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THE FIRST CHAFPTER,

A Chance for a Rogue !

AROLD SKINNER tapped at the
door of Study Neo. 1 in the Re-
move and looked in.

Wharton and Nugeni were at
work at their prep at the study table, and
they glanced up as the door opened,

Harry Wharton dropped his eyes to lns
work again as he saw that the caller was
Skinner. DBuat Nugent, who was perhaps
a little more urbane than his study-mate
tewards fellows he did not lLike, gave
Skinner a nod,

“Hallo '™ he.zaid.

“1 supposc I can come in?” grunted
SRImner. '

“Oh, ves, if you Like!”

Skinner came i, _

“Busy 7" he asked, with a glance at
Wharton, who had resumed his work.

“Well, yes. You ought to be bhusy,
oo, nugi:tn’t- you?” sard Nugent,

*“ Ch, never mind prep!” said Skinner.
“1 looked in to speak to you fellows
about the Lantham match.”

Frank Nugent glanced at his study-
mate, but Wharton went quietly on with
hia work. Apparently he had no time to
vaste 1 talking {football with Skinner.
Which was really not unnatural, for
Skimner's interest in footer seldam went
bevand moking bets on the result of a
wateh. DBut the geod-natored Nugent
rote to his feet, prepared to sacrifice a
frw minutes for the sake of politeness.

“Well 7" said Frank,

“Lanthanm are coming over hers an
Batwrday,” said Skinner, “1 hear that

you fellows arc not expecting it to be an

exsy mateh.™

“Pretty tough, T think,” said Nugent,
“They're an- older team, vou know.
Ilut we hope to beat them.”

“Oh, of course! The team’s settled
aircady, I suppose?”

Agan Nugent glanced at his study-
mate, It was for Wharton, the captam
of the Remove, to answer that question.
But Wharten did not seem to have heard
1E.

“1 don't know abont wmettled ™ said
Nugent, answering, as Wharton did rot
speak.  *Of eoursa, best mon will go
in as it's a tough mateh. Wharton,
Johnuy Bull, Bob Cherry, 8quiff, Tom
Brown, Smithy, Mark Linley—thev're all
certs. I don’t know abont the rest.”

“A good team, anyway 1"

“(Oh, yes!”

Skirmer looked thonshtfol, and Nueent
locked eorprizced and & little armused.
Skinner’s sudden interest in a Remove
football fixture rather perplexed him.

“Speaking impartially, would you say
the Remove had an equal chance?”
asked Skinner,

“Well, I don't know. We hope to boat
them. ~But as they’re an older team and
n good lot, I dare say mnvbody outside
Greyfrinrs.-would think they were bocked
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_the door, Skinner!™ >

HIGHCLIFFE.

By

FRANK RICHARDS.

to win. We're playing on our ground,
though, and that's to the good.”

“I've just been over at Higheliffe, ™
remarked Skinner. * Ponsonhy was talk
ing about the match. He thinks lan
tham will beat yon hollow.”

* He's welcome to his opinion.” _

Skinner was silent again for a moment
or twa, and Frank looked at his inter-
rupted work. But there was evidently
sorething. on the mind of the black
sheep of the Remove and he had not
finished vet. Nugent waited.

“Happose vou were a betting chap,
Nugent——"" bezan Skinner.

“I'm not.”

“1 know vou're not; but suppose you
were, would vou lay vour money on the
Remove 77 _

“ Blessed if I know !
of #.”

“* Suppose somebody offered two to one
an Lantham—only suppese, of course; 1
know vou don’t bet—but, putting it like
that, would you think 1t good business to
lay one quid on Greyfriars against two on
Lanthan %"

“ I suppose 1 should,” answered Frank.
“1 dare say an impartial judge wounld
think Lantham had the -best of

Haven't thought

winning; but hardly a two to ‘ome}

chanee,

“ All
themn 77 . .

“Of courss. In fact, we very likely
shall beat them. It's an uncertain game,
vori know, and all our best men are at
the top of their form just now.”

Skinner nodded stowly. :

“It's net good enough,” he remarked.

Nugent gave him a quick lock. The]
thanght came into his uwnswuspicious mind
at last which had entered Wharton's mind
at once.

“Pash it all, Skismer !” he exclaimed
hotlv. * Do vou mean to say von've beon
betting al Highcliffe on the match, and
you've eome here on that account 7™

Harry Wharton looked up at that with
a frowning brow,

“Couldn’t yon ece that to start with,
Frank, vou ass?" he said. “ What does

the same, you haope to beat

¥
!

Skinner care aboat football, cxcepting |k

for his rotten hets "
“Well, T thmk it 45 like his eheek to
conre here and tell us about ! There's

And Nuagent sat down again.

Skinner's thin lip curled,
"He hael gained the information he
wanted, and that was enough for him.

“Barry I'" he maid. “1 know-it’a awful
of me to contaminate the high moral at-
masphere of this study.  8till, it may
comfort vou to know that T haven’t been
making bets on the watch. Pensonby’s
offered two to one on Lantham; but 1

wanted to make sure befare 1 took
on. 1Tpen the whole, T don’t think I’
shall back the Remove te win. Not good
enough, even at two te one.”

“ Hallo. hallo, hallo! Have T drepped

into Tattersali's by mistake " asked Bob
Cherry’s voice at the door.

Bob glanced into the study in surprise.
A digcussion of the odds ‘on a footor
match was dectdedly unusual in Study
Ne. 1. ]

“Only
Whartan,

“Letter for yon, Franky,” said Bob,
tnﬂ-ﬂmﬁ an envelope on the table. “1I

7

thow T'd bring it up.”
“ﬁmnksl” 2 =

Skinner's rot!”  growled

"As I happened to notice that the post-
mark's Lanthan, I'll wait and see
whether there’s any news,” said Bob.
“May be something about the match.”

“It's Bimp=son’s fist,”" =aid Frank
taking up the letter. “He's their sec. i
hope there's nothing wrong. It's a bit

late to fix up anything else for Saturday
if they don’t come over.”

Harold Skinner was meving to_the
doar. '

JHe etepped ont of the stody, but he
did 1ot elose the door, and he did not
walk away.

The chums of the Remeove did not heed

him, ;

It mattered nothing to thém whethor
Skinner heard what was said in ‘the
stady, and they did not even think for a
moment that he was lingering outside the

daoor.

Frank Nugent opened the letter, and
glanced over the contents,

“Too bad!" he exclaimed.

“Anything up?” asked Wharton.
. “Yes. SBimpson says there’s no end of
fw in Lantham, and a lot of the team
are down with it. They're sending an
eleven over all the same on Saturday
thongh,” said Frank. “They're mnot
going to scrateh. A team of sorts,
El:xépﬁnn gays. It won't be much of o
mateh, ™

“ Hard chdese !" eaid Bob Cherty sym.

‘pathetieally,

Outsido the study Harold Bkinner drew

a_deepy deep breath. THis eyes were
glittering. -

He trod away softly on tiptoe.

“0Ob, what luck!"” he murmured to

traself, * “What rippin’ luck ! Straight
from the horse’s mouth. ¥t’s the chance
of a lifetime !

And when he was in his own
Skinner chuckled aloud.  His study-
mates, Snoop and Stott, were at .
and they Inuﬁnd up as Skinner chu A
" What’s the joke1” asked Snoop.
“What are you cackling at?” asked

Stott,
“Was I
“"Yes, you ware,”
“0Oh, nothingt” Skinner chuekled

agemn as he spoke. “I say, can yvou fel-
lows lend me any tin? I've got a good
%l:rﬁt on, and I simply muﬁtﬁm_m some
" Threepence any good!” asked Stott,
Ih a grin, w :

“Oh, rats!” said Bkinner erossly.

W



Every Monday.

“I ean put three-ha'pence to it 1" suc.
gosted Bnoop. '

*“Br-r-rr!™

skinner gat down to the table, and took
his books; but he pushed them .aside
again, He could not put hiz mind into
prep.

Even the fear of Mr. Queleh's acid
tongno in the merning could not spur him
on to work just then,

Heo rose from the table at last, and
moved restlessly about the study.

What he had heard in Study No. 1
haunted his mind, It was the chance of
a lifetime for an unscrupulous fellow like
Skinnor,

But, as was often the caze with the
sportive Skinner, he was short of money.

It would be a sheer waste, a erving
shame, to put nothing better than a half-
quid on a chance like that. It was worth
a fiver at least, and there was really no
risk. Unfortunatelv, there was also no
fiver.

“Look Sunop

here,””  exclaimed

irritably, “how’s a fellow to work with |

you buzzing about the study like a wasp 7
Can’t you t:f-.ep stifl ¥’

“Hang work!” pgrowled S8kinner,
“Chuck that rot for a bit,” you chaps.
I'm on to a good thing, and we've got to
raise the tin.”

. “T know vour good things, " =aid Srott.
“The last good thing vou told me of
cleared me out of cash for a fortnight.”

“It's no geegees this time.”

*What s it, then?"

* Foothall,” _

“Backin® the Remove on Saturday?
They. can't win—it's like their cheek to
take on Lantham Ramblers at all."

*And if vou're thinking of backing
Lantham, it's N.G.," asid Spoop. * You
won't get any takers.” _

“Ponsonby's offered two toa one on
Lantham,” said Skinner .

“Anybody would who
form."

“ But "—5kinner sank his voice to a
whisper—“ suppose I'd got information
that Lantham couldn't possibly win "

i Rut !"I‘

“ Straight from the horse’s month !
satd Skinnor, his evea glistening, * You
sce what a chance it 1s. We've got to
raise all the tin we can, and we'll go into
it together—before Ponsonby knowa,”

“My hat! But are you sure?"

“Dead sure. And Pon thinks
Lantham’s a cert, and so it would be but
for what I've found out. He hLasn’t
hoard yet—it's not an hour since he
offered me the odds.
before he knows——"

* Phew !

“Once we get the money put up Pon

knew their

can't cry off, even if he gots to know the |

facts. Think of it! Pon’s got plenty of
tin!” Skinners voice was almost husky
with the eagerneas of the gambler.
*Think of it! You fellows, we've got to
put our heads together and raise the
wind—beg, borrow, or ateal —and plank
down a fiver—a tenner if we can i
“DBut is it certain "

Skinner explained, and Sncop and'!

Btott listened with eager ears,
forgotten in Study No. 11,
voung rascals were chaneing it with Mr,
Guelch in the morning, wﬁ:ﬂg thev dis-
cussed their scheme for over-reaching
their dear friend, Ceacil Ponzonby, of
Higheliffe Sechool. R

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Raising the Wind !

ABRRY WHARTON looked rather
sharply at Skinner when the
BEemove came out of the
dining-room the next dav.

Prep waa
The thres

[ SRR Sy

H

As a rule the captain of the Remaove |

did not take much note of Skicner: ha

ar.

If we book the bets L

e

e

|

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

did mnot like him or his ways, and
certainly never cultivated his society.

But just now Skinner had drawn his
attention.

There had been a regular campaign of
raaing the wind in the Remove that
morning and the previous evening.

Skinner, Spoop, and Stott, the three
blackest sheep of the Remove, seemed to
have been smitten all at once with =&
severe attack of hard-upness.

All three of them had been going up
ang down and to and fro in  the
Hetove seeking to raise funds.

I'here was hardly a fellow in the Form
Bunter being tackled -though unsuccess-
they had not tried to borrow of, even
fully.

And that was not all. Fisher T, Fish,
the merchant of the Remove, who was
always prelnamd to buy anything for half
1its value, had been doing quite a brisk
business with the trip. They had scld

buts and fishing-rods and other things to |

Fishy, and some articles to other fellows
who wera not such keen bargainers.

In fact, the affair was already growing
a joke in the Form, and there geemed an
actual famine in cash in Study No, 11,

Skinner met Harry Wharton’s glance
a3 they came out after dinner, and smiled
shightly, He came towards the captamn
of the Remove as Wharton was going
out into the quad.

gl | uu{lpu‘mﬂ—w—-" lia began.

“Well 7" said Harry drily.

“I happen to be rather hard up,” re-
tnarked gkinner.

“I think all the Form knows that by
thus time !

“You've noticed it? Well, it's rather
kind of you to take an intercst in me like

this," snid Skinner, smiling., *‘I suppose
vou couldn't lend a hand *™

“ What do you want?"

“A  sovereign, till Mounday,” said

Skinner.

Harry Wharton paused, and looked
straight at him. Skinner met his gaze
with the same lurking smile. Stott and
Snoop were looking on, almost awed by
Skinner's cheek., Harry Wharton was
the last fellow they would have thought
of trying to extract a loan from, with
such an object as they had in view.

*1 think this is pretty cool, Skinner,"
said the captain of the Remove plainly.
* But if you're in a fix, I could do as you
ask."

“*You're
amiably.

““But as I happen to know the kind of
fellow you are, I can’t help thinking that
vou want money for some of your betting
rot,” said Harry, *“If vou're trying to
ratse money to back a horge—as vou've
done before——-"

“Not at all!”

“0Or to make bets on footbhall !™ said
Wharton sternly,

“My dear chap "

“Then it 1sn’t that?”

“INot at all,” said Skinner smoothly,
“The fact is, I've run up an account at
[Inele Clegg's, and he's dunning me for
it. Bnoop and Stott are helping me out,
E%F_Pricks. But I can’t quite meet the

ill.

Wharton compressed his lips.

“Do you expect me to swallow that,
Skinner 7 he asked. “Uncle Clegg
wouldn't let you up a hbill for
pounds."” :

“Well, he lat it run, vou eee.”

“Yery well! I can't quite swallow
that, Skinner—excuse moa! But I’ tell
vou what Tl do. Show me Unecle
Clegg's bill and I'll stand you a quid to-
wards paying it, if it's a bill for pounds.™

““Ahem ! Thaven't a bill—it's just the
account "

. Clegg would give you a bill if you
asked for it--that 1s, if you owe him the
money,’” said Harry.

80 good!” said Skinner

un

G A e

| it certainly looked as

-

fhree-halfpence.

Skinner smiled. again.

“My dear man, if you daon't take my
word, 1 certainly shouldn't take your
money ! he answered. * Do you usually
put a fellow through a catechism when he
wants to borrow of you v’

“Not a fellow whose word I can take,”
said Wharton bluntly. “The fact is,
Skinner, you're pulling my leg, and so
plainly that it ‘wouldn't take in a baby.
You want the money for some of your
shady games.”

“That shows how perspicacious a chap
gets whlien he leads a really good life,”
answered Skinner imperturbably. “Yon
are quite bright, in fact. Really, a
shining light, old scout!”

Harry Wharton walked away without
answering that.

Skinner grinned as he joined his
chums. He had not had much expecta-
tion of touching Wharton for a loan; but
it would have been very amusing to
borrow Wharton's money, considering
what it was for, ) '

“ Nothing doing " asked Snoop, with
a grin,

Skinner shook his head.

““No; his Magnificence had his doubta.
He thinks I'm trying to raise money to
gamble with. Shocking, ain’t it "

*“IIa, ha, ha!l”

“Let's see what we've got,” =sand
Skinner, “Come under tho trees. 1've
got to bike over to Higheliffe befo:e
lessons.  Mustn’t* leave 1t too late. or
Fonsonby may get wind of the Lantham
bizney."”

On a bench under the old elms the
three young rascals pooled their resources
in a cap, and counted them over.

The borrowing campaign had panned
out very well

The trio were indebted on all sides in
their Form ; but that, as Harold Skinner
remarked, did not matter very mueh, us
thia time it was an absolutely dead cert.

. Thoy had parted with some things they

wanted to keep, too: but re-purchasze
would be easy, after they had swindled
their dear friend Pon.

* Five unds - five-and-six gaid
Skinner, when the counting was finished.
“ A nice little sum, my infants, We can
put a fiver on Greviriars for Saturday's
match : and by the same token, Pon will
have to put up a tenner. He'll jump at
the chance.” !

“If ho doesn’t-zmell a mouse!” re-
marked Stott. _

“ Why should he? Last evening he was
badgering me to back the Remove—he
asked me where my giddy triotism
was. Well, I"ve decided to take him at
his word, that's all—backing my own
school, as a patriotic fellow ought to do.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"'

mkinner slipped the money into his
pocket, angd went for his bicvele. Ha
rode awayv cheerily for Higheliffe School
at a good speed. :

Snoop and Stott strolled down to
Little Bide, where Harry Wharton & Co,
were snatching some football practice:
before lessona.

Bunter of the Remove was at practice
with the rest, showing form that never
ceased to surptise the Removites,

Snoop and Stott looked on for some
minutes with considerable satisfaction,
As a rule they were little interested in
Remove football, but now iHey were
zlad to see that Harry Wharton's men
were in great form,

There was not much doubt how the
FLantham match would go, and the
rascals of the Remove rejoiced at the
prospect. More than once the astute
Pounsonby had done them; bpt this time
; if
Highcliffe would be done—hrown,

THE MaGKET Lisrany.—No. 576,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Spoiling the Egyptians !
ONSONBY & CO. were lounging
P idly in the uadmnﬁle of High-

- cliffe when they sighted Skinner

' at the gates. Skinner left his
machine at the porter’'s lodge, and came
tewards them.

“Quite an unexpected pleasure, dear
boy,” remarked Ponsonby. “Have you
ihought better of the offer 1 made yes
terday ¢ ‘

“Well, T don’t know about that,” said
Skinner cautiously. “I've certainly
been thinking about the matter, end I
want to speaﬁ to you, Come up to the
study,”

* Right-ho 1" . :

Ponsouby, Gadsbhy, and Monson minor
went into the hounse with Skinner, and
they proceeded to Pon’s study. v

Courtenay, the captain of the High-
clife Fourth, was standing by the
window in the Fourth Form passage
chatting with De Courcy. He did not

lnok at the nuts of Higheliffe; but
the Caterpillar gave them rather a
droll look us they passed. He knew

what it generally meant when Skinner of
Grevfriars called on Ponsonby & Co,

“Shockin’!” murmmred the Cater-
pillar, asz the four juniors disappeared
imto Pounsonby's study.

