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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Smithy in Form !

] ELL hit, Smithy!”
W “Hallo, halle, hallo!™ ex-

claimed Bob Cherry, as that
shout from the cricket-
rround reached the ears of the Famous
five in the quadrangle at Greyiriars.
*Bmithy’s going it !”
Harry Wharton & Co., the chums of

he Remove, wera wheeling their
sicyeles down to the echool gates. The
Jo,  wWere pnyig a visit to Frank
Jourtenay at Highclife School that
ternoon.

But they paused, and looked round

wowards the cricket-ground.

Yernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
‘riars, was at the wickets. It was not
v mateh—only cricket practice, and the
Bounder did not always turn up for
practice. But he woas a first-class
rricketer when he liked, and evidently
1@ was in great form now.

Quite 8 hitle crowd bad gathered
round to see Vernon-Smiuth batting.
Jquiff, whe was a good bowler, was
giving him every kind of ball he could
think of, and the Bounder was tfeating
them all in masterly fashion.

“Let's watch him a bit,” said Bob,
keenly interested, “"We'rd in no hurry
to get to Higheliffe.

“Right-ho!” said Wharton,

The machines wera leaned in a cluster
against one of the elms, and the chums
of the Remove walked down to Little
Bide. Tho junior at the wicket saw
them arrive, and he snuled shightly.
Time hod been when Vernon-Smith was
a prominent member of the Remove
Eleven. That time was no longer; but
the Dounder was not averse from show-
ing the captain of the Remove what
kind of a ployer he had dropped out of
the Form Eleven.

Tom Brown had gone on to bowl; and
the New Zealand junior could generally
be relied wpon to take wickets. But the
Bounder proceeded to knock Browney's
bowlng all over the feld

“Bravo, Smithy!"

“Well hit!™

“ Good man!”

Bolsover major, Skinner, Snoop, and
some. more vociferated apglau&e, chiefly
for Harry Wharton's benefit. It pleased
them to regard the Bounder as an 1n-
jured party, ot account of his exclusion
rom the Form Lleven, Th“i.d'd not
mean to leave the Remove skipper in
any doubt as to their sentiments,

But Wharton did not heed them. He
was watching Vernon-Smith with keen
appreviation of the form he waa show.
ing. Wharton was a splendid bat him-
self, and a keen judge, and he realised
that at lius very best he bad never
beaten the Bounder's present form.

Wingate of the SBixth, on hiz way to
Big Side, had paused to Jook on. He
called out to Tom Brown:

“Give me the ball, young "un!”

“Here you are, Wingate!”

“You'd. like to have a few from me,
Vernon-Smith? called Wingate.

Srm— T _—

“Yes, rather!”

" Good M

There was a buzz of excitement on
Little Side as the big Sixth-Former wont
on to bowl. Wingate was captain of
Greyfriars, and head of the games. He
took a fatherly interest in junior cricket;
but it was a rare honour and distine-
tion for & junior bat for George Wingate
to condescend to bowl for him. The on-
lookers expected "Smithy’s wicket to go
down at tﬁe first ball. Dut it did not.
Vernon-Smith played that ball easily,
nnilid sent 1t w]‘llJi.:r.mg away across the
field.

“My hat!” said Wingate. * Field that
ball, one of you kids!”

There was a rush of the juniora to
fteld the ball for Wingate. Ogilvy toszed
it back to him.

Wingate bowled again, putting all he
knew into it. Thiz fime the Bounder's
wicket was quite expected to go down.

But again & gleaming bat sent the-

round red ball whizzing.

“Bravo, Smith " shouted Bob Cherry.

“Well hit!”

“The esteemed Southy iz in terrific
fsqrm}i" remarked Hwree Jamset Ham
mgl.

“Teerific!” grinned Nugent. *Win-
gate looks surprised.” .

Wingate certainly did look surprised,
Russell threw the ball to him, and the
captain tried again. DBut Vernon-Smith
was all there, and ogain the ball was
gent o a journcy.

“Jaolly good, voung "un!? zaid Win-
gate hewrtily. “ You'll do”

And tho captain of Greyiriars went
on towards: Dk Side.

Vernou-Smith was still batting  when
the Famous Five went back to their
bieycles. There was: a thoughtiul ex.

resgion about Harey Wharton's face,
%nb looked at him with a smile.

“Yes, it's a piliy!” he remarked.

Wharton started.

“I'm a giddy thought-reader!”
grinned Bob., * You were thinking it’s
a pity that Smithy doesn't play for the
Remove now.”

“Well, I was,” admitted Wharton.
“1 wonder——-" Huo hesitated. " Well,
he was dropped out of the team because
he uhucl-:-:-tfa match away through not
being fit. He plays the giddy ox—
smokes and bets and rot like that, 1
don't Like it, but it's not my business.
He seems keon cn-:rth on cricket now.
We don’t  specially  want  smoky
bounders in the Form team, but—hut so
long as Bmithy keeps fit, 1 think he
might have a chance.”

“A chance to crack up in o match,
and let the side down as he did be-
fore!” grunted Johnny Buoll.  “"Wat
till he learns to play the game straight.”

“Well, we'll see, anyway,” said
Harry; and the subject dropped as the
‘Famous Five wheeled their machines
down to the gates.

A handsoroe, well-dressed fellow in a
steaw  hat, with the Higheliffe badge,
strolled in just as they reached the gates,

——

It was Cecil Ponsonby, of the Fourth
Form at Highdcliffe,

The dandy of Highcliffe gave ﬂmlm B
F]anm, into which he threw all {he insc-
ence of which his expression was cap-
able—and that was a good deal.

Bob Cherry was strongly tempted to
wheel his machine into the Higheliffian
—but he refrained. The Greyfriars fel-
lows were going over to Higheliffe to
visit Fonsonby's eounsin, Frank Courte-
nay, with wham the-..y were on chummy
terms.  Under the circumstances, 1t was
better to keep the peace.

*“ Bmithy about?” asked Ponsouby,
PausE.

“(On the ericket-ficld,”™ =aid Wharton
shortly,

“By gad! Playin' cricket?”

Vg b

L1}

“Must be in want of =zomethm' to

de," yawned Ponsonby.

“Well, even a merry blade must do
something now racing's been stopped
for the duration of the war,” =aid Bob
Cherry., “How will you be able to live
without putting a sov. on a gee-gee till
the war's over, Pon? Will you join the
Stop-the-War Party ¥

Ponsonby walked in withoot replying
to that gquestion, and the five juniors
mounted their machines and pedalled
away up the Courtfield road.

Ponmsonby  suuntered  down to Little
Side, and jomed the erowd of fellows
“']']{J‘ Wele J"EI[‘“IHH CF2R L]l{"'l'[". 1:!"!']]{:“"
Smith was still batting, bLowler after
bowler testing hun 1o vain, I'on looked
on with watchinl eves. He knew some-
thing about cricket, though, as a rule,
he regarded the game as being far be-
neath hiz lofty notice.

“By pad, Zmiv's in toppin' form !
Tonsonby remarked to Snoop.

“{th, ves,” sud Bnoop indifferently.
“ Abont timie he chucked it, though—
I'll call him off.”

Vernon-Smith left the pitch when e
saw Ponsonby, and came over to the
dandy of Higheliffe. There was a
healthy Aush in his face, and ho zeemed
full l:rfY encrgy and sprin

“Come on!"™  said
Snoap.

The three juniors left the field.

g@dne_v James

“What about Skinner?” asked Pon-
sonby.

“Oh, hang Skinner!” said the
Bounder.

Skinner of the Remove watched them
with sullen cyes as they went into the
SQchonl House., Skinner was on  bad
terms with his study-mate now, and he
was not 1o be a4 member of the little
party in Yernon-Smith's study.

From the window of that study the
Bounder could see the cricket-ground,
but he gave it only a careless glance as
he szat down. Bnoop locked the door,
and a pack of cards was produced from
a secret recess, along with a box of
cigarettes. And in a few minutes the
threo young rascals were deep in the
little gama for which the dandy of High-
clifie had come over to Greyfriars,
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THE SECOND CHAPFTER.
A Very New Departure !

L1 ALLQO, hallo, halle!™ ;
Frank Courtenay, the captain
of the Highcliffe Fourth, waa on
the cricket-Geld when the Famoua
Five arrived. They left their machines
at the porber's lodge, and went down $o
the ground to meét him.

The Caternillar, Courtenay’s chum,
WA m{;linin,g_ in o long cane chair out-
side the pavilion, and he greeted them
with & nod and a amile.

“"How do do*” yawned the Cater-

illar. Execuse my nob rizin, will you?
'm fagged outl I've been playin’
ericket.

“ Knocked up a couple of conturica®™
agied Bob, wit.]l)| a ﬂm'ille.
Courey shook his head.

“I haven't beon battin'."

“Bowling 'emn down like ekittles®"
psked Bob.

“I haven't been bowlin®."

“Then svou've boen
humanity in the feld™

“No, I haven't been fieldin’."

“Thon I'm blessed #f I aee how

gtagproring

ou've becn playing cricket, if yoo
waven't  been  batting, bowling, or
Iding !"

“I'vo bosn codachin’,”

“Coaching !" exclaimed the Famous
Five, with ono volee.

“Yana. Franky's etill at it!
him."

The juniors could soe that Courtenay
was imparting instruction, and not play-
ing hinmelf:ngﬂut the fellows on tho field
word not membera of Courtenay's cleven.
The Co. knew them, of course—Gadaby
Merton, Vavasour, Drury, Monson, an
soveral more—all of them nuts, and
chums of Cecil Ponsonby.

Aa 2 rule, Courtenay waa not on vory
good terms with tho nuts of Highcliffe,
and Harry Wharton & (o, wore some-
what aurprised.

"“Those chaps
asked Nupont.

“ Amazin’, ian't it?* said the Caier.
pillar. *“ Wonders will nevor ccasol The
merry nuta have taken it up like—like
anythin’ Ponsonby actually asked Franky
to give ‘om some coachin', and, of
course, Franky aaid ' Yea’ ot onco. Pon'a
been at practico bafore ha wont out, and
his merry pale are etickin' to it Jike
glue, Amazin® "

“Well, it'e a change for the Ywiter,
instead of their hanging about, smoking
clcarcttea in corners,” remarked Iavey
Wharton. .

“Yana, But it's amazin', all the same,
T can't help wonderin® what Pon's up b
What is that gang takin® up ericket all
of o sudden for? They've been doin’ it
for more than a week past,™

“Good tor them!"

“And Franky's made mo Lelp in the
coachin',” aaid the Caterpillar. “T've
struck now, thouph—weather's Yoo warm
for coaclin’ duffera.  Ifallo, hirre comes
Franky!” ) .

Courtenay joined the juniors oataide
the pavilion.

He looleed vory warm, but vors pleased
and satisfied,

“Rathor n chamee there” remarkad
Wharton, with a glanea towards the fiekd,

Monson wad batting tn Gadaby’a bowl.
ing, and hoth of them werr showin
better form than the Greoviviars fellows
hiad seen them ahow bofove.

“Yea, " gaid Courlonay, " Pan's taken
up ericket this season, ad acema to be

ulling ahead with it.  Ilia pala have
;:;.I.i-:'nwnd his oxamplo.”

“YWhen I'on says torn, wo all turn, "
grinnod Bob Cherey.

Conrtonay Jauched.

“Something liko that. Buot I'm giad to
sao 1k, Somo of them would make gond

‘ateh

taking up cricket?”

The Caterplilar feels
ericketors if they took tho trouble. They
aoom to be taking it now., You fellows

mind if I koep on with them a bit?"
“ Delighted ! said Harry, laughing.

“It's quite =an ontertainment to  soc
Gaddy & Co, playing cricket !"
Courtonay rojoined the nupts, It was

half an hour lator when they wont in
to tea i Courtenay's study.

Tho chums of the Remove ware aur-
prisad. It waa quite a novel thing to
aoo tho elackers of Highelifie fagging at
cricket practice on a warm aftornoon, and
with apparent carncstness,

Tho Caterpillar opined that Ponsenby
had soma little game up his slesve, but
what that little gnme might bo was not
enay to so0, . .

onaonby had been junior captain of
Higheliffe befora Courtenay came to tho
achool, and Higheliffo junior ericket had
been, na Bob Cherry sanl, comie.

Courtenay's eloven was very different
from what Consonby's cleven had been,
Fven now, though the nuts wers ovi-
dently doing thair beat, they wora not in
form to face 8 Groyiviars junior feam. A
vory indifferent teamn lﬁ:rk{*d from fthe
Removo would have walked over thom.

With anch followers as the puta, Pon-
annby could hardly have boen thinking of
ousting Courlenay from hia place in
junior cricket. o .

“I've asked Pon if he's trainin” his
morey mon to play va, and ;:m{n ua off the
carth,” remarked the Caterpillar, * Bat
lie aaxa bo jan’t. I'm hopin' that Pou
will get into such toppin' form  that
Franky will give him my place in the
eleven an’ drop ma aut,™ ;

“Waot likely ! aaid Courtenay langhing.

Tha juniora chatted cricked over. toa,
tlin Caterpillar heroieally concealing the
fack that cricket jaw bored him as much
as foothall jaw or war jaw.

Whan tha chums of Groyfriara took
thetr leave they wore aurprised o see
thoe nuts still abt practice at the nets
Ponsonhy was with them now-—ho had
retarned after his little gamo in the
Bounder's stidy at Greyiriara.

Harry Wharton & Co. paused to look
on for a fow minutes,

Ceeil Ponsonby aighted them, nnd
camo to the cdpe of the ground with
tho ball in his hand.

“Liko to sample my bowlin', Whar-
toni" he asked, quite civilly.

T o

fatigued.

{See Chapter 2.)

“Yes, if you like,” said Iiarry, sur
prised at being addressed so civilly by
the cad of Highelife, * Are you taking
up bowling "

“Yea, I'm givin' it a trial,” said Pon-
sonby. "1 rather fancy mysell ea &
bowlor, My conceit, you know."

Wharton laughed, and took tha bat
Moneon handed to him. Ho wont to the
wicket, and Ponsonhy went on to bowl.

Ponsonby was the least elack and in.
capabla all the Highelife nuts, and
thore was n t!{:nhf terd ha would have
made a good cricketer if he had chosen to
cxecrt himaslf, . :

He aermed to bre exerting himself now.

He did not succeed in taking Whar-
ton's wicket, bt his howling was very
good—much  better than Harry  had
ﬂnpvcmd of him. . i

"By gum, Pon's pgetting on!"™ said

Courtenay. * Wharton only just stopped
thoe last onn.™ : ;
“The getoufuless 8 tercific!™ 10-

marked Hurree Singh. “The surpriso-
fulness is alan 11'“‘“”". _

Tha Caterpillar wrinkled his brows
thoughtfully, .

“It beats me!" he remarked. " Wo
shall ase Pon givin® up smolun', and
startin® tellin® the truth next, I shouldn't
wonder "

“ Lot Cherre try '™ called out Ponsonby,
when he had wiven Wharton an over,

“I'm your man!" asid ;

ITo took Monsom's bpt, and faced the
bowling, Monson's bat did not suit him
ao woll ns his own willow at Greyfriars:
but Teb would choerfully have undor.
takon to atop Pon's bowling. as & rule,
with a cricket-stump. But Pon wos in
unexpected form.

Iiob drove the Gret two halls hard, bu
tho  third canght him napping, and
whipped his leg stnmp out of the ground.

“Hallo, hollo, hallo ™ ejaenlatnd Hob,
atarving at hia wreeked wicket in great
astonialiment,

“ How's that 7" chortled Ponsonby,

“Out!" chorused the e, in pgrest

.

Bob Cherry hamded the bat to Monaon,

and rejoined his chums.  Ho was still in

a atate of astonishment,

“1id you sce that"” he exclaimed,

“Ha, ha! Yea™

“The ecofulncas was  terrific, my
THe Macwer Lisrary.—No. 403,
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esteemed Eob! And the scofulness is
tha believelulness, as the Knglish proverb
remarks, "’

Harry Wharton & Co. went down to
their machines, and Courtenay jeined the

nuts on the cricket-field with De Courey. -

Ponsonby & Co. had always been his
enermes, but the captain of the High-
cliffe Fourth woe quite ready to help
them in every way to play the game.

Nothing would have pleased Courtenay
more than to sec the nuts taking up
gamos of & more manly kind than bridee
wnd banker.

“Well, it beate me!" aaid Bob Cherry,
aa the five juniore pedalled home to Grey-
friare under the setting sun. " Fancy
those elackers piling mto cricket, and
faney Fon taking my wicket! I don’t
l‘]'l*ﬂ? he could do it again; but he's done
i1’

And the Famouva Five had to come to
the conclusion that Ponsonby, the emoky
bounder and black sheeyp, really was turn.
ing over a new leaf at laet!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Wharion Toes the Line !

