove fag as
ekipper, Fry, you'd better ¢ay so!”

“Let's go and see Wharton,”
Frj’{ diplomatically.

nd the chums of the Fourth went to
sce Wharton,

agree with

eaid

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Eunter’s Latest !
g SAY, vou fellows ™
I Billy Bunter rolled into the
Common-room, and headed for
the Famous Five, who were chat-
tirg by the cpen window. Dick Rake
wns with them, in very cheerful epirits.
Rale had been selected to fill Smithy's
cld plage in the Remove Eleven, and,
naturally, he was pleased,
The journey to St. Jim's for the
match wae not so simple a matter as it
THe Macxer Lisrary.—No. 483,

had been—under War conditions. Train-
fares were, as Hurree Singh jusily re-
marked, terrific. It was eettled that
only the eleven were going, witheut any
followers, It was not only that expenses
were high, but it was a duty not to add
to railway traffic if it could possibly be
aveided.

“1 s.'i.f', vou fellows——

‘“Hallo, halle, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry.  “Are you going to offer us
{our services for the St. Jim's match,
Junter 7

The Owl of the Remove bestowed a
scornful blink on the juniors.

“1 should be willing to come if my
fare were paid and refreshments pro-
vided,” he said. “But I know Wharton's
f..oc:,jolly jealous of my form to put 'me

”

“It's a form anybody might be jealous
of,” eaid Harry, laughing. **For circum-
ference, it beats mine hollow [

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“I mean my form as a ecricketer!”
hooted Bunter. * As for my figure, 1
like a chap with something on his bones,
You may not believe it, but Miss Clara
told me at Cliff House that she'd never
ecen a figure ﬁkehm.ine."
she

““Probably hadn’t,” grinned
Bob Cherry. “Not outside Barnum's
anyway !”

“1 don't think you ought fo give way
to envy like that, Bob Cherry !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob,

# Never mind Bunter’s circumference,”
said Frank Nugent. ‘‘Bunter will beat
us all if the Huns starve us out. He
could live for a whole term on his own
fat, like o Polar bear hibernating.”

“You silly ass!” howled Bunter.
didn’t ‘come here to listen to fatheaded
jokes. I came here to——""

“ Nothing doing !” said the Famous
Five at once, with one voice, * Waif till
your postal-order comes !

‘“'Tain’t that, you fatheads!™

“Well, we haven’t got a lump of sugar
we don't want—in fact, we haven't any
5111}%9;}' at all!” said Johnny Bull, **Buzz
o

“'Tain’t that. It's about Fishy.”

* Blees Fishy !”

“I'm eurprised at you, Wharton! I
suppose you've seen in the papers that
the U.3.A. have joined the Allies?”

“Yes, I believe I've heard something
of it,” said Harry.

“Well, Fisher T. Fish of the Remove
is o Yankee. He's the only American at
Greyfriars, except Sylvester of the
Third. Now that the United States are
playing up so splendidly, it's up to us to
recognise the fact.”

“0Oh, my hat! Do you want the Re-
move to send congratulations to Presi-
dent Wilson?"

“0Oh, don’t be funny!
get up a testimonial.'

“ A which?”

“ A testimonial!” gaid Bunter firmly,
“ A testimonial to Fishy, as a represen-
tative of the great Republic. Fishy has
his faults; but, after all, he’s a good sort
in his way."”

‘“Hear, hear!”

“Well, what about a testimonial?”
enid Bunter, in a businesslike way., Tt
11_11"531'_1ht take the form of a gold watch,
with an inscription and the date, I'm
open to take subscriptions—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I've got a notebook here all ready,”
said Bunter, *“What shall I put yogu
chaps down for?”

The Famous Five roared.

Billy Bunter's methods of raising the
wind were many and various. He was a
borrower ¢f the deadliest skill.  But
when that resource failed, he had other
deviges, Bometimes it was a wounded
uncle at the Front, who was in need of

My idea is to

Sy-

rcels, Sometimes it was a brother

ome on leave, who required something
urgently, But the idea of a testimonial
to Fisher T. Fish of the Remove put
the lid on, so to speak.

If Bunter had raised any funds that
way, he would have intended seriously
to apply them to the stated purpose. He
would merely have borrowed them tem-
ﬁrarlly, to relieve his own financial em-

rrassment, intending to replace the
cash when his long-expected postal-order
arrived.

The Owl of the Remove blinked at the
juniors through his big spectacles in
great indignation. He could not see
where the joke came in,

“1 say, you fellows, I'm quite eerious,”
he expostulated. * Fishy represents the
United States at this school.  As patriatic
chaps, you're bound to back me up in
recognising the splendid conduct of the
U.8.A, A testimonial to Fishy is the
very thing !"

“N.G.” said Bob Cherry. “ What's
the use of it, when Mrs., Mimble isn't
allowed to serve you more than a fixed
amount at the school shop?”

“Well, T cculd go down to Uncle
Clegg’s —I —1 mean, of course, I
shouF o't think of spending any of the
money in tuck !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Look here, How much am T to put
down your name for, Wharton?” asked
Bunter, wetting the end of his pencil.

'y Nix "I

“What about you, Cherry?”

‘‘ Bame amount.”

“You, Inky

“The samefulness is terrific!"” grinned
the Nabob of Bhani}mr. “1t would be
unpatriotic to assistfully help you in
dodging the esteemed grub rules, my
worthy fat Bunter.”

“VYou silly black ass!™

“Buzz off !"” said Rake.
ing cricket 1™

“Look here, you feflows, you might
start the ball rolling [ urged Bunter.
“Put down your names for something,”

Bob Cherry closed one eye at his
chums, and assumed a thoughtful expres-
si

“We're tall-

on,

“Wall, give me the book,” he said.
Bunter’s fat face brightened up.

“I knew you were only joking,” he
said. ‘“Here you are, Bob, old chap!
Put down yonr name and the amount—
initials will do,”

“Well, you must be a goat!” ex-
claimed Bolsover major, ss Bob Cherry
took the boole, ** You know what Bunter
will do with the tin[”

“0Oh, really, Bolsover——""

“Now is the time for all true patriots
to rally round Bunter,” said Bob Cherry,
with great seriousness. ‘I suppose it
does not matter about cash down,
Bunter? Suppose each fellow puts down
name and amount, and the date when he
can hand it out? You see, remittances
don't always come to time.”

Bunter nodded eagerly,

“That's all right! Mind, it’s a pro-
misge if you write it down !

“ Clertainly !" said Bob.

“What the merry dickens——" began
Johnny Bull, puzzled, as Bob wrote in
the open page of the subsgeription-book.

Bob passed it to him when he had
finished, and Johnny Bull grinned, and
also wrote, Then the book was passed
round, with the pencil, and each member
of the Co. made an entry, and Rake fol-
lowed their example,

“T—I say, you fellows,” =aid Bunter.
“No larks, you know. You're not
putting down your names for ha'pennies,
or a.nythiu%’ like that?"

“(ortainly not! In each case, over a
pound,” said Harry Wharton,

“Oh, good!”
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“WWith the date swhen you're to collect
it from us," said Nugent.

“Good I" !

Billy Bunter's fat face was ecstatic
now., Not less than a pound from eix
fellows meant at the very least six
pounds, Billy Bunter’s imagination
revelled in visions of tuck which, if
realised, would have entitled him to
sbout a hundred years’ imprisonment
for disregarding the orders of the Food
Controller. But Bunter wasn't think-
ing of the Food Controller just then; he
was thinking of the food.

“Well, I'm blessed if I see it!"” re-
marked Squiff. “I know I'm mnot
handing out anything to Bunter.”

“Oh, put your name down!" said
Rake, passing him the book.

Sampson Quiney Ifflley Field took the
book, and stared at it. Then he smiled
and put his name down.

“Well, you silly ass
Todd. “You're doing it!”

“Follow my example, old chap,” said

171

said Peter

uiff.

“No jolly fear!"”

“1 say, Toddy, don't be mean !" urged
Bunter. “Look at the splendid example
these fellows are setting you !

‘fRata !r'

" Play up, Toddy !” said Squiff, pass-
ing him the book. “Ii's up to you!”

%’eter Todd took the subseription-bobk
and the pencil, in perplexity., DBut the
perplexity cleared from his face as he
read down the list of subscriptions, with
the dates when they were to be paid

over. For the list ran:
R, Cherry ... £50,000, June 3lst.
H. Wharton 50,000. &
F. Nugent 50,000. it
. TRGEE iz oo -B0,000. ”
H. J. R. Singh 50,000. 5
R. Rake ... 50,000, s
5. Q. 1. Field ... 50,000, 0

And Peter Todd, entering into the
little joke, grinned and wrote down,
under the rest:

P. Todd

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
o ALLO! What's the stunt?”
Fisher T. Fish, the American
as he came in to the Common-

Peater Todd passed the book on, and
as it went from hand to hand, and the
fellows saw the remarkable subseription-
down for very handsome amounts,

Certainly, Bunter’s subscriptions were
timo—if they came to hand.

But as he had to wait until June 31st
that those handsome subscriptions would
over materialise.
with  satisfaction behind his big
spectacles,

Snoop were putting their names down
with hearty cordiality.

American Republic had lined up against
the  Hunnis barbarians  ecertainly
ciation all over the country, and at
Greyfriars as much as anywhere else.
ing the historic event should catch on
like this was really remarkable—at
yet seen the nature of the subscriptions,

“What's the stunt?” repeated Fisher

“Oh, nothing,” said Bunter hastily, in
some alarm.

£50,000. June 3lst,
« Beyond the Dreams of Avarice !
junior, asked that queetion

room.
hist, they hastened to put their names
the largest ever raised, even in war-
to collect them, it did not seem probable

Billy Bunter's eyes were glistening

Even stingy fellows like Bkinner and

The splendid way in which the great
deserved, and received, keen appre-
But that Bunter's scheme for celebrat-
least, Bunter thought it was, not having
T. Fish.

Fishy was a keen business youth, and
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although Bunter was using his name to
raise the subseription, he had a very
strong objection to Fishy having a hand
in it. Fishy's intervention might mean
that the subseriptions would be used for
the purpose designated, and mnot in
supplying the inner Bunter with tuck.

“Why, it's all about Fishy,” said
Bob Cherry.

“I-—-I say, it--it would be better for
Fishy to keep off the scene till the--the
testimonial's well in hand !” stammered
“You buzz off for a bit,

“1 guess I'm mnot levanting right
now,” said Fisher T. Fish, whose
curiosity was aroused. “What's that
about me?”

“1 say, you fellows, keep it dark for
the present—-"

“Rot!"” said Bob Cherry. “Fishy has
a right to know all about a testimonial
to himself I’

“A testimonial to me!” ejaculated
Fisher T. Fish.

“¥Yes, rather! Bunter's idea,” said
Bob Cherry blandly. “A testimonial
to the esteemed Transatlantic citizen

who represents the great American
Republic in Greyfriars.”

“By gum!” said Fisher T. Fish,
“That’s not a bad cinch !"

“Pirst-rate I said Ogilvy. “And the

subscriptions are mounting up. No,
don't look yet, Fishy. Let’s f{inish the
list., Here you are, Wibley !”

Fisher T. Fish smiled expansively.

“I guess I wasn't expecting any
demonstration of this kind,” he re
marked, ‘‘Gentlemen, you do me
proud !

“Hear, hear!”

“1—1 say, you fellows, it's all in my
hands, you know—"

“Tishy must say the last word about
that,” said Wharton. “It was Bunter's
idea, Fishy. Are you willing to leave
the subscriptions in his hands?”

“That fet clam?” ejaculated Fisher
T. Fish disdainfully. “Nope! I ecaleu-
late not, sir! T guess most of the
durocks would stick to his paws !

“Oh, really, Fishy—"

“Nope, you fat jay "

“Look here, it's going to be in my
hands "’ roared Bunter, in alarm. It
was my idea, wasn't it, you rotters?
I'm going to select the gold watch to
be presented to Fishy, with an inscrip-
tion."”

“Fisher might prefer a motor-car, or
gomething,” said Tom Brown.

“Gee-whiz! You don’t mean to say
it's running up to a figure like that?"’
exclaimed Fisher T. Fish.

“T guess so0.”

“Jernsalem ! T rather reckon that fat
clam won't get his fingers on it, then!"”
exclaimed Fa:lshy, with great emphasis,
“You can vamoose the ranch, Bunter.”

“Look here, Fishy—"

““ Absquatulate, you fat clam I

Ilisher T. Fish was as excited as
Bunter now. A subseription which was
running up te such a figure that a
motor-car could be purchased out of
it was a subscription Fishy preferred to
keep under his own keen eye,

But Billy Bunter was simply quivering
with alarm and indignation, Now that
the subscription was a success beyond
his wildest imaginations, it threatened
to vanish from his gaze like a beautiful
dream !

“Look here, Fishy, you keep out!”
snorted Bunter.

Billy Bunter, in his alarm and excite-
ment, shoved Fisher T, Fish towards the
door. The American junior promptly
shoved him back, and {Villiam Georga
Bunter sat down heavily on the Acor
and. roared,

*“Yaroooh I*

One Penny. 5

“I guess yoa can sit there, you fad
Hun!" said Fisher T. Fish. “Now,
how’s that subscription getting on?”

“Done !”” said Bolsover major, “My
hat! It's a splendid total! Wait a bit,
and I'll tot it up, Fishy.”

“Yep!"

Bolsover major totted up the subserip-
tion-list, which covered several pages in
the notebook. Fourth-Formers as well
as Removites had subscribed. Fisher T.
Fish waited eagerly,

‘“Speech ! shouted Rake.

“Hear, hear! Speech, Fishy I”

Fisher T. Fish was nothing loth. Hp
jumped upon a chair, very willing to
address the meeting before the presenta-
tion was made,

“Gentlemen—>"

“Hear, hear!"

“Gentlemen, it does me proud to
observe the estimation in which T am
held—perhaps not undeservedly—by my
Formm—"

“Hear, hear !

“I guess I've often told you, gentle-
men, that when the great American
Eagle began to scream there would be
trouble for the measly Huns. You've
been going for them year after year, and
they’'ve smiled, But wait till the
Yewnited States get to work, gentle-
men! You watch out! The Yewnited
States are going to mop them up, sir,
and strew them in small pieces from one
end of Yurrup to the other. When the
American  Hagle begins to scream,
gentlemen, it's time for you to watch

| out !

“Hear, hear!”

