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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Russell’s Mishap !

€4 OMING down to ericket ?”
‘ Bob Cherry, bat in hand,

sang out cheerily to Russell of
the

The Famous
bound for the playing-fields.

“Thanks !” said Russell. “T'll come
and have a knock later. Duty calls at
the moiment. 1've got to dash off a
lotter to my cousin in France.”

The cricketers nodded, and passed on.

Russell remained where he was for
some moments, lstening, He wished to
nssure himself that the coast was -elear.
He had intended that the letter to his
consin should be typewritten, and the
only means to this end was Mr.- Quelch’s
tvpewriter,

The Remove-master wag away from
Greyfriars for a week, and ome of the
jnnior masters was taking the Remove.

Remove.

But Mr. Quelch’s study was empty, and.

ghstened

thE l{[r:r.'ﬁ Df hiﬁ 't:'n,'.'i]ﬂ' 'ﬁ:l‘it-ﬂ[' !
whach

temptingly  in the sunlight

streamed in at the window,
Satisfied that he wasg not under observa-

tion, Dick Russell slipped into the study.

It would be no crime, he reflected, to

Other fellows

make ase of the machine.
had dene 1t before this,

Rassell closed the door after him and
sat down at the machine. He inserted a
cheet of paper and tapped out the head-
ing of the letter.

“Good! We're geiting on a treat!”
he murmured.

Russell was not a swift operator, but
he was accurate. This was a character-
istic he possessed In other directions, too.
There were many fellows in the Remove
more brilliant and distinguished than he;
there were many, on the other hand,
whom he outshone. He played a good
game of ericket; he was a boxer of no
mean ability ;- he pulled well with the

Form i general, and with Ogilvy n:

particular. Ogilvy was his beet chum,
and Russell had stood by him in more
than ene tight place.

Russell was a plodder rather than a
brilant  performer in any -direetion.
And he was plodding now. He had
caovered half a sheet with typing when
the door of Mr. Quelch's study was un-
ceremoniously pushed open, admitting
Billy Bunter.

The fat junior stood blinking on the
threshold.

“Bo this is the litile game, 1s 1t?” he

said. ““You're looking after Quelchy’s
tapper for himi in his absence—what?

When the cat’s away the mice will play !
He, he, he !

Russell sprang to his feet.
gloating cackle annoyed him.

“You espying fat toad! If you're not
on the other side of that door nside half
a minute I'll wipe up the fRcor with
you !"”

“0Oh, really, Russell!

Bunter's

T consider 1t

my duty to see that no one tampers with

Quelchy's machine while he’s away.

S+ 4 R e
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Five were in flannels,

Quelchy’s awfully fond of that tapper.
He does his precious ‘ History of Grey-
friars * on i, and if anything went wrong
with the works thére’d be the dickens
to pay !"” |

“There'll be the dickensz to pay now !
sard Russell grimly.

And he leapt at Billy Bunter before
the fat junior could beat a retreat.

The next moment the Owl of the Re-
move found himself being rolled, barrel-
wise, along the passage. Russell’s final
push caused him to bump his head with
great violence against the wall,

“Yow-ow-ow ! he roared.

“Now eut off 1" said Russell. “If you
poke vour fat dial into Quelchy’s study
again I'll emash you!”

And irritated by the interruption, and
the fact that Buanter was hikely to start
telling tales, Dick Russell went back to
continue his letter.

He began to feel rather uncomfortable.
Bunter’s sudden appearance in the study
suggested to his mind that other people,
more important than Bunter, might take
it into their heads to look in. And if

the Sixth-Formers should find him coolly

making use of hk Form-master’s study

and machine, there would be ructions.
He must buck wap and finish! He

| seemed 1o kec;‘aq hearing footsteps in the
th

passage ; and the hard, metallic sound of
the typewriter was sure to be heard out-
side. KEvervone knew that Mr. Quelch
was away, and people passing the study
door would mnaturally wonder who was
using the Remove-master’s typewriter.

Russell was hammering out the last
paragraph when two of the letters
jammied.

“ Just my luck ! he muttered; and he
wrenched the typewriter round, all too
awiftly, in order to put the offending part
into place.

The machine tilted over the cdge of
the table, and went to the floor with a
crash and a clatter.

“My hat! That's done it!” groaned
Russell.

It had.

Typewriters are curiots and exasperat-
ing things. It is possihle to drop one nine
tithes without serious damage, but on
the tenth occasion what was a perfectly
good machine may be reduced to a heap
of old iren. And this was precisely
what happened nhow. ‘

For a moment Russell stood rooted to
the floor.

He realised only too well what he
had done. The typewriter was tor-
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1 My, Prout, or Mr. Capper, or one eof.

ribly damaged, and when Russell came

to make an examination wof #t has
face fell considerably. Ile was not a
skilled mechanie, and even if he had been

he could scarcely have hoped to readjust |

sucecssfully the battered machine,
“This 18 awful!” he muttered. “Td
have given anything for it not to have
happened !”
He thought of what Mr., Quelch would
gay on his return. Certainly the Form-
master would not he best pleased to find

 his precious machine out of order.
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And
typewriters were worth their weight m
cold these days.

Supposing he had smashed this one
bevond repair? The thought made
Russell tremble. It would mean having
to purchase a new one, and it would be
impossible for him to do that out of his
scanty resources.

“1 must take the old crock over %o
Clourtficld and see if I can get 1t re-
paired,” murmured Russell. *“P'r'aps
it’s not so badly busted as it looks. 1
shall be able to find out exactly what’s
wrong with it, anyway.” e

Russell fitted the battered machine mto

its case and stole guiltily out of the study.

—— I

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Running the Gauntlet !

RTCSSELL van the gauntlet of a five

of questions as he smuggled M.
Quelch’s typewriter through the
Close. .

Hiz replies were more emphatic than
polite, and the various people with a thirst
for information went empty away.

Russell was particularly anxious not to
be seen bv a master or a prefect. He had
worked himself into a state of nerves over
the smashed typewriter, and he imagined
all sorts of terrible consequences if the
affair came to the noiice of the authori-
t1es,

Gresling gave a suspicious grant as Raus-
sell passed through the old gateway with
his burden.

“ Which you've got somothin’ there wot
don’t belong to yer!” said Gosling. .

“Rats!” growled Russell.

And he passed on before Gosling had a
chance to pursue the subject.

The typewriter was no light weight,
and Russell was very hot and fed up be-
fore he had proceeded far. But he was
free from the questioning mob, anyway.
e told himself he must be thankful for
small mereles.

The next person he encountered was
P.-c. Tozer, That fat and pompous limb
of the law was advancing along the dusty
road with his face set in a severe frown.
It i9 said that a good policeman 1s eut o
prevent crime rather than make it; but
that was not Tozer's way, He was ever
ready to add fo his list of victims, and the
fact that the Greviriars fellows had not
vielded him any harvest of late made him
all the more aggressive.

“Ho!" he said, stopping shori mn the
middle of the road. * Wot's in that there
case "’

* “ Nothing that concerns you!” soad
Russell shortly.
“T ain’t so sure o' that,” s=aid Mr.

Tozer. It looks to me sort o’ suspicious
like. An’ I feel it my dooty to see wot 16
18,

Russell glared at the fat policeman. It
seemed that his journey to Courtfield was
to be beset with mterruptions. It was
absurd that everyone who saw him should
jump to the conclusion that he was doing
wrong. Russell was exasperated.

'

e
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' And it over !” said P.-c. Tozer, with
“*And 1t oyer

. threatening gesture.
prompt, or "

But Russell was in no mood to stand
Tozer's interference. He swung the case
round, and brought it into painful con-
tact with that part of Tozer's anatomy
which his waistcoat covered.
“Young warmint!” spluttered

the

policeman, “I—I'll 3

“Come on, then!” said Russell,
dancing round him.  “There’s plenty
more where that came from !”

But Tozer did not want more. HHe had

eaten too pood a dinner that day to wish_

to turn himself into a sparcving partner.
Gathering himself together, and vowing
to render a personal report of the outrage
to {llr. Locke, he stumped off down the
road. -

Russell, grinning rather wryly, resumed
his journey.

By tho time he reached Courtfield he
was almost whacked. Carrying a heavy
typewriter about the country 1s not a very
freshening form of recreation, and Russell
mentally consigned Mr. Quelch’s machine
to the bottom of the sea.

Tn Courtfield High Street he bumped
inte Skinner of the Remove.  Skinner
stared in some astonishment at his per-
spiring Form-fellow,

“(Fone into the Pickford line?” he
asﬁﬂd.‘_
“Mind vour own bizney!” snapped

Russell, without stopping.

Skinner stared after hum for a mement;
then a sudden thought struck him, and he
shouted :

“See any green in my eye? I know
what the hittle game 18"

Russell stopped, and faced round upon
the speaker. e was looking extremcly
dangerous. =

“Well,” he said, * what do you suppose
I'mup to?”

“ Putting it in plain, blunt language,”
said the cad of the Remove, ““youre
pinching Quelchy's typewriter!  Which
pn wnshn[) do you mean to take it to?”

Russell’s eyes blazed. Skiuner was
only rotting ; all the same, the insinuation
was an ugly one.

Russell placed the typewriter on the
ground. Then he leapt at Skinner, lay-
ing that startled youth flat with a clean
drive between the eyes.

Skinner had not expected that sudden
attack, and for some time he lay prone,
sceing nothing but.g succession of comets.
By the time he had struggled to his feet
Russell was out of sight.

Courtfield boasted one firm which did
tvpewriter repairs, and into lhe firm’s
shop Russell staggered with his burden,
The manager came forward and relieved
him of the machiue.

“Crocked ?” he asked.

“ Yes:; smashed to smithercens almost,”
said Russell, *' Goodness knows whether
vou can do anything with it or not! I
hope s0.”

The manager removed thes case, and
examined the machine. e gave a low
whistle.

“Don't say it's beyond repair!"” urged
Russell.

“Nos I dare say-we <can do something
with it.”

“Good! And., look here, I want it
back by Monday without fail "

“MThat's a tall order.”

Russell logked earncstls
managoer.

“Do yvour best,” he said. * Otherwise
I ghall be in-the dickens of a mess! You
soe, I busted the thing, and it's not my
property !”

1 gnessed as much. Well, T promise
vou shall have it by Monday. But you'll
have to pay spot cash the moment the
machine’s finished. That’a a business
principle of ours from which we never
swerve, Five pounds will be the
minimnga charge.”

at the
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P.-c, Tczer wants to know !

(See Chapter 2.) |

“Oh, my hat!”

Russell was fairly nonplussed, He
couldn’t for the Life of him sce how Le
was going to raise such a sum 1u the space
of a few days. Five pounds to Dick Rus-
sell was considerably more than a term’s
pocket-money. For once in his hife he
envied the wealthy Loed Maulevercer and
the afiluent Vernon-Smith.

But it was no use beating about the
bush. He must get Mr. Quelch’s machine
repaired at all costs, and trust, like
Micawber, that something would turn up.
After all, much can happen n a few
days.

“Do vou agree to the terms?”
the manuager.

“Yes,” said Russcll,

He didn't add that miracles would have
to happen if he were to raise five pounds
by Monday. If he gave the manager the
impression that he was not 1n a position
to pay the repairs would not be carried
out, and Mr. Quelch’s wrath, on his re-
turn, would be comparable only to that
of Jove of old. :

Ruszell wended his way along the High
Qtreet with a feeling of satisfaction at
having surmounted the first hurdle. Dot
he was awure that there were others
ahead—and jolly stiff ones, too |

askod

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Taking the Knock-out !

{ OW, then, gentlemen! Now,
then! Show yer pluck! Walk
richt up, an' take yer chance

with the Silvertown Slogger!
Five quid to the man who can knock "im
out, or beat 'im on points: Don't 1t
tempt ver ¥’

Russell was proceeding across Courtfield
Common when he heard the words, A
baxing-booth had been =eb up on the
common, and a stout man with a Horid
face was shouting the challenge.

At first Russell took very little notice.
e had no interest in the Silvertown

Slogger, whoever that genileman might

be.  Bub when he heard the challenge
repeated it dawned upon him that here
was a chance of raising the wind.
“Knock ’im out, or beat 'mn on
pointg!"” repeated ths stout man. “It's

all the same, Wloever gets tho better
of the Slogger bags five quid. Wake up,
some of yer! 1It's the chance of a life-
time !

But those who glanced at the Slogger’'s
burly form and brawny muscles were in
no mood for comiug to grips with hint.
The Slogger looked every inch a prize-
fighter ; and there would be short shrifr
for anv mnovice who entered the feld
against him.

“Po I understand,” bawled the stout
man, * that nobody's a-goin' to take it
on?"

Russell went forward quickly, his mind
madoe up.

“T am,” he said.

The stout man luughed uproariously.

“¥ arsked for a man—not a bloomin’
kid ! he said. “Haw, haw, haw! The
Slogger could make mincemeat of you
with his little finger, my son! Go back
to ver mummy, an’ tell 'er fo wrap you
up in fannel !

Russell’'s blood boiled.

“1'm not the milk-and-water kid you
gecin Lo think T am,” he said. ““It's up 1o
you to give me a chance, anyway. Youva
iesued the challenge, and if 1 choose to
accept it vou've no right to.stand in the
way ! '

‘“Hear, hear!” came from the crowd.
They admired Russell for his spirit. He
would probably be badly beaten, but he
had the right stuff in him,

“All vight,” said the master of the
the ceremonies, with a grunt. “1 gave
ver fair warnin’, 'cos I don’t like to see
a young 'un like you turned into a table-
jelly., Are you ready, Slogger?”

That gentleman grinned.

“T ain't sure that this ’ere slaughtering
of innocents ought to be encouraged,” he
said. “8&till, the crowd scems to want 1t
—z0 here goes l”

The showman and the Slogger passed
into the booth, and Russell followed
them.

He peeled off his coat, and stood up to
the Slogger. The contrast was very
pathetic, and almost comical. Russell
looked muech as David must have done
when he faced Goliath.

“Time !

Russell rallied to the call, and
rushed in with a swinging right. The

Tur MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 932.
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hlow took the Slogger on the chest, and
lia promptly repaird it—with interest.
Russell, reeling Ea;nk against the ropes,
was forced to admit that the Slogger
justified his nickname. i

The Removite went warily after that.
1Te concentrated on defence, making no
attempt to attack for the rest of the

round. The fact that he survived the,

first round against the hard-hitting
Slogger won him the applauso of the
crowdd. _

The Slogger himself was surprised at
the form Russell exhibited; but be was
in no wise dismayed. He knew perfectly
well that there could only be one issue
10 a contest of that nature. Na school-
boy had ever yet beaten the Slogger; no
schoolboy was ever likely to,

"“Time i’

Russell pursued the same defensive tac-
tics in the second round. He was a
rcientific boxer pure and eimple; and his
clever side-stepping and brilhant foot-
work enabled lim to dodge most of the
Slogger’s sledgehammer blows.

But this state of affairs, though it gave
Bussell a certain amount of satisfaction,
and the erowd still more, didn’t suit the
Slogger’s book at all. He wasn’t going
to footle away a dozen rounds in this
manner, He decided that it was high
tine re applied the finishing touch, and
reaolve:d that the third round should hike-
wise be the last. _

Accordingly, ha dropped his aggressive
tactics, and gave Russell an opening.
Russell clinched with him: and then,
with the swiftness of a lightning-flash,
the Slogger jabbed his opponent ficrcely
in the ribs.

Russell fell back with a shert, sharp
gasp of pain, and as he did so the Slogger
followed up his advantage.,

As in a trance—for he was dazed and
hurt—Russell saw the Slogger loomung
over him: And that smashing left of the
Slogger was coming into action.

Biff !

Russell realised instinctively that it was
a knock-out blow, and he was too weak to
defend himself. His gloved fists pawed
the air feebly : and then he went down 1n
2. heap. 'The Slogger was not given to
exercising the gquality of mercy. He had
punished this Srcsumptunus school kid
relentlessly. and without any twinge of
congeience.  tle waa paid to do this sart
of thing. Tt was his living.

Dick gRusaeI! tramped on to Greyfriars,
some timo later, with a heavy heart, a
black eye. and a swollen face.

His personal injuries, although un-
pleasant. didn’t worry him overmuch. Tt
was the failure to win the five pounds
that rankled. He was up against a very
tough propoertion.

Spot cagh on Monday morning |

Russell realised, with a curious sinking
of the heart, that Monday morning was
bound to come, in the natural order of
things.

But he was lesa certain about the
arrival of the epob cash!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Donald Ogilvy’s Resolve !

1) ONDER where the silly ass has
got to?” exclaimed Ogilvy of
the Remove mmpatiently,

He was referring to Dick

Russell, who shared his study. -

Ogilvy had devoted the best part of the
afternoon to an excursion in quest of
tuck, And, being rather eloquent, he
had come off very well, considering it was
war-time. Coker of the Fifth had turned

1&) trumps with a pot of strawberry-jam ;

Micky Desmond had parted company

with a emall brown loaf; and the house-

kee[}er, won over by the nice things

O&:_i vy said to her, allowed him to march

HE MAaAenET LisrAry.—No. 552

| 10N
-managed to secure a good,-ﬂn'ed cake and

and

off in triumph with a huge slab of |

margarine. In addit Ogilvy had

a tin of sardines; and he had intended
to surprise Dick Russell by the magni-

ficence of the spread.

