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THE END OF THE GCR

(A Very Amusing Scenc (n the Magnificent Lond, Cao riplete School Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Coker’s Petition!

t«F SHALL put it before the Head !"

I Coker of the Fifth uttered the

words with an air of finality.
Potter and Greene, who were
Laving tea with Coker in his study;
stared at thewr chief in surprise.

“What are you gomg to put before the
Head?” mquired Potter. ** Not your
face, 1 hope. He'll never survive the
shock !™

“Never!” said (reene solemnly.

“ Look here,” said Coker wrathfully.
“This study ien't a home for prize
comedians !”

“Then what are you doing here?”
usked Potter, in surprive.

And Greene chuckled,

Coker jumped up from the
When Coker did that it was a
sign that a storm was brewing.

Potter and Greene jumped up, too,
aid backed awav in alarm.

" Are you idiots gomg to hehave vour-
selves 7" demanded (oker. “If not, I'll
wipe up the floor with you!”

o “‘tl‘-—\\"ﬂ'.ll IJ"' il g'l'ﬂf.l
faltered Greene.

Both he and Potter had great respect
for Coker's fists,

" Very well,” said Coker. resuming his
seat, ' Now, listen to me.”

“ We are all ears |” said George Potter.

“Any ass can see that!" growled

table.
sSUre

as gold !

(‘oker. “'I never saw a fellow wit: such
Ing flappers in all my 1atural |

“Why, wyou — yvou ——"  stuttered
Potter.

“Dry up, and listen to what I've got
to say! I'm going to put in a petition
to the Head —"

“A which?" said Potier.

A petitron ! saxd Coker firmly,
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“What on earih for?” -
“It's high time we had a Sports Dav
Coker went on.  ** W
haven’t had one for a dog's age. Moaost
schools have a sports day, and I don't

see why Greyfriars should be different

from the rest.”

“It’s not u bad wheezo.” said Greene,
rather grudgingly. “But it's not VoW
place to put 1t to the Head. That's
Winzate's job, as captain of Greylriars,™

“Rats!"”

“Greene's quite right,” said DPotter.
“It’s up to you to put it to Wingate,
and ‘then Wingate will approach
Head.™

“Oh, will ke ! growled Coker. ** And
take all the credit for my idea! ['m
not quite such a fool as 1 look, George
Potter !

“Well, that's worth
way ! said Potter.

“Do you think the Head weuld take
any notriee of a petition from vou?” ex.
claimed Greene. *Why, he'd shy it into
his  wastepaper - baskot ! The Head
doesn’t allow a fellow in the Fifth to
dictate to hun!”

*No, rather not!” said Potter,

“We'll sce,” said Coker.

And he pushed his plate away from
him, and substituted a writing-pad and
an inkpot.  After which the great
Hovace thoughtfully nibbled at a peu-
holder,

“Want any help?” asked Potier., -

Coker sniffed.

“I don’t aecept help from a fellow
who can’t spell !” he said.

“My hat!"” _

“Your spelling would be a disgrace
to a fag mm the Second!"” said Coker
scornfully.  “Ouly the other day von
told me there was no * k' in exercise !™

" Neither is therve !I” gasped Potter.

knowing, any-
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“"Don't talk 10t! You Liunu yolly well
it'e spelt ' e-k-s-er-si-se!’”
“First 1've of
Potter.
Coker shook his head sadiv.

heard i1

grinted

“You've got to learn, George Pot-
ter ;" he said. ' It's a pity you're so
backward ! '

" Backward ! hooted Potter. “ Why.
E I were <o backwiard as vou 1'd ge

and suffecate myself in the nearest cup-
hoard | ™

" Same here !

(‘oker glared,

“You're gomng the right way to get
vour two silly nappers banged together 1"
he growled. *“Dry up now! I'm going
to write myv petition.

Potter and Greene exchanged glances,
and each tapped hiz forehead signifi-
cantly, suggesting that Herace Coker was
not *“all there.”

There was nething wrong with Coker’s
idea of u Sports Dav at Greyfriars: but
the Hoad would not be likely to sanction
it on the strength of a petition from a
conmoen or garden Fifth-Former.

bustead of tackling the siwuation 1n hs
usual high-banded way, Coker would
have been wiser. in the opinion of his
study-mates, to submit his wdea to Mr.
Prout, or to the captain of Greyfriars.

Fer some moments there was no sound
in Coker’s study save the steady scrateh-

satd Greene,

ing of his pen,

'l'nl-;ﬂr lhﬁ]l]»‘.i-'nl W I'jhli:_;', iHlLI I'II'-I
spider-like  scrawl was only produced
aster a great expenditure of effort. On

this occasion he was actually in a state
of perspiration by the time he had
fimished writing his petition.

“There ! said Coker, laving down his
pen, and drawing an inky finger across
s nose. 1 think that will dnswer
the purpese. It will make the Head sit

"up and take notice, anyway.'

Ccpyright in the United Staites of America.



Every Monday.

“TI should jolly well think it would!”
said Potter.

“May we read the toucling appeal 2"
aslied Greene.

“Certainly '™ said Colker,

And he pushed the manuseript across
tiie table.

Potter and Greene, as they perused the
Ul-written, illspelt  document. could
scarcely contain their merriment. On
several occasions they were called upon
to turn a chuckle into a cough.

Coker:s  petition—partiallv  obscured
by numerous blots—ran as follows:

“I, HORACT COKER, of the Vth
Form at Greyfriars, do hearby sollumliy

petishun the headmaster to give his %kon-
sideration  to  the suggestion hearby
folowing,

“Other skools have their sports davs.
Why not Grevfriars? 1 respectiully beg
to suggzest that the whole skool be
granted a fool day's holliday on Wensday
neckst, for the purpuss of playing
cricket, and cetra.

“If konvenient, will the headmaster
piese notifr the aforemenshuned Horace
Coker."”

“Carry me lhome t~ die!" gurgled
Potter. |

“Eh?" said Coker sharpl.  “What
vas that?"”

“I—=Y said that ought to hit home
z-and-by ™' _-,tlmmereg Potter.

Coker looked suspicious,

“There's nothing wrong with
peution, 1s there®" he demanded.

“Oh no!” said Greene promptly.
“It's perlect—except for the handwriting
and the spelling : but they're minor con-
siderations, "’

“Oh, quite !" said Potter.

“Coker seems to be in love with the
letter *k.,”” said Greene. *“ He's used
it “eonsideration,” ‘convenient,’
‘school,’ and * next.” ™

“Of eourse " said Coker.
it should be.” -

“My hat!"

“By the way,"” said Potter, * what
soit of game 1s * cetra' "

L‘Eh?l-l‘ I

“You talk about ericket, and cetra.
I've heard of cricket, but the other
thing's foreign to me!”

““Ass!" snorted Coker.
“and so on,” of course!”

“Oh!™

“It's about time vou fellows swotted
up Latm ! said Coker.

* Look here,” said Potter. * Do you
seriously mean to say that you're going
1o send that petition to the Head 7™

“Do vou think 1 expended all that
time and thought just for a joke?”
roared Coker,

“If the Head sees that vou'll get it in
the neck——"

“Oh, let him go ahead!" said Greene,

“He won't be happy till he’s made a
champion ass of himself! Sorves him
right if the Head sticks his letter up on
the notice-hoard for all the school to
see!”

Coker ignored Greene's remarks,

He went to the door, opened it, and
glanced along the passage.

In the distance was the retreating
fizure of Trotter, the school page. Coker
haitled him.

“Take tlus along to the [Head at
once!” he said, handing the petition,
duly folded and sealed, to the page.

Trotter nodded, and went on his way
whisthing.

Coker turned back into his study,

“I shall saon hear the result,"" he said.

“It'll probably mean six months—with
hard labour!” said Potter.

Not for one moment did ('oker’s study-

that

“That's as

“It means

——a
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mates imagine that ihe petition wonld

prove suecessful,
But the unexpected Lappened.
Half an hour later
on the scene with a note addressed to

Horace C(oker in the Head's hand.
writing.

“My hat!" murmured Potter. *The
Head's actually sent a repiv "

“Of course he has!'" said  (oker.
“T'rom oue gentleman to another, wvou
know 1"

“I'll. bet it's unfavourable! said
Greene.

Coker took out the Hean's note, and
read it

“Well 2"
together,

“It's all serene!” sail Cokor
Day will be next Wednesday !

“Garamon !

Coker tossed the letter across the tablo.

said Potter

. F:'::ﬁl'*.‘:l

“Read the letter for vourselves.
then!"

Potter and Greena gurversd  (lie
Head's veply. It van thios-

" Dear Coker,—On receiving vour

epistle, I at first considered | was being
made the victim of » practical joke. 1
then recalled the fact that vour know-
ledge of writing and spelling 13 extremnoly
limited, ard I reabised that vou had not
wilfolly misspelt every other word. [
shall request Mr. Prout 1o give you half
an hour's tuition each dav, after school
hours, in English composition and spell-
.

“With regard to vour request that
next Wednesday may be treated as a
“fool holliday '—1 presume vou mean
‘fuli holiday '—such a request should
have been made to me through the fap-

{ tain of the school, or one of the Form-

mastors.  Doubtless, h
not aware of this faect.

“I have given the matter my
consideration, and have docided to grant
your request. In future, however, plesse
make your suggestions through the
proper channals.

“(Signed) Hersert H. LocsEk.
“ Headmaster.”

owevelr, vyou ware

“My onlv

aunt !  gasped .Potter.
“The Head's

» actually  turned un
trumps !’

“Of course he has!™ <iiid Coker ¢
knew all alonz thatr he'd do the decent
thing. But T can’t understand what he
means about my knowledgo of writing
and spelling being limited: and I'm
dashed if I'm going to take !essons inder
Prout! Prout can't spell for toffee '™

“Great Seatt '™

“Sports Day’s a fixture for next Wed-
nesday, anvhow ! said Coker. * That's
all that matters. And the fellows have
got me to thank for bringing it about'”

And the great Coker felt immenselr
pleased with himself,

" His concluding remarks, althoush he
did not know it. had been overhead hy
Billy Bunter of the Remove, who had
followed Trotter alonz to the study to
find out who the note was for, and what
it was about.

“Sports Day on Wednesdar ! mur-
mured the Owl of the Remove. his little
round eves gleaming behind his spee-
tacles.  “That's rippme!”

And he rolled breathlessly awas to the
Remove passage, to arguaint Harry
Wharton & Co. with the good tidings

1

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Night Adventure. 1
MPOSSIBLE!" said Harry Whar-

Trotter appeared ]

and Greane !

[
{

ton.
Billy Bunter blinked at the
captain of the Remove, _
“I tell vou it’s a fact!" he said !

Three-halfpence. 3

“Coker suggested to the [ead that a
Sports Day should be held next Wednes.
dayv—and the Head agreed!"

“Bosh!"” said Bob Cherry.,

“Bunter imagines these thinzs!'”
growled Johnny Bull.  “Of course, it
would be jolly nice to have a Sports
Day, but the Head wouldn't take anv
notice of a chump like Coker. If the
request came from us it would be quite
another mattar '

*Oh, quite!” said Frank Nugent,
F_Bi[l_t' Bunter glawered at the Famous

ive,

“1 can see you don't believe mo
he began.

“Go hon '

" But Coker will bear ont what T aar.
You go along and ask him "

“It isn’t worth it."”” said Harrr Whar-
ton. *“There’s bhound to be no truth in
it. We know what a blessed Ananias VO
are, Bunter!"

“Oh, really, Wharton

At that moment the door of Stude
No. 1 was thrown open, and Horace
Coker appeared,

Biliy Bumter at once appealed to the
Fifth-Former.

“I say, Coker, ist it a fact that
Sports Day’s on Wednesday ™

“Yes," said Coker,

F_There was a gasp from the Famous
ive. :

_“You—you're not pulling our legs,
Coker?" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

TOf course not! I petitionad the
Head, and he readily consented io my
request I said Coker lofrily.

“There you are, von fellows'™ said
Pilly Bunter, with a triumphant blink
at the Famous Five. _

Coker strode up to the Oul of the
Remove and gripped him by the collar.

“You must have been hstening outside
my study door to get hddd of this
information !" -he said.

“Ow! T wasn't—I dido't——""

Coker shook Billy Bunter like a fat
vat.  Then, with a superhuman effort,
he hurled the plump junior into the
PASSazoe.

Billy Bunter rolled aver on the lina-
leum, and the studv door was slaramcd
in hiz face.

When he had rerovered his breath—fo-
Billy Bunter was no light-weight —Coker
turned to the Famous Five.

“T want vou kids to understand.” he
aaid, “that I'm going to be muster of
the ceremonies. The sports are going
to be organised and controlled by me "

“Rats "

“You will draw up a programma,
Wharton, and submit it to me for nmy
consideration.”™

“1 shall do nothinzg of the sort!”
growled Wharton.

("oker glared.

“You refuse to recognise
authoritr 7" he exclaimed,

“Right on the wicket ! chiuckled Bob
Cherry,

“If we have to take arders from anv-
body;” szaid Nugent, “we'll take them
from Wingatet"

“Not for one moment would we
dreamfully think of taking our esteemoi
ordergs  from the bootfaced Coker!
murmured Hurree Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

("oker clenched his fists, and looked
as if he were about to hurl himself as
the Famons Five.

But wiser. counsels prevailed. The
Famous Five were in full force: and,
moreover, ther were verr fine fighting
men.

*Wa shall see about this!" said Coker
“I mean to make vou kids toe the Jine
*Bow-wow '" ‘

Coker strode from the study, shutting
the door behind him with a slam which

¥

Y
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re-echived the whole of  the
Hemove paseage.

When the enraged Filth-Former had
gone. MHarry  Wharton turned te  his
chiums,

" We sighed for the duy.
for the lhi}'-*:;riui Fiow
wme !

“ Hear, hear! ,

“I've hit upon rather a gocd wheeze in
contection with the sporte,” Wharton
went on, 1 propose that ithe Remove
Fleven play a ericket-maten agaist the
Rest of Greviriare,™

“My hat!”