“It may take us weeks
Fisher T, Fish,

“Not merely a day or two?” asked
Bob Cherry, in a disappointed tone,

“Weeks, perhaps months; but the
Yewnited States, pentlemon, will get
there. They will get therc every time,
And the day will come, gentlemen, when
the Stars and Stripes will float over the
gilded spires of Potsdam to the tune of
* Yankee Doodle!” "

' continued

“ Bravo "

“As for the submarines, we ghall
squash them instanter!”

“Good ™

“If it's necessary to invent anything
for the purpose, a man will be told off to
invent it at once—""

&0 [EL

“And that galoot, gents, will do it.
The Kaiser may as well consider his sub-
marines are at the bottom of the sea.
They're practically there now that the
eagle has begun to scream !”

“ Bravo 1"

“(Gentlemen, it does me proud to
accept this hearty testimonial as a token
of fellowship and hands across the seal”
concluded Fisher T, Fish, amid cheers.

And Fishy reached out for the sub-
seription-list, which Bolsaver major
handed to him. Billy Bunter made a
jump at it, but fell over Bob Cherry’s
foot—deftly interposed—and sat down
again with a roar,

Fisher T. Fish took the list, and his
eager eye scanned the total at the bottom
of the last column,

Then he almost fell off the chair,

For the total—undoubtedly a very
handsome one—exceeded by far the wotal
of the Victory War Loan, The sum
Was

“CTOTAL: £100,648,875,000,357."

Any fellow presented with a tosti-
monial to the value of over one hundred

trillions  sterling might have been
expected to be pleased.  Somchow,
Fisher T, Fish did not look pleased,

Perhaps tha date—June 3lst—when that
vast sunmr was to be handed over detracted
from its value.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Temple Tries It On !
ISHY did not speak for some
F moments, In the silence of
expectation, the veice of William
George Bunter was heard :

“Yah! That's mine! Hand it over,
you rotter!”

Then Fisher T. Fish grinned.

“Gents, 1 guess that lets me out!” he
remarked. ‘I caleulate 1've been left.
I guess I sha'n’t come round on that date
collecting this cash!"

“¥You jolly well won’t!"” roared Bunter
indignantly. “1'm going to do that,
Fishy |

“ a, h&_, ha !

Fisher T. Fish nodded agrecably,

“ Your win, Bunter, I guess,” he said.
“You'd like me to hand over this hyer
subscription-list to you?”

“¥Yes,” gasped Bunter.

“You'll deal with it, raise the cash on
it, and cxpend it to the best advantage?”

“Of—of course.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

The Owl of the Remove had nat yet
scen the list,

“Blessed if T can see anything to
cackle at!” hooted Bunter indignantly,
* Do you think I shall spend any of the
money on tuck, you suspicious rotters?”

“I'm jolly sure you won's!” grinned
Skinner. ‘‘Not that cash!”

“0Oh!™ said Bunter, somewhai taken
aback by this unexpected testimony.
“Well, if Skinner trusts me, 1 Shﬂlif’d
think you fellows can—a suspicious beast
like Skinner!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“0h, don’t cackle! Fishy's deing the
right and proper thing in handing over
that subscription-list for me to colleet.
1's—ahem !~—just what 1 should have
expected of TFishy Hand it aover,
Fishy 1V

“Hyer you are "

Fisher T. Fish tossed the book over to
Bunter, and strolled out of the Cominon-
room.

William Georga DBunter’s fut
closed eagerly on the notehook.
juniors watched him, grinning,  Bunter

linked through his big spectacles at the
list of nomes with enormons sums of
money attached, dumbfounded.

“ Wharton, £50,000; Skinner, £177,965;
Ogilvy, £160.000! 1 say, you fellows,
what doea this ‘moan?” i

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“That's the merry subscription, my fat
tulip | chortled Peter Todd.

“But—but Ogilvy ain’t got a hundred |

and sixty thousind pounds!” yelled Biliy
Bunter,

“Not guite,” said Ogilvy, with a
checkle.  “But Tl find it if you ask me
for it on the proper date "

“Date? Vhat date? June 3lst?
Yuh, you rotters, there’s only thirty days
in June!"” roarcd Bunter, understanding
et last why Fisher T, Fish had yielded
that precious subscription-list to him co
tamely.

“Go hon!"

“Nat really

“You you—you  rotters!”  yelled
Bunter.  * You—vyou've only been pull-
ing my leg all the time. you beasts!”
“Just found it out?” grinned Hazel

dane.

“1 refuse to take any subscriptions|
from you now "

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Billy DBunter bestowed uvpon the

hilaricus juniors a glare which nearly
cracked his spectacles.  Then he rolled
out of the Common-room, realising sadly
that a testimonial to the Grevfriars repre-
sentative of the grest American Republie
wan not destined, after wll, to bring any
grist to his mill.
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The juniors were still chuckling over
Bunter’s subseription-list when Temple,
Dabney, and Fry came into the Common-
room,

Temple looked quite portentous, and
Fry and Dabney looked as serious as they
could,

“Hallo, halle, halla !" said Beb Cherry.
“Wherefore that knitted brow, oh Cecil
Reginald? Wherefore that stern and
disdainful glance, oh king ?"

“Oh, don’t he a silly ass!” snapped

Temple.

“Not at all. T leave that to you,” |
said Bob. *“You're ever so much hetter
in the part!”

“T've ecome here to see you,
Wharton !

Wharton smiled, and struck the best
attitude known to the Remove Dramatis |
Society, his head well back, his chest

expanded, right leg forward, and 1cft
hand on his breast.  Temple Llinked at
im.

“What's that game?" he demanded.

“ Giaze your fill," said Wharton affable.
“If you've come here to see me, go
ahead. No charge, Feast your oyes!”

“¥ou checky fag! 1f you want a thick
ear—"" roared Temple,

Dabney pulled him by the arm, and
whispered in his ear, and the great Cecil
Reginald controlled himself  with an
effort,

“Look here, Wharton, it's sbout the
cricket !

“You're going to speak about cricket?”

“Yee,” frowned Temple.

“My hat! VYou've heard
game?"" asked Wharton,

W ,}}ﬂt!”

“But if you've heard of it, why don’t
you play it?” continued the captain of
the Remove. * It's quite an interesting |
game when you come to know it. D've!
often seen you chaps monkeying about |
with a bat and ball, and wondered why |
you didn’t set to and play ericket |”

Apain Cecil Reginald Temple was en
the verge of an explosion; but he held
himself nobly in check.

‘* About the St. Jim's match,” he said.
“That’'s a fixture that ought not to
be],&;mg to a fag Form team. You know
it !

“What's the good of telling me, then,
if T know it?  Are you a perambulating
encyclopeedia of superfluous knowledge?” |
asked Wharton.

“You—you—— T mean I'm going to
ask you to do the proper thing, and hand
that fixture over to the Second Eleven of
Greyfriars!” |

“0Oh, my hat! But we're the Secand
Eleven ! said Bob Cherry. !

of the

“You're mot!”  hooted Temple. |
“You're a mere Form team—a fag |
team! Your're nobody—less than no- |

body ! We're the Second Eleven. Now, |
1 want to know if you're gaing to do|
the right thing t

“Yes, rather!”

“ And that i=—"

“Btick to our fixture,"” faid Harry
Wharton, laughing, “My dear man, if |
the St. Jim’s match were played on the
cinema, your team would be first-rate. |
would make the audience simply !
seream.  But, yon see——" |

“1 should be willing to play some of
the Remove,” said Temple, suppressing
his wrath with another great effort, *
could find reom, I dave say, for three |
Remaove players—perheps four”

“Could you find room for eleven?”

“Eh? How many?"”

“Eleven. If you could put in eleven
Remove chaps, we might consider the
preposition,  Not otherwise,”

“Yeu cheeky rotter ™ roared Temple,
wite losing his temper at last, **What
you want is a thick nose, and you're
going to get it!”
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And he rushed at the captain of the
Remove,

Then, a8 one man, the Famous Five
clesed round Temple, Dabney, and Fry,
and before they knew what was happen-
g they were strewn about the passage
cute;ir.le.

They
dizzily.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Fry.

Five grmning faces locked at them
from the Common-room docrway.
Templo & Co. felt too dusty and di-
shevelled to continue the argument, They
limped away to their study in the
Faurth. Temple’s: generous offer had
not been accepted—and the matter was
settled.  If, the cunning of the
Bounder, the match could be bagged
from the Remove, the Fourth Form of
Greyfriars were going to bag it!

picked themselves up rather

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Skinner Wants to know !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. put in
most of their spare time at
ericket practice the next day,

The Bt. Jim's match was to
came off on Wednesday ; and that match
was a tough proposition.

Wharton was still regeotting, in a way,
that he could not play Vernon-Smith.
But he never thought for a moment of
chenging his mind upon that point.

The Hounder had forfeited the csteem
of his former comrades. He had gone
back to the rascally old ways that had
first earned him his nickrame: and un-
less he made a niw start he had nothing
to expect of Wharten.

Apart from hig blackguardism, which
made decent fellows unwilling to have
too much to do with him, there was the
still more important fact that he could
not be relicd upen to keep fit for the
game, Already the Remove had lost

'one match through the Bounder failing

them, owing to his reckless escapades
and the consequent seediness. Wharton
was not likely to risk another defeat for
the same reason, and the members of
the team would have talked pretty
plainly to him if he had,

But that point of view the Bounder
could not, or would not, see.  Accordin
to his own view, he was the injurec
party, and wasg entitled to get his own
back by any means that came to hand.
And the Bounder had never been too
scrupulous in the means he chose to
effect any purpose.

Vernon-Smith did nct join his Form
fellows at practice, and some of the Re-
movites were surprised to see him at the
nets with Temple, Dahney & Co,

He was in good form, too. He was
batting in a way that the Fourth Form
bowlers found above their mark. That
was no guarantee, however, of the form
he would be in on the morvow, 1t would
be quite like the Bounder to have a
night out before a match, and rise in the
morping with dull eyes and aching head.

“Brthy's given ue the go-by,” Mark
Linley remarked, when the Remove
fellows came away from the nets. * fle
ean’'t be going to play for the Fourth,
surely 7"

“Might be,” said Wharton. “I
shouldn’t be sorry. If they want him,
they're welcome to him. to the

good. in faet. Tt would make our next
mateh with them a bit more of a tus=slo,
Amithy conld play all their heads off if
he liked!”

“He seome in ripping good form,”
gaid Bob Cherry, with a  backward
glarnice at the Bounder, who was bowling
to Temple now. My hat! There goes
Temple's wicket. Ceeil Reginald doesn't
look too well pleased.”




Every Monday.

“It's a pity,” said Nugent, with a
glance at Wharton. “A dashed pity!”

“That he can't play for us?”
Harry. “I know it is. But it can’t be
helped ; -and Dicky Rake is & good man,
anvhow.”

The Bounder remsined chatiing with
the Fourth Form fellows for some time
after the practice was over, and they
sauntered down to the gates of Grey-
friars, He scemed in  high good
humour,

As a matter of fact, the peculiar game
he was playing was quite mm accordance
with the Bounder’s instinets and tastes;
and now thet his old rivaley with Harry
Wharton & Co. was removed he felt a
good deal of the old keen exeitement,
which was like wine to him.

He whistled az he strode away along
the white road to Courtfield.

“Hold on, Smijthy!"

Skinner of the Remove was hurrying
after him.

The Bounder frowned, and did not
siacken his pace. Skinner hastened his
steps, and overtook him.

“(Going to see Ponsonby at High-
cliffa ¥

NG

“Whither hound, then?"

“Courtfield.™

“Anything  on?”  asked Bkinner
curiously. “If you were going over to

Higheliffe, I'd come with you.”

“Well, I'm not.”

““Keeping eecrets from your old
pals?” grinned Skinner. ‘Dash it all,
you can trust me, SBmithy.”

“About as far as I can see you,’ said
the Bounder drily.

“0h, come off it! What's the
game ?”

The Bounter walked on in silence.
Skinner walked on, too, Courtfield

came in sight, and Skinner was still with
him.
Skinner's curiosity was arcused.

He had been on much more intimate
terms with the Bounder since the latter’s
fall from grace; in fact, it waa, as
Skinner said, like the old times—the
merry old times. And Skinneér was keen
fo back up Smithy in any move against
the Tamous Five. Indeed, he seemed
more keen about that than Smithy him-
self was. The Bounder was against
Wharton, as he had =aid; but hitherto
he had turned a deaf ear to the urgings
of Skinner, Snoop, and Stott that he
should have a go for the captainey of the
Form. That honour did nct seem to
attract him as of old.

“Going back?” he asked,
came nearer to the town.

“PDon't you want me ¥ asked Skinner.

“Not particularly.”

“Look here, what's the game? We're
pals, ain't we?” said Skinner. . “I've
offered to back you up for all I'm worth
if you have a go at the captainey. I
don’t see why we shouldn’t get Wharton
out.”

The Bounder shook his head.

“You'd like to be captain of the Re-
move ¥’ urged Skinner.

“In a way, ves.”

“Then why not try for it?”

Vernon-8mith smiled sarcastically.

“You wouldn't under:tand my reason,
Skinney.”

“Why shouldn’t 17" said Skinner
tartly. “ What's the reasocn, anyway?”

“Wharton's a better Form  captain
than I should make. It's betrer all
round, for the Remove, for Wharton to
have it.”

The Bounder had said that Skinner

as they

would not understand his motive. He
was right., Skinner stared at him
blankly.

“A fat lot you care about that!" he
said at last.
“ Thanks [

said |
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“ Loak
serious !’

“Bober as a judge.”

“But you're uvp against Wharton ?”
exclaimed the puzsled and exasperated
cad of the Remove.

“Quite so. But there are limits—for
the present, at least. I told you you
wouldn't understand,” said the Bounder,
with a sneer,

“I suppose you're pulling my lex
somchow,” said Skinner. “ Do you mean
to say thit you're going to lie down and
let that erowd waﬁ: over you?"

"The Bounder laughed.

“You'll see—if vou like to come into
Lazarus' with me,” he said.

“What on earth are you going fio
Lazarus' for?" asked Skinner,

“You'll see if you come.”

“0Oh, T'll come "

The two juniora reached Mr. Lazarus'
shop in thoe High Strect.

here, Smithy, gyou're not

It was a corner shop, with one depart--

ment devoted to the business signified by
three golden balls, and the other to
socond-hand articles.

It was the latter the juniors entered.

Mr. Larzarus was bhehind the counter,
and he gave Vernon-Bmith a gracions
smile. Mr. Lazarus lind a good deal of
respect for the son of Samuel Vernon-
Smith, the millionaire financier.