But Russell, for* some 1eason inexplie-
able to his chum, failed to put in an
apaea}ra.nce. _ _ ‘

gilvy seated himeelf in the armechair,

gave himself up to the ' Boy¢’
Friend.” He had réad the issue practi-
cally from beginning to end, and the
afternoon had merged into evening
before the door opened and Russell came
wearily into the rcom,

i Di-ﬂk lJl

Ogilvy sprang to his feet, The abusive
epithet he had been about to hurl at
Russell died on his lips.

“My hat!” he exclaimed. “ You've
been 1n the wars, and no nustake ! How
did it all bappen? Did you run foul of
the Highcliffe cads?”

Russell shook his head. He sank down
on the couch, utterly exhausted,

Ogilvy was copcerned for his chum.
He saw that Russell was fairly down and
out. But, bemng a tactful fellow, he
realised that he would do no good by ask-
mg a strmg of questions. Instead, he
proceeded to pour out a cup of good,
sfrong tea.

“This will buck you up a bit,” he
said. - ;
Russell nodded gratefully.

“There’s plenty of grub,” said Ogilvy,
“go pile n1?

Grooh! T couldn’t eat anything now to
save my life. My chivvy's had a bad
sideship.” :

“8o I observe,” said Ogilvy, unable
to repress a grin. “You can tell me
all about 1t later. Meanwhile, I've got
news—topping news, my son! We're
both down to play agamst St. Jim’s on
Saturday.”

Russell brightened up a little. Heo was
a keen cricketer, though he only played
for the Remove Eleven occasionally,
owing~ to the scarcity of vacancies.
Russell was not quite up to the form of
the Famous Five, or Mark Linley, or
Vernon-Smith,

“It so happens,” said Ogilvy, *“ that
Bob Cherry and Mark Lanley are going
over to Wapshot on Saturday afternoon
to sea a soldier pal of theirs. They must
sce him then, because he’s off to France
that same night, That left two vacancies,
and Wharton showed sound common-
Sense for once by putting in you and
me.

“Good!” said Russell. “1 can’t say I
feel much like cmicket at the moment,
theugh. You heard about Quelchy’s
'bua, 1 'pose?”

“Quelchy’s whatter 77 =

“His typewriter. I was thumping ou
a letter to my cousin on it this after-
noon, and the beastly thing came a
cropper. Of course, I couldn’t leave it
like that till Quelchy came back. He'd
have had several sorts of a fit. So I
carted it over to Courtfield, and it’s
goimg to be repairad by Mun'd’ay.”
_t;;;WEﬂ, that will be all serene, won’t
it ?

Russell plunged higs hands into his
pockets. He looked the picture of
dﬂ!&ﬂtiﬂli again.

‘It’ll be a matter of five auid!™ he
rroaned. ““How I'm going to raise all
that tin mside a week is beyond me,
the present moment I’ve got one-and-two-
pence-ha’penny.  Not much towards
repairs like that, is it #"

Ogilvy whistled.

“Wor’t the fellow who's doing the
repalrs give you a bit of rope?™ he asked.
“Not an inch. He wants spot cash on
Monday. If he doesn’t get it, he's likely
to raise Cain; and Quelchy—well, you

| know what Quelchy would say I

At

| at Greyiriars.

“Five quid,” said Ogilvy thought-
fully. “It’s certainly a hefty sum. Sgtﬂl :
we'll see if we can’t find a way out, some-
how. I'm game to help you all I kpow,”

“Thanks, old man!’ said Russell
guietly. ‘I knew I could rely on you for
that,”

“When you dropped the merry type-
writer it didir'{ falF on your face by any
chance?” asked Ogilvy. = 2

“No. I took on a challenge to bex a
professional on Courtfield Commeon.
There was a matter of five quid gomng
begging for the fellow who licked him.
He sent me to sleep in the third round.”

“Rough luck !” said Ogilvy. **1 should
like to have seen 1t, though 1 bet you
put up a good fight!”

“1 hadn’t a dog’s chance! The fellow
was a regular bruiser. He had me tied
ap in knots. My hat! I wish I could
have won that fiver, all the same!”

“There’s more ways than one of raising
the wind,” said Ogilvy hopefully. .

“Then I hope I can hit on one of 'em,
that’s all,” said Russell.

He rose painfully to his feet.

“I'm going to patch myself up a bit,”
he said. “J feel as if I’ve been under a
steam-roller. So-long !”

Ogilvy sat down to his solitary tea in a
very thoughtful frame of mind. '

Although he had made lhight of the
difficulty in which his ehum was placed,
he was aware that it was a very grave
one. The raising of five pounds at any
time was a tall order; the raising of it
within a few days was wellnigh
impossible,

But it had to be achieved, or disgrace
and exposure would inevitably follow.
And Russell was very sensitive on the
subject of punishment.

“1 must sce him through, samehow!”
muttered Ogilvy. “It's up to me!
Dick’s never gone back on me, and I'm
not going back on Lim now !”

For quite a long time Ogilvy remained
immersed in thought; and then, with the
air of a fellow who has mapped out his
course and means to pursue 1t doggedly,
he put on his cap, went into the Eicyale-
shed for his machine, and was soon
speeding along the road to Courtfield.

When Dick Russell, after an heroic
effort to hide his honourable scars, re-
turned to the study, Donald Ogilvy was
missing.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter is Interested !
giving it to you hot,
chortled Billy Bunter, locking
“(Clear out!” snapped Russell.
“Oh, really, Russelll. I should have
have been welcome.”
“Well, it’'s not! Clear out, you fat
But the Owl showed no disposition to
clear out. He came inside, and closed
Russell was aching in every limb, and
his battered face was very painful. He
Bunter; but he did not feel any inclina-
tion to take the trouble. Moreover.
that would bring along a crowd to find
out what was the matter,
¥
to exposo himself to the gaze of curious
eyes at that moment. e would have
he wanted to put off the ordeal as long
as possible.
But
Ugiﬁ*}* was Dick Russell’s dearest chum,
who nieant more to him than anyone else

HH E, he. he! Somebody’s been
in at the study door.
thought that a little sympathy would
toad |™
the door.
was still guite capable of thrashing Billy
Bunter was sure to squall if touched, and
Quite naturally, Russell felt very loth
to faca the Remove sooner or later; but
ilvy knew what was wrong.
Russell, though on good

ussell 1
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terms with nearly all his Form. had never
been a fellow of many friends.

“Vou've been jolly well put through
it, Russell !” said the Owl, depositing his
fat carcass upon the horschair couch.
“ Better stick to the armchair, old chap.
I don't want it. This will do me all
right !” |

And Bunter smiled the smug, self-
satisfied smile of the consciously virtuous
and unselfish,

Dick Russell was not at all impressed
by Bunter’s unselfishness, however.

“Will you clear out?” he snapped.

“Really, I must say you're ungrateful,
Russell could have settled Bunter's hash
they ‘wouldn’t stay to be talked to like
that! But I'm different. I can put up
with rough talk from a fellow I like,
especially when he's down on his luck!”

“You'll get something worse than
rough talk if you don’t clear out!”

“That’s silly, Russell. Of coursze, we
all know that you're a bit of a boxer; but
it ain’t so jolly cerfain that you could lick
me, even at your best, and you're a long
wra.l;;l;pff vour best just now, vou know.”

hat, at least, was true. Even now
Russell could have settled Bunter's hash
in less than half a minute. DBut he was
a long way off the top of his form and
strength, and he wanted no more exer-
tion just then.

He took refuge in silence.

. But silence was no shield. against the
assault of Bunter,

“Who's been licking you?” went on
the Owl. “Was it Ogilvy? I shouldn’t
have thought he could have marked you
like that. You're a better boxer than
he is. DBut I've noticed that the best
boxers don’t alwavs have the best of 1t
when it comes to a real fight, That's
more a question of pluck.”

Russell snorted.

“You might answer a fellow,” said
Bunter peevishly. ‘“'Tain’t polite to sit
there and seowl. You can't blame me
for what Ogilv¥ls done to you.”

“It wasn't Ogilvy, you silly fat ass!”
snapped Russell,

“Who was 1t, then?”’

“That's no bizney of yours.”

“Oh, reallv, Russell! 1 believe it wa3
Ogilvy. I saw him go downstairs, and
he was looking no end serious. I think
it’s a big mistake for two chaps in the
same study to scrap., That's why I go
EﬂSFrT\‘ith Toddy, though he often annoys
me.’ |

Russell relapsed into silence.  Alter
all, it did not matter much what Bunter
thought, or what Bunter said. Tt did
not r&nllljr matter if the Remove generally
supposed that he and Ogilvy had had a
row. DBetter that, perhaps, than that
they should know the truth.

Standing up against the Silvertown
Slogger had been a forlorn hope on the
part of Dick Russell. But he could not
explain that without explaining his
urgent need of the five pounds offered.
and to him it seemed out cf the ques-
tion to tell anyone but Ogilvy the whole
story. -

“7 think T begin to see it," said
Bunter, his fat face puckered up 1n an
expression of deep thought, and his little,
round eyes blinking behind his big spec-
tacles. ““Ogilvy found vou in Quelchy’s
study, using his typer, iust like T did,
vou know. And I suppose he told you
vou'd no right there. Ogilvy's rather a
conscientious chap, though not so con-
scientious as I am. And then I suppose
there was a row—eh?”

“You can suppose what you like, you
silly fat ass!” snorted Russell wrathfully.
“But i1f vou don't clear ouft this
moment —"'

“T'm going!” puffed Bunter, geiting
up hastily as Russell half-rose from his
chair. *“Ingratitude is a thing I always
despised, and I must say that you'ra
xeally about the most ungrateful chap I
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ever met, Russell! T felt sorry for you
a few minutes ago, but I don't now.
You deserved all you Yoooop!"”

Russell had caught him up just as he
reached the door and dragged it open,
and Russell’'s foot had expedited his
departure.

The Owl rolled away down the passage,
muttering, and Dick Russell returned to
the armchair and his painful thoughts.

He knew that, from the point of view
of the average junior, he was making a
mountain out of molehill, Even if his
indiscretion came to the knowledge of
Mr. Quelch, the result would not be abso-
lutely disastrous. It would mean punish-
ment, of course; but 1t was not exactly
the punishment Russell feared. It was
more Mr. Quelch’s stern disapproval of
what would seem to him an impudent
liberty.

Then the moner. There were fellows
in the Remove who could lend five
ounds at a pinch, and who wished
ﬁuaﬂeli well. Mauleverer would do 1t at
a word, without explanation. = Johnny
Bull might be able to do it, and would if
he could, and was asked, though not
without hearing the storyv. Inky was
woll-to-do and generous. Wun Lung had
the money, and might lend, thongh Wun
Lung’'s whims were not easy to reckon
upon.

But Russell hated the notion of asking
any of them. He was proud and unduly
sensitive. He could tell Donald Ogilvy ;
that was different. Those other fellows
were mere friendly acquaintances—
friends in a way, but not chums. Ogilvy
was Dick Russell's one chum.

In five minutes, deeply immersed in
his gloomy thoughts, Russell had com-
pletely forgotten Bunter,

Dunter had not forgotten Russell, how-
ever. The Owl was quite capable, obtuse
though he was, of putting two and two
together, and making something of them.
The result was as likely to be five, or
even six, as four. But he got a result
of some kind in most cnses, and he got
one m this.

He puffed into Mr. Quelch's study. and
wag at once struck by the absence of the
tvpewriter. Then he wandered back to
the Remove passage, and chanced to
overhear a word or two spoken in the
study which Stott and Snoop shared with
Tom- Redwing.

Redwing was absent on the cricket-
ground; but Skinner was there, with
Stottt and Snoop, and the cads of the
Remove were discussing Skinner's little
adventure at Courtfield, of which a some-
what unveracious version had just been
given by Skiuner to his dear pals.

Having chanced to overhear a word or
two, Bunter staved at the keyhole to
overhear a good deal more,

It was hardly likely that a story told
by Skinner, and filtered through a mind
like the mind of Billy Bunter, would
emerge with any great resemblance to
the truth.

The notion Bunter got was that Russell
and Ogilvy were in a plot to steal and
pawn Mr. Quelch's typewriter. He did not
trouble to fit this in with his theory that
Russell and Ogilvy had quarrelled and
fought. He was too keen on the advan-
tage he thought he saw for himself to
bother about such trifles.

Skinner & Co. meant to keep the affair
dark until Mr. Quelch came back and
missed the machine. DBoth Russell and
Ogilvy were in far better standing with
the Form than those three, and a direct
accusation made too soon might be dan-
gerous to the accusers, Skinner thought
it best to wait and see whether the type-
writer was brought back. If 1t was,
things might still be made awkward for
Russell in a minor way; if it was not,
there would be the chance of getting him

into a nasty serdpe,

Ogilyy might, or might not, be -

Three-halfpence. D

volved. In any case, to involve Russell
in trouble would be a direct slap at
Ogilvy, 4or between those two there was
an affection as strong as that between
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent, and
the troubles of one were to the other as
his own troubles,

And Skinner & Co. had old scores to
pay off against both Russell and Ogilvy.
There was not a decent fellow in the
Remove against whom they had not such
old scores.

Bunter cared less about vengeance—
though he could be spiteful at times—
than about profit. And he thought he
saw his chance of profit here.

The resolve of Skinner & Co. to keep
silence for the present suited him
admirably. It gave him a chance of
making hav on his own account.

S0 he rolled off to Study No. 3, and
looked in without tapping. '

Russell still sat in the armchair. His
face was buried in his hands now,

“71 sav, Rusgell—"" began Bunter.

“ Oh, get out, vou fat worm !”

“That's all very well, but if you think
I'm going to keep dark about Quelchy’s
tvpe——"'

Russcll got up in haste, and DBunter
retreated in greater haste.

“PBeast!” muttered the Owl, as he
slammed the door in Russell’'s face.

“Thieving beast! But it's no nso trying

to talk to him while he’s so violent. I
keep an eve on him, and on Ogilvy, too;
and- when I've found out a bit more
I'll make Russell pay through the nose
for treating me liﬁ'e this. Nasty low,
violent, thieving beast!”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Hidden Talent !

1SK was falling when Ogilvy rode
D through the sleepy, old-fashioned
High Street of Courtfield,

He dismounted outside the local
cinema, sand made his machine secure
against the kerb. An attendant mn uni-
form was inviting passers-by to laugh
and grow fat under the influence of
Charlie Chaplin.

Ogilvy tapped the fellow on the arm.

“ Any chance of seeing the manager?”
he asked.

“Ves. You'll find 'im up at the front,
next fo the gal at the pianner.”

“Thanks!™

Owilyy purchased a ticket, which gave
him the right of entry, and passed mto
the little cinema. He walked boldly up
to the front, pushed hside the heavy
red curtains, and reached his goal.

The manager, not best pleased at the
interruption, looked up sharply and
argressively.

“What the merry dickens do you
want?” he snapped. :

“ A word in vour ear,” said Ogilvy.

“Well, I like vour cheek!”

“(ood!" said Ogilvy blandly. “1I was
hoping vou would. The fact is, I want a
job at this show.”

“Sorry,” said the manager. “We've
got our full whack of chocolate and pro-
gramme sellers.”

“T—I mean an important and well-
paid job.”

“There's only one answering to that
deseription. I fill it.”

“1 can play the piano, you know,”
hinted Ogilvy.

“So can n good many other people—
and none better than Miss Balker here.”

“Won't vou let me give some sort of
turn between the pictures?”’ suggested
Ogilvy, in desperation. )

W ireat Scott, kid! I want to bring
people here, not to frighten 'em away |
Buzz off now; I'm busy!”

Ogilyy had sufficient sense to see that
the interview was at an ecnd. To get
satisfaction from the manager of the
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Courtfield Cinema was about as easy as
getting blood from a stone.

The juntor nodded, and withdrew. He
was disheartened, but no less determined.
He would find a job somewhere—a
romunerative job—as a result of which
he could raise the necessary funds to
eettle for the damaged typewnriter.

He tried the local printer’s next. He
knew that, owmng to many men having
been called up, the firm was very short
of labour, and avorking long hours in
consequence.

Ogilvy saw the foreman printer. and
offered to help relieve the pressure for a
few evenings, The foreman, after some
hesitation, agreed. )

“You must make it worth my while,
though,” said Ogilyy. “ Supposing 1
work here four hours every night this
week, what will that mean to me?”’

“Fifteen bob !”’ said the foreman.

Ogilvy groaned.  Between fifteen
ghillings and five pounds there was a
very wido margin.

“I'm afraid there’s nothing doing,”
ho said. “I'm ouf to raise a fiver.”

“BSo you will, if you stick at this job
long enough.”

“But 1 want to earn the money by
Monday. -

The foreman whistled.

“1 wish you luck!” he said. “But I
dm}"t quite gec how you're going to do
it !

Ogilvyy didn’t quite see how, either,
after he had tramped the length and
breadth of Courtfieid. In many places
where he applied he was treated- with
rudeness; in some he was advised to go
back to his cradle; and the few who
were willing to engage his services for a
few evenings were not prepared to fork
out anything like five pounds,

The hour was now very late—past
locking-up time; but Ogilvy had {for-
gotten all about that. He paced up and
down the High Strect with his bicycle,
wondering what to do next.

Had there been a weak link in the
chain of his friendship with Russell ke
would have left his schooifellow to get
out of the mess as best he could. But
such was the mature of their attachment
that Russell’s cares and misfortunes were
Ogilvy’s cares and misfortunes, too, And
unlesg that fiver were forthcoming, Mr,
Queﬂnh would be very much on the war-
patin.