ARRY WHARTON was very
thoughtful in Neo, 1 Study that
evemng.

. After he had finished his prep

ho sat with o reflective expression on b

face. Frank MNugent \'-'H.f{'ﬁﬂ'd him with a

somoewhat droll leck.

Wharton started and smiled as e
muﬁht Nugent's eyes fized on him.

F" wne thinking about the Bounder,

ran

* ho eaid.
“1 knew you were,” said Nugent,
laughing. *“And what'e the resnlt?

Yon've been looking like a pargoyle for
ve minutes. "

* Abont tha Bounder, Frank.” Whar-
ton spoke slowly. * Look here, suppoan
I give him a chance in the HRemove
Eleven again? I know he failed ws in &
mateh, owineg to playing, the giddy ox
and bresking bounds at night, and pot-
ting out of condition. I know we dou't
want a smoky bounder in the eleven--
it docsn’t refleet any credit on ve. Buat
h.lltr—“""”

“But—" grinned Nugent.

“It can’t be donied that he’s been
sticking to practice, and that he's in
?ppiqg form,” said Harry, * What he
does isn't cxactly our business, though
we mayn't like it. He did turn over o
pew leal once, and if he chucked up
egain—as he did, and took to pub-haunt-
g an the quict—well, we know that
Quelehy wae ung’ust to him. uclchy
didn't mican it; but there it was, mith’:,r
was suspected of something he hadn't
done, and he said he would have the
came if he bhad the name. It was fat-
headed, but there's excuses for him. He
wever was such a rotter as Skinner, for
instance, ot hie very worst. I don’t moean
to pretend thet I hold with his shady
hlackguardiam, but it ien't my bizney
to preach to him. So long aa En Loopa
limarlf fit for ericket, he ought to have
u look-in."

Nugent chuckled. That unusually long
speech from Wharton tickled hin.

“I agree,” said Frank. * But it's odd
to hear you finding excuses for the
Bounder. You know the Head would
push him out of Greyfriare if he knew
what we know.”

Wharton coloured,

“I don't ecxense him,” he said, “I
only say that it isn't my business to sit
in judgment on him, And—and, to be

uite candid, I can't help fecling rather
ricndly towards him, though I don't like
his ways. He's got a lot good points.”

"Right 1" said Nugent. “"Give him a
chance in a match, then, and sec how it
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turns out. Don't pick out a Srst-rate
match, in case he crocks up as he did
before.”

“Juet what I was thinking,” said
Harry, relieved to find that his chum
agreed with him. “1 couldn’t risk the
Rookwood fixture, for instance, but—"

There was a thump al the door.

“FHalle! Come in!”

The «deor was thrown open, and
Bolsover major marched into the study.
He was followed by Socop, Stott,
Trevor, Bifly Bunter, and one or two
more fellowse,  Bome of them  were
grinning, but Perey Bolsover looked very
gerious.  Wharton and Nugent regarded
therm 1 surprige.

“Is this a merry deputavion " asked
Wharton,

“That's cxactly what said
Bolzover.

“Good! You've come to convey a
vote of thanks to me froin the Romove

i s,

gaked  Wharton  innocently, “The
fellows arc so thoroughly satisfied with
me a3 Form  captain, that  they've

deputed you to comie and tell me so?”
ome of the deputation chuclled, and
Bolsvver major scowled.

“Nothing of the kind, Wharton.
We've come to make a complaint, as
members of the elub,”

“ Hear, hear ! said the deputation.

“I say, you fellows, we're going to put
it to you plain, teo,” said Billy Bunter,
blinking severely at the chums throungh
his big glasser.  “We're not satistied
with you, I can tell you. As a momber
of the club——m"

“Oh! You're a member of the olub,
Bunter,” remarked Nugent.

The Owl! of the Remove gave him an
indigant blink.

“0Oh, really, Nogent! You know I

am [
MQuite 8o, That reminds me,” said
Nugent, " You haven't paid vour sub.

scription this ternm, Bunler.”
YRR
“And you didn't pay it last torm !
“ Alem 7

“In fact, &n far as T remember, you've
never pstiri at ail” vontinued MNugent,
“As you can’t play, and you don’t know
a cricket-ball from a Flun's head, it
doesn’t matter vory much, Sull, if rou've
come 1o acttle up, Il take the money.
E\’aif*n minate wEile I see exactly what's

ne,

And the sroretary of the Remove elub
roae to get oub his arcount-book.

“I—I say, I haven't come to pay any
sub,” stammered Bunter, “1—I'm
;;uingi to settle it up in & lump, when my
postal-onder comes. To-morrow, 1 ORI
—aor the next ‘I“F" at the latest,”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Shut  nup, Bunter ! commanded
Bolsover major. " I've same hora to do
the talking. Loock here, Whartopn—-"

“1'm looking '™ sail Harry politely.

“We're not eatisfied with you.”

i F.-ﬂl‘!‘:.' I'I':I

“That's all very well
change 17

“Huch asz playing your noble sclf in
the Rook wnnﬁ match 77 amiled Wharion,
“8orry it can’t be doue, Dolsover ! We're
not gomg out gathering lickings, von
know. When we do, T°ll think of you at
onee.

There was a chortle from the depula-
tion again, and a still more terrific scowl
from the billy of the Remove.

“1 haven't come here to pross my oun
clanwms,” snorted DBolsover. T elen't
expuet Justice from vou, Wharton,"

Vo get it without expecting  it,"
amilod the captain of the Remove.

“It’s about Smithy!”

“Oh, Bmthy?”

“Yee." paid Bolsover major emphalic-
ally, “* Bmithy !I” We, as members of the

We expecl o

=
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club, don't see having one of the bl?
players in tha Remove Joft out of all the
matches, We don't think it fair, I'y
talkod £o you about Smithy before—

Whaerton nodded calmly,

“Yes, I remember yon said somcething
after Smithy cracked vp in a match ; you
said you'd advise the elub to scalp me if
I played him agan!” he remnarked.

“Ahem! I—[—" stammered Bol

sover, taken aback.

“ ¥ou've come 1o vepeat that vemark 1™
eslerd Wharton,

“No; I—T haven't! I think Smithy
cught to be played.”

Wharton laughed. Smithy’s late form
at ericket had caused opinion fo weer
roand in his favour in the Remove.
Dolsover major had seized the opportu-
miy. By demanding Smithy's nclusion
m the Form team, he considered that he
was placing Wharton in a difficulc posi-
tion, If he refused, he would put the
Bounder in the position of an injuted
party, sympathised with by a good many
of the Removites. If he cousented, ha
was allowing his deciglon to bo over-
ridden by Bolsover. And as the bully of
the Hemove waen’t making any claim
for himasclf, he was able to pose as a quite
disintercsted fellow who was only anxious
to see fair play.

Bolsover's lLittle scheme was quite
palpable. Dut it did not scema to disturb
the ecrenity of the captain of the
Rewmove,

“ Put Smithy into a match,” continued

lsover major, as Wharton did not
reply. " That's what we want!™

*“'Phat's it ! said Snoop.

i _‘"I:Exact-]}’ " suid Trevor. * That's only
air.

“I sny, you fellows, we insiat upen "
said Billy Bunter importantly, “If you
refuse, Wharton, we shall be bound to
take further measores "

“Hear, hear!™

" We demand it 1" said Bolaover major.

“You cheeky ass!” cxelaimed Nugent

warmly,
. U You dey wp, Nugent! We're spoak-
mg to Wharton. nw, Wharton, are
you going to ask Smithy to play in a
match, or are Fou not P

Bolwover major's tone was as unplea
sant as he {*nullr] make it, He cxpected
an outburst of temper from Wharton—a
!mu!fht_r,r answer that would place Harry
m the wrong in the oyes ﬂr the Form,
But Wharton only siniled.

“You demand it?"” he asked gently.
“¥iea, wo do!"

“And you wor't be happy till you

) A

“0Oh, don't be a funny ass! We de-
mand 1t 1"
“Well, if won demand it, there's

notliing for mie te ey, is there 7' gand
Wharton meekly, " Geutlemen, your
dernand shall be complicd with,'

* Wha-a-at ¥?

Never wae there such a surprised wnd
disconcerted deputation,  They atared ot
Wharton ﬁl]:1{r,'t-r|a¢|r|:|.]:|-|,l_ Nugent burst
into a langh, Considering the resolgiion
Wharton had ecotme fo a fow niinotes he-
fore, it did net east him meach ta make
that coneession. Dot ok had gqoite taken
the wind ont of the sails of Belsover &
Lo,

“1dn't T spealc plaiols 7 asked
Wharton, in the sane tone of very
courtegs politepess, T o Hq}iug to du
as yen demgowd. A demanad expressed s
poditedy, =0 gendally, so courteously by
fellows who Lkiow ench 2 lot about
cricketr, couldn't posmibly be refused by
any ericket skipper who inew lis busi-
ness,  Therefore, I am going to do
exactly az you demand.”

“ih ! oanid Bolsover, goite at a  loss,

And the depntation lovked decidedly
shcepish.
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“I'll psk Bmithy to-morrow fo pay 1n
a mateh,” said Wharton geniaily. " I'l
put it to him in the politest possiblo way.
Any more orders, gontlomen 7

“Well, if you mean that—"" mumbled
Bolsover.

“Cﬁl‘t-ﬂ.l'l’.ll}" Irr

“Then —then —of —of course, we've
nothing more to say,” stuttered Beolsover,
wishing himself well out of the study.

“My hat! You've nothing more to
say?  You've Eﬂmrall\r quite a lot!
Don't mind me,” said Flarry, !

finished prep, and you can run on as long
as vou ltke—till bed-time, anyway !™

“11a, ha, ha!” roared the deputation,
quite enjoying the expression on their
leader's faco, |

“He, he, he ! cackled Bunter,

Bolsover major turned ferociously upon
his followers. They backod hLastily out
of the atudy. Bil
wisely, but too wc-llyr and the angry bully
of the Remove took him by the collar.
Then the Owl left off cackling, and
roared instead.

“Yaroch! Leggo! Leave off kicking
me, you beast! Yaroooh!™
“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Wharton and
Nugent.
ugent closed the door after the depu-
tation. Billy Bunter's vells were heard
for some minutes, Bolsover major had
gain}ed hisz point, but he did not seem to
a.in a good temper, and Bunter was
puffering for it.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Surprising Challenge !
HH ALLO, hallo, hallo!" ejaculated
Bob Cherry. “ Pon!"
It was the following day,
and the Famoua ive wore at
tea in Study No. 1 after lessons. A tap
at the door was followed by the appear-
aneo of Cecil Pongonby of Higheliffe in
the doorway.

“Wrong  study!"”  said Nugent
“ Bmithy's quarters are further up!”

“T'vo come to see Wharton,” said
Ponsonby. .

““Thanks!" said Iarry, with a smile,
“Come in, by all means. But haven't
vou made a little mistake ?"

“QOh, no!"

“I mean, I never play banker, and 1
don't even know how to play bridge,"”
explained Wharton.

“And there ain’t any cards in the
study, or any smokes,” grunted Johnuy
Bull, *We can't even
for a cigaretta, Try further on,”

“The playfulness of this study i3 not
torrific, my esteemed Ponsonby ™ re-
marked the Nabob of Bhanipur, with a
ehake of the head.

Ponsonby’s lip curled. It could not be
called a cordial reception; but, as the
dandy of Higheliffe was on the worst of
terma with the Famous Five of
frinrs, he had no right to expect cor-
diality. They were surprized by his
call, and they were not pleazed.

But Ponsonby did not retive. Ilo
came in, and staod leaning on the mantel-
picee in an ¢legant abtitude.

_‘;It’s about the cricket, Wharton,"” he
B,

“Oh!" said Wharton, -puzzled. 1

know you've taken up cricket, Ponsonby.
1 wish you luck.”

“Wao used to have a fixture with Grey-
friars,” said Ponsonby.

“Tt's still going on, isn't 1t 7"

“%¥Well, that's the oint. Bince
Clourtenay came to Higheliffe he's ousted
me from my captpincy, as you're aware

“I'm aware of nothing of the sort,”
said Wharton directly, “We dropped
the fxture with Higﬁciiﬁﬂ becausd you
and your set gave us foul play more than

Bunter cackled, not

ive you a light

Grey-.

1 ground '
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once,  Courtenay’a becoma junior cap-
tain at your school because ho's a
erickoter and vou're not.  And we've ra-
vived the lixture because Courtenay plays
the game and vou dide’t ™

Ponsonby sncered.

“We needn’t go into that,” he said,
“The fact 1, I'm raising a team at Iigh-
clife on my own I've goit friends
enough to make up a Jjunior eleven.”

“You did that once, to play our
Fourth," remarked Bob Cherry. “*1
don’t remember it was much of a
siceess, ™

" Never mind that! I've come over to
challenge you to a mateh,”™

“My hat "

“If you're afraid to play on our
ground, we'll come and play on vours,"
said Ponsonby. “I don't admit vour
accusation of foul play for a minute, of
course ; but if we play on your ground,
vou will have to admit it's all fair and
square. Give us a vacant date, and
we'll undertake to lick you!™

“Phaw !" aaid Bob.

Wharton regarded the dandy of High-
chffe curtously, He thought he could
guess now why the nuts of Highcehiffe
had been piling into cricket of late.
Ponsonby entertained the ambition of
wiping out old defeats on the cricket-
grotnd.

Tho idea made him smile.

Fonsonby & Co. at the very boat were
not likely to make much of a show
against even a second-rate Remove team.

But Wharton had to admit that Pon's
ambition was a creditable one, end a

ood desl more sporting than most of
%‘nn'a ambitions.

The Highelifa junior looked at him
inquiringly, IIe was waiting for his
ANSWAr.

“Wall 2" he said at last.

“Je's rather a surprigsing offer,”™ amid
Wharton slowly,  ** Our regular fixture js
with Clourrenay’s eleven. We can't do
anything that would look like disregard-
mg Courtenay. I don't know whether
that's vour object—it's lLetter to speak
out plain, you know., But if we took
vour team as 3 Higheliffe junior eleven,
1t would be treating Courtenay badly.
We can't do that.”

“1 den't mean that. The matech won't
count as & school match at all. Simply a
friendly match between your eleven and
mine—a trial of strength, vou know.
We sha'n't call ourselves Higheliffe
Junior Eloven, and Courtenay’s position
won't be affected nt sil.*

Ponsonby spoke quite frankly, as it
seemed. RBut Wharten knew too well the
duplicity of the dandy of IHighcliffe. He
could not help suspecting that somehow
Clect! Ponsonby was scheming to under-
mine his cousin’s position, Otherwise,
the offer was merely a sporting offer, and
Fon was not generally very sperting.

“That sounds all night,"” said Harry,
after & pause. Do vou mind if ¥ speak
to Courtenay, and ask him whether he's
any objection 7"

“Why should he have ?"

“No reazon at all, if it's all fair end
square,”

Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders.
Wharton did not mince his words.

“Spesk to him if you lilke,” he said.
“Courtenay won't object. TI've men-
tioned my idea to him, and he said
nothing."

“Then it's a go,"” asid Wharton,
“Wa've got a vacant date on Saturday.
That suit you ¥"

“ First-rate I”

“ And ’jrnu‘ll lay on the Greyfriars
ﬂak-?clp Johnny Bull.

“Oh, yes!"
“ Done, then !™ said Harry,

“We'll be over here at half-past two, if |

that suits you, Wharton 1"

One Penny. 5

T Quita M

“Tv tha wav,” added Ponsonby
gasually, I may be playing a chap who
doesn't belong to IHighcliffe. No objec-
tion to that? You see, Courtenay's got
moat of the cricketing fellows In ﬁﬂ
eleven, and they're playing on Baturday,
and I mav be short of a man.”

Wharton gave him a quick, keen look.
Pon had almost lulled his suspicions ta
slopp; but they rovived again now in
full force. A verv expressive grunt came
from Johnny Bull. He was suspiciops,
and he did not take the trouble to con-
ceal tho fact.

“Look here, Pensonbe,” said Harry
candidly. * I dare say that's all right.
but in one of our ald matchea vou spun
tho same varn, and then you planied a
grown-up man on us a3 a member of
vour eleven, That won't do. If you're
playving tricks—"

“Nothin' of the sort,
ten.” said Ponsonby.

“Not a Highcliffc fellow?™

“No. A chap from another achool,
who's willing to help us if we've short of
a man., Same age a3 myaelf, within a
month or tweo,”

*“Oh, that's all right!” said Harry,
ashamed of his momentary suspicion.
“If he's about the average age, thero's
no objection’, of course, and you needn't
really have mentionad it. You can play
anybody vou like, of course.”