“May I use the telephone for a trunk
call, Mr. Lazarus?”

“ Certainly, Mishter Smith!"”

“0h, it's the ’phone!" said the
mystified Skinner.
“Exactly !

Mr. Lazarus was accustomed to oblige
his customera with the use of his tcﬁa-
phone—far a consideration. The Re-
move fellows sometimes helped them-
selves to Mr. Quelch’s instrument; but
that was not always possible, and then
Mr. Lagzarus came in useful,

The old gentleman showed the two
juniors into the stuffy little parlour
hind the shop, and left them there.
Vernon-3mith took up the receiver,
applied for a trunk call, gave the number,

and put up the receiver again,

He atretched himself in a horsehair
chair, and yawned. Skinner had heard
the number, and he stared at his com-
panion curiously.

“That's a Bt. Jim's number,” he said.

“ Quite s0."

“You're going to

“Yes. To Merry.

“ About the match to-morrow?”

i Yeﬁ.”

“ But you're nob in the team now."

“Not now,” semiled the Bounder.
]‘)‘OBult, perhaps I ehall be to-morrow, dear

v

E.peak to 8t Jim'a?”

* Blessed if T understand you!"

The Bounder laughed, and took a pink
paper from his pocket to wile away the
time of waiting. He was conning over a
list of horses, preparatory to backing his
faney for a race when ho met Mr. Jerry
Hawke, the beokmaker, again.

Skinner drummed his heels on the floor

impatiently. He did not enjoy the wait
in the stuffy little room; but he was too
curious to know what the Bounder had

to say to Tom Merry to think of leaving

vm.
The telephone-bell rang at last, and
the Bounder went to 1.&19 instrument.
Skinner was quite on the alert now,
“I'm through," said the Bounder, with
a smile to Skinner. “There'a another

raceiver here. You can hear if you like.”
Skinner picked up the second receiver,
and put it to his car.
“Hallo "

“Hallo! Is that St. Jim's?”

“Yes.” 1t was the voice of Kildare of
the Sixth, the captain of 3t. Jim's.
“Who is speaking?”

“Greyfriars School. T apologise for
troubling you; but I want to speak to

One Penn:. 7

Merry very specially about the match to-
morrow,; if you don’t mind——"

“Oh, that's all right!” came Kildare's
cordial voice, in reply,. “Hold on a
minute, kid, and T'll caﬂ him here!"”

“ Thanks !"

“The 'phone’s in thé prefects’ recom at
5t. Jim's, you see,” the Bounder ocx-
plained. “They were bound to let me
apeak to Merry.”

Skinner nodded, and kept his ear glued
to the receiver,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Scheme !

i ALLO!™
Tt was Tom Merry’s cloar
voice, recognizable even at the

distance,

“That you, Tom Merry?”

“Yea. That you, Wharton?”

“No; Vernon-Smith. Don’t you kuow
my voice!"

“Yee, I do now. Go ahead!”

The Bounder smiled slightly. Tom
Merry knew him as a prominent member
of the Greyfriars Junior Eloven, and ex-
pected to see him with the rest on the
morrow at St. Jim's. Of the trouble
that had arisen in the Greyfriara Ra-
move in respect to the Beunder, Tom
Merry, of course, knew nothineg.

“About the match to-morrow,” said
the Bounder. “We're coming over by
tho early train, as usual; you'll expect ue
in-the morning?”

“Oh, yoa!"

“The trains are a bit uncertain here
now, though—war-time, you know. If
we should come by the next train, you'll
know it's not our fault.”

“‘Right as rain!” said Tom Merry
cheerily. “I know how it ia. We'll ex-
pect you as soon as we see you."”

“That’s right. Wae shouldn’t be more
than an hour later than usual, anyway;
but we thought you might as well know,”

“Yes, thanks["

“By the way, thero have been some
changes in the team,” said the Bounder.
“You won't sce Wharton to-morrow.”

““Not ill, T hope?”

“Well, not exactly ill, but not up to
form for giving 8t. Jim’'s a licking, It's
considered, on the whole, best for him to
keep indoors a bit. It will be a big
disappointment to him, of course.”

“¥Yes. I'm really sorry. Anybody elsa
steying behind?"

“Yes; and I think you ought to know
that it's a rather older team you'll bhe
gla‘ymg," csaid  Vernon-Smith, while
Skinner fairly blinked at Lim in dumb
amazement, “There will be o lot of the
Fourth in it; a bit older team than the
one you played last. You don’t mind
that?”

“Not at all. We're Fourth and 8hell
ourselves in the Junior IHleven, yon
know,” said Tom Merry. “You can
bring anybody you like under the Fifth,
Wa draw the line at seniors, you know."

“ Nothing above the Fourth,” said
Vernon-Smith, ‘' As a matter of abaolute
fact, the new recruita are not un to Re-
move form, but it can’t be helped. You
wouldn't like us to bring the flu over.”

“My hat! No. The other chapa down
with influenza? That's bad!"

“Oh!" murmured Skinner.

“ Nothing serious,” said the Bounder,
with perfect calmness. “ But, under the
circs, cricket isn't exactly the thing for
them. Don't think we're bringing you
any germs, you know."

“Ha, ha! No."”

“Of course, a chap with the flu here
is isolated at once, and there's no danger
of another chap carrying it about.”

*“ T know that, of course. Same here”

“If any of them can come, of coursa
they will come,” continued Vernon-
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Smith, “ But it’s barely poesible that I
may be the only Remove chap in the

tecam. It depends on what ean be done
to-morrow, 1 though I'd best let yon
know.”

“Thankal"

“ All right at St. Jim's?"”

“©h, yes; right as rain!”

“Good! Good-bye; then!™

“ Good-bye, Smithy!”

Vernon-Smith rang off. He replaced
the receiver on the hooks.

Skinner, utterly dumbfoundod, steod
with the other receiver to his ear as if
it were glued there.

“ Coming ! yawned Vernon-Smith,

. Skinner jammed dewn the receiver at

" Well,
ejaculated.

He followed Vernan-8mith through the
shop like a fellow in a dream. The
Bounder settled with Mr. Lazarus, and
the two juniors left the ehop, and started
for Greyfriars.

“What the merry thunder dees it all
mean?” exclaimed Skinner at last
“What were you telling Tom Merry that
pack of lies for?”’

“Lies!” repeated the Bounder, raising
his eyebrows. ‘““Have I told him any
imlf,J

¥ o
down with the flu—

" Nothing of the sort. He may have
gathered that from what I said. But I
vertainly did not tell him so.”

“Well, I don’t see how he ean avoid
thinking so, anyway. What's that rot
about the Fourth playing them to-
morrow {7

“That's the little game,” eaid the
Bounder calmly. * Yeu understand that
vou're not to breathe a word about it,
Skinner”

“Of course; rely on me. But——"

“If you care to risk it with Quelchy,
and cup to-morrow, I'll find you a place
in the team " said the Bounder coolly.
“You're not much of a cricketer, but
you're as good as Temple, any day.”

“Noit good enough,” said Skinner.
“T'd like to come; but I'm not taking
chanees with Quelchy.”

“You can please yourself,” said the
Bounder, with a shrug of the shoulders.

“ But—but Wharton’s going over to Bt.
Jim's to-morrow, den’t he!"” asked the
astonished Skinner. ‘“He thinks he is,
anyway.”

“There's many a elip between cup and
lip, yon know. I've no doubt Wharton’s
crowd will start to catch the ten o'cleck
train for Ryleombe.”

“Well, they'll catch it, won't they?”

“No. They'll catch nothing. They'll
bo ecanght !

Skinner stopped dead, and stared in
the Bounder’s emiling, sarcastic face.

“Wha-a-at’s going to happen f{o-
morrow '’ he asﬁed.

“Of course, a fellow can’t be sure,”
drawled the ﬁounder, “but my impres.
gion is that Wharton and his team are
going to disappear somewhere between
Greyfriars and Friardale Btation, and
that another eleven is-going over to 8t
Jim's ingtead.”

Skinner gosped, The Bonnder's last
words had taken his breath away.

my only summer hat!” he

told him Wharton's team is

"

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Looks In!
s OME in, Smithy!"”
Dabney and Fry were very
cordial as the Bounder of Grey-
friars presented himself in the

study. Cecil Reginald Temple did not
look quite eo cordial,
Cecil Reginald had to admit that the

Bounder was a very useful ally. With
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the Bounder’s aid, it seemed probaile
that the Remove would be dizshed for
once in a way. And, without that aid,
certainly Cecil Reginald Temple couM
never have dished the heroes of the
Lower Fourth, But there were draw-
backs even to prospective success.
Temple could not help feeling that he
was taking a back seat, and that the
cool, masterful Bounder was stepping
into his ehoes, and a back seat was not
the kind of seat Temple regarded as suit-
able for his lofty self.

The Bounder noted Temple's restive
expression with an inward smile.

ut Dabney and.Fry did not share

Temple’s feelings. In fact, their opinicn
was that their chum might ns well reserve
his loftiness for another and more suitable
occasion.

“How did you get on?” asked Fry,
with keen interest,

“Figst-rate !” The Bounder grinned.
“Tom Merry will expect a 'team to-
morrow mostly made up of the Fourth.”

“Good egg!”
“And he didn't smell a rat?” asked
Dabney

“No fear! He knows me a& a member
of the regular eleven, so naturally he
took it all as gospel.”

“Good enough,” said Fry.

“Well, g enough in & ‘way,” said
']Epm le grudgingly. “But I'm blessed
if I half like the idea of going over as a
sort of substitute team. % want to play
8t, Jim's as Greyfriars Second Eleven,
not as a cheap imitation of the Remove.”

“May be able to fix it up aa a regular
fixture afterwards,” suggested  the
Bounder. “This i8 only by way of a
beginning.”

“Yes, that's 80,” agreed Temple,

“‘“ At all events, you bag the fixture, and
the Remove are left out in the cold.”

“ And it's generally us that get left out
in the cold,” remarked Fry.

Temple sniffed. He took this as a re-
floction on his leadership—as no doubt it
was.

“Look here, Fry—"

“Well, it's a fact, isn't it?" said Fry.
“ But never mind that. We play St
Jim's to-morrow, and the Remove will
get the push out of it.  That's good
enough for me.”

“You've seen Capper, Temple 7" asked
Vernon-S8mith,

Mr. Capper was the master of the
Upper Fourth.

“Yes; I've been to him. Capper is a
good-natured johrny,” said Temple,
condescending to smile. “When I ex-

plained to him that the Remove were
prevented from fulfilling a cricket en-
gagement, and that a member of their
team had asked us to take it up, it was
all right. We've got leave to-morrow
morning to start early for the match—the
whole team,”

“0h, good!"”

“Capper couldn't well refuse,” re-
marked Dabney. “ Mr. Quelch gives the
Remove a free day for the St. Jim's
mateh, and Capper couldn’t do less for
us. Of course, if he'd refused, we'd have
taken French '!eave, and chanced it.”

“You'll have to do that, Smithy,” said
Fry, with a curious look at the Botunder,
“Ag you're not now a member of the
Remove Eleven, you won't be given
Wednesday morning off. Wharton will
only ask leave for the members of his
team.”

The Bounder nodded.

“I'tn going to cut,” he eaid. “Tt
won't_amount to much—the afterncon’s
a holiday, anyway—ii’s only taking the
morning ; besides, I may be able to fix
it with Quelchy. Never mind me. It's
all serene for you fellows. You leave
here immediately after breakfast, and
wait at the place we've agreed on clese
by Friardale Lane. I shxﬁ] come along

with Wharton's crowd—=zeeing them off

at the station.”

“There'll be eleven of them,” said
Temple doubtfally. *““We shall be eleven
—I've asked Capper for the full number—
and you'll make twelve. Wharton's
erowd will be certain to put up a fight.’”>

“Twelve against eleven !” said Dabney
dubicusly, “ Of eourse, we can lick them
—ahen !—but I don’t know about ccllar-
ing the whole erowd, Smithy.”

“Smithy's got something else up his
sleeve,” said Fry. “Go i, Smithy!”

“There will be more heip," explained
the Bounder, “[’ve asked some friends
of mine to lend a hand.”

_ “But they can’t get leave from morns

ing leszons,” said Temple.

“They're not Greyfriars fellows,”

Temple's brows contracted.

. “Look here, Bmithy, you've got euch
olly queer friends outside the school |”
e exclaimed, “'I heard about that trick

l};ou played on Bob Cherry and Ogilvy
st weelk. You got two or three hooli-
ans to keep them out of a cricket-match,

E hope you haven't heen getting a gang

of hooligans to chip in this time.”

The Bounder smiled unpleasantly.

“What kind of fellows did you expect
me to get for such a job?” he inguired
sarcastically.  “ Dmw-sbiding citizene, or
county magnates?”

Dabney and Fry chuckled, but Templs
looked very dissatisfied,

“We don’t want to be mixed up with
a lot of hooligans,” he said. ‘“It's a jape
on the Remove, so far; we don’t want to
turn it into a pot-house brawl.”

“Oh, leave it to Smithy!” said Fry
“There’s no other way., Capper wouldn’t
give leave to all the Fourth—especially if
we tald him whalf,it was for,”

“Ha, ha, ha!

“I don't like the idea!” said Temple
obstinately,

Vernon-8mith's eyes glinted for a
moment. But he had to be diplomatic
with Temple, He could not make use of
the sublime Cecil Reginald without con-
sidering his sensitive feelings very care-
fully. For the triumph of the Fourth
over the Hemove the Bounder did net,
of course, care a straw. It was his own
success in defeating Wharton that he
cared about. DBut for that purpose
'l‘er}npla was a tool not to be dispeneed
with,

“Well, if you don't like the idea, we'll
let it drop,”” he said indifferently, “It's
easy enough to tell Capper that you're
not going, after all,”

Temple's face fell a little; he did not
want that, Dabney and Fry looked as
him very ex?ressivaly.

“Well—" began Temple alowly.

“ As for the fellows I've asked to help,
they won't do any harm. They're chaps
who work. along the river, and they'll be
glad of the half-quid each I've promised
them,” eaid the Bounder. * You won't
be called on to stump up.”

“I don’t care about that, But—"
Temple hesitated, “Those rough
bounders who hang about the Cross

Ke?s, d? you mean?”
3 Y 1}

“Well, I don’t like it 1"

The Bounder rose,

“All serene, It's all off I he said,
moving towards the door.