Instinctively Ogilvy’s thoughts turned
to the Bounder and Lord Mauleverer,
both of whom had plenty of funds. But

thero were several reasons why he could

not bring himself to horrow from them,
apart from the fact that Russell himgelf
would bar it.

Ogilvy passed the Public Hall just as
& boy, whose face looked ghastly in the
subdued lamplight, was being assisted
from the building by two men.

Other men, most of them saying things
which were not very nice to hear, stood
locking on. Ogilvy addressed one of
them.

" What's the matter 7" he inquired.

" Everything 1" growled the man, tug-
gmg at his heavy moustache. ““ We were
relying on that kid for the success of the

show !”

“Show! What show ?”

“‘The Mikado,’ of course! Haven't
you secn the posters? We're on view at
this ball for two nights only—Friday and
Baturday. That kid—Bobby Saunders
—was to_have taken one of the leading

arts. During the rehearsal just now

e had a bad breakdown. 1It's floored
him for a week or two, anyhow; and
we haven't a'substitute!”

“Hard cheese!” said Ogilvy.

“I should think it was! TII ever

ou're offered the job of manager of a
eatrical fouring company when you
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1dea accurred to him.

1

It's more
The respon-

up, leave it alone!
trouble than it’s worth.
sibility’s something awfnl |?

Ggifvg; wag about to pass on when an
' At first 1t seemed
so daring that he could scarcely bring
himself to put it into words,

But 1t was a chance, anyway. Ten
to one 1t wouldn't come off; but he
would leave mno stone unturned,
Russell’s sake.

“ Excuse me,” he said, marvellin
his own initiative, “but would you F‘ii
me to take Bobby Saunders’ place?”

llEh?]:

“I'm not a duffer,” Ogilvy went on
quickly. “I've played in * The Mikado ’
vefore now, when I've been home for the
holidays.™

“H'm! Can youn sing?”

“Like a bird ! said Ogilvy prompily.

He knew that there were many others
m the Remove who could have filled the
bill better than he, He was not a
specially distinguished active member
of the Remeove Dramatic Rociety, and he
couldn’t hold a candle to born actors
like Wibley. At thé same time, he was
very far from being a dud, and he con-
sidered that, with a liitle gnmption, he
might very well be able to undertake
the part left vacant by the illness of
Bobby Saunders,

To his delight the manager took him
seriously.

ab
ke

DOES YOUR SOLDIER PAL
WRITE TO YOU?

Notepaper i3 “some ” price these days, but
none of us would grulfa Tomimy all the
paper he needs on which write those cheery
ictters of his if paper were treble the price

it is to-day. S8till, it’s no use simply
“gassing ¥ about it; it's up {o each ope to
do his bit to pay the piper, :

It costs the Y.M.C.A., who supply Tommy
with free stationery, no less than £60,000 a

ear. Hi:gence will supply your own or some-
»ody else’s pal with enough notepaper {o
write one letter each week for a year. Going
to let him have it? ©Of course you are!

30 send sixpence along to-day to Y.M.C.A.
(Stationery Fund), Tottenham Court Road,
London, W.(C,, mentioning that it eomes from
a reader of this paper.

“Come along to my digs,”’ he said,
“and I'll sea whether yow're pulling my
leg or not.”

te though the hour was, Ogilvy
obeyed, He felt that he was at the end
of his long trail at last. Two perform-
ances in *The Mikado ” should see him
through. Even a provincial touring com-
pany should be able to pay five pounds
for a leading part.

Ogilvy was not a trained singer, but
he had a very good voice, and was not
self-consdious, The manager accompanied
him at the piano, and was astonished
at the ease and excellence with which
e rendered a couple of songs,

“Youwll do!” said the manager at
length, “You'll have to attend a re-
hearsal =~ every mnight before Friday,
thongh, and swot up your part perfectly.
There mustn’t be any flaws [

*There won't be I said Ogilvy.

He was so dEﬁp{htﬂd that he could
have waltzed the plump manager round
the room.

“You can rely on me! What time
shall T turn up at the hall to-morrow
night 7" -

“Beven o’clock.”

“ How much are you going te pay me
for the two performances?’’

“That depends on the sort of show

you put up, I can guarantee you a fiver

at least.”
“Ripping M
At the door the Removite paused.

for

“My name's Ogilvy,” he said. “But
you'd better call me something else on
the programmes. Leave the name as
Bobby Saunders, if you like. T'm at
school, you see, and I don't" want the
beaks to know anything of this.”

The manager understood. Ie gave
Ogilvy a cheery handshake, and saw him
out into the street. F

Ogilvy felt, as he cycled back to Grey-
frizts beneath the stars, that the long
and- strenuous evening had not been in
vain.

It was very hard to realise that he
had really been given a part in “The
Mikado.” Ogilvy had been accustomed
to thinking so little of his own powers
that it came as a surprise—and a very
agreeable surprise at that—to find that
the manager of the touring company
considered him a worthy auﬁstiﬁutﬂ for
Bobby Saunders.

Quite apart from the main object of
heiping Russell, Ogilvy was very glad of
this adventure. It would entail a certain
amount of rizk, he knew.
better. He would not only be able to pay
for Mr. Quelch’s typewriter, but he
ﬁ}ﬂllld get & spice of joyful adventure out
of 1t.

In his light-hearted enthusiasm he
didn’t stop to think of the pitfalls which
might possibly beset his path, .

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
~ Putting Himself in the Wrong 2
IDNIGHT chimed out from tho
M old clock-tower when Donald
Ogilvy, having replaced his
bieyele in the shed, let himself
m at the box-recom window,

In the Remove dormitory all was
peaceful save for the trumpeting snore of
Billy Bunter.

Ogilvy groped his way to his bed, con-

gratulating himself that his entry was un-

heard,

“That you, Don?”

It was Russell who spoke.
a quick breath of relief.

&y YE‘E-”

“This 18 your fivst appearance in the
dorm, 1sn't 1677

“What of that ?"

“ Well, where have you been, you silly
duffer 77 _

“Taking the air on my bike,” said
Ogilvy, with a chuckle. “Don’t alarm
your hitle self. I've not been out on the
razzle, if that's what you've thinking ®

Ogilvy drew .'

“"Of course T'm not thinking you
Lave!” said Russell mmpatiently, “]
know you better than that. But—but

you’ve been out of gates since tea-time,
You haven't even done your prep !”

“That’s all vight ! said Ogilvy lightly.
“I sha’n’t have Quelchy’s gimlet eyes
fixing me in the morning.”

" Wharton and the others are a bit
sore, too,” said Russell. **You missed
the cricket practice to-night.”

“And I shall miss it a good many
more nights, I expect!” . :
“My hat!” gasped Russell. “Have
you forgotten that we're playing S,

Jim’s on Saturday1”’

“No, I haven’t forgetten; but business
comes before pleasure, By Jove, Im
tired—absolutely dead-beat! Good-night,
Dick 1™ .

And Ogilvy, without vouchsafing any
further information on the subject of hig -
mysterious abseuce, turned in.

It seenied that he had hardly fallen
asleep when something very ecold and
clammy descended upon his face, causing
him to bounce up in bed with a yell.

“Yaroooocp !’

“Time to get up, you old slacker !
boomed Bob Cherry's stentorian voice.

“Grooh! T've only just gone to bed I

““That's your look-out, Yeu should

So much the
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turn in at a respectable hour. What do
vou mean by going out on the tiles? 1t's
a new wheeze for you, isn’t it?”

Ogilvy rolled out of bed with & grunt,
His face and hair were swamped by the
application of Bob Cherry’s sponge.

**Think yourself jollv lucky Win=ate
didn't wait up for you!” said Harry
Wharton. Russell answered your narme
-at calling-over. It did all right last
night, but it’s not the sort of dodge that
can be played: with safety."

“Vou missed cricket practice, too,”
gaid Peter Todd, “Is that your way of
offering un thanks to Wharton for put-
tine you down {o play aganst St.
Jim's 7"

“DOh, dry up !V growled Ogilvy. ** Any-
one might think I was a blessed criminal !
My cricket won’t suffer when 1t comes to
the test. I promise you that.”

During the day no further rcference
was made te Ogilvy's absence the pre-
vious evening. There was scarcely n
Removite who had not, at some time or
another, arrived at the dormifory in the
middle of the night; and people who
live in plass houses shouldn't throw
stones. After all, it was only once in a
way, and there was no great harm done.

But when, the next evening, Ogilvy
was again absent, the affair went beyond

a jolke,

Harry Wharton & Co. became justly
indignant, They had gone out of their
way to give Ogilvy a chance in the
cleven, and he was deliberately cutfing
practice. And it was necessary, in order
for the Remove to beat St. Jim's on the
latter's ground, that every player should
touch his best form. One weak spof In
the team would seriously jeopardise ite
chances.

Ogilvy knew that by
schoolfellows night after night ip
circumstances he was incurring suspicion
and unpopularity. But he did not [alter.
He had set his heart on getting Russell
out of his unfortunate scrape, and he
moeant to do it. The cricket simply had
to slide. He could not he rehearsing in
“ The Mikado " and putting in cricket
practice as the same time.

On the second night of his advenfure
he was marked absent at calling-over,
End Wingate of the Sixth waited up for

ir.

It was extremely late when Ogilvy
came in, He had struggled through the
rehearsal with as few mistakes as pos-
sible, but he was a long way from being
perfect in his part, and, with the aid of
the friendly manager, he had
through somo of the songs again in that
gentleman’s lodgings.

He was pushing his bicycle through
the Close when a sharp voice hailed him
out of the shadows.

“That you, !

‘deserting his

lj'.!ll

D%ﬂ?j _
The junior pulled up short, his heart

beating fast. He saw the tall form of
Wingate looming up before him.

“Where have wvou been, you young |

rascal 97 demanded the captain of Grey-
friars.

“Over to Courtfield, Wingate.” .

“ What on earth de you want to go to
Courtfield for at this time of night?”
‘Qgilvy was silent. :

“Look here,” said Wingate. “ You
know ag woll as I do that you're breaking
the rules, and that if T made a report
to the Head you'd get it in the neck!
Have you been getting mixed up with
gome shady sct in the town 7"

“No, Wingate—honour bright!”

The captain of Greyfriars was silent
for a while.

“1'll overlook it this time,” he said at)

length. “You've kept me up half the
pight, and you've laid yourself open fo
an ugly suspicion; but because I know
you to be straight I'll say no more, But

such

Zono |
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I intend to Lkeep my eye on you, You
understand? I shall come down heavy
next time. Be cff to bed now !

Ogilvy was only too glad to turn in.
He was not used to late hours, and the
strain of the rchearsal had rendered him
physically and mentally weary,

Wingate had warned him that trouble
was in store for him if he transgressed
again; but ho had no intention of throw-
ing up the sponge. He was now well on
the way to securing that fiver, and to
back out now would not only let Dick
Russell down, but alzo the manager of the
touring company to whom he had pro-
miscd his services.

On this occasion no onc was awake
when Ogilvy crept softly into the Re-
move dormitory, and within a few
minutes his head was on the pillow, and
he was dead to the world.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Ogilvy’s Sacrifice !
¢ g WANT a word with you, Ogilvy ™
Harry Wharton bore down
upon Donald Ogilvy in the Close
early next morni The captain
of the Remove wore the frown which his

chums had so often—and with raasﬂﬂ~——1

noted as a storm-signal,
‘““ What's the trouble$’ asked Ogilvy.
“¥ou were out late again last night.”
€3 “ITEH ?Il .
Ogilvy's apparent unconcern nettled
Wharton,

“D'yvou call that going the right way

to keep fit for the St. Jim's match 7" he

demanded. “You haven't troubled fo
put in a single practice since your name
was down to play!”

“Horry ! said Ogilvy. “I've had
something more important than cricket
to think about.”

“You mean you're not keen on turn-
ing out against Bt Jim's?"”

*Of courso I am, fathead!"

“Well, you'll find yourself out of the
team if vsou don't pull yourseif

ether I sald Wharton, “That's a
fair warning, and you wom't got
another !

Ogilvy checked the heated retort which
vose to his-lips, and moved away. Dick
Russell joined him. ;

t« A lecture front Wharton?™ he asked.

Ogilvy nodded.

¢ Well, I must say you deserved it, old
man. You've cubt the cricket every
11i¥ht-—-” i

* All in a good cause,” said Ogiivy.

Russcll linked his arm in that of his
chum.

“T,cok here,” he began, ‘take my
advice, and give Courtfield a miss to-

night.”
“(fan't be done!”
“Oh, rata{ There's no need {o go run-

ning a halter round your neck, There's
cnough trouble in the family now, what
with Quelchy's typewriter and one thin

and another. Yet you're adding to it

by getting yoursclf into disgrace. That's
what it will come to if you persist i
this silly-ass game. Why don’t you

chuck it, like a good fellow "

«1'1l chuck 1t on Saturday nigkt,”
said Ogilvy. “Not before.”

Russell, realizing that all further argu-
ment with his chum would be futile, let
tho matter drop; but he was considerably
worried on Ogilvy’s account. He had
nover known Donald Ogilvy to behave in
such & peculiar and obstinate way before.

Heedless of the various warnings he
had received, Ogilvy cycled off to Court-
field that evening. He was on his way
to attend his last rehearsal, The follow-
ing evening the curtain would rise on the
performance proper.

Skimming swiftly

the road,

along
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Ogilvy badn't the remotest idea he was
being - followed.

Yet such was the case. DBunter had
been keeping an eye on Ogilvy, and had
made up his mind to find out exactly
what the Removite’s destination was and
what he did when he got there,

Bunter had borrowed Johnny DBull's
bicycle, Hurree Singh's lamps, and Frank
Nugent's pump. His fat little legs were
going like clockwork, and he never once
let Ogilvy out of his sight. _

Only one object eould lure Ogilvy into
Courtfield night after night, to Billy
Bunter's way of thinking, and that object
was grubl

In some way or other, the fat junior
felt eertain, Ogilvy was defying the Kood
Controller. a was probably hand-in-
glove with a fcod-hoarder. -

Great, then, was Billy Bunter’s dis-
gust when Ogilvy dismounted outside the
Public Hall.

“It isn't a feed at alll” grunted the
Owl of the Remove. “What a beastly
sell! After scorching all this way, too!”

Blissfully unconscious of the fact that
he had been followed, Ogilvy passed iuto
the building, where the final full-dress re-
hearsal was about to take place. He felt
in particularly fine form, and rendered
his sdngs with more sparklie than pre-
viously.

The performance was barely half way
through when the manager suddenly ap-
peared, dragging Billy Bunter along by
the ear like a fat and ungainly rabbit.

“Is this thing your properiy?" he
asked Ogilvy. ‘1 found it pricking up
its cars just outside.”

“My bat! Bunter, you spying worm,
what 4 '

“Ow ! Make him leggo!” gasped Billy
Bunter.

“VYou followed me from Greyfriars, you
lﬁeagﬂj}r Peeping Tom ! What d’you mean

y it3”

“1—1I came along to protect you," said
Bunter., “1 thought you might be set
upon by some of 5:3 Higheliffe cads, in
which ease you'd need a hard-hitting
follow like me to look after you.”

Ogilvy looked grim.

“I'll jolly soon show you who's the
hard-hitting fellow,” he said. “Bring him
behind the scenes for half a jiffy, sirl”

What happened to Billy hunter after
the manager vanked him behind the
scenes he never clearly realised. He waa
dimly conscious of the fact that his
clothing was removed by deft hands, and
a hideous Oriental costume wrapped
around him. In addition to which his fat
face was plagtered with a variety of
grease-paints,

Billy Bunter's appearance at the end
of this transformation was so comical that
the members of the theatrical company
were sobbing with laughter,

Nearly an hour later a weird and won-
derful object, of many tints and colours,
crawled in at the gates of Greyfriars.
Mr. Prout, who was setting out for an
evening constitutional, nearly fell down
when he encountered the striking appari-
tion,

“ Bless my soul !”’ gasped the master of
the Fifth, *“ Who—— What—"

“Tt's me, sir!” hooted Billy Bunter,
gesticulating wildly. “T've been in-
sulted, sir! Some rotten scoundrels In the
town played me this trick! It's up to you
{o punish 'em, sir! 1 went thore from
4 sense of doty. to—to keep Ogilvy from
going to the dogs, and they all set on
me "

“Bunter] How came you in that
ridiculous garbt”

“I've just told you, haven't I?” howled
Bunter, totally forgetting the respect due
to a master, ‘“They painted my chivvy,

Tag MacxeEr Lisrary.—No. b52.
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CADET NOTES.

The appointment recently made of
H.R.H. the Prince of Wales as
Colonel-in-Chief of the Cadet Corps
in the United Kingdom helps to call
attention to the good work quietly
and gratuitously carried on by these
organisations for the good of the
country. These Cadet Corps: include
the Territorial Cadets, the Boys'
Brigade, the Church Lads’ Brigade,
the Naval Cadets, the Jewish Lads’
Brigade, and the Catholic Boys'
_Brigade, and .there are several similar
bodies not subject to Military Law
drawn from various eclasses of working
boys. They are carried om under
oftficers holding commissions granted
by the Lords Lieutenant by e¢om-
- mand of H.M, the King, through the
Secretary of State for War. :

Owing to the great inrush of lads
to join the Cadet Movement, and the
creation of a considerable number’
oi mew Corps in the last year or so,
asteps are now being taken to regulate
the establishment and organisation of
such ' bodier more thoroughly than
they have been in the past. in
London a joint Committee for the
City and County has been formed,
and in foture no new Cadet Corps
will bhe . recognised without the
authority of this Committee. Some-
thing of the sort was necessary, as a
great deal of over-lupping was taking
place in varions directions.