“Wpfi, I thought I'd have everything
fixed fair and square,’” said Ponsonby.
with an air of great frankness. “No
good having complainks afterwards.”

“That's all right. It's a go!™

“ All serene, then”

Ponsonby gave the chums of the Re-
move a carcless nod, and left the study.
Ha lefi them somewhat surprised.

"New  Jine  foer Pon,” remarked
Nugoent.  “He arema to be growing
quite aporting in his old age.”

Johnuy Bull grunted.

“There'z a trick about it somewhers,”
he snid,

“The trickiulness 1z plainful enough,
my estoemed chum,” remarked Husreo
fingh. *“The oxecllent and disgusting
Ponsonby knows some player who is a
terrific corker, and he wants to plant him
on w3 in an August ‘match. That is his
eateemed little game!”

“1 think that's it," said Harry Whar-
ton thoughtfully. *Pon's come acroes
some chap who's a bit out of the common
at oriclet, and he thinks that, with hia

Chap under six

holp he can beat the Remove, We can
sxpect to find at least ono iocd ayer in
Pon's team, and Pon 13 making hia gang

of seady slackers play up to back up hia
wonderful recruit, But T don't think a
one-man team will walk over uas, even if
his merry recruit is a Jessop and Grace
and Hayward rolled mto one.”

“That's it, right enough,” said Boh
Cherey. “ Pon must be & duffer to think
he can pull off a match on those lines!
But that's the game, right enough,
Well, 1t won't hurt us to take Pon down
a peg on Saturday.”

“But who's the recruit?" said Nugent.
“One of the Redelyffe chaps, perhapa,
Thev've got aome good ericketers.'

“Might be a Courtfield chap—Dick
Trumper, perhaps,” -said Harry. * Who-
evér he iz, I fanety he will find his match
at Greyiriars.”

“ Hear, hear!"

The Co. were quite agreed on thut
peint. Fon's acheme, now that they ha

uessed it, only scemed amusing to the

eroea of the Removae.

“# And I'll speak to the Bounder now,”
said Harry, rising. I was going to
ask him to play in & match, and this will
be a good opportunity. Wo sha'n't riek

gl'ﬂn aGNERT Lisaarvy —No. 433,
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much, even if Smithy erocks up, az he did
before.”

* zood idea!™

Ilarry Wharton went aleng to Vernon-
Smith'e study. He tapped, and opened
the door, and then he stopped, coughing.

Ponsonby was in the study with the
Bounder. Both of them were emoking
vignrettes, and Ponzonby was shufiling 2

ck of cards. The dandy of Highehffe
E:d come over to ece Wharton ; but evi-
dently he wng killing two.binds with one
stone.  Vernom-Smith’s study had more
attractions for him than Wharten's.

The Bounder looked round and grinned
as he saw the involuntary cxpression on
Wharton's face.

" Trot in!" he said, )

“Yes, do?" said Pensonby., “°1 thmk
von  mentioned that you don’t play
bridge. We'll give you some tips, dear
boy. Skinner will come up and make a
fourth.”

Skinner was not in the study. Ile was
at dagpers drawn with his study-mate
now, and was seldom there when the
Dounder was there.

“0Oh, don't be an ass, Fon!"” eud
Vernon-Smith, frowning a hittle. ' Do
vou want anytlong, Wharton 7

*1 camo to speak to vou,” suid farry.
YR do later. I'l look In prescutly,
Bmithy."”

And he retired, and closed the door,
and a chockla fromi Ceml Pmlmnﬂi
followed him. Wharten went back
tewarde Liia own study, his brow clonded.
He knew Smitliv's ways, but the scene
inr the study had struck lom painfully, all
the same. Blackguard as the Dounder
was, somehow Wharton could not help
fecling something like regard for him—
the Bounder Imd%lis good qualitics.  Hlis
bitter quarrel with Iareld Skinaer waa
due to hie frustrating one of Skinner's
inahieions schemes, of which Vivian of the
Ronlove wag to have beon' the victim.
Wharton would have given a good deal
to see Herbert Vorpon-Smith get rid of
that kink in lhia charreter which scemed
imeradicable, He thought, too, of the
rigk the Bounder wns running.

It only needed the %Emmt: of o master
or a pretect into No, 4 Btudy for Vernon-
Smith to be lamded into very serious
trouble—a Rogging at least, and probably
expulsion from the school.

Frue, there was little danger of 1. My,
Queleh, the master of the Remove, was
not given to “"‘nosing.”  But it might
happen. And all the more bocause he
trusted his boys, the Remove-master
woutld have been incensed at this betrayal
of his trust.

But Wharton reflected, as he had re-
flected before, that it was none of his
business; and he walked back to his
ﬁtud'{. e had just stopped at the door
of No. 1, to go in, when he theard
Skinner's voice from the direction of the
staircase. Ile was evidently speaking to
Mr. Quelch in the passage below,

“I you wouldn't mind, eir, stepping
up to my studv for a minute——"

Wharton started violently,

He did not open the study door.  He
stood rooted where he was. Well lLe
knew that Skinner must know what was
going on 1 the Boonder's study  Till kie
quarrcl with the Bounder, Skinner had
always made one of the card-playing
party.

Y What i3 it, Skinner?” It was Mr,
k}ueicli:n voice, Irom the passage below
the staircase,

“There's o smell about the room, sir,”
went on Skinner's silky tones. I fancy
it must bo something wrong with the
drains, sir.”

* That does not ecem possible, Skinner.
Howaver, I will certainly look into if,
and vou did guite right to speak to me.
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T will ceme up with you az soon as 1
bave placed these booka in my study.™
“Thank you, sir!”
1arry Wharton’s heart thumped, and
ha drew a goick, hard breath.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

ITARTON stood quite still,
W In a few minutea Mr. Quelch
was mmiug upstairs to vist

Vernon-Smith's study |

Wharton knew what he would find
there,

An atmosphere thick with smoke, at
least, even if the cccupants had time to
hide the cards and the money. It meant
for Herbert Vernon-Smith complete ex-

vre of the shady habits he had o
carefully hidden from the knowledge ol
the echool authoritics.

Wharton underetood Shkinner's trick.
Fven the cad of the Remove did not dare
to sn=ak about his etudy-mate. i Lfe
would not have been worth living at
Greyfriare if he had laid mformation
apainst the Bounder.

But, in pretended ignorance of whal
was going on in the study, Skinner was
to take the Form-master there on a
flimsy excuse. That woe Bkinner’s cun-
ning scheme. If Mr. Queleh found the
Bounder out, it would by asceident -
Skinner could not be accused of
treachery. A fellow who noticed a bad
smell in his study acted quite nghﬂ;:r in
informing his Form-master.  Probably
Skinner, who was astuteness iteelf, had
arranged something or other to provide a
bad emell in the room in order to make
kis case good. Vernon-8mith was to be
found out—by accident !

Wharton eat hia lips hard. .

The Bounder's present occupation was
rotten enough. He deserved to be found
out and punished. It was not Wharton's
business to etand between a blackguard
and his punishment,

PBut the captain of the Remove bhardly
hesitated, & could not pass on wuo-
heeding while the fellow who had been
his friend, however much to blame, was
discovercd breaking the lawe of the
school and taken fo the Head for
judgment.

harton turned and ran back to No
4 Study. He jla'nt.ed with ingmt:ifmm s
he found the door locked.  Snuthy had
locked it after him.

He bent down to the keyhole.

*EBmithy ! He tapped, and spoke in
a ehrill whisper. "Let me in!  For
goodness’ sake, open the door !V

“Hallo!” eame in startied fones from
Yernon-Smith within.

The door was unlocked at once

Fonsonby locked round from his chadr,
with a cigaretie between his lips. There
were ear&a on the fable, and Little piles
of money.

"L‘ihmu%fd vour mind, and come bnek
to take a hand 7" yawned Pousonby.

Wharton did not heed,

“ Smithy, get that stuff cut of sight—

uick !

s What'e the matter I’ The Bounder
waa (uite cool

*Quelehy's just coming up.”

* Coming here1”

da YPEL 5r

hat 1”

0k, m

v-:}rnnn-%miﬂl fave Wharton one look ;
that was all. He was surprised cnough
that Wharton had taken the trouble to
warn  bim; he lnew  well encugh
Wharton's opinion of his conduct.

But the Bounder lost no time. Neither
did Ponsomby., Pon was a  favoured
yvouth at Higheliffa; but he did ngt want
a report of his rma:"}_ conduct to be sent
1o Dr. Voysey. ;

Almost i the twinkling of an eye tle

cards were whisked off the table, and the
Bounder shoved them inside the chimmey.
The box of cigareties [ollowed, and the
money vanighed into pockots, i’aqsﬂnhy
opened the window wide, and waved g
newspaper bo ||.l.'l]'.|- clear off the amoke,

Wharton stood in the doorway, breath-
g hard.

e was not at all sure that he was doing
right; but he knew he wopted the
Beundor to esoape detection. From the
distance e conld eateh Lthe clear, motallic
tones of the Remove-master’s voice as lie
came np.

* Now, Bkinner "

“Lhaick ! bresthed Wharton.

“Dash the smoke!” muttered Pon-
sopby, "It won't clear! The noecy
Beast will smell 18] Dash the smoke

Vernon-Smith  was fumbling n a
cabinet. He turned, with & large bottle
of eaun-de-Clologne in his hand.

('ragl !

The bottle broke on tha floor. That
bottle of eaun-de-Cologue lhad cost the
Bounder fifteen shillings, Mo did not
think of that, or care for it. Moncy was
fittie to the millionaive’s son, i

e study was ingtantly filled with =
siromg, pungent smetl

YTy gad!”  Ponsonhky buret into a
Lroathless chuckle. “You'ro a deep
card, Bmithy, by gad !

Wharton was stepping back infe the
passage, but the Tligheliffe junior eaught
hig s houlder, He spun the Remavita
into the study before ITavry knew what
he infendedd,

“Btay  here ! muermured Ponsonby.
“Your'll help to see s through, dear
poy-—your  spotlees  reputation,  you
lemgw 17

Wharton gave him a fievee look, but it
was too late {0 retreat now. Mr.
Quelch’a steps conld be hearnd in the
paseage,

Haery Wharton dropped into the arm-
chair.  Ile had to see it through, pmd
for the Booander's sake he was not eorry
Pﬂnﬁﬂnh}r had pulled him into the study.
Harry Wharton was not likely to be sus-
pﬂ-l:'tr{'d {If ﬁ.ll‘l:lkillg :"I.ll.l:! ril!t.lill.;l"t;._!_": 1M1=
aonby's  ancering H'-Ur&e woere  wells
founded, a3 far ms that went.

Ponsouby lounged o the window-seat,
conl and careless,  The Bomder, equally
cool, sat on the corner of the table, swing-
g hiz lega. The door was still open.
The amoke hiad been driven off, but s
scent would have rerpained $0 betray the
smokers—but for the Bounder's astute
devier. Now the sbudy was impregnatod
with the strong scent of eau-de.Cologne,
and the odour of the cigarettes conld not
e detected by the keenest naose,

“Well, you are clumsy, Pon!”™ The
RBounder spoke in a cool, drawling tone
s he heard Mo '?It{'l-::h ountside, " You've
smaghed 1t now U

“Awf'ly sorry, Smithy ' sail Pon.
sonby, taking his cue at once from the
Bounder. “ The bottle’s gone, by gad!
Clost you much t™

“Fiftecen bob M?

“(h, my hat! VYou've spenl hifteen
bob on eas-de-Cologne in war-tune |

“Well, that's the figure.”

“Serves you righl Lo bave it smaehed,
then, dear bow. k'I was poin’ to offer to
pay for it, an' noew T won't,” said Pon-
eonby, laughing. “Oh, I beg your
pardon, sir! I didn't see you!™

Pousonby jumped up very respectfully
as Mr. Quelch stepped into the study,

Wharton rose Enm the armechair, his
heart heating, and the Bounder shipped
off the table., They all stood to atben-
tion.

Mre. Quelch gave the juniors a glance
in which there was nothing severe,

“You appear te have had an acer-
dent,” he aaid.

IiI

UMy fault, ar!” enid Ponsouby.,
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didn't see the bottle on the table, and
my elbow knocked it off."

The dandy of Higheliffe lied with the
easo that comes of long practice.

Skinner was looking into the study be-
hind Mr. Quelch.

_ 8kinoer's face was quite extraordinary
in its expression at that moment.

ITe.had expected to catch the Bounder
napping., DBut he realised at once that,
somehow, Vernon-Smith had been put
on his guardl, and had preparcd for the
Form-master’s visit. Skinner’s litHe
echeme had gone awry. Mr. Quelch aus
pected nothing. There was nothing to
excite his suepicions.

“Come in, Bkinner ! he said.

" Yee-e-epa, gir™ mumbled Slkinner,

He almost limped into the atudy after
Mre. Quelch. His eyes gleamed evilly for
s moment at Harry Wharton ; he puesaed
from whom the Boundgr had recetved hias
timely warning.

Vernon-8mith's eyes gleamed, too, ae
ﬂﬂd dwelt on Skinner. He also under-
3 '

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Ekinner Does Not Score !

ARRY WHARTON stood silent.

His presence in the study and his

gileance backed up tho elaborate
humbuz of Porsonby and the
Bounder: but he could not help that. He
had not had tima to reflect; and, u{lmn
the whole, he was not sorcy that he had
chipped in. And 8kinner's venomous
lock made him more aatisfied than he
would otherwise have been, It was some-
thing to have frustrated the intended
treachery of the cad of the Remove.

Mr. Quelch, little dreaming of the
thoughts in the minds of the juniors,
looked at Skinner inquiringly.

“Now, what is the smell in the atudy
you complain of, Skinner ¥ he asked.

Verngn-Smith smiled. .

U Poes Skinner complain of a smell in
the study, sir?™ he asked.

*Yoa, Vernon-Smith. It 1@ neccasary
for the matter to be looked nto. [uve
vou noticed it?"”

i Nﬂ, Eiil' [!I .

“Where ia it precisely, Bhkinner?™

dlzinner pulled himaself together.  Tlis
scheme had fatled, and now he bad to
go through tho comedy he had freanged,
thoush its object was defeated.

i [ne—in the corner, sir,” he stam-
mered.  FI=I think there's samething
wrong with—with the deains 1"

“Which corper®’ rapped out
Remove-maater,

Skinner pointed to a ecorner, and the
Remove-master scanntd it and aniffed.

“There 18 some powder spalt hore,” Lo
gaid, “Dloar me! It is carbude, T think -
carbide of ecaleium, such as you uze In
hivyele-lamps.  You are very foolish,
Shinner ! The amell wou complain of
yroceeds from that eavbade, which hay
LL‘EII. carelesaly upset 1" gand Mr Quelch
crosaly.

“Oh, sir!” o

Tt was not newa to Slanner. He hiad
apalt the carbude of ealeigin there in order
to give colour 1o his story. Skmper would

the

not  lave poanded  the  Form-master's
annoyance much 0f Mr, Queleh ol
caught  Vernow-Sanlh smeking and

cambling with Ponsonhy.

“You have wasted miy time, Skinnar ™
woent on Mr. Queleh vory sharply. " You
will landly be more carrful Lefare vou
malie another ecomplaint 1o me,™

“Yooa afr!"

YT neteed the eamell of carlude, noaw
T think of 16" satd the Bowmder casnally,
“You remember, Shkiomer, T spole to
vou about spilling it there?"

“What " exclaimed Mr. Qualsh, * Yo
actually apilled the carbide yourself, and
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complainad to me about a smmell in the
stwil_r. I.‘jjkim;a_m', without thinking of it*"

Mr. Queleh's brow grew very grim,
He had had some experience of Skinner's
humorous proclivities, o was suspici-
ous now—of Skinner.

“I cannot credit. you, Bkinner, with
being o stupid as you pretend!™ he
rapped out. * It appears to moe that this
i8 8 pieco of imﬁertinent pleasantey on
your part. You have deliberately causcd
mo to come here for nothing 1"

“Oh, sir! I o

“It i3 what you call a practical joke,
I presume,” said Mr. Quelch, with a
gh’_am in his eyes. “ Your Form-master,

kinner, 18 not a proper subject for
humour of that kind.”

“I—I dida't! I[—I——'" sfuttercd the
unhappy Blinner,

“I will give you the bhenefit of the
doubt, Skianer. If I were sure that you
had intended to be guilty of impertinence
I should cane vou severcly. As it ia, I
shall give you five hundred lines for wast.
ing my time. I ahall expect those lines on
Baturday, Skinner.”