Courtenay raised his eyebrows, ;

“1 don't quite follow you,” he said.
“What is there shocking about fixing
tp a match with the Fifth?"

“Ahem! I wasn't alludin' to that,
dear bov.” :

“ That'sywhat we were speaking ofl."

“Hm! Quite so. Let’'s go on
speakin' of it, old nut,” said the Cater-
pillar cheerily, “Now, as you were
sayin'——" .

Courtenay smiled, and went on with
hia subject, the Caterpillar listening with
ani air of rapt attention, which was possi-
hly more due to friendship than to keen
interest in the winter game. _

Meanwhile, Ponsonby & Co. were in
their study, and the elegaut Pon opened
a box of cigarettes and pushed it towards
skiner,

“Light up, old chap!”

“Thanks 1"

Skinner hghied up.

The three nuts
curiously,

Pounszonby, who would have made bets
on anything, from a football-inatch to a
funcral, had been very keen to banter
Skinner into laying money on the
Lantham maich, }EIE hadn’t the slightest
doubt that Lantham Ramblers would
walk ofer the Greyfriars Remove, and
he was willing to back hizs certainty with
the odds of two to one.

But Bkinner was a shy bird, as it hap-
pened. Ie did not feel sure of his
rround to take Pon’s offer till he had
obtained that important information in
Study No. 1. Now he was keen to lay
against Lantham; but he realised the
importanece of not allowing Pon & Co. to
suspect the reason.

I1e sat down, and blew out a little
cloud of smoke in quite a doggish
manner. Ponsonby’s study was nothing
if not dogwish., 'The three nuts were
smoking, too.

“TI’'ve been thinking over vour offer,”
:aid SBkimner at Iast. "1 don’t see that
Lantham heve a two to one chance.”

“ All the more reason why you shonld
back your school, dear boy.”

“They're an older team, certainly—
bigger, too. But the Remove have
some jolly good men,” ;

“Quite so,” agreed Gadsby. ““The

him  raiher

eved

fact 18, Pon 18 givin’ money away ‘in

Jue Magxer LIBRART.-—No, 576.

to suggest it.

backit® Lantham twa to one,
don't you take him ont"

“Well, 'm not a suspicious chap,”
began Skinner, looking at them over his
cigarette, -

“Not at all, old scout.”

“But the fact is,” said Skinper, “I'd
like to know why Pon is offering two
to one. I want to know whether he's
got any special information.”

“My dear man, nothin’ of the kind,”
said Ponsonby at once., “I've seen
Lantham play, and I've seen the Remove
play, and I think Lantahm will walk all
over Qreyfriars. I'm ready to back my
opimion, that's all.”

“Well, I've seen the Remove at prac-
tice, and I like their form,” said Skinner,
“ But, look here, Pon, to be gquite frank,
ia there anything special on?t Have
Lantham got a new recruit who's a
terrific corker, or anvthing of that kind?
Anything that makes it a walk-over¥”

“Not that I'm aware of.
seen them at practice,” said Ponsonby,
“In fact, I don’'t know auythin' about
them, exceptin’ their reputatien. On
their reputation, I think they’ll beat
your lot. T think they're certain to,
No good =ayin' T don’t think so when
I'm offerin’ the odds on them. But, as
a Greyfriars fellow, vou might think dif-
ferently ; and, if you do, put your money
on your own team, That’s all there 1s

Why

about 1t." ; ;
“Well, that's all right,” admtted
Skinner. “Mind, I don't sayv I'd lay

even money, Dut, in my opinion, i#'s all
rot to say Lantham have a two to one
chance.”

il I‘ln]
chooge,™

“Same here,” said CGadsby.

“And " here,” remarked Monson.
“Here’s a chance for vou giddy patriot-
1sm, Bkinney.™

“Then T'll take you on,” said Skwner
at last, as if making up hiz mind after
a sort of mental st‘mggfﬂ. 4

“Quide?” asked Ponsonby, his eyes
glittering.

“Anything vou Like.”

“Well, T'd like fivers, if yvou conme to
that,” said Ponsonby, laughing. * But
that's a bit above your weight, isn’t it?"

“I'm not shedding banknotes from the
pores of my .skin, like you,” said
Skinner, with a slicht sneer, “Bat I
can put up a fiver."”

“Done!” said Ponsonby instantly.

He took out a little Russia-leather-
covered book to make an entry.

Skinner smoked on gquietly,

He intended to have the stakes placed
imn reliable hayds ; but he did not close
He knew that the sngges-
tion would come from Ponsonby, who
did not trust him any more than he
trusted Pon.
themselves upon their sporting proclivi-
ties, but they were bad payers when

lasers.

“Two to one on Lantham, Saturday’s
match, in fivers,” said Ponsonby, as if to
make all clear,

Skinner nodded,

“It's a go,” said Ponzonbr. * And
now, what about the stakes? Of course,
I know your word's as ggod as gold,
Skinney—ahem !—still, it sometimes hap-
pens that it's not convenient to pay up,
and that leads to bother. T suppose
yvou're ready to put up your money?”

“]1 don't mind, either way,” wawned
Skinner.  ““Still, as you =ay, it's the
satisfactory  method. Who's stake-
holder?" '

“We'll ask Vavasour., These chaps
are in with me. We're whackin’ out the
bet, you see.”

Skinner smiled.

“Needn't ask Vavasour,” he said.

backm' that opivion, if you|

The yvoung rascals prided

CThinkin® it out, I suggest Stott, of my
Form at Greyfriars.”

Ponsonby coughed., He was as likely to
trust Skinner's chum as stakeholder as
Bkinner was to trust his chum, Meonson
came to the rescue. - :

“Always more satisfactory to get an
outside chap to hold the stakes,” he said,
““An Upper Form fellow, f'rinstance.™

“What about De Courcy?”’ asked
Skinner, “He's a bit of a eard, but as
straight as a string.” *

“1 don't know 1f he would. He's so
thick with Courtenay, whea's down en
anythin’ of this kind. We'll ask him,
if vou like.”

“Tet's ask him,
Skinner,

“ All right; he's just outside.”

Ponsonby put his head out of the
study, and called out to the Caterpillar,
who was still ¢hatting with his chum at

anyway,” said

| the corridor window.
[.haven't

“Will von atep in here a minute,

Caterpillar 7 :
“Certainly, dear boy,” said De
Courey, with alacrity. “Come on,
Franky !
“I'm not wanted, am I?" asked
Courtenny. :

“(fertainly you are. Pon’s study would
contaminate me if I go there without my
guide,  philosopher, aun’ friend,”
arswered De Courcy.

“Look here, you duffer——"

“"(ome on, dear boy 1"

De Courcy took his chum’s arm, and
walked him into the study, rather to the
annovatice of the nuts. S

They were well aware of Courtenay s
opinion of such transactions, and of his
mfluence over his chum,

“Well, what's the row?” asked the
[‘.'a.i'ﬂrliilfa.i‘ urbanely. *¥You want me to
act as refereef ou're guin’ to fight
Bkmnner, Pont"

“ No, of course not!"” snapped Pon.

“Oh! You're goin' to fight Skinner,
Graddy 7 :

“Don't be an asz, Caterpillar, old
chap,” said Ponsonby. * We've got a
wager on, and we want you to hold the
staEes—that'a all 1™ :

- I'rank Courtenay’s brow darkened, but
he did not speak. De Courcy glanced at
his chum, with rather a comical Jook,
and then ke shook his head.

“ Borry, ntlemen, you'll have to
excuse me,” he said. *“Sinee Franky
took me up, an’ plucked me like a merry
brand from the burnin’, I've never
dabbled in such thjngs. I've forgotten
what a bet is. an’ 't know how to
hiold stakes: couldn't do such a thing if T
tried, - Awi'ly sorry! Come on, Franky !
We shall grow reckless an” naughy if we
listen to this!™ o

* You silly ass ! roared Ponsonby.

The Caterpillay looked back in the
doorway. ;

“Borry ! he repeated. “DBut if T may
make & Euig'geatii}n—”

“Well 7" snap Pon.

“Give 1t up. dear boy—an’ come along
an’ listen to Franky talkin® footer. 1t's
Frgr g0 much better for you. Edifyin’, in
ack ! ; t :

“Dear me!” said the Caterpillar. *I
secrn to have annoyved Pon, somehow.
Do yon know why Pon iz annoyed,
Franky 7"

“Fathead ! was Courtenay’s reply.

'The chums walked away together, the
Caterpillar smiling, and Courtenay frown-
ing & little, There were scowling faces in
Ponsonby’s study. :

“I knew he wouldn't de it,” growled
Gadsby. “Let’s ask Monson major.”

“Yes; my brother will do it,” said
Monson, .

_ 8kinner shook his head. He bad a Jurk.
ing doubt about heing able to collect his
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winnings from Monson major of the
Iifth,

*0Oh, one of the Sixth will do it for
us,” said Ponsonby imapatientlv. * I sup-
-pose that'll suit vou ?"

Skinner opened his eyea.

"My hat!” he aaid, “I wouldn't care
to ask onc of the Rixth at Greyfriara—
¢ven Loder or Carne!"

“The Sixth here are not quite o gosdy-
roody '™ sneered  Ponsonby. “1've
piayed bridge with Spencer in his study.
with hiz set. Spencer will do it hko a
ghot 17

* Let's
=kinner,

Ponsenby opened the dvor again, and
they left the study together, and pro-
eeeded to the Bixih Form quarters.,

They found Spencer of the Sixth 10 his

study—a very elegant and expensive
apartment. Beauchamp of the same
Form was with him, and the two seniors
were smoking cigarettes over a game of
poker.
» It was rather an extraordinary ocoupa-
tion for two prefect=—to anyone who did
not know I-£ helife, and the manners
and eustoms thereof. There was drey rot
in Highchffe School from the Sixth to the
Becond; and Pon and Co., the nuts of
the Fourth, were only followers and
muitators of their elders in the senior
Forma,

_Spencer pointed to the door with his
clgarette.

“Cut!” he said.

- Jugt 8 word, Spencer

“You're interruptin’ the game."

*

see  Spencer, then,” agreed

L]

said

Spencar.  ““Bhut up till we're through.
Shut  the deor! ['m not advertisin’
this !

Ponsonby  shut the door, and the

juniors waited, looking on, till the poker
pnme  was  through., Skinner's
opened as he watched. There were reck-
less fellows in the Sixth Form at Grey-
friers, but this kind of thing made him
stare——especially when Beanchamp, who
won the pot, collected about seven
pounds

“Now, what 13 1t ?7 asked Spencer, as
he shuffied the cards,

Ponsonby explained, and the senior
nodded,

“ All serene! Tl do it for vou!" Le
sald, **SBhell out, and then clear cut!™

Skinner produrad his five pounds—
made up of currency notea and silver, just
as the money had been collected in the
Greyfriars Remove. Ponsonby handed
out a five-pound note with a flourish, and
Monson and Gadsby two pounds ten
ghillings ench. The three nuts were stand-
ing in together in the transaction,

%pmm&r thrust the money carelessly
into his pocket, and proceeded to deal the
cards, He was deep in poker again
before the juniors were fairly out of the
etudy,

Skinner returned to his bike, and rode
away for Greyfriars, putting on speed to
arrive there in time for lessons, Pon-
sonby & Co. smiled as they watched him

0.

“That'a a fiver for ua threa!”
remarked Ponsonby. “ Why, the Remove
hasn't a dog’s chance against Lantham,
if Lantham are anything like their usual
form."

*No reason why they shouldn't be.”

“It's the two to one that fetched him,”
remarked Monson., ‘“8illy ass—three or
four to one would have been safe
enough. That fiver's ours.” .

“He's been scrapin’ it up on all sides,
to judge by the collection he handed over
to Spencer,”” said Ponsonby, laughing.
“Never mind—it's ours; an’ I'm soraly
afraid poor old Skinner will never ses our
tenner !”

And the nuts of Highcliffe laughed as
they sauntered elegantly back into the
quadrangle,

eyes |
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Tea in Study No. 1 !

g SAY —"

I Five volees answered RBunter of
the Remove, in charus, before he
conld get any further ;

“"Cuat 1"

The fas junior was blinking into Study

No. 1 over his big glasses.

It was the day following Skinner's visit
to Higheliffe; and Harry Wharton & Co.
were expecting a visit from their friends
at that school—needless to say, not
Ponsonby & Co, .

I'rank Courtenay and the Caterpillar
were coming over to tea, and prepara-
tions were going on in No. 1, The
juniers were not surprised to eee Bunter’s
fat face at the door,

Billy Bunter's scent for a feed was
famous in the Remove; and the Grey-
friarz fellows were still blissfully unsus-
picious of the fact that the Bunter they
had to deal with was not Billy at all, but
his cousin and double, Wally,

Three-halfpence. b

were o fag in the Second Form. Wa
know it’s just on the point of arriving.
And we're not going to cash it for you in
advance, See!?" .

“I'my not expecting a postal-order——"'

“Wha-a-at?”

Bob Cherry slaggered. Ile seemed
quite overcoine.

“Fan me, somebody!” he murmured.

Bunter blinked wrathfully at the
Famous Five,

“You silly asses!” he said.
in_here to—"

“Borrow half-a-crown,” said Nugent.
“ Half-crowns are off ; and it's time you
were off, too !

“ Nothing of the =ort! As the High-
cliffe chaps are coming to tea, I thought
I'd offer——"

“To do the cooking—and heip yourself
in the proeess!” grinned Bob, “We
know—we know ! But there isn’t any
cooking, Funds are short, likewise prub,
Nothing for W.G.B. Travel!”

“I knew you were short of tin, as von
borrowed two bob of Toddy, in my

“1 looked

“Cut!” repeated Wharton, pointing to | study, That's why I've come to
the pessage. ** And sharp !” off er—"
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. o, _ ¥
Sy £ = 1; : G
. PES
'};.'. i .
|r { :'I.I
ﬁl = r
’ 4
[/ I:l
i ] [ |1
f[ﬂw i
g |y i
il il =
i il 18 e
il itz
;i:'.:li'lﬁﬂ i : .|- TE
s fil

=

Bunter has had a remittanee ! (See Chapter 4.)

“But, I say

*The too-muchiulness of the esteemed
Bunter is terrific!” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, ** The buzzfulness is
the proper caper "

ik B‘.[t L

“Thsappear!” roared Bob Cherry.

“I understand that you've got friends
coming to tea,” said Wally Bunter, un-
heeding.

“Of course - It's marvellous how you
scent oub anything of the sort!” said
Johnny Bull. “Iut we're not inflicting
porpoises on our visitors, ao you can do
the vanishing trick. Roll off ™

“ But——-""

“Do buzz away, Bunter!” said Harry
Wharton,

“1 haven't come to tea!" roared the
fat junior indignantly. 1 wouldn't atay
to tea if you asked me, you silly asses!”

“Rats 1™

“Gammon "

“Burz!” - "

“T was going to say %

“ My dear chap,” said Bob Cherry, in
a tone of great patience, “ws know
you've been expecting it ever since you

" To spend the two bob for us! Thanks

for nothung 1™

“To offer you a loan, you silly
(:humpﬁ 1" roared Bunter.
“Whati"”

The Famous Five stared blankly at
Wally Bunter. This was something new
from the Owl of the Remove ! '

“I've had a remittance,” continued the
fat junior,

(13 h?!?

“And if five bob’s any good to you,
here it 1s."

“Great pip!"”

The Co. looked quite dazed as Bunter
held out a fat hand with five shillings
glistening in the palm,
- “Well, my hat!”
Cherry.

_“The hatfulness is terrific !" gas
Nabob of Bhanipur.
ness is also great [

“Well, do you want it 7"’ asked Bunter.
“Whose 18 it?” asked Bob Cherry
humorously, ;
Wally gave him a glare. :
THE MaGxET LiBRARY —No, 576

murmured Bob
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“Mine!” he lLooted. “Do you ihink
i've pinched it, you silly chump?®”

“ Ahem [

“Well, my hat!’ said Wharton
“You must excuse us for beoimg sur-
prised, Dunter., You've taken our
Lreath away, you know. Thanks for the
" fter, if you really mean it 17 :

“Of course 1 mean it!” growled the
fat junior.

“Well, thanks, then!
ol right.” 1
“The thankfulness is 'H'[‘l"lﬁll'*,
catebmeod Owl ™ said Hurreg Singh.

Wally frowned.

“You mean yon
money 7" he snapped. _

“Well, we can manage all right,
thanks !” said Wharton, “We're muob
obliged, all the same, Bunter.” :

Wally jingled the shillings back into
liis pocket, and turned to the door. He
faft the study withont E}P(Jiliﬂl'lb" again,
hut the cloud on his face made the
chums of the Remove lock at one
another rather queerly.

“1—I say, it's rather a shame!” mur-
mured Bob Cherry. “I never suspected
Bunter of having any feelings before,
but -but ‘f he's got any we dou't want
to hurt them.”

W harton nodded. . _ _

“Let him make us n loan il he Likes,”
he said. “Cut after him, Bob, and tell
tim we'll- we'll be glad to borrow the
bobs. After all, they'll be jolly useful,
vonsidering the state of the merry
exchequer.”

“ Ask him to tea,” suggested Nugent.