The War Office gave notice that
Gencral Sir Maleolm QGrover, K.C.B.,
has been appointed as the War Office
Inspector of Recognised Cadet Units,
General QGrover i3 a distinguished
officer, who is giving his services
voluntarily in the effort to promote
and extend the efficiency of the
Cadet Units. Undoubtedly, a visit
from him to inspect any local Corps
will be productive of good results,
and Cadets should be grateful to the
General for his efforts on their
behallf.

The rTush of boys to join .- Cadet
Corps continues, and full details and
information are being sent to all who
apply as rapldly as we can manage.
A little delay occurs sometimes when
the rush is exceptionally heavy, but
every boy who writes for information
about the nearest Corps to the Cen-
tral Association Volunieer Regiments,
Judges’ Quadrangle, Law Courts,
W.C. 2, will receive a reply in the
course of a few days after the receipt
of his letter.

nmmxmmwl

and took away my togs! I demand
revenge |”’ '

“You appear to forget to whom you are
speaking, Bunter!” said Mr. Prout
testily.
effect a change of clothing! You cannot
continue to walk about in that unseemly
manner, It i1s an outrage!”-

Purple with fury behind his
paint, Billy Bunter passed on.
Famous Five saw him, and shrieked.

“(Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Have they turned the Zoo loose?”

“What in thunder 1z 1t?!” gasped
Johnny Bull.

Billy. Bunter promptly poured out his
tale of woe, Acting in the best interests
of his school, ha said, he had followed
Ogilvy into Courtfield, and had seen him
having a gay time with a party of broken-
down actors. .

Bunter piled it on thick. He was in
one of his best imaginative moods.

“Ogilvy’s got in with a very bad set,”
he explained. *They were drinking, and
playing cards for money, and carrying on
no end! They were all tipsy when they
saw me, and this 1s what they 'did to
me |”

The Famous Five still laughed. Tt was
vmpossible to look at Billy Bunter with-
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grease-
The

“Go and cleanse yourself, and |

out d::ril'lg; €9, . At the same time,
they felt decidedly wrathy with Donald

Ogilvy.

So this was the little game, was it?
Ogilvy was cutting the cricket, and lor-
saking the interests of his Form, in order
to hold high revel with a disreputable
crowd of strelling players?

“That does it!"” said Harry Wharton.
“T'm not playing an outsider like that in
the Remove team! Not for a pension!”

“Better wait and see what Ogilvy has
to say about 1t first,” said Frank Nugent.
:”};ﬂu know what a champion liar Bunter
1 Rl ik < 1

“He . woen't be .able to deny it!”
growled Bunter. 1 hope the Head gets
to hear of it, and he’s chucked out of
Greyfriars on his neck, that's.all!”

And the fat junior rolled away to the
bath-room. : ; 2

Donald Ogilvy {failed to put in an ap-

pearance until after midnight. As he
entered the Remove dormitory Whar-
ton’s voice hailed him grimly.

y Thnt;jynu, Ogilvy?”

“Yes, .

“I've been wailting for you to turn
up !” '

"WTerj- kind of you!” said Ogilvy.

“Pity to spoill your beauty sleep,
though!” Y, :

He kicked off his boots, and started to
undress. -

“Have you been fooling your time
away at Courtfield?” demanded Wharton.
“I don't quite understand vou.”
“Bunter says that vou've got mixed
up with some theatrical crowd.”
“Well?” |
“Bunter's right, then?”
“For once, yes.” - '
“That’s enough!” said Wharton. “I've
no use for fellows who do that kind of
thing in the ericket team. Your name’s
coming off the list mght away, and T'll
put in Desmond to play in your place.
You've been asking for this for a long
time !
Ogilvy bowed his head to the inevitable,
“All serene!” he said. ‘“‘You needn't
make a song about it! I told you I had
somethimg more mimportant to think about
than cricket. Good-night!” .
And Ogilvy turned in. But it was not
until the first grey gleam of dawn came
it at the high windows that he slept.

Wharton’s words had hit him hard.
Being left out of the cricket team was a
disgrace, and very nearly a tragedy, Tt
was the ambition of nearly every Re-
movite to play against St. Jim's; and it
was a chance which Ogilvy, not being
in the front rank of Remove cricketers,
might never get again.

Yet, for Russell’s sake,
was necessary. There could be no re-
tracing now. Ogilvy had taken the
plunge, and he must set his teeth and
gee the thing through. He would maiss
one of the best games of the season; he
would have the mortification of seeing
his place in the team filled by another;
but, to atone for these discomforts, he
would have the satisfaction of pufling
Russell out of the rut.

It was said of old that a friend is worth
all hazards we can run.

Donald Ogilvy thought so, too.

the sacrifice

— e .

THE NINTH CHAPTER,

Off to the Fray !
44 GILVY!”

O Wingate's voice rang out
sharply as the Remove junior
came down the stairs. on the

maoriing of the Bt. Jim’s matceh,

“I want to speak to wvou,” said the

captain of Greyfrars, barring Ogilvy’s
path.

“Go ahead, Wingate,” said Ogilvy

| Oglyv
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cheerfully, though he guessed what was °
coming.

“In spite of the warning I gave you,”
sald Wingate, ‘“you were out late again
last night.”

Ogilvy bit his lip, but said nothing.
What was there to say? He had taken
part overnight in the first public per-
formance of ‘“The Mikado,” and had
come through with flying colours.
Several of the Greyfriars fellows had
been present at the performance, but
they hittle guessed the real identity of
the youth who appeared on the pro-
gramme as Bobby Saunders, umpas

Resisting the congratulations of the
manager and the rest of the company;
Ogﬂvjlr had hurried back, aided by the
friendly darkuness, to Greyvirars, Hjé had
hoped no one had seen him; but Win-
gate’s next. words disillusiomed him.< =

“I understand from Walker,” said
Wingate sternly, ‘‘that it was past. mid-
night when you returned. Is that so?”’

“Yes, Wingate,”

“Well, you'ro a confounded voung
ass! I told you what would happen if
you- persist in -this sort of - thing.
What’s the use of rules being made if
you break ‘em night after night? -When
a fellow has a night out once in a way
it's a case I can easily deal with. Bus
this isn't merely breaking rules; it's
deliberate defiance of orders as well. I
regard it as serious, and I'm going ta
take ‘you before the Head, Report in
my study after breakfast!” | '

Ogilvy passed on down the stairs feel-
ing very blue. e

It had been bad enough to be deprived
of bis place in the cricket eleven, with-~

out having to answer for hizs misdeeds to

Dr. Locke. He hoped, as he tramped
wearily round the Close—for he was

stale and tired—that Wingate would
think better of it, and decide to punish -

-him off his own bat,

But the captain'of Greyviriars could be
very firm on occasion. He had given
his chance, and the junior had
Very well; he

not chosen to take it.
must pay the piper.
Ogilvy scarcely touched his breakfast.
He felt his position all the more acutely
of the Remove

because the members
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Every Monday.

Eleven w#re in high feather, laughing
and chatting in anticipation of a great
game, -~ Mr, Quelch not being at the head
of the table, the conversation went on
unchecked. -
~ The meal over, Ogilvy was duly taken
before the Head. In a few terse secn-
tences Wingate gave his report,

Dr. Locke toock off his glasses and
rubbed them. He looked very annoyed.

“You have broken boundd several
mgfhta in succession, Ogilvy?” he rapped
out.

“Yes, sir,”

“ And you
caution?” .

“I-—1 had to, sir.”

“I fail to understand you. T ean only
trust that you did not break bounds, as
$0 many foolish lads have done, with the
object of frequenting any places of
doubtful repute 7"

“I've been perfectly straight, sir!” said
Ogilvy warmly. -

“I believe you,” said the Head. “I do
not remember ever to have found you
out in a lie, At the same time, disre-
gard of the school rules is an offence
which T cannot overlook, Hold out your
hand!”

. Ogilvy obeyed. He received six sting-
ing cuts, and then an equal dose on the
other hand. Dr. Locke could still put a
considerable amount of ginger into his
strokes, and Ogilvy had all his work cut
out to keep from betraying how much he
was hurt.

. I hope you will not transgress again
in this way,” said Dr. Locke, laying the
cane aside.  “I shall ask Mr. Quelch,
when he returns on Monday, to keep you
under close observation. You may go
now,”

Ogilvy was only too glad to escape
from the Head's presence. Fnrtunatel[;-,
Dr. Locke had asked him no awkward
questions, which might have prevented
his being able to take any further part
in ‘“*The Mikado.”

ignored Wingate's

Oné more performance, and Ogilvv’s’

task would be complete. And he would
run little risk of detection on the final
occasion, because Wingate was going
away for the week-end, and Gwvnne
would be on duty in his place, Gwynne
was a very sound and capable fellow, but
1t was possible to pull the wool over his
eyes more easily than in the case of
Wingate. | .

~ Ogilvy chuckled, in spite of his smart-
ing hands, and told himself that before
many hours had passed all would be well
with his world.

When he came out into the Close, the
Remove Eleven, looking very fit and con-
fident, were starting off for St. Jim's.
Dick Russell was with them..

Russell was the only player who gave
any sign of being off colour. He was
still considerably worried about the
damaged typewriter. So-far, he had not
raised a single penny of the five pounds
necessary to pay for the repairs, and he
lidtle guessed to what lengths Ogilvy was
going in order to square matters at the
finish,

“Buck up, man!” exclaimed Ogilvy,
slapping his chum on the back. “ You
look as if you're going to a funeral,
instead of to half-slaughter St, Jim’s |”

Raussell grinned faintly.

“lI can't help worryving about that
blessed typewriter,” he said: “it haunts
me ! It'll be in front of my eyes when
I'm batting——"

“In which case you'll get a duck, and
serve you jolly well right!”’ said Ogilvy.
“Look here, old chap, you've got to
forget that a man dwells on the earth
whose name is Quelch, and that at the
present moment he has a machine in
dock for repairs,”

y “But”Quelu—hy‘ comes pack cn Mon-
lay—

“And when he does he'll find his

¥
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' “ Who will face the Slogger?** (See Chapter 3) l

tapper in perfect condition—even better
than when he left 1t. You can take it
from me., An Ogilvy never lies. If you
go over to Bt. Jun's with a face like that

you'll let_ the side down.” ;
T wish
‘Russell wistfully,

were coming,” said

“You were a first-
clasg idiot to chuck away your place in
the team like that!”

“Never mind me! You've got to put
u;:u a performance good encugh for both
of us. You'd better buzz off now.
Wharton's yelling for you. Iope you
have a topping game., -And promise you
won't WOrry any more about that merry
typewriter.” '

you

“] promise,” said Russell. ‘Y So-
long !

And he dashed off after his fellow-
players.

As he stood and watched a curious misg
rose before Ogilvy’s eyes.

It was hard luck—bitterly hard luck!
He hated being left behind.

But Ogilvy fought down his . despond-
cency, and consoled himself with the re-
flection that he had done the right thing
by his chum, and that within a few hours
Mr. . Quelch’'s machine would be restored
intact, and Dick Russell would be out of

the waood. _ P

—_——- - —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Friars versus Saints !

ERE we are again!”
Montv Lowther of 8t. Jim's
made that obscrvation as he
sprang forward to open the

"H

carriage door for the Greyfrars
cricketers.

“Welecome, hittle strangers.!” said
Monty. “We mean to wipe up the

ground with you this day !

“You'll have all your work cut out, old
son,’”’ said Peter Todd, dropping a couple
of cricket-bags on to the platform.
“Hallo ! There's the one-and-only
Arthur Augustus, complete with monocie,
How goes it, Gussy 7”7

“Yewy pleased to

have the gweat

pleasnah an’ pwivilege of lickin® you
fellahs once again!” said  Arthur
Augustus,

* Ha, ha, ha!”
Merry and bright, and on the very hest

of terms, the rival elevens tramped up to
St. Jim's. The Greyfriars match was
always a great festival for the Saints, and,
a8 Monty Lowther explained, everybody
who was anybody had turned out to watch
the match. '

Jaght refreshmont was served to the
visiting eleven, and then Tom Merry spun
the coin.

“Heads ! ecalled Harry Wharton.

It was not-so.

“Think we'll have first whaek,” said
Tom Merry. *‘ It's a perfect wicket,” he
added,. with relish. S

The Remove took the field in high
feather. They didn't mind their op-
ponents going in first at all. |

“We'll dismiss the beggars by lunch-

time, and devote the afternoon to piling
b . 2

up runs,” said Frank Nugent,

But this nice little arrangement some-
how fatled” 8t. Jim’s showed not the
slightest inclination to be °dismissed by
lunch-time.  They rather gave the im-
pression that they would stay at the
wickets until the sun went down.

‘Tom Merry and Talbot opened the in-
nings, and both were in sparkling form.
Hurree Singh's bowling gave them a cer-
tain amount of trouble at first; but,
having mastered it, they piled up the runs
at a most alarming rate.

The Friars were very nippy in the
field, and they kept the score down as
much as possible; but 50 went up on the
board at the end of half an hour’s play.

Hurree Singh, realising that it was not
his day, said to Harry Wharton :

“Will you despatchfully send down
some of the legful breaks? They are
slogfully hitting my esteemed bowling all
over the ground. I will take the restful
pause,”

Wharton nodded, and went on to bawl.

The change was for the better. No
wickets fell, but the rate of scoring slowed
down perceptibly. When Wharton had
found his length he was dangerous, and
both Tom Merry and Talbot were too
wise to take risks,

By slow degrces the score rose from 50
to 60, from 60 to 70, and from T0 to B80.
The fieldsmen were as keen and alert as
ever,

All save one!

THE MaeNET LIBRARY.—No., 5562.
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In the long-field Dick Russell shifted
ghout aimlessly. '

He was feéjng restless and worried.
In spite of his promise to Ogilvy that he
w not let himself be harassed by

thoughts of the broken typewriter, his]

mind constantly returned to the subject.
He realised, with a sort of feverish dread,
that Mr. Quelch was due to return on
Monday morning. And it was now
Saturday afternoon !

Supposing he should not be able to
raise the money in time? BSupposing the
manager of the firm, in the rush of other
work, let the typewriter hang fire? BSup-
posing—terrible thought !—Mr. Quelch
changed his plans, and came back to
Grey%riars sooner than he was expected 7

A sudden shout roused Russell from his
glooms reverie, :

“ Look out, there!"

“ Hold it, man!”

The ball came whizzing in Russell'’s
direction. With all his faculties alert he
could have held it. But he was nol
ready, and he fumbled the ball badly. It
popped out of his hesitating hands, and
Io to the boundary.

“Oh, crumbs !” ' _

Russell realised the enormity of his

offence. Tom Merry had given hum a
com ively easy catch, and he had
mufted it. And now the captain of the

home side, congratulating himself on his
lucky escape, might remain at the wickets
for another two Enurs, for he was in great
form.

Russell's face reddencd ae he gathered
up the ball and threw it in, His fellow-

ayers darted swift looks of reproach at
iim, and no wonder. By muffing the
catch he had let his side down badly.

Russell realised that Ogilvy’s parting
words had contained much sound com-
mon-sense. He ought to have driven the
affair of the &ypewriter from his mind.
It was not possible to concentrate on two
things at once. All his mental and
physical activity were required for the
task of disposing of Tom Merry & Co.

Russell bit his lip, and grimly resolved
that be would mot be caught napping
again.

That first-wicket partnership of Talbot
and Merry was & fine one. A hundred
and twenty runs were on the board before
they were separated, Talbot being caught
at the wicket.

The fieldsmen congregated in a group
when Talbot wended his way to the
pavilion.

“Russell, you prize idiot,” growled
Johnny Bull, “you’ve given Tom Merry
the chance to knock up another 60!
What on earth were you thinking
about ?”’ S

“T—I was rather worried.”

“You'll be & jolly sight more worried
if these bounders stay m all da? because
you happencd to muff a catch !’

“0Oh, let him aloneil” said Wharton
good-naturedly. *“ These little blunders
EIH happen in the best-regulated families.

eep
sell, that's all!”

The next man took his stand at the
wicket, grinning cheerily. It was Red-
fern of the New House, and what Redfern
didn't know about ericket waen't worth
knowing.

Redfern's methods were vigorous and |

wparkling. He had a habit of leaping out
of his crease at the bowling. It was this
habit of his which caused him to be
stumped at last, but not before he had
hit up a brilliant 40. The crowd—and
particularly the New House section—
cheered Reddy to the echo.

The next few batasmen came In for a
bad time. Hurree Singh resumed opera-
tions with the ball, an

covered jts cunning. Figgins, Jack

Blake, and the great Gussy came and saw, |
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but failed to uer. They retired in
turn to the pavilion, leaving scattered
stumps behind them. Hurree Bingh was
working destrucsion. -

Then came Monty Lowther, sunny and
smiling, to assist Tom Merry.

The captain of the 8hell was playing a
mighty innings. He was in his very best
form, and had never made another mis-
take after the chance Russell had missed.

When the luncheon interval came the
score stood at the excellent figure of 210
for five wickets, Tom Merry was 98 not
out,

Eleven panting and perspiring Friars
sat down to lunch. Such was their spirit
of sportsmanship that they could afford
to be merry and bright, even at this
crisis. On so perfeet a wicket they them-
selves would have scored heawily.

During lunch there was a heavy sum-
mer shower. The rain lashed down upon
the hard turf, and Hurree Singh rubbed
his hands with great satisfaction.