“ What sort of team would the Rest
be 2 anguired Nugent,

“It would be composed of all corts—

lenstly

ald we cried
the day  has

aie or two fellows frem each Form.”

i Uh I!l

“Wingate and Gwynne of :he Sixth,
Elondell andd Hilluu of the h l"fil, and so
on,” said Wharton.

“My dear chap,” said Johnny Bull
* we shouldn’t stand o dog's chance !

“Oh vee, we &hould! Wingate and
Gwynne would take some gerting out,
but the tail-end of the team would pive |
na troabile,. It waould be 1':111:!1051:4.{ of
fugs in the Second and Third.”

“That's s0,” eaid Bob Cherry. * It's
quite a new idea, and the Remove caght
to come out strong. Wingate will skipper
the Rest, of course?” ‘

“Ill go along and ask him,” said
Wharton.

And the captain of the Remove went
along to Wingate's study.

| rolling and’ orzanised t
- persaaded the

cvaptain’s stindy. The manner of his vo

Asg a result of his interview with Win.
uute, the following
appeared on the notice-board in Hall that
evening :

“"REMOVE versrs THE REST.
“On Wednesday next (Sports Day) this
raateh will take place on Big Side.
“Teams:
* HEMOVE (eclected fvom): H. Whar-
toin. R, Cherry. F. Nugent. J. Bull, . J.
R. Singh, H Vernon-Smith, \l. Linley,

announcement | .
ceremaonies w

8. 0. I Field, P. Todil, . Bulstrode, |
R. E. Russell, R, D. Ogilvy, R. Penfold. |
and M. Newland. . |
“THE RrsT: . Wingate fcaptamn), P,
Giwynne, G. Blundell. (. Hilten. (. R.
Temple, E. Dabnev, W. Frv, (. Hobzon,
R. Nugent, 3. Tubb, and P. &, Pagpet.
“The match will commence at 2 p.m.
sharp. '
“(Signed) GRORGE WINGATE,
“"Captain of Greyfriars.”

That notice roused a preat deal of
omment,

Wingate and  Gwynne, although
members of the high-and-mighty Sixth,
were quite willing to participate in a
vitcket match against the Remove.

Blundell and Hilton of the Fifth ex-
vessed 1t ae their joint opinion that
harry Wharton & Co. would be beaten
to a frazzle,

Temple, Dabney, and Fry, of
Fourth, knowingly predicted the down-
fall of the Remove. And their views
were shared by Hobson of the Shell, who
bad been ygiven a place in the team.

‘As for the three fags—Dicky Nugent,
Yubb, and Paget—they were positively
biwsting with delight. They were actuall
playing for a side which included sucﬁ
rlalwarts as Wingate and Gwynne !

By one person, however, the notice wae
received with immense indignation.

That person was Horace Coker.

“The cheek of it!” exclaimed Coker.
" The awful nerve of it! After I've gone
to all the trouble of arranging the sports,
Wingate chips in and takes the law into
his own hands!"

“Shame !” said Potter.

the Upper

| mood for the rest of
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wiih
salid Greenje.

“1 cheonld vo and remonstrate
Wingate if 1 were vou !

And Coker went.

A few momicnts later he bure: mto W

in-
gate’s study like a cyclone.

Wingate, who was deep in conversation
with Faulkner and Lwynue, glared

ll'llvuitrnll}' at the Fifth-

“Get out ! he said.

Coker advanced into the study.

“ Look hiere, Wingate !” he exclaimed,
Aushed and wrathful.  “\What do you
mean by queering my pitch ?”

YKh1"

“Who appointed you master of the
ceremonies? That's my job !

“1 think not !" said Wingate grimly.

“But I tell vou it is! Who set the ball
16 sports ?
Head to give his sanction®
Was it you? Nota bit of it You woukd
have been far too funky —*»

Wingate's patience, already at a
ebb, gave out altogether.

He signalled to Faulkner an
and Coker, owing to circums
which he had no

Former,

low

d Gwynne:

control, lIuilh‘_‘:r.l
Ing
vut was quicker than the
coming in.

With a bump and a roar Coker lande
the passage without,

“Buzz off ! eaid Wingaie angiily. “If

In

you try to dispute my authority again |
you'll get it in the neck!”

“Yow-ow-ow !

Coker sorted himself out. and limped
slowly and painfully awav to his own

quarters. His clai

ms to be master of the

in the Sixth,
“What luck " inguired Potter.
" None!” growled Coker. * The sooner
Wingate’s kicked out of the captainey,
and a capable follow takes his place—ime

f'rinstance—the better it will be for Grey-
friars! What are you snmiggering at,

William Greene™”
“W-w-was |
Greene.
“Yes, vyou were*
a thick ear?”
" Nunno !”
“Well, dry up, then1”
Horace Coker was in a

sniggering ?”  stammered

Are Yyou lf-f.sking for

Very  savage
the evening,

And his troubles were not vet over.

Harry Wharton & Co., feeﬂng that they
would like to let off steam, organised a
rawd on the Fifth Form dormitory that
evening,

Long after lights out the Removites
mustered in full force, and armed them-
selves with bolsters and pillows. 1t was
their avowed intention to make the Fifth
sit up.

“Gently does
Harry Wharton.
the beaks on
fellows ready ?”

" Ready, ay,

the trick!" murmured
“"We don’t want any of
our track! Are you

ready ! murmured Bob

Cht‘l‘l‘}', IU\*ing]y hﬂndhng a plump
pillow,

“Lead on, Macduff 1" whispered Frank
Nugent,

Seldom had a raid been orgamised on
such a large scale,

Even Billy Bunter,
steachily through the
doing. But it was
avold active service

who wvsually snored
night, was up and
Bunter's intention 1o
as much as possible,

The pyjama-clad ficures stole softly
from the Remove dormitory. It was like
& noiseless army proceeding into battle.

In the Fifth Form dormitory all was
dark and still.

Blundell & Co. had not anticipated any-
thing in the nature of a night raid, and
they were sleeping the sleep of the just.

Harry Wharton gave a whispered word

i of geramaud, and then the fun started. |

ere evidently not recognised

Whao |

tances gvep |
the |

manner of hiai

| the dorm,

|
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1he noiseless army leapt suudenly int
action.

Biff { Thud! Biff! Thud!

Pillows and bolsters descended with ye
maorscless vigzour on the slumbering forms

Coker Lind a very bad dose ar the out
sct. It so happened that both TR
Cherry and Bolsover major made a hee
line for Coker's bed, and their pllow,
rose end fell in unison.

Coker started up in bed with a gasy
and a vell,

“Yaroonoh ! Rescue, Fifth 1™

“Carry on with the merry carpet-heat.
ng ! grinned Bolsover major.

And he and Bob Cherry fairly made
the dust rise,

“Ow! Yah! Rescue!” roared C'oher.

Jut the other oecupants of the dorm.
tory found it as much as they  could
manage to look after themselves,

Thev had no chance whatever ngajnet
the hail of blows which descended C1
every side,

George Blundell made am -heroic effort
to get gut of hed, and he was promptly
druugpri on to the floor and eat tnpon.

The pillows and boleters continued to
do great execution. Never befoie had
the Fifth been so completely aver-
whelmed by their smaller rivals.

At Jast Harry Wharton gave the com-
mand to cease fire.

Rounding up his men, he led them
from the scene of their triummnh.

It was not until the Remove dormitory
wae reached that \-'nrnn_rlﬁr_uitl'a remen-
bered that he had left his pillow hehind.

“*You’ll have to lcave it where it 18,

Smithy,” said Harry Wharton. *You'll
be flayed alive if you go back for it
“Rats "
“You mean to say you're going 7"

gasped Bob Cherry.

"Of course! 1 dropped- it Just outside
0 1 can easily get it without
being spotted, ™

And Vernon-Smith went on his errand.

As he monnted the stairs to the Fifth
Form dormitory he fancied he heard
footsteps, and promptly darted imto the
shadows.

The next istant, however. the
ravs of an electrie toreh flashe
the Boundey's fuce, and h
gasp,

For the holder of
Quelch !

The Ferm-master hiad heard the counde
of strife a few momentes previously, and
he had come to investizate, He looked a
very grim hgure in his dressing-rown as
he frowned at Vernon Smith.

“Smith, what are you domg out of
your dormitory?”

For ence in a way the Bounder wis at
a loss for a reply. He simply stood and
blinked in the rays of the electrie toreh.

“Well, Smith?” said the Form-master.
“1 am waiting [

=1 wae just taking a stroll, sir.

“Indeed! Do vou not get cofieiand
vxpr[rme during the day?"

“ Enough ™ said My,
“I have reason to be
engaged upon some silly practical joke !
You will write a thousand lines, Smiih,
and hand them to me by Wednesday
evening !"

“Oh crumbs '™

Vernon-Smith would much prefer to
have been caned. An unposition of a
thousand lines was anything but a Joke,

Moreover, Wednesday was Sports Day,

Whilst his ﬁchuulfel]{:-wa were enjoy-
ing themselves on playing-field and river
Vernon-Smith would be grinding out
lines in the Form-room.

The Bounder realised this fact, and he
appealed to Mr, Quelch,.

“Couldn't you cane me instead, sir?"

sirong
| full into
€ gave a startled

the torch was My,

Quelch sternly.
lieve that vou are
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The noiseless army leapt suddenly into action. Biff ! Thud !
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Pillows and bolsters deszended with remorseless vigour

on the slumbering Fifth-Formers. * Yarooh! Rescue, Fifth !’ yelled Coker, (See Chapter 2)

e =

3 -
“Silence, Smith! How dare vou pre-

sume to dictate to me 1 the matter of
admimstering punishment? Go back to

bed at once !”
And Vernon-Smith  went, inwardly

fuming at his bad luck.

——n—-l—l-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Secret Swimming Society.

i EFT out!"
I Dick Russell, of the Remova
uttered the words m some au-

noyance,

Sy |
It was the eve of Sportsa Daw, and tle

riotice-board was covered with lists of
the various teams,

“You're not left out of the cricket
eleven, surely?” exclaimed Donald
Ogilvy, who stood beside lis chum.

“No. We're both m that! I'*m re-
ferring to the swimming team. There's

going to be a swimming-race against the
Upper Fourth in the Sark, and heres
he team!"

And Russell read out the names.

Ouly four fellows constituted the awim-
ming team. They were Harry Wharton,
Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent, and Hurree
Eillglh . _

“Quite a good selection ! said Ogilvy.

“Yes: but why shouldn’t somebody
alse be given a show? Those four aren’t
the onlv decent swimmmers 1n the Re-
move."”

i

|
|

—

“True, O King! But—"

“1 thank Wharton & Co. ougiit 1o atand
down tor once." said Russell. " I'mm not
posing as a giddy rebel, or anvtlung like
that, but I like to z0e fair plar !’

*Faith, an’ ve're right, entirely
Micky Desmaond.

“IHear, hear!”™ said Morgan, who waa
present.  “*Wharton lLas things ton muel
his own way, look voul"

Dick Russei reflected for a fow
moments, Then Lie tuarned to the otliars,

“Why shouldn't we four form a swim-
ming team?" hLe said.

“We're not up to Wharton's weaight,”
sard Ogiivy doubtfully.

“Rot'! If we put i a coupie of
practice swims we should be able to lick
all comera. My idea 15 this. We'll form
a team, and if Temple & CUo. win to-
morrow-—which 18 quite likely—w el chal-
lenge them to a race!”

“ Ripping !"* said Micky Desmond.

“I'm game!” said Morgan.

Ogilvy was the only one whn waverei.

“There 1:n't time to get in a couple
of practice swims!" lLe protested.

“0Of course there 1s, fathead!”™ said
Russell. “We can have one at nud-
night, and the other early in tie morn-
ing."”

“ At midnight "
tonishment.

“Yea. Thera will ba a full
lli{{h'f. ;I.h'i. il -J"'"_-_;L'lr L !,'l."' FAliter an

e

echoed Ogilvy, 1n as-

00 t-_"
ad.

—

e,

venture, We'll 20 down te Pezs
atnd have 1 good trial swun."

Micky Desmond and Morzan noda-d
thewr assent, The idea appealed to tliar
sense of the adventurous.

Fven Ogilvr was impressad.  Hae, as
well a8 Russell, was growing just a litie
tired of taking a back seat in affairs of
(lits SOrg.

“Mum's the wor w1id Russell.
“We'll call ourselves the Secret Swim-
ming Society, and we won't breathe our
intentions to anvbody, And to-miorrow
morning, 1f Wharton's team fails agaiust
thie Upper Fourth, we'll go in and win !*

e fland " zard Ll-J”l.':'

The four juniors retired to their dormi-
torv that niyght in a state of great excita-
ment. But ther were carcful not to
betrar, either by word or look, what was
m the wind.

Dick Russell propped himse!l up on his
piillows, and, despite the drowsy warmoh
of the summer night, he coutrived to
keep awake,

oom !

Tl first nfte of twelve sounded [rom
the old elock-tower.

e Dick Russell slipped out of bed, and
dressed noiselessly in the moonlight.

“You fellows awake?" lLe whispered.

There was no repir. Ogilvy  and
Morgan and Desmond had dosed oft.

B ssell stole soft's towards each

Tue Magsrr Lisuary. —No. 600,
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their beds and ronsed the occupants. The
keenness for the midnight adventure had
woirn off somew hat,

" Hadn’t we better ery off 77 vawned

Ogivy., “It's an awful fag, getting
dreseed  and trampipg all the way to |
IJPH“*’, -

“1lo say nothing of the risk,” eaid
Morgan,.

“Rate! Get a wmove on, you lazy

tlackers !” growled Russell.

The juniors hurriedly dressed: and a
few moments later the quartette left the
dormatory,

Having collected towels and cosiumes
from thejr studies, they made their exjt
from the building by way of the box-
room window—thie usual means of egress
for those whq broke bounds at nigﬁt

The moonlight flooded the (lese with
its silver radiance,

* What a gorgeous night !™ murmured
Opilvy,

Now that they werve wide awake the

spirit  of adventure rveturned to the
members  of the Secret Swimmin
Society, They crossed the (lose in higﬁ
Bpirits,

“Shush ! said Dick Ruesell suddenly,
The junicrs stopped ehort.