And Mr. Queich rustled away.

“ Five hundred linea " murmured the
Bounder ""'Was it worth it, Bkinner?™
He lavghed. “Don't be in a hurry to
go, Skiony! Are you hurrying away to
hide your blushea?”

“] don't know what you mean,
tered Skinner.

*Awlully deop of you pe
Bounder roflectively. 1 was nearly
caught out that time, Skinner. And all
becauss I chipped in to spoil vour rotten
trick on Jimmy Vivian—what ?”

“I—[ don't underatand you. I did
not know you were at home—or IMon-
aonby, here.”

“Liar!” said the DBounder calmly,
“You ncedn't mind owning up, you
ancaking ¢ad! I'm not going to touch
you., You've been kind enough to pnt
e on my guard, and I shall bave an
oye open for you aftee thia, Bkinner,
Now, pet out of my study before I putch
you ouk !

Slannor was glad enough to go.

The Bounder turned to Wharten, who
was following. The exprvssion on his
face was very cordial

*You've saved me from fairly getting
it in the neck, Wharton ! he sand. 1
ghould have been spotted, and no mis-

" mut-

said the

take !
“['m not sorey,” said Harery, " That—
but T wish it hadn’t happened, Tt's a

rotten game you'ra playing, Smithy, and
[ ouncrhtn't to have chipped in, I think.”

Ponsonby pave a chuckle.

“You helong to the conarientions ob-
joctors—wihat 7" he ashed. “Queer lot of
consviences thero are about these daye ™

Wharton did not answer the cud of
Iigheliffe, 1le was not there to bandy
words with Ponaonby.

U momuch obliped Lo vou, Wharton '™
gapd YVernon-Smith, " Yoo've done e
a good turn, and [ sha'n't forget it, 1
never thought Skinner would po quite
50 far a3 ancaking to Quelcl. Tts peetly
clear that's what he did. though he
hada't the neeve to do it openly,  We'll
gt sutsude, I think, Pon. The old barn
wonll be a safer place after this”

* Right you ara!”
“You—you're goang  on
game 1" excluimed Wharton,
T'he Bounder abrupired hig shouldeors,

“Why not?” he asled,

Wharton left the study without reply-
ing.  Ponsonby lan 'tn:-rIY lightly as the
Bounder extracted the carda and cigar-
ettea from the recess of the chunney amd
concested them in his jacket, :

“Queer Rsl, Wharton!™" the ITigh-
cliffe jumor remarked, “Lan't  ho
generally down on gay dogs, Smithy 1

“&I“‘ﬂyﬂ.‘l

with  yonor

One Penny. 1

“Wob he tonk the trouble to come
and tip yvou the wink !

“*He's i gond sort."”

“I dare eay!”™ Ponsonby yawned.
Mot the sort I should care Lo have much
to do with, though, A bit of & bore—
what "

Oh, rats! Let's get off 1"

And they got of.

Harry Wharten had gone  baclk  to
No. 1 Study. &

“I“.'t"uu'vc- had & lon jaw  with
Smuthy 7" zaid Bolb (,-'Eu'-rr:E, n.‘:: hp m:nl-;

in,

’ “Ia he plavice an Saturday ?"

_I haven't asked liim yet.™
- Wharton cxplained what had happeneod
m  Vernon-Smith's  stodv, and Bab
whistled, -

" Narrow ehave for Smithy ! he re-
e Ilimrlt have |

“ Detter have [et him take Lis chance,™
grunted Johnny Bull, ** Are you setling
up as kind wrele to every dashed blaclk-
guard m Groviciars 1

“1 didn't want to sce him nailed, ™
satd Wharton colouring,  “I dare say I
Wag I'?-WI"E-H ;

O dare saving sbout it: v ere !
said Bull tersely, : RN EO R
h, rats!" =aid Nucent. “It looks

to 1o as if Skinner was trying to pst
Emlthﬁ caught <ut; and that was rotien
encugh. I'm glad he waa stopped.”

%5:11::{:& Singh nodded assont,

The gladfultiess is terrifie!” he ol
served. I should be sorrowful to be.
hold the esteenmed and rascally Smithy
Eickfully booted out of the Lionourablo
school. We should miss his handsone
““‘t,l.ll"d”m“}‘ cotuntenancs.”

“The massfulinees would i 1
chortled Bob Cherry, e tersinyt
“Eﬂ. ha, "
“Well,"” eaid John
stolid way, 1 think——m"’ HL
“You think it's thne we got down
to 1t;tvi:- jm!ta?" i:;lurrupt-cd Bob.  * Quite
right, Johnny—Ilet's wet goine.™
“1 think—-" SEL BT
“ Bxactly ! Cote on
And BRob dragged Johuny Bull awa
before  ho rmh:i atubo I:Ea timught{
further: and the Famows Five went off

to ericket and forgot all aliout the ince
dent.

i lus

'l'l'

= A

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Luck For Bolsover !

OLSOVER  MAJOR gave the
captnin of the Remove g sucly
lonk whoen the Famous Five came
mto the Comnion-room together

that evening. Wharton had not yet
had an_ opportunity of speaking Lo
Vernon-Smith on the  subject 1::.? the
mateh. But the Dounder was presenk
now, and the oppertunity had como.
Bulsover major started towards Whars
ton o broach the subject, but Wharton
gus.':.m:l him, amnd went over to Vernon-
Smith.

The Bounder of Greyfriars looked up
with a amile,

“l:l“llc"!' 'i;."uu wm-ek;:ﬁirsg to Ray somo-
ar o other, ™ ho remarked.  “Whae s @
Wh:{{tmt?" hot is it

“Wo're playing a seratch team f
Highelife on Saturday,” auid Hnrr?m

I'he Bounder noilod.

“You knew?” asked H&rrF.

“{Hi, yea"

"1 suppose Ponsonby talid you,” as.
sented  Wharton, “Well, would you
rare to play for the Hemove?'

“ My hat!”

The Bounder looked surpriagi.

“Hallo! Is there a [Tigheliffe mateh
aon Saturday*™ oxelainied Souiff. © This
15 the first I've heard of it°

" Same here,"” said Tlaxeldens.

“Not a regular matel,” daid Whar
ton. * Ponsonby's raisine o toam mnong

Tue MagneT Liugasy.—No. 403,



8

hiz friends, and he's challenged wa. I
don't see any reason for saying no. I'm
going to speak to Courtenay first, but
that's only & muiter of form. The mateh
will be played.”

“A tesm of the merry nuts?’ asked
Tom Brown.

*“That's it.”

"My word! You mav as well plz
Bunter and Skinner and Fishy! They'll
se good enough for that lot,” said the
New Zealander junior.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I don't ﬂuﬁpmt we shall have to fight
very hard,”™ he said, " But we can't be
careless, as it seems that Pon has dug
up some wonderful player somewhere,
and he s gowng to spring him on us,
But, what do you esay, Smthy? If vou'd
care to play on Saturday, there's a place
in_the teem for you."

The Bounder colonred.

“[ never expected this,” he gaid.
“Wasn't it said, not so long ago, that
I wasn't to play for Greyfriars again?"

It jolly well was!” said Johnny Bull,
“If I were skipper, you wouldn't play
again @1ll you give up smoking and
card-gharpmng 1"

“How kind of you to mention 1£!"
vawned the Bounder. " Have they made
you akil:mEr, then 1

“MNol” grunted Johnny,

“Then vour remarks on the subject
are a litthe superfluous, aren't they?”
3ugge=tecl the Bounder genially.

ome of the juniors laughed, and
Johnny Bull loosked thoughtfully at the
Bounder., He was debating in his mind
whether to punch Vernon-Smith’s head
o 1ot
Fortunately, he contented himself with
disdainful grunt.
“Well—well, what do vou say,
Sinithy ¥ asked Wharton rather hastily.
“It's quite right what you say—I waan't
COLNE htu play you again until—un-

fil—

&

“Until T mended my ways?” siniled
the Bounder.

“Well, yes. And T don't say 1'd play
you in & first-rate match, either, so long
15 ¥OU g0 On as you'rs going now. But
['d like you te have a chance again, and
:herve’s a place for you in the team if
rou'd like it, against Ponsonby’s lot on

turday,” =

it,

“I'd like
1lBu.t i

“"Well, play, then.”

"1 can't, as it happens.

Wharton frowned a litele.

“If you don’t want to, it’s all ecrene,”
he sail rather gruffy. *You cuot u

rusty enough when you werce first left
out of the team.”

szid the Bounder.

“Tho rustifulpess was terrifie, my
wortity Smithy !

“I'd like to play, but T can’t,” said
Vernon-Smith,  “T—P've got arrange-

ments made for Saturday afternoon.”
He looked troubled. *“If I'd had the
faintest idea you'd ask me to play, I'd
harel m::ad_e gquite dilferent arrangements
—quite dillerent.  But there you are!
T've given my word now—="

* Important engagement at a pub!”
grinwed  Poter Todd. " Which  pub,
Sinithy ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's nothing of the kind!™ snapperd
ihe Bounder. “I'm not geing out on
ihe vazzle, if that's what you mrean,
Toddy, you ass!”

“Well, all right,” said Harry, turning
away. “It's for you to settle, Smithy,”

Vernon-Smith nodded, and the matter
dropped. He went on playing chess
with Delarey, the Seuth ﬁ.f};imn, but
there wus a troubled expression on hia |
face. Dot Delarey watched lim with
rather an amused look,

“ That’s the third time von've moved
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vour king into check,” he remarked,
ufter o time,

“Oh!™ spid Vernon-Emith absently.

“Why don’t you Eiﬂ roon Saturday if
you want to? That's what you're
thinking about. Give up your silly en-
gagement,” said Delarey,

“Iecan'tt™

“Then chuek it cut of your mind,
and stop putting your king in check.™
Vernon-Smith grinned, wnd devoted
his attention to the game.
- Meanwhile, Bolsover major was think-
II;F- He bhad heard Wharton make his
offer to the Bounder, and heard it re-
fused. Enowing nothing of Wharton's
real motives for approaching Smithy,
the bully of tha Remove had no doubt
that Harry had been driven into making
that offer by the deputation to his stud
the previous day. It entered Percy Bol-
gover's somewhat dense head that if
Wharton could be driven into playing
one fellow he could be driven into play-
ing another. Having thought that out
to his satisfaction, he approached the
cuptain of the Remove with his most
truculent air,

“You're not plying SBmithy after
all!™ he said sbruptly.

Wharton shook hia head.

“No! Any more orders? le osked
with great meckness,

“Orders!™ ejzculated Bquifl.
“Yes. DBolsover ordered me to
Smithy to play,” explained Wharton.
Sampson  Field stared at him for a
moment, and then grinned. He knew
how likely Wharton would be to obey
Bolsover major's orders. DBut Bolsover
tI-:Iil:]n’i:; atid I}m went on, 1n a dictatorial

one

“The fact is, Wharton, it's about time
I had a show.”

Wk Dh !.':r

“And I'd like to play on Saturday.”

“Is that an orderi’” asked Harry.

“Well, T want to play, and if T don't
have a place in the teamn I may as well
gay there will ba trouble.” said Bolsover,
searcely  balieving in his own success.
He had never dreamed that the cricket
captain of the Remove would allow him-
self to be bullied in this war.

“*Trouble!” maid Harry reflectively.
“T'm sure I dom't want any trouble,
Bolsover.”

“Tlay me on Baturday, then.”

“ Right i

“You—you mean it?"
tered Bolsover.

“Certainly. If you insist, there's
nothing else for me to do, iz there?”
The captain of the Remove took
a slip of paper from his pocket, and
wrote Bolsover's name on the list it con-
tained. " There you ave! Satisfied?”

“¥ea, that's all right,” zaid Bolosver
major. still  astounded at his suecess.
“We'll beat Higheliffe,” he added more
amiably.

“T hope so.”

Bolsover major marched off in great
brizermrale. I-la.r‘ra.r Wharton s chune wore
1‘-15:-:!.r£1'11 him with peculiar locks

" Vﬂuﬁl you mud explaimng what all
that means?’ asked Johuny Dull, at
last.

“Certainly. We're going to play a
tearm of howhng asses, and s only fair
to have a howhnyg asz or two in our
team,” :aid Harey cheeriully. “Bol-
gover's entitled to a twrn when he can
ha played without 1=k te the side.
There's no rigk in thia case, so he's ponig
to be allowed to distinguish himsell by
seoring a Juek’s egp ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He thinks he's bullied you into it,”
eaid Sl

Wharton shragged Lis shoulders.

“1 know that. Tet him think so.”

“Yen don't mimd?" asked Bulstrode.

“Why <hould It"

ask

almast stut-
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Bulstrode grinned

" Well, he will try to bully his way into
the team for a really important match,
that's all, after this," he said.

Y Then he will meet with a surprise,”
said Hurry, laughing., "1 would nearly
as soon play Bunter as Belsover in an
important match.”

“Oh, really, Wharton ! said Billy
Bunter, coming up just then, I was
just going to offer for the match®

“"Too late 1" said Wharton. * I'm oniy
gomg to play one howling ass, Bunty,
and the place ia filled,”

"“"Ha, ha, ha "

“¥ou let Bolsover bully you into it!”
sneered Bunter,

Harry Wharton made a motion with
hie boot, and the Owl of the Remove
rolled hastily away. But that Bolsover
major believed he had bullied hia way
into the team was pretty clear from his
viunting manner that evening, and
Skinner and Snoop and some others
bestowed mocking looke upon Wharton—
which the captain of the Iﬁzmov-a did not
heed n the alightest degree.

s

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Tries If On !
WILL[AM GEORGE BUNTER

was wearing ¢ very thoughtful
look the next day.
Bunter was thinking, in fact.
It was quite an unusual excrcise for
Bunter Several times during morning
lessons that dark shade of thought on lus
fat face alternated witii a cunming grin.
Whatever it was that Bunter was think-
ing, it scemed to afford him considerable
satiafaction. i
Mr, Queleh was not pleased. Having
gpoken to Bunter twice without getting
a reply, he applied a pomter to Bunter's
fat knuckles, and elicited a loud yelp
from the Owl of the Remove.
“ ¥ou are not paying attention to your
legsons, Bunter.™
“Yowow! Yes, T am, sir! I-I
heard all you were suying, eir.”
“Indeed ! What wae [ saving,
Bunteri™
= Enu—y:}u were talking about—about

* About what?"

" Ponsonby, sir,”

" What "

*I—I mean cricket——-="

* Bunter 1"

“1--1 mean Wharton—that is to say,
Bolsover—F mean——" The Owl was
getting confuded,

“Ha you were thinking about ericket,
Bunter "

“0Oh, no, sir! I—I was thinking
about=—about—about vulgar [ractions,
sir, and=-zid geography, sir——

“Haold out your hand, Bunter 1"

HQwish !

Billy Bunter bhad something elsa Lo
think about after that. Ile squeessed o
fat hand under a fat arm, aed grunted,
But when the pan had worn off he was
geen to be primang  again, over thoe
mysterious thoughts that were working
in g fat mind.

When the Remove were diznnissed, Bab
Cherry eclapped the fab Jumor en Lhe
shoulder i the passage.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo 1" he exclaimed,

“Yarooh ™

“Why, what are you yelling about 3
dtmﬂ.nﬂ{-:l Lob.

“You silly ass, you've nearly bustol
my shonlder ! Yow ow !*’

“"Poch ! T give you ane on the olher
ghaulder, amd getr it ight—="

Tiunter dadgod,

“Yarooh ! Keep off (7

“Well, lot's have the reaalt,” sand Bub.
“You've been thinking hke a honze on
fire all the moruing,  Wihat dodge have
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you thougit of fur zetting round the food
regulations, you oyster ¥
“Tuta ! said Dunter. “Where's
Wharton? I've got a boue to pick with
Wharton."”
“He's pono out
grinned Dol
“ Dodging me, perhaps.™
“D-d-dodging youl!” stuttered Bob
Cherry.

Bunter blinked at him [oftily.

“¥Yos, vory likely. 1 ean tell you, Bob
Cherry, that I'm not going to etand any
noensense from Wharton 1

“Ob, iny hat!”

Billy Bunter rolled out into the quad-
rangle after the captain of the Reomove,
and Bob followed, in blank astonish-
mend,  That Bunter was an the war-
path, with such excecdingly dangeorous
game to be run dewn, ecemed utterly
;Elpmsihie. Butb it cortainly looked like
1

Billy Bunter found the captain of the
Remove m the quad.  He announced his
arvival by bestowing vpon him a dig in
the riba.

“I've got a bone to pick with you,
Wharton [ he eaid, blinking at the jumor
goverely,

“Well, keep- your
growled Wharton,

“ None of your check !

“Wha-a-at?”