“The tailful end,” he said, * will not
give a great deal of esteemed anxiety.”

He was right. The pitch caked under
the sun, and was for a time really tricky.
The first ball after the resumption spread-
eagled Tom Merry's stumps. He had
missed his century by two runs, and was
naturally disappointed, but he received
a tremendous ovation from the crowd.

The rest of the St. Jium's players gave
very little trouble. Their wickets fell
like ninepins before Hurree Singh’s

deadly bowling, and the innings closed

for 239,

*“ A tall order!” said Harry Wharton.

“ A dashed tall order !’ agreed Vernon-
Smith., “ Anybody here know how to
performm miracles 7"

“We're at the mercy of time, too!”

said Johnny Bull. “ Before we can get
half the runs we want it'll be time to
draw stumps.”

“Rats! You're about as cheerful as
an undertaker, Johnny!” said Peter
Todd. *“If you're going in to scratch
holes in the turf with your bat, of course
we sha'n’t get "em. Big hits and broken
tiles are the correct capers. You mark
my words. Pity Bob and Mark Linley
aren't here; but I think we shall puli
through all serene.”

Peter Todd's optimism certainly seemed |

to be built on a foundation of sand, for
the wicket was by no means so good as

before lunch, and they had Fatty Wynn
to reckon with.

All the same, win or lose, the Iriars
were unanimous in their resolution that
they would at least give the Sainfs a
jolly good run for their money,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Slip Redeemed !

HW ELL hit, sir!”

Harry Wharton, after leav-
ing KFatty Wynn's first ball
gseverely alone, flogged the second on to
Wharton was playing with that grim
carnestness which was characteristic of
him when his side was in a tight corner.

“Jolly well hit 1"
the roof of the pavilion.
He had taken the Bounder in to bat with

{ him, thereby displaying sound judgment,
for Vernon-Smith was just the man to

aseist in laying a solid foundation of
runs.

The pitch was still rather tricky, and
the batsmen had to take risks. DBy stone-

| walling they might possibly have made a

l
1

i

l

draw of it; but such a thought did not

even occur to the minds of the Greyfriars |

fellows. They didn't hold to the theory

that half a loaf i1s better than no bread.

Either they would lick 8t. Jim's or they
would cheerfully go under.

Fatty Wynn had looked forward to a !

crop of wickets, but he was disappointed.

Vernon-Smith played him with coolness,
scoring most of his runs by deftly guiding
the ball through the slips.

Harry Wharton, on the other hand,
scemed to be modelling his cricket on
the lines of Jessop. He hit out grandly,
iving no quarter. The fieldsmen, who
Eﬂd stood close in at the commencement
of the innings, were now dispersed to all
parts of the feld. o

“Faith, an' it's a stunnin’ exhibition
they're givin'!” chortled Micky Des-
mond, from the pavilion. *“Go 1f, ye
izripples! Oh, hard luck, Wharton dar-
int. ill‘

Harry Wharton had stepped back to a
hot delivery of Fatty Wynn’s, and had

played the ball on to his wicket. He had
hit up a faultless 50.
“Quite a good start!” murmured

Peter Todd, putting on his pads, * Squiff,
old man, do you think I'm gooed for a
century ?"

“More likely to come a cropper at the
first ball, T should say!” growled Squft.
“8till, there’s just a chance thiat your
face will frighten the bowlers "

*“1 can’t stop to slay vou now,” said
Peter, “but I'll make a mental note of
that deadly insult. Here goes!”

And Peter went in te take IHarry
Wharton’s place. )

“ Hit hard and often !” said the captain
of the Remove, as Peter Todd passed
him, “It’s the only way.”

Peter nodded. The next moment he
was surveying his bat with grim satis-
faction. In endeavouring to smite the
ball to the limits of the horizon he had
broken the handle at the splice.

“Trying to pose as Samson—what?"”
said Monty Lowther, from nnd-on.
“Pon’t do it. It puts me in a horrible
state of blue funk. Supposing you were
to slog one like that at me 7"

“1 mught do worse!” said Peter Todd,
taking the new bat which was brought
out to him. “Mind your eye!”

But it was not until twenty mmutes
had elapsed that Peter Todd put his
threat into effect. He hit the ball hard
in Monty Lowther’s direction. The only
drawback to the arrangement was that
Monty caught it.

Peter glared at Monty Lowther for a
moment, then burst into a laugh.

“You duffor!” he exclaimed. *“That
wasn't on the programme.”

“Y had to grab hold of the blessed
thing in scli-defence,” said Lowther.
“ Better luck next time, old son!”

The Friars were in good spirite. Harry
Wharton, Peter Todd, and the Bounder
had scored 165 between them, and Smithy
was still going strong.

Figgins of the New House went on to
bowl. Tt had been Figgy's ill fortune to

| get a duck, and he wanted to justify his
{ existence.

He succeeded in doing so at
the expense of Johnny DBull, whose leg-
stump was uprooted at the first time of
asking. .
“*When Johnny goes marching home

again!’” chuckled Monty Lowther.
“This i3 great!| Keep it up, Figgy 1"
Flushed with his early success, and

bowling a fine length, Figgins disposed
of Hurree Singh, Squff, and Micky
Desmond before any of them had time to
settle down.

But, although six wickets were down,
there was still hope for the Friars, for
the Bounder was firm as a rock, and was
giving a masterly exhibition.

Frank Nugent joined him, and they
took the score to 150 before they were
separated, Fatty Wynn holding a hot
return from Nugent.

Hard on the heels of Frank—for time
was flying fast—came Dick Penfold.
Penfold was a useful man at a pinch, and
he hit out lustily.

w

At this stage misfortune overtook the
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Bounder.
run was.
the ball in as clean as a whistle, and the
Bounder was run out when still several
yards from the crease.

“ Bravo, Smithy!”
Todd, as the Bounder trotied up the
pavilion steps. *‘ Seventy-five, cld bean!
Jolly good going V"

“We want 50 odd to win now, and
we've got half an hour,” said Harry
Wharton. “ Do your best, Rebel i

. Rather ! replied Delarey, hurrying
on to the piteh.

A period of hurricane hitting ensued.
Penfold did the lion’s share of it, and
Delarey backed him up loyally. The
second hundred was passed amid loud
cheering from the Friars in the pavilion,
and shortly afterwards Fatty Wynn
wrecked Dick Penfold’s wicket.

The last man came down the pavilion
steps, eonscions of the faet that two
hundred pair of eyes were focused upon

He attempted to run where no

him. He was conscious, too, that he had |

made a bad blunder earlier in the game,
and that it was up to him to make amends
for that blunder

“ Play up, Russell "

“ Keep your mind on the game,” urged
Harry % arton. ““Never mind other
things just now 1"

Russell nodded, and went in to join
Delarey. )

A matter of 35 runs were required to
give the Friars the victory.

It was a big task. Even Peter Tedd, |

bubbling over with optimism though he
was, haﬁ to admit that. One slip on the
part of Russell or Delarey and they

wonld be given no chance to rectify the

mistake.

The Saints were putting all their
energies mnto the game now. The fielding

was very smart. The bowhng was first- |

rate.
Russell
Fatty Wynn’s over;
began to make merry at Redfern’s ex-
pense. e hit a couple of fours and a

two, showing marked determination and

sound judgment. There was

11 L _ great
rejoicmg in the pavilion :

1 beliecve the beggars will stick it

out,” said Peter Todd.
Russell 17

* After muffing that catch, it’s up to
bim to eee things through,”
Wharton.

“Depends on

Dick Russell was no longer thinking of |
_ : Had he done so|
the Greyfriars innings weould have ecome |

1

Mr. Queleh’s typewriter.
to an abrupt full stop. Instead, Russell
apptied himself heart and soul to the
game, and, getting the measure of Fatty
Wynn, he slogged him fairly on to the
roof of the pavihon, |

“Hellup! 1t's a
panted Squiff, as the ba
down from the tiles above.
This 15 great!”

Iatty Wynn locked grim, and resumed
his attack. His next c'g;ii?ar? was of the

ﬁiddy air-raid !
came clattering
“My hat!

btmng variety. The ball struck a spot |
a few yards in front of Russell, rose, and |

hit bam hard en the shoulder.
Fatty Wynn ambled up to the batsman.
“Pm beastly sorry,” he said. “I
didn’t intend

happen.”

cheorfully. *“That’s all right!”

“Hurt you much, old man?” asked |

Delarey anxiously.
“1 can carry

“Good !

OIL 12

The ecrowd—Friars and Saints alike— |

cheered Russell. They knew that an
accident of that sort was painful.

“His shoulder must be giving him
beans,” said Johnmy Bull, “but he
means to stick it out.”

And that was exactly what Dick
Russell meant to do.

Arthur Augustns D’Arcy sent |

exclaimed Peter |

| suspense.
 without scoring. With the last ball of

survived the remainder of|

and then Delarey |

satd

anything like that to
“Of course you didn’t!” said Russell

- moment erupt and send him
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The munutes were precious now, and
there was some hard hitting to be done
if the game was to be pulled out of the
fire. Russell kept his end up doggedly,
and Delarey drove finely.

“Ten to win!? murmured
Wharton at length.

“And about five minutes te go!”
said Nugent, “It’s touch-and-go, old
man, ™

Crack !

Heedless of his damaged shoulder,

Harry

' Dick Russel) leaped out of his crease,

and drove the ball hard into the long-
field. By the time it was recovered the
batsmen had crossed three times.

Then followed a period of breathless
Delarey played - three balls

the over, however, he made no mistake.
It was a half-volley, and the pavilion
roof rattled once again.

“Six ! chortled Squiff, in an ecstaey.

“Level! They'll do it yet! They'll
work the oracle!” | _

It was up to Russell now. He was
facing Fa.t-t%* Wynn; and the Falstaff
of St. Jim's meant business. Russell
waited. When the ball came he could

have yelled with delight. It was almost
a full-pitch to leg.

Russell slammed it hard.

“Come on!” eried Delarey.

He was already half-way down the

pitch. The run was an easy one, how- |

ever,
What followed was not wvery glear
either to Russell or Delarey.

They were swept off their feet, there |

| Friardale, Dick Russell was almost in
 despair, The others, radiantly happy as

was a deafening, prolonged roar, and
iheahr comrades carried them in shoulder-

izh.

The Friars had won on the stroke of
tine by one wicket,

The Saints were nowise downhearted.
They knew that time would bring them
their revenge. Meanwhile, they stood

their visitors as geod a spread as was | way.

possible under. war-time conditions, and
gave them a cheery send-off to the
station.

“The train ‘bore back to Friardale ten
lfight hearts and ten flushed and happy
aces.

But there was one fellow in the
carrrage whose heart had grown sud-

denly héavy and his face haggard.

It was Dick Russell

ey o —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Saved at the Pinch !

N the joy of battle—in the tense ex-
eitement of the concluding stages
of the match with 8t. Jim’s—the

affair of Mr. Quelch’s typewriter |
 had completely faded from Dick
Raussell’s mind.

Through Wﬂrrying
about it earlier in the game he ha
made a bad blunder, and very nearly
lost his side the match: and after
muffing the cateh he had foreced himself

. fo concentrate on the game.
Now that the match was played and
t won—now that the execitement and

applause wers over—the reaction set in.

Russell sat gloomily in a corner of
the carriage and contemplated the im-
mediate future. It didn’t seem very

' hopeful.

He couldn’t sce daylight anywhere.
It was Saturday eveming, and Mr.
Quelch was to return on Monday
morning! And the typewriter, so far

a8 Russell knew, was still at Caurtfield

waiting for him to call for it.
. But what was the use of calling for
1t when he had no money.

Russell felt as if he were on the edge
of a volcano, which might at any
sky-high.
Nearly a week had elapsed since he

had sat down to type that letter to his |

cousm-—the letter which had never been-

l

|

!

1

r

o
d
¥
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| sent. And day by day the episode af

the smashed typewriter had become

magnified in ussell’'s mind. He
magined the wrath of Mr. Quelch to
1be very serious and terrible. The

Remove-master, though a very kind-
hearted man in the maim, could, on

| oceasion, be heavy-handed: and Russell

shivered at the thought of what Mr.
Quelch might say, and do, on Monday.

Aud it was all a question of money!
Five pounds would clear him of the
trouble. Five pounds would restore the
typewriter in gobd condition, and remove
the great weight from Russell’s mind.
But it was too late now to think of
raising such a sum.

In the opposite corner of the ecarriage
Vernon-Smith was helding a lively con-
versation with Peter Todd on the subject
of a pienic which was shortly to take
place—weather and funds pgrmitting.

“Oh, funds will be all right!” the
Bounder was saying. “The pater’s just
with ten of the best.”

“Ten bob?" asked Peter Todd
innocently.
“Quids, you assi”

Russell was half-tempted to make a
direct appeal to the Bounder. Here wan
a fellow with ten quid, and ho was going
to spend it on riotous living ; whereas to
Russell the money was a grim necessity.

But he held himself in check. o
borrow from the Bounder would only be
putting off the evil day. He would have
to pay 1t back, and how was it possible to
do that out of his scanty resources?

When the train jolied to a halt at

a result of their vietory, couldn’t under-
stand it. They tried to cozx Russell ocut
of his melﬂ.nchul‘y, but 1n vain.

“Which there’s a gent ’ere to see you,
Master Russell,” said Gosling, as the
cricketers trooped through the old gate-

Russell turned pale. His nerves were
on edge, and an unknown visitor was
anything but welcome.

“Where is he?” asked the junior.

Gosling jerked his thumb in the
direction of the schacl building.

“Waeitin’ for you under the archway,”
he said.

Russell nodded, and, detaching him-
self from the rest of the party, ap-
proached a serious-looking man in a
tweed suit. The man carried a case,

“ Master Russell?” he asked.

“Ye-e-es. What is it?”

“TI've brought the typewriter from
Courtfield.” :

“Oh! Ts it repaired?”

“It's in perfect order.”

“Good!” said < Russell.
over!”

“My instructions are not to part with
this machine until it is paid for,” said
the man in the tweed suit, lmking grim,
“The bill is five pounds, please!”

Russell groaned. :
2 “If you could let it stay over till Mon-

ay—— |

F‘I’m afrald I can’t. The arrangement
was spot cash. That, ds the manager told
you, 18 a rule of our firm.”

“ But I—I haven’t the tin!”

The man shrugged his shoulders.

“In that case, I must see your head-

“Hand 14

master. I've ne wish to make a socene,
but I must satisfy myself as to your
bona fides.”

There was a pause. The man loaked
rﬁad]r to carry out his intention there and
then. :

“Come along to my study,” said
Russell, in a burst of deaperﬂtinn. “We
—we'll talk it out there !’

“I'm afraid if you haven't the money,
Master Russell, it’s no use -

But Dick Russell was already leading
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the way to the study. The man followed
him in, and put the typewriter down on
the floor.

Russell threw himself on the couch in |

despair. He had wanted to gain time—
to stave oft the inevitable,

“There's a note for you here,” said the
man from Courtlield.

And he handed it over.

Russell ripped open the envelope. It
was addressed to himself in printed
capitals. )

Then his face fairly blazed with delight.
He could scarcely credit his amazing
good fortune.

For the envelope contained five
currency notes for one pound each!

The typewriter man smiled.

““There’s an easy solution to your
problem,” he said. _

“My hat, yes! Just fancy! Five
merry quidlets! (Goodness knows where
they've sprung from! Still, here they
are! Take ’em, and be thankful!”

“Thank you!” said the man. * You
will find the machine in perfect working
order. Good-evening!"

And he passed out of the study.

For some moments Russell sat like a
fellow in a dream. It seemed that the
age of miracles had returned—that the
skies had suddenly opened and sent the
five notes fluttering down.

Russell was not a particularly shrewd
reasoner, or he would have been able to
put two and two together. As it was, he
sat for quite a-long time in a state of

stupefaction. :
“Hallo!” said Ogilvy, coming 1n.
“You look very chirpy. Had a good

game?" ,

“Top-hole! Not only that, Don, but
TI'm clear—clear of that wretched night-
mare of the typewriter! It's here—
repaired, delivered, and paid for! Isn't
it great?”

nd Russell, 11f his delight, sprang to
his feet, and began to waltz Ogilvy round
the study.

When they had finished, Ogilvy flun
himself into the armchair and pum-peg
in breath.
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“ Aren't vou going to congratulate me,
old man?” said Russell.

“Why, of course!” panted Ogilvy.
“TIt's topping news! I told you every-
thing would pan out all serene if you
didn’{ worry.”

“What beats me,” said Russell,
wrinkling his brows, ‘is where the
money came from. It's jolly mys-
terious!”

Ogilvy's face reddened a little, and he
shifted uncomfortably in his seat.

“Y shouldn't distress myself on that
score,” he gaid. *The cash has turned
up, and there you are. Yours not to
reason why.” _

** All the same, T should like to find out
who's been playing the Good Samaritan.”

“I guess I'll make some tea!” said
Ogilvy, rising hurriedly to his feet.

“Whoever the fellow was, he's got me
out of the toughest corner I've ever beeli
in!” said Russell. “Why, Don,” he
added suddenly, darting a keen glance
at Ogilvy’s flushed face, **I—I believe it
was you!"”

Ogilvy bustled about with the crockery.

¢ Jam or marmalade?” he asked.

Dick Russell sirode forward
gripped his chum by the arm, :

“My hat!” he exclaimed, in great
“Was it you?”

The tjuestion was point-blank. Ogilvy
saw that further evaston would be useless.