“Hold on!” gaid Fry quietly, “TIt's
not all off. Stay where you are, S8mithy.
Temple doesn't mean that, He wouldn's
like us to go without him, and that's
what it would come to.”

Temple appeared to ewallow eomething
with great difficulty.  His objections
seemed likely to deprive him of what
leadership he had left. -

“1 don’t say I refuse,” he said.
Smithy's made arrangements——""

“All cut and dried,” eaid Vernoo-
Smith,
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“Then it can’t be helped. I'm agree-
able.”

“Goad, then!” sald Vernon-Smith.
“These fellows won't hurt the Remove
kide. 1It’s all right. You see, somebody
must look after them while wo are gone
to Bt Jim's.”

“Yes, that's eo. I hadn’t thought of
that. Where are they gzoing to be
held "

“A cheery little cruise on a barge,”
said the Bounder, with a grin, “I don’t
sce why they ghouldn't enjoy it.”

**Ha, ha, ha!"”

Temple laughed as well as Dabney and
Fry. Harry Wharton & Co. certainly
were not looking forward to eruising on
a barge on the day of the Bt. Jim's
match.

“Hold en!” eaid the
denly.

With a sudden glint in his eyes he
whirled round to the deor. He flung it
cven, and a fat junior tumbled headlong
mto the study,

" Bunter ! yelled Fry.

“Hes heard!”

The Bounder looked down at the Owl
of the Remove, with a savage fury in hs
face that startled the Fourth-Formers.

Beunder eud.

THE KINTH CHAFTER.
Subseriptions at Last !

“ UNTER !”
B Billy Bunter set his

s?cctaclcs
straight on his fat little nose,

and blinked at the Bounder with
a terrified blink.

“I1—1 say, wyou fellows, I—F've not
heard anything,” he stuttered—*' not a
word, you know. I—I wouldn't think of
listening. 1—I came here for subscrip:
tione to my testimonial fund-— Ow!”

Bunter had shed a notebook and a
pencil as he tumbled into the study.

The Owl of the Remove had evidently
come to Temple's study on a forlorn
hope. Temple had plenty of money, and
doubtless Bunter did not see why he
should not have seme of it.

In his usual way, he had listened, as
soon as he found that talk was going on,
and it was easy to see that he was in
possession of the whole scheme,

The Bounder was pale with rage.

lost of the details of the scheme were
I'nown to the chatterbox of the Remove.
Temple, Dabney, and Fry looked hope-
less as well as furicus. They thought
that the game was up.

Vernon-Smith grasped Bunter by the
collar and dragged him to his feet.

“Yow-ow | howled Bunter. * Leggo,
vou beast! I haven’t heard a word, and

'm not going to tell Wharton that you're
poing to kidnap him, same as you did
Ogilvy and Bob Cherry—— Yarcoch!
Don’t shake me like that, wou rotter!
1f you make my—yow !—glasses fall off—
groogh l—and they get b-b-broken—yow !
—you’ll have to pay for them! Yoocop!”

“1t’s all up!” said Temple. “That fat
fool will never keep his silly tongue
quiet!”

The Bounder released Bunter, There
was not much uvse in shaking the fat
Removite, though it waz some solace,

Billy Bunter gasped for breath.

“You keep vour paws off I he said
indignantly. “¥You touch me again,
Smithy, and T'll go straight to Wharton 17

“¥on fat rotter!”

“You spying cad!"

“1f you accase me of ]istcning%‘ Fry, 1
shall feel bound to acquaint Wharton
with the whole matter at once!’ said
Bunter, with dignity., *1 heard what
yvou fellows were saying by chance—pure
chance! If you're civil, T might be dis-
posed to stand by you. Wharton has
treated me badly—in fact, ungratefully.
He has refused to play me against St
Jim’s, though I've offered my services
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twice, Serve him right to lose the
match, then; and, of course, it'll be Jost
if you play in it, 'i‘emp]e, won't it?”’

Temple only replied to that engaging
remark with a Hunnish look.

“But I'll tell you what,” continued
Bunter, with more confidence, as he
realised that he held the upper-hand.
“ As I heard you by—by accident, I feel
bound not to repeat what P've heard.
T'm an honourable chap, you know. But,
of course, 1 expect friendly treatment in
this study "

Temple & Co.
friendly.

“1 came here about the Fishy testi-
monial,” said Bunter, guite cheerfully
now. “I was going to ask you fellows
to put your names down., Of course,
none of the money comes to me; I'm
entirely disinterested in the matter. U'm
sare you will want to-testily your appre-
ciation of the splendid action cf the
United States by joining in this testi-
monial to Fishy., How much can 1 put
you down for, Smithy "

Vernon-8mith shut his teeth hard, He

did not look very

One Penny. 9

“Good for 1 won't
forget!”

Bunter made elaborate entrics in the
subscription-list, He was doing every-
thing in order. In the obtuse depths of
his ?at mind, Bunter regarded his testis
monial fund as quite a legitimate enter-
prise.

He gave the four juniors an affable nod
when he had finished.

“Ta-ta, dear boys!” he said, and rolled
out of the study.
h.\’ornon-Smith closed the door after

i,

“Well, you must bs an ass, Smithy!”
said Dabney. “What are you going to
give him another five beb to-merrow for,
when it's all over?”

"#Bo that he will keep his fat tongue
q%i‘e(tj}t;ig’i’ it is all over,” said the Bounder.

you, Smithy!

“When the fat fool feels inclined to
babble, he will think of that five bob
coming, and keep his mouth shut. 1
think 1t’s all safe,” said the Bounder,

And with a careless nod to the Fourth-
Formers he left the study.

knew that he had to buy Bunter off. His
only doubt was whether Bunter would)]
chatter after he was bought off.

“Tive bob,” he said.

“Good! Money down?”

The Bounder laid five shillings on the
table, Billy Bunfer turned his big
spectacles on Temple & Co.

“MNow, you fellows, roll up, now that
Smithy’s shown you a good example 1" he
said encouragingly. “It's a  worthy
objest, you know (7

“ Half-a-crown,”
effort.

Dabney and Fry silently laid a shilling
ecach on the table, with Jooks that were
more eloguent than words.

Bunter's fat fingers g-thered vp the
contributions,

said Temple, with an

“Good!” he remarked. * Much
obliged! Though, of course, this isn't
for me; it's for the patriotic testi-
monial !

“I'm getting another remittance to-
morrow, Bunter,” remarked the Bounder
casually, “Come to me to-morrow even-

ing, and 1'll stand another five!”

Billy Bunter had proceeded imme-
diately to No. 1 Study, wherp Wharton
and Nugent were at work on their prep.

Wharton pointed to the door' with bis
pen.

“1 say, you fellows, perhaps you'd like
to see my subscription-list?* said Bunter,
with o great deal of dignity.

“Raised another 1trillion?”
Nugent, laughing.

“That was a rotten joke, Nugent!
T've raised nine-and-six so far!”

“My hat! Got it about you?”

The Owl of the Remove proudly dis-
played the nme shillings and sixpence be
had gathered in Temple’s study.
Wharton and Nugent stared at it 1n
amazement,

“What howling ass gave you that?™
exclaimoed Wharton.

“I've got four names down—Temple,
Dabney, Fry, and Smithy 1"

“ Great mp ™

“Would you fellows care to add your
names?’ asked Bunter, * Now they've
started the ball rolling, you know——"

Timm Macnwe LisRanry.—No. 488.
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“1' start you rolling if you dou't let
me get on with my prep!”

1 say, you fellows, if you made a
reatly handsome sobscription to the testi-
wmonial T might make it worth your
while,” said Bunter cautiously. “1 may
.I(Q?Ehsomt‘jhing‘ and 1 may not!"

s

“ A fellow might have heard a fellow
talking, and he might not,” said Bunter
mysteriously.

*Is that o riddle?”?

“No, it isn't, you ass! Look here!
Suppose you put your pames down for a
pound cach—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, sy ten bob each,” wurged
Bunter. “If you paid up, I should feel
3 m& duty to give you a tip, perhaps!”

“Keep your tips!” said Wharton,
laughing.

*“Perhaps you don’t want to play St,
Jim's to-morrow ¥ said Bunter.

“Eh? What?”

“ A fellow knows what he knows,” said
Bunter, with a wise shake of the head.
“Now, are you going to make it ten bob
oach "

“I'm going to make it a boot,” said
Nugent, getting up.

Billy Bunter did not wait for the boot.
]{-’Iu departed from No. 1 Study in a great

urry.

“Whet was ABe ft duiter bufbiling
abont, Harry 7" asked Nugent, looking at
his chum,

*“Blessed if I know! Off his rocker,
perhaps!”
And the chums of the Remove went on

with their. work.

In the Remove dormitory that night
Billy Bunter was wearing a very know-
ing. He bestowed a series of
significant winks and nods upon the
Bounder, who did not appear to observe
them. Billy Bunter was simply bursting
with his secret, and probably only the
prospect of the Bounder's second con-
tribution on the morrow kept it from
fowing from bhis lips. Vernon-Smith
had calculated well on that point,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Blow Falls !
ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
very cheery the next morning.
Wednesday was always a half-
holiday for the members of the
eleven,

It was a bright, sunny morning, with
the promise of an ideal day for cricket.

Wﬁiie the other fellows were prepar-
ing for morning’s lessons as usual, the
Remove Eleven were thinking of cricket
on Little Side at St. Jim’s.

So were Temple, Dabney & Co., as a
matter of fact.

But on that morning of all mornings
Harry Whartor & Co. had no attention
to bestow on their old rivals of the
Fourth Form.

The cricketers of the Remove attended
firs§ lcsson, and then they were free for
the day.

Temple had obtained permission from
his Form-master for the Fourth Form
;oam to leave immediately after break-
aat.

Mr. Capper, when he gave that per-
mission, certainly did not suspoct for a
moment that the match his boys were
to play in place of the Remove team
was bagged without the knowledge of
the Remove.

If the Fourth Form moater had
guessed that little civcumstance, his per-
mission would eertainly have been with-
drawn.  But, npaturally, he had no
suspicion.

While the rest of Greyfriars went into
tue Form-rooms, Temple, Dabney & Co.
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sauntered out of the school gates with
their bags.

Harry Wharton & Co. came out after
first lessons, and if they thought about
the Fourth at all they supposed that
they were still in their Form-room as
usaal, Probably they did not think
about them at ul{.

the

Vernon-Smith
with the team.

Mr. Quelch had given him permission
to accompany the ecleven to St. Jim's,
as he was usually a playing member.
The Remove-master, in fact, was very
kind to the Bounder of late. He had
wondered sometimes whether
been a little hard on Vernon-Smith,
whose conduct of late ‘had been quite
exemplary—outwardly, at least. He was
glad to give him leave for so harmless an
excorsion as that of accompanying a
cricket eleven as a reserve.

ad the permission not been obtained
overnight, Vernon-Smith would cer-
tainly have taken French leave, and
gone with Temple & Co. The certainty
of punishment afterwards would not
have deterred him in the least.

Mr. Quelch’s kindness was opportune;
but it made no impression on the
Bounder. 1t cnly afforded him cynical
amugement to reflect that he had been
punished when he was not guilty, and
that he was treated with kindness when
he had sunk into more than all his old
blackguardism:

Harry Wharton & Co. were consider-
ably surprised when Vernon-Smith left
the Form-rcom with them,

“You've got leave?” Squiff asked
him, as they went down the passage.

“Oh, yes! Quelchy’s given me leave
to come as a reserve,” said the Bounder
calmly,

“But you're not a reserve!"
Wharton abruptly.

“Quite s0. But that was good encugh
for Quelchy.”

Are you coming to St. Jim's?” asked
Hazeldene.

“Why not?”

“Well, as you're not playing, it's
unnecessary travelling,” remarked Tom
Brown. “That's barred in war-time,
you know!"

“Thanks for the information.”

The New Zealand junior frowned; but
he said wo more. The Bounder was
evidently in one of his sardonic humours.

The cricketers walked out of pgates,
the Bounder with them. The addition to
the party wag not very welcome. Under
the circumstances, as the Bounder had
been recently booted out of the team, it
was not the best taste on his part. But
he did not seem to see it; and they were
civil, anyway.

The eleven consisted of Wharton, Bob
Cherry, Nugent, Johnny Bull, Hurrec
Singh, Squff, Tom Brown, Mark
Linley, Peter Tedd, Rake, and Hazel
dene. It was a good eleven, and perhaps
only the inclusion of the Bounder could
have made it stronger. In the cheery
morning sunshine the juniors tramped
along the leafy lane towards Friardale,
in good time to catch the ten o'clock
local train.

The Bounder sauntered on with his
hands in his pockets and a smile on his
face.

Iis eyes glinted a little as the party
drew near the dip in the road where
big trees overshadowed the lane from
side to side.

If Temple & Co. and his other assist-
ants had carried out his instructions, the
ambush was there.

As the cricketers walked down the
slope upder the shadow of the trees
Vernon-8mith gave a short, sharp
whistle,

“What the dick——"

left. Form-room

said

he had/

“ Smithy—""

That sudden signal had surprised and
startled the Removites.

But they quickly discovered the cause.

" Hallo, hallo, thello!" shouted Bob
Cherry. *“Look out!”

Ahead of the party, eleven fellows had
suddenly rushed into the road. They
were Temple and his merry men.

They blocked the way of the Remove
cricketers, grinning,

“Well, what does this game mean?”
demanded Wharton.  “ What-are you
fellows doing out of your Form-room?”

“We're doing you!” Fry explained.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Temple came forward loftily, e
raised a commanding hand,
“You kids can go back to Grey-

friarg !"” he said.

“What!” roared Johnny Bull,

“The whatfulness is terrific!” ejacu-
lated Hurree Singh. “Ts the estecmed
Tpmxlc off his august rocker?”

“We are going to play the St. Jim's
mateh,” said Temple coolly. “ You kids
are superflucus. ou can cutl”

“Oh, rather!”

“Look here, Temple, we've got a
train to catch, and we've no time to
mop up the roed with you now,” said
Wharton impatiently. “Get out of the
way !"

“Line up!” said Temple.

“Oh, rush them!" said Bob Cherry.
“It. won't take us long to dust up the
road with them.”

There was another sharp whistle frem
the Bounder as he ran to join the
Fourth-Formers.

From the thickets by the road, hehind
the Remove party, half a dozen burly
fellowa emerged, with grinning faces.

They were not, as the aristocratio
Temple had feared, exactly hooligans.
They were rough fellows who sometimes
wcrl‘y:rcd on the barges on the Sark. They
generally conirega.ted at the Cross
Keys; and the Bounder had easily
engaged them for what they regarded
as a rough practical joke, through his
bookmaking friend, Mr., Jerry Hawke,
whose headquarters were at that estah-
lishment.