“May as well go the whole giddy
unicorn,” said Wharton, laughing. * Ask
him, by all means, Bob! If Bunter's
growing sensitive, it's a bit unexpected,
but we dou't wani to hurt any chap’s
feclings.” :

Bob Cherry ran out of the study, and
looked round for Bunter.

The fat junior was at the window at
ihe end of the passage, staring out rather
gluomily into the quad.

“Tallo, hallo, hallo™  Dob Cherry
clapped him heartily on the shoulder.
“ Bunter, my fat tulip——"

“{Oh, go and eat coke!” muttered
Wally. :

“Will you lend us that five bob, old
chap 7 asked Bob, guite cordially.

Wally blinked at him, _

T will, if you'll take it,” he said.

“My dear chap, that’s what 1l've run
sites vou for.™ _

The fat junior’s fat face brighiened,
and he slipped the five shillings into
Nob’s hand. . _

“Come along!” =aid Bob checrily.
“You're coming to tea, kid !’

“1'm not ! said Wally coolly.

“VYes, you are! I've brought you a
special Invitation I” %

“Thanks! DBut I'm not coming!
Ta-ta!” gaid the fat junior, and he rolled
away to the staircase, leaving Pob
Cherry blinking.

Bob returned to Study No. 1 with the
five shillings in his hand and an
pstonished look on his face,

“Ilere's the tin ! he said,

“And where's Bunter ™

“1Te won't come.”

“ R Y

“Blessed 1f I wunderstand- it!?’ con-
[eseed Bob., “When 1t comes to Bunter
tending money, and refusing to come to

d feed, I give in! It's time for the skies

We can manage

my

won't borrow 1y

to fall next !’

“JTe—he—he won't come!” stuitered
Johnny Bell.  “Then he didn't come
here ecounting after the grub ¥ ,

"A:}gﬂl‘entljr not,” said Wharton, with
a langh.

“Weil, it beats me !

“Tho beatinlness is teirrific!”™ re.
marked Hurree SBingh. “I hove there
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is nothing wrong with the esteemed
Bunter's honourable and ridiculous
brain.”

“TIt really looks like it,” soid Nugent.

There was astonishment in Study
No. 1. It reully did not seem as if
Bunter was still the Bunter they kuew!

But the five shillings were nseful, there
was no doubt about that. Nugent made
a hurried excursion to Mrs. Mimble's
shop, and returned with quite a hand-
some parcel. And when the guests
arrived there waa a spread on ihe gtudy
table quite worthy of the occasion.

Courtenay wund De Courcy were
wurmly welcomed by the chums of Grey-
friars., - During tea Bunter was f{or-
goltten, but once or twice the jumniors
thought of him, and when they t wought
of him they expected to see the fat face
looking in at the door.

But the fat face did not appeer.
junter was evidently not in search of 2
spread. Neither wag he in scarch of
the Caterpillar, which was almost =ur-
prising. '

Billy Bunter had always been most
attentive to that wealthy and well-con-
nected youth, and the Caterpillar’s
urbanity had been put to a severe strain
in keeping him at arm’s length,

But now he did not seem to care
whether he met the Caterpillar or not.

Talk over tea ran chielly on foothall—
a subject in which at least six of the seven
juniors were Leenly interested. But no
one would have guessed, from the Cater-
pillar's expression of wurbane interest,
that he ever got tired of “football jaw.”
And on one occasion, at least, the
Caterpillar’s interest wes genuine
enough, and that was when the Lantham
match was mentioned. Courtenay, who
liad mo game on for Baturday, was
thinking of coming over to see the
match, which was likely to be interest-
ing—a Lower School team against an
oleven that had quite a wide celebrity
in the county. Harry Wharton ex-
plained why the Lantham match, on
this occasion, was not likely to amount
to much, the eleven being made up
chiefly of reserves or new recruits,
owing to the players being mostly down
with influenza. 1

Then the Caterpillar smiled,

“Lantham won’t have much chance,
then,” Hb remarked.

“None at all,” answered Wharton,
“They'd be justified in seratching, under
the circs; but I suppose they don’t like
to leave us with a vacant date =0 late 1n
the day. It will be a match of sorts; but
Simpson has  told Nugent Nugent
knows him—that it won't be anything
like the Ramblers’ usual team. It's a
disappointment to us, We were looking
forward to a good game. Of course,
we'd -rather ;ﬁay a scratch lot than
waste the afternoon.”

“What jolly interesting news to a
fellow who had backed Lantham for
the match, by gad!” said the Cater-
pillar, ; )

“He would get left, and no mistake !’
said . Johnny Bull. “Berve Lim jolly
well right, too, if there is such a fellow !”

“There are such reckless persons™
said the Caterpillar gravely. *In Fact,
I know some. But for Franky's pro-
toctin’ care I might be doin’ the same
kind of thing myself. It's awful to con-
template !’

“Dh, don’t be an ass,
chap " said Courtenay.

“Can’t help it, dear boy.
born, not made.”

The Caterpillar’s smile was a amile
that would not come off as the chat went
on in the study. He was thinking of
something that was evidently entertain-
ing, if the others had noted it. But
they were tooc deep in their favourite

h!

-

Ruoperi, old

Asses are

NOW ON
SALE
tq‘i}iﬂ to bother about what the Cater-
pillar might be thinking.

When the <hums of Highelife iook
their leatve, and walked away in the dusk
homeward, the Caterpillar burst into a
chuckle. ' ‘

“Franky !” he murmered,

“Hallo 1™ :

“Do von remember that [ ueed to be
a roarin’ blade, like dear old Pon an’
gay old Skinner, before - —" *

M Chuck it, old fellow 17

“I'm mentioning it, dear boy, so that
vou won't he su l'LJl'iHEfl at what I'm goi’
te do this evenin’.” :

“Well, what are you going . te doi?”
usked Courtenay, with-a smile. ;

“I'm goin' to paint Pon’s study red,”
said the Caterpillar impressively. “1I'm
goin’ to borrow all your money, Franky,
an' go to Pon’s study an’ lay bets with
him —bets galore |’

“Rupert I"*

“An’ you're coming with me, dear old
chap! Change 1s good for you, you
know, and it will pbe a change for yon
after bein’ a sober old judge so long.
Don’t you think so "

“ Look here, Caterpillar

“You'll come?” pleaded the Cater-
pilfar. “Think how long it is since I've
kicked over the traces and gone in [or
bein’ a roarin’, ragin’' blade !"

“1 suppose this is a joke!” said
Courtenay, after a pause.

“Dear old infant, that supposition
does eredit to your brain-power,” said
the Caterpillar affectionately. * Did you
Itave a brain-wave "

Courtenay laughed.

“1 don't quite ses the joke!” he said.

“That’'s your weak int, Franky—
yvou've got enough good qualities for a
whole giddy Bench of Bishops, but you're
a bit elow in the uptake when it comes {o
a joke. DBut you'll come with me to
seo’ Pon, won't you, and watch me make
his hair stand on end?” .

“Oh, I'l! come!” sald Courtenay.

“That's a good infant!” said the Cater-
pillar approvingly. *

And the whimsical youth chuckled
several times as they walked home by the
dusky lanes to Higheliffe, Whatever his
little joke was, the contemplation of it
seemed to afford him rare entertainment.

L}

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Pon is Pleased !,
s ANG prep!”

H Cecil Ponsonby made that
remark as he pushed his books
away.

Pon had fooled with prep, as he fooled
with most things that were connected
with work. But the elogant Pon could
always depend upon the tolerance of his
Form-master, Mr. Mobbs,  Where. Mr.
Mobbs had sharp words or the peinter
for less lucky members of the Fourth, he
seldom had an{:;hing but a smile for
Ponsonby—at the worst a murmured
word of gentle reproof.

Gadsby threw aside his books. Vava-
sour and Monson were standing by the
mantelpiece smoking cigarettes. rury

was yawning in the armchair.

. “Thank goodness you've chucked it,
Pon!" remarked Drury. *Dash it all,
you can always depend on Mobby!”

“The Head might come down on a
fellow,” said Ponsonby. *“ He did once.”

“He's too jolly sleepy!” chackled
Monson., **Precious little risk of that
Thank vour lucky stars you weren’t gent
to Greyfriars! I can tell you they make
fellows work there! If a chap smokes a
fag in his study he does it m fear an’
tremblin’.”

| Ponsonby's lip curled.
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“That's what Courtenay would like
to soe here,” Lie remarked,

“PFrightful old Puritan, Courtenay!”
said  Monson, “And he's makin' the
Caterpillar as bad as himself. De Courcy
used to be a wild beggar.”

“1 faney De Courcy isn't so tome as
Courtenay thinks, all the same!” re-
rnarked Drury., ** We'll see him breakin’
out again vel.

By the way, he's comin’
here, Pon.”

“Comin’ here!
dickens for?"” y

“Give that up! But he asked me it
vou were at home when I passed his
study comin’ olonp.”

“Weall, he can come if he likes; but
T'll bet you Courtenay won't let ham!”
said Ponsonby.

Tap!

“Come in!"”

The door opened, aud Rupert de
Courey stepped 1. To the surprise of the
nuts, Frank Courtenay followed him.

The Caterpillar was urbune, as usual;
Courtenay wore a slightly puzzled look.
Ho was pot on friendly terms wich the
nuts, though they generally contrived
to be more or less civil, 1

“ All the merry family at kome, T aee !
remarked the Caterpillar. I hope we'ro
not interruptin’ 7" _

“Not st all!” said Ponsonby. “We
Laven't started wet!”

** Not started prep?” ]

""PBosh! We've dona prep—all wa're
roin’ to do, anyway. If you like to take
a hand, Caterpillar, you're welcome. Too |
Iﬂuu{_ for bridge; we'll inake it poker, if
you like,"”

The nuts grinned as they watched for
the effect of that remark in Courtenay’a
face. But the captuin of the Fourth
Fave no sign, It was plain from his
manner that he had simply come with
his chum, and that be did not yet know
what De Courcy wanted there.

“ Poker,” said the Caterpillar gravely,
“was one of my early sins. ['ve given
it up, Ponn Likewisoe geegeca! Dut there
are chaps—reckless, roarin’ chaps—who
go in for betiin’ on football matches.

What the

IOy

| chrum could not be read in s face,
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“"Cherry’s a crass idiot, then!

“But they know somethin’ about the
game, I believe?™ :

“Thuat's 0. And if it wasn't their own
team concerned they'd know very well
Lantham would win. Baut there’s none
ao blind as thoso who won't see !

The Caterpillar nodded.

“That may be it, of course,
vou won't back Greyiriars &

*No fear!™

“Then I will!"” said the Caterpillar.
“After all, foothall’a an uncertain gaine,
and good teams get beaten sometimes by
bad teams. I've heard of such thiugs.
VWhat's the odds on Lantham?"

Ponsonby gave him a keen look.

Courtenay stood silent; he had not
spoken at all, What he thought of this
singular behaviour on the part of ]hiE
sut
iis lips were tighteninge just a hittle.

If he had been brought there to be
witness to a betting transaction 1t was
probable that he would have something
to say to the Caterpillar later. Dut he
had promised to come there and give the
Caterpitlar his head, as De Courcy ex-
pressed it, And so he was silent,

“Does Uncle I'rank approve of this?”
asked Gadsby. And there was a chuckle
in the atudy, and then Courtenay flushed
just a little,

“Franky's lettin' me have my head for
ance,'” explained tha éa terpillar
urbanely, *“I've made him promise, an’
you know Franky's a slave to his word.

Still, if

| Franky's got to see this thmu?-h without

raisin’ an objection—he’s said he will.”

““You said there was a joke of some
kind——" began Courtenay.

“Ind It"

“Yes, vyou did, Caterpillar!”

“Well, if T hadn't you wouldn't have
come, would you? Besides, it is rather
a joke to diddle you inte enterin’ into
these wicked transactions—you're such a
solemn old judge! 1 appeal to your sense
of huinour, Franky."”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the nuts.

Frank Courtenay's face was a study atb

Shockin’, but true! I was wonderin' if
any of you game birds would care to back
the Greyfriars Remove in a match they're |
playin’ next Saturday?” |

“No jolly fear!"” said Porsouby, with |
a laugh. *They've not got an earthiy
against Lantham Ramblers!”

“You think not?”

“I'm gquite sure not!”

“Then ¥you won't put vour money on
them if I back the Ramblers?” asked
the Caterpillar, with a sigh,

““My dear infant, you'll have to find a
more innocent study than this!" sad
Gadsby, laughing. “We're a it too
wide, you know "

“Well, it seems a shame ihat I
shouldn’t heve my litile flutter, when I've
made up my mind to it!"” said the Cater-
pillar. “Isn’t anybody here game to lay
his money an Greviriars?”

“Ha, hal No!?

“I'm an accommodatin' chap,” said
the Caterpillar. “‘I'm determined to lay
somethin® on that match, 1f you won't
back Grevirars, will you back Lan-
tham?”

“Whatlio!" came in a chorus from afl
the nuts at once,

¥ Done, then!”

“1 suppose you're pullin’ our leg?”
remarked Ponsenby., **You know very
well that Lantham will walk all over the
Greyfriara Remove, De Courey!”

“I've seen Wharton thus afternoon, and
he thinks guite differently.”

“Wharton’s a conceited aga!"

“Well, do you know, he never struck
me in that light!” said the Caterpillar
gravely, ““He thinks he's goin' te win.

that moment.

|  The Caterpillar smiled gentl

“I'm sure Franky will see ‘tf{e humour
of the situation later,” he said. * Mean-
while, let's get on with our rascally pro-
ceedin's, like the set of merry black-
guards we are! Did you say you were
backin® Greyfriara, Pon?"

“No; Lantham, you ass!” said Pon-
sonby, langhug, ;

#()h, yes—Lantham !” said De Courcy,
with a nod. * (Odds, or even money ?”

Ponsonby was quite prepared to lay
odds on Lantham, if necessary; but he
answered at once: :

“ ven money, if you've the nerve to
back Greyiriars!™

“My dear man, I've nerve enough for
anythin’—even to make wicked bets, with
Franky lookin' as if he's just gomn’ to
fall on my neck an' weep!” )

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the nuts, in
delight.

Courtenay made a movement towards
the door. :

“You don't want me here, Cater-
pillar I" he said abruptly. _

“But I do, dear boy, an’ I think I
bagged your promize to see me through.
I'm goin' to trouble you to keep it.”

Countenay hesitated, and stopped.

“ A promise is a promise!” he said.
“PBut I didn't reckon on this!™

“It's too bad, old scout—I ancknow-
ledge it! But it’s funny, oll the same—
all these fellows can see that it's funny !™

11 Hﬂ' hH. hEl. !'r:r :

Frank Courtenay stood silent, with
compressed lips. Even yet he could not
believe that his volatile chum had tricked
him into becoming a party to a gambling

Cherry thinks so, too.”

transaction—though what other explana-

Three-halfpznce. T

Epn there could be was a mystery to
im,

Ponsonby & Co. were enjoying the
artuation; Courtenay's look was a sheer
delight to them. They almost loved the
Caterpillar at that moment.

“ Desides, Franuky, you're such a trust-
worthy chap,” urged the Caterpillar.
“1 wang you to hold the stakes.”

“What "

“I'm sure the chapa will trust you
with untold gold——" _

“Yes, rather!" chuckled Ponsonby.

“ Absolutely I grinned Vavasour.

And the nuts chuckled in delight at
Courtenay’'s look. To make him stake-
hiolder for a gang of hatt’inq young
rascals was really tﬁﬂ- elinax. Ponsonby
was inclined tg hug the Caterpillar for
thinking of if. It really looked as if
Rupert de Courcy was going back to
his old ways at last—with & crash!

Courtenay bhit hia lip hard.

“1 promised, Rupert,” he said.
did't expeet this—but I promised.
vou hold me to 1t——" :

"II an!:l

“Very well 1™

And Courtenay stood where he was,
silent again, but with lowering brow.
And Ponsonby & Co. chortled joyously. -

III
If

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
The Caterpillar’s Little Joke !
s A, ha, ha!”

H “Yaas, it's funny, isn't i7"
smiled the Caterpillar. * Poor
old Franky's fairly caught—

and he's not only goin’ to witnes a
shockin' transaction, but he’s goin’ to
be a party to it. It's horrid of mie, I
know. But I’'m sure Franky will see the
joke himself later,” At

“Ha, ha, ha!" i

Courtenay did not speak.

“But to come down to cold business,”
resumed the Caterpillar, “I'm layin’
even money on Lantham—or Greylriars,
idnit it?il 5 : :

“On Greyfrinrs, if you lay it in this
study.”

“ Greyfriars, then,” assented the
Claterpillar.  **As it happens, I'm in
funds—owin' to Franky keepin’ me off
the naughty geegees so Jong. How many
of you merry pippins are takin' me on, in
fiverg?" '

“ Phew ! :
“I'm your man!” said Vavasour at

once. ** Absolutely!”
“Done !”

“You'll have to let ua down more
lightly,” said Ponsonby. “We're in
rather deep on that match already. Make
it two guid all round, and I think we can
ged you.'

“Good enough ! assented Drury.

“ A1l the same to me,” =aid the Cater-

illar. *“We place our money -in the
Rmrds of Franky, as a thoroughly reliable
chap. Let me sce—five for you, Vav—"

“ Alsolutely.” -

“Two each for Pon, and Gaddy, and.
Monson, and Drury—""

“That's right.” :

“That's thirteen quids in all," said
De Courey.  “ Thirteen—an unlucky
number for somebody! [For you, per-
thE. Pon!”

‘T'll chance that!” grinned Pon.