‘“When silly asses get themselves into a
scrape, it's up to somebody to fish ’em
out !” he murmured.

““ And vou—you forked out that fiver?”

“Yes: but it's nothing to make a song
about.”

Russell gave a low whistle.

“What a blind fool I am!” he ex-
claimed, *“ I might have known all along
it was you! Tt's justlike you, Don. But
—but Heaven knows how or-when I ean
pay vou back! You see, I—7

“Don’'t try,” said Ogilvy. *“ That’s all
right. I know voigd do the same for me
—in fact, yvou've st by me like & brick
before this in a tight le:e. One good
turn deserves another!’

and

Extractsl from “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD?”
" and “TOM MERRY’S WEEKLY.”
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“But—but how did you manage fo
raise the wind?”

“Turned myself into a strolling player
for a few days.”

iE What???

“I took on one of the leading parts
in ‘* The Mikado.” It was great fun!”

“And that's why you broke bounds
night after night?” -

gilvy nodded.

“My hat! And it cost you your place
in the team, too! Oh, Don, you oughtn’t
to have done it. I'm not worth a sacri-
fice of that sort!”

“Rats! Cut it short, and pitch into
your tea, fathead!”

Dick Russell said no more; but his
shining eyes bespoke his deep gratitude
to the chum who had stood by him so
lovally through that trying time. And,
despite Ogilvy’s protests, Russell made
it his business to acquaint the rest of the
fellows with the true facts of the cage.

Harry Wharton & Co. were naturally
astonished when they heard ; and Ogilvy’s
popularity, which had waned a good deal
gf late, became greater than it had ever

een.

And whilst the Removites were
apologising to Ogilvy for having thought
him a waster, and congratulating him on
the fine stand he had made for Dick
Russell, the Head was glancing over a
report in the local paper about the
brilliant success of ‘The Mikado.” The
report was glowing in its praise of the
performance, and particularly so in
regard to a youth named Bobby
Saunders, who had played one of the
leading parts with great skill and
distinetion. '

But only the favoured few ever leayned
the real identity of Bobby Saunders!
And, naturally, the Head was not one
of the favonred few,

(DON'T MISS *"“SMITHY'S
SCHEME !”’—next Monday's grand
complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)
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NUGENT'S AUNT JANE!
By S. Q. I. FIELD (* Squiff ).

I

ILLY BUNTER was hungry. He rolled

dlzconsolately along the Remove pas-
sage at Greylriars seeking whom he

_ might devour—or rob. At the open
door of 8tudy No. 1 he panged, and his grub-
hunting expression intensified as he blinked
inside.

Study No. 1 was empty. A bright, cheery
fire burned in the grate, and a steaming kettle
sang merrily on the hob. The whole atmo-
sphere of the room was cosy and inviting.

Billy Bunter accepted the unspoken invita-
tion, and entered,

On the white tablecloth, already set for
tea, lay an uriupened letter. Strange to say,
Bunter ignored 1t. Curiosity—especially about
other people’s business—was a strong charac-
terigtic of Bunter's; but greed was a stronger.

Bunter wasted no time in admiring the
pictures on the swalls or gnnd&ring over the
knotty question of how and where the owners
of Btudy No. 1 had obtained the eake, butter,
and sardines that graced their clean white
tablecloth in this strenuous war-time. But

“Prime ! murmured Billy Bunter. «This
cake's good—ijolly good! So are these sar-

dines! My hat! Fancy those greedy beasts
llmving this all to themselves! Good job
P

Billy Bunter paused, with his fourth piece
of cake in one grubby fist and his sixth sar-
dine between the finger and thumhb of another.
From along the passage came the sound of
approaching footsteps and cheery voices,

Billy Bunter hesitated a brief second, then
he swallowed the sardine, grahbed another
piece of cake, and dived under the table.

A moment later the study door went back
with a bang, and four ruddy-faced members
of the Famous Five trooped noisily in.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here we are again!”
said Bob Cherry, “Tea ready? ©Oh, good!
Footer gives vou no end of an appetite! 1
feel us if I could—— My hat! I say, you
chaps, is that really all the ecake there 1577

“ And the sardinez?"” growled Johnny Bull.
“Why, there'll only be one each! Where's
that ass Nugent?”

“Yes, by Jove, where is he?” said Harry

he nevertheless gave them—the foodstufls, | Wharton, eyeing the table in surprize. ©There

not the pictures—his undivided atiention,
T MacyNET LiBrary.—No. 552,

| for tea.

was a whole cake and a large tin of sardines
We left Nugent Lo get the tea ready

—not to scoff half of it! Rlessed if I can
understand it! And where is the silly ags,
anyway? Hallo! Here's the careless dummy
now'! Look here, Nugent, where the merry
dickens have you been to?t And what aboutl
the cake?” -

“ And the sardines?” grumbled Bab Cherry.

Nugent planked the tea-caddy he was earry-
inz on the table, and eyed his study-mates in
astonishiment. . -

“Cake? Sardines? What the dickens are
you talking about? Sorry to keep you fellows
waiting, but I've just heen out borrowing

some tea. We've run short,” he explained.
“Hallo! That letter for me?”
“Yez, It's addressed to you, so 1 suppose

it must be. But never mind the letter!”
snapped Wharton, “ What's happened to the
cake and the sar L

“ Blow the cake, and blow the—— My hat "
Nugent whistled as he began to read the
letter he had torn open. “I =ay, you chaps,
my aunt has written to say she's Fa:_isl‘.ru.:
through Courtfield to-morrow, and will give
me a call!”

“PBlow the letter, and blow your aunt!”
velled Bob Cherry, in exasperation, “Wsg
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want our tea, you ass! What's it matter if
your aunt is coming to-morrow? Our tea—"
« But, it does matter !” cut in Nugenb wrath-
fully, “Arem’t we playing 8t. Jim's to-
morrow? And how the dickens can I play
if I've got to meet my aunt and walk her
round the school, fatheads?” )
“Hang it! I never thought of that!” said
Harry Wharton, loking serious. “Can’t you
put her ofi? Tell her there's an important
match on, and ask her to come sOme ogther
day. If she's a good sort——" -
“ That's the trouble,” said Nugent, with a
shake of the head, ¥“She may be 2 good
sort, and she may not. As a matter of fact,
she’s a very distant sort of aunt, and l've
never met her. But I've heard aboub her from
my people, and I believe she’s rather eccen-
trie. Anyway, it wouldn't do. I'm afraid I
shall have to give the match a miss and do
the honours., I suppose yon chaps won't mind
if T ask her to tea in the study to-morrow ™
«.Certainly not, old man !” said Harry Whar-
ton “We're in funds, that's one good thing,
<o we’ll he able to give her a decent spread
and make her welcome. And DOW that’s
settled we'll have tea, thnu%h you've left little
enough for anyone, Nugent, you ass! That
cake——"*
& And those sardines—> added Bob Cherry.
« Blessed if you havent ’gut. cake and sar-
dines on the brain!” cried Nugent. “Theres
a whole cake and a hig tin © sardines here,
and—— Oh, crumbs!?
For the first time Nugent

- spotied the nearly
demolished eake and the few gardines

Bunter

had left. Then he gave a roarl.
“ Why, you idiols, you've been scoffing hall
the stuff while I've been out! Pity you

couldn't wait until 1 got back! Then yon

have the cheek 5

“« Cheek be jiggered!? yelled Johnny Eul.l.
« We've only just come in! if you haven'd
seoffed the grub, who has? The cheeky ass
who brought the jetter in must have done it

« More likely that fat thief Bunter!”? said
Wharton grimly.  We'll bump him next time
we gee him, on suspicion, Anyway, it can t
he helped now. Let's pile into what there is.
I'm famished 1” .

Grumbling, the Famous Five drew up to the
table. Under the table Bunter chuckled softly.
Wharton's . unflattering allusion to himself
amused him highly. But next moment he gave
a half-stified yelp as one of Bob Cherry's big
hoots thudded against his well-padded Tibs,
The kick was quite an accident
of course. He did not know Bunter was thero,

« My hat |? gasped Bob Cherry, looking down
in surprise.

Then he gave a jump as he spotted a leg
covered with glaring cheek squares protruding
from under the tableclotb. There was only
one fellow in Greyfriars who wore such
atrocions trousers. And that fellow was Billy
Bunter, :

Rob Cherry grinned, But instead of voicing
his discavery aloud, he began to impart the
knowledge of Bunter’s presence in dumb show,

« What the dickens—" began Wharton,
eyeing Cherry’s pantomimic gestures in amaze-
ment. Then he grinned and understood, as
Cherry’s lips framed the word :

@ Bunter,”. _

« Pass the cake, Nugent, old chap!” said
Bob Cherry, with a wink. * Hallo! Sorry,
old man! 1 kicked youm, didn’t 1?7 Do you
know, it’s a funny thing, but after I've heen
player footer 1 often find myself kicking out,
even when I'm sitting down There I go again!
Was that you I kicked then, Wharton ?®

« Nyano! But now you mention it, I often
find myself doing the same thing, I'm certain
I kicked someone then. I hope it wasn't you,

= Inky, old pal?” _

% Hnrree Jam Singh protested volubly in bis

~_Howery English that the extraordinary boot-
‘ﬂnes& of the esteemed Wharton bad mob
“Sotruded i upon him, Then, strange to
“gay, he al® became a victim to the gueer com-
plaint of Cherry, and began to kick ount.

In fact, as tea proceeded the whole party
scemed to be suffering from the extraordinary
malady.

And very soon
a continuous tuccession of yelps, Zasps, and
srunts, 28 the unfortunate Owl of the Remove
got. first one boot and then another,

At last an extra hefty lunge from Cherry’s
voot lifted Bunter c¢lear on to Wharton’s legs,
+]most sending him backwards off his chair,

«Yarooooh! You beasts!” wailed Bunter,
realising at last that the game was up.
" Oh, ﬂhlarr}*, vou beast!  You did that on
[irpoas 1

“Well, I'm blessed
gasped Harry
prise. “Now,
was under therel”

it it isn’'t Bunter!”
Wharton, ia pretended sur-

on Bob's part, }

from beneath the table came |

who'd have thought Biunter |

A
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“Ha, ha, ha!”
The Famous Five roared at Billy

“It's a wire {rom
gshe finda she can't comse

wrinkling his forehead.

Bunter | my aunt, sr[:inﬁ
I

as he stood rubbing his aching ribs. But he to-day, after But the blessed thing .
t_iidn't- stand for long. Cherry suddenly | was reeeived at Friardale post offfice ab 4.30
jumped up. .m, yesterday. What on earth would that

“(0h, dear!” he gasped. «1 can feel | fat thief Bunter want to kcep it for—if he

kicks { has had it? Blessed if I can understand it1
Anyway, it's a jolly good job 1t's turned
“t? just im time to stop me going to- the
sta iy '

Nugent gave a startled jump as the door
flew back with a crash and another visitor

entored. This time it was Wibley, and he

anotlier attack of the after-footer
coming on!”
“So can I!” came in a chorus.
“Then let's give Bunter the benefit of
them,” grinmed Cherry. “On the balll”
“Wow-ow! Yow!” yeclled Bunter, as five

pairs of boots began to play on his trousers.

“Ow-wow! Stop it! 1 didn’t tonch your | seemed particularly excited about some-

rotten cake or your Ineasly sardines! | thing.

Yooop! Oh, you beasts!” “Look here,” he began wrathfully, “have
“Open the door, someone!” yelled Bob. | any of you chaps been acting the giddy goab

with the Dramatic Society’s property-box?”
| “Certainly not!” said Harry Wharton. in
surprise. “ Why, what the dickens—"

“Why, like an ass, T left the key in the
box, and some cheeky hounder's been rum-
maging amongst the things and strewn them
all over the place! went on Wibley hotly.
“ And. what's worse, there’'s an old woman's
ontfit missing. Do you chaps know anything
about it?”

“0Of course not, dummy!” ecried Harry
Wharton. * More likely Bunter or Skinner.

“Now, all together, and out he goes!”

“Wow-ow! Oh, erumbs!” yelled Bunter, as
he felt himself lifted in the air.

Budmp, bump!

Bunter yelled again as he rolled over and |
over in the passage. Then the door hanged.

Bunter picked himself up, and shook 2 fat
fist furiousty at the closed door. Then he
started to roll moodily along the passage,
when Trotter, the page, came towards him
with a telegram in his hand.

“That for me?™ demanded Bunter snappily.

“Here, give it to me!” i By Jove, it’ll he Bunter! We saw him
Trotter obediently handed it to Bunter, with a h}% pag in his hand. Shouldn't be
and the fat junior shoved it into his pocket. surprised it—— Half a minute, you ass

But Wibley had gone to loek for Bunter.

“The silly ass!” growled Wharton, “Why
on earth counldn't he have let me finishl
My only aunt, that's a rummy thing—jolly

“ Ml right” he snapped.

Trotter departed, and Dunier rolled
towards Study No. 7. He grunted with satis-
faction on fAnding Peter Todd and Dutton,

his two study-mates, out. Then, having rummy ™
shut the daor, he fook the telegram from HWh“ is?
his pocket. It was addressed to Nugent, Why, first of all someone—must have
but that didn't worry Bunter. He tore it been Bunter—gets hold of Nugent's tele-

gram saying his aunt isn't coming, and keeps
it back. Secondly, someone—presumably
Bunter again—pinehes an old woman’s clobber
from the Dramatic Society’s property-boX.

open and read if. For a moment he stared
in dizappointment at the news it contained.
Then suddenly his face brightened, and he
chuckled as he crushed the telegram into

his pocket. | And, thirdly. we sece Bunier himsel{ hurry-
“Phe heasts!” he murmured. “Kick me ing out of the gates with a big bag. Now,
out, would they! Well, we'll see if they don’t you chaps see any sort of link between

kick me out to-morrow. My hat! What a | PR3 three incidents? = |
gﬂrgms WhE‘EEE: HE, hE, he!“ ﬂ]], ﬂmmb!! H-ﬂ, hﬂ. ha ! I 2e0 Wha.t
yon mean,” laughed Cherry. “You mean

11. that——" :

i “I'm jolly well certain!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “The fat idiot means to dress up

ag an old woman, meet us at the station,
and palm himself off as Nugent’s Aunt Jane.
The rotter heard me say last night that we
werg in funds, and would give your aunt a
decent spread. You know how the gilly ass
faneica himself as an impersonator!”

vHa, ha, ha! 1 helieve you're right !*
easped Nugenb. “What a sell for him,
though, when I don’t turn up to meet hing !”

«That's where you’re wrong,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove emphatically, “for we
shall all turn up to meet him—or rather her.
I¥ we buck up we'll just meet that three-
thirty train. We really must make dear
Aunt Jane Bunter welcome—in fact, it's up

({1 T’8 sickening! No football, no nothing!
And now it's clearing upt”
Thus Harry Wharton as he stood In
_ the window of Study No. 1 and gazed
moodily down into the raip-soaked quad.
“Well, I'm blessed if he ain’t gruusin-g
again!” said Frank Nugent. “He's been
grumbling all the morning because it rained 1
in torrenta all night; and now he's mnot
satisfied because it’s clearing up!”
“ Apg¥  egjaculated Wharton irritably. }
“Isn't it enought to make an angel weep?
It rains until the footer fleld’s like a quag-
mire, and then, when football's out of the
question and we've had to cancel the Bt.
Jim's match, the blessed rain stops! Why

the dickens conldn't it sto bhefore it Y

e e 1oil 1iiote Titighing wpi~ | o U8t Tije e t84s quitc 4% paam, A

“Oh, nothing,” grinned Nugent. "Never ] CouEse, ,:;"E I%t?tl & wrong— “1“ Y 3 17.1“;

mind, Harry, old scout. Perhaps it’s a good BUIRE O Ao Ihiﬂﬂ gﬁ? " ﬂ& nlf WaT, :

thing the_matﬂ'h is off, for you'd have had ﬁgﬁf tfrﬂnﬂ;“ﬂu ’%‘HT,,E 4 will do us no

?E;E‘mgg :iﬁ%&;ff&t a doubt. With our : “Ha, ha, ha! Ratherl” chorused the other
our.

“«Reecord licking! What the thump do you
mean? Why weakened?”

“Why, have you forgotten that I've to
meet my auont this afternoon? Stands to
reason,” went on Nugent modestly, “without
me you'd——"

“Fathead! Blow your aunt, and— My

Ten minutes later the Famous Five wers
hurrying towards Friardale. As 1% happened,
the 8.90 train was just steaming out of the
station as they rushed on to the platform.

“No luck!’ muttered Harry Wharton,
scanning the Iiamngers clogely. “1'm wrong,

hat !” %{tﬂhaﬂ;n? I':m ]:11:&! EH only Sunday tile!
Wharton's face cleared, and he grinned. a, ha, ha: LOO ere !

Across the glistening quad a fat figure, carry- Waddling towards them fram the E;“' E'I‘ig

ing a Huge carpet-bag, was hurrying. of the platform came an exﬁeedmgig at o
Nugent, Cherry, gﬁﬁnm Bull, and Hurree lady. She wore a bright blue ekirt, a pink

Singh joined Wharton at the blouse, and a black hennet, above which a

window just

the figure vanish through huge yellow feather bobbed saucily. The

enormous green gamp she carried gave an
additional lustre to an already striking
colour scheme. As she spotted the juniors
che waved the gamp aleft wildly, to the
imminent danger of the passers-ny,

“(Oh, help! Hold me up!” gasped Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha! Oh, dear, what price Jyour
Aunt Jane, Franky?”