“I'm not standing any rot from you,
Harry Wharten, and you can put that
I vour imp‘i‘““d’ sinoke !

) 1t 1

into the quad,”

pawe away."

Harry Wharton and his companions
stared hla.nl-;lif ot Bunter Thia was
ﬁuit{s a new line for the Owl of the

emove to take. _

“Are youn off vour silly rocker?®”
demanded Wharton,

“Bhut up !

“Wha-a-n-at?"

"I said whiut up, and [ mean shut up!”
erid Bunter truculently, “I'yve etood all
the check from you that T intend o
etand, Horry Wharton, Now, about the
ericket.”

“Kik-kik-cricket ?"? stuttered Wharton. !

“Yes, the cricket! Don't stulter at
me. About the cricket,” eaid Bunter,
swelling with unportanee. " As & mem-
ber of the Remove club, T expect a show
sometimes in the matches.™

“¥You want to pay your aub? asked
Nupgent.

“ Never mind that now, Nugent. 1
ruppose you're not going to put & sport-
ing matter on a basiz of dirty money ™

YO, my hat

“T intend to settle up all over-due suba
ol of my postalorder, tooge—"

i3 ‘ﬁb'hjl:i"} 15 also o little over-due!”
grinped HBob Cherry.

Iurres Singh remarked that the over-
ducfulness was terrific.  But Dunter did
not heed them. Il Big glasace were
fixred upon Wharton's astorished face.

“As o ostart, 'm going to play in the
Nigheltife mateh,” eanl Dunter,  * You
understand that, Wharton 7"

"Ew? No, I can't say I qguite vodoer-
ghand that, Banter,"

*You'd better understand it or it will
be the worse for you 7

“Waorke for me " repeated  Iarry
damedly.
“Yes  Dun’topon understand  plain

Fnghish, you chomp?  Mind, [ jsist
upeny playing in that matel 1

" Yuu— you ansiet

Y Oertaindy ! I'n going lo play as well
as Boleover.”
“.I_Efrl:.--wl-r]’ repended Havey, “00h, I
LU

He saw at Jast,  1his chome eaw, too,
Th-l‘ mention of Boisover's name had et
Ligghtened e,

That was the subyject and also the eut-

comwy of Bunter's deep cogitutions that

LTty
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Bolsover major having bullied his way
imto the eleven, ag he fondly be’lieve:t
e Ohwl of the Remove was bent upon
following Liz example

Iaving made the startling discovery,
a8 he suppozed, that Wharton was so
hopeless o funk that he had allowed the
Remove bully to dictate to lum in ericket
matters, Buonter was  emboldened  to
tackle the cuptain of the Form in the
ame way.

Billy Bunter was not blessed with a
very large allowance of braine. The line
he was taking wae a sulficient proof of
that.

Harry Wharton eimply blinked at him.

It was evident what was in Bunter’s
rind, but it was hard fo roalise that this
fat, unwicldy bounder was trying to bully

Bhine,  Bunter as a buodly was something
new,
Whartor had mwade his concession to

Bolsover in o hwnorous epirit, caring
nothing at all what opinion the burly

One Penny. 9

*¥ou'd better not ! said Bunver, quite
prinmity. I don’t want to have to handlo
you, Wharton 17

“Handle me?™ yellod Wharton.

“¥ea. I'm a peaceable chap, so long
ag I pet my way., I erly want it dis-
tinctly understood that I stand nene of
your choeek !

“And M [ refuse vou are going Lo
handle me?" ejacalated Wharton,

“You bet! And in o way you won't
like, too!"

Harry Wharton smiled. Evidently he
had decided not to be angry. It would
have been rather abswd to get angry
with Dunter.

“Well, as it wtanuls at that, you'd
hnttﬂrhhrgirl the handling,” he suggested

II:E E-"

“Becanse [ refuse, you know.”

“You=—you refuse?”

“0Oh, yoes”

“You refuse to play me?” chouted
Bunter,

s

i i.
rlif-':}-i T

A Surprise lor the Remove !

HRemovite formed as to his motives, Rl
sover major could think what he hked -
amd apparently Dunter wae assuming the
somie privilege.

Wharton bhardly knew whether to be
angry, or to burst into a laugh.  Bob
Cherry wag in no doubt, however, for he
burat tnto a tetrific roar,

“Ha, ha, Lia!™

Oh Bunter ' gasped Nugent.

“The Buntorfuliees ia tereific
chortled Tlureee Bingl,  “ 1le has come
to guell the estoomed Wharton with e
terror of his hberous eye !

Bunter gave them a hanglity Llink. His
fat hand was ratsed commmndingly to the
eaptuin of the Hrnove,  Bunter dud noo
see anything lnanorons o the sitaation,

“You o wrelerstaned,  Wharton ¥ e

! rapped ot

“You " gasped Iarry, " T do—now,”

“P'oe ploying e the mwtel,”™ sail
_}!ll[ltt-l', 1 omball expeit e open the
nnings,  Always best fo open the o

tnges with o really good bat, It cnconrapges
the athers,™

“Oh, ernmbs ™

“Well, 1s b gobtled ?™
Bueler threateningly.

" Not quite ! Let me see. You demand
a plice in the eloven toaaorrow 17

“That's 8! Sane as Del=over °

“Ila, hal Awd i T refuze ™

dermandid

.".Fh "
(Sec Chapler 10.)

“Quite 5o 1"
“You're

Wharton ¥
“Waitin

asking  for hicking,

a

for it, in fact,” nssented
Iarey., " Why don’t you begin "

“Ha, ha, hal!” roared Bob Cherry.
“I'll bold wour i;qa-rkt*t, Bunter, and we il
all lend a hand to carry your body in
aftrrwards !

"“ITa, ha, ha!"

Hilly Bunter blinked at them, aful
blinked at Wharton. For a moment he
hesitated, TFhen it came into hie fat mind
that Wharton was blaffing, and conceal-
ing his fears. Certainly. if that woe the
case, he  was  concealing  them  very
sueeessiully.

The fat junior poshed back his cnfTa,
e hopod that this procesding  waould
lea] to a more open display of Tunk on
Wharten's part, which he would have
foundd very encouraging,  His thanghia
rould casily be read in his fat_face, and
”_1!" captain af the Remove Linnoured
him. 1le made a gquick step Buckward,
s il to aveid the coming attack,

That woe all Bunter necded, 1o camo
o, h'i'nm.]:i!'.}'rirlg hip fat fistz, The _-_ih.-ht
of Ilarry Wharton backing away, anl
Bunter ralling after him, braasght Re-
move fellows to the spot from far and
near.
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" What's the name of that game?”
demanded Peter Todd, mystified.

“Don't you interfere, Toddy!
going to lick Wharton,”

“ To—to whatteri” ejaculated Peter.

¥ Lick that blessed funk !"" said Bunter.

*Oh, Jerusilem "

I'm

“Ha, ha, ha " ;
“5tand your ground, Wharton![’
rapped out Bunter. I can’t keep on

fo in . I'm short of breath [
", %’u{ ha 1"

“There’s nothing to cackle ab, you silly
asses! Now, then! I've ef“' you !"

And Billy Bunter rushed right at the
cnglaiﬂ of the Remove.

o his astonishment, he was caught in
Wharton's powerful arms, swept off his
feot, ond sat down on the ground with a

ump., He sat there and blinked and
gosped, not knowing how he bad got
there,

“Yaroooh! Ow! Oh, dear!”

“T=&, ha, hal”
“1 aay, you fellows—=""
“LCome on!" grinned Wharton, *“T'll
sit you down a bit harder next fime,

Billy 1™

Billy Bumter blinked round at the circle
of yolling juniors, end the truth dawned
on his mind., He realised thpt the
captain of the Remove was not, after all,
quaking with terror at his attack.

“Come on, Bunter! T'l stand you on
vour head next,” ssid Wharton, laugh-
mg. *You fat dulfer! If I hit you, you
would burst !

“Yow-ow! Lend me m hand up,
Toddy, you grioning beast! You know
I'm short of breath [

“Ha, ha, ha "

Pcter Todd dragged the fat junior to
his fect, Billy Bunter squirmed round
the lanky Peter as Wharton made o step

towards him.

“Yurooh! Keep off, vou rotter! I've
dene with youl eep him off, Peter !"
yolled Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ba "

“But the fight hasn't come off yet,”
prinned Peter. “ You keep on, my fat
pippin, now you're on the war-path!”
And he swung Bunter towards Wharton.
“Now then, pile in["

“(o it, Bunter!" yelled the juniors.

But Bunter was no longer inchined to
ge it. He twisted out of Peter's grasp,
and fled.

“Come back!"™ roared Peter.

But Nunter did not come back. Ilc
disappeared into the School Houwse at
record specd, followed by a howl of
laughter. It was Bunter's first and last
attempt to follow the great example of
Bolsover major.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Asks For I !

ERNON-SMITH came out by
himeelf after dinner on Saturday,
and walked inte the guad with
his hands driven deep into his

kets. ‘There was a wrinkle in his
g?cow; and his expression was troubled
and dissatisfied.

The Bounder of Greyiriars did not
geem at peage with himself.

Harry Wharton joined him in the
quad, already in flannels. .

“Not gone yeb?” he remarked.

“Eh? Gone where?”

“Weren't you going out thia after
noon 7’ i

“MNo: I'm not going out," snid the
Bounder.

“0Oh!"  Wharton pauacd. % If that
engagement you spoke of ia off, Smithy,
the offer still holds good, you know.
I'd be glad to play you this afternoon, if
you wanted.” :

“Y should like to: but it can’t be

THE MagKET LIBRARY.—No. 293,

gAn

done. If I were in yvour team—" The
Bounder burst into a langh, ®It can't
be done, Wharton. Dy the way, I hear
that you ate giving some of the duffers
a chance in the Remove team to-day.
shouldn't leave too much to chance, 1f 1
were you,'

“Well, Ponsorby's team  doesn't
amount to much,” said Harey, "I know
how the nuts play cricket. I've spoken
to Courtenay about it, and it scems Ethat
net one of hiz men 1s playing for Pon-
sonby. They're a very scratch crowd.”

“They'll have one good man, I under-
stand.” i

“Y¥Yes; a player Pon has picked u’E
somewhere  to spring on us,  Sal
Wharton, laughing. *“Dut a one-man
team won't be very dangerous.”

“He's & good man!”

“0h, you know Lim¥" asked Harry,
with* interest.

“Ves," gaid the Bounder, eyeing the
captain of the Remove Tather oddly, L
know him well enough. And some of the
Higheliffe chaps have been hard at
practice. Pon would give one of his cars
to beat your team, and with this new
reccuit to help him he may be able to
do 1t. That's why he proposed the match.
You've beaten t}ur‘tena“;'n team, and if
Pour could beat you, he would s
hymns of trivmph all over Highcliffe g

“Let him—if he beats us! Is that his
gqueer idea—to take Courtenay down a
peg by beating a team Courtenny
couldn’t beat?™

“That's it, a3 well as the satisfaction of
walking over the Remove for once in
& way."” ‘ .

“He's weleome to that satisfaction, if
he can geb it. Still, T shall be careful to
put a good team in the Beld in case of
accidenta,

“1 hear that you're playing Stott and
Fish——"

“That 1an't so0.”

“"Bome of the fellows think Bolsover
bullied his way inte the team.'

Wharton shrugged his shoulders,

“Weall, T thought I'd give you the
tip,"” sald Vernon-Bmith. "“The match
won't be a walk-over, or angthing like
it, aa I happen to know. If you play a
of duds, you will score a licking '

“Thanks,” said Harry. ‘1 sha'n't do
that! Bolsover's the only dud in the
toam, and I think he's good enough to
play apainst Ponsonby's lot."”

The sa-‘immdcr nodded, and walked off.
Harcy Wharton joined his chums, who
were hending for the cricket-ground.
The Famous Five were not all playing
that afternoon, but they were all going
to be present. iolsover major, in
flannels, was lounging near the pavilion
with Stott and Fisher T. Fish.
towards Wharton as the five came up.

Bolsover's manner was apgrossive,
Convineed that the captain of the Re-
move had been bullied into making con-
cossions, Bolsover did not know where
to stop. Btott and Fish, who shared his
belief, had been working on RBolsover,
Aattering the bully of the Remove with
a view to getting into the team by his
influence. They were both the poorcet
kind of cricketers, but they had a desiro
to swank about playing for the Form,
And Delsover, judiciously buttered up,
fiad undertaken to see that they had a
chance that afternoon.

“1 suppose ¥ou'vo got the sleven com-
plete, Wharton #" he began,

“MNaturally, ns the other team will be
here v half an hour,™ said Harry.

¥ No need, really, for firat-clasa players,
to meet a acrubby lot like Ponsonby's
Eﬁ":i " aaid Bolsover casually.

No.  That's why I'm giving you a
chanre !

“"hh, don't talk rot!"
grufily.

gaid Bolsover
“Look here, I think Stott and

@ Camme
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Fishy might bave a chanca this aftee.
noon !’

Han't be done ™™

Baolsover major's manner becamo more
aggrassive,  Wharkon, who understood
at & glancse what wus.coming, stood very
quictly, but his cycs were beginning to
gleam. )

“The fact is, I've promised them,"
said Bolsover.

“¥You've promised them places in the
olavon 7

“Woll, to see what ean be dono, I
think they might play !

“I don't!"

“I guess I shall knock epots off'n the
Highclifie galoots, Wharton,” remarked
Fisher T. Fish. "“You play me, and
you'll see things bum 1™

“Fathead "

“ Loak here, I'm gotng to play,” said
Stott. I can beat any Higheliffo rotter,
1 know tiat, especially Ponsonby's lokl
Bolsover's promised me!™

“I1t amounts to that,” said Belsover
major, ' You two fellows can get into
i'cmr things. You'ro playing for the
iemove !

“Have you been made ericket captain,
Bolsover, without my happoning to notice
it?" asked Harry Whartoa,

“ Enough ijaw‘.“ was Bolsover's reply.
“ Thoy'ra .'g,[ving‘. Bettor leave  out
Rake and Ogilvy I”

“They're not playing !" said Harry,

Bolsover's square juw looked sguarer
than ever. He came closer to Wharton,
with truculent aggrossion written  all
over his face.

“And you're not playing,
added Wharton.

T “,'hat_?u

Wharton looked round. :

“ Desmond, get inte your fAanncls, will
you?®" ho said. *I want another man!™

“Sure, I'm yers man!" said Micky
Desmond chesrfully,  “ And, sure, I'd
recommend yo to rub that checky basto's
noao in the grass!™

“You're leaving me ont?”  roared
Bolsover major, as if unable to believa
his ezrs.

Wharton nodded eoolly.

“Vea. You don't seem to understand
the ctiquetic of the cricketfield, Bolsover.
It isu't the thing for a member of a
team to bully his skipper. 1 may give
:oit & chance later.  But you don't play
in this match!™

There was an ierepressible  chuckle
from the Removites stundini cound. It
was only too clear that the bully of the
Remove had bitten off more than lhe
could masticate,

Stott and Fish exchanged a dismayed
glance as they saw their caleulations gad-
denly knocked on tho head 1n thia way.
Bolsover major secmed tooted to  tho

round.
¥ “1 suppose you'ro joking?" he jerked
ouk at last,

#Not at alll™

“ You'ro turning me out of the toam?™
bellowed Bolsover, his harsh fuce grow-
ing crimson with anger.

Y ¥es " : :

“1 suppose vou know that I'm going
to thrash you?™"

“ Mot exactly."

“pPut up your hands,  you  rotten
funk "' shoulsd Bolsover major,  hig
savage temper gutite carrying B away.

And he roushed at Wharton, hitbing not
fiercely, withont giving him muech tine
to put up his hands.

]?ut W harlon was swilt enongh,

His hands went up like lightming, awd
he met the hearvy rosh  steadily,  Tho
captain of the Wemovn was in the pink
of condition that afternoon, amd al tho
top of his form. Tolsover major was
not jong in discoverning it "

is heavy drives were knocked aside,
and a HRat that seemed like wron wad

either ["
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lanted fairly on his sguare jaw, and

olzover major went down ke un ox.

He dropped on his back in the grass,
FuEPINg.

“Ha, bz, ha!” reoared Hob Cherry.
“¥You've woke up the wrong passenger,
Bolsover 1"

“Oh! Ow! Aht™

“1 guees I'm levanting ovl of tins,”
murmured Fisher T, Fish: aud Le beat o
strategic retreab.

Stott [ollowed himi. They did not
want their turn to come next. Their
estimate of the Remove captain  had
plainly turned out to be an ll-founded
Orpe.

But Dolsover major had plenty of
pluck, and still more obstinacy. He
serambled to his feel, and come on agnin.
Harey Wharton met him steadily and
grunly.