" What's up?” whispered Ogilvy,

"1 thought I hewrd somebody about.”

“Rats! It was only the wind in the
tirees, "
“ Let's and &hin over the

buck up
wall 17 gaid Rliﬂﬂ'h.
tll we've left Greyfriars behind.”

The four juniors scaled thie school wall.
and st
of the listle fishing-village of Pegg.

“Here we are!” said Dick Russel,
stopping short at last. “My hat! I've
never felt in better form for a swim !”

The sea was dead calm—a level sheet
of blue.

Some distance out a boat was moored
to a rock. Ruesell painted to it

“We'll swim out as far as that boat,
and then back,” he said.

NOW ON

THE BEST AND LONGEST DETEC- |

TIVE TALES FOR FOURPENCE.

SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY.

No. 2. -THE BOY WITHOUT A

MEMORY.
An Original and Thrillinﬁ
Blake, Tinker, and Pe
the reappearance of
Plummer,

No. 83.—-THE CASE OF THE SEA-
SIDE CROOKS.

and Clever Yarn of Sexton
linker, and the Hon. John

Tale of Sexton
ro. Telling of
Gtorge Marsden

An excitin
Blake,
Lawless,

No. 94.—THE AFFAIR OF THE DE-
MOBILISED SOLDIER.
A Strong and Stirring Story of Human
Interest and Holding Power.

No, 85.—THE HESTREL -

SYNDICATE.
Anotier Adventure of the Master-
Muammer, by the popular Author of
“The Red Heart” of the Incas,”
“The Case ‘of the Transatlantie
Flyers,” ete., ete.

Sexton Blake Appears FProminently in cil the

“I sha'n't feel safe

d out briskly in the direction |

|

E 3

“Oh, help !" eard Ogilvy. “TI'm not a
blessed Burgess or a Captain Webb ™

“You can tackle that, surely 7" said
Russe]].

"L try.” said Ogilvy, “but 1 don't
feel particodurly happy about it !”

The juniors undressed on the rocky
foreshore, and a moment later they were
striking out through the water.

Dick Russell took the lead. He was a
very étrong swimmer, and he fairly
revelled in the moonlight escapade.

Behind him came Morgan and Micky
Desmond ; and behind those two came
Donald Ogilvy, who had an uncomfort-
able feeling that the distance would be
beyond his powers,

But there wae no retracting. Ogilvy
had signified his willingness to be a
member of the Secret Swimming Society,
and to go back would be a confession of
weakiioes, e would be considered a
funk, too, by Ins chums, 4

So Ogilvy kept on keeping on, though
his breath was laboured and his progress
painfully slow.

Dick Russell reached the boat at last.

He swam round it, and started on the
refurn journey.

Even Russell was feeling a trifle faggad
by this time. lle had nisjundged the
distance, and the boat was much farther
out to sea than he had supposed.

Shortly afterwards Morgan and
Micky Deemiond rounded the boat: and
they, too, felt rather dubious as to their
ability to regain the shore, for a strong
current. which they encountered on the
return journey made progress difficult.

" Buck up, Don !” panted Dick Ruseell
as he passed his chum. *“You'll never
reach that blessed boat to-night !"

“I—1 can't go any quicker!” faltered
Ogilvy.

Dick Russell dgtecied a note of. help-
lessiess in his chum'’e tone.

“You'd better turn back, Don ' he
said.

But Ogilvy did not mean to be beaten.

A e P eI, e SR
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L And, with a sinking of

‘They had all been

other 1hree had acheved therr
ﬂhijmf, and be bad a dread of being the
onty failure.
“T'm going on!”
And he struck
mootilit water,

in.‘ Ei!jii-
out fL‘Ebij thruugh IIIE

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Between Life and Death !

FTER what scemed an age Ogilvy
A reached the beat, and elung tn
the eide of it for a few moments

to rest and regain his breath.

Then, shpping back into the water,
Ogilvy ileml[nd for the shore, which
scemed terribly distant.

Summoning all his strength, he swam
almost fiercely for a hundred vards.

Then he looked ahead of him, and lo!
the shore seemed farther away than ever.

“Oh erambs!" gasped Ogilvy.

He began to feel strangely frightened.

He knew now that he ought not te
have undertaken the big swim., It was
a physical impossibility for him to get
back to the shore,

And then another feeling assailed him
—a feeling which he knew only too well.

He was i1 the grip of cramp!

The attack, which had sent so Many
strong swimmers to their death, com-
pletely overpowered the unhappy junior.
lIIE was able to keep afloat, and that was
all.

To raise a shout would be worse than
useless.,

Even if his chums heard they would be
powerless to help. It was as much as
they could do to look after themselves
at that juncture,

Ogilvy made a desperate attempt to
return to the boat. He would find eom-
parative safety there,

But he made little or no progresg.
the heart he
realised that he must abandon himseli to
his fate.

And what weuld that fate be? Death!
Death, slow and terrible, in the Spring-
time of his youth!

Donald Ogilvy bitterly regretted hLis
rash escapade.

As he !ﬂ}' on his hﬂ.{.‘k,
frightened eyes at the
seemed to be smiling down on him i
mockery, he Ihullgﬁt- of s school-
fellows, safe and sound in their beds in
the Remove dormitory,

What a fool he was!

For fear of being thought a funk he
had carelessly exposed his life.

But regrets wvere usgless now,
could avail him nothing.

Ogilvy knew that he could manage to
keep himself afloat for half an hour, per-
haps more,

And if no help
imterval—-

Ogilvy shuddered.

There were no boats on the ehore,
stored away in the
boathouse. There was no chance that
one of his chums would row out to his
help. And they were much toc  ex-
hausted to swim out to him.

Pethaps they would rouse one of the
old fishermen, and obtain help that wav,

But supposing the help came too late?

ﬂgih}' raised his voice in dF!PEI‘H! 101,

“Help!” he cried, * Help |’

There was no answer,

Whether his cry had been heard 01
not the unhappy junior could not tell.

The minutes passed slowly by,

Ogilvy became cold and numbed with
his immersion,

And then he remembered to have read
in_books of swimmers who had warded
off attacks of cramp by kicking out
tlp ~rously with their legs.

staring with
moon, which

They

arrived during that



Every Monday.

Ji

Ogilyy did the same, but the action
only served to make him more exhausted.

He began to regret that he had ever
learned to swim., Death by drowning 1s
mfinitely more terrible to a swimmer
than to a non-swimmer.

Ogilvy’s strength was fast failing him,

He saw that he had drifted back almost
to the boat; but he lacked the energy to
reach it.

His voice was raised in a final appeal :

“Help! Help!"

The next moment Ogilvy imagined he
must be dreaming, or in a state of
delirium,

For in response to his feeble cry came
a shout :
I'lll be with vou in a

%h—:r‘a ear detected the
measured breathing of a strong swimmer.
Help had arrived at last!

A pair of strong armns grasped the ex-

hausted junior, and then all was black-
ness and oblivion,

When Ogilvy came to himself he was
on terra firma.

W ﬁta of the Sixth was bending over
him, and his three chums stood close at
hand.

“Feeling better now, asked
Wingate kindly.

The junior pulled himself together, and
the captain of Grerfriars assisted him to
his feet,

kid?"

“Wingate—then it was vou! You—
vyou saved mv life!”

Wingate laughed.

“How very dramatic!™” he said. “(Cut

it ont, kid!"”

- B“t—-—"

“Buck up and get dressed!”

Ogilvy soon recovered from the effects
of hes terrible ordeal.

Ten minutes later the four juniors, all
looking decidedly sheepish, were escorted
back to the school by the Grevfriars
CEptaL.

“How —how did vou get
gate!” wmgquired Ogilvy, at length,

“1 followed you.”

“Oh!"

“I fancied I caught sight of you bunk-
ing over the school wall, and I dressed
and came after vou.” |

“Faith, an’ it's a lucky thing for
Ogilvy- that you did!" =aid Micky
Dasmond. -

The little party tramped on in silence
for some moments. Then Wingate said -

“Who organised this business?®"”

“1 did, Wingate,” said Dick Russell

promptly.
If there was a price to be paid for the
nocturnal escapade, Russell wished to

bear the brunt of it..

“You're a silly young ass!" said Win-
gate shortly,

“Don’t rub it in,” said Russell. *I
realise that already.”

“It would serve vou rizht,” said the
captain of Grevfriars, “if I reported this
affair to vour Form-master!"

Ruszell stared.

“*Aren't you going to®” he exclaimed.

“No, I consider’ vou've been
punished enough.”

“My hat!” muttered Ozilvy, * You're
a brick, Wingate!"

“A brick of the first water!” said
Morgan heartily.

So the breakers of bounds were to go
unpunished, after all.

The juniors reflected what a different
ending their escapade might have had if
Loder of the Sixth had discovered them
inatead of Wingate,

Dick Russell & (o. clambered over the
school wall, and Wingate followed.

“Get back to your dormitory,” said
the captain of CGrevfriars; “fnd lot this
night's experience be a lesaon to von!™

hera, Win- |

fellow wonld prove himself the bLost |
| athlete in the Form.
“It's rough luck on Smithv. " said

l

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Ogilvy made one more attempt to
thank his rescuer, but Wingate cut him
short, | ‘

“I don't want heroics,” he aaid, not
unkindly. ** Now, cut off '

The four juniors reached itheir dormi-
tory in safety ; but not until the first grey
g'll:mmer of dawn did thev settle down to
sleep.

They had profited by Wingate's words
of counsel. And from that time forth

the Secret Swimming Society was no |

more.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Rivals in Sport.
SPORTS DAY dawned bright and
clear,
Long  before the rising-bell

clanged out its shrill summons the

Removites, with the exception of Dick
Russell & Co., were up and doing,

Even Lord Mauleverar had turned out,

was brought about by the diligent appl:-
cation of Bob (Cherry's sponge.

Before breakfast IHarevy Wharton & Co,
put in some practice at the nets. :
_Fellows from other Forms were prac-
tising, too.

Biundell of the Fifth was batting a
short distance away; and Horace Coker,

looking on, was giving Blundell the
doubtful benefit of his advice.
Greyfriars was like a beehive. All was

bustle and activity,

After breakfast the attention of
[('Hu“! Vids lil‘!l“'!. | A vet ;1:--1'[!19[' |Hbi.b.. i
which appeared on the board. It ran
thus:

" The Headmaster of Grevfriars has
kiudly undertaken to present to the best
athlete in each Form ‘a silver medal.
Those who score the biggest number of
points will be adjudzed the winrers,

“(Sigred) GEoRGE \WINGATE.
“*Captain.”

““Hallo, hallo, hallo!" ejaculated Bob
Cherry. ** Silver medals, by Jove! How
ripping !’

“That is the stuff to impartfully eive |

‘em!” murmured Hurree Singh.

*“Ha, ha, ha!'™
. The Head's announcement lent an addi-
tional spur to the Remove spo:tsmien.
GI’FHt was the sreculation as to w hieh

Frank Kugﬁnt.
thousand lines.’
“How many has he written?”
Wharton.
“When I saw him last night he'd onle
completed two hundred.” '
(1] F h-ﬂt !‘H-

It was, as Nugent had remarked. ex.
tremely rough luck on

“He'a landed with a

ashed

Bounder of Greyfriars.

Vernon-Smith would lLiava been well in
the running for one of the Head s medals :
but his imposition had to be handed in
by nightfall, and—unless he openly de-
fied Mr. Quelch—he would be winable to
paurticipate in the sports

The morning was still at an early stage
when the Greyfriars fellows adjourned to
the playing-fields.

The ground had been roped off into
several divisions, each space being occu-
piglgi by a separate Form.

The Remove were lucky, for their
pitch was situated, for the most part,
beneath shady trees.

The masters had consented to act as
Judges, and Mr. Quelch occupied this
capacity for the Remove.

“This fairly puts the kybesh on

_ _ Ky poor
old Smithy!" said Squifl.

“He can't

i e e I..

though probably nis unwontea acticiey |

lht‘

the one-time !

Three-halfpence.” - T°

35ibly take a hand with Quelchy’s gim-
el eyes on him.”

Squiff was right.

Vernon-Smith realised the futility of
taking part i the sports under the Form-
master’s nose, and he resigned himsel(
to a morning i the Form-foeom. :

In the afternoon the cricket-match was
to take placa. And Vernon-Smith made

up his mind that he would not miss that
for whole hemispheres. Come what may,
he intended to take his usual place 11 the
Remove Eleven.

Tha first item on the programme, 8o far
as the Remove were concerned, was (he
two hundred yards race.

Nearly every fellow in the Form wished
to compete, so it became necessary to rum -
off some preliminary heats.

Those whe finished first in each leat.
namely, Harey Wharton, Bols Cherry,
Mark Linley, and Hurreo QSingli. lined wp
for the real race. :

Bob Cherry was the favourite. Bab's
long legs took him over the ground at o

*Are you ready, my bors?" exclaimed

M. Quelch.

The four rurmners. crouching low,
nodded their head-.
Craok !

Mr, Quelel: fired the pistol. and the rice
started,

It ended almost as soon as it begun
- Bob Cherry beat Hurree Singh by
inches, and ssoured the verdiet, Rob's
time was just under elaven secotds,
which was very good going.

Then came the huarvdle-race. This fell
Lo Hqufﬂ, who also woun the ]Iigh JRLLLLIR
a few moments later

Peter Todd secured the long jump,
aud then came the first real supprise of
Wi morning.

Bolsover major, whose awkward. sham-
bling gait did not stamp him as a tramed
runuer, romped home fiest in the quarter.
mile. His success was loudly ehecrsd
by friends and foes alike.

“There uscd to be a fellow in the Re
move called Hares Wharton,” murmueed
Bob Cherry. **What's become of him*"

Harry Wharton langhed.