The Removites stared at them. It wae
only too evident that they meant mis-
chief.

“This is the
muttered Bobh.

Wharton’s eyes gleamed,

“ Vernon-8mith, is this some of your
trickery ?” he exclaimed,

The Bounder, who had now Joinegl
Temple & Co., locked back at his old
comradea with a grin,

“Right on the wicket!” he said
coolly. I think I mentioned to you,
Wharton, that I should play in the St.
Jim’s mateh. You remember 1"

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that you fellows are going
for a ecruise on a barge to-day,” said
the Bounder. “These chaps will take
you there. You can go gquictly, or you
can be taken by force. There's a short
cut to the river through the wood from
here, and you won't be seen. Are you
going quietly ?”

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at him
dumbfounded.

They knew the Bounder. They knew
how he had employed two or three
roughs to keep Bob Cherry and Ogilvy
out of a match at Greyfriars the week
before. But that even the Bounder
should think of such a scheme as kid-
napping the whole Remove Eleven took
their breath away.

There was a silence for a full minnte.

“Go quietly I said Wharton, at last.
1 think you must be out of your scnses,
Vernon-Smith !

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

Bounder's  doing !
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“You can take your choice, of
eourse,” he said. “But you've gobt to
make up your minds; we don’'t want
anybody to come along and interfere.”

“Oh, rather I” chortled Dabrney.

“You cur!” shouted Johnny Bull
furiously. “You're backing up ‘against
your own Form, are you?”

“ Certainly 1"

“Rush them !” shouted Bob Cherry.

“Come on!” =aid Wharton, between
his teeth.

And the Remove Eleven rushed on, to
break their way through the Fourth-
Formers barring the road.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In the Hands of the Amalekites.

“ TOP them!™
The Bounder's voice rang out,
sharp and clear. s
In a moment more Removites
and Fourth-Formers were mixed up in
a wild and whirling serap.

Cricket-bags on both sides were used as
weapons, and yells and shouts rang out,
end heavy tumbles occurred.

Had the two parties been left to them-
sclves, the Fourth-Formers would cer-
tainly have been scattered, and Harry
Wharton & Co. would have passed
triumphantly on their way,

But Vernon-Smith had been very well
aware of that when he laid his plans, The
matter was not to be decided by the
juniors alone.

The half-dozen brawny river-men came
rushing on, and they hurled themselves
into the scrap with cheery enjoyment,

The odds were hopelessly against the
Remove then,

Man for man, schoolboys had, natur-
ally, little chance againet the big river-
men.  Hach of the big, rough fellows
seized one of them, who iec&me at once a

helpless prisoner.

That loft only five of the Remove to
deal with Temp{a & Co. and the Bounder,
and the result was a foregone conclusion.

Strugeling  fiercely,  the  Remove
cricketers were rughed out of the lane
into the wood.

The Bounder was anxious to get them
out of sight as quickly as possible,

Already a market-cart had appeared
in the distance.

Still strugeling, Harry Wharton & Co.
were drageed and hustled a hundred
varde into the wood. There they atopped.

Heedless of their furious expostulations,
the grinning Temple went from one to
another with a cord in his hand, and
the cord was attached to the wrist of each
of them in turn. After that resistance
wzs no longer possible.

“1 think that finishes you!” remarked
Temple.

*Oh, you rotter!” '

Harry Wharton panted. His face was
crimson, his collar torn, his cap gone. He
bad put up a gallant though a losing
fisrhit.

This stroke on the part of the Fourth
wna very near the limit; but, after all, it
wea in the game, to some extent. The
two Forms were old rivals. But the con-
diret of the Bounder, a Removite him-
self, was black treachery. The feclings
of the kidnapped cricketers towards their
Form-fellow were Hunnish.

Their remarks—all emphatic—did naot
gecm to trouble the Bounder, however.

“Yar'll get them along to the harge, |

Mici,” ho said. “Don’t take them out

of the wood till you get to the towing-

path, of course.”
L

Yee, Master Smith,” said Mick,
srinning,

“Let vs go, vou ruffian!” roared
Johnny Bull.

“Better take it quietly,” emiled

Temple, “This is just such a game as
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you might have played on us, you kpow.”

“ But—but that rotter—*

“I warned you, you know!" smiled
Vernon-Smith.

“Youll suffer for this, you cad!”
howled Bob Cherry.

“Perhaps,” eaid the Bounder, un-
moved. " Just at present I'm going to
play cricket.” He Iooked at his watch.
"Wo've lost the ten train, Temple.
Never mind; I warned Merry we mixht
have to come by the next.”

“ You—you—you warned Tom Merry?”
ejaculated Wharton.

“Oh, yes. It’s all cut and dried, you
know,” = said  Vernon-Smith coolly.
“Y?,u're net expected at St. Jim's. We
are.

“You plotting cad!”

“Thanlsa! Come on, you follows!"

The Bounder nodded to the eaptured
juniors, with a cheery smile that made
them grit their teeth, and walked away.
Templo & Co. followed him in great
apirits,

They disappeared through the trees.

Harry Wharton & Co. weve left in the
hands of the river-men, and, as their
wrists were all fastened to a long cord,
thern was no poeesibility of disputing what
wad to be done with them.

“ I suppose you men know that you can
be locked up for this?" eaid Harry, sup-
pressing his anger with an effort, and
speaking quietly.

The rough ™ gentleman whom the
Bounder had addressed as * Mick "

joke of the young

grinned.

“Only a practical
gent, sir,” he said. “No ’arm intended.
You are coming on a cruise; you'll en-
joy it. Anyway, you're coming! If
there's any trouble, Master Smith will
see us through., Hle's a gentleman, he i,
and werry free’anded with his money.
Kim on!”

It was not possible for the Remove
cricketers to raise any objection.

In a disconsolate file they were marched
through the dueky depths of the wood
out on to the lonely riverside,

barge was moored thero,

The juniors were taken upon the barge,
and the river-men pushed off, and the
clumsy craft dropped down the river,

It was moored again near the island in
the widest part of the lower reaches of
the river.

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.
“This is a go! The Bounder has done us
in the eye this time!”

was trying to take it good-
humeouredly ; but it was not easy.

“Let him wait till we see him againi”
muttered Johnny Bull

“Are those rotters going to keep us
here all day, then?” asked Mark Linley,

*Looks like it.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

‘hat was evidently the intention of
Mick & Co. They lounged about the
empty barge, smoking and playing cards
to while away the time. And the Re-
move cricketers idled away the sunny
hours with feelings that can be imagined,
knowing that while they chafed in cap-
tivity +the Bounder and his new com-
rades were arriving at 8t Jim's to play
the match with Tem Merry & Co.—and
very likely to lose it for Grevfriars.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The St. Jim’s Mateh !

“ Al Jove! Heah you are, deah
boya!"

Thus Arthur Aurustus 1’ Arey

of the Fourth Form at 8t, Jim’s.

Tom Merry & Co. greeted the Grey-

friars ericketers warmly as they arrived
on the 8t Fim's ground.

Tom Merry was a little surprised to

note the cxtensive changes in the team

since he had last seen it,

One Penny. 11

Thers was anly one member whom ha
cculd racall having secn play for the Grey-
friare junior eide before—Herbert Ver-
non-8mith, Most of the other fellowa
were strangera to him, though he remem-
bered having exchanged words with
Temple and Fry and one or two more at
Greyfriars.

Tom'’s opinion, as he glanced over the
new team, was that it was not up to tha
mark of the old Remove team. 'Fhern
was a suspicion of ewank about Temple &
Co., as if they thought a good deal of
themselves; but they did not look much
like first-rate cricketers.

“ How's Wharton?” asked Blake, of the
St. Jim’s Fourth.

‘SBorry  he couldn't come,” said
Vernon-Smith calmly. *“Weo thought it
better not, under the cires. But we'va
brought over a pretty ood
Temple’s skipper.”

“Borry we ecouldn't catch the carly
train, Merry,” said Cecill Reginald
biandlf'. “ War-time, you know, Alem !

“ All serene!” &aid Tom Merry. “ Lot's
of time for the game, anyway, We're all
ready !

“Yaas, wathah!”

Temple won the toss, and elected to
bat first, The Bounder touched him on
the arm.

“Let me open the innings with you,
old scout,” he murmured.

Cecil Reginald gave him a lofty gaze,

The Bounder iad been ueeful—very
useful—Cecil Reginald did not deny that,
But his uscfulness had now come to an
end, in Cecil Reginald’s opinion. It was
timo to mark the distinction between a
Fourth-Former and a mere Remove fag.

* Couldn’t, think of it, Smithy,” he said
calmly. “You'll go in with me, Fry.”

*“ Right-ho ! said Fry.

“Where do I come in?" asked the
Bounder eullenly.

“Last man, dear boy."”

And Temple went on to the field with
Fr{i] leaving the Bounder gritting hie
tecth.

team.

Vernon-Smith watched tho opening of
the innings with a meody brow.

He had given &0 much thought and
care to the success of his plot that he had
little to give to the match itsed. But
his school was something in his eyes.
He wanted to win that match for Grey-
friara.

It would be a dramatic climax to the
curious game he had played, too, if he
could bring off a win. But he knew he
was the only class player in the team,
ﬁp.d that the game depended chiefly on

im.

He was at the top of his form, in the
mood for a great game, and surc he
would do well. But Temple was skipper
—he had had to agree to that. And if
Temple had had his way, it looked as if
the Bounder would bo “not out” zt the
end of each innings, with little chance to
&care,

Tom Merry & Co. had gone into the
field, and Fatty Wynn bowled tho Bret
OvVer.

The Bounder’s forebodings were very
quickly justified.

Fatty Wynn was observed to grin as ho
glanced along the pitch. He had taken
the measure of Cecil Reginald Temple
without even seeing him bat. The fat
Fourth-Former of St. Jim’s took a little
run, and the ball eame down like a bullet
from a rifle. And Cecil Rerinald, who
was woing to ewipe the ball ints the
middle of next week, or the whola length
of the calendar, found his handsome and
expensive bat swiping the air, what timo
the ball knocked his middle stump eut of
the ground.

Temple looked rather pinic
carri out  his  handsome bat,
Dabney went in to take his place,
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as he
and
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The Bounder gave him a bitter look.

*“ Can’t you give a man who can bat a
chance, you aiﬁy a83?" he snarled.

*Oh, shut up!” anapped Temple,

He was not in a humour to listen to
the Bounder's critivism.

Dabney’s luck was littlo better than

emple’s. He had only scored two runs
before his wicket was spread-eagled.

illkinson was next man in, and he

lived through the over. But the St. Jim’s

ld was smiling.

Tom Merzﬁ& Co. had expected a tough

match with Harry Wharton's eleven. It
waa clear by this time that the match
was to be the reverse of tough,

Vernon-Smith understood their aup-

ressod aﬂmsement, and his look grew

ker and darker.

Ho thought of the cricketera cooped up
on the barge a great distance away, idling
and fuming and vowing vengeance. Was
the gmirlw he had played worth the candle,

all?

As ho saw the Greyfriars wickets going

in swift succession, the Bounder

would, perhaps, have undone his work
if he could.

But it .was too lato to think of that!
Bix wickets were down for eight runs
e spoke to Temple again. Temple
had called Scott of the Fourth,
*Will you give me my chance now?”
ed Vernon-Smith, between his
“Do {ou want the St Jim's
fallows to laugh us to death?”

Templo gave him a supercilious look,
but did not deign to reply.

It was Cecil Reginald’s turn now, and
the masterful ways of the Bounder were
to be repaid with interest.

“Get on, Scott!” he said.

But Scott, who was a level-headed
youth from over the Border, halted.

“Let Bmithy zo in,” lie said. * Dash
it ﬂ.}, Temple! What's the good of pre-

g that we've got a bat like
Smithy 7"
Templa stared af him, unable to repl
@ moment. Before he could spea
the Bounder, taking Scoit at his word,
walked out,

“ Yau cheeky ass!" exclaimed Temple.
“Who's captain of this team, Jim Scott?”

“Have we coms here to collect duck’s
eggs!” asked Scott, by way of reply.

nd Scott turned his back on the great

il Reginald, which was certainly not
the proper way to treat a cricket captain,
but was perhaps excusable under the
ciroumstances.

ott was a goo;:l bat himself, of the
stonewall variety, and he knew Smithy’s
form. And he wanted to win that match,
even if Temple’s swank had to be cut
down a little for the purpose.

The Bt. Jim's bowlers had got a little
careless. But Vernon-Smith at the
wickets soon woke them up.

lake was bowling, and when the
Bounder had taken a 2 and a 4, and
another 4, Blake stood to atiention with
& vengeance.

He was dealing with a batsman of a
very different type from these that had
gona before,

The display thus far had been
ludicrous. ~ But Vernon-Smith made a

ighty change. When he was at his best,
he was very good indeed; and he was at
his very best now.

There was a dream at the back of his
mind of ing that match out of the
firo by his own ecfforts, if only the
egregious Temple could be driven to give
him the chance.

“Bai Jove! That chap can bat!"
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy remarked, as
tha ball went to the boundary,

“ A bit different from those alackers,”
Tomar Fihggim. “The only good man
in_the bunch, I should say.”

Even Fatty Wynn, the-ciampion junior
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bowler of St Jim’s, tried his hand
against the Bounder in vain.

The Bounder seemed unbeatable.

Had his partners at the wickets boeen
able to keep up an end for him, ho might
have realised his dream of pulling the
game ouf of the fire. But that was very
doubtful  Ho could not have all the
batting, and the other wickets wero
tumbling fast,

Scott was last man in, and by that tima
the score was 60, of which close on 50
had been scored by the Bounder.

*“Good man!” said Scott, as he passed
him at the wicket.

“Keep an end up for me,” said the
Bounder. * You can stonewall. You're
about the only chap in your bleased Form
who can handle a bat! For goodnesd’
sake keep an end up, and give me a
chanca!”

Such a request to Temple would have
met with a stare of supercilious disdain,
But Scott of the FDurtlE was wiser in his
generation.

“ Rely on me!” he said cheerily.

And the Bounder hoped again,

Seott did not try to hit out, he did
not seek to play to the gallery, He knew
what he could do, and he knew what he
couldn’t do—and he wisely decided to
attempt what he could do. ~ His business
was to keep his end up, so that the
Bounder could make the running, and he
did it manfully,

He opposed to the varied attack a
steady, stonewall defence, only stealing
a run here and there to give Vernon-
Bmith the bowling.