“Well, here's the luere!”

The Caterpillar carelessly turned ous
two five-pound notes and three pound
notes. 1ile laid them on the table close
by Courtenay’s hand, which rested there.

“ Bhell out, you chaps!” said Pon.

The nuts shelled out willingly enough.
They were delighted to book bets on
what they believed to be assured terms;
and they were still more delighted at the
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Caterpiflar’s impish trick in making
Uourtenay a party to the shady business.

A fiver—1irom {(ﬂ.vﬂ.suur-—and the rest
in c¢nrrency notes from the others made
up the sum. Frank Courtenay looked at
the little heap of money.

Courtenay reddened.

“Put it away safe, Franky,”
mured the Caterpillar.

“Do you really mean this, Rupert?”
he asked, in a low wvoice.

** Naturally !”

“L told you I'd do whatever it was
youn wanted. Buot——"

“ Well, do it, old chap!
in' time,”

Courtenay, with set lipe, picked up
the notes and Eﬂar:er] them in his pocket-
".book, which he slipped back into hLis
pocket. e

“Now you'll eit down an” try your
Iuck at poker?” suggested Ponsonby.,

De Courcy shook his head.

“No; I'm goin’' to do some work be-
fore I po to bed, Besides, Franky’s
lookin® so shocked already that I'm
afraid he may have an
apoplexy, or somethin’., Do you feel it
coniin’ on, Franky ?”

% Let's get out of this, Rupert!”

“Certainly.” De Courcy moved to-
wards the door, and then he turned back,
as if atruck by a sudden thought. * Dy
the way, I heard some news to-day af

mur-

You're waat-

attack of ;

- pallar, “i

Thias &8
Weeik's

murmured the Caterpillar. *“ Qughtn't
you to ascertain the facts before you lay
your merry quids on a football team? 1Is
1t my bizney to dig wp information for

youT"

“Look here—— _

“Begides, 1T offered to lay monev on
Lantham, you know,” smiled the Cater-
suggested it, and vou refused
it—you woukin’t lay odds against
FLantham, 1 really gave you your choice,
didn't I? You barged Lantham, and
left me Greyfriars. I really don't see
where the grumble comes in,”

The nuts of Highcdliffie glared at the
cool, smiling Caterpillar with deudly
expressions, ;

They understood now—and Ponsonby
understood, too—why Skinner of the
Hemove had come over speciully to book
bets. Skinner evidently had known what
the Caterpillar knew now.

Cecil Ponsonby clenched his hands till
his finger-nails were white,

He had never, in all his carcer as an

L

Greyfriars that may interest you fellows |

—from Lantham, you know.”
There was somethin

mockin

look.
“What nows?"” he asked.

; g so curiously | |4
in the Caterpillar's tone that [
Pongonby gave him a quick, uneasy |

I“Ph@:ﬁ" seemn to have a lot of 'Au at !

Lantham."

“Who cares?" said Ponsonby, shrog-
wing his shoulders, -

* Exactly—why should vou care?” as-
sented the Caterpillar, *“ So long as they
don’t give you the 'flu, dear boy, what
does it matter? DBut I thought you'd be
interested, because near! 31 the Lant-
ham team are down with it.”

“What " '

“And they're sendin’ quite a seratch
lot over to Greyfriars on Saturday—an
awful erew, from what I hear,” pursued
the Caterpillar, apparently ignoring the
expression that was growing on the faces
of Ponsonby & Co. * Simply sendin’
the men over, you know, because they
don’'t want to leave Greyfriars in the
Iurch by seratchin® the fixture at the last
minute, Wharton expects to walk all
over them—as I think I mentioned.”

A dead silence followed the Catey-
pillar’'s worda.

Da Courcy broke it.
“Tima we wers
Franky,” he remarked.

Ponsonby sprang {forward,
oath on his lipa.

“ Caterpillar, is that the truth?”

My dear man,” said De Courcy,
ahghttﬁ raiging his eyebrows, “may I
remark that that is a rather unecivil
question 7"

“(h, don't give me any of vour gas
now " exclaimed Poneonhy savagely.
“Ta it the truth? Are Lantham crocked,
and 8 the match o walk-over for Grey-
friars?”

The Caterpillar nodded.

gettin’  along,

with an

“To the best of my bhelief that's the

gtate of the case,” he answered, * Does
it matter?”

“Dacs it matter |7 shouted Ponsonby
furtously. *You'’ve ecome here and
diddled 18 into layin® bets on Lantham
when you knew they were done for
bofore the match started—when you'd
got information—secret information i
Pensonby almost choked with rape.

“Tt's a swindle!” yelled Monson.

“My dear, innocent young friends !

T MaoveET LIBRARY.—Na. 576.

__#JA:- Slacker !

HELP YOUR COUNTRY BY

applying to
Quadrangle, Royal Courts of Jus-
tice, W.C. 2,"” who will send you
particulars as to your mnearest
Cadet Corps,
bit by

BECOMING

Ll

ARE YOU

ONE?

Now is the time to show what
stuff you are made of, Don't slack
about the streets in “civvies” if
you can join a Cadet Corps,

“C.A.V.R.,, Judges'

You can do your

A CADET TO-DAY!

so cothpletely and hopelessly dene.

nuts with a slow, proveking smile,

amateur sportsman and blackguard, {clt
The Caterpillar surveyed the crowd of

“Franky !” he yawned.

Courtenay looked at him,

“I'va got a sort of suspicion,” mur-
mured the Caterpillar, *that our dear
an’ gporting friends would like to call
those bets off. Is that tlie case, Pon, dear
bov 1" ;

“You know it is " snarled Ponsonby.
“But you’ve come here to diddle us, and
you know that, too. I call it a swindle,
if vou knew in advance that Lantham
wera crocked with 'flu.

The Caterpillar nodded ecalmly,

“My dear man, it would be a swindle,
of sorts, if it waen't simply a little joke
to pull your sportive leg,” he answered,
“Franky, lay the money on the table;
I've finished amusin’ myself with these
festive game-birds, an’ they're beginnin'
to bore ma.” -

“0Oh!” exclaimed Courtenay.

' his
' make the

- wero glad enough to ga

‘the stakeholder after the match,

GEM.” Prios 13d. Order Now.

_ He understood now, and a flush eame
into his face—a flush of shame for having
doubted his chwn.

Thm’, after all, wus the whimsical
fellow’s joke. The whole scene had been
fur the purpose of pulling Ponsonby’s
eg.

Courtenay burst into a laugh as he
laid the mcney on the table, and
handed back to the Caterpillar his own
stakes,

Da Courcy smiled at Ponsenby,
"‘quﬂ vou want to call it off, Pon?
I'll stick to the bargain if you like, of
course. ™

“Call it off!” said Ponsonby, between
his tecth,

“Do you know,” said the Caterpillar
confidently, “I thought you'd take that
view when I mentioned that Lantham
were crocked an’ couldn’t win., Quite
prophetic of me, wasn't it? You seem
annoyed, Pon. Has anythin® happened
to disturb your noble serenity

“Hang youl” growled Ponsonby,

He realised now how the whimsical
Caterpillar had fooled him, and led him
on to betray the suspicious meannegs of
nature—-never intending at all to
bets eeriously. The nuts
looked red and uncomfortable as they
gathered up their money, though they
er it up., Had
the bets stood, certainly the Caterpillar
could have claimed the whole sum from
And,
annoyed as they were, and ashamed of
the excitement they had shown when
they believed the money gone for ever,
the nuts were glad that it had only
been one of the Caterpillar’s curious

jokes after all

. Gentlemen,”  said the Caterpillar,
still amiling, * havin® pulled your excel
lent legs, and found a little harmiless an’
necessary amusement in doin’ se, I have
the honour to retire from this respectable
and moral study. I may remark, in
passin’, that yon must be rathor dense
to have your esteemed legs pulled =o
easily, If I were goin' to play the goa
in earnest, I shouldn’t bring Franky
with me, an' give him shocks to the
eystem. I should hide it from Franky,
an’ avoid bringin’ down his grey hairs
with sorrow. ood-bye, dear gﬂ!ﬁ*ﬂl Go
an’' eat coke!" '

And the Caterpillar strolled gracefully
out of the study,

‘He chuckled as he sauntered aiong ta
his own quarters. Courtenay followed
him into the study they shared, a very
curious expression on his face.

“Rupert, you ass!” he said, half
ht_u%hmg, but with very evident relicf in
his look, 3 :

The Caterpillar shook his hecad at Fim
reproachfully,

“You very nearly spoiled the whola
thing, Franky,” he said. * Very nearly!
Didn't I warn you in advance? 1 was
goin' there to pull Pon's leg?”™ :

“Yes. But—a"
“An' you nearly gave it away. 1
barely had the heart to keep on when I

read so much anguish in your epeakin
countenance, dear boy!” The Cater-
ilar chuckled. “1 say, did you notiee
ow that merry sport, Pan, losked when
I mentioned aﬁcut Lantham bein’ down
with the 'flu? What a chivvy, you
know! An' he made remarks that were
really guite id-bred—weren't theyi"

Courtenay hughed.

“It's a strain on a chap’s politeness,
hein’ a  merry sportsman an’  gettin®
L"aughk,; remarked the Caterpillar, “1
think Pon's manners suffer in conse-
quence. Their faces wera an entertain-
ment when they thought I was goin® to
walk off with all their money! Franky,
old scout, I really think this may be a
ldsson to those misguided youths, an’
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they may turn over a new leaf, ke me,
an’ become pood and npright and stain-
loss—like me! Do you think soi®

“Fathead !” was Courtenav’s reply.

During the remainder of the evening
the Caterpillar continmally burst into
spasmodic chuckles, from the remem-
brance of the pecuoliar scene in Pon's
study, PBut in that study there were
wrath and bitterness and savage malice,
ns Ponsonby and Gadsby and Monson
took council together,

The affair » with the Caterpiliar had
been only a jcke, but the beta made with
Skinner were far from a joke. Skinner
was in deadly earnest, that was certain,
and, so far as the enraged nuts could see,
he was going to bag their tenner when
Harry Wharton & Co. had defeated the
egcratch Lantham team on Saturday.

—

ness—in a merry waxl”

*THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonhby Looks In !
H
Bob Cherry made that re-
mark, the fnlfnwing day after
piorning lessons,

The Famous Five were sauntering in
ihe quadrangle at Greyfriars, alter the
Remove had been dismissed by M,
Quelch, enjoying the keon wind from the

sca after work 1n the Form-room,
Bob Cherrv's remark was called forth

by the sight of Cecil Ponsonby of High- i

vliffe  wheeling his bicyele in at  the
ates.

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced care-
lessly at the dandy of Highclhiffe.
- Judging by his expression, Cecil
Ponsonby certainly was in a wax, us
Bob expressed it.

His brows were knitted, and his eyes
sleamed under them. He was Iin a

savage temper, and, took -no trouble

whatever te conceal it.

Leaving his machine at the gates, he
glanced round him, and walked direcily
towards the Famons Five.

“ Skinner about?” he asked,

Harry Wharton made a gesture
towards the eld elms, wunder which
Skinner and Snoop  were talking
together.

“There's Skinner,” he said curtly.

Ponsanby waa turning awav, but he
turned back.

“ Just a minute, Wharton!"”

The captain of the Remove stopped.

“Well?"” he said,

“You're Plafing Lantham to-morrow
—Saturday?”

“Yes, ™ said Harry. _

“Is 1t true that they are crocked
with influenza, and are sending over a
scratech  team that don’t amount fo
anythin’?”

i Y'E'ﬂ." .

“That’s offictal, I suppose?” asked
Ponsonby. “I’'ve a reason for asking,
if vou don't mind tellin® me.”

“1 don’t see why I should mind,"” an-
swered Wharton. ** Nugent knows
Simpson, their sce, and the chap wroto
to him about it. Nearly all the men
are down with 'flu, but they're making
up an ecleven out of the reserves and
someg junior plevers. I-dare say they
think they'll be able to play a junior
achoul team, but T don’t think t]ie:.r"\'u
any chance, myself.,”

“They've no chance unless they're a
pood strong eleven, I know that. And
they're noti”, _

“Well, they ean’t be, in the cires”

“Thanks. 'That’a what I wanted to
kriow.”

And Ponscnuby nodded eurtly, and
walked away towards the trees.

“Pon seems jolly interested in  our
footer fixtures all of a2 sudden,” said

Beb Cherry, puzzled,

ALLO, hallo, hallo! His High- |

;

Fl
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There was a snort from Johnny Bull

“Can’t you sec he's got some rotien
bet on with Skinner!” le growled.
“That's what he's anxious about.™

“Oh!” ejaculated Bob,

“Skmner's backing his own school, I
suppose,” eaid Wharton. ** Rather queer
rnat he ehould do that. Ile never be-
lioved  we had a chance apainust
Lantham,™

“*Not so jolly guecr,. since Simpson's
letter  came,” sald Nugent. *I'm
afrard  Skinner knew that, Lias
dishad Pon.”

in Phﬂ.“r:?'!

“I—1 say, that’s playing it rather low
dowin. even for a fellow %‘il{e Mhinner,”’
saidd Wharton, “ I he knew that, would
he diddle Ponsonby into laying money

on Lautham?™
“Just ona of hie ticks!” grunted
Johnny Bull. “Look at them now!”
The chums of the Remove looked at
the juniors under the elms. The inter-
vicw  between  Ponsonby and Skinner
wis growing excited.

Sidney James Snoop  had

and

strolled

fhree-halfpence. 9

“What I knew doesn’t  matier, my
hoy! You offered the odds, an’ 1 took
f?gﬂl, What bave you got to complain
ol

Ponsnnby set his teeth. '

The trick 8kinner had played on him
wias Just such a trick as he might bave
played 8kinner; but that was no comfort
to him. The tenner laid on the ma*ch
wng simply thrown away, @8 matters
stond ; he hadu't a chance for his monev.
And that knowledge filed him with
malicious bitterness. But the loss of the
money was not so bitter as the know--
ledwe that he had been overreached by a
fellow he despised,

“¥You won't call the bet off 1"

“Certainly not 1™
“T'il uPeak to Speneer! Tl explain to
him ;

“1 don't think you'll get Epencer to
hand back your mgney now you've
changed wyour mind,” sneered Skinner,
“If 1 couldn’t rely on that I wouldn't
have trusted him.”

Ponsonby breathed havd.

“You've done me [” he said.
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Poor old Pon |

(Se¢c Chapter 8) -

away, whistling, leaving Skinner to deal
with the enraged Highcliffian.

Skinner had his hands in his pockets,
and a sneering smile was on his face,
though his cheeks were rather flushed.

Ponsonby waa pale with rage, and as
the Removites looked at him he shook
his fist in Skinner’s sneering face,

“Looks like war, by Jove!” mur-
murad Bob Cherry. *“The merry
sportsmen are falling out!”

“The fall-ontfulness scems to be
terrific!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, as Skinner éﬂmp{'d back just n
time to cscape a ferce drive of Pon-
sonbyv’as fst,

“ Phow 1" ‘

Skinner backed away from the High-
clife  junier, hia eyes glittering. an
followed him up. :

“YVou swindlin® cad!” Iis angey
voica chuld be heard where the Famous
Tive stood. “You diddlin’ rogue! Will
you call it off, then?”

“No, I won't! Be a = 1"&1” anirl
Skinner contempluously. “%]uu ve laid
our money of your own free will
5 tﬂnd to it!” :

“¥on knew in advance—""

a ﬂti*ungdpnir of ds

“Not at all,” said Ekinnar.airﬁ;_r,r. i |
knew ;mthmg about Lanthan bein' down
with 'flu, an’ so on. I've enly got your
ward for it now., How should I ﬁnva

known? I don't know any Lantham
chaps.”
“It was known here. Wharton

kunew 1"
“Wharton doegn’t tell me things.”

“You knew!” said Ponsonby., = “I
darc say you were at a keyhole; but you
knew, and thwt's why you came over
and_ll : ;

“* My dear man, you're talking ovt of
the back of your neck,” yawned Skinner,
“You sheuldn’t lay bets i you're afraid ,
of losin’ your money "

“You—you thief !”

Ponsonby, quite losing control of his
temper, sprang at the cad of the Remove,
hitting out savagely. The next moment

rasped him, and
he glared round, to ﬁn%

himself in the
grip of Bob Cherry.
“That'll do!"" said Bob curtly.
can get out, Ponsonby.”
“Let me go, hang youl” g
Tor Macyer Lisrarr.—No. B36.
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“T'll let you out,” said Bob.
way "

Ponsonby clenched his hands, but he
did not hit eut at Bob. He was only too
well aware that the consequences would
have been very painful-uot to Bob
Cherry.

Bob gripped his arm, and led him back
to his machine, i

“Good-bye '™ he said,

And the dandy of ITighchiffe, withont
a word, but with an almost homicidal
ook, mounted s bicyele and pedalled
away. RBob Cherry grinued as he re
1oined his chume,

“His Highness is quite waxy,” he re-
marked, “But we don’t wahnt black-

guards of his kidney kicking up a shindy
here. I say, it would be rather a good

idea to give Skinner a jolly good |
bumping.”

“Good epe!”  said  Johnony Dl
‘heartily. And he looked round for

Skinner.
But Skinper had vanizhed,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Wanted !
ONSONBY'S fuce wus dark when
he arrived at Highcliffe, Monson
and Gadshy woere waiting for bim,
but the dinner-bell was going, and
they had to go in. The moment they
were out of the dining-room, however, |
Pon’s chums joined him, with eager |
gquestions.