“Shush, you ass!” hissed Whartion warn-
ingly. “Don’t laugh and give the game
away! Here she comes! Ahem{”

It was Bunter right enough, and Bunter
a8 an impersonator had indeed excelled him-
self. His portly frame lent itsell to the part
exceedingly well. And but for the huge

lasses glimmering behind the jhick weil, and
Ehe gight of at least six inches of check
trousers showing beneath the gkirt, the gets

in time to
the gates.

“RBunter ¥* chuckled Bob Cherry. "Now,
where’s the porpoise off to? Looks like a
giddy burglar doing a moonlight flit with
the swag. 1 wonder what he has got in that
bag? I hope it's not the Head's plate!”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Mare likely Mauly's fur-lined overcoat, to
take to his dear old ‘uncle ' in Courtfield !
%rinned Johnny Bull. "You never know who

unter— Come in, fathead!”

In responge to Bull’s polite invitation the
door opened, and Peter Todd strolled in and
handed Nugent a dirty, crumpled telegram.

“FPound this crumpleﬁ up on-:the foor in
our study,” said Toddy briefly. “It's
addressed to you, and if you want to know
how it came to he in our study you'd better

EEE

. i ise. t 11 ¢+ | up would have been perfect!
Efkh?fpgé‘ﬁﬁﬁmmm Hast Dave-Thioh 98 At any rate, from the self-confident manner
And with that Toddy grinned and vanished. in which he rolled up to the juniors, Bunter
swell, I'm Dblessed!” gasped Nugent, THE MAGNET LisrARY,—No. 594
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had no doubts az to the completeness of his
disguise. And pefore Nugent knew where he
was, to the great delight of the rest, Aunt
Jane Bunter had wrapped her fat arms
around him and Xissed him vigorously on
both cheeks.

“Here, stop that, 1 say!” Nugenf pulled
himself away and plared like a Hun at’ his
Aunt Jame. Bat apparently Aunt Jane
didn't mind a bit. _

“My dear child,” she smirked in a shrill
feminine voice—Bunter can imitate voices
jolly well—"how really good of you to come
and meet me! And are thesc your dear little
schoolfellows?™

The “dear little schioolicllows” glared meost
rudely at the visitor. _
unconscious that his identity had been dis-
coyered, rambled on checriully.

“They're rather an ugly-looking lot,” she
proceeded. “But no doubt they're good little
boys. Do introduce me, Franky dear! Now,
who is this boy with the pug nose?” she
asked, pointing her gamp at Cherry. *“And
the squint-eyed boy over there?” she ‘con-
tinued, indicating Wharton. “And—"

Franky's cheeks still burned red where the
humorous Bunter had kissed them, but hig
furious expression changed to a grin as his
“Aunt Jane” continued to point out his
chums' shortcominges in looks. Perhaps it
was as well for Bunter that there were plenty
of people hard by, or the Famous Five might
have ended the wheeze there and then by
wiping the platform up with the¢ humorous
Bunter.

With admirable self-restraint Wharton,
Singh, Cherry, and Bull shook hands solemnly
in turn with Nugent's aunt. Then, introduc-
tions being over, Aunt Jane led the way out
of the station, the huge feather in her bonnet
waving grotesquely as she waddled along.

Bunter never knmew how many times he
narrowly escaped being scalped during that
walk to Greyfriars. He gabbled incessantly
all the way, calling them his “little dears”™
and “Iranky’s little playmates.” DBut the
juniors gritted their teeth each time, and
registered mental vows to settle up with
Lunter for his humorous touches later on.
1t wag only this conzoling thought and the
fear of spoiling a gorgeous wheeze that saved
Bunter from utter annihilation.

111.

bt Y hat!” gasped Skinner. “Who
the dickens is that? Ha, ha, ha!
My only sainted Sam! What a

iy |

Skinner, Et%:tt. and a few other feliows, wl}ﬂ
stood chatting by the gates, stared in
amazement as the strange procession, com-
posed of the Famous Five escorting Aunt
Jane, arrived at Greyfriars.

“My hat!” repeated Skinner. “Who on
earth is the old girl? Ha, ha, ha! Isn't she
a scream? But surely she can't be a relative
of one of those fellows!”

“Looks like it!” chortled Btott. “P'r'aps

slie's Cherry’'s aunt or Wharton's giddy
crandmother. Why not ask 'em, Skinner, old
top "

It was like Stott to ask another fellow
to do what he daren’t do himself. Bkinner,
however, wasn't aflraid.

“1 say, Wharton,” he shouted, “whe's the
old washerwoman?” '

Wharton did not deign to reply. Nor did
the other members of the Co: But Bunter
stopped short. He had a good many scores
to settle with Skinner, and such a chance to
do it without danger to himscli was too
rood to misa. The Famous Five grinned
expectantly as Aunt Jane waddled over to
sSkinner. :

“What's that you =aid?” slic eried shriily.
“You rude little boy! Did you call mie an
old washerwoman?”

“Y-gves,” answered Skinncr, standing his
eround somcwhat nervously. “Why, aren't
you an old washer-— Yow! Wow! 8Stup
the old girl, someone! Yarrough!”

Bift, bitf, biir!

Skinner yelled as Aunt Jane thumped him
again and again with her huge gamp.
+“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous Five.
“Go it, Aunt Jane!"

But Skinner had had enough. Stott had
already bolted; and Skinner, still yelling,
followed him across the Close. Bunter re-
turned, fAushed and triumphant, to the
luughing juniors. Then he led the way up
the steps into the Sehool House.

Considering that Aunt Jane was supposed
to he a stranger to Greyfriars, it was cer-

- -

But Bunter, blissfully

— i

tainly extraordinary how well she knew her
way about. Without hesitation she turned
into the Kemove passage, and, followed by
gjﬂ Famous -Five,” made a bee-line for Study

0. 1. : .

With a beaming smile of anticipation on
her face, she pushed open the door. A
cheery fire burned in the grate, and the Toom
looked cosy éenough. But of the expected
gorgeous spread there were no signs. And
Aunt Jane gave a most unladylike grunt of
disgust as she noted this, Iut she chedred
up 2 moment later.

“Make vourself at home, wadam!” said
Wharton politely., I presuine you will par-
take of a little tea with us?

mind waiting——"
“My hat! Rath—— Abem! I mean, cer-
tainly! I am most fatigued after my long

journey. And T've a delicate constitution
that requires fo be kept up with plenty of
nourishing food!” explained Aunt Jane, with
an expansive smile.

Harry Wharton winked at Bob Cherry, and
began to lay the table. He fancied he had
heard thiat explanation once or twice before.
But he didn’t remark upon the fact. And a
couple of minutes later Cherry aunounced
that tea was ready.

“Come along, aunty dear!” said Nugent,
shoving a chair to the table. “Tea's ready.
S0 sorry we've had to keep you waiting! 1'm
sure yon must he fearfully hun——  Why,
what's*the matter?”

Something was evidently the matter. for
Aunt Jane was glowering in speechless disgust
at the tea-table., Instead of the expected
corgeous spread, the table held nothing more

invitinig than six cups, saucers, «nd plates, a1

little margarine, a pot of tea, and a loaf of
wur-bhregd.

“Why, 18 thiz all there [8Y" snorted the
visitor angrily. “Why, you mean beasts
Ahem, I mean—— That is to say, just so!l”

“I beg your pardon, madam?" sald
Wharton politely.

The visitor amiled a sickly smile, but didn't
reply. Then, having apparently decided to
make the best of things, Aunt Jane drew up
to the table. A moment later, however, she
jumped up with a fiendish yell as Cherry, who
was pouring out the tea, sent a stream of the
hot liguid spurting into the visitor's lap.

“8orry, ma'am! How careless of me!” mur-
mured Bolh apologetically., *“Never mind, it's
bound to dry in time!”

Bunter did not appear to accept the
apology with a ‘very good grace. His eyes
fairly glittered with anger and disappoint-
ment as he began to munch the bread-and-
scrape disgustedly. And at last Wharton
took out a cake and a pot of jam,

After that Aunt Jane cheered up a bhit, and
got busy. But for all that it was not a very
merry party—from Bunter's point of view, at
least. The hosta chatted cheerfully enough ;
but the honoured guest was morose and
grumpy. To think that he had taken such
risks and gone to so much trouble for such
& miserahle spread! Bunter felt he had been
disgracefully swindled.

But everything comes to an end at last,
and so did that tea-party. It ended when
Bunter found there was nothing more to cat
fortheoming., Then he rose sulkily to his feet.

“Ahem! I must be going now, Franky!” he
nmurmured, picking up his gamp. “8Se I'd
Lwtj:-er aay good-bye, dear, or I shall miss my
riein.” '

“Good gracious! Yes, you will, aunty,”
said Nugent, looking hurriedly at his wateh.
“"Why, it's a «quarter to five! Come, you
chaps, we shall have to hurry if we are going
to see Aunt Jane to the atation!”

Bunter looked alarmed as the Famous Five
Jjumped up and began to get ready. The
schemer had meant to say good-hye, slip out,
and change his clothes, and then adjourn to
Hall for another tea., He hadn't bargained
for this contingency.

“Here, I say, you chaps!” he ecried
hurriedly, edging towards: the door. *Hold
on! There's no need——"

“Don’'t mention 1it, madam!” chuekled

Cherry slipping unohstrusively between “ Aunt
Jane ” and the door. “Why, we wouldn't
dream of letting a visitor walk all the way
to the station alone! Nunno! We shall be
delighted to escort you, madam! Sha'n’'t we,
you chaps?”

But Aunt Jane Bunter did not seem at all
delighted with the prospect, though it was
really touehing to see the eagerness of the
Famons Five to aceompany her. Protesting

volubly, the fat fraud was husttked out of the

e i e — e

If you wouldn't

room, and, before she knew where she was,
Aunt Jane found herself at the gates, There
she made a desperate stand.

“Really, you know, I'd mueh rather go by
mysclf—reatly 1 would! No need for vou to
come—not a bit! Look here, let's say good-

bye now—-—-"

She broke off, and gasped in alarm as
Nugent, ignorinz her outstretched hand,
linked armsg, and begzan to lead the way

cgently, but firmly, along the Friardale road.

“No, auntie, we insist on escorting you! 1
feel certain you'd miss that train il we
didn't,” he murmured kindly. _

Bunter also felt sure of that. But be didn't
say 80. And, realising there was no help for
it, he rolled along arm-in-apm with Nugent.
Wharton walked on the other side, and Bob
Cherry, Johuny -Bull, and Inky brought up
the rear. '

It was not until the station was reached,
and Bunter saw the waiting train, that he
really began to feel seriously afraid. But he
hardly had time to feel anything, for Whar-
ton suddenly took his other arm, and he was
hustled almost at a run across the platform
towards the nearest carriage.

“Here, wait a minute!” he gasped, as a last
desperate idea struck him. = What about my
ticket? You boys wait here a moment while
I run to the booking-office!”

Wharton  grinned, He
Bunter's dodge at once. e .

“Bnlé’a getting your ticket, Miss Nugent,
he satd.

Bob Cherry rushed up, and shoved a ticket
into the gstonished Bunter’s hand. He stared
at it speechlessly. It was a single to Court-
field Junction. As he glared suspiciously ut
the juniors’ grinniig faces he understood,
and gave a howl. :

“You beasts!” he yelled angrily.
knew all the time who I was!” _

Then he made a sudden dash for liberty.
And it was perhaps not surprising that the
onlookers gasped in amazement at what fol-
lowed. Like one man the Famous Five fell
upon the seeming respectable eold lady, and
bundled her, kicking and struggling, into the
nearest empty carriage. _

“Good-bye!” yelled Bob hystzrically, bang-
ing the carriage door as the guard blew his
whistle. *“Good-bye, Bunty!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* The next moment not only the Famous
Five, but the onlookers as well, roared with
langhter. Like a Jack-in-the-box, the hcad
and shoulders of Bunter appeared at the
window just as the train began to move. But
it was Billy Bunter himself this time! Gone
were the huge honmet and veil! Gone wasg the
wig also! And with his close-cropped hair and
fat, boyish face appearing above the bodiece,
Bunter was a ludierons sight as he leaned
out of the window, yelling and gesticulating
"ll'f'il'{}jlj'. Then the train disappeared round the
vend.

The TFamous Five were hali-way back to
Greyfriars before they could stop laughing
sufficiently to speak.

“0Oh, dear!” gasped Bob Cherry, at length,
wiping his eyes. “Bunter will be the death
of me with his wheezes! My hat! Wonder
what time he’ll be back at Greyfriars?" .

“Dunno!” gasped Harry Wharton weakly.
“But I do know this. There's no train back
from Courtfield for three hours. I don't faney
Aunt Jane Bunter will pay us another visit:
What do you chaps think?”

gaw  through

“¥You

There was quite a crowd waiting in the
lichted hall when Bunter came limping m,
footsore and weary.

“Here he is! Ha, ha, ha! What price Aunt
Jane, Bunty?” came the laughing chorus,

“What abhout my props, you eving
rotter?” shouted Wibley, shaking Bunter
angrily. “Where's the old woman's elohher
}:J:Ju pinched—eh? What have you done with
i (o -

“Yow! Stop it! You'll break my glasses!”
wailed Bunter. “Yow! 1 haven’t got your
clobber! Ponsonby and Gadsby and Vavasour
ragged me, Then they rolled me in the diteh!
Oh, dear, I've had an awful time!"”

For a moment Wibley stared in speechless
indignation at Bunter. He seemed about to
tall upon him and slay him, when Wharton
stepped in. Wharton considerzad that the Owl
certainly had had quite enough for one day.

And Bunter was allowed to zo up to the
bath-room in peace. But for a long time
after that Billy Bunter gave Wibley a very
wide berth.

THE END,

— — -
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CHOKING OFF SKIMMY.

I.

LY 0T are here,
: perceive !
This remark was uttered by a
youth whose features were—and
are—chiefly represented by a pair of large
spectacles and a bony forehead.

He poked those features round the door
bf Study No. 10, where the three of us were
donning flannels,

« Buzz off, Skimmy, there's a good chap !

“«We spoke with no animogity, but with
great unanimity., -

“There is taking place,” proceeded Skim-
pole mildly, “a mighty revolution ?

A whattert” I yelled.

« & revolution of thought, my dear fellows.
1t is taking place—in fact, has already taken
place—in my own mind. And 1t revolves round

the question of knowledge.™
- W¥on fellows nearly ready?” yawned
Monty Lowther, “ We've scarcely time 10 put
in an hour's practice, you know, hefore
lessons.™

« This heastly hoot!” panted Manners, red
in the face. * The thing won't come on!”

« Knowledge,” observed Skimmy, with even
more earnestness than usual, “has 4 certain
resemblance to the German Army. The more
it is pursued the farther away it gets. One
must realise that knowledge was intended
merely to stimulate the loftier part of the
mind before one can geb benefit from it.»
He blinked round to allow this to sink in.
Then he proceeded: “T have just had dinner.
Should I partake of another one o

«I'd write to the Food Controller !™ finished
Lowther darkly. *“Don’'t you know no raid-
day dinner must exceed one-and-two "

& Ahem! 1 was speaking metaphorically.
Food is exactly the same as knowledge. At
one sitting we should take in exactly as mich
knowledge as we feel we teally require, We
should properly digest that portion, when it
will stimnlate the mind to act for itsell.”

« Shurrup !” growled Manners. © Wil that
help to get this hoot on??

« A boot iz of secondary im

my dear fellows, 1

ortance to the

improvement of the mind, Manners, Know-
ledge upon knowledge i3 the same as meal

upon meal. The latter hinders the digesticn
from working properly ; the former hinders e
mind from working in a halanced manner. 21—
alas '—have ever indulged a blind passion for
devouring knowledge, similar to the glutton’s
for devouring food. I have heen treading &
wrong path.” Skimmy shook his head sadly.
“1 have just surveyed myself in the plass "

“« Qeven years' bad luck!” groaned Lowther,

“« You mistake me, Lowther, if you judge
my remark to imply that I . dropped the
mirror or otherwise eansed it to break. It
is perfectly intact. 1In it T examined my
features, and they caused me 1o reflect. Dy
gver-prominent hrow, my imperfect eyesight,
and my nndeveloped body can scarcely Le
the results of natural causes, and are pro-
hably signs of corresponding defects of the

ad. The body was given us te exercice
as much as the brain was. When the need
for bodily exereise has arisen I have hlinded
myself to it, and, as I said, piled knowledge
upon kunowledge, deriving from it no benefit.
But it is never too late to mend, my dear
fellows. I have made a mistake, but I will
endeavour to rectify it. For why, if our minds
<re mnot henefited by their exercise, were
bodies given us?”

Manmners flung the troublesome
npon the HAoor.

“«I'Hl tell you why!” he roared, more with
ferocity than philesophy. “ Bodies were made
to he bumped when a gilly ass drives a fellow
crazy with his s=illy jaw! Collar him "

We promptly collared the uninteresting
subject of that mental revolution.

Bump!

“Ow! My dear Yarooh !™

Skimmy was rolled into the passage, and
the door slammed upon him.

After that we returned to help Manmers
with the obstinate hoot.

The door reopencd.

“ My dear fellows!”

Skimmy's tone was one of mild repreach,
but not of anger,

« Back again?” we roared.

« The discuseion,” said Skimmy, in surprise,
¢« was not concluded. 1 had approached my
point, but not yet made it clear. What 1
came to ask I had not asked.”