The Bounder was doing most of the
hitting, and he was doing it in great
atyle.

St. Jim’s were getting tired of leather-
hunting, There was a buzz of applause
from tEe Saints reund the field when the
Bounder topped the century. And when
he was caught at last by Fiugins, Grey-
friars total stood at 120, and the Bounder
had contributed 105 te that total. It was,
as Monty Lowther of St Jim's re.
marked, a “one-man business,”

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Triumph !

ERNON-SMITH had played hard,
‘f but he looked almost as fresh as
paint as he came off.

Temple gave him an ungracious
stare. Ho was glad to aea the score
jump up. But Temple was realising that
there was not much triumph for him in
this match, if all the running was made
by the onlly Removite included in the
team. If was a triumph for the Bounder,
But where did. Cecil Reginald come in?

icho answered, * Where?”

St. Jim's batted, and the interval for
lunch occurred in the middle of the
innings,

After lunch batting was resurned, and
St. Jim’'s ran up the score pdetty rapidly.
The Bounder was in the field, and ho was
not asked to bowl. He chafad with im-
patience as he watched the score piling
u%) from the feeble bowling of the nuts
of the Fourth. His chance came in the
field, howover, and he caught both Tom
Merry and Figgina before either fairly
got going. And a smart throw-in by him
cosb Arthur Augustus D’Arcy his wicket.

Again that level-headed young gentle.
man, Scott, came to the rescue of the
team, Temple had given him the ball,
and he tossed it to the Bounder.

“ Catch!”

Vernon-Smith caught it, and went on
to bowl.

“Seobt, you aes, you're the bowler!”
exclaimed the exasperated Ceeil Reginald,

“I'm jolly well not!” aaid Scott coolly.
And he went to cover-point,

And Temple said no mors. Even

Dabney and Fry, his faithful chums,
were beginning to get exasperated with
him, and thero was danger of a mutiny
in the team if Temple did not draw in
his horns. 8o he drew them in,

It was chiefly as a batsman that ths
Bounder shone, but he had always been
4 good and reliable bowler. But just
now he beat all his previous records.

The St. Jim’s crowd, always prompt o
recognise good play, for or againat them-
selves, loudly cheered the hat-trick in
that over, wiich coat Blake and Talbot
and Noblo their wickets.

even Temple could not
refuse to give the Bounder his full share
of the bowling,

If he had not done so, it was an inter-
esting question how many centuries would
have been scored on the home side, As
it was, the innings ended with 130 runs
for St. Jim’s.

The Bounder was elated now.

His luck had served him, though it was
less luck in reality than skill and hard
play. Now that Temple was fairly
muzzled, so to speak, he had his chance,
and he was still thinking of a win.

Whon Greyfriars batted for the sccons
time, Vernon-Smith went in to open the
innings as a matter of course. Temple
opened his mouth to speak, but caught
half a deozen glares from his followers,
and closed it again. Ho accompanioed
the Bounder to the wickets, and
gloriously scored two, Then Fry joined
Vernon-Smith. )

After that came a kind of procession
which made the St. Jim's crowd emil
exultantly.

Bastman after batsman came and w
contributing at the most 2 or 3, while
the Bounder stayed on, not to be shifted
by all that Tom gderry & Co. could do.

His score was running up, and the
Saints cheered him as if he were one of
their own champions.

Scott was last man in, as before, and
again he adopted patient, stonewall tac-

tics, and left the run-getting to the
Bounder,
It looked like another ecentury for

Vernon-8mith.  His score crept up—=aa
85, 86, 90, 94, 97, 98, and a loud cheor
rang out for the Greyfriars junior as be
topped the hundred,

SBeott was out to a catch by Figgi-=
next ball.  Second innings was wort s
112 to Greyfriars, and the Bounder had
made 100 of them,

“Bai Jove!” Arthur
marked to his comrades, “If they had a
few more like that, deah boys, we should
have to hide our diminished nappers, yo:
know. That chap ought to be p ayin' for
his connty, bai Jove!”

There was something of swank in the
Bounder's manner as he sauntered off
first in and not out in that innings. The
Bounder had reason to be pleased with
himself. He had scored a century in each
innings—a rare feat in schoolboy cricket
a feat never accomplished before by an-
Greyfriars fellow ! True, St. Jim's wore
ahead on the first innings, and fully ex
pected to win outright, But there was
still the Boundei’s bowling to deal with

When Tom Merry and Figgins opened
the eecond innings for St. Jim's the
Bounder took the ball for the first over.
It was on Temple’s lips to tell him to
give it up, bat he did not. Fven Cecs
Reginald had recognised now that the
slender chance of a win for the side de
pended upon the Bounder; and though
auch a win would not reflect much glory
on the Fourth, it was better than =
defeat.

The Bounder was stiil in great form
IMis previous effort did not seem to have
tired him. His bowling was as good as
Fatty Wynn’s had been, There were no
more hat-tricka, but the bowling was
deadly, and wickets tumbled to ths

Augustus re-
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Beounder. With the rest of the bowling
the batamen dealt pretty easily.

The sun was asinking in the west, but
there was plenty of time to finish. A
good many of the players ehowed signs
of fatigue, but the Bounder seemed as
fresh as ever. A thicker crowd was
gathering round the field. The news of
that somewhat curious match had spread.
A team that had only one good man in it,
but was neverthelees holding its own on
the St. Jim's ground, was a sight not
often seen there. It was really Vernon-
Smith v. 8t. Jim's!

According to all prebabilities, Tom
Merry & Co. ought to have walked over
the visitors, But there is no game so full
of glorious uncertainties as cricket.

Tom Merry had the bad luck to be run
out through a blunder of his partner, and
that was probably the deciding factor in
the game,

The score stood at 90 when last man in
was called.

8t. Jim's wanted 13 to win, and Red-
fern and Noble—good men hoth—were
at the wickets. Fry was bowling. There
were two more balls left to the over, and
Redfern knocked away each of them for 4.
Ninety-eight! Then the Bounder toolk
the ball again, for what both sides
realised must be the last over. It was
the Bounder against Noble.

Again Temple nearly interposed. The
reat idem was in his head that he, on
ia own, would finish that matech vie-
toriously by lowering Noble's wieket.
Not that he ecould or would have done it.
But he was quite ignorant of that im-
portant fact, C5313’(. as he made a move fo
take the ball, Scott shoved him—which
was most disrespectul. And Fry whis-
pered, “Don't be an ass!”  And Wilkin-
son glared at him as if he would bite him,
And Cecil Reginald fell back into the
field, and stayed there,

All eyes were on the Bounder as he
bowled. .

Noble, the Cornstalk, was looking out.
He knew what depended on that over,
And there was a cheer as he drove the
first ball for 2!

“Well hit [

‘Bravo, Kanga

Three to win!

roo "

And the ball was
coming down. Smack! The batsmen
were running.  But the nimble bowler
had given a sudden leap, and there was
another smack, and Vernon-Smith held
up the ball !

“How's that?”

“ Caught and bowled!” roared Scott.
“PBravo, Smithy I

“Hurrah !" roared the whole field.

There was not much need to ask how
it was. Tt was out! Kangaroo gave a
rueful grin.

Tom Merry clapped the Bounder on
the shonlder as they came off.

“You've beaten us!™ he said. “My
hat! I never saw such a game! Con-
pratulations |

“Yaae, wathah! Congwats, deah

hoy ! "said Arthur Auvgustus D Arey.
“You've beaten us by two, bhai Jove!
Who'd have thought it ?”

And the 8t. Jim's fellows made much
of Vernon-Smith over a late tea after the
match.

At tea Cecil Reginald Temple re-
covered his zood-humour, and expanded
somewhat. After all, he was skipper of
a victorious team. The bazged match
had beex a win,  And when the Grey-
friars team were in the train speeding
homeward, the lofty Cecili Reginald con-
descended to remark :

“You're a good allround ericketer,
Vernon-8inith—jolly good for a fag, by
Jove !wWo‘l] let wou play for the Fourth
again !

Wherecat the Bounder grinned,
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Called To Account !

i E, he, he! Here they come!”
Billy Bunter chortled as
eleven tired, cross, and moody-
locking fellows walked into the
junior Common-room at Greyfriars,

Harry Wharton & Co. had come home
at last,

They had spent the day on the barge.
They had been landed just in time to
walk home to Greyfriars by dark.

They were not in good tempers when
they arrived, That was not surprieing
under the circumstances.

“Hallo! You look a scraggy erowd !”
said Bolsover major, * How did it go?”

“He, he, he! They haven't been to
8t. Jim's ! chortled Bunter. “Smithy’s
been to 8t. Jim’s with the Fourth! He,
he, he!”

“8o you knew all about it, you fat
villain ?”" roared Bob Cherry.

Bunter jumped back.

“Numno! Not at all! I-—I don’t
know anything about you, you know. I
—1I never heard them talking about it,
and—and they didn’t ask me to keep it
dark, and—and that isn’t why they sub-
scribed to the testimonial— Yarooooh 1"

Bump, bump, bump !

Billy Bunter sat on the floor and
roared.

“But what does it all mean?” ex-
claimed Ogilvy, *“Haven't you been to
8t, Jim's{”

Harry Wharton explained. To his sur-
prise and exasperation there was a roar
of laughter 1n the Common-room—
especially from the Fourth Form fellows
there. )

“Well, my hat!"

: I gasped Bolsover
major, wiping his eyes,

“You precious

muffs! Barging on the river all day!
Ha, ha, ha!”

T don't see that it's a laughing
matter—="

“You wouldn't!” chuckled Micky
_][:)esgmnd. “ But bedad it is! Ha, ha,
al

“Tt means a match chucked away for
Greyfriare I growled Johnny Bull.

“Phew! If they’ve lost the match,
we'll serag Smithy !

“Of course they've lost it!” snapped
Wharton savagely. ‘““What lcjnclp of
cricket do those howling asscs play #”

“The lickfulness will be terrific!”

“*And we'll scalp the lot of them, and
Smithy, too!” growled Squiff,

The disa%pointed cricketers crowded
away for their tea, which they badl
needed, They had had only a few snnlz
wiches on the barge during the day.
After tea they came down in grimn
humour, te wait for the party to return
from 8t. Jim’s.

A crowd had gathered in the dusky
quadrangle to greet the returning team.
Nobody expected to hear of a win, and it
was agreed that the whole party should
be ragged most thoroughly if they had
lost. As for the Bounder, boiling ‘in oil
was considered too good for him—at least,
by the Remove Eleven.

“]H;:re they are!” roared Bob Cherry
at last.

The heroes of the Fourth had returned.

Thef marched into the quadrangle with
lofty looks, and were immediately eur-
rounded by an excited crowd. +

“How’s it gone?” ghouted Bolsover
major,

Temple smiled loftily,

‘Oh, we beat them, of course !” he re-
plied airily.

“Beat them!” velled Bob Cherry.
“You beat 8t Jim's! Gammon!”

*Fact, dear boys,” drawled Temple,
“Beat them by two runs! Cloee thing,
but we brought it off |7

“Great Beott!”

{You know. you've got to answer for
this, Vernon- 8mith?" said Harry

One Penny. 13

Wharton, very quietly, but in an ominous
tone,

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“T'm ready;” he said coolly.

“Is it a fact that you've won the
mateh? I ean’t understand it.”

Vernon-Smith laughed.

“It's a fact!” ho said. “Temple is a
giddy victor—a conquering hero! Aren’t
you, Temple ?” :

Temple looked uncomfortable.

“Oh, rot!" he snapped.

“We beat them,” said Scatt.
leave wus that fixture next
Wharton !

“Oh, rather!” grinned Dabney,

“ Botter
time,

“Only you'd better lend us the
Bounder,” added the candid Seott.
“Smithy scored a century in each
innin *

liO I!’

“By gad!™

““And took most of the wickets,”

“My hat!”

“ Otherwise, the glory is oure,” con-

cluded Scott drily.

“Well, it was a Remove win, after
all!” said Bob Cherry, somewhat com-
forted.

“Bravo, the
Skinner.

Wharton's eyes were fixed an Vernon-
Smith’s face. He was glad it was a win,
and he was glad that it was a Removite
who had made it a win. But the trick
Vernon-S8mith had played on the Remove
Eleven was not to be pardoned.

*“Anything more to say?” asked the
Bounder, with a sneering smile.

“Yes. You played a low trick on us,
You risked losing an important match
for the Form! ~ You're a treacherous
hound ! exclaimed Wharton, his anger
breaking out. * You've got to answer
for it! And you've got to answer to
me—when and where you like !”

“An hurri #"” yawned the Bounder.
“I've had rather a tiring dny. I hayen’s
been taking it easy on a barge, you
know !

There was a chuckle from some of the
Remove fellows.

“When you like!” said Wharten
shortly,

‘“‘Baturday, then,” smiled the Bounder.
““Hallo, Bunter, I owe you five hob !'*

. And the Bounder, cool as ever, walked
into the School House,

Vernon-Smith was the eynosure of all
eyes in the Lower School that evening.
Few were found to defend what he had
done, and yet his condemnation was only
half-hearted—he had done it with w3
much coolness, courage, and determina-
tion. And he had won a match for
Greyfriars praetically on his own, In
spite of all, the Bounder was a good deal
of a hero in the eyes of the jumiors, and
many wished him well in ‘the coming

Bounder " chirruped

encounter with the captain of the
Remove.
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No. 24,—PETER HAZELDENE:
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There is not a great deal to be said in
oraise of Hizeldene. He. means well
generally, but with. frequent lapses: but ha
does not mean it hard enough,

Again and again he has repented, and
started in afresh; and again and again the
fArst touch of temptation has been too much
for him. We pray, “Lead ns . not .into
temptation.” But for some people tempia-
tion Is po such bad thing. By resisting |3
they win to stronger manhood,

For such as Hazel that “prayer is very
wecessary. . For them the sheltered ways of
tife ‘are fittest. 3
be found wanting.
af Reuben:
nob excel.” And yel—who knowst—it may be
that only; through many temptations and

Upon them is the curse

many falls will come their tempering into the |,

ateel of manhood.  And, in any ease, there is
not in this world of ours any such thing as
an absolutely safe way, =0 that the Hazols
among us are always in peril.

Some of yon have read about the remittance
men in the Colonles—f{ellows sent out ‘there
becaunse they have done no good at home, and
seem likely never to do anr. Their people
allow theém so much money, payable at stated
intervals, and that i3 the one thing they live
for, and the chief thing tlet iinders them
from lving a man’s li1_:

Peter Hazeldene i
remittance ‘man.