“T've seen SBkinner,” muttered Pon.-

gsonby. * He sticks to it. Iie knew, of
course, an’ he came over epecially o
diddle us. U've asked Wharton, and it's

frue about Lantham—just as the Cator-
illar said. That tenner is Skiuner’s,
just the same as if we'd made him a pre-
sent of it, by gad[”
“Two-pound-ten out of my pocket!”
gaid Gadsby, * Well, it can’t be helped.

It was sharp of Skinner, but——""

“It's got to be helped!™ said Pon-
gonby, Letween his tocth, )
the money—though a fiver's a fiver, all
the same. If you want te lose your two-
[t_en,“I don't want to be robbed of my
ive,

“1 don't want to, of conrse ; but I don't
geo——""

“It's pot only the money—hut to be
done brown like this by a sneakin® cad
like 8kinner—to let him have the laugh
of us!"” Ponsonby gritted his tecth, “1
tell you 1 won't {mve it! I'm goin' to
seo Spencer ! Come on !

1 Hut__n

“Oh, dry up, an' come on!"”

Spencer of the Bixth had rone to hia
Htug after dinner, and Ponsonby & Co.
followed him there,

They found Spencer walking up and
down his study alone, with a deep wrinkle
in his brow,

He stopped, and stared aneriiv at the
juniors as they entered. :

Spencer was generally a pood-natured
and easy-going fellow—{far too ensy-going
for his own ﬁnnd. But, like most weak
natures, he had a quick and passionate
temper. Something was evidently a little
wrong with Spencer now, for he broke
out irritably and, savagely,

“What the thump do yon want? Can’t
a fellow be left a.{cmn in his own study
without a gang of fags runnin” him
down? Clear off I

Ponsonby backed away a little, guite

“Tt's not only |

unprepar Jfor that outburst, e
guessed that the cards had not been going
well for Spencer,

::FUt r‘:r,if!” snapped the senior,

“Cut off, T tell yonu!™
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~ “I1i's about thcse stakes vou are hold-
iy for us, Spencer,” eaid Ponsonby,
standing his ground.

Spencer stood guite still.  Tis irritation
vamshed nll of a suddep, and a curious |
scared look glimmered in his eves for a
noment.

“The stakes!" he repented.  * What

d;‘} you mean? I'm kecping your stakes
Ll after the football match at Grey-
friars. That's to-morrow-—-Saturday.” = |
~"Yos; but we want to call the bet off,” |
explained  Ponsonby,  “We find that |
Lantham are down with 'flu, an’ a measly
scrateh toam of veserves are playin' the
{nﬁlmm'e—xmt their usnal lot. It's a !
swindle, you know. Skinner knew !”
“Docs SBkinner agree to calling the

Bt off 27

“No. But—"

“Then shut up!”™ said Spencer
savagely. *“ Do vou think I'm goin’ to
cheat Skinner to please  vou? You
shouldn’t have asked me to hold the

stukes—you linow you shouldn't! Hang
you, what did you bother me at all for?”

“You've done it before!” said Pon-
sonby sullenly.

“An’ I wus a fool for my pains. T
ought to bave known better ! Look here, |
Ponsonby, there's too much of this kind
of thing at ITigheliffe ! It's got to stop !
After all, I'm a prefect! I'm down on
it—do you hear !—down on it, and it's
got to stap!”

“Wha-a-at?”

“Mind what I say! I'm down on it—
and wou, too, for that” matter. Let mn
hear of anythin’ of the kind again an’ I'll
march you in to the Head by the scruff
of the neck. Now, get out of my study !

* Look here, Spencer—"

The Bixth-T'ormer interrupted him by
bundling him out of the study. Gadsby
and Monson dodged out, -and the door
slarnmed on them, .

In the passage Ponsonby set his elegant
necktio straight, and breathed hard with
rage. Monson whistled.

“What on earth's old Spencer got his
rag out like that for?” asked Monson.
* Talkin’ of reform, too! Is he potty?”
" Losin' money!” sneered Ponsonby,
“I'd an idea before that Beauchamp had
cleared hym out at poker. That's what it

means. ™
He must have been hard hit

— T

“Phew!
to get his rag oot like that.”

“Ho wouldn't have handed back the
stakes, anyhow,” remarked Gadsby.
“You couldn’'t expect it, Pon. He
couldn’t decently do it."

“Well, it was a chance. That's failed,
and we've got to think of somethin'
else,”

Pongonby left his chums with that, and
went to his study. There he smoked
cigarctte after cigarette, perhaps as an
aid to thought. When he came into the
Form-room for lessons he was looking]
pale and sickly. Mr. Mobbs glanced at
himn guite concernedly, .

“You do not look well, Ponsonby,”
said the Form-master.

“A bit of a headache, sir,"” said Pona
“If you'd be kind enough to excuse me
sir, I don't feel equsl to work this
afternoon. I've been rather sloggin® at—
at Horace lately.”

“My dear boy, you must not overtax
vour strength with too assiduous study,”
said Mr. Mobbs gently—a remark which
put rather a strain on the gravity of the
Fourth. “You may walk in the quad-
rangle, if you wish, Ponsonby, and do not
return unless you feel botter.™

“Thank you, sir!” murmured Pon.

And he left the Form-room, followed
by envious glances.

_Ponsonby walked in the quad for a
time, and then went to his study to
smoke. He was bitterly, savagely deter-

mined to defeat Skinner’s scheme, and

NOW ON
SALE,
that was a problem that occupied all his

thoughts. Apparently he found a ®elu-
tivn to the problem at last, for he roge

| and left his study with a scttled expres-

ston of determination upon his face, Ha
was strolling aimlessly in the quadrangle’
when the Wourth were dismissed, and
Gadsby and Monson joined him.

“I've got it!” said Ponsonby, with a
dark look at his chums, “I’ve thought it
out, an’ I've got it. Come en!”

“Where ?"” asked (Gadsbry.

“We're goin’ over to Greyfriars.”

“No good geein’ Skinner again that I
can sce,”

“ We're not goin’ to see Skinner.”

“Who, thont"

“ Bunter (™

* What the merry thunder are wo zoin®
to see that fat owl for?” exclaimed
Monsan, in astonishment.

" Because he's goin’ to be useful to
us,

“Not likely—when we've ragged the
fat bounder more times thau I can re-
member, " :

“Rot! The fat cad will do anvthin'
for a feed,”

“That's so. But—"

. “I'll explain,” said Ponsonby, lower-
ing his voice, as they turned out at the
gates, *“Skinner's got us in a cleft stick.
Well, I'm goin to beat Skinner, an’ save
that tenner—I'd do it if it cost twice a3
much,”* - '

“I don’t see much sense in that.”

“That's how I feel, anyhow.. An' it
can be done. As the matter stands, the
Greyfriars Remove will walk over
Lantham, an’ we shall lose our money,
There's only one thing to be done.”

“And what's that?"”

*“Greyfriars has got to lose.”

*1 think you’re wanderin® In vyour
mind, old seout! You've just said vour-
self that Wharton’s lot will walk over the
Ramblers,™ :

* Not if they're prevented.”

“An’ how are you goin' to prevent
them "

“That’s where Bunter comes in. The
fat ¢ad would sell his grandfather for a
quid. I've got a botile in my pocket—
nothin’® dangerous 1in it,”” added
Ponsonby, with a sneer, as his com-
panions stared at him, stariled. * Only
stuff to make a chap sie-apy—:;nur merry
chemist relation pave it to us, Gaddy—
you remember—"! '

“1 remember you had a scheme like
that before, an' 1t failed,” eaid Gadsby
gruffly. “I'd rather chuck the stuff
away 1" S

“It's too J’ully useful for that. It won't
hurt anybody—only a dose will make'a
chap heavy an’ seedy for some hours;
and if Wharton’s pleyers got it down
their necks n team of Second-Form fags -
would beat them. They won't even know
what's the matter with them, and it will
wear off and leave them as merry an’
bright as ever the next day.”

“I—I say, I don't like the idea—ii's
too jolly riﬂ!::y g

“ No risk for us if Bunter does it.””

“But will he "

“I'm sure he will—he's too fat-headed
to know how serious it would be—not-
that it's so jolly serious, either. He's
hard uE, and would do anything for a
quid. I'll tell him it's a joke on them
an’ he'll pretend to believe it, an’ I'll
lend him some quids—not to be paid
back. I .know how to manage the
fellow. And he could dose them as easy
as winkin'—he's only got to stand them
ginger-pop after dinner to-morrow i

¢“Y—T say, Pon, I'd rather not—-"

““ Please yourself! I'm goin'!" _

Ponsonby strode on. Gadsby and
Monson looked at him, and looked at one
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another: and then they quietly turned

and walked back towards Higheliffe.
Cecit Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders,

and sérode on alone towards Greylriars.

] i = i

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Chanee for Bunter !

ETER TODD looked inte Study
No. T in the Remove passage,
where Bunter was sedately open-
ing a tin of bloater-paste.

“Chuck it, Billy 17 said Peter.

Wally --}iuntﬂr looked up over

lnssce,

“We're asked out to tea, my fal
talip,” explained Peter—* Tom Dutton
and myself, and I've put in a word for
imu.- Souitf and Johnny Bull desire tiie
wonour of our company. So chuck that,
and come on,”

“You've put in a word for me, have
on :

“ Just s0.”

“Well, I won't come, thanks.”

“Oh, don't be funny, Bunter! There's
jam and pickles—"

“ Next time vou're asked out o lea,
Peter, you needu’t put in a word for me.
Now, take your face away and bury it!
It worries me, old chapl”

Peter Todd gave a slight shrug, and
went along the passage. Nobedy had
ever suspected Ihlly Bunter of being
proud ; but undoubtedly the Owl of the
Remove bad been displaying anm un-
suspected pride of late. The explanation
was simple—if the Remove {ellows had
only known 1it.

Wally Bunter grunted when he was
loft alone in the study. He liked Grey-
friars, and was glad to be in Billy’s place
there; but the change of identity
brought its worries, too.

e settled down alone to a fimgal tea,
which was interrupted a little later by a
tap at the door.

“ Come in!'" sang out the fat junior,

It was Cecil Ponsonby, of the High-
cliffe Fourth, who entercd. Wally
Dunter blinked at him in surprise.

“If you want Toddy, he’s in No. 14,"
he said,

w1 don’t want Toddy.

Liis

I've dropped

in to see vou, old chap”’ said Ponsonby

affably. * Welcome, 1 hope 7"

“There’s a chair,” said the fat junior,
more and more surnrised,

Pousonby sat down, with a smile.

“Keep on ! he said. *Don’t let me
interrupi your tea.”

« ] won t!” assented Bunter.
your tei?”

“That's all right. The fact is, T want
a little chat with you, Buntor.”

“Gao abead !V

“Vou're such a good-natured chap—
such a gentleman, in fact, that I'm sure
you don't bear any malice for any little
ivouble we've had 1 the past,” remarked
Ponsonby.

Wally grinned.

Clertainly he was npot likely to

“ JHad

bear

mahce for any trouble Ponsonby had had’

with his cousin Billy.

“Right on the wicket!” he said, with
a nod.

“You haven’t been over o see us for
a long time,” went on Ponsonby. “‘The
fellows are beginnin’ to Ieel rather
neglected.”

“ Are they 1™

“ Of course, I know you have no end of
engagements, but you might spare an
hour or two for us sometimes, Bunter.”

Wally blinked at him. Ponsonby’s

flattery would have made Billy Bunter
purr with pleasure and swank; but it did
not have that offect on Wally. The tat

junior was quite keen enough to see that
Ponsonby had some motive—probably
not a very worthy one—for buttering
Lhim like this
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“T suppose you're in the Remove team
for the iatch to-morrow?” went on
Ponsonby.

E‘HD‘_' ;

“No? You surprise me. They're not
really leaving out a player of your
anality ¥" exclaimed Ponsonby, with a

ook of astonishment that was really |
b artistic.

Wally nodded, with a grin. It rather
amnsed him to let Ponsonby run on,

“under the impression that he was being

taken seriously.

“Fhey'll lose the match, then,’
the Higheliffe junior,

“ Naturally 1 assented Wally.

“{ say, it's too bad ; but T always knew
Wharton was jealous of your form as a
footballer.
And they think they're goin’ to beat
Lantham ! A

“They think sol” agreed Wally
Bunter,

“Jolly good joke om them if they
lost,” said Ponsonby. “I'll tell you
what, Bunter—this is in confidence, of
course ~but suppose a chap knew a dodge
for sunking them lose the match! What
a lark 1™

' said

eyes werc very keenly on the fat face of
the junior at the table.

e knew DBilly Bunter pretiy well ;
Lut he was not absolutely certain of how
aven Dunter might take a suggestion of
this sort.

He wasg soon relieved. ‘

Wally gave him one penctraling look,
and then a fat and fatuous smile came
over his face, which made him look more
like his ecusin Billy than ever.

* What a lark!” he repeated.

“ Are you gume?” asked Ponsonby.
“ ook here, I'll bet you two to one, m
quids, that you wouldn't do it, i I
showed you the wag i RN :

“hen 1 should bag two quids if T did
it 1"

31 E‘.‘iﬂ.f."tl}',” -

“ What a lark !” grinned Wally. © But
I'm blessed if I know how it could be
done, Pon.” .

Ponsonby was quite reassured now ; his
faint lingering doubt was gone. It was
onlv too evident that Bunter was pre-
;.:m.l'va--_i ta do anything for two quitds,
salving his conscience with the fecble
pretence that 1t was a lark. A .

The dandy of Higheliffe, lowering his
voice cautiously, went on to explain.

Wally listened to him with the same
fut smile, ;

His eyes glinted a little over his glasses
as Ponsonby produced a littla phia from
his pecket, But the fatuous smile
remalned. ‘ _

“1What a shriekin' joke!” he gaid., 1
say, Pon, old chap, you are a corler!
I'm to give them some of this 7"

“Hush! Yes. A few drops each in a
¢lass of ginger-beer, or coffee, or any-
thing you like,”

“ And they'll die?”

“Wha-a-at?”’

“They'll die, T sup ne

Ponsouby fairly blinked at the fat
junior.  He had never suppesed that
oven Dilly Bunter was such an idiot as

1is.

ﬂ ¢ Of course not!” he gasped. “You
voung imbecilel  I—I mean, of course
Y ot It's only an opiate. People take it
when they have insomnia. Doctors order
it for them, It simply makes them
heavy and sleepy. They're
rain  afterwards.”

“(h, T sea! BSuppose I gave them an
overdose?” '

“They'd go fast asleep. But yon
don’t want to do that, Three drops each
will make them unfit for play, 4

 Lantham will walk all over them,” said

%

as right as

That's the reason, cof course, | 1o [ :
- FHichelife with me-—a little party in my

Three-halfpence. 11

Ponsonby.  “You could manage it—a
clever chap like you, Bunter!”

“1f T couldn't, you'd find some other
way of getting at them, T ex 5"

“Yeg—] mean—— It's only a lark, of
course, just to punish them for leaving
von out. If you do it, you win two
quid,™

“PTwo quid is a lot of money, TI've
been disappointed about a postal-order,
tco,” remarked the fat junior solemmly.
“Yau think this would be guite fair,
Pon "

“Dh: quitu‘:!"

“ Qerve them right, too, wouldn't it?"

“f course. They don’t treat yon
well, Bunter, by gad! T'll tell you
what. I'H come over and see the match
to-morrow, and you can come back to

stidy, you know, You'll meet soine
fellows you like.”

“ Ripping 1"

“K it dark, of cgurse.” e

“Well, !mtumﬁg, I sha'n't sing it out

| in the passages,” eaid the fat junior

“Home fellows might think it wasn'b
justified,”
“They—they might,” assented Pon-

Ponsonby was smiling genially, but his | fonby,. inwardly wondering what Buntcr

was doing outside a home for idiots.
“Keep it dark. How will you manage
to let Wharton and his lot have it?”
“Well, what about  standing them
ginger-pop afier dinner?’  =aid Wally
cheerily.  “That wouldn't lock sus-
picious,”™
“Good egg!
chap, Bunter!

“My dear chap, I'm the clever one of
our family,” said the fat  junior.
“ Brains, you know.”

“Ha, ha! 1 mean, exactly,” stam-
mered Ponsonby: “1I can rely on you,
Bunter?™

“You can rely on me treating those
fellows exactly as they deserve, if that's
what you mean, Pon.”

Lip Ponsonby rose to

You're a jolly clever

rood enough.”
his feat. . “ Bunter, old man, you're a
brick! You won't forget te keep to-
maorrow open for me, will you? I've got
a little party in my study, after the
match ; “an’—ar’ really want you.
YVou're the making of a party.”

“TIl remeimber. Not golng?” ashed
Wally,

“T tlynk T'Il cut off now,” said Fon-
sonby. * Good-bye, old Efmpl Keep
that bottle out of sight, of course. See
you to-morrow.”

And, with a genial nod, Pmmnhev left
the study. After he had gone Wally
Buunter sat staring at the deor which had
closed on him for some minutes,

“Well, my hat!” murmured Wally at
last, “‘I—I wonder whether that awful
cad could have foaled poor old Billy into
playing such a dirty trick? 1 wonder?

[ almost believe Billy’s idiot enough!.

It's rather lucky for Wharton that 1'm

not.”

Quite unconscious of the reflections. of

the fat junior, Ponsonby walked home to
Highcliffe in great spiriis, :

Gadshy and Monson met him at the
door with clouded faces. Ponsonby's
bright look of satisfaction showed them
that he had been successful. -

“ A1l serene,” said Ponsonby. “ Right
as rain] That fat scoundrel jumped at
the chance.” . '

11 Thﬂ-ﬂ—"_" 5

“He was on it like a bird, the dingy,
bloated beast! T've bet two quid he
won't do ié, you see.”

v and Monson laughed.