« Ring off, you imbecile! What is it you
wank 7 '

oot down

« For the improvement of the mind badily 1

By TOM MERRY.

exercise must he taken as well as mental.
In short, I must apply myseif to sports. 1
intend to hegin at once to play the ganie
of football.”

“ fn the middle of summer?” 1 howled.

Skimmy looked at me vaguely.

« Foothall is vour winter game? Then am
I right in taking your gummer game to he—
er—marhles?”

“ M-m-marhles?*

4Tt is not? There is a summer game, 1
remember,” aaid Skiminy reflectively,
weoaperally known o as tipple-' ums-tiptails.

That would zcarcely be the recognised gamne
here, however, owing Lo the anrelinhility of
the weather, which renders the grass tco
often moist.” '

“The summer game at 8t. Jim's,” I said
quietly and deliberately, “is ericket., It 1s &

with bats and
number o1

game played in the open air
a hall, and—and played by @
cricketers. Got that?”

Skimmy sgmiled upon me pleazantly.

“1 perfectly remember seeing the game in
progress, now that you mention it, my dear
Merry. Each player, I judge from observa-
tion. stands in every other players way;:
and every player instructs an a ver) Joud voeice
every other player im how to stop the ball—
evervone allowing it to roil past himi, 1
have watehed and heard you from the opén
window, my dear fellows.”

I couldn't help regarding Skimumy sils-
piciously. These apparently simpie chaps are
sarcastic at times,

“«You want a trial, Skimmy 27 1 said a litcle
eruffly. " Well, there's a committes meeting
in this study this evening—-"

“ Ah! Committee meetings!

I have heard

those in progress as 1 have passed the study.

Alt the members make several remarks in
unison, and by mutual understanding every
remark must contain the word ‘ cricket.” ™

This wasn't very tactful of Skimmy, and
he found hiz ears gripped and pulled.

“Ow! My dear fellows! I thought——"

“ You shouldn't think!”

Skimpole shook his head sadly, and rubhLed
his ears ruefully.

“Np. I am alfraid few prosper in this in-
comprehensible world by saying what they
genuinely think.”

«Less of your philosophiral rot!® 1
growled, “Will you come down to the nets
with us now and see how you shape?”

“Certainly 17

‘ot any pads??

“ (lertainly—er—that iz, I have zeveral
Eh}tting-paflﬂ. If ihosé are what you refer
Q¥w

« Blotting-pade !™ I roared.
you didn't suggest hair-pads!
glovest™

“Only—only a pair of kid gloves,” said
Skimpole doubtiully. ~“But 1 am afraid they
are very much worn at the tips.”

“You're hopeless!® [ groaned.

We got him rigged out at last, and yanked
him along to the nets,

« Shall I play geal to begin with?” he sug-
gested.

W (Goal? At ericket?”

4« RBot the netg—"

“ Look here!” I said, “You stand there in
front of that wicket. When Manners trundles
the ball along knock it somewhere—anywhere
t-u*hegin with. If it hits the wicket youre
out !

Skimmy seemed 1o get a glimmering of
{hings. We put pads upon his sparrow legs.
He looked at the wicket, then at the k¥,
hlinked over his goggles at Manners, anid was
ready.

Manners sent down the hall, but it wasn't
quite straight. Skimmny regarded it curiously
az it passed the wicket. Then, thinking that
something had better he done, he swiped at
the stumps and uprooted them,

el —

I1.

OU know, thiz is a measly state of
things!” I said dismally that evetl-
ing. +“I like a chap to take an
interest in a4 healthy game, hbut—

but, Skimmy, you know, he—1 think he's

more at home with Professor Balmyerumpet !”

“«You mean,” =aid Monty shortly, “he
wants choking off.”

1 langhed. .

«T don't want to hurt his feelings, He's a
well-meaning old ass, But—but we must
devise ways and means, as others before us
have done.”

The ways and means will now tramspire.

“It's a wonder
Got  any

b

The meeting resulted In Skimmy's being
chosen for the next Form match—with the
Third. It might mean a match thrown away.
But what of that? Am't we wasting every-
thing now just to teach the Huns to think
sensibly? Not that Skimmy s & Humn

But to ¢ut the cackle. He marched on to
the field with ns, I won't relate the extra-
ordinary binnders he made In the teld. Buf
when our turn to hat came round he was sent
in last man.

Wally D'Arcy, preparing to how! against
him, looked very determined and husinesslike,
but scarcely orthodox. For. ‘nstead of one
ball he earried half a dozen!

w Ready, Skimmy " he roared,

Skimmy blinked dubiously down the pitch
at the numercus missiles,

W1 am gnite prepared, D7 Arey minor,”

“ Tere goes, thenl”

And Wally began. Searvcely had the firsh
hall left his hand when another followed it,
Then another, and another, and another |

The way Skimmy hopped about Lhat wicket
was great. He scemed to he performing &n
exaggerated war-dance.

Rut the last ball I'Arcy minor =ent down
very  slowly. Skimmy blinked at it, aud
wiped.

It didn't go very far, butb an enthusiaslic
howl arcse from all of ug:

¢« Run, man! Run, SKimmy—Tun &u

Skimmy ran desperately. When he reached
the other wicket he was met with gnother
howl ;

“ finn, man! Dack again!

Back ran Skimmy.

e kept it up for quite a time.

Bun for it '™

Every time

he reached an end he was greeted with thie
yelling chorus:

“Bun! Run! Run!”

He eollapsed at last, puffing and panting.

wOw! COooh! 1—I am exhausted! Oh,
dear! Phew!™

4till into his car was dinned the word:

* Run!®

Up he staggered, did about half the pitch,
and collapsed entirely.

wOh. Skimmy 1" L groaned. © Another run,
and the matelh would have heen saved—per-
haps! Time for tea in Hall now. Come on!”

We yanked him to his feet, and helped him
towards the School House,

o After tea,” I remarked, “we're going 1o

sut in an edd half-hour at tennis, You're
down to play, Skimpole!” |
“ My-——my dear Merry! I [feel scarcely
capahble " .
« Von need lots of hodily exercise yet,” 1
adviged, “to atone for the—tihe abnormal

development of your brain.”

“ Quite so!" panted Skimpole eagerly, =1
— 7T feel that I really require it.” '

Four iz the usual mumniber of players in a
game of temnmis. In this particular game
t.-h;fﬂ-_* were a dozen of us oa each side of the
net.

Bach player was armed with a racquet-—
some hacd Lwo!l
geveral halls were in use.

The game began. The hewildered Skimmy
aaw all the balle in the air at once, and saw
them all make for him—not only the bits of
rubiber, but the racquets!

Bif! Thud! Whack!

A lively rat-tat commenced upoi Skimmy’'s
head, and kept up guite admirably.

Skimmy ducked and roared.

“Yaroooh! My dear fellows—yoop!—1 ain
heing hurt! You are apparently unaware—
yow !—that your racquets are descending
upon my head! Oh, dear!”

Yome of the fellows on the other side of
the barrier reached over to get in their
whaek.

W & * * ® X ¥

The next day 1 looked in at Skimmy's study
on my way down to practice. One glance
qseured me T was faced with the Skimpole
of old, huried among his volumes.

« (oming to put in a little more practice
at the nets, Bkimmy?"

SQkimpole rubbed his chin,
his hony forehead, then rubhbed his chin again.

« Knowledge,” he ohszerved, with his cus-
tomary blink, “is like—not the German
Army—but the encoming tide. It advances
some distance, recedes a little, and then
advances farther than ever, I have receded
q little recently, my dear Merry, hut 1 am now
triumphantly advancing with more gigantic
strides than ever!”

And therewith Skimmy lost himself again
in the pages of Balmycrumpet!

THE ENBe

then caressetl

Ag in the cricket mateh,
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doubt there are many readers to

) :
whom even the name of Mizs Rozalie
Locke will be unfamiliar.

IBBut  there are others who will
remermber s her vividly,” for she was a pro-
minent figure in one of the hest stories which
ever appeared  in othe MAGNET—" Wingale's
Chum.” There was anolher story concerning
ber—= The Prisoner of the Priory.” Since then
wie have heand little about her: bhut this is
natural enough,  The Head's family do not
ceme much into the stories hecause they do
not come very much into the lives of the
rellows who play the chief parts in these
stories. It is only once in a way that Kindly
Mrs. Loeks or the child Molly eross their
paths; and Molly's elder sister, Migs Hoealie,
is not now at Greyfriars,

It was ghe who was-Wingate's chum, thongh
at the time no one was aware that the charm-

mg circus girl, on whom Goeorge Wingate
wias sl to be s=poony, was the danghler

whom Dr, and Mrs, Locke had thought lost
to them for ever.

The puth through life of the Head of Grey-
friars has been no smooth or easy one. Better
times have come for him now, though Sir
Hilton Iopper is still something of a thorn
i his side. But the crusty old baronet is a
sl trounle compared with the load of debt
that wéighed down Dr Locke in past years,
the worry of his scapegrace nephew, who
made good after all, amd the cloud of siadneas
which the loss of Rosalie cast upon the Head
and his wife alike.

Years before Dr, Locke had ineurred the
enmity of a scoundrel named Felix Lasalle.
By this man Rosalic was kidnapped when
she was still so young that her parcuts soon
hecame to her no more than a dim.memory
at most.  Lasalle posed as her father, hut
he did not behave like a father to her,

hrought up to the life of the sawdust ring,
Wingate met bher down in Devonshire, and
stoodd between her and the  brutality "of
Lasalle, He aud the girl hecame great friends,
But there was no question of love-making
between them.

Then the eirens eame to Friardale, and
Dr. Loc¢ke met Lasalle in the lane, and the
villain told him that his danghter had died
long ago. It is possible that wuntil then the
good old Head had never realized that bhoth
he and his wife had still eherished bopes that
one day she might he recovered. They did
not talk ahent it the subject was too painfal
for that, Buot each remembered and hoped,
Lasalle’s lie brousht them a new sadness,
« But, through Wingate, it was proved a lie,
amd the girl was restored to her parents,

whs travelling with a circus, and Rosie was

There was trouble for Wingate before that
happened.  Loder and Carne and lonides
plotted to get him into hot water with the

Head. Loder, pretending pure zeal for ihe
good name of Greyfriars, reported 1o Dr,

Locke that the skipper of the school “had
formed a disgraceful connection with some
fow riff-rafft at a cireus, and was following a
wom:an performer.” Furthermore, that Loder
himself had caught Wingate in “a viblent
guarrcl with two rullians, associates of the

woman—a  drunken quarrel concerning the
woman.”  There. was just that tincture of
truth in this which makes a lie so dangerons.
Nine-tenths of the story was false: but it
wits true that there had been 4 row hetween
Wingate and two cireus ronghs, who had heen
et upon him by Lasalle;. and it was true
that the girl was at the bottom of the row.

Pr. Locke zent for Wingate, and told him
that he must promize never Lo =ee the ecirens
woman again. But for his elean record, the
Head said, he would have heen expelled for
his folly amd wrong-doing, Ope cannot hlame
the Head, On the face of it, even without
Loder's lieg, backed up by Carne, the affair
was o disgraceful seandal.  Yet in reality
there was nothing in it which touched Win-
gate's Lonmour; rather was it to his great
credit, There was real chivalry in his deal-
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For Next Monday :
: “SMITHY’S SCHEME ! »
By Frank Richards,

I referred last week to a new =eties of
stories in which Tom Redwing plays a pro-
minent part. - The fine yarn which will appear
next week 13 the lirst of these.

Mogt of you are keen on Redwing, T know,
The gtories in which he figures are generally
of a graver cast than the majority : but this
(13 nothing against them. It is good, onee in
o way, Lo read a yarn which tells of Coker
making some new kind of ass of himself, or
to zee Billy Bunter on the track of grub, or
to share In jmagination in some jape upon
tha Fourth, Bnt we =hould get tired of such
themes as these if we never had-a change
from them, 1 am snre.

To my mind, the Redwing stories are gome
of the finest and most dramatic that Mr.
Pichards has ever written., Redwinge himself
s & very sympathetic figure, with his pluck
and his modesty and his sterling honesty.
But T need not say muech abont him, as a
character sketeh of him appeared in the Girey -
friars Gallery only a few weeks ngo. :
. More might be said about Vernon-Smith,
who is the olher principal figure in the series.
But you all know the Bounder. Perhaps vou

N L =

fuite  understand  him; Lt

eannot always
then, be cannol alwavs quite understand him-
selt. His nature is a mixeld and tortuons one,
and  the defects of his early training-or,

rather, want of training—have left their
marks upon him. He will still do things that
fellows.. like - Marry Wharton and  Frank
Nugent would think “not. quite the cheese.™
No one at Greyfriars has a higher standard
of conduet than Tom Redwing : and the great
story which appears next Monday tells how
hiz notions and Smithy's elash.  Later, Yol
will learn what comes of that cluzhing,

. | i B el

ABOUT THE “ MAGNET.”’

Now that that fine serial, “The Brown
Torrent,” has finished, 1 am pgiving the
“ Extracts from the * Greviriars Herald " and
"Tom Merry's Weekly ' another turn in the
back pages. T think thiz will =uit the tastes
of most of my readers: but T should he glad to
have their views on the subject., What would
yvou like—these short stories, or another
adventure serial, or a school serial? <T ecan-
not promise to carry out the wishes of any
ane correspondent, but if 1 can get n sufficient
vote for any one of the -suggested' featnres
to indicate that it would he generally popular,
it wounld serve as.some guidancé to me Tor
the immediate future,

ABOUT THE *“ GEM.*
Do you all read our companion paper?
not, why not ¢
There used to be a famons brand of pickles

Ii

“Bradford,

Ings_with the girl.. He eared for her, indeed,
but as a chumn, not as a sweetheart; and he.
had only sought to protect and comfort her.

He would not promise. ~ Whatever hap-
pened,” he could not desert the girl who
needed him so sorely. -He hud tried to make
the Head understand that liosie was not the
scheming adventuress of Loder's lving yarn,
but a young and innocent girl; but he could
not prevail.  He was seéntenced to expulsion
for his supposed wrong-doing and his un-
doubted contumacy, .

Then Harry Wharton took a hand. Harry
knew something of the story ; he knew Rosalie A
and “he was ecertain that if Dr, Locke eould
only see her he would realise the true state
of affairs. So he went to ber; and Mademoi
selle  Rosina from the ecircus, taking her
courage in hoth hands, appeared before the
Hewd of Greyfriars—and was discovered to he
his long-lost daughter!

Lasalle, who bhad had the audacity to
attempt to eluim her, even after =she was
umder her father's roof, was chneked out by
the Greyfriars fellows, and retreated. But
he had not played his last card. Some little
time later he reappeared in the neighbour-
hood, and was recognised by Wharton. Harry
seented trouble s and the trouble came, surely
enongh,

_Again Miss Rosalie was abdueted, Signor
Bengson, the proprietor of the circus, aiding
Lasalle in the crime. They hid her in the
ald Priory.

_ dearch was made for her, of course. There
15 no need to dwell upon the agony of hér
father and mother, the anxiety of her chum,
George Wingate, the commotion into which
the whole school was thrown by this new turn
of eyents.

Wingate tramped far and wide, seeking
vainly for u clue, coming home dog-tired to
rest for a little while; and then to g0 out
agam.  Alonzo Todd coneeived the absurd idea
that Miss Rosie was in a box in Monsieur
Charpentier's study, Lasalle was arrested,
bhut ztill Miss Rosie could not be round, for
the rascal would tell nothing. !

In the event, it was the Famous Five, out

tor a picnic with Marjorie Hazeidene and
Clara  Trevlyn, - who found the Head's
daughter. They had also done their hest in
the search; but the search had now. been
given up, and they had turned to the ordinary
way of life, Thus they owed it to chance
that it was they who eame upon Miss Rosie
In her prison in the Priory, though she amd -
the Head and Mrs. Locke were none the less
grateful to them because the discovery was
accidental.  They had done their hest, any-
WiY. '
Tho:e¢ two storics are all we have from
which to form our estimate of Miss Rosalie
Locke. RBut they are enough to show her as
i girl of real charm and strong character,
The years of circus life had not coarsened or
hirdened her: the imprisonment in the Priory,
Lthough it was a terrible experience, failed to
hreak her spirit, and in o few days she was
as bright and happy as ever,

and another of sauce, put up by the same
firm, and vory largely advertised. They may
still e on sale for anything 1 know: hut,
though T remember the advertizements well
in the davs of my hoyhood, ileis a long time
sinece T osaw one of them anywhere,  “ Nahob
Pickles ™ and “Nabob Sance " they were, and
the advertisemeonts had a tdoggerel verse which
raa somewhat as follows :

“1r yon like the pickles, prithee try the sance:
IT one the- palate tickles, the other will, of
eourse,”

It did not really follow, though I SUppOse
most people who care about pickles also like
sauce.  Buf I think it might be applied to
our two pupers. If you like the MAGNET, yon
would he sure fo like the “Gem.” In fact,
I can’t understand how any of you who sare

keen on ope of them can do without the
nther!

NOTICES.
Clubs, Etc.

(i. Parish, 10, Sunny Avenune, Common End
South Elmsall, Yorks, wantz memhers foi
* Boys' Own " Correspondence Cluh,

A. Priestly, 88," Ireton Strect. Princeville
wants the * Surrey  Advertiser,”

November 18th. Will some reader obligy?
1/- offered.

. 3rd NEW BRIGHTON CADETS want
RECRUITS—age” 14-181. Apply Harrison

Drive, Grove Pavilion, Tuesdays and Thurs.
(ays, at §. :
YOUR EDITOL.
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