He is likeable enocgh.  Thlere is in him
now and then something of the charm of his
gentle gister Mariorie.  When he iz on his
good behaviour he seems gnite the right
sort. He is a clever goalkeeper, and quite
# useful ericketer, and that helps to keep him
in a set which will not nccept Skinner und
Stott and SBroop ameng them.
 His fits of repentance and his periods of
shraigat-going are gencrally colpcident with
Vimes when money is not too plentiful with
him. His remorse is more than half self-
pity. But put money in his- poeket, and he
ceaged to pity himsell, or to be grateful to
those who have again and again helped him
nut of difficulties. In the quaint old Serip-
iural words, “His horn is exalted,” and he
feals himsclf as good as anyone else, and a
bit better!

But that is only until the money has taken

unto itself wings and Rown—till Ponsonby or
pome other raseal has secured it. Then Hazel
looks round for help, and it is usually Harry
Wharton who gives it.
, Thap it ‘is not entirely for the wayward
junior's cwn sake mray be frankly admitted.
It is chiefly "for Marjorie's, and that is the
best excuse for what would ptherwise be mere
folly. It would be better for Hazel in the
long run, perhaps, to lenve him to sink or
swim without help. Only, the chanezs are
heavy that he would sink, and t*st would be
a terrible grief to his sister! ‘

But Marjorie has never been willing that
others should take upon their shoulders the
burden of her brother's faults. More than
once she has. interposed to save from disaster
one of his scapegoats. Hazel himself is not
of the stuff which eagnot bear to sce another
sufter in his place. It would hurt him; but
e would bear it somehow—very easily, after
the first wrench. Do you remember when
Vernon-8mith was under sentence of expul-
gion, and Hazel came to the door of the

unishment-room to make sure of—what?

hat the fellow under sentence did not mean
to give him away! Skinner himself could
hardly have heen more callous.

When Harry Wharton first came fo Grey-
friara  Hazeldene was at his worst. He had
made a bad name for himself, and he was
taking it very much as a matter of course.
Yet there was something more than a spark
of spirit in’ him, as he showed in the matter
of the locket -containing a portrait of his
gister, which led to the first fizht between
Wharton—taking Hazel's side. though he had
had grave cause to dislike and despise him—
and Bulstrode.

He showed up well in a smaller matter
when ¢hipped by the eads about his inclusion
in the cricket team to please Marjgrie, as
they held, He dkd not want his place on
puch terms, he said.  But he should have
poderstood that he did not get it om such

For them to be tried is to

“Unstable as water, thoit shalt /°

‘the weoy type of &

terma,
he showed then and at other times must be

Yet the feeling for his sister that

put to his eredit.  When dissension arose in
the Remove gight, owing to the stories spread
a3 to Wharton's meeting Marjorie, and carry-
i pondence with her on the sly,
k to resent the atfair on his
sister's account but he learned from her that
all the secrccy between her and Harry was
owing to his cwn sins, and for enee he was
thoroughly repentant. He helped the eight
to beat the Upper Fourth boat in the second
race, too.

In his unregenerate days as the Bounder,
Herbert Vernon-Smith did Hazel harm. Not
&0 much as he was inclined to reproach him-
self for later—Hazel was no sweet, innocent
youth when he eame under the Bounder's
influence.  But it was under that influence
that he became more deeply smitten. with the
gambling craze than ever, and it was through
gamhling that he went near to making an
end of himsell during a holiday in Switzer-
land. Wharton saved him then. When, on
a later occasion, he came very near indeed to
a4 nasty cropper in France, it was Vernop-
Bmith who pulled him out of the hole, and to
that ineident dates back the {riendship
between the Bounder and Mgriorie, who ean
never forget what he did for Hazel,

But Marjorie never knew who it was that
returned the Indian bangle which she lent
her brother to pawn with Fish, in order that
he might have money to pay off a debt that
was driving him almost to distraction—any
more than sha knew how miserably Hazel
deceived her over the whole affair. Tt was
the Bounder who sent back the bangle.

The Caterpillar—Rupert De Courey, of
Higheliffe—saved Hazel's bacon on  anbther
oceasion, though he had to drop a good deal
of money to do it. Johnny Bull, on his way
back to Greyfriars, let off the journey to the
ends of the earth that had been planned for
him, sent Wharton two fivers. {azel—well,
Hazel took them-—let us put it thus charit-
ably! And he lost them to Pon: hut the
Caterpillar got them back, and Hazel helped
to set himself straight with the other fellows
by the aid he gave Wharton in his rescue of
Johnny Bull from the waves.

For the fellow is not without physical
pluck. Tt is moral eourage he lacks. His
weakness is euch that, as the anthor of the
stories says somowhere, he is like a chame-
leon, an animal which takes its colour from
its surronndipgs.  With the cads, he is apt
to behave like a ead; in good company his
best comes out.

In the powerful stories now running he is
not seen at hiz beat by any means. The
spitefulness that iz in him stands revealed.
His 1s not the kind of nature to work out
patiently an elaborate revenge, but it is the
kind to find some temporary joy in setting by
the ears fellows who have offended him,

Some of you say vou don't like Coker.
Personally, T don’t like Hazel. I prefer some-
thing more decided—for good or for ill!

?mmnmlmmlw ml‘-l“‘l{

LThe Editor’s Chat.
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For Nexi Monday :
“THE LAST STRAW!”
By Frank Eichards.

_ The Pounder of Greylriars as a fighting-man
is the central figure of next week's fine story.
Vernon-3mith has taken a licking at the
bands of Boh Cherry. Now, hecause of the
stolen mateh, he is booked to fight Harry
Wharton., Wharton does not feel keen en the
fight; he eannot forget the friendship of the
pust.  The Bounder not only doss not want
to fight Wharton, but does not mean to if
it can be avoided. But in the long run he is
foreed into it, after mecting both Johnny
Bull and Bolzover major- ther an oppone:nt
easy to deal with! It iz through Hazeldens
that matters come to a climax at ast, and
everybody will he interested to read bow the
wayward, shiftless wastrel of the Remove,
showigg up at  his worst, embroiled two
cilows cach worth a hundred of him!

THE FOOD QUESTION,

I have had a number of letters about this,
most of them appearing to refer to passazcs
in the storles—to the Greyiriars rationine,
that is. A collier render is rather wroth with
me, and wants to know how T think [ should
like the 4lb. of bread and 2Hb. of meat per
week if 1 were really working, And &4 country
reader says the scale ie absurd for fellows
who werk out in the open air,

Well, I am working—working as hard, I
helieve, as the great majority of my readers
The theory that brain-work is easier and less

‘exhausting than manual labouar is one only

maintained by people who know nothing
about brain-work—and are never likely to!

But—and it's a big “but”—the brain-
worker certainly does not require as much
food as the manual worker, and for him to
eat as much woild be foolish and injurious.

I have said that I can easily keep within
the rations. 1 should not absolutely starve
on half of them, in fact.

But I should not ecall anyone greeds
becanse, having worked all day on a farm.
in a factory, down a mine, he wanted three
or four times what sulfices me. He probably
needa it,

The Food Controiler has now stated that be
never meant the rations to apply to such
ases, And, of course, they cannot apply
where bread is the staple food, as it is in so
many cottages,

What scems to be needed is that those who
can do with less than the rations should—
that those who need and must have more
should avoid all waste, and try to do with
little less than usual—and that all of us
should pull tozether, not making unnecessars
comparisons, of trying to set class agains
class, to keep the flag fiying, and beat the
Huns who are trying to sfarve us out!

Chew your food well. Don't let it go dows
until it slips down of IHeelf. Hungry JPeopls
are too apt to bolt their victuals. By chew-
ing well you can get more satisfaction, more
favour, more nourishment, out of a smalles
quantity. I know, for 1 have tried it, and
am still doing it!

A GREAT STORY!

Have you got your eopy of “After Lights
Out " yet? If "pol, you would do well ta
hurry up, for Mr, Martin Clifford's lates
book will very soon be out of print. Az
¥ou really cannot afford to mi=s it, Few
better stories of school life have ever bees
published, Tt i high praise, T know, te
compare it with “The Boy Without a Nume ™
“Bechool and Sport,” and * Rivals and Chums™
but it really ranks with them.
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IN A LAND OF PERIL!

By BEVERLEY KENT,

Author of **Officer and Troopzr,” **Cornstalk Bob,” “A Son ol the Scr,"” ete., ete.
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS,

Bob Musters and Ted O'Brien, an Irish
Sory, escape from the clutches of Faik, a
mascally adventurer who is in pursuit of a
secret treasure in the Afriean wilds,  Faik
w working in collusion with Jasper Orme,
Bob's cousin, at Cape Town. The two lads
are ecaptured by the.patives of the Inrobi
fribe, who alse surrcund Faik’s party. Fuik
Bas done the chief of the tribe a bad turn
& the old days, and tries to place the guilt
em Bob; but, thanks to a Scotchman wamed
MacGregor, and a friendly native—Mendi—he
fails in his plot. Bob is acelaimed chief on
the death of Kazna, the former leader. The
eomrades save Faik from the vengeance of
the tribe, then push on alter the treasure,
But are waylaid by Mopo and a strong force.
Mopo, whe is Bob's deadly rival, is beaten
off, with his braves, and Galza, a messenger
grom the Inrobl, comes to their camp.

He brings tidings of Mopo, who is in pur-
sit. The eompanions elude Mopa Dby
diving Into the lake, and they find u won-
gerful underground country, inhabited by a
tribe of weird people unlike the human race.
These strangers they overcome, secure {he
gold, and then, alter amazing adventures,
Snd themselves back in the world they bad
guitted. Mopo and Faik, with a streng party,
are on their tracks,

(Now read on.)

Divided Enemics.

As Boh jumped off the ralt to the resene
Mendi tripped and fell.  The two seoundrels
pursuing him were only a few yards behind.
it looked as if they must reach him first.

But Bob sped over the groumd at terrific
speed, without a thought of the danger to
mmeelf.  As one of the geoundrels raised his
rifle to club the poor black boy, who lay
prostrate and helpless, Bob dashed full-tilt
against him. = i

The impetus of the charge sent the villain
reeling hack, and the rifle cluilered to the
stones. But the lad could not keep his feet.
He swung round, staggered, and fell.  As he
serambled up the other rufliun closed with
him.

Now, fighting for his own life as Bob was,
yet he did not forget Mendl. He tried to
break away, but cauld not release that iron

He eaw the first seoundrel stoop and
up the rifle agaia.  He knew that with-
eut some extraordirary intervention Meadi's
doom was gealed,

But a rifle-sitot rang out, and with a yell
of agony and fury the ruffian reeled, and
again his rifle fell from his grasp. Then Ted
closed with Boh's assailunt.

The two lads fonght desperately. For either
of them single-handed the powerful villain
was more than a mateh:; but both were
tough, their museles splendidly developed by
months of an arduous life.  They pulled him
down, and Ted tightened strong fingers about
Ri=s throat.

Look ofter Mendi!" he eried,
this fellow now!”

Bob toze and glanced back. The wounded
Bully was still full of fight. 1Mis facz was
twisted by pain, and his ¢yes were gleaming
with bafled fury. His right arm hung lmp,
but with his left hand he bad picked up the
pifie, and was on the track of Mendi, who,
too injured to rise, crawled along the groumd.
Bob went after him.

With a snarl, the reoundrel turned.
at him again, and ciutehed the hand
the ritte.  After a sharp tussle he
it free, and, jumping back, he
1 it to hiz shoulder.
sgand back, or I fire!” he thundered.

., let that fellow go, and eome back io

I've got ihem covered, and yon cau

Mendi along.  Ahl, that you, MacGregor?
re more than a mateh for them npow !
old 8eat had esyme up 28 fast as he
el He was carrying the one rifio.

Hravo! Ye did that fine, Bob!" he said.
=1 thenght for a few moments that nasthing
eould eave ye; but I siw my chuance, and I

“1epn bold

Boh

managed to wing that cur. They've both
trekked here with your eousin from Cape
Town, I expect, and a nice riffraff he's got
around him! Stand where ye are, ye loons!
Dinna attempt to rise! [ kenned fine what
your game would bel”

He had covered the further ruffian, who
had now rizen, and was rubbing his throat
and gasping.  Bob kept a bead on the other.
Fhey stood sulkily, dized ihat they should
have been worsted by two lads and an old
man, their evil bearts secthing.

Ted had run back and helped Mendi to
rise.  With Ted's assistance the black hoy
limpod  towards the raft, and Bob and
MacUregor  followed, walking backwards a
few paces at a time, and keeping the bullies
at bay. Mendi lay down on the raft, and
Bob and MaeGregor stepped on to it

“Now shove off, Ted!” MacGregor ordered.
“Bob and 1 will et those curs see that we
dinna intend they shall get awa’ yet. That's
richt, Bob, keep your man marked down!
We'll need all the time we can get here, and
if they got to Orme they wounld bring the
whole crew down on us!™

The raft glided out into the river, and Bob
and the old Scot stood vigilant, The
seoundrels did not stir for a full eouple of
minutes. Then they both turned and dached
for the brushwoaod.

MacGregor chueliled.

"Ome of them has got sowmething to remem-
ber his villainy by, anyhow,” he remarked.
“By the time Orme comes along we'll he
heyond the far bend, and he won't be able to
overtake us on foot. We're safe from them
tor the present. And now, Mendi, hoo are
ye feeling?”

“His aunkle is badly stralped, hut I don't
think any bone is broken,” said Ted, whao
had been examining the injured limh.

“Me verra well,” the Dlack hoy bravely
replied to MucGregor. “Me soon all right.”

“How did you get hurt?” Bob asked.

“Fleeing from those two jackal Memnd:
replied.  “For, master, I had tracked down
the whitefaces, and done all as you had Lid,
and T knew not that the bushes were hiding
two such evil ones. And lo! as 1 was hastén-
ing, they jumped upon me, and I ran flester
han they., But my foot eaught in the
long grass, and T was thrown,  And when 1
stood upright, 1 found that no more could I
runn, and thus they came nearer.  And then
1 eried aloud that you might be warned, and
also with hope that I might be saved. But
you, my master, heard me, and therefore I
am here!”

Hiz eyes shone with gratitude.

“And was it not you, Mendi, who saved
our lives Iast night? We do not forget,”
Bob  said. “But there i3 much we would
like to know about these whitefiuces you saw
together!”