“ Warth two to save ten, and to dish
Skinner " inned Ponsonby.  “It's
rather a joke on Wharton's crowd, too,
Lang them! I fancy we shall be rather
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amused  to-morrow  alternoon,
infants,”

And on the morrow afternoon, when
Courtenay gu:d the Caterpillar started for
Greyfriars, to see the Lantham match
and their friends there, thev were sur-
prised to find Ponsonby & Co. on the
saling 1route,

“You fellows going to Crevieiars:”
asked Ponsonby as they started.

“Yes,” satd Courtenay,

“How odd! So are we.”

. ”HF gﬂfl 1
al the smiling u
lids,
game, after all, you bad bovs?" _

“"Why not?” smiled Ponsonby. “ Any-
thin® for a little excitement, I fact,
Caterpillar, T was rather in a hurry to
call those bets off yesterdav: an' I'll
have tham on again, if you like."”

“Anythin® happened to Wharton's
crowd " asked the Caterpillar at ouce,

“Not that I know of. Just for the
gport of the thing, T mean.”

“Yes, have them on agairn,
pillar,” urged Gadsby,

“Not in Franky's presence, dear boya.
Frauky’s lookin® shocked already —ain't
you, Frauky®”

my

uts under_his slecpy eve-

Clatoer-

“Oh, come on!" said Courteray
abraptly,
" Funky—what?"  asked TPousonbyr,

with a sieer.

“My dear man,” wvawned the Cater-
pillar, *T don't know why vou think
Greyfriars are goin' to lose, after all, but
vow do think so, Pon, What little game
liave you been up to?"”

“0h, rate!” snapped Ponsonbv.

And he walked on qguickly with his |

comrades.  The Caterpillar turned
curious look upon Frank Courtenav,

"“¥ranky, there's somethin' in the
wind,” he said.  “Pon’s been up to

somethin’, ~ Why the thump, Franky,

does he think Greyfriars are goin’ to |

lose, after all? He can't have hocussed
the team, can he—even Pon®"
“Oh, bother Ponsonby!"
Courtenay.
And the Caterpillar said no more: but
he wore a very thoughtful look as he
walked on 1o Gresfriars with his chunt,

answered

e ——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. wera

H looking very fit and well whes

they turned out on Little Side

that afternoon. Owing to the

news from Nugent's friend at Lantham

they were not looking forward to much

of & match; but it was a bright, cold

afternoon, sharp and clear, and anvthing

in the shape of a football-match was
waleome,

The Remove players were
ball about whila they waited for the
Lantham  brake to arrive, when
Courténay and the Caterpillar came on
the ground.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo! Here you ave!™
called Bob Cherry cheerily.

The Coerpillar eved hin,

“Feelin' 7" he asked,

“Eh? Fit as a fiddle,"

“Anythin' wrong with the tegm®”

“No. Why?" asked Bob in astonish-
ment.

“You're goin’ to win, they "

“I expect so. Not much doubt about
it, in fact, after what we've heard from
Lantham, The match is just a stop-
gap,” said Bob. “I hardly think the
Raroblers will expect to beat us, under
the circs,™ !

The Caterpillar locked more thought-
ful than ever. TPonsonby’s offer o
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punting a

“Have you been bettin' on the |

reuew the called-off bets puzzled lim ex
tremely, now that he saw the Greviriars
footballers looking at the top of their
forn.

Pousonby, Gadsby, and Monson camnoe
ot the ground a few minutes later. Pon
ran his eves over the Remove plavors,
and started a little. He had not ex.

: Pected to cee them looking so bright.

The Caterpillar wlunced |

T

t

i all

4

For a moment a black doubt smote
hirs,

Had Bninter failed him®

He looked round for the fat
Bunter was there, and he
Ponsonby, and osed one e
redassuring wink.

“Like soma more guiger-pop, Whar-
ton?” he called out.

Wharton smiled, and sheok his headl.

“Thanks, Bunter: enough's as good
as n feast," he answepod,

" Bunter's beeu stunding ginger-pop

rourad,” said Bob Cherry. * You'd

hardly know owr merry Bl er, he's
changing so fast.”
U By ogad ! said the Caterpillar, look-
g curiously at Bunter,

Ponsonby was sinting agait now,

Bunter had evidently done the busi-
neas, after all
. lhey dou't look much the worse for
it, Pon,”  muormured Gadshy in his
lewdor's egr.

“Tt hasu't had

junior,
nodded to
¥e i a fat,

tune fo fake offect

vet,” said Ponsonby, completely - re.
:;13:21‘1[!1;5?1!. “You heard what Chorry
sald,

“You're sure of the stuff*"’

Y Quite; I've tried it They'll be fall-
g over ane another in the first half."
. Skinner, Snoop, and Stott came stroll-
g on Little Side when the Lantham
team arvived,  Skinmer priuned at the
sight of Ponsonby, but he did not ap-
Proach the gtoup of Highcliffans.

~ “Poor old Pon!” he raurmured, “He'a
jolly anxious about ihe tenner—he’s COM G
]mf gee 1f there’s a ghost of a chance
ert. :

“He doesn’t look anxions'™
Mol

“That's only his swank 1™
CUhantham look o serubby lot!”
marked Snoop,

Skinner chuckled,

“They couldn't beat our Third Form—
that lot!” he said.

Certainly, the eleven that had come
over from Lantham was not much like
the TLantham Ramblers when they were
oit the war-path. Perkaps they fancied
the team was good enough to play a
juniov school team. If that was their

remarked

Tre-

idea, they were likely to be undecelved |

when they started with the Remove.

Courtenay and the Caterpillar looked
on as the match started, rather wonder-
g at the smiles of FPonsonby & Co., who
stood near at hand. Skinner & Co. were
smiling, too, from a different cause. And
Wally Bunter's fat face was wreathed in
smiles—from  another different canse.
Indeed, there were several parties on
Little Side at Greviriars that day whe
were greatly entertained for different
reasons.

That Laitham were nothing like their
nsual form was clear from the start,
Vernon-8mith put the ball into theie
goal in the first ten minutes, and Harry
Whiurtun followed it up with anothor
Bl

Ponsonby still smiled,

¢ was waiting for the effect of the
opiate to show. Ile was a little puzzled
that there was no sign of it so far,
Perhaps the keen air and the healthy
exercise was keeping off the elfects; but
it was rather perplexing, all the same.

At the end of the first half the Remove
were two goals to the good, and looking
a little Lreathless, bot quite fit. -

-

| exclaimed Bob -Ch
. Wally Bunter held up the bottle,
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When the sccond half started Ponsonby
was begiuning to feel anxious.

“Xou're sure that stuff was good ¥
Cradsby whispered.

Poun made an irritable gesturs.

1 tell you I've tried it! 1t was all-
right ! |

*And you’re sure of Bunter?”

“Of course! Do you think T'm a fool®
Besides, you heard Cherry say that Buu-
ter had stood them ginger-pop all round,
as we arranged |7

Gadsby nodded, and was silent.

But there was black care in Ponsonby's
brow, in spite of his words, as the second
half wore on, and the Remove players
continied - to walk over the makeshift
lteam from Lantham,

Another goal, this time from Frank _
Nugenf, came along—and still Lantham
had not scored. And then another, added
by Wharton, The merry men from Lant-
ham were looking rather rueful - now,
They had not ‘expected play of this
quality from the Remove, aud possibly
ey were regretting, by this time, that
they had not seratched the fixture,

P'onsouby looked worried, and gnawed
his" underlip incessantly, :

Even if the opiate produced its effect
now, Lantham were not likely to make
up 80 much leeway. And still there was
no sign of it.  Ponsonby looked round
at Bunter; but it was impossible to ques-
tion him 1n the crowd, wﬁ?em every word -
must have been overheard. Wally Bunter
gave him a smile and another fat wink—
which Pon answered with a2 black scowl.

“Looks like a tenuer for us—what?"
murmured Skinner to his chums. * Pon
doesn't look quite so rosy mow~—what #”

“Ha, ha, ha !"

“Five minutes to
yawned the Caterpillar. “T've a good
mind to ask Pon to put those bets on
again! I wonder if he'd agree?”

Courtenay laughed.

“Hallo, there’s the finish!” said the
Caterpillar, when the whistle shrilled.

There was a roar of cheering rourd
Litile Side, mingled with some laughter,

pre

go, Franky

i Gireyfriars Remave had beaten Lantham

Ramblers by four goals to nil.

Ponsonby fixed iis eyes on Bunter as
the players came off. Necessary as it was
to keep his rascally plotting dark, he
could scarcely restrain ﬂis fury. . The fat
junior came towards him, grinning,

“You—you fat hcung!" muttered
Ponsonby, his lips trembling with rage.

To his horrer and utler consternation
Bunter held out a fat hand with a small
bottle in it,

“There’s your bottle, Ponsonby " he
said in a loud, clear voice that reached a
hundred ears, *“I’ve chucked away the
drug ; but there’s the bottle "

Ponsonby stood transfixed.
hundred eyes were upon him and

Bunter,
What's that?” :

<

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Cherry,

“Deéar old Pon called on me yester-
day,” he explained calmly. * He wanted
me to hocus the Remove team by putting
this stuff in-some ginger-pop before the
mateh.. Don't you want the bottle back,
Pon?" :

Ponsonby stood dumb.

“Bunter!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

*Bo that was it?” murmured the Cater.
pillar. “Dear old Pon! Always schemin’
some merry little scheme, and always
puttin’ his foot in it ! .

Courtenay’s face was red with anger
and shame, ! :

“Ponsonby !” he exclaimed.
you dared—"

“All serene!” said Wally Bunter. “I
was only pulling Pon's leg when I let
him give me the stuff. I thought that 13
I refused he might be a.l:-Ea to get

“Youn—
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up to some other trick—and it was
rather amusing to lead him on, too. He's

been loeking as if he was enjoying him-
pelf -this afterncon—haven’t you, Pon?”
The fat junior chortled. “ You slly,

smeaking, rascally duffer, to think a Grey-
friars fellow would play a tvck of that
kind! But I think you're pretty well
ghown up now 17

Harry Wharton's hand dvopped on

Ponsonby’s shoulder. The dandy of
Highcliffe started back, white io the lips.
Gadsby and Monson were already run-
ning. They were anxious to get away
before the storm burst.
- “PDon’'t von want the bottle, Pou?”
smiled Bauter. *' 1t may come in useful
another time—if you Eet some more stufl
in it I suppose this isn’t your last
swindle, is it?"

Still Pensonby did not speak. Ie could
not. 'The exposure was so open, so com-
plete, and so utterly unexpected that
the raseal of Higheliffe was stricken
dumb, His {are was like chalk, and his
eves had a hunted look,

“Well, my word!” murmured Skinner,
“That's why he looked so rosy at the
start. He thought that Bunter—— My
word !”

“But why didn't Bunter?” murmured

; 3
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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Four New Boys.

i AY I o
It was Mr. Adams, the master ot
the Fourth Form at Rylecombe

Grammar School, who spoke.

“Yes, sir?” replled Gordon Gay, captain of
the Form.

“"Four new boys are expected to-day. 1
have only just heard from Pr. Monk of their
coming. They will all be ju this Form, I
understand.”

The Fourth were naturally inferested. It
was some tlme since any new boy had come
along to swell their numbers. Now, it
seemed, they were called wpon to welcome
fomr all at once.

““Would you like some of us to go and meet
}hﬁm, sir?" inquired Gordon Gay respect-
1 =

"T}Elmt was what T war abont to suggest,
Giay. I trust that there will be no—er—
japing, 1 believe you call it. You are rather
too prone to that kind of thing; but I gréatly
doubt whether it iz really conducive to the
comfort or happiness of new-comers In our
midst.” ~

“We sha'n't hurt them, sir!” Gay answered
cheerily.

He knew that Mr. Adams did not expect
from him any solemn promise to mother or
dry-nurse the new-comers. The master of
the Eyleombe Fourth understond bpys fairly
well : and he was awaere that. in =pite of his
- japing propensities, Gordon Gay was to be
trusted to take no really unfair advantage.

"They are to arrive by the haif-past twelve
train,” Mr. Adams said. “The Form may
diamiza.”

And thé Form dismissed, with much clatter
of feet and some friendly barging about.

“Hi, Monkey! The Head weanta you!"

'yelled a small and cheeky fag aeross the play-
ground, '

-
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“T’on must have
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Snoop, In amazenrent.
offered lum something

“Two quid!” said Wally Dunter, eatch-
ing the wordd. * That was the price, dear
bovs! Won't you take your bottle, Pon?
Then I'H give it to you!”

And with a spring the fat
grasped Ponsonby, and shoved the bottle
down the back of his neck, Then he
ralled away, chucklmg. Ponsonby stag-
swered, and made & uugdr:n run to escape.
But Wharton's grasp was upon him—and
the grasp of many other hands was
au‘:ierﬁ

“No, vou don't!” said Bob Cherry
grimly. *You're going through it first,
yoiu plotting rascal 1

“Let me go!” panted Ponsonby, find-
ing his voice at last. “'1-—I i

He had no chance to say more.

Ponsouby travelled away from Liitle
Side with so many foothall boots behind
him that the fellowa almost fell over one
another, and several kicks landed on the
wrong persons. But Ponsonby got most
of them—more than he wanted. He was
feeling as 4f he had passed under a motor-
car by the time he escaped into the road,
and fled, dishevelled, dazed, and hatless,
for Highelilfe,

o | & -

w

“And you've got to go when Daddy cays
t0, Monkey!” sang out another of the same
species.

Frank Alonk, son of the Ryleombe head-
master, hurried off. Dr. Monk was & good
futher and a kindly Head; but the fellow
who finds united la one person the Head and
the father Is not often left in any doubt
as to the neceasity of prompt obedience.

The rest of the Form crowded around

Gordon Gay.

“Wonder what these chaps will be like?”
said Carboy.

“Oh, solt, silly kide, T suppoee!” prunted
Carker, who was not exactly a pleasant pen
SOTL.

“Can't he kids,” remarked Jack Woeotton—
Waootion malior.

“Why not?" asked Carker. :

- “They're coming Into the Fourth,” said
Harry Wootton—Wootton minor:

“I don't see that that proves anything,”
Carker observed.

“A kid isn't put into the Fourth,” said
Gordon Gay., *“There are ehaps in the Form
we eould do just as well without.”

“Yes: Lacy for ovel” sneered Carker.

He knéw that Algernon Lacy was not pre-
cizely popnlar, and he--dearly loved a cheap
and eafle sneecr.

“1 didn’t mention Lacy," replied Gay.
“And if bhe's one, there are others—as youn
ought to know, Carker. What matters is
whether thesee new fellows wiil be the right
sort to help us keep up our end againmst the
8t. Jim's bounders.”

*That's knocked on the head for the time

being,” said Wootton major gloomil

The feud between the Bt. Jim's junz:)ra and
those of Rylecombe Grammir School was an
old one, and very dear to the hearts of both
gchoola.

It did not prevent real friendship between
the decent fellows on both sides. But ab
times there were ingidents in it uwpon which

JUnior !
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By Richard Randolph

[hree-halfpence. 33

Harry Wharton & Co. celebrated their
victory m Study No. 1;-and Courtenay
and the Caterpillar were guests at the
spread, DBut the most honoured guest
was Bunter of the Remove. .

Bob Cherry rushed into No. 7 for him
and dragged him out, deelining to listen
to refusals, end the fat junior arrived
in Study No. 1 rather breathless, but
grinning cheerfully; and he found him-
self made much of on all sides. .

And while the chums held high revel in
Mo, 1, thers was satisfaction also I
Qkinner's studyv—in that case caused by
the anccess of sharp practice,

But had it heen quite so successful?

Skinner jubilantly teld his chums that
he was going ovet to Highcliffe on the
morrow to collect the tenmer—but the
collection of that tenner was destined to
be a more troublerome matter than the
cheery Skinner anticipated ; and 8kinner's
antisfaction was destined to be short-
lived. : _

But that is another story.

(Don’t miss “WHEN ROGUES
FALL OUT!" — next Monday’s
Grand Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co., by Frank Richards.)

o i eadod b ododohiboi

N Imnd%nastur could be expected to look with
approval.

(vaie uch incident had oceurred quite lately,
and the consequence of it was that Dr.
Holmes and Dr. Monk had pat their heads
together, and had restricted bounds par-
rowly with tbe object of preventing amother
collision for some time to come. :

A line was drawn—an imaginary line, like
the Eguator, be it understood—hetween the
two achosls, and no junior on either side was
allowed to pass over it. R be village
was out of bounds for the Grammarians cn
Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridaya; and for
the 8t. Jim's fellows on Tuesdays, Thurs-
days, and Saturdays. Severe penalties. were
threatened for hreaking these bounds, and it
was known that both beadmasters meant
what they sald.

“0h, that won't last more than a week or
two, old top!” Gordon Gay snswered hopw-
fully. "“When the beaks begin to realice
that we really didn't mean to do those boun-
ders in, and that they didn't rcally mean to
do us tn, they'll relent. Meanwhile=—— Haullo,
here comes Frank!"

Frank Monk's interview with his father had
not been a long one, but he had gathered a
considerable amount of information in the
eourse of it. !