"I haven't got into my stride vet ”
he said.

“The fact of the matter is.'" sneered
Skinner, “you're no good. This wil
show vou up in your true colours!”

“Dry up, vou cad!"” said Nugeut.
~ “The Form captain,” continued
Skinner, “is also supposed to be the lwat
sportsman. Ana Wharton hasn’t cap.
tured a single ziddg event '™

“T'l tell you what.” said Bob Cherry,
noticing that  Me. Queleh’s back was
turned. “we'll introduce a new conlest.
The fellow who throws Skinnepr the
farthest scores a point.” -

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry strode towards the cad of
the Remove, and swung him off Lis feet
Then he hurled Skinner awar from him
with all his force.

Y arooo M3 1) 4

Skinner landed on the prass with a
thud, at the fest of Mr. Quelch.

*Bless my soul!™ exclauned the aston-
ished Form-masfer. ** Are von indulging
in acrobatic feats, Skinfier?"”

“*Yow-ow-ow'" :

“If so, I-cannot say that I admire
vour performance!” said Mr. Quelch
coldly. **Get up at once!” - .

And Skinner obeyed, looking daggers
at Bob Cherry. '

In the next event Harrs Wharton came
into his own.

He threw tha cricket-ball a distance of
ninety-one yards—an achievement which
remained unbeaten,

“Sack-race next !" said Jolinny Bull.

“1 sayy vou fellows——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimad Bot
Clerry. unoticing the presence of Billy

Tae Magner Lisravty. -No. 600
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Bunter for the first time.

you doing here, porpoise ? k-

shop closed for the duration of peace?
‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked at his school-

fellows.

! . - LR ]
“I'm going to win the sack-race !” he

gaid.

“ Really, my dear Bunter,” protested
Alonzo Todd,” “1 quite fail to see how
you can_  bring about such

consummation !
" Why " demanded Bunter.
“Because 1 am going to win the sack-
race myself !”
"~ _“Ha, ha, ha!” came in an amused
chorus from the Removites,

In the opinion of Harry Wharton

Co., Alonzg Todd steod just as much
chance

Bunter. In other words, no chance at
all 1.

“Come, boys!” said Mr. Quelch im-
patiently. “Get into vour sacks!

" There's bound to be a bit of delay,
&ir,” said Bob Clerry.

“What do you mean, Cherry "

“Bunter can’t find a sack big enouglh
to get into, sir!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Through the joint efforts of the
Famous Five, however, Billy Bunter was
squeezed into a sack.

A still further delay was occasioned by
Dick Penfold, who insisted upon taking a
tnapshot of the Owl of the Remove—a
fantastic figure,

Mr. Quelch rapped out the word of
command, and the eack-race commenced.

There were numerous casualtics at the
outset, )

Bob Cherry, who tock the lead, pitched |

héadlong, and thue obstructed the pro-
gress of those immediately behind him.

The competitors were piled into a
tort of pyramid, with Bob Chl;l:ry gur-
gling and gesticulating underneath.

Billy Bunter and Alonzo Todd, who
had both been very slow in getting off
the mark, were 1ot mixed up in the
struggling mass of humasnity on the
ground. They had a clear field, and,
breaking away from the othere, they
rolled towards their goal. '

The fellows looking on were doubled®

uE with helpless laughter. Even the owl-
like gravity of Mr. Quelch broke down
at the sight of Billy Bunter and Alanzo
Todd, wriggling towards the outstretched
tape.

“Go it, Lonzy!” said Skinner encour-
agingly. “Six to one on Lonzy !

“Pray do not introduce race-course
terms into the proceedinge, Skinnep!”
said Mr. Quelch.

The race was nearing the finish now.

All the competitors were out of the

running, with the exception of Bunter
and Alouzo.

The latter
slight, but
alarm.

The fat junior realised
hope of winning the race
Alonzo’s progress,

Accordingly, he dehberately cannoned
into his 1ival.

Alonzo Todd com lost his

ta eartl.
uminated like

balance, and went ¢ras
, rolled on to the tape—and

gained a slight lead—ever so
sufficient to 6ill Bunter with

that hie only
was to impede

letely

1n

Billy Bunter, his face iﬁ
a full moon
victory !

“Huarrah !”

“Good oid Buntey!”

But Mr. Quelch was a fair-minded man.

“Todd is the winner,” he eaid.

“"Todd!” hooted RBilly Buiser,
forgetting the respect due to a Forni.-
master. " How do you make that out?”

TBE MacyEr Lisrany.— No. 606
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of winuning ‘the sack-race as Billy
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Thie
Weok's

“"You are disqualiied for obstruction,

Bunter!”

“Oh crumbs!”

“But for
duct  Todd ~would
reached the tape fist!™

Billy Bunter wa
point; but Mr. Quelch was adamant.

“Well played, Lonzy !”. said
Cherry, w
his sack,
Head's medal yet!”

Alonzo beamed. -

“My ambitions are
such an object, my

“Then 1
dictionary !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There were
the mile.

Bob Cherrv won two. Harry Wharton
won two, and Frank Nugent and Mark
Linley secured one each.

Bob Cherry held the lead. so far, in
the matter of points:
means certain that he
silver medal.

Three points were to be awarded to
the highest scorer in the cricket-match,
two poinuts to the second highest, and one
pount to the third. And Bob Cherry
would need to go all out to retaimn his
lead. '

Iarry Wharton and Squiff were stil]
in the running, and each of them meant

dear Cherry."

to leave no stone unturned in his effort
to win.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
An Exciting Race,

¢ shall* pull it off, vou

fellows "

. Fhere was cheerful coufidence

in Bob Cherry’s tone.
swimming-race between the Remove and
the Upper Fourth. :

Cecll Reginald Temarle. who in the
self to be the best athlete in his Form,
was confident of vietory., And he had
good grounds for his confidence, for the
Temple himself, Dabney, Fry, and Beott
vere strong swimmers, and bigger
fellows than the Removites,
on the banks of the river.

Even Coker of the Fifth had eon-
descended to come and look on, which

THINK we
The last event before lunch was the
course of the morning had proved lim-
Upper Fourth team-—consisting  of
Quite a crowd of spectators lined up
was saying a good deal, for Coker 'was

| heartily sick of the sports.

“It's a beastly shame?” he confided
to Potter and Greene. * | go and per-
suade the Head to hold the sports, and

somebody else comes along and collars
all the credit !”

. What did you expect 7' asked Potter.

“A [ree hand, of course'! Now, if [
had controlled the sports ——"'

. “There wouldn’t have been any !" said
Greene,

“Eh? What do yoa mean "

“The fellows would have refuscd to
take part in any event which you were
judging ! said Greene, with delightful
candour,

Coker glared.

“Are you suggesting that my judg-
ment would be at fault?”’ he demanded.

"Of course not !” said Potter. “For
the simple reason that yow haven’t any
Judgment !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared (Greene,
Coker had reached the end of lug
tether. '

He had been unable to realise his
ambition to be master of the ceremaonies ;
he had failed to distinguish himself
during the morning; and the satire of
his two study-mates was the most unkind
cut of all.

Clenching his big fists, Coker lowered
his head and rushed at the two scoffers
like an infuriated bull.
"He-!’: " gasped Greene.

And he sprang nimbly to one side,
"Potter promptly did the same,

The result of this side-stepping was
alarming,

Coker's fist smote the air, meeting
with no resistance. And Coker himself,
continuing his wild rush, toppled head-
long into the river,
Splash ! |
'I'sm burly Fifth-Former disa
beneath the surface, a number o
marsing the spot where he had
the water.

~*“Hallo, hallo, hallg !” exclaimed Beb
Cherry, sprinting towards the scene with
the Famons Fiye TCoher's siving
special diving exhibition ™

“Ha, ha, ha "

Coker's face, erimsan
bobbed to the surface.
With furious strokes he
towards the bhank.
“We'll give him
Bob Cherry.

And the humorous
boathoolk.
“The

peared
ripples
struck

with fury,
made his way
a helping hand ! said

Bob picked up a

monster fish

will now Le
rank Nugent.
*“*Ha, ha, ha!”

The end of the boathoek was inserted

in Coker’s jacket at the back, and the

other members of the Famous Five will-

| inpfly helped Bob Cherry to haul the
1

unappy Horace out of the water. _
Coker rose bodily in the air, with Lis
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There was only one thing for Vernon-Smith to do as he spo
and raced away towards the school building, leaving a buzz

arms and legs spread-eagled, and he
was deposited on the bank like a huage
tortoise. Rivulets of water oozed out of
hie clothing.

The fellows on the bank were almost
i hysteries,

As for Potter and Greene; they dis-
creetly made themselves scarce. Coker
was not a pleasant person to encounter
just then.

“Gug-gug-gug "
tunate Horace.

*Ha, ha, ha!”

* Coker preked himself up, and started
to walk back to Greyfriars for a change
of garments, _

e encountered Mr. Prout en route.

gurgled the unfor-

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the
master of the Iifth. “IHas the swim-
ming-clothes race just taken place,

Coker 7"

“1 fell into the river !” growled Coker.

“Dear me! Then you must be very
wet 1”7

Mr. Prout had an unfortunate habit
ot commenting on things which were
perfectly obviaus. It was neot necessary
to survey Coker through a microscope
to discover that he was wet.

I should advise an immediate change
of clothing, Coker !” said Myr. Prout.

“Isn’t that
grunted Coker.

Mr. Prout glared.
“{:':uker! Boy! You are impertinent

“Br-rr!”

Curmr strode on his wavy.
present humour he would
have cheeked ths Head.

The comedy of Coker’s tumble into the
river was soon forgotten
Wharton & Co., who had to concentrate
their minds and energies on defeating
their rivals of the Upper Fourth.

“The relay-race will now commence ™
said Mr. Queleh.

just what I'm after?”

In his
cheerfully

And the first pair of swimmers—Harry |

Wharton and Ceecil Reginald Temple—
stood ready on the diving-raft.

On the word of command they dived
cleanly into the water,

“Go 1it, Wharton!”

“Btick it, Temple !" .

The enthusiasm on the bank was ¢on-
tagious.

Harry Wharton swam with great
vigour. Temple’'s stroke was the more
graceful of the two, but he was not quite
so fast,

Wharton reached the rope which was
stretched across the river, and turned

by Harry,

tted the approaching figure of Mr. Quelch. He took to his heels,
of excited comment behind him. (Sce Chapter 8.)

back towards the diving-raft. Temple

followed hard in Lis wake,

“Come along, Harry!” urged Bob
Cherry, who was the next man to
plunge in for the Remove.

But Wharton needed nd vwrging. 1le
reached the raft several yards to, the
good of Temple, aud the second man—
Bob Cherry--took up the running.

Temple got home a few seconds later,
and Dabney made a clean, sweeping
dive, ‘and followed hot and strong after

Bob Cherry.

The race became very exciting.

Bob Cherry was a splendid swinimer,
but Dabney went great gunse. [He
gradually gained on Bob, und the two
were level on returning to the raft.

The third men—-Iry und Frank
Nugent-—started off in style.

Of the two swimmers Fry was the
most powerful, and at the fmsh he
gained a shght advantagé.

There was a burst of excitement when
Scott, the Feourth-Formers’ last man,
dived from the raft.

But this was nothing to the shouts
which hailed the Remove's last man—
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Now then, Inky !”

“Let’s hear from vou!”

TiHe Macner Laprary.— No. 606,
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“Qourt for your lfe, my dusky aud

esteemed chum!” ehouted Bob Cherry.
This

JIurrea Singh needed to spurt.

Scott had a start of six yards.
doos 1ot sound much, but six yvards 1n
swimming requires a good deal of pick-
1L .

Br the time Seott had completed hall
thie course the six vards had lessened to
four. o

“No go!” said Nugent, ﬂhi.tli.ing lhis
hesd gluuly.  “Inky can never do it !”

Iivenn Bob Cherry, usually the soul of
antimism, began to share Nugent's
f..'['l-l1i--'*!.'.

But neither had made sufhicient allow-
arce for Hurree Singh's almost herce
determination.

The dusky junior from India’s coral
strand was swimming his hardest. He
qu'lujf‘-; hl..:*- !li“i.f[l""'ir formn: flf ﬂ-il_i["-‘"il‘l.-h]uﬂ
iwto plav, and went alead like-a human
submarine

Scotr. on the ether hand., was slowing
up. He made the faral mistake of
tlir Ling that he liad too good a lead to
be overtalien.

A dozen swift, saweeping strokes and
Hurree Singh was home.  His dusky
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hand clutchied the side of the diving
raft a second in advanece of his rival.

“Hurrah !"

“Jolly well played, Inky !

The Removites cheered till they were
husky.

Iiven Mr. Quelch, the austere master
of the Remove, unbended to the extent
of sayving:

“An excellent performance, Hurree
Singh !

“Splendid, by Jove!” said Temple,
who knew how to aceept defeat like a
sportsman.

Hurree Singh escaped from the cheer-
ing crowd, and towelled himselt
vigorously, feeling that he had deserved
well of his country.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Vernon-Smith’s Ruse !

L OW goes it, Smithy ?”
H Harry Wharton asked the

question as he looked into the
Remove Form -room  Just
before lunch.
Vernon-Smith was seated at a desk,
scribbling awav as if for a wager.

T T
HARRY WHARTON

OO GAET TR R DR PR RO LR ER DAL

-

LT

ﬂ

=i

He looked lhike a very busy editor—a
human island surrounded by a sea of
manuscript.

There were sheet: of impot paper to
right of him, and ditto to left of hum.
There were more sheets in front of hum,
and several scattered about the floor.

The Bounder raised his head =as
Wharton spoke to him. Hmnarslnf ink
were on his face, and his hair was

rumpled and dishevelled.

“This is a rotten game!” he said.
”ffarr:r Wharton nodded sympathetic-
ally.

“I know,” he said. ‘““I've had some.
How many have you done?”
Vernon-Smith made a rapid calcula-
tion,

“Five hundred and twenty,” he said.
| Tf JtEﬁ'! That's not much more than
valf 1

“And I've been working dike a nigger
all the morning !