“And of that T ean tell, oh master!” the
hlack boy replied. “There are many of
them, all armed and fierce of aspect, and
there is one who scems their chief, with the
neck of a bull ind o foot like unto the pad of
an clephant !

“That's Jasper Orme,” Bob murmured.
“And, Mendi, what did you hear?™

“Their mouths were pouring oub  talk,
master, and thelr tgnoues were  bitter,”
Mendi replicd, " For they had come a far

way, and at the end they had lost what they
sougit 1"
The

Britishers  exchanged  guestioning

master  knows," the bluck
answered, For are they not thieve:
did pot they come from afar that the
eeize what you sulfered so much to ™

“The treasore!” Ted wasped.  “It's heen
taken from the cache, and yet not by them!
Can Mopa have been ente emougi to make
off with it?”

"1 digna  think that's the explunation,”
Mueliresor remarkid.
or do L" Bob agreed.  “Tell us Mendi,
dild you see Faik with those evil ones?”

“Him of the fish oyes and  the monkey
walk?" Mendi asked. vay, master, ‘twas

of him they were talking with faces of fury.
And  their chief wvowed vengeamee, znd
cracked a whip, and urged them to yoke and
pursue.  And of a truth the fish-eyed one
will’ need to cover the ground swiftly if he
would escape, for the rage of those black
hearts is great indeed ™

Ted began to lungh.

“Faik conldn't play straight with anyone,”
he gaid. " He's dong Orme out of his share,
after putting him to the expense of fitting
out an expedition to rob us.  But he can's
have ‘got off with all that gold alone!™

“Probably he’s with Mopo,” MacGregor
guggeated,

Bob had faliea into deep thought.

“Looking at the business from every side,
it doesn’t seem that our chances are as bad
as | bad feared,” he said.  “If Orme and his
gang had got the gold they would have
started at once for Cape Town, and for three
of us, with only one rifle, to recover it from
a large, well-armed party would have been a
tough job !

“¥es,  Ins
iollow up Faik
fo go for Failk,
give Orme the siip!

“And, meantime, they're a!l our enemies,
and  however mueeh  they may hate one
anither, they'll join  together against us”
Mugtiregor said. I agree that things midht
by waur, but they're nane too cheerful as
they are. And noo thit we've gote away
from Orme, we're moving straight up the
river towards Mopo, who has a pretty warm
weleome awaiting us if he gets an opening!”

“Then what do you think we should doi”
Ted asked.

“We eanna land in the daylight,” Mae-
Gregor said. " Before wo went far we wad
find Mopo wal g us from the hank. But
I won't be sorry if I see that!”

" Why?"

Y1t will explain o good deal, to my way of
Lthinking. Faik won’t be with him, for, of
coursz, Failt is in terror of Orme, who is only
a few miles behied and coming up fast.  fo
Faik will have cleared out with the gold.
Mopo has plenty of men, and can lend him
enough to earry it. If Mopo is by the river,
then take it from me that is what has
chaneced.”

“Then we'll go efter Faik,” Bob said,

o \’Q\ We'll land at nightfall, try to slip
pact Mopo, and get on Faik's track. Mean-
time, Orme will come after Mopo, thinking
Faik is with him. Aopo will try to lure
Orime along day after duy on o false seent,
to give Faik time to pet well away. When
Orme finds how he haz heen fooled, he will
turn and start after Faik, By then, 1 hope,
we, too, may be i long distance from here.”

*And we'll have the treasure again,”” Ted
sidid, his eyes chining.

Y Well, that's what we hope,” MacGregor
assented.  ** Bt never count your chickens
before they're hatched, my lud. And there's
one thing to remember.  Whether we stand
to lose the gold or not, we must wait for
Galza.”

1 had forgotten that,” Ted said, and he
looked a trifle crestfullen. ' What do you
think has happened to himi?"

MacGregor emifed.

 Galza has come to grief,”” he replied.
“He's working for us night and day, and
he'll turn up with good news sconer or
tater.  And before we're out of this we'll
need him, U'm moch inclined to think. Now,
let nz have ne grub.  There's nothing for
11{5 to do =b prescnt except let the raft float
along.”

They ate o hearty meal, and hy the time
it was finished they had come to a hend in
the river.

There was no ddan of Mepo.
if their plan vwoull work out.

of that, Orme will now
d added. ' Our game ig
t the gold, and then try to
et

L

It looked as

On Faik's Track.
miiles farther on, amd on the Tar’ side
iver, there wae a smndl inlet hidden
hy a thirk growth of hashes om either side

(Coutinaed on page 16.)
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und on Bob's suggestion the raft was paddled
in.there, Thus hidden from view, they weré
able to rest until.nightfall.

During the day they kept a constant
observation on the opposite side, but did net
see anyone. As Mendi could not walk, it was
arranged that he should paddle the tliree
Britishers dcross, and then return with the
raft to the inlet, where he could rest- until
summoned, i

‘A eouple of hours after sunset they landed.
taking with them the ritle, a good supply of
ammunjtion, and enough provisions to last
for three or four days.

Their plan was to push across the plain,
travelling .all night, to a mountain some
twelve miles distant. From there they hopéd
to get an open view of the level country
around. Orme, with his waggon-team, could
not keep ‘in hiding. They would see him
sooner or later, and then, moving abreast
with him, they expected to get in touch with
Mopo. After that they would have to act
uceording to Lhe emergencies of the moment.
It wans a fine, starlight night when they
landed, but fortunately- the moon had not
vet risen. They went straight across the
1ain, chancing their luck that they would
not bé seen, for they had no medna of
knowing where their enemies had camped.

Nothing happened to cause alarm, and.in
diae course they reached the foot of the
mo%u;taip.. It was higher than they had
unticipated, and the ascent was very steep.
MacUrezor was much exhausted before they
reached the crest, but they all managed to
get there before daybreak.

Bob kept watch whilst the others slept,
and, sitting down, he waited for the first
hint of daylight. It came at lust, and as
the sun rose he looked keenly for any sign
of Orme. He could see the country for miles
on every side. The river seemed to be flow-
ing very mear the foot of thie mountain,
Nowhere could he deteet an enemy

But be was neither surprised nor dis-
appointed. Orme and hi= confederates would
have breakfast, and would kave to round up
and inspan the oxen before startimg on the
day's trek. Noon might come before they
emerged into view.

_Bob awoke his companions after they had
had four hours’ rest, and they all took a
meal. By this time the sunshine was grow-
ing very strong, and the weleome warmth
was a luxury after the cold wind that had
awept across the mountain during the night.

Ted wus the first to notice Orme’s caravan
debouching from bhehind a nullah on te the
plain. He called to the others to observe ijt.

Phere were' altogether twenty men three
driving the waggon-team, and the others
wilking on either side. ‘Bome dozen carried-
rifles, and Orme was the only one on horse-
haek, and he kept eantering on ahead and
searching the country on either side,

At once the three Uritishers made prepara- |

tions to leave. They began to collect their
ammunition and stores.

‘It seems plain that he means to follow
the gourse. of the river,” Holf remarked.
**Ho would it not be best if we made for
that hill over there?

“We canua do better,” MucGregor agreed.
“By the time we get there he'll he still
comiiig on, for he'll have to make a hall-
circle with the team, uniess he tires the
hullocks hefore nizhtfall. He won't be such
a fool as to do that, for when they're dead-
beat be'll have to stop till morning Come
along ! ’

They tramped down the mountain-side and
pot to the plain. The old Scotehman stepped
out sturdily. Sleep and a good weal had
restored hiz energy, and thiy covered the
distance at a steady pace. Ascending fhe
hill by the side farthest from the river, they
observed ptrict caution as théy came near
the sammit.

Bob crawled on ahead for the last handred
yards, and the others could see that he had
discovered much of interest. Lying down, he
fooked back, and wuved bis hat to them to
hurry on.

Ted drew a deep breath as be peeped over
the top. Orme was about two miles behind.
Mopo and his warrfhrs were gathered along
the- river about four miles from Orme. No
doubt Mopo had scouts out, and was waiting
for Orme to see him befare he went further
In his scheme of keeping him by the river.
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bhank whilst Faik got away with the
treasure.

And Faik? They saw him, too. He had
come- well inland, and was sweeping round
foward the south.

Ted chuckled.

“It’s all stretehed out belore us just like
a4 panorama,” he said. * Yon were right;
Mr. MacGregor. Aund we can see the three-
cornered ghme that is being played by these
seoundrels. Looks to me as if Faik ean be
tripped up easily enough.”

“He's got seven of Mopo's men with him,"
Bolb remarked; *“‘and they're going very

slow."

" That's where he's handicapped,” Mae-
Gregor =aid. * Every one of them is carry-
ing a verra heavy burden. No douht he's
driving them as hard as he dare, but one
white bully ean't go too far with seven black
hoys. H  they dropped the treasure and
eleared off he would be stranded.”

" Our diffieulty will be to head him off, 1
suppose?” Ted suggested. * When we get
down to the plain hgain we'll lose sight of

him."

“I've been thiniing about that,” Hob
replied. * But he's on a bit of a rige just
now, and there are a couple of trees there.
I vote that we make us hard as we can for
that spot. 1 expect we'll Boe the trees when
we come down from here. And then we'll be
on his tracks, and can follow him up, and it
]‘K‘?;IE- matter whether he goes to right or
eft,

* Ye've gol a good headpiece, lad.” Mae-
Gregor said, with approval,  * But I hope he
won't keep on marching ail night, for as it
is we have leeway to make up, and 1'm not
a8 brisk as I once was. DBut 11l stick this
job out, anyhow ™

They started again, and Im due course
arrived at the trees Bob had indicated.
There ‘they’ had no trouble in picking up
Falk’s spoor. The ground was rather soft,
and the black boys had marehed in open
order; their footprinta were plainly diseern-
ible. ~ Here they took another meal, and
rested for a couple of Lours.

Bob and Ted could, of course, have pushed
on without delay, but of set purpose they
hipted that they were a bit fatigued, and
would like to lie under the shade of the trees
until the cool of the eveming: The old
Scotehman fell asleep shortly after he lay
down, and they sniiled as he closed his cyes.

' He's a grand old sport!” Ted whispered.
“He's gume for anything. I helieve that
sooner than disappoint us he would keep on
going until be dropped.”

"If we do get back the gold and land it
safely in Cape Town, and onr fortunes are
made, it will be owing to him,” Hob
answered. ‘It was a lucky day we eame
agroes him fishing outside the Inrobi village,

you remember? How amazed we wore!
And how mnch has happened sinee then!™

“Ay. I pever fancied what lay alead!”
Ted said,  “And the pluck of him to come
with us, when he knew the danger and we
didn’t!. And it's my beliet, Bob, that it
wasn't altogether just for his own sake that
2}5 took that risk. I'm sure he was thinking

us,

Bob nodded his head in assent.

“I've often thought that, too,” he agreed.
"He's o splendid old chap, and we'll never
forget the part he's played, And what
amuses me is that he often keeps something
up his sleeve. He doesn't always tell us all
he knows or hopes.”

“When there's danger that he knows of
from former experience, he doesn't speak
ahout it until it has to be faced,” Ted said.
“I've noticed that three or four times. And
he's been puzeling me a bit of late, Bob,
just on that aecount.”

Bob looked at his chum and laughed.

“Is it Gulza you have in your mind?” he
asked.

e T N . ST

“You've hit the nail on the head,” Ted

chuckhed, “¥You remember how he told
(ialza to clear ount a eouple of days ago
when Mopo caught ns?  And Lo has men-
tioned Galza off and on since then, Now
why did he send Gualza away!”
- ¢T'd like to know,” Bob.replicd, laughing
again.  “The only hitt he has given was
when he said that Galza will turn up with
good news for us soomer or luter. But it's
no use trying to guess, Time will show
what is in his mind. And now hie's beginning
to stir.  Don't let him see¢ we've been
talking ‘about him.”

In another few minutes they were on the
march again  They walked till nightfall pre
ventéd them from following the spoor, and
then, pnot knowing how fur Faik might be
ahead, they kept very guict. At dawn oest
merning thiey were ready 4o push on.

By arrangement, Bob went first. He fol-
lowed the spoor without diffieulty and with
greéat caution.  In three hours ‘he eume to
the spot where Faik- and lis  party had

enmped, and he hurried back to tell his
companions.
“TThe fire was _still burning; there was

every indication that Faik had but recently
left the camp. They pressed on, and shortls
after noon Beb hurried back ngain.
_“We've come up with  them!" he said
“They're having their midday meal. The
black boys are lying about, and Faik i
sitting alone,”

Mactiregor stroked his heard.

“Take wa along where we can get & good
look at them,” he suggested.  “This seems
to me to be a gowd opportunity for tackling
them.”

Very slowly and cautionsly they advanced
and presently Bob, in silence, pointed alicad

a8 they came to the edge of some brush-
wood. The black boys were doxing. Faik.
lanky and sour-faced, sat in a droopine

position, as if overcome by the heat. He
waa shout (fty yards away.

I think we ought to be able to.rush him, =
Bob said.

“That's the game,” Maeliregor replicd
“He's got a rifle, 1 see. It's lying alongside
the boulder he's sitting on. He maunfia have
time to use that. Ye'll have to stalk him.”

“But I've got a rifte, too, and I could
buwl him over if he tried any tricks,” Bob
replied.

“He might get his shot in first; and, any
how, I want your rifle; that's where 1M
come in useful,” the old Scotsman said. “De
ye lads ereep forward and attack him agaim
You are well able to get him down. Thes
'l keep the black boys off, It's just possible
they micht go to his assistance, but if 1 tire
a shot they'll acoot on the instant, And
once vou have seized ¥aik it won't be lomg
before 1 am by vour side.”

“ AU right, Bob agreed.
Ted?”

Ted's face was twitching with excitement
He nodded, and then dropped to the ground
Bob  handed the rifle to Mac@regor, and
followed. Together the two lads crept for
whrd, and MuacGregor  watched thom s
breathless suspense, If Faik turncd hbis heae
Le would see them, and he would be able &
defend himsell,

Very cautiously the lads advanced. Thes
had got half-way when one of the black boye
st up, stretehed his arms, and then lap
down zgain.  On and on they went until thes
were only fifteen yards from Faik.

Then they arose. As they did so Mac
Gregor heard the clink of n stone which
one of them must havé kicked. On e
instant Faik looked round. He saw them
and gave a yell. Then together they dashed
at him.

He seized his rifle, but had no time to brisg
it to hiz shoulder.

(Next aweek's dssne will contain anbihes
splendid instalment of this exciting story.)
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