The captain of the Remove was ox-
asperaled, and he hit his hardest.  But
Bolsover was a hard hitter, too, and
Wharton’s handsome face soon showed
signs of punishment,

he erichketers pathered round, looking

on, fHome of them were frowning, A
Lght al this kind was hardly smtable pre-
paration for a  ericket-match, it
Wharton had bad no choice in the
matter,

i Fli:.-' ,[.;:L-rl :

What a merry entertain-
ment " drawled & cool voice,

“Two ta

one on  Baolzover, in  guids! Any
takersi®’
It was Cecil Ponsonby’s voice. The

Higheliffians hnd arrived !

T -

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Surprises the Natives!
Pi.l}:H[}:’ﬁﬁ' & 0. looked on with

greot amusement. Harry Wharton

and Bolsover major were Aghting

furiously, and cerlainly 16 wus
hardly the way a visiting team should
have been greeted.  And Pon & Co.
noted  vvery  oie of Dolsover's leavy
drives with satisfaction.

Every one of them meant a better
chance for Pon & Co in the mateh, for
tho captain of the Hemove could scarcely
p!,_aﬁ it hiz ususl form afiter that =logging
mull,

But the fight did not last long.

Bulsover major went down [or the
fourth time, and thiz time he stayed
there. Ho woas quite done,

Skinner helped him away,  Harry
Wharton, punting for breath, turned a
flushed  face towards the Higheliffe
erichketers,

Hiz colour deepeiied  as
Ponzonby’s supercilious look, He was
bitterly angry with bhimself and with
Bolsover, and ashemed of the way the
Higheliffians liad found him oceupicd on
their arvival, Yot he wos hardiv o
blame in the matter—unless it was Jor
having allowed Bolzover to presume, in
the first place, that he could be bullied
and dictated 1o,

“Don't mind us ' drawled Ponzonby,
"We don't mind waitin® a bif, do we,
vou fellowa?”

“Not a bit!" suid Gadsby, “Any
mare fightin' poin’ on before we get to
cricket ¥ )

Ang the nuots grinned.

" Nea, " sawl arry Wharton quietly,
HWe won’t keep you waiting more than
g fow minutes, Ponzonby !

“(Oh, don’t mench!"

Harry Wharton hurried into  the
pavilion. His face badly necded bathing.
Tha awuts of Higheliffe grinned among
themselves, They did not zeem to
think any assumption of politencss was
required while they were on the Grey-
friars ground.

ab Cherry joined his chum i the
pavilion, where he was towelling his face.

“How do you feel?” he asked,

e caught
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“Protty  rotten!™ said  Harry.
“HRolsover's a t.uu&;h customer |
*“*No black cyes,” said Bob. *That's

lucky. DBolsover will have ane, I think.
It'z rotton unlucky; it's put you off your
form 17

“1"m afraid it has," said Wharton rue-
fullv. *“I've pot an ache all gver.
feel ke o punch-ball 1

Bob hesitated.

He knew that Wharton could not be
in condition: for good cricket, After n
slogging fight with the muscular bully of
the Bomove, that was out of the ques-
tion. And Dob did not like the idea of
running rishs with the match., It would
be too nzufferable if Poneonby & Co.
were fo beat the REemove.

Harry Wharton gucssed his thoughts,
and nodded.

“You're right, Bob!"”

“Well, I was thinking |

“T'd better stand out,” said Harry
slowly, "' The faet is, I'm pretiy nearly
a3 knocked out as Bolsover. !iiy loit
eye wants to shut u;;).( After all, it
won't matter; we can beat Ponsonby I

“Wa don't want to risk too much.
Those cads would crow no end if they
managed to pull it off I aaid Bob.

“That's so. Tell Johnny ha's to play
after all.  And-—and I'll ask Squiff to
skipper the team ™

“ Hight-ho 1"

Bob hurried out, and Johnny Bull was
quickly 1n hiz Hannels.  Sampson Quincy
Iffley Fickl was quite prepared to take
on the captainey.,  The Remove Eleven
now consisted of Bgquff, Bob Cherry,
Jolinny Bult, Hurrce Singh, Hazeldene,
Ruke, Micky Desmond Ggilvy, Peter
Todd, Tom Brown, ang Penfold

It was not by any means the best team
the Remove conid ])':ﬁve raised, but it waa
4 very good ong, the chief loss being that
of srton as skipper. Nobody in the
Remove doubted that the team az it
stood could walk over ut'l_}‘t-hill% that
Ponsonby & Co. could put in the field.

Harry Wharton came out into view
i, I{mki:g somewhat red and tired.

¢ fight had told upon him, fit =3 he

WS,

He affected not to notice Ponsonby's
mocking look. He looked owver the
Higheliffe team rather curiously. He
remembered Ponsonby's boasted recrut,
and was interested to see him.

But that recruit did not seem to be
presant.

There were a dozen fellows mn the
Highcliffe party, but only ten of them
were in flannels.

Wharton knew them all—at least, by
sight — Ponzsonby, adsby, Monson
Drury, Merton, Tunstell, Vavasour, and
the rest of the nuith crowd.

“ Vour men all here?™ he asked Pon-
E{Iil}gp o
“Oh, waas! Extra man joimun’ us
here,”™  oxplained Ponsonby, and for
some reason the Higheliffe nuts grinned
at that remark,

“He doesn't scem to have turned up
:p'l""t-.ﬂ

“ 0, he's here somewhere 17+

“He's here, right enough,” smiled
Gadaby.

' Absolutely 1 grinned Vavasour,

“Well, we're nearly rmdﬂ‘;', " said
Wharton, not understanding the merri-
ment, and not particularly pleased by it
“"Your men r&adya Bquff 1"

The Australian junior nodded.

" Certainly 1

“* You're not playin’, Wharton 1" asked
Ponsonby.

“No. Tield's skipper this afterncon.”

“ Feelin” rather too used up®" grinned
Monson.

“Yea” said Wharton chortly. The
grinning Hirzhelifiing were having an
irritating effect upon him,

Lk ]

One Penny. 11
“Halle, halle, halla! Here's the
Bounder ! exclaimed Bolb Cherry.

Vernon-Smith came down to the held.

To the surprise of the juniors he was in
fHannels, and carried a bat under his arm.

“Is Smithy playing, after all?"” asked
Nugent, in surprise. Nugent had stood
out of the eleven to make room? for
Ogilvy.

* Not that I know of,” said Wharton,
puzzled. 1 asked him again to-day,
and he said no. Toddy was going fa
make room for him if he played. But
that's for Squiff to scttle now,” added
Harry.

The Austrabian junmior shook his head,

“I'm not turning out 3 man at the
last minute to make room for Smithy or
anybody else,” he said. “ Not if I ack on
my own judgment, But I'll do as you
like, Wharten, I don’t want te give
myself airs beeause I'm captain just for
the afternoon.™

“Not at all® eaid Harey. "I
i f&mith{"ﬂ i‘:huilge:'l his mind, he's changed
it too late!™

“That's what I think,”" agreed Bguif,
The Bounder gave them & cool nod
he'arrived.

All eyes were fastened upon him, Why
he was in flannels and carrving a bat
was 4 mystery.

“Qh, here you are, Smithy, dear boy 1"
drawled Ponsonby.

“Here I am,” said the Bounder,

“Feelin' fit—what 1"

“Fit as a fddle 1™

“That's good 1"

“YWhat's the game, Smithy?™ ex.
claimed Squiff. I suppose you know a
man can't be turned out at the last
munute to make room for you ¥

“Of coursa not!” said the Bounder,
with a smile. “1 haven't come to play
for Greyiriars.”

“What the dickens are you in fanneh
for, then "

“0Oh, I'm playing 1"

“Ilave you goie off your dot?” ex-
claimed the astonished Squiff.  “How
are you. playing, when you're not playing

B8

for Greviriars 7"
Eh'l;}m opunder’s answer was like a bomb-
LEd)

“I'm playing for Highcliffe [”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby'’s Recrult [

ARRY  WHARTON started
viclently.

There was a buzz of surprise
among the cricketers.

“ Highcliffe 1" shouted Bob Cherry.

* Highcliffe 1 exclaimed Wharton.

The Bounder nodded. Ie seemed to
be enjoving the sensation he had caused,

“¥es," he said ecoolly. “I'm Pon-
sonby’'s new recruit, you know,"

“?‘;*E:mmnbf’a new recrutb!” repeated

111TE.

“That's it 1™

& Gh !:l:l

Harry Wharton compressed his hips as
he understood. It was Vernon-Smith of
the Memove, the Bounder of Greyfriars,
g]m w%u tﬁd i stﬂriguu recruit Cecil

ansonby ed 0 Bpring upon
the Reng::.ve Elaﬂg? REnE U
~ There were grim locks among the
juniors.

On a former oecasion the Bounder had
played against his school, when he was
oukt of favour with the Bemove,

But thiz time it waa too thick, as
Johnny Bull grunted in Bob Cherry's
car.

Ponsonby & QCo. were not sporting
rivals of the Removae. They wero foes,
whose enmity had never stopped short of
any meannass or unfairness. It was no
credit to any Remove [cllow to be found
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tn their ranks, and no crodit to the Re-
mave, The Bounder was one of the best
cricketers in the Form, and his cricket
skill was to bo used against his Ferm
now, And the secrecy ﬂ% the whole busi-
ness was not pleasing. This was why
the Bounder had been so hard at practice
lately—with the object of helping Pon-
sonby & Co, to beat his own comrades !

A sneer came on the Dounder's face as
he caught the grim disapproval of the
locks bent upon him.

“ Burprised you—what?" he agked.

“Well, wo oughtn't to be surprised at
anything you do!” said Squiff drily.

“No objection, I suppose!” said Pon-
sonby> blandly. “1 asked Wharton
specially whether fhere was any objec-
tion. That's arranged.” .

“Oh, nona &t all!” said Squifl.
S You're welcome to vour recruit!”

“T don't see what you've got to com-
plain of,” said Vernon-8mith, his cyes
glinting. “I've. been booted out of the
Remove Elevon; and I suppose I'm not
cxpected to give up cricket for good
because my own Form doesn't want ine ?
Ponsonby asked me to play for his team,
and I said I would. WNothing to grouse
nbout in that, so far as I can sco.” _

“1 asked you to play in this mateh,”
eaid Wharton. .

“That was after I'd arranged with
Pomsonby.”” The Bounder grinned, “I
couldn't play on both sides at cnee, could
1t

' [—1 supposoe not,” .

“I I'd had any idea you were going
to ask me to play I shouldn't have fixed
it up with Ponsonby, of vourse. But I
didn’t know that."

“ No need to keep it so dark, that I ean
see !" paid Wharton tartly. _ N

“Pon asked ma not to mention it il
the match camne off.”

“Why not?” smiled Ponsonby,
“You're not entitled to oack questions
about my teamn, Wharton. And I had a
suspivion—a slight suspicion, you know—
that you wouldn't have taken on the
match if you'd known."

And the Highcliffians chuckled. ‘

“Tot's got to business!™ said Squifi

abruptly.
ant fmaed with FPonsonby, and the
Higheliffe skipper won. Pansonby

clocted to bLat, and he went on to open
the inmings with the Bounder.
Egﬁtaiﬁ' ed his merry men into the field.
Wharton remain

by the pavilion,
looking on. His brow waa clonded.  He
had a foeling of having been tricked. It
was the old, tortuous nature of the
Bounder diapia_ﬁng itsell agnit. _

Thore was no harm in a fellow playing
agninst hia school in ordinary circum-
stances, of course! Had a visiting team
been short of a man, for instance, Whar-
ton would have lent a Greyiriars player.
But in this case tho circumstances were
different,

He knew that the Bounder, exelnded
from the Remove Eleven, had the design
of inflicking a defeat upon them, partly
from surdonic humour, Earﬂy to show
all the Remove that they could nor
afford to leave him out.  He believed
that Smithy would not have acted as he
had done if he could have foreseen that
the Remove captain meant to ask him o
play for the Form again. But the trick
was there, all the same, and the cool cone
ceit of the Bounder in thinking that he,
single-hauded, would be so dangerous to
his old team, was irritating.

But there was somothing in it too.
There was no doubt that Smithy was
first-class, and that he had left no stone
unturned to get into his fopmost form
for thiz trial. If he succecded, Whar-
fon's old enemies would have gained
their int—of defeating the Remowe
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team, which Frank Courctenay had faiied
to do at the last attempt.  And Wharton,
knowing nothing of Smithy's intentions,
had not tronbled to play his best team.
There wore many weak spots now. Ve
aratn he remembered that only that day
the Bounder had warned him not to leave
too much to chanee.

“Rather rotten of Smithy, I think!"
Frank Nugent remarked, after a long
gilence, 1 suppose the idea is to take
us cdown off the pereh, if he can? Idon't
see that we've asked for it

“It's Smithy all over,” said Harry,
compressing bis lips.  “ But I don't think
he will have mucﬁ success, all the same.
I'm glad Johuny's plaving, instead of
that duffer Bolsover—that's all to the

ood. But if I'd known this, I'd have
Eﬂ.‘rﬂ-h more carcfnl with the team, Ve
can't afford to be licked by those swank-
ing ¢ads. If it were Courtenay and his
men, it wouldn't matter.”

“There he goes [ said Nugent.,

The Bounder was getting the bowling
from Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. The
dusky nabeb was the chumpion bowler of
the Remove, and Squiff had put him on
to lower Vernon-Smith's wicket with all
speed.  But that ‘wicket was not casily to
Ilmk lowered, oven by the redoubtable
nky,

There was no doubt that the Bounder
was in tremendous form. ‘The dusky
nabob’s bowling was knocked all over the
field, and the fieldsmen had plenty of
chasing to do aftor the ball. The over
gave Yernon-Smith 12 runs. And when
Ponsonby, at the other cnd, received the
next over from Tom Brown, he dealt
with it in & way that showed he was
fairly on hiz mettle.

Ths New Zealand junior expected Lo
see Pon's bails fiving at ouec.  But they
did not Ay, and Pon took 2. and 2, and 5,
and then the Bounder fintshed the bat-
ting for the over with a 4.

guiff & Clo. acttled down to work now,
The mateh was not to be a welk-over,
though it wns only against the nuts of
Hirhelific, The nuts, it was plain, woere
in unexpeeted form, and the Bounder
wad & tower of strength to the side. And
the Remove plavers knew that they had
all their work cut out that afternoon,

Fonzonby had rattled up 20 when he
was cloan bowled by IHurree Jamset Ram
Singh. The Dounder was still gomng
strong. Gadsby was n next, and he,
lived through three overs, and fell, and
Vavasour followed with a dock’s egg.
Wicketa were falline faster now.  Tut
llférurg.r knocked up 10 runs, and Monson

All the time the Bounder was scor-
mg. His score was 50 by that time, and
the total over 100. The Bemove bowlers
triedd their skill on their Form-fellow in
vain—the Bounder waa too well set. But
the tail of the innings “ petered out”
faster, and the total was at 120 when
Merton®s wicket—the last—Eell, leavin
the Bounder of Greylrizes oot out, with
60 runs to his credit.

[ P

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby's Win !

HE fieldsmen came off  lookinge

I somewhat red with their exer-

tions. They had bsen given
plenty of leather-hunting.

The Bonnder sauntered awav from
the wicket, a cool amile on his lips,

He had taked precisely Lalf the High-
ciiffe score of runs—sixty off his own
bat, and against bowlers like Hurree
Singh and Tom Brown that was a feat.
And the nuts of Higheliffe had done un-
commonly well—for them—to take the
other zixty among tham.

Bquiff gave Harry Wharton a comical
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ﬁrin, as he [anned himsell with his straw
at.

“*MNot such a merry walk-over!” he
remarked. *Huondred-aond twenty—threo
times what I  expected of  that
crowd,”

“It's Bmithy’s game, so far as they're
concerned,” anig Harry.

“We shall have to pull up our socks
a3 it's a single-dinrings mateh,” remarked
Bob Cherry. “'"We don't ajwa:u et A
hundred-and-twenty in an innings”

“The don'tfulness i terrific!’

“Why didn't you down Smithy's
wicleot, Inky, vou nas?™

The naby rinned a rueful grin.

“The spiritfulness was willing, but the
esteemed bowling was not up o
sumple,” he explained,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I did my esteemed best, my worthy
chums. But we shall walk out ahead-
fully with the hatfulness. "

“I say, you fellows, poerhaps
wish you'd played me now, after a
chortled Biliy Dunter. “1 fancy I'd
have taken Smithy's wicket ™

“ Fathead '

“Oh, really, Cherry! You can't play
ericket, vou know. You muffed a lot
of catehes. "

“What!" roared Bob.