The Bounder stretched
himself.

“Tt was awful!"” he said. ‘‘I've been
haunted all the time by the shouts from
the playing-feld. Every minute 1
wanted to rush to the window and see
how things were going; but I forced
myself to concentrate on this beastly
job! Who's scored most points so far?"”

“Bob Cherry.”

‘“ And how do you stand "

“1 can only expect to win the silver
medal by making top score in the match
this afternoon.”™

There was a gleam in Vernon-Smith's
eves.

““T shall be there !" he gaid.
“You! But—but vou'll still be here,

1

grinding out lines!
“Not a bit of it! I'm going to play
in that mateh this afterncon or perish
in the attempt !
- Harry Wharton stared.
“But vou won't get your lines done !
lie protested.
“Quelchy can whistle for 'em!”
Wharton looked serious.
“You'll get it in the neck ! he said.
“Who cares?"”
All the Bounder's old recklessness was
manifest as he spoke. He was the
Bounder of bygone days. ready to do and

rose, and

| to dare, recking not of the consequences.

“I know vou think I'm playing the
giddy ox,” he said. *“ But just put your-
self in my place. For hour after hour
['ve sat here listening to the cheering
and the applause. [ actually heard them
cheering Bunter !™

Wharton grinoed.

“The fat Owl won the sack-race—-at
leust, he would have won it if he hadu’t
been disqualified !™

“ Just think of it !" said Vernon-Smith,
returning to his subject. “ Everybody
out in the open air, having a high old
time, and me sitting-here pgrinding ontk
mouldy, meaningless chunks of Latinl
[t was maddening !”

“T1 can guess how vou must have felt,
Smithyv,” said Wharton gquietly.

“I'm not going to let 8ports Day go
by without taking a hand!" said tﬁn

“TI'm plaving in that cricket-
match if the skies fall !”

Bounder.

“But vou forget,” said Wharton,
“that Quelchy will be on the ground.
He'll, spot vou in a jiffy, and =end you
back to the Form-room!” :

Vernon-Smith smiled.

“7T don't think he will,” he said.

“« But how can vou prevent it ?"

“By a vory simple plan,” said -the
Bounder. I shall wear a mask.”

“What ¥’

The Bounder's cool suggestion fairly
took Harry Wharton's breath away.

“1 can get hold of a iolly good mask,”
continned Vernon-Smith, " and

evoel |
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fact that it's me,>

“My hat!”

“1 shall also sport a summer hat,
pulled well down over my eyes. That
ought to do the trick !” :

“You're a curious chap, Smithy !”
said Wharton. " You'll either finish up
us a very successful man or in prison !’

Vernon-Smith laughed.

"1 hope I shall be cute enough to
dodge the latter fate,” he =aid. )

“ You've overlooked just one thing,”
said Wharton.,

* Namely 7

“That Quelchy will wonder who the
merry dickens you are! He knows
every fellow in the Remove, and he's
Lbound to be curious. You're not pro-
posing to put on a Chinese mask, and
disguise a¢ Wun Lung, are you?”

Vernon-Smith shook his head.

“1I'm not small enough,” he eaid, “or
else I might. 1 shall simply wear a
mask—not one of those hideous things
that you tie round the back of your head
with string, but a flesh-tinted mfisk, as
used on the stage. And if Quelchy wants
to know who I am, 1 shall Pitch im the
yarn that I'm a new boy !’

Harry Wharton looked thoughtful.

“There's just a chance that you'll get
through,” he said. “The other fellows
will have to be told, of course ?”

“Yes; but jyou'd better keep mum
about it uniil I'm actually on the field.
If a word were let drop beforeband I
should be bowled ont !” _

“Quelchy will be furious because you
haven't done your lines.”

“I'm quite ready to face the musie.
By the way, will you lend me vour bike
to nip over to Courtfield? Mine's in
doeck for repairs.”

Harry Wharton readily consented, and
then he joined the other fellows, who
were trooping in to dinner. _

Vernon-Smith was giving the midday
meal s miss, He had something more
mportant on hand, .

Mr. Lazarus, whose litile shop at
Courtfield was stacked with all sorts of
theatrictl requisites, came up to the
gcratch.

He. supplied Vernon -Smith with a flesh-
tinted mask, which considerably changed
his features, trausforming him into a
fellow whom Gresfriars had not seen
before, '

There was no suspicion of make-up in
the - Bounder’s appearance, unless he
were scrutinised very closely. This was
& possibility which had to be faced, and
Vernon-Smith was quite ready to take
the risk.

The Bounder surveved himself critie
ully in the big looking-glass. and was
satisfied that he would pass muster.

With the summer hat pulled well down
over his forehead he looked like u
typical schoolboy - cricketer, but " totally
unlike Vernon-Smith. -

“This is quite O0.K.!" the
Bounder.

And, having paid for his purchase, he
cyeled back to Greyfriars in the scorch-
ing noonday heat.

“ Hallo, hallo, nallo!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry, who with the other members
of the Famous Five, was standing in the

Quelchy’s gimlet eyes won't spot the

said

school gateway, “'Who's this merry
merchant?" |
Only arry Wharton could have

answered the question, and Harry chose
to remain silent.

“Looks like a new kid,” said Frank
Nugent.

“1t’s not usual for new kids to turn

up in  cricket fanbels, though,” said
Johnny Ball. '

Vernon-Smith dismomnted {rom his

machine, dnd " nodded genidily to the
Yamous Five -

=
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“Welcome, little stranger ! said Bob)

Cherry.  “You're a new kid—what?"”
The Bounder nodded.
" What's your name ?"” asked Nugent.
“Which Form are you coming into?”
inquired Johnny Bull,
“Whose esteemed study are you going
to shavefully occupy?” queried Hurree

Bi%gh.
ernon-Smith chuckled.

“You'll be asking me who my father
and mother are next, and which wars
my ancestors fought in!" he said, “1I
decline to tell you anything, except my
name! You'll discover the rest later!”

*All  serene!” said Bob
“ What's your name 7"

* Herbert Vernon.”

“Had a long journey ?'" asked Nugent.

“Yes; all the way from Courtfield !"

“My hat !”

Vernon-Smith's  questionere  hardly
knew what tp make of him. But they
decided that he was a decent fellow, as
Bob Cherry’s next words showed.

“Come along te the tuckshop,” he
said, “and we'll stand vyou a feed.
Luckily, we're in funds.”

“Well, . I don't mind,” eaid the
Bounder. “T'm jolly hungry. This is
very decent of you !

“TI'll take your bike along to the shed,”
eald Harry Wharton hast iﬁr

He was afraid lest his chums should
recognise the bike as being his own

roperty.

a Ape few moments later “ Herbert
Vernon ” was . attacking a large veal-
and-ham-pie in Mre. Mimble's establish-
ment.

Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent, Jolnny
Bull, and Hurree Singh were playing the
part of hosts.

Bottles cf ginger-pop were uncorked,
and all sorts of tempting delicacies were
et before the supposed new boy.

The juniors would have had several
eorts of a fit had they known that their
guest was Vernon-Snuth of the Remove !
That knowledge was to come later.

THE EIGHTH (HAPTER,
Very Mysierious !
3. LTHOUGH le felt comparatively

Cherry.

eafe in his disguise, Vernon-
Smith did not wish to expose
himself too much to the serutiny
ol othere,

The great match—Remove versus the
Rest—was not due to take place for a full
hour.

Meanwhile, it behove the Bounder to
make himself s¢arce,

When he had finished his feed at the
tuckshop, Vernon-Smith elipped from his
stool,

“Thanks awfully, you fellows!” he
eaid.  “You've filled the hungry with
geod things.  And 1 was just about
peckish, I can tell you!”

“ You're quite welecome, kid,” said Bob
Cherry. “ We're always ready to enter-
tain the stranger within the gates—pro-
vided he's a decent sort of stranger,”

" Hear, hear !” said Nugent.

The Bounder ﬁlanr-ed out into the
Close, and saw that, save for the ap-
proaching fGigure of Harry Wharton, it
wis all clear.

"Bn«lunq, you fellows!™ he said. *“ See
vou later !

And he strode out of the tuckshop.

Harry Wharton spoke to him
passing.

“I should go into hiding for an hour if
I were you, Smithy.”

“Precisely what I'm going to do,” said
the Bounder.

And he entered the building and went
alnnlf the Remove passage.

Billy Bunter, ever on the look out for
new béys, caught sight of the Bounder,
and rolled towards him,

1
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*Jolly pleased to meet you, kid !" scid
the fat junior,

Vernon Smith grunted.

“Stand aside |7 he said.

“Oh, really, you know! That's hardly
a civil way to speak to a Form captegn |’

ak Eh? 1

“I'm captain of the Remove!” said
Billy Bunter, with dignity. “If wvou
keep in with me you'll be all nght. 1'min
& good friend, but a fierce enemy |”

“My hat!” .

“At the present moment,” said Billy
Bunter, I happen tc be—ahem !—rather
short of cash,”

" Will you etand aside 7" hissed Vernon-
Smith.

Ho was fearful lest a crowd of fellows
should be attracted to the spot.

“A loan of ten bob is all T want,” said
the Owl of the Remove. “I'm net
greedy. In fact., 1 could make do with
five at a pinch. I'll pay it back promytly
i the morning—when my postal ordey
coines !’

Vernon-Smith was about to
that he had heard of that postal-order
before.  But he checked himself, and
brushed past the fat junior.

“Here, hold on!” exclaimed Billy
Bunter. And he clutched frantivally ot

remavk

| l]l'l'. B{;HIHIH"B arm. *

Vernon-Smith turned, and plauted his
list 1in Bunter's chest,

The Owl of the Remove sat down sud-
denly in the passage.

“"Yow! Beast!” he gasped. 1l pay
you oub for this! 1'll call a Form meet
ing, and make you run the gauntiet!” 1

Vernon-Smiuth  ignored that prepos-
terous threat.

Ile strode on to his study, which he
entered, loc:lciflg the door after him.,

"1 wonder if that fat worm saw me
come in " he murmured, “If s, he'll
raise a hue-and-cry.” -

But Billy Bunter had been too con-
cerned with sorting himself out to watch
the movements of li\ia assailant, =

Fer upwards of half an tha
Bounder was left in peace.

Then a heavy tread becamse audible in
the passage,

Somebody tried the handle of the study
door.

“"You there, Skinney?” inquired the
voice of Bolsover major,

There was no reply.

“Somebody's in here,”
sover, rattling the handle.

Still no reply.

“Let.ms come in!” shouted Boisover,

“Rats !”

“My hat! I—I'll jolly well slavghter
yoirt when 1 geg hold of you [”

“Ge and eat coke !

Boleover weni—not 10 eat coke, but to
collect a number of fellows to help him
to force open the study door,

e gathered up Wibley and Morgan
and Micky Desmond, and several more.

" Somebody's  locked  himself in
Smithy’s study,” he explained. 1 be-
lieve it's Some cheeky new kid or other.
I can’t recognise the voice.”

hour

contimued Bal
“Who is 141"

“Supposing it's o prefect?”  said
Wibley. :
“Rate! Why ehould a prefect want to

lock himself in a junior study? It's a
new kid right eanough. Give me a hand
with the door, and we'll jolly socon see
what he's up to !”

The juniors wegt along to Vernon-
Smith's study,

“I'll give you one more chance, who-
ever you are ! ghouted Bolsover through
the keyhole, “ Unlock this deor!”

“Not for a pension!” came an un-
familiar voice frem within,

Although he faced the situation with his
usual coolness, the Bounder was growing
rather uneasy.

THe MaeNer Lisgrary.-—No. 606,
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Ho Lknew that Bolsover would not
seruple to break the door in; and esca
by the window was net possible, for the
simple reaszon that a crowd of fellows were
standing underneath in the Close,

“ Looks as if I'm between two fires!”
rmmttered Vernon-Smith.

“ All together " came Bolsover’s voice
from without.

And seven or ecight sturdy juniors
hurled themselves at the locked door.

It would only be a matter of moments’

bafore they forced an entry into the
study, and the Bounder knew it.

Had he cared fo divulge his identity,
Bolsover would have desisted from the
attack.

But to acquaint Bolsover mmjor with
his little scheme would be too risky.
Bolsover was not to be relied upon to
keep a secret, and if Mr. Quelch came to
know the facts the Bounder would not
play in the match at all, masked or un-
masked.

Continued pressure was brought to bear
upon the door, aud at last i1t was fairly
gwept off its hinges.

Bolsover major, at the head of his party
of helpers, rushed into the study.

“T thought so!” growled the bully of
the Remove, glaring at Vernon-Smith.
“VYou're a new kid, and yvou've had the
cheek to lock vyourself in Smithy’s
study !”

Vernon-Smith calmiy
invaders,

“You'll have to par for the damage
dane to that door !" hLe said.

Bolsover sported.

“Something else is going to Dbe
damaged as well as the door!” he said.

“If you mean your chivvy,” said the
Bounder, “I quite agree with you!” .

And he shot out his left, catching
Bolsover fairly between the eyes,

The bully of the Remove staggered
back into the arms of his schoolfellows.

“My only aunt!” gasped Wibley.
“This is something new in new kids!
“He's a prizefighter, by Jovel”

1t was rather curious that Wibley, him-
self an expert in the art of disguise, failed
to recognise Vernon-Smith.

To a large extent it was the summer
hat which prevented recognition.

Bolsover major, dazed at first by the
unexpectedness of the blow, gradually
pulled himself together.

“You—yvou—-" he Eluttered, looking
dunget‘s at Vernon-Smith.

“If von want a scrap, I'm your man
said the Bounder,
~ He regretted the words the moment
they had left his lips.