“Tell you as we irot along!™ he eaid.
“Who's comingi!” :

The two Woottons sifniﬂcd that they were.
Carboy said he did nol see the use of doing
the pollte to new kids, and it seemed that
Adams barred their doing the other thing,
a0 het rather thought he would not go. Mont
Blane, the French junior, said “Nom, non!™
He had llnes to do. Lane didn’t care ahout
it. Tadpole was busy with other matters;
and Carker wasn'd ashked. :

“Qot their names down here,” said Monk,
as tho four left the gates. "All from the
same  school. Plase been burbed. down, or
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something, and ecan’'t be rebuilt for terms
and terms. 1 forget the name of it, though
it's one l've often heard, too.”

“ Never mind the name of the echool,” Gay
replied,  “fhat’s no odds.  What are the
names of the new merchants?”

“I don’t see that they're oy oddsz, really,”
remarked Woolton major.

“Uoggs, Blount, Trickett, and Waters,”
I'rank Monk read from the back of an old
vitvelope.

“Hound: a prétty job lot ! growled Woot.

ton minor.
“Goggs would he a soft sort of johnny,”
siid Monk. “Couldn't be off it, with a pame

like that.”
“Buf Blount sonnds ail serene,” Gordon
(ray snid. “"Where's that name come in? Oh,

-1 know—that * Murmion ' stolf we had to do
for the last English Literature exam! Not
half had. Blount and FitzEBustace werc Mar-
mion's esquires.”

“Brrrr!” growled Woolton major,

“Pless Marmion'!” said his minor. *We
had enoungh of that bounder last term?! Bit
of a sweep, as far a5 I ean make out, But 1

don't mind Blouni.”

- YAnd Trickett; that's the kind of name
that ought te belong to a chap up to all sorts
of japes,” remarked Frank 2lonk.

“But Waters doesn’t sound much,” :=uid
Wootton niajor, “Bit of a waszh-out, 1
reckon,”

“80, taking it allogether, two out of the
fone may be expected to turn out all righta,
and the other two to be not-muchers,”
summed up Gay,

“That's abont the size of it,” serecd Frank
Monk.

_ But they were tof find before lone that
it is unsale to judge people by their names.

"Gogge—Goges," sald Gay musingly. "I've
bheard that name before, I'm certain.™

“Well, you didn't get uny change out of
hearifig  it,” Wontton minor answered.
* Blessed fool-name, 1 eall it!”

“I've remembered what their old school was
]r!tl-nlw." eald Monk. “Frapklingham; that's
it

“Of eourse! It was all in the papers at
the time. Some of the chaps hehaved rather
r_~:_ru_=-$Iu'Elx well—quite giddy heroes they were,
in tact!™

“We sha'n't get any of the bhéro breed,
Grordon,” answered Monk, with a grin. “0Or,
i we do, it won't be Goggs. How could a
chap called Goggs be anything in parti-
cudar?”

But that again was a groundless assump-
tion. For Goggs, who was at that moment
looking out of the window of a rallway com-
partment, and tfmlnting out to his chums
the distant building -of St. Jim's, which had
just become visible from the train, was a
boy somewhat out of the common.

And B8t Jim's knew that—kpnew
well indeed.

But it chanced that during his briel visit
to 8t. Jim's Johnny Goggs bhad not happened
to run againat any of the Grammar School
crowd; and It also chanced that Gordon Gay
& Co. had heard nothing much of his doings
while there. The name would have called
up very definite associations in Gay's mind
had he ever heard the atory In full.

Three  other schools koew  Goggs  well.
There was Franklingham. no longer in exist-
ence &3 a school, though it would rize azain
from its ashes before long.

There was Highcelitffe, QGogges' stay there
had been brief; but he had made hiz mark
during that brief stay, and Highclilte would
not easlly forget him.

And there was (reyfriars, Tle had never
spent & night under the roof of that
ancient foundation; but he was thoroughly
well known there. And if the Greyfriars
fellows had been aware that he was now on
his way to Rylcombe Grammar School they
would have prophesisd lvely times at that
seat of learning. )

“Pity we aren't going there!” observed

it wvery

Bertram RBagahaw Dlount, who had  heen
known at Franklingham as * Bags,” when
Uogegs polpted to the old iowers. “It's a

bigger show than Rylcombe, ian't it?"
“Thut is correct, Bags. DBut bigger and
batter are not necesaarily synonymous,” re.
plied Gogys, in his mild, precise manner.
CAren’t  whatter? demanded Waters,
otherwlae “ Waptaijl,”
“Don't show your ignorance, old chap'”
said  Trickett, alins “Trickse.” " Goggles

APy LT
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means—er—-1 can't exactiy explain, but any
fellow with any sense knows!™

“1 see; that's why jon ean't explain,
Tricks. 1 say, though, Goggshird, [ thought
you thought a heap of 8f. Jim's?"

“I did, my child, and I do. But we are
not bound for 2t. Jim's. Our late esfermed
Head, having the needed temporary arrange-
ments in our cascs “leit in his admittedly
eficient hands—--"

“Oh, let's have it in English!”
Waters.

“Has booked ns for Byleombe,” continued
Goggs, without taking any notice of the pro-
test., “To Rylcombe our allegianee is there.
fore due; and to prefer 5t, Jim's would be
futile. Moreover —" :

“Sixthly and seventhiv,” put in Trickett,
erinning.

“I knew there was something else,” said
Blount, with a clieery smile. *The Johnny-
a8z has something up his gleeve beyond the
dull nnderstundings of you two chumps!”

“Has he told you?" snapped Wagtail.

“Well, no!”

“Three ehumps, then!™

“Moreover,” repeated Goges, “at 8t Jim's
[ am kwown, There 1 could not-—shall I
speak in very plain Eoglish, Wagtail 9-—per-
siade them that I am sueh 2 silly ass as 1
look, Nearly, perhaps, but wot quite! At
KRylcombe, however——*

“Bet you they'll have heard about you'"
sadd Tricks.

“I doubt it, dear Loy. T understand that
Merry and ‘the rest ave more apt to exchange

sizhed

punches than confldences with our—er—
new playfellows, I do not think that my
er—fame-——'"

“Oh, cut it short!" said Blount. “ What's
the dodge?”

"1 should like yom fellows to represent me
as being—shall we sayv only just short of
mentally defective?” anawered Goggs., " Do
not consider my feelinga in the matter. Take
me g3 heing deaf as well as hali-blind —*

“¥ou can see farther than any of wa, vou
awizzler!™ growled Waters.

“When a millztone is in question 1 can zee
as far, certainly. But why do I wear glasaes
if not short of sighty"

“Hecause you are a swizzler—that's why!”

“Be it so! 1 propose to continue for a
vrief space to be a-—er—awizzler, Do you
know, Waters, 1 do not believe that word
will be found in a really good dictionary?
L propose to—er-—swizzle—if [ must use the
word—more than ever. Far a brief space,
?_hnt is. My slight talent in the ventriloguial
1

“ Liaten to the bounder! His slight taleng!”

“"That is what I said, Bags. Let us ever
endeavour to avoid unseemly exaggeration.
I bave ualso some small skill in ju-jitsu, an
art which may not he in constant practice at
Ryleombe. Apd—"

“Oh, we twig, old Preachibus, and we'll
‘play up! See here, let's: make out that yomn
logt your giddy wits—what little you had-

Fin the firet”

“But that would not be quite veracious,
Bags,” said Johony solemnly. 2

"1 should rather guess not'!'" Waters said.
“If there was one chap in the whole blessed
school who was cooler than all the rest, it
wua our old Johnov-aza!™

“Never mind, it's good enough for a yarn—
need only hint at it,” said Trickett. = Hallo,
the train’s slowing down'! We must be
nearly there.” =

"1 say, Goggles, I'm your special keeper,
¥ou know,™ said Blount.

“It is very kind of you, myv dear Bags—
heg pardon, my silly mistake—I'm always
making them—mwy Bagshaw, [ niean.” re-
plied Goges, in a high, shrifll treble, and with
o simper that only fell short of being abso-
lutely idiotic,

“domebody to meet us!™ said Waters, as
the train rolled alongside the rural platform
of Rylcombe station.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Blount Explains.

LOUXT got out of the train firat,
Waters and Trickett followed, both
looking as solemn as they knew how,

Then Blount, with an exaggerated
air of anxicty, held out his hand to Johnny
(iogos. w5

“Are you quite sure it i3 safe, my dear
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Bagshaw?” asked Goggs, in 3 mild and
quavering voice.

“0f course, chump!
it returned Blount.

“1t certainly appears to have stopped, Bag-
shaw, But it may go on again. Trains do
sometimes.” :

“They do,” said Treickett. "“If they didn't .
they would never get anywhere.”

“That i3 quite correct. I had not thought
of that. What & brain you have, my dear
fellow ™ :

The Three Wallabies—as Rylcombe called
Gay and the two Woottons, who ail came
from Australia—and Frank Monky; were
crinming almost round o the backs of their
necks by this time.

They seented entertainment from Goggs.

And they were to get it, thongh not -
exactly in ilie manner they anticipated.

Goggs stepped out in a very gingerly
iashion. He seemcd much relieved when his
feet touched terra firma. -

He looked curiously at the four Gram-
nrarians,

“I—1 am not quite sure that I like their
faces, Bagshaw,” he murmured, just loud
enough for the quartet to hear. “They—do

It's atopped, hase's

¥ou not conesider that they look rather
flerce ¥
“H'm! Ko, I shouldn't say they look

exactly tlerce,” answered Bags, “with a huge
wink at Gordon Guay

"1 wish they had sent a smaller one—only
one amaller oue,” said Goggs, speaking ns if
to himself.

"Ehy Wiy?" asked Frank Moenk, in sur-
prise. :

“I really capnot speak to you unatil ~ws
have been introduced,” said Go=zgs primly,

“My hat!™ gasped Monk. '

“A eap.” suid Goggs, with a glance sab
Monk's headgear, “is not a hat.”

“"He's awfully precise and particular'”
whiseﬁrﬂd Blount,
- “Why do you want a littler one,
inguired Waters. -

“To fight, of course. 1s pob the question
rather an absurd and unnccessarvy one$”

“But why do you want to Bght him, fat-
head? 5

“My head iz not fat, Trickett; and I do
not wish to fight anyone!” :

“But you said-—- _

“It was not 1 who desired to engage in
flstic warfare.” :

“Who was [t, then?”

(Goggs gave a wave
the four Grammarians.

“They, of course,” he said. “But I con
sider that they really should have brought
a amaller one for me. I am not very strong:
and they really look so cxceedingly large
and flerce.  That one in particular "—fw
pointed to Gordon Gay—“has a_  very
threatening cast of countenance. Obaerve hix
beetling brow, his bleodshot eyes, his '
critel mounth——"" :

“Here, easy does it, you Chinese image !”
rapped out Gordon Gay. “I'm mot claiming
first prize in just any, heauti' show ; but "

“He is talking to me, Bagshaw, and I
have not been jptroduced to him!" almost
wailed Goggs. “It is really very improper on-
his part!™”

Goggles ™"

of his arm towards

“let's get the introductions over,"” said
Blount to Gay. “Then our tame ass can
explaln  what he means without being
shocked. I'm Blount. This chap'is Trickett. |

This one is Waters. We're just common or
garden specimens—nothing out of the WAy -
about nus. Bui the chap with the face and
the glasses is Goggs—Johnny tioggs; and
he'g—well, - you'll find out what he is in-
time!” :

“I rather fanecy we have a notion already,”
replied Gay. ; -

But that was where he was wrong, They
had no notion at all, Nature bad been I:lu:i
te Ooggs in one way, if she had failed him
in another. He waa certainly the plainest
fellow of the eight gathered onm that plat-
form; hut his face wags just the sort of Tace
that helped him to play the park he loved
to play.

“I dure say you may have,” said Bags,

It was at Waters and Trickett he winked
thia time.

“My name's Gay,” said the Grammar =chool
feader. *“ This is Monkey—sometimes, bot not
often, called Monk, His pater's our Head ;
but he is never called Mopkey—at any rafe,
never when -he can, hear. This fellow is a

e

10d. par anhum,
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Wootton fioin Lhe Never-Never

land—.Jack | and

Wootion—Wootton major--any old Weotton, |

in faeb. Thi other is Harry Wooliou—
Wootton minor. Now you know.”

“And why do they call it the Never-Never
T‘-illT'rd'?" imguired Goggs, with his head cn one
sloe,

* Hecanse they never, never do what they

cught pot to do there,” Gay answercd
rabemnly,
“1 think T shall like thc Woodens," =aid

Goggs, looking plensed,

“ Wooltons !™  pgrowled the elder of the
brethers. * And I don’t think!”
“My silly mistake—I'm always making

them!” said Goggs humbly.

“What did you mean about fighting?®
a:kced Frank Monk.

“ Do you not light at Ryleombe ™

“{h, sometimes, of course! We aren't
always at it, you know.” i

“ But do you mot always force mew boys to
fizht, Monkey?®

“ Monk, please! Don't he cheeky!™

“1 really conld not, 1 assure you, Monkey—
er—pardon! My silly mistoke., 'm always
innking =

“It's a babit you'd better get rid of, old
top 1=

“T fear—I greatly fear—that that is im-
possible. But vou will make excuses for me,
1 am sure. About the new boys, now, and

yvour forcing them to fight?”

-~ “Well, of course, a new chap has to go
ihrough it,” zaid Gordon Gay.

“Oh! Then, please, may | have guite =«
small, weak bhoy to fight with¥ I am sore
you are all much too hig and strong [or me,
And getting hurt pains me extremely., My
dear grandmother——"

“ Brought bher with you ™
Wootton,

“[ regret to say, no. Do they allow grand-
mothers at your =chool?”

“ Only your sort!” growled Jack Woetton.

“ My sort of grandmother? 0Ok, then, I will
write to her to come at oace! That will Le
delightfnl, for then I zhall have some <on-
gental society, apd there will be someone Lo
protect me if my schoolfellows gel too rude
and rough. But how did you know what surt
of a grandmother mine is, Hotun i

& Wootton, you ohbject!®

“ Pardon, my dear fellow! My silly mis-
tuke—I'm always making them. I shall re-
member in future. Let me see—there is
nothing like system. You amd your brother
ars not wooden-headed, although you may
appear—— Ahem! You are not Hotdentots
although—er—I1 should say you are not Hot-
tentots; and =0 I ean remember that your
name is mot Hotun, which really does suggest
Hottentot to my mind. 2o that is goite all
right. And in future I shall always call you
—er—pardon! What did you say your name
really was? I =eem to have got rather mixed.”

Goges looked so apologetic and so pathetic
that the Wooiton brothers could not help
thinking him zincere, thouwgh at first they
had believed him guilty of pulling their legs.

decond thoughts, by the way, have not
always the sdvantage over first that the old
saw represents them as having.

“1'1l sece about your traps,” sald Frank
Monk.

And he went off fo intervicw Trumhble, the
veleran porter.

“Traps 7" said Goggs, as if puzzled. % But
we have mo—— Ah. I see! It iz a slang term
here for onr impedimenta. [ might bave ex.
peeted that they would talk in slangy fushion
here, s was most wnfortupately the custom
at Frapklingham. The deep well of English
undefiled i

He stopped, for he found that he had no
a uditor.

In that comnection his own chums wonld
kave been of no mwse to him, They knew his
fine flow of speech from of old,

But, anyway, Trickett aml Waters knd
accompanied Monk, and Blount had moved
away from him with the other three Gram-
marians.

Goggs sat down and fanned his face with
his handkerchief. It was not at all a het
day, and bhe did nat look hot, Dut he saw
(lay glance across at him, and he fanned nore
vigorously than ever,

“ What'a the matter with bim?" growled
Jark Waootton,

The Grammarianz had taken three of the
newcomers, on their faces, as fellows of their
own sort, whish they nalurally regarded ns
the right sort.

But none of them knew what to make ot
Goggs.

Yet they might have suspected. They them.

asked Harry

selves were by no means withoot guite, Gordon,

Gay was one of the most elaborate of spoofers,
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the gther ihree were quite capabde ol
bicking his up handsomnely,

itlount tapped his forchead,

“Potty 7" aslied Harry Wootton.

“ Well, nol so bad as that, But he's—well,
not quite fike other fellows., I've been com-
mizsioned to look after him,®

This waz truc. Goggs bhad commissianed
Rlount to look after him.
pletely capable of looking after himself, it
15 true. But that was a mere detail.

. “Could they stand him at Franklingbam ?»
inguired Gay,

“Oh, yes; we stomd him all serene! He's
really not at all a bad sort, you kpow.” an-
swered RBlount, hard put to it to keep bis
countenance. -

What would these fellows zay il they were |

teld that Johnny Goggs had been guite the
st popitar feliow at Frankiingham, with
a reputation for deing everything better than
any fellow of his own agc or near it in the
school, and able to do several things that
athers could not do at all?

In the Fourth—the Form

whiclhh be had

He was very com. |
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| Lthis time the three whe had been looking after

the luggage had joined the rest, and Goggt
had also ventured to appreach.

He bheard the whole of Gay's story-—or,
rather, the joint story of the four, for Monk
anpd the Woottons were nob silent.

“It's one of the days when they're barred
from the village, so we aren't likely to see
any of them,” Gay concluded biz explanation.

“Kim on!” said Monk. * We shall be late
for dinger["

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Very Mysterious.
HEN the eight started from the
station, six of them went in front.
Gogps was one of the two in the
rear, and the other was Trickett.
“It’s working, Goggles,” said Trickett, with

& eheery grin.
to work, I think,”

honoured with his presence—it was generally |

helicved that Johnmy might have been in the
Sixth had he chosen. -Goggs himself knew
that be might; but bhe had never said s0.
sHited him better to devote hiz mind to japes
than to swotting.

“I dare say he's funny,” eaid
mnor.

“(th, he's funny all right ' Blount said.

Giordon Gay gave the eccentric new boy a
glance of disparagement.