“That last bal! from the Beounder, for
instance,” said Bunter, with an air of
great wisdom, “ You let is pass—"

“You howling ass, it didn't go within
a dozen yards of me!"

“I'd have stopped i," szid Dunter.

“You—you—-  Wall, stop that!”
snid Bob, lungine out with his  bat
Billy Bunter gave a tervific whoop as he
stopped it, and retired from the scene,
relicving the cricketers of any further
criticism.

Bquif and Tom Brown opened the
innings  for  (ireyfrinrs. he two
Colonials dealt well with the bowling,
whichk was shured among [DPonaonby,
Monson, and Gadsby at  first. Thy
Dounder, in the field, looked on with a
sarcastic ganle. Pon would have been
glad to give the Bounder the cold
shoulder in the game, if he could have
done withont him, Perhaps for a
momett he hoped tn finish withont him,
and make a real Highclife victory of
it. If so, he anon changed hia mind.
Squiff and the MNew Zealander knocked
up thirty runs between them befors a
wicket foli, and then it fell to & catch
at point by Vernon-Bmith.

After that Smithy was given a good
share of the bowling. and he showed
that hiz late assiduous practice had im-
proved hiz form. His long innings did
ot seem to have ticed him in the lsast.
Heo was as fresh as paint. His bowling
was a szurprize to the Remove fellows
looking ov. He had caught Squiff, and
Ite bowled Tom Brown in the next over,
Bob Cherry took the bowling from him
nexd, and began to make the running,
with Penfeld at the other end. When
Ponzonby bowled again, the score moved
up, but a smart throw-in by the Bounder
knocked Pen's wicket over,

FPonsonby, having come to his senses,
as it were, now gave the Bounder juat
as much of the bowhiong as the rules {::;
the game allowed, and he had reason
be thankful for it Ogilvy, BRake, and
Micky Desmond foced the Bounder in
turn, and three sweeessive balla gent
them bootlesa home.  The Higheliffe
fieldsmen chirruped with glee over the
hat teick, and even the Greyiriars crowd
gave the Bounder a cheer,

Huorry Wharton looked on, far from
Liappy. ]

he runs were cominz very slowly
now. Bix wickels werse down for forty-
siz runs, and at that rate the Remove's
prospects were gloomy. It was Smithy'a
unexpécted form as a bowler that gave

F
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the trouble. The Highclile bowlers
and fieldsmen could not have shifted the
batemen in a week. But, with the as-
pistence of the DBounder, thut rotten
team secemed likely to walk over the
Remove.,

Wharton's hands fairly itched to grasp
his bat and take his pluce at the wicket.
But he was out of the teamn, and ke was
not fit for a hard match in any case.
Ib:IE could only look on and hope for the

est.

But his exasperation was keen.

Had he known of Smithy's intention
he could have plaved a team that would
have beaten the visitors, for all Smithy
could do—he could have avoided the
serap with Bolsover till after the mateh,
and played himself—and hoe knew he
could deal with Smithy's best bowling.
Every circumstance scemed to have con-
epired to make Vernon-Bmith's avheme
& success—owing to the secreey in which
it had been wrapped till the very last
moment !

Bob Cherry was still batting, and
Johuny Bull had joined him. glr.:rhnn;-;
was & rcenowned stonewaller, and the
Bounder’'s bowhng had ne more effect
on. his wicket than hail on a window.
Bob made the running when Gadsby
bowled again, Aand between them the
runs crept up.

It was Pousonby who caught Johnny
Bull at last, when the figures stood at
soventy.  Hazeldene went in to face
Smithy's bowling—and fall after taking
& couple of runs.

Peter Todd waes next man in, and
matters looked up again with the lanky
Peter at the wicket. Wharton's face
lightened when the score turned the
hundred. But Beob Cherry had run lus
rourse—he wae caught in the next over;
Uadsby distinguishing himself for once.

““Last man in, Inky!” seid Harry.
“ Roady 77

“The readyfuliness
esteemed chum.”

“Do your best, old chap—don't let
them beat us!”

Thae nabob nodded.

“The beatfulness will be great,” he
replied cheerfully. " The batfulnees ia

13 terrific, my

not so good as the bowlfulness of my
naoble azﬁl’, but the etitch in time goos
longest to the well, as the English

proverb saya.”
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And the olive-gkinned junior went in
to do or die,

* Btick 1t out, Inky |” said Peter Todd,
as the Nabob of Bhanipur pusscd him,

“The stickoutfulness will be tercific,
m}' worthy Tedd,"” the nabeb assured

im.

“Pwenty to get, only one wicket to
fall I murmured Bob Cherry. *We've
bad rvotten luck ol reund, [larry; but,
as 1l stands, we're going to be beaten—
by the Bounder!"

"It was a rotten trick!” said Harry,
knitting his brows. “If I’d known, we
shouldn’t have been caupght napping. I
kuew the form Smithy was in.

“Tust one of Smithy’s little jokes!”

YInky's poing 18! remarked Nogent.

The nabob was deing his beat.  He
knew how much depended on him. i
fortas was bowling © but he was a reliable
bataman, and s object was to give
Feter Todd the bowling as nmuch as pos-
sible, Peter was in Gne form, and he
knocked up runs at a great rate. There
was & cheer from the Greyiriars crowd
when tho score jumped to 116.

“Four to tie!"” said Bob Cherry, rub.
bing hiz hands. “We'll do it yet!”

Wharton did not reply. His eyes were
on the Bounder, who had gone on to
bowl the last over—everyvome kunew it
would be the last over.

Inky met the frst ball with a drive
that was worth two.  Ponsonby fielded
the ball, and gave Vernon-Smith a very
EXProssive Iﬁr.::fz along with it.

Y Two more wanted—three to win!”
muttered Dob, all eyes on the game.

The ball went down again like a
bullet, And was stopped dead.  Apain
it was stopped, without result, Then it
whizzed down o fourth time, and thas
thine it eluded the gleaming willow.
Thore was n amack!

“How's that?"

w1

The duskv nabob gave his wicket
mournful glance,

"The outfulness i= tervific!™ he re-
marked, and the wickei-keeper grinned
and ecknowledged that it was

And Hurree Jamset Ram Hingh de-
parted mournfully.

My psteernod Wharton, T hove done
hl‘EtﬁI]]}' 1 he minrinured., ™ DBt the lack-
fualness was not great!”

* All zerane, Inky!"

)

b.mm-mmiﬁnq—imﬁl

The Editor’s Chat.z
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For Next Monday :
“« A LESSON FOR SHINNERI™
By Frank Richards.

Tihne amd peain requests for the reform of
giloner have been made.  Percsomally, T have
little =ympathy with them. [ lave never hien
able to e anything in Skinmer which sug-
gests thal, at Lest, he wanld ever make a
really decent fellow.  He ic spiteful and cun-
ning; bi= humour iz of the unplessant sort,
swhiiely sees nothing funny in what boes nob
hurl  sompeone else; and, althengh he hos
bucked up pew sl theh, be s essentially »
funk.

I this <loey b tries to 1ake revengs upon
YVerpor-smith, 6 i3 a ease of *dizmond out
digtnond,” for the Mounder i every whit as
crufty as MHareold Skinner, thongh inflnitely
superior to him in manhood. The Bounder
gets the best of the deal, and the resvlt s
that Skinner goes through an exporlence that
canses hilm bo see matters in a new light.

He swnyp he ia going strafght in futyre.  Let
us see¢ whether he will. I don't think so; but
1 may be wrong.

DISAPPOINTED !

A rewder protests indlgnantiy agalnst the
relapse of the Hounder. If it dofr mol goom
stop, he says, he wiil chuck the paper.

is Iz mot wvery reosonable. An anthor

cannot be dictated to by his renders as o
what he rhall do with the characiers hic
grniuz ha= ereated,

Hut it chows very clearly how smeh alive
tho=¢ rharaeters are to the thoeamds who
roaut alioal them every week., Xow, T owill
make 4 confession,  When I oread the story
entitledd *The Fall of the Dounder ™ T fell &
keon sense of losz apd disappeintment, It
wna as thotgh I had seen the velapse mto
evil wava of a living frieml.  VernonSimith
ig ge of oey favourites o Lhe MAGNET =lariv-,
U skl el it kHard 1o sy whether T Jikerd
Wi or capahle, clever Peler Todd or sunng
Bobh Cherry best. And, in saying hi=, T
don't ot :uil mean Whiat I g nnt Tag] of
Wharton, tan; and stundy Johany Ball e
loyal Inky amd the japing R[quiff—oli, el
plenty of others!  Bal T ihink those three
coame fir2t in oy c2beem,

I edich mosl VEcee 96 @ Belt, Tt M, wus 4 rcare
gooed atory.  Anmd It was human naters”

Just oso weonld o fellow like the Bonpder
act i such elreumstances, for he is no plastor
sadnd,  The nfvenee of s early slays can-
ek he ergdicated ondirely, A spoiled boy,
with o foolishly doting, purse-peoad  Fatber,
he had gone pretty far towards heing ruwined
before coming to Greyfriars, and whuat hap-
enedd Lo Wdm there pulled hlme up. The
impativnee of control, the lenging alter for.
Ldebedene thibngs=, wre still theee. e hax fouglil
hart; for the Eime it zecwmed that he el
conquered.

1 feel sure that in ithe end he will conguer,
thongh the way may be bBard,

He i+ not the Bounider of old. Mr. Richarild
may Lell wa #20, bul ke means the assertion
t¢ he taken with qualifications. Just an
crafty, just as self-willed, just aes unecrupu-

One Penny. 13

Poneonby strolled off the feld with his
grmumf atl satished followers,. e
was i hich feather] He had beaten the
Remove—by the aid of a Remove re-
cruit, certainly. Still, his team had

beaten them, That was a happy 1tem
of wews for Ponsonby & Uo. to take back
ta Hrghehife,

“T favey we win—what?” vawned

Ponaonby,  *'Ihe old order -hangeth,

givin' place to the new—what? Our
geine, dear boyst”
“Naturally ! sruled Gadsby, “1i

these [ellows don’t mind my mentionin'
it, I think that what they nced is prac-
tice, an’ some good coachin’, If they'd
care to look in at Higheliffe any hali-
holiday, wo'd give 'em some coachin’—
the real thing !

“Cortainly !
onsly.

The Remove cricketera restrained
their feelings a2 they heard thoss re-

said Ponsonby gener-

marks, DBut they were glad when Pon-
ganhy & Co. took their departure. The
Highehife crowd went, with lofty air

and swanking manner, looking as if they
wore on the point of touching the stars
with their sublime heads

They had beaten Greylriars Removal

It was all very well for the Remove
fellows to say that their team hadn't
been at full stvength—thet a Bemovite
e done most of lhe work for High-
cliffe—they could say anything they
likedd, but they could not unsay the fact
thut 'onsenby’s nutty eleven had won
the mateh., For it had! And in that
fact the nuts of Higheliffe rejoiced with-

out limit,

- L] - ™ "

The Bounder of Greyfriars had
a preat i.ﬁ.lnﬂ that aft{n:rmn. lhii':lm

evening he did not find himeelf popular.
There were strained relations wedn
the Bounder and the Femous Fiyve—the

chums of the Remove could not all at
unee get over what theLrﬁglrd&ﬂ al o
survy trick. Perhaps the Bounder was
nol wholly satisfied with himself. But,
if s0, he gave no sign—and he met the
disapproving looks with only a cynical
sile or a shrug of the shoulders

(Don't misa "A LESSON FOR
SKINNER ! "—next Monday's grand
story of Harry Wharton & Co,, by
FRANK RICHARDS.)

Inus as ever gt tlmes, in Herhert Vernon.
Ymith. Tnut with il this there s a differ-
cuee, and that difference rhows again and

again, In small ways and In great, Hils ex-
tremme dislike to the idea of fAghting Wharton
is one way. Anyone else—Bob Cherry,

Johony Bull, Bolsover major—but rot, i It

van be avolded, Horry Wharton !
Aml nat last he had to fight Wharton, but
[t wnra through the ut-mnq.f presaure  of

attother Tnyalty, For Marjorle's sake he tries
to influence for good the weak and waywanl
Hazel, and through that he makes combat
witly Wharton JInevitable, ‘Then, when It
steans Lhnt all his nature has turned to gell
st hitterness, the old strain of generosity
eropa up aguin, and he aeta his enemy free
for the Highcliffe match hy & confesslon thut
must have been vory trying to hls pride,

He will not attempt to snatch tha enap-
tainey from Wharton, Bkinner cannot under-
stamel thint., DBut Skinner would not! What
does Skinner care for the welfare of the Form
ot of Grevirinra? The Boundér does ¢are,
Llinnpgh he may deny it

Trust the Bonnder—and Mr. Richards—and
tell your frienda about thess fine storles, ro
that they may read them. Explain to themn
a little of what has gone hefore, and o
aroi=e Lheir Interest, for if you feel the
situation inferesting, they will; you may hea
wiife of that, ¥or my own part, I weleome
the day that brings me another Bounder
story Lo read.

The fame of the Maongr s already nt
in the land. If you will only let your choms
know  about these yarns it will become

greuter yetd
YOUR EDITOR.
Tur MagyeET LiBRARY.—No, 483
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T -is doubtful whether there iz i more
sementially attractive fgure among all
‘thoss which throng the Qreylrinrs storleg
than that of the Caterplllar.

He iz a thoroughly good fellow; but ao
are many of the others. None of them all
is nninterﬂst.l'ng* but perbaps he iz the most
intéresting of all becauce of the strange con-
tradictionz In him. At times he may seem =0ft
in bis geod-npture—almest as soft us Mauly—
but under the softoess there is irop. His
Inziness k8 not A& mere pose, fof there iz In
bhim a disinclination to active exertion which
needs something to counteract it.

But when oncé bhe iz roused to action the
u&emlng sluggard beecome:s n thing of steel
and whipcord, eble to- do Hetter than moast
in whatever he teies to do, Smithson and
Yatos and Bemson and the Wilkingons may
do thelr wtrnost, may labour hard nf any
-:fert, tot the Caterpifar, with far less prae-
tlee, with Infimtely less trouble, can out-
distance any of them, and is second only to
tig -chum, ¥Frank Courtenay. And sometimes
one wonders whether, if he chose, he might
oot be firet. QOne thing i# certnin—he nmever
will ehoose. A

It fa dificult to Imagine anything coming
between those two now; imposaible Lo pic-
ture Rupert de Courcy striving in aught but
ftlendly rivalry with the fellow whose friend-
ehip has been the making of him.

‘when Frank Courtenay—iben known as
Arthur Claré—camhe t¢ Higheliffé the Cater-
Har was one of the Ponsoriby crowd. With
m, rather than of them, It iz true. He
distiked many of their ways, but he was too
slack to p t. He gambled and smoked,
cared mot & rap for games, evaded learning
nny more than the minlmum—and, ander the
snobbish little toady, Mr. Mobbs, that
mintmum was very small In the casa of sclona
of the arlstocracy llke De Courey and Pon-
sonby—and genérally was on the way to
grow up a waster, Not an aristocratic cad
flke Pon; that was mot im him. He has
always regatded IPon with something like
contemptuon: admirntion—as & very com-
plete scoundrel. Thagt the Caterpillar -could
never have become, But, lacking Courtenay's
Influetrce, he' might well have grown op A
In of po pae himsell or to anyone else,
it of no posltive harm.

The story of how the friendshi
those two grew 18 very charmin told in
that great story, “The BHoy ithout =
Name." @ of you have read It many
times; it I one of those stories to which one
59-0: back with ever new delight. We see the

aterplllar, in his lazy, elegant manner, chip-

ing in to prevent Pon and his eatellites
ﬁa‘&ng thelr way wil: the new fellow, Wa
ge¢ him watching Courtenay thrash Pon, and
smiling ds he lies propped up on his elbow

No. 29.—RUPERT

betwaen

AN EXTRACT FROM “THE FIRST
FORM FIASCO.”

Eomorian  NoTe~The euccess of the
"Herald " has Insplred more than ohe Form
to launch forth & paper, and a periodical has
lntely blown in 4nder the title of “The First
Form Finsco.” i

¢ of the confributors have evidentd
old-Tashioned “Eenuy-'n-!!ne"' aotions—though
wo donbt whether the pennles will be forth-
coming. Here is the “Flosco's ™ great super-
sarial—H, W.].

DICE DASH:
or, The Boy Who Defled His Master!

Jointly written for “ The First Form Fiasco ®
by 8.-8wmfirk and D. DIbb, of the
First Form.

Dick Dash was sitting on a seat with his
fect on & desk, and his hands in his pockots,
and & pipe in bis mouth, and a frown on his
brow.