Instead of having a pitched battle in
the study, Bolsover insisted on the fight
taking place cn the cricket-ground under
the trees. |

Bolsover was quite confident of his

ability to polish off his presumptuous
new boy, and he wanted the fight to be
as speetacular as possible. That was Bol-
sover’s way.

surveved the

'

A move was made to the ecricket-
ground. .
Vernon-Smith made up his mind to get

the affair over and done with as swiftly
as possible.
Unfortunately for the
crowd of fellows came along to
Was Zoing on.
. Nobody had

Rounder, quite a
sce whit

known that a new boy was
arriving at Greyfriars that day. And the
fact that the supposed new vy was
teady involved in a fight with Bolsover
major caused great excitement,

A human ring was formed under the
‘rees, and the two combatants stepped
ap to each other,

Bolsover had removed his coat, but his
spponent bhad made no preparations of
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who was beginning

this sort. His summer hat was still tilted
over his forehead. .
Some unauthorised person shouted

“Time!” and the next moment the fight
was in full swing.

The Famous Five appeared on the
scene, and Harry Wharton looked rather
alarmed.

The captain of the Remove knew

nothing of the circumstances which had |

led up to the fight, and he considered
that Vernon-Smith was exposing himself
to a grave rizk,

The contest was not a scientific one,
divided into rounds. It was on the old
and approved lines of schoolboy warfare
—a bout with bare fists.

Vernon-Smith, at the outset, acted up
to Shakespeare's famous maxim:
“Thrice is he armed who gets his blow in
first.”
~ Bolsover major recled under a smash-
ing righthander; and then a powerful
upper-cut sent him sprawling in the
grass,

“Hurrah!”

“\Well hit, sie!”

The enthusiasm was tremendous.

Bolsover major, although not a bad
fellow in some respects, was never
popular with his schoolfellows.  His
bullving. blustering ways frequently got
their backs up.

Very few of the spectators were sorry
to sce the bully of the Remove go crash-
ing 1o earth,.

“That new kid knows how to use his
fists ' said Bob Cherry. in great admira-
tion.

And the others agreed.

“He's almost as useful with his fists as
vou are, Bob,” said Frank Nugent.
“ And he's quite as good as Wharton or
Smithy ”—a remark which made Harry
Wharton chuckle softly to*himself.

“Talking of Smithy.,” raid Johnn
Bull, “I wonder how he’s getting on wi
his lines? Directly this little entertain-
ment’s over I think I'll go and inquire.”™

“There’'s no need,” said Wharton.

hastily. “T saw Smithy just before
lunch. He's written just over five hun-
dred."”

“Oh, help! Then he won’t be able to
play in the matech this afternoon.”

Wharton did not contradict that state-
ment.

As a matter of fact, it was becoming
increasingly doubtful that the Bounder
would play. At any moment his identity
might be discovered by someone in
authoritr.

Bolsover major had been sent to the
iq:'ass, but he had plenty of fight left in
um.

He was on his feet the next instant and
rushing at his man, _

Vernon-Smith met his attack coolly,
warding off several sledge-hammer blows
which, if they had got home, wonld have
rendered the Bounder ineapable of play-

{ ing cricket for a week,

Then, scenting an opening, Vernon.
Smith sailed in and beat a tattoo upon
Bolsover’s ribs,

“Ow " gasped the burly Removite,
to feel like a pricked

balloon.

Vernon-Smith continued to play with
his opponent like a cat with a mouse.

Everybody saw that Bolsover was
booked for a licking.

“ Finish him off " rose the cry.

“On the ball, Vernon!” said Bob |

Cherry. *

And then an extraordinary thing hap-
pened.

The DBounder had spotted
distance the approaching figure of Mr.
Quelch, .

There was onle one thing to do in the
circumstances. Vernon-Snuth did 1t.

He tnok to his heels »nd raced away

J

in the |

towards the school building, leaving a
buzz of excited comment behing him.
“The fellow must potty "
claimed Bob Cherry. ‘ ,

“He was winning, too—winning hands
down 1" said Frank Nugent.
~ “And he bunked ! said Johnny Ball
in wonder.

“The bunkfulness was terrific!”

The juniors could not understand it at
all—with the exception of Harry
Wharton, who had also seen Mr. Quelch
looming up in the distance.

“Buck up, Bolsover!"” said.
“Tere's Qua?r:hy L

“0Oh, my hat!"”

“Ha can’t sce you at the moment, be-
cause vou're surrounded by fellowa.
You've just got time to put your coal on
and clear !"” |

Bolsover major did not wait for a pos-
sible encounter with his Form-master.
He cleared.

ex-

he

——

*THE NINTH CHAPTER.

The Masked Cricketer!

6 HAT feliow Vernon's & giddy
poser !” _
Thus Bob Cherry as the

Remove cricketers foregathered
in the pavilion in readiness for their
match against the rest of Greyfriars.

1 wonder if he's as good a cricketer as
Le is a fighting-man 7" said Squiff.

“You'll have an opportunity of findiug
out shortly,” said Harry Wharton.

““ How's that1”

“He's playing cricket for the Rembve
this afternoon.’ Y

“My hat!” ,

“You've shoved a mew kid in the
team ?" exclaimed Peter Todd.

Wharton lowered ‘his voice.

“ He's not a new kid,” he said.

“Then who in thundes is he?" gasped

Johnny Bull. *“He said his name was
Herbert Vernon.”

Wharton nodded.
© “His name’s Herbert Vernon right
enongh—with a * Smith’ tacked on."”

There was a chorus of amazement from
the Remove cricketers.

“You mean to say it's Smithy?" exs
claimed Bob Cherry.

“Right on the wicket!”

“0Oh, come off !” said Frank Nugent.

““This isn’t the time for leg-pulling,
Harry.”

“Tt's a fact,” said Wharton. “ Smithy's
furning out for the Remove, Ke's wear-

ing a mask.”

*Great pip I gasped Bob Cherry.

“It's a risky game,” said Wharton
“and I told Smithy as much. We shall
have to sereen him from view as much
as we can. If any inguiries are made
vou can let it be understood that he's
[Herbert Vernon."”

“He'll be taken for a now kid,” said
Mark Linley. - F3
“Fxactly ! ”.

Whilse +tha Juninra ] vaki
Vernon-Smith came into the pnvm nﬁ
had been necessary for the Bounder to
run the gauntlet, as it were, for there
were fellews everywhere; but he had
reached his goal in safety. | .

“ Smithy, you old spoofer!” said Bob
Cherry. \e

Vernon-Smith grinned. » _
“That was a4 1 ni feed you stooa
me in the tuckshop!” he said. et

“You cute bounder!” said Frank
Nugent. “I believe you %
points to Wibley in the matte of make-
u

“I'm pretty certain he could,” said
Harry Wharton. * But he’ll have to go

warily.” :
“Wingate's coming ! said Peter Todd
suddenly. “You'd better stow ?'ou.tﬂ'

away in a quiet cormer, Smithy "

o



Every Monday.

And the Bounder seated himself on a
furm at the back of the pavilion, screened
from view by the Remove cricketers.

The match was due to commence.

Wingate, the skipper of “The Rest,”
came up the pavilion steps, and behind
him trooped the other members of the
eleven.

The burly figures of Wingate and
Gwynne, and Blundell and Hilton, stood
cuf 1 marked contrast to the diminutive
ones of Dicky Nugent, Tubb, and Paget.

Wingate nodded cheerily 1o Harry
Wharton.

** Are vou ready, kid?”

“Quite !" said Wharion,

And he spun the coin.

Wingate called ** Heads!” and he was
wrong.  However, Harry Wharton de-
eided to put his opponents in first.

It was to be a =ingle-innings match:
and, as Wharton remarked, there was
nothing like knowing exactly how many
rins it was necessary to make,

The umpires—Faulkner of the Sixth
and Fitzgerald of the Fifth—strolled on
to the piteh in their white coats.

The Remove ficldsmen followed.

Vernon-Smith walked in the centre,
completely hidden from view by his loyal
Form-fellows.

“You'd better field on the extreme
boundary, Smiuthy,” said Harry Wharton.
“Then there will be less chance of you
bemye spotied.”

The Bounder nodded, and retired to a
distant corner of the field.

Shortly  afterwawds Wingate and
Gwynne came in to open the innings.
The Remove had a gigantic task before
them,

Once they had succeeded in getting the
hig fel'ows out, all would be plain sailing.
Bit the big fellows would take a great
dral of gettimg out !

The match opened in style, Wingate
hitting a fast ball from Huorree Singh to
the toundary,

Hurree Siogh was the Remove's best
bowler, but both Wingate and Gwynne
treated him with scant respect.

Mark Linley bowled at the other end,
and he was dead on the wicket. But
the batsmen punished him mercilessly.

It soon began to look as if the game
would degenerate into a farce.

When 50 rung had been rattled up,
however, Wingate happened to smite a
ball to the boundary, where it was bril-
liantly caught by a fieldsman with a
summer hat pulled down over his fore-
headt

There was a burst of cheering from the
spoctators,

“*Hurrah!”

“Well held, sig!”

Wingate, who had not anticipated his
downfall, glanced curiously towards the
fellow who had caught him.

“Who's that 1" he nquired.

Nobody scemed to hear Wingate's
question.  He repeated it.

“That's a fellow called Vernon,” ex-
plained Harry Wharton.

“A new kid—what? T should lke to
cougratulate him ! said Wingate.

“Oh crumbs!”

The Remove fieldsmen exchanged
startled glances as Wingate walked over
to the fellow who had brouglit about his
downfall.

Vernon-Smith, however, was quite pre-
pared for the ordeal.

“Well caughbt, kid!™ said the captain
of Greylriars.  “Yeure no dud at
cricket, T can see!”

_ “Thank you, sir ! said Vernon-Smith,
i a low voice.

“Don’t be an ass! You don't address
the captain of the school as “sir "1

*Oh! Are you the captain of Grer-
friars 7" “k‘i Vernon-Smith, i well
feigned surpri

L]
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Wingate nodded.

*1 shall hope to sce more of you
later on,” he said. * You strike me as
being a very promising player.”

And Wingate turned away.

When he had gone, Vernon-Smith
drew a deep breath of relief. 1le had
played his cards well, and his identity
was not apparent to George Wirnigate.

After the captain’s departure, Gwynne
was jomned by Blundell of the FFifth.

Blundell was a good cricketer. and he
showed supreme contempt  for  the
Remove bowling.

‘When the score bad risen to 80, Hurree
Singh suddenly changed his tactics.
Instead of sending down his usual speedy
delivery, he bowled a slow, miserable
ball which crawled along the grass.

Blundell rashly swiped at it, and
missed. The ball trickled on to the
wicket with just sufficient impetus to
knock off the bails.

Blundell shook his bat in plavtul
anger at Huorree Smgh, and went back
to the pavilion.

“That's two good wickets down!"” said
Bob Cherry, with satisfaction. * Keep
it up, Inky!”

“I will perform(ully do my estecmed
best " said Hurree Singh.

Hilton, the mnext man i, belped
Gwynne to take ihe score to 100, and
then he was clean bowled by the dusky
junior.

After
collapse,

Hobson of the Shell was bowled first
ball. Temple, Dabney, and Fry, who
followed on, fared little better.

Towards the finishi Dicky Nugent and
Percival Spencer Paget made a game
and determined stand. They were very
lucky, both being badly missed in the
slips at an carly stage of their iunings.
But they profited by their escapes, and
managed to snatch quite a respectable
namber of runs. '
Mg’he mnmgs of “The Rest  closed for

“We're not up against it g0 much as 1
expéceted,” said }arry Wharton. *1
thought Wingate would bhave made a
century off his own bat.”

The Remove's most troublesome oppo-
nent had been Pat Gwynne, who had
been caught at the wicket wmidway
through the innings with his score at

which came the anticipated

“We want 150 to win,” said Frank
Nugent, “and it's a tall order.”

“We've been up against much bigger
scores than that,” saiwd Peter Todd.

The Remove fieldsmen returned to the
pavilion, carefully sereening the masked
51&3-01' from the gimlct-eyes of Mr.

neleh, who occupied a prominent seat
near the railings.

ngrry Wharton & Co. were eagerly
looking forward to their “knock.” Upon
it hinged the result of the contest for the
Head's silver -medal.

Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton were
both in the running, and each was deter-
mined to bat as he had never batied
before. The reputation of being the
best athlete in the Remove was well
worth striving after,

IHarry Wharton wished Bob Cherry
the best of luck, and vice versa: and
then these two old and tried chums went
in to open the innings for the Remove,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Luck!

ARRY WHARTON’S chances
were shattered by the first ball
he received.

Wingate bowled: and it

scemed to the batsman that the ball was
well outside his off-stump., le let ii

Pits.

i
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Three-halfpence.
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Then the ball swerved in suddenly, an

the captain of the Remove was clean

bowled,

“Rough luck, old scout!” called Pob

Cherry.

Harry Wharton musiered a grin—
though it mnst have cost himi an effort.
I1is hopes of winning the [Head's silver
mcdal were completely scotched,

Wingate continued to bow! with deadly
effect. In quick succession he disposed
of three of the Remove's best batsmen—
Frank Nugent, Jobnny Bull, and Mark
r:il‘llr-};r_ -

Not often was the Lancashire lad sent
back to the pavilion with a * duck’s-egg
to his credit; but such was the casze on
this occasion.

Bob Cherry seemed to be the only bats-

man who could do anything with the

bowling. And even Bob was very il
at ease at times,
- i ®
/' The Remove's rate of scoring was can-

siderably lower than that of their oppo-
nents.

After what scemed an age to the im-
patient spectators the 50 went up.
four good wicketse were down,

All hope of victory had evaporated.
The Removites concentrated themselves
upon losing by the least possible margin.

Harry Wharton was hoping that Mr.
Quelch would soon disappear into the
building for tea, so that he conld send
Vernon-Smitn in to bat.

But Mr. Quelch—not usually 2 keen
sportsman—happened to be deeply inter.
ested in the game. lHe seemed to have
taken anchor to his sext near the railings.

Hurree Singh was now batting with
Bob Cherry, and the game brightened up
a little. 'The Nabob of Bhanipur plaved
rather a reckless game, but his luck held
good.