“That way of being fumny jolly soon palls,”
he remarked.

“We never found Goggles
Blourt answered, grinning.

“We ghall ' Gay said, with convietion.

“Oh, I don't think so! Franklingham
;n:nsu‘t the same place after old Goggs blew
n"
~“You fancied it had become a home for
incurable idiots, dide't you?™ Qay said,

“(dh, mot s0 bad as that! One swallow
doesn't make a snmmer.”

“RBuot one chap like that iz a
start for what the Americans cal
house.®

“You don't geem to take to Goggles much,
Gay,” said Blount.

“Could anyone 7¥

“[ think so® 1 tell you straight T like the
bonnder no end. Youw can hardly jondge him
by to-day. The fire, youn know—->"

“Irid that send him potty?” struck in Woot-
ton mipor.

“Nunno! Not exactly potty. But—"

“ Boes he always talk the sort of stuff he
was giving B3 7™ asked Woottoh major.

Blount willingly left the subject of the fire,
having produced the Iimpression desired—
which was that it had upset the mild Goggs
hadly. These fellows could be tald the trutl
some day; and then they might zee GQoggs as
Franklingham had seen him—with a colTage
that never faltered and a coolness that was
never taken aback. There had bheen more
than one hero pt TPranklingham that wmight
of the fire: Blount himself had done his share,
But no one had dobe more than Goggs.

“ Almost always,” replied Bags. “Had the
misfortune to swallow a dictionary in his kid-
hood, yon know. And he's always polite, too
—been nicely brought up.”

“ Iy bis gramny—ha, ha!” cackled Wootton
miner,

“That's it!” =zaid Rlount.

He thought of the unele whom Goggs per-
gisted in calling his grandmother—the keen-
eyed, lean-faced detective who had been all
over the world, and had faced perils innumer-
able without turning a hair,

¢ Let's kid him that he can have his dear
old granny here!” said Harry Wootton
eagerly.

% Yes, do!” snid Blonnt.

“1f yon ean!” he added mentally.

“ Harily worth while. You could kid that

Wootton

pall on ums™

retty fair
a foolish

image to anything,” remarked Gorden Gay.

“Look at the silly ass fanning himsell as if Le
were ot !

“Dught not to be, ought he? He's heine a
good deal left out in the cold,” Blount replied,
with a distinet touch of sareazm,

“What licks me,” oheerved Jack Wootton,
not without keenmess, “i3 that you really
eeem w0 think qunite o lot of the hopeéless
chump.® i

“T do,” said Rags, :

“Ton't s2ee how vou can,” Gordon Gay sald,

“(h, you'll see some day, all serene! 1T zay,
that's 8t. Jim's over there, isn't it 9"

- % Yes, that's 8t. Jim's. Wext best sehool in
England to Rylcombe, you know. But jnst
now 8t. Jim's is rather off the map for us.®

“ How's that ??

Gay proceeded to relate how that was. By

It |

|
|
l

|
|
|

“It could hardly fail
replied Goggs sedately.

“Well, you do look i, you know, old top—
when vou want to.®

“It is my misfortane, Tricks, 40 look
whether 1 like or not.”

“Ratse! 1 you take your giddy plasses off
gprg Shrl}'b't.! that silly expression off your

m _____l

“But the siily expression is my matural cne,
Tricks, dear hoy.”

“"More rata! It's not. I say, though, It's
A bit of Tuck that our new erowd and the 5t
Jim's lot are out just now. | suppose the
fellows you've told us about—Merry and
DFArcy and Dane and the rest of them—
would spot you in a jifly.”

“They could not help doing .80, Tricks. Is
there in all the wide, wide world another face
like mine?”

“There isn't another bounder so wide and
80 decp as you are, anyway. But this really
ig luck. You couldn't bave kept it up for five
minutes after the 8t. Jim's fellows had
recagnised you., Bub now—"

“Now, my son, I count uwpon keeping it up
vntil normal relations between the two sehools
are resumed,”

“That's the game. My word, we'll take 16
out of these hounders! They're decent
enough chaps, I'm sure; but they're a bit
toon swanky, and they need taking down &
peg or two—or hiky.”

“1 dom't thisnk they are really swanky.
Like the rest of the world, Tricks, they judge
by appearances, and a ances are against
me. That is all. Do you think they would
have more sympathy with me if I wept? 1
am guite prepared to weep il necessary.”

“1t might be worth while; but it wouldn’
get you any more sympathy, old bean, I—

“Grammar School bounders!™

The shout came—or seemed to come—from
behind the hedwe to the right. They were
now well cledr of the village.

The four old hands polled up at once.

“That was Tom Merry's voice!”
Gordon Gay, looking about him.

“Where are they?” said Frank Mook, in
bewilderment.

There was no sign of Tom Merry, -or of any
other St. Jim's fellow.

*Ready, vou chaps! Kim on!”

“That's Blake!” said Woatton major.

“Wush them, deah boys!”

“And that's that ass D Arey!”
Wootten minor,

But no resh followed.

“It's an ambuesh, | suppose?” remarked

Blount.
But it isn't. mweh in the

sald

said

“Looks like iL.
line of those bounders to give the game away
like that,” said Gay doubtiully,

“Yon fellows game for a scrap when they
rush?” asked Monk.

“We are,” said Walers. *But, of course,
you can't expect poor old Goggles——"

“Oh, cat Gogeles out! He'd -be no use in a
ECTap, anyway.”

Bags and Wagtail grinned at.one anether.
Gordon Gay was very far astray in -that
supposition. '

Tricks also grinned. But the face of Goggs
was as solemn aa ever.

The two had sow drawn up to the hall-
dozen ahead,

"1 do trust that-—that—in shart, that there
will be no rongh and tumultunons proceedings,”
said Goges, looking frightened,

“1f that's short, say it in long,” growled
Harry Wootton.

;:jThcy dont seem te be coming,” Monk
Bald.

“Well, we're not going to rap away from
them,” asid Gay. s

“ Do youn not think it would be wiser,” Joy,

tHr—hautﬁn our [ootstepei” said Goggs., “1
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would not  suggest  actunlly running away,
thotigh my dear grandinctiier bas always becn
cmplatically of opinicn that discretion is the
better part of valour; bat --—"

“Uh, shut up! Amd oy pame's Qay, not
doy."

*Pardon!
making—-"

G for them!™

The sell secmed tor come from Behind the
Bedae. It alsa secmed to hreak in upon The
Bpeceh of Goges, But his chums knew that
trick of lis.
those ot i the secret eould almost  have
sworn that he and the person whose voice he
imitated were speaking together. Dut that,
Bl course, was mnere illusion,

“That was Noble,” said Jack Wootton.

“They seem to be in force,” remarked his
brother..

“Da You not really think we had betfer—or
eeribire 7 asked Gogps,

“You can if yon like '™ snapped Gay.

“Then 1 really think 1 will,” said Goggs
bichitly.

Bat he did not start.

TAren't you going®” demanded Wootton
major,

“1 do not know -in which direction 1 eczn
g0 to be safe” replied Goggs,

My =itly mistake. I'm alwavs

He could carry it so far that |
| teenl™

take your word for it, though the

-

“Better follow us,” said ¥rank Monk, with |

iogrin. - “Come along, you chaps!  As they
won't show up, we'll go to them !
They made a rush for the hedge from

Behind which the volecs had scoemed to enme,
It was high cnough to provide cover, but ot
too high 1o be looked over,

“There's nobedy here!™ eried Bags.

“Ha, ha, ha ! come—or seemed to come— |

from helind the othor Ledge. :
Goses had not moved. He  seemed to
Gorden Gay & Co. in too deadly o funk to
M,
he other seven darted aeross the road,

“Come on, you eripples!” rcared a voice

that sounded exuctly ke Juck Hlake's,

The four Grammarians to whom the sceret
Pl Goges' ventritoquism was unknown quite
expected to have a rush to mectk gnd heavy
oilds to face,

Bags . and Tricks
tenddsl to expect
ver¥ well indecd.  Goges highiy npproyed
it thelr show of complete earnestpess.

“There's no’one lere, either!” said Harry
Wootton. ¢

“My hat! :

“This fairly takes the giddy eake!™

“Fhey muzi be somewhere!™ gaid Gay,

“Yes ~they must be somewbere!™ celoed
Bogs, in a very mystified tone.

“That,” said Goges priimdy, “fa am incomn-
trovertible phifosophical propezition.  Assam-
ing-—as in politencss I must assume —that the
perscis whom von seem to he expecting have
aatnal objeetive existences, it can Lardly bver
demied by any impartinl reasoner that they
must he——"

O, shat up!™ snapped Goy,
shapr——--¥

“Aren't you coming?”

“1'11 swear that was
Jack Wootton,

and Wagtail

it.

“1 say, you

Tum

"I never swear” marmured Goges. “Buat 1|

tm preparcd to alirm that it was pop!”

“What did yon say, putty-faee:”

“That is rude, Hotun'”

“Wootton, yon prive [diot!”

“Heg pardon—my aiily %

“Oh. dry up, do, or there'll
lunatic about ! i,

“But you should not he risde. Wooden !
It ia wrong to be rude. My dear grand
mother —"

“Bless yoor zrandmother !

*That is kind of you. A sineere blessing ia
never  wastedd, My erandwother  wanld
appreciate it. T am sure,
it when 1 next weite”

“Where on earth can those houpders he "
paked Gorden Gay, turning his back upon the
voluble new hoy.,

“"That’s what 1 want to koew.” said Monk,
gazing all around i Bewilderment.

“We  eertainly  heard  {hem Merry
Noble and Blake and IV Avey. uv ny,”
Wootton minor,

“Avd that means there would be a doren
ar so tuere—Manners and. Lowther, Herries
and Prizhy, Give. amd Dane, if no mere,” o
mirked Wontton maior,

he a dead

nnd
safd

“That  only  makes  ten™ sakl  Gogos
prociseiy.
SO, b dry oup, dwmope! What are wa

foing to do abont its”
“Hi, b, ha! Check for the gny Gordons!
Yon can't do anythin' ! '
“That was Cardew,” Monk znid,
“Thitteen,” anid Wootton ininor.

D

T e

only pre- | in ~giaht -
]iutl .I‘Ihl:'j' FTEF-E'"”“H | nok n Elgllt.

- wemy

Mesrv ' said

L will tell her of |

| and Waters

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.,

and Levison are surc to. be there if Cardew
15.7

"Twelve and three make fifteon,
Woodsn,” Goggs reminded him,

“Well,” said Bags, it they won't show 3y}
we can't do anvthing, ean wev
Jlly myaterious to me,” :

“d don’t see where they can be bidden,”
Tricks said.

“I never saw  such  duffers in my life!”
crowled & voice that appeared to come from
the ditel at the loft side.

“Grundy ! osaid Wootton  minor, "

my dear

ix-

_ "But  surcly Grunty, or whatever the
individual's name may be, does not count as
three,” ohjeeted Gogrs.

Wil you dry uap?  If Grundy's there
Wilkihs and Gunn are cortain to be, aren’t
they, agg?” v

“I really do not know. 1 am prepared to
hasis of
¥Your deduction eludes me,  Bul—is
there ¥

*Didn't you
hooted Monk.

“Hear whom?"

“The St. Jim's fellows, of conrse ™

Goges shook his headd.

CAre you deal, images”

Goggs put a band to his ear.

“LlEh?" be guild, his face very blunk.

“1a he deaf as well as u fool?
of Blount in utter impatience,

“Just about ns much,” answered Bags, with
a double meaning that Gay did not follow.

“You heard those bounders, didn’t von®"
asked Wootton minor. 0, hing 16 all, you
couldn't be off hearing them '™

hear them, you silly climmp?"

“I certainly heard voices that seemed 1o |

come from behind the hedges—hoth hedges.”

"And you mean to say you sdidn't, thick.
hecd?” snapped Gay at Gogas,

Goges shook his bead, with an EXpression
of patient humility upon his faee,

“1 do not wish to infer that you are saffer.
g from delusions,” ho said.
imore than singular it all of Yiu were 1o
suffer in that way at one and the same time.
But certainly I heard no one speak who was

Gordon Gay & Co, stared .t him.  His
three ehums felt anxious,
that Goggs was risking the givige away of
the whole game,

But he was not, Lacking the clue, the four
old hands were most cornpletely “mystitied,
They did not doubt that Goggs waz speaking
the truth. He seemed so candid ond so
simple that it was hard to doubht that

The truth, however, as he saw it, and ns
they natarally fmagined it were two very
different things,

R 0h, come on Y osaid Gay, F There wiil bLe
n row if we're late for dinner. As for th
chaps—silly bonnders, 1 eall them- -if they
won't show up they can't very well make
out that we ran away from them.™

The cight moved on.

From over the edee to the left scemed to
come a mocking cry of

*(iood-bye-ceee !
boys only just ercaped being  Iate

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Seeing the Head.
G for dinner. There was hut seanty
time for washing handz and brushing hadr,

ORDON  GAY, Frank
and mo time at all to spare for taking ihe
new fellows to the Head or Mr, Adams, or for
making them known to the rest of the Form.

Many curious looks were cast upon them
as they sat in their places at one of the
long tables in the great dining-hail,

The gencral opinion about Blount, Trickelt,
wis Tavourable on the whole,
Those three presented nothing out of the
ordinary way to ecall for criticism, though
one or two fancied that Waters waz inelined
to swankiness, o qudgment that wus not
altogether without foundation.

Waters bad not been nicknamed ™ Wag-
tail * for nothing. Of @1 bird: the water
wagtail is the most conceited.  The lordly
rooster, ford of the farmyard, ou his own
dunghill, i= less asreagant than the wigtall,

But Goges had taken some of the conceit
out of Waters in the early duys of their aszsg-
cintion, and it was not &0 prominent now.

Rlount and Trickett were the kind of (o).
lows likely to Tall on their feet at any decent

Munk, the

| sehnol, and they looked it

It was otherwise with Gogges.
He was doing hiz best —or his worst —with

J that Face of h-,

It all seems !

HU?HHE.

asked Gay |

“Tt wonld hbe

It sivemied to them

brothers Wootton, and the four MEw

B

!

b are 1o keep together,” said Carpenter.

He lookedallmost an iwbeecile, No one whe
did not know him could have suo-o0d that
hie Bad brains enough to it out half o oozes
ordinary members of the Byleombe Fourth,
or that his lean limbs possessed muscles that,
slight ax they might scem, were like steel
and whipeord, or that the disfiguring glasses
hid & pair of the brightest of blue cyes. No
one  could guess, amd no one would hayve
believed Lad they been told.

“Crumbs! Of all the soft chumps he's the
softest 1" whispered Latking to Carpenter and
Snipee. -

"Hope iley put him in our dorm,” caid
Bnipe, with an unpleasant leer. o

“They ecan’t very well be off it, if the iﬁir
“i's
the only one that has so many empty heds in
it."” 3 N 5
"We'll make the silly sheepface sit up!”
Snipe replied. :

These three were by no means aweong fhe
nicest fellows in- the Fourth. But they were
not all of quite the some type. The sham-
bling. sallow Snipe was an out-and-out rotter,
and a sneak to boot, Larking, bolder amd
morz reckless than Snipe, was hardly motre
pleasant. ‘nrpenter, o good-looking, fair
fellow, was too weak to take a line of his
own ; hie wos far mwore decent than the other

| two.

Thire was ane anember of the Fourth who
regarded Goggs inoa different light from the
regt, however.

Thiz= war Horace Tadpole.

Tadpole was somewhat the same sort of

Jellow that the Fourth imagined Goggs to

he,
(To be continued.)

- e bat
The Editor’s Chat.z

For Next Monday :
“ WHEN ROGUES FALL OoUT!"”
By Frank Richards.

Nest week's fine story s a sequel to that
whicli appeasrs this week. Skinner & Co. have
won their bets with the nuts. But winbing
a bet and collecting the proceeds are not .
onc and the same thing: collection does not
follow winning as inevitably as night follows
day It should have been easy cnough in. this
cise, 48 the cagh was held by a neutral ; but
it does not prove easy.” And, in the upshot,
there is a big row about it:; and the whole
story comes Lo ears that Skianer .and. the
otber sportive young gentlemen would hardly
have wished. it  to. -

OUR NEW SERIAL.

Thiz will come ar something of a surprise to
mast readers. Not as o complete surprise,
perhaps, for T have given several broad hints
as to what you might cxipect when we hasd
ancther serial, -

But there was no - preliminary  formal
announcement  such  as  you  have  heen
used to,

I don’t think that will matter.
will speak for itself.

Nearly wveryone wanted a school story. A
very large ynmber of readers asked for o
story with Johnny Goges in It. And there
were al:o many who desired a  Ryleombe
yurn. ; : !

In “Gozgs, Grammarian,”
three of these things. i

If you like the story tell vour friends about
it. Anyone can get o grip on it without
knowing all about Goggs und Gorden Gay and
the rest of them beforehand., The first instal-
ment will “put wise "—as oir friends across
the Atlantic ray—even those who have never
heard of any of them.

“Goggs, Grammarian
the eccentric Johmny s qunite eccentrie
enongh to pose as an authority on  the
subject of grnmmar, of - tourse.  You old
readers wili understand that; you have been
nsed to sceing Gordon Gay and his crowd
written of ss the Grammarians, - But don't
let any «f your fricnds imagine that the
story in any way haugs upon the discussion of
Intricate points of grammar. I ean answer
Ior the correctness of that side of it, as far
as it matters: bur it iz not the subjcet of the

story, by long odis
YOUR EDTITOR,
‘22-2-19

The story

you have all

‘does not mean that