The Form-master came In through the
door, and sat down and looked up and reareds

*Come out, Dash!”

REYFRIARS GALLERY. !

o S
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in bed. We read af his fArst advances to
Courtenay, made in & wny the new boy finds
it very hard to understand, for to him
seerns that De Courcy is patronising, which
the Caoterpillar had really no intention of
being. lset his iromical speech, with its
slightly aeld and wholly drawling tone, is
the sort of thing that Arthur Clare bad never
hefore encountered. He learns to understand
It better in time, .

And then we see Courtenay, in no priggish
waY, infucncing his chum, making bhim eee
that it is worth while both to work and to
play—and not in the least worth while to
play in the sense in which Pon & Co. nse

he ward.

It i3 bard work to De Courcy. Tt would
he harder still, but that he torns it Into a
joke by his pretence that it s “nll Franky's
doing,” that he is merely “a brand plocked
from the burnin®." that “the stern morality
of the workin' classea ® has acted upon him,
There iz just such an amount of truth in all
this as serves to make the joke worth keep-

ing up.

g‘h#n the horrible plot againgt Courtenay,
and the Csa Hiar's discovery of ithe real
depth of his feelings. Many who read the
story mmnst have had hig lumps in thelr
throats when ther reached the end of Chap-
ter 33, and cdnjured up in thelr own minds
the picture of the Caterpillar, “the slacker
and dandy of the Fourth, with his face
buried in hi: hands, sohbing as if his heart
wonld break.” And latar, when Frank learns

that his chum has watched by hiz hed all

“1 won't!”

“You willl"

“1 won't!"

“You will!”

“T won'¢!™

The master staod up on his feetf.

“1 Bny i‘uu will 1™

“I say I won't!”

“I eny you willl”

*“I any I won't!™

The master approached him ferociously, and
grasped him by the ear

"You'll do as I tell you!™

“F gha'n't1”

“You shall ™

“1 sha'n't?

“*You shall ™"

“I gha'n"t!"

“Yeou sholl ™

Dick jerked hiz head away, and made for
the door.

“I'm off out!™

“You arentl”

] am!"

“You aren't”

lﬂI “m r!!

“You aren’t ™

A decent

resantment with h

drugged, and seemed drunken—

“Was this the cool, careless, often insolent
Caterplitar—this loyal pal who had watched
him through the weary night, who was
standing by him in hiz misfortune and dis-
grace—him, the nameleas schoolboy, the
penniless scholarship * bounder "7

Little wonder that sech love ns David falb
for Jonathan should be in the heart of Frank
Courtenay for dupert de Courcy!

Frank Courtenay beleves that Ponsonby Is
net all bad, and dreams vainly that, through
the Oaterpillar’s infuence, he may vel become
ellow, Dra Churcy docs noi believe
anything of the sort, but he iz willing to
try. domaething he pguwesses of what the
regult may be—not sll, or he might bhave
refused, . But who knows? The Caterpillar
is not easy to read. He might bave gous
on, although he had foreseen that Pon would
drag him hack inte the mire of gambling.
And he will not tell Courtenay; there i3 in
bim what he rﬁﬁDFniaﬂﬁ B3 an unrensoiabla

5§ chum Ior throwing him
agaln Into the arms of the nuts.

Fon plots te let down Courtenay badly
under the c¢logk of reconclliation, and aue-
ceeds in his aim. But he bas the Caterpillar
to reckon with thereafter. They Rght, and
Iin the third round the dandified slacker, who
had never been locked upon as a fAghting.
man, puts paid to the account of Cecil Pon-
gomby. But that iz not Lhe end. Pon aeeks
revenge through the gambling craze which
he has helped to reawaken din the fsllow ha
now hates, and, but for Fronk Courbenay,
Pon must have triumphed.

For his chum's sake Courfenay risks every-
thing, and drags him out of the anare set Tor
him, And for once fo his life, at least, the
Caterplllar is really bumhle when he pro
mises Frank that it shall never bappen
again.

#Tt's nll aver for gond. You can take even
a dashed blackguard's word for that!® he
gays to Frank, FPrank replies: “You won't
be sorry for making that promise, Cater-
pillar.®  And, with a touch of the half-acid
irony that iz his, De Conrey savs: “[ don't
know, Fraoky, hlessed if T do! But I mesn
it, every word!®

Ever since then the Caterpiflar haz watehed
Cecil Ponsonhy more closely than ever, and
has aften Iodled his plots. An Inatance that
occurd repdily [2 that of Mawleverer's detec-
tive, who wan really Pon in disguize, secking
the tain of (Courtenay. Hut Ide Courcy
tumhled, and Pon failed. The Caterpillar I3
a pessimist as far as Pon is concerntd. Ha
always expects the worat from him. Somae
day he may bhe disappointed. Rut that doy
ts not yef!

]

“T am!'™

“¥ou aren't!

The master reached ant his hand and tried
to utml: him, and TPhck clemched hia Aat and
lifted it up, and drew 6 Boack, and thrust it
farward.

“Tuke that!"

" Yarookh ™

“And that!®

“Yarooh !

"And that ™’

“Yarooh !

*Amd that!=

“Yarooh!I* .

A step was heard in the
denr-knah turpmed. nnd Ehe
thie Wead cnbored!?

{To ke contintged next week.)

Unluckily, the joint authora of this work
ol genins  had Bfteon eopics of the papor
jnmmod dewn cach of their necks hy theie
Furipus fellow-fags, and Mesars, Smirk ami
bk contumacionsly refnsed to write the
second  instalment.  Therefore, the atary
cannnt be continucd—mot next week, and not
ever I—H. W.]
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[(Wharton says he bhas gome hesilation
about * publishing these beawntiful blopmers,
Ho would 1ike Lo bave their authenticity
guarapteed, Seems bto me Whacton wanta
too much. You cannpb elﬁt the mas-t-ﬂrs
from whose waste-paper bas
of price were retricved to mi.f an;rthmg ul:rmit.
it Mr. P—7% probably i3 not speecially
prout—of course, I mean proud—ol . C—-r,
or Mr. Q—nh m’hﬂ—r and E:heru And you
camnot ¢xpeet the rpetrators Lo Own Up.
fin- the nﬁer haudpe }F;Fu peed mot believe
their deninls unless you choose. I know what
40 do phout that. I have asaured Wharton
that I have seen everything which follows in
Ll.cl-: and white, , Ho says that he has, tob;
utTénly in my handwrit.mg I have offered
¢ borrow Mr. Quelch's typewriter and copy
theme out, but he says that wonld prove
nathing. However, they are going in, on the

nderstanding that all thick ears, ete., in

nnection with them are to be delivered at
Btudy Ne. T, Lemove Passage, and alb no
other study whatever. Dunter will sib at the
recaipt of custom-—unless he sghows a low.
minded suspicion when requested to do so.
I have tried fo mmake Dutton comprehénd,
but he rays he does mot care for beers any-
way, nnd, if be did, he would not want them
thick. Alonzo is as innocent as potato of
any offence in the matter. Any budding
Herlock Sholmes who now thioks that thecs
bints and the initiala apperded eniable him
jo spot the person responmsible is. hereby

warned that Lhe aforesmid persom bhas a
[; g beliet to réciprocity—in the matter of

fek ears especially —P. T.]

A triangle is & threesided square. {P. I,
Remove.)

The \'u::'ng;-. were people who drank a par-
ficlar “ kind of cocoa, bence Ltheir name.

L. B T., 4th.)
Dr. ‘Watts was A great dog-fancigr. He
was also an eminent beekeeper. In hid spare

time he wrote hymns, (H. 8, Remove)

The Cortes waz a Sponish  Parliament,
whicth afterwards wenft to Mexico and con-
quered the Inhabibants, who were ruled by
s king named Monte Carlo. . W, Gth)

- Titus Oates Wwas a friend of St. Faul. Ills
chief work was the Qreat Fire of London.
(D N, Znd.) i
. Titus Datea introduced into this country
the serial which bears his name.  Ben Jonson
gnid “that it was the food of horsea In
Enpgland and asees in Scobtland. (G, O., 2nd.)}

Titus Dates, was a NRible character, origers
perly kalled Timothy, (3. 1., 2nd)

The Statue ol -::rtmmn ‘was put up to
prevent o m:m from making wills after his
denth. {W. Remove.)

Homer w;m I:num in seven cities. Jo aftee-
wards. wroke two very long poems in Greek
all about the Siepge of Troy and other things
much " hetter forgotten. The only quotation
from him which comes to my mind at the
pearment #s:

whrma virumgue caud, Trojue gui primus
ab oTis."

As this is in Latin, nob in Greek, ik is pro-

'Enhl A translation, (W. G., 5th)
?-.t, ‘Lyler was the man who shot William
Ru-l!u" He afze had a cat, and became Lord

Mavor of London after the king's death.
The proverh * What-ho!™ is supposéd to be
deriveal from him. (& J, 5., Remove.)

C'hristofer. Columbuz  dizkovered Ameriker,
Bnd was the first Lo make a noyse about L.

im hnnl.menl. had bens prevérsly diskovered

¢ severial peeple, inklading the Vikings and
ﬂmrge ‘lE'lr’nslungmn But they kept it dartke
Wens Lhe furn = Dbk Komtinent.™ {H, €.,
Eth.)

Chriztopher Columbuz is given the ercdit
of diseovering America, but it was John 13,
Bockefeller who made most money there.
{F. T, F., Remove,)

The Antilles are in the oshun somewear.
They are so Kalled on nkount of there
ghaip, wich corcsponds rufly to thers naim,
(W, G B, Bemove)

Tie Gulf Streem 13 anolber name for
the FPanorama Canal. (W, (7. B., Remove.)
Mandalay is & hwite Actishus town, sip-

posed to be in Asin, but reclly invented by
& man namad J!-.iplmg, ‘who rites for the
#*Times " and other paperr. e alio rote the

“Lay of the Lost Minzstrel™ in wich okkur
the wel-known lines about Chester charging
and on, Stanley, on. bul he is not Foit
Lu“r&nt- s;lst:te be suposed by the ignerant,

{H.

Mem tamia uszed to bs the
Eden, but is now gquite obherwise,
Hemove, )

A Bine i3 the stralght line running parallel
'mt.h the curve of an arc. (13, ., Hemova.)

int is that which hae pnstl-inn but nob
Iengtﬁ: breadth, or th:a.l-mea:-, but when it

bayonet pﬂint. a2 poinful, especiall
when it3 position changes, poing throu
from front to back, or viee versa in the

Garden of
(F. B.

case of a Hun running away., (H. H..
Remave.}

The Best way to explain the statement that
even Il parallel lines be continued to infinity
they will never meet is to suy fhat Lhe
closer they get together the further they
are apart. {E. F., dth.)

The difference hetween aribbmebic, algebra,
and BEuclid i3 one of comparison. Ari!.hm&t.f:-
i+ masty, algebra nastier, and Euclid nastiest,
(R. D. 0., Remave.)

John - Miltom was the famus awthor of
% Wa aré 7 and other grate epik pomes.

G. B., Remove,)

#n epic poem i3 one which starts in the
middle, goes nowhere, ond finishes vp any-
how, Fortunately, paper i a0 short that
they are  mot much writtem nowadays.
(M. D, Remove.)

It you ean understand everytbiog In a
poem it is not an epic, but some. other Kind.
But most poems seem to me to be eples,
{P. B., Remave.}

Ge«agmphr and geology arme really Greek
words, Dub ﬁ”ﬁ“ iz Eoglish and gee-whizz
Ameriean, . M., 2nd.

THe right hank of n river 1 the one on

‘vour right hand and the left bank the one

on your left. (8. T., 3rd)

The natma of the ]-..mgs of Isral and Jewdah

are to be found in the Books of Kings and

Kronikles. Awl I kan remember are Zolo
mahn, who was suposed to be verry wise, hut
had two many wifea;: David, who killed o
gyvant, and Jehew, who drove fewrnsly : and
.!ehmapat. who jumped- {W. . B., Eemm'e.}
rollta woar major and minor, sothere
al hegn too of them--at leest.  As

(5. ..
Pnd.}

China is the preatest counbry in the
world. It wsed to have an Emperor, who wis
fold what to do by Li Hung Chang, It is
now rmbed by a Prezident, “who takes his
arders from the Commander-in-Chief. (W. L,
Eemove.}

A neutral countbiéy iz one Lhat dare nol
come into the war. (F. T. I'., Remove,)

A neutral counbry is one thal bas not yot
guitn made up itz mind to declare wor on
ietmany, (G. I'., 5th.) .

A neutral couniry iz ome with which Ger.
many B oab war, hob b iz pob at war with
tiermany. It will soon b a rarp nvis, which
means a very setdom thing, (R, 1, Kemove)

The chief states of ermany 'm:- ilesperi-

muub -
winaly hapens, minor was the best.

tion, ferocity, and being habuagesd By the
Kuiser and Hindenburg,  Also going short of
food, (O I’ T., d¢th.)

T cannot remember who It was that con-
tinually said " Delenda el Carthogo.” Tt
it was Mr. Azowith whosze wolfo was S Wait
and see® (5. B, Remove)

Potatoes werde introduced by Sir Walter

HEGEFVBHOPEPBESIBPEIEPEVIOEIES

Ralelgh and temporarily abolished by Lond
Devonport. Growing them is  now
national sport, (EH, 8., BEemowvel)

The gratest King of Fronce was nndowtedly
the wup who wabted evey man to bave &
chicken in the pot, EKing Allred alsos burmd
the cakes. wich shoes he was interested in
¢ooking, but not enoff, Put the higest eeber
wias a Homan ¢mperor naimed Gorglus, or
sumthing ets wich I kannot remember,
{(W. (i.- B., Remove.)

Wen the bergers of Eally kaim  beloar
King Edward with repes arownd there neks
it was the polight French way of saing = Voa
be hanged!™ (H. .. 5th.)

‘The TUnited States, Ureat Britain, Aus
tralia, South Afren, Canada, New Zeslan
India, and all the DBritish Colonies
Dependencies, France and all her Colonies,
Russis, Italy, Belgium, Serhbin, Monlenegro,
Rumanin, Portugal, Japun, Cuba, and Panama
are now at war with the Central Powera and
their allies. Rrazil and China are expected
in almost at once. Among those which have
severed relatlons, bhut have nob yel declared
war, are Holivia, Liberia, Nicaragua, Guate-
muds, Hondurss, Haiti, Hun Domin Ura-
guay, and Costa Rica. Some of t are
black wnd some yellow, but they don't H“a
the (lerman colowrs all the same. Among
thoss who may be expected in very nhm‘l.tj',

now that ihey have: been given a lead,
Spain, Hollund, Bwitzerland, Norway,
mark, Sweden, Argentina, Peru, Ehﬂa,

Parsin, Afphanistan, Abyssinia, Greece—which
is hall in, and the best Qall—Parnguay, and
San Salvader; but Mexico, Celombia, Boua-
dor, and Venezuela may be considered doubt-
ful. (F. T. F., lemove,)
[F——y says he ought to have had full
marks Tor this answer. Certainly, it reveals
o knowledge of geography wilth which one
svould bardly have credited, F——=y, Dut ths
question asked was about the order in which
the belligerents hecame zuch, with approxi-
mate dates; amd FP—-vy seems to hawve
answered it on the lines of the young divialty
student who hod e¢rommed up the list of the
Kings of Tarael and Joadah hecause he folf
sure hiz paper would mak for that list. It did
nok ; but it asked which woere the muajor amsd
which were the minor prophets. And his
reply was: *Let us not make invidious dis-
tinctions between theae excellent men, butd
let us rather proceed to give a table of the
Kings af Jarael and  Indeh™ Now, if
b—r— Tut never mind that !'—F, T.]

NOTICES.

More moembers wanted for Correspondenes
Clule, Stamped  amd addreszed  envelope,
fleae—O. Lyon, 108, George Strect, White-
iy, Glasrow,

More members wanted for chubs, .Ermmptd
and  addressed  envelope, please.-—W.,
Hill'l].HlﬂLh. B, Dakwell Terroce, Bildleshra’.

Will wny readers in this cenntry who want
o correspomdd with  fellowereaders  obrosd
write, with b‘l:..l'l.l'l]'l-ﬂll and aditressed envolope,
to J. O, (liphant, 5, Walter Street, Nottiog-
Tiam?

Bovs, 1416, in Portzmonth distoiet, wanbed
to join cloh—Write A, Crocker, jon., 08,
Dickens Road, Portamaontl.

Hopdguarters TV.CWPC. wants more mems-
hera,  Over fifty corobled already.—Montagec
It. Young, 8, Westhourne Road, Barnshiry, B

NOTICE.
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