As for Bob Cherry, he was no longer
ill at ease. [Ilis display showed the
other fellows that Wigﬁnte's bowling
only needed to be tackled with courage
and determination. To shrink from it,
or to resort to hall-measures, would Lave
proved disastrous, ‘

“Bob's Frent!" said Frank Nugent,
_with sparkling eyes. "1 believe he stil}
thinks there's u chance of puolling ihe
game round.”

“He's giving
about,” said 5
goes again!”’

The ball came speeding to ithe
boundary, beyond the reach of Blunde:l,
who was fielding in the vicinity

Several more boundaries followed.

Sometimes the ball landed dangerously
near to Mr. Quelch; but that gentleman
did not budge. IHe sat as if rooted to
his seat, closely following the Buctuating
fortunes of the game. ’

With the scoré at 75 Ilurree Singh was
run out, thanks to a smart throw-in on
the lpa.rt of Dicky Nugent.

Then followed a further chapter of
accidents for the Remove,

Peter Todd, Squiff, and Dick Rnssell
were disposed of without any addition
to the score. -

In desperation, Harry Wharton signed
to Vernon-Smith to go,in and jein Beb
Cherry.

There was a buzz from the spectators
as the Bounder, bat in hand, ran down
the pavilion steps..

Mr. Quelch glaneced in obvious surprise
at the batesman, but he made no com-
ment,

Wingate, who had bowled unchanged
s0 far, made up his mind to =ettle the
new boy's hash with all possible speed.
ITe sent down a ball whinﬂownn suggest-
ive of fireworks. Vernon Smith coolly
tapped it back to him.

“That kid's hot stuff !” remarked
Gwynne, who was fielding close to Win-

gate.
No. . 606,

Wingate plenty to think
ohnmy Bull. *“'There he
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Vernon Smith setiled down ta play the
pame of his life. To be dismissed for a

few paltry rons would not  justify the risk
he hiad taken in ordor to play in the
rmateh. Havine pot the measure of the

bowling, he hit outfreely—but not more
8o than Liob Cherry, who was also play-
g the game of his life.

The houdred was hoisted amid a cheer
that might have been heard at Friardale.
It nas rapidly followed br 110, and then
120. And Bob Cherry and the Bounder,
like a cortain famous brand of Scotch
vinsky, were still going strong.

“Phev'll do it vet!"” muttered Squiff
excitedly. “Jove! What a game!”

‘l'llm excitement had reached fever-
piteh

Goeorge Wingate, who well knew how
to Lm-p a cool ﬁnﬂd in an emergency, was
bowling as accurately as ever. And he
was well backed up in the field.

Mr. Quelch, who had seldom been
visibly mioved bLiy the sights and scenes
at a ericket-mateh, began to view the
game in a new light. He did not rise to
his fecet and dance a jazz, or anvthing
like that:; but he was very excited, for
all that.

Iob Cherry and Vernon-Smith con-
tinued to luy about them right merrily.

The former had row won, bevond all
doubt or dispute, the Head's silver
medal.

But Dob wasn't thinking of silver
medals just then. All his energies were

Order Next Week’s

“« GEM” NOW!

concentrated upon winning the matelh  The Remove were in high feathes,

for his side. | Bob Cherry, ably assisted by the
Shortly afterwards the scores were | masked ecricketer, had won tlmn: the
level. mateh. And there was a bumper spread

A hush fell upon the spectators—a hush in cele-
of expectancy.

It fell to Bob Cherry to make the win.
ning hit, |

Wingate made his first bad blunder of
the mntc:h He sent down a loose ball,
and Bob Clherry, leaping out of his
crease, sent it soaring into space.

A storm of cheering arose to hail the
Remove's victorv—cheering which died
suddenly away as the attention of the
spectators was directed to Mr. (3ut-l-:*h.

Bob Cherry's ywinning hit had caused
the ball to strike the Remove-master with
great violence on the shoulder,

Mr, Quelech had eollapsed, and a num-
ber of seniors were bending over him.

Thinking the injury might be serinus.l
Walker of the Sixth had cyeled into
Friardale for Dr. Short. |

When the medieal man arrived, how-
ever, it was found that Mr. Quelch was |
suffering mainly from shoeck.

“A dav in bed will put you right,”
said the doctor.

Bob Cherry,

't Study No. 1 that evening
bration of the great event.

Vernon -S8mith emerged from his ordeal
with flving colours. Heé removed his
mask at the first opportunity; and the
majority of the Greyfriars fellows were
much mystified by the fact that they
saw 1o more of thF amazing new boy
who had licked Bolsover major and put
up a great innings for the Remove.

Mr. Quelch being indisposed, Vernon-
| Smith had ample time in which to ccin-
plete his i1mposition. And when Le
presented his thousand lines to the Form-
| master the following evening, Mr. Quelch
imagined that they had been finished on
Sports Day. Had he asked Vernon-
Smith point-blank if this were the case,
the Bounder would have admitted other-
wise. But, fortunately, Mr. Quelch did
not ask.

And Harry Wharton & Co. would
alwavs retain pleasant memories of that
particular Sports Dny at Grevfriars !

who had hurried to the

spot, was prnfnsr- in his npnlngu{l PR
“You are in no way to blame, ’ 1 “THE SCHOOL-
Cherry,”” said Mr. Ql!lﬂ{"h “The affair BED;'H : B"i"R BER!” — next

was a pure accident.’

The Form-master was assisted to hia
narters, and the ericketers retired to
119 pavilion.

Monday’s Grand Long Complete
Story of Greyfriars School — by
FRANK RICHARDS.)
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There is also a fine Picture Gallery of the

The Editor’s Chat.

The Companion Papers are:

THE MACNET. THE CEM. THE BOYS' FRIEND. mmumlmwmuul-
Every Monday. Every Wed. Every Monday.

YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS CLAD TO HEAR FROM HIS READERS.

celebrated characters at Greyfriars, St. Jim's,

and Rookwood.

Apart from these interesting features there
is a splendid long romance of olden days,
and a ripping long Red Indian story.

OTHER GREAT FEATURES.

Among this book full of splendid things
are some very clever articles. One on Btamp
Collecting will, I know, be very eagerly read
by the thousands of followers of this great
hobby among my readers. Also, the articles
on Boxing and the Mechanism of a Motor-

e

e

Every Friday.  Every Friday.
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Cycle will make a great appeal,

3 .
~ CHEERS FROM EVERYWHERE.

That sums up the expressions of approval
from readers of the Companion Papers in
regard to my anuouncement that the “Grey-
friars Herald ” will reappear in October.

I have received "hundreds of letters from
readers who are delighted to hear the good
news, and they mre all telling hundreds of
otliers about the coming treat.

THE FIRST NUMBER

of the "“Greyfriars Herald” will be on sale
on Oetober 20th. It i3 now completed, and
has gone to the printer. 1 am as eager, as
I know mast of you will be, for the publish-
ing date to arrtve, because 1 want to know
what yon will think about it.

Not that 1 bkave any doubt, hiowever, for
I am absolutely certain that you will be
delighted bevond measure.

Now, don't forget the first pumber will
be on sale on October 20th.

The new edition of

THE “GREYFRIARS HERALD”

is going to be the greatest production in the
way of school journals that the world has
EVEer setn. :

1 have not room to say any more about it
this weck, becanse 1 want to tell yvoun some-
thing about ANOTHER GREAT TREAT!

THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL!
For Boys and Girls.

That s the fall title of the great Annual
that 1 have been telling you about for the
past several weeks.

The ereat task is finished now, and the
printing works are busy turning out thou-
gands of copies of the book., In spite of that,
liowever, 1 can tell wou emphntuaﬂr that

There are scores of features which T have
not space to describe, such as tricks, shadow-
Igrnphu* canjuring, ete.

nnless you order yonr copy well in advance
you are liable to grave disappointment.
There is going to be u tremendous rush for

copies on October 15th, the publishing day, A grand play for nmaleur actors is In-

cluded. It is entitled “The Fortune-teller.”

and only those who have given a delinite W
order will be certain of obtaining one. é?g f:_?:::d“”ﬁ Harry Wharton & Co. of
gc whole book is illustrated by

WHAT IT CONTAINS.

Now, I want to tell yon something about
the contentz of the great “ Heliday Annual,”
but 1 hardly know how or where to begin.

In the first place, 1t is a very thick book,
hound in strong, stilf covers, with a beauti-
fully eoloured cover. The incident depicts a
gllhmt schoolboy diving into a lake to rescue
u schoolgirl who has fatlen in.

HUNDREDS OF PICTURES.

and all I have room to say now is: Don't
miss it on any account! The price will ba
58.. and it will be the cheapest five shillings’
worth in London in the way of books: for boys
and girls. It will be on sale on

OCTOBER 15¢th,

Direetly you see the “Holiday Annual,”
| and before you have had time to look inside | ® ® ®© © @ © & & ¢ & & ¢ & & & & o
the covers you will say *What a grand P
book !*

NOTICES.

Football,

B. Wynne, 71, Gartroo’ Street, Leicester,
wishoe ta hoar of anp Highalifa hays far hia

football team—16-18,

Playvers wanted for ecoming season—18-1
mile Chelsea,—Write or call, ¥. A. Finnimore,
Hang Crescent Hotel, Belgravia, 8.,
(stadl).

Gipsy Athletic—3 miles —home and away.—
Write E. A. Grimwood, secretary, 37 Chapel
Road, West Norwood, 8.E. 27.

Earlsmead Athletic want football matches,

11:1"‘!2:1‘.ILl»J.i.'.I in North London districts. Mlﬂ
two or three good players—16-18.—Secretary,
45, Lennox Road, Finsbury Park, London, N. 4.

Boweradale F.C.—16—-awav—2 miles radius.
All letters answered. —Secretary C. Davidson,
9, Plum Street, Seaforth, Liverpool.

A. E. Wilmore, 54, Blundell Street, Cale-
donian Road, Londom, N. 7, secretary
Blundells’ United F.C., wants away matches—
average age ' 15-17.

Numbers of people who have seen the rough
copies have already said that.

There are four bheautiful coloured plates in
the book, which have been painted especially
by some of the foremast artictz nf the day. I

Also, there are four splendid art photo-
gravures depicting  exeiting and amusing
incidents in the school stories,

Speaking of school stories, you will be
delighted to hear that there are

FOUR GRAND SCHOOL STORIES

of ffty pages each, dealing with Harry Whar-
ton & Co, of Greyfriars; Tom Merry & Co.
of St. Jim's; and Jimmy Silver & Co. of
Rookwood. .

They are magnificent stories, and will bring
joy indescribable to alt readers.

There are dozens of bright and “catchy”
oems about the famous schoolhoys of these
amous schools, and numbers of short stories
——elever and cheery—by various smart janiors
uf thr rchools,

————

e ———
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SYNOPSIS.
Joluny Goggs comes to Rylcombe Grammar

School from Franklingham with his ebums

Trickett, Blount, and Walers.

Goges is a jiu-jitsn expert, and a clever im-
personator, and the organiser of many
brilliunt japes. He leads an expegdition of
Grammarians to St. Jim's, and accomplishes
one of the most daring night raids ever
Jerpetrated.

Gerald Cutts of - 5t,
Ihingo, the butcher,
which Cutis is worsted,
quarrel with Goggs.

Bingo is completely defeated, and Cutts
lnses @ big bet. Goggs accepts Bingo's
challenge to a return fight.

Smipe, Larking, and Cutts kidnap Goggs
during the might before the day of the fight.
Consequently, be fails to appear at the ap-
polnted place in the wood. At the Jast
minute Blount is handed a Jetter in Goggs’
hanmdwriting. He them has to inform Bingo
and the crowd of spectators that Goggs is
not coming.

Jim's falls fouwl of
apd after a serap, In
Bingo picks 2

(Now read on.)

A Challenge to Grundy.

T was bad enough to see the downcast
faces of Gordon Gay and Frank Monk
and the Woottens and all the rest of
the Ryleombe Fourth-Formers who

helieved so firmly in Goggs.

That belisf was going (o
shock now,

But it was worse to note the wondering
rountenanees of the St. Jim's contimgent.

Mast of them, too, had helieved in Gogys.

have a severe

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther were |

taere. Talhot, Blake and Herries apd Digh
and D'Arvey major, Roylance and Durrance,
Noble and Dane aml Glyn, Gore, Racke and
Crooke and Scrope and Clampe, Figgins and
Kerr and Fatty Wynn, Koumi Hao, Redfern
‘nd Owen and Lawrence, Lumley-Lumley,
Jalian -and Reilly and Hammond and Ker-
ruish, Tompkins and Mulvandy minar, Clive
snd Levison major and Cardew, Grundy and
tiunn and Wilkins, Clarke and Thompson and
Pratt and French--very nearly everyone in
the Shell and Fourth who counted for any-
thing, and some who did net.

There were comparatively few seniors. But
among them were Cutts and Gilmore and St
Leger, and Darcell and Kildare.

“There-mast. e some mistake !
Merry.

That was what Bingo and his backing
sieemed to think. They had no more doubt as
to the plack of Goggs than any of his hosts
of friends hiad. 1t was hardly teo much to say
that some of them might fairly be counted
e his friends. Certainly there was no
malice in the broad breast of Bingo, while
Heavins was plainly upset by this unexpected
dnseRincement.,

“Where is he, Blount?” asked Clifton Dane,
who had been Gaggs' first friend at St. Jim's,

“Yes that's it! Where iz he, Blount?”
¢timed in the great Grundy.

“Om his way bome,” answered Baga, with a
I..'.uith

“Oh, rot!™ - s e

“That ¢can't be right!™

“Tell the chap he's a liar, then!” sneered
Crooke. . .

“You're a liar'” Cardew snid, turning upon
him. :

“ER? What are vou imsultin’ me for,
Cardew? I'H—"

“Oh, my mistake, 1 suppose!

sald Tom

You didn't

-4

listen.,
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nearest—unless Racke happens to be an ineh
or two closer than vou are.”

“I'l he closer to vou in about halfl a
second ! snarled Crooke,
“1 shouldn’t trouble, it 1 were youn. You

might get in une before 1 took my bands out
of my pockets, but after that—well, it would
be much as Eliza Ceok, or Marie Corelli, or
one of those good ladies describes the
dilapidated state of the heroie Casablanca:

“*The hov—-uh, where was he?
Ask of the windzs that all arowvnd
With fragments strewed the sea!’

“No sea bhere, I'm aware, but the prineiple’s
the same. Keep off it, Crooke, for if Goggs
really has shown the white feather I shall
feel like hurtin' someone, an’ you'd do nicely !
I had so0 counted on seemn” the butcher
slaughtered again this mornin'!”

No one but Crooke was listening to Cardew,
of course, and Crooke was pretending not to

: Grundy was trying te get the collec-

tive ear of the crowd.
Look here!” he roared. “1 don't believe
Goggs has funked it, and no one's going to
make me believe that, If he's gome home
mstead of coming here, it's for some jolly
good reason. Well, then, what's it matter?
I'll take his place '™

“Ass!” snorted Blake.

“Yaas, wathah! Gwunday's weally too——"

“Shut up, and let's hear what Bags has to
tell us, Grundy ! said Gay.

Bags handed him over the letter.

“You'd better readqsit to them.” he said.
“There's nothing private in it.”

"Why not read it out yourself, old fellow s

“Can't,” replied Bags.

And Gay understool,

He glmced down the pege. then  read

;lluml. elearly and strongly, that all mighit
WeAT .

“* My dear Bags, —1I am extremely sorry to
disappoint everyone, and T fear that every-
one will be disappointed when T.fail to
PUE I an  appearance st the rendezvous.
But, ou mature consideration, I have come
to the ennclusion that it really is pot worth
while.

“Put it to yourself, now. 1 have already
thrashed the dear Binks. No one has any
right to deubt that, bar luck, 1 ean thrash
im agaein. Bot why shonld I be troubled
to do so? Where is the profit? Shall 1T go
to the maiden annt who eagerly awaits my
coming, to display to her a contusesd
counteminee, faply a black optic or so,
possibly a mouth lacking its proper compie-
ment of teeth? Shall 17 .

“*1 think not!

“‘ Probably - T shall be svspected of
funk. But what does public opinion matter
to me? | am a law unte mysell. [ know
that | sm vot afraid, and T ecan aflerd to
despise those who think that [ «am!

“* Lo, without saying anvthing 1o anyone,
I am leaving by the early train. Next term
we shall meet again. By that time this will
all have been forgotten, 1 trust. If it is
not fergotten, [ shall have pleasure in talk-
ing to any gentleman who is disposed to
disupprove of my action.—Yours ever, my
beloved Bagsliaw, J. G "

like Coggs” said Harry
“That & just the giddy silly wwy

“1% soumds
Wootton.
he talks!™

“It's his fist,” Frank Monk sald, leoking
over Gay's shoulder. “Not so sure that it
sounds quite like him.”

“1 don't know Goggs as well g8 some of

say what chap. an’ to oblige you 1 told the ' vou fellows” Reéginald Talbot said quietly.

champicn,

o

By Richard Randolph

“But [ agree with Monk. To me it sounds
like someonce trying to write like Goggs.
It's u carteature of his way of talking.™

“Did he ever call you *my beloved Bag-
shaw,” Blount?” asked Lowther.

“Oh, that's nothing! He's called me all
sorts of things. And | don't know Lhat
there's a single thing i that letter he might
not hasve siid. And it hangs together well
enough, and muakes sense, And yet, some-
how, it isn't Goggs, though it's his fist?”

“He mnever wrote (t!” said Wagtall
stolidly.. 1 don't eare what anyone says—
he eounldn't have written it!" -

“Could anyone else?" asked Carbay. “We
all know tGoggs writing, and this is it
sure enough.’

The letter was being passed round now.

Mast of the St. Jim's fellows Kept sHence.
This was =0 much more an affair for the
Grannnar Scheol than for them ; and, despite
the old feud and the general readiness of
bath crowds to hail with joy a score against
the other, their sympathy for Gordon &
Co. at this moment was really strong.

[f Tom Merry had let Ij'tﬂ'l‘l down as
Goggs seemed to have let the Grammarians
down they would not have expected their
rivale to chortle; and they abstamed from
chort ling.

But it was only natoral that the village
lads should have something to say.

Wraggle spoke first.

“Well, I'd never "ave believed it of "'Im!™
he said,

“"You shut up!”’ roared Bingo. " What yon
believe ain't wothin® teo da with it at all
H that letter's true, he's disappointed me
worse'n le has anybedy, Gogge has., Aa’
I ditn't think it of him-—-that 1T didn't!
It's treats:” of me with sorter kinder con-
temp’, un’ | didon't reckon ke felt like that
nobhow!”

“Tle doesn’t,” said Buage quickly. *“Goggs

thinks a lot of you. He =says youde a
good chap.”

“‘Ear, ‘ear!” -cried Heavins. “An' that's
what we think abeout "im!”

“He ain't funked,” wept on Bingo. *1
know he ain’'t funked Bo more'n | am. I
ain't sayvin' I should have licked him,
though [ cert'nly ain’t allowin® that |1
"rdn’t no chanee. But there it is! An" 1

dunno what to say about it, excep’ as 1'H
take on with plessure any two of you what
savs he's funked!™

"You are a goad chap,
Bags.

“Now's vour chance, Racke an' Crooke!™

Binks!" muttered

shouted Cardew. “ Bingo will take on the
two O  YOu! DEDImoR upy yous cuauasage,
an——" _

“Racke n° Orooke, eh?” roared the

buteher lad. © Show me them two, and 'l
attend to them!”
“Here they stangd,” Cardew said, indicating
the preciovs pair by a wave of the hand.
“Who says we sard " began Recke.

“A dozen [fellows standin’®  round hf‘m
heard vour sweet remarks,” broke in Car-
dew. “Clive, Durrance, Levison, Lumley-

Lumliey, T appeal to you whether——

“0h, what's the goad, Ralph?” said Clive
hastily. “You know those cads won't fight,
and that they wouldn't do the schoel any
credit if they did.”

“That's it! They wouldn t,
wanted is someone wlmd would!
the man!” bellowed Grundy.

“Po you really think, Grundy, that !.Iﬁl
has anything at all to do with St .hm g?"
asked Kildare galetly. =If theres any
obligation on anyone to put np another
it's sirely upon the Grammar

and what's
And 'm
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Schiool fellows, But 1 don’t
any in their cuse.”

“And 1 don't know that v=' re anyone to
put up who has more than half a chanee™
safd Gordon Gay frankly. " All the same,
I'm willing. Bingo's above my weight, but
1 guress 1 ean tak® what will come to me
withoot grousing abovrt it.”

“1I'm not a-goin” to fight you or any other
Grammar School chap.” said Bingo. “1t's
Goges or nobody out of your lot, an’ no
offence in sayin' that intended. An' 1 see
that them two what opened their ugly
months so wide are slinkin' away. But 1'd
like to take 'im cn!”

And he pointed to George Alfred Grundy.

—_— ey =

Bingo v. Grundy.

thhink there's

LY M oon!” cried Grundy.
Racke und Crooke, who had been
moving off, torned back at this.
“@ood  old Grundy!”™  shouted
Wilkins. ’
“Silly old ass!” said Gunn,
“Can't stop him!" Tom Merry sald to

hildare.

“(f course he can't—or vou -or anybody!”
snorted Grundy. “This is holiday-time, you
kuow, Kkildare's got no authority over me.”

The “skipper of St. Jim's shrugged his
shoulders. - \

don't know that I should trouble to
exercise - it if 1 had, Grundy,” he said.
“You're asking for trouble, for Pm sure
our buteher friend here is a heap too good
for you. But you'll get what you ask for,
so that's all right.” o

Kildare voiced the general opinion.
Nearly everyone felt sure that Bingo car-
ried too many guns for Grundy.

But neither in the Grammar School camp
nor in that of 8t. Jim's was Grundy's action
exactly unpopular.

A good many of those present had delayed
their journeys home in order to see a light;

and Bingo v. QGrundy was better than
nothing at all.
Moreover, Grundy improved his  position

by what lie said as he began to strip.

“Goggs 8 a friend of mine,” was his
pronouncement, “1 like Goggs, and 1 believe
in him. That’'s why I'm willing to take his
place —anyway, that’s one reason. And if
the buteher chap licks me —thongh [ don't
think he will—I sha'n't mind so mueh,
because [ consider him a very decent chap
for speaking up for Goggs as he did.”

And Grundy beamed upon Bingo. It was
just like Grundy to regard his approval of

both Goggs and Bingo as a thing that
mattered. That was his coneeit, perhaps.

Bat there were better things than conceit
behind his readiness to do battle.
Preliminaries were soon arranged. Tom
Merry and Gordon Gay seconded Grondy:
Heavins and Wraggle agnin did duty for
the village bruiser, And Kildare once more
acted as referee.

“This clears me with yon bounders!™ suid
Cotts to St. Leger and Gilmore. _
“1I'm  mnot worryin’,” replied Gilmore.

“ After all, it was a dashed off-chance that
you'd ever be able to pony up.”

“An' if your uncle does come down hand-
somely we ecan have some lively times next
term with his tip,” added St. Leger.

Cutts fairly beamed wpon them. Thev
seemed to have no suspicion at all.

Aund, in fact, they had not. They Knew

1

1

£l
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that their dear pul was by mo meang A
:‘-:*ru;nllum peraca ; buot they  would have
needed some evidence to convinee them that
he world have plotted to swindle his chums
after this fashion.

But Cutte' face soon lost

It would be hi.::_n.t.lz.' awhkward for him il
it ever came out, he reflected. He eould
never hold up his head at St. Jim's agaiin.

Conscience was not much in the line of
Gerald Cotts: hot  during  those suominer
holidaye he was to  endure donbts and
woriie: that might have been prompted by
conscience in a feilow who had possessed
anvthing of the sort.

“Have anythin' on this?” asked St. Leger.

“I'Il back the buteher,” angwered Cutts.

“What's vour price?”

“Oh, five to ond, six to one
like, in fact.”

“Then 1 like twenty to one. in quids, an’
that's givin® you a quid,” said St. Leger.

Gitmore refused to bet even at that priee.

St. Leger waa right, Bar extraordinary
luck. the fight was a sure thipg for Bingo.

Girundy was hefty, and no dufler. He had
any amount of courage and endurance.

But so had Bingo; and in all else save
height he had the advantage of the Bt. Jim's
Shell fellow.

Weight, length of arm, muscular develop-
ment, punch, ringeraft -all were on Bingo s
side. And if Grundy had plenty of sell-
confidence—as he had -Bingo also had no lack
of that useful asset, o R

From the first Bingo was winning —winning
all the way.

Yet Grundy did not put up a poor fizht.

Out-punched, out-mandeuvred, out-fought,
he stuck to his opponent like the bulldog he
was: fought on and on long after all hope
had fled: and was only knocked out at last
at least five rounds after he had been
obviously beaten to the wide,

Kildare patied bim on the back. Bingo
shook hands with him, growling praises and
good-will. Grammarians and 5t Jim 8 ceHows
alike cheered Liim.

His bruised and battered face was all one
wide grin. In spite of all the punishment he
had received, he was happy. 1In spite of his
licking, he was happy. For he was right in
the limelight, and George Alfred dearly loved
the limelight.

The crowd began to melt away through the
wood, most of its grembers making station-

its smile.

~anyvthin® you

wards. But a few remained, and Grundy was
one of them. .
Bars and Trichs and Wagtail stayed—

Gordon Cay and Frank Monk and the two
Woottons, Talbot, Noble and Dane and Glyn,
Cardew and Clive and Levison,

Others went with reluctance. But they
had to go. In the cases of these Telows
there was no such compulsion.

(loggs" three special chums were due at
their homes. But they could all wire that
they were detained by circumstances, and
their absence would not grievously upset any
arrangements made. .

Gay and the two Woottons were putting
in the first week or two of the holidays with
Monk and his people.

Talbot was starting on a tour of the Lake
District with Mr. Railton in a few doys' time.
His unecle, Colonel Lyndon, was with the
Rhine Army still.

Noble and Dane were to e guests of their
chum, Bernard (lyn.

Levison and Clive were hooked for a fort-
pight with Cardew: and Ralph Reckness

.

Cardew, in his lordly way, said thut it did
wot matter in the least when that fortoight
began., It was only necessary to let his
grandfather’'s maior-domo  hnow  thut  thes
won'd not turp up that day. and were to b
cxpeetod when he saw them.

v\« for Groandy, he admitted that he dul
not care to take his face home till 1t looked
a little better than it did at that moment,
and added that his people were ased to his
ways—which_statement no one doubted.

During the flght there had been growiag
a conviction that in some way or other then
must be more behind the Goggs' letter thaa
there nppeared to be.

Now the fifteen stayed in the wood to tail
it over. while the rest, baving spoken their
good-byes and demanded to be informed if
anything out of the way did eventuate,
cleared off.

“What's the first thing

to
ashed Gav.,

do, Talbot?”

“Wire to Gogps' maiden aunt to  ask
whether -he's got there, if anyone knows her
address,” replied Tualbot promptiy.

“My hat! Goggles hasnt any malden
aunt! 1'd forgotten all about that!™ said
Loy,

“®o had 1. But he culls his un - all sorts

of things---" .
“No, he doesn't, Tricks' When he cans

him apvthing out of the fuets, it's nlwnys

his gran®mother. Don't you remember how

Jie |l:l[nyrti the granny stunt on us at Fronk-
rlmg am?"” i
“Same way he did here?” asked Jack

Wootton, grinning.

“Not gnite, It was warmer here. He pro
dieed her —though she was really himseld
At Franklingham he talked about her po
end, and then, vwhen his unele turned ap un-
expectedly one day, he introduced min to us
all as his dear grandmother. And the dncle s
a chap who's been everywhere and done
everything. It was he who taugld our
dohnny-bird boxing and ju-jitsu, and lots of
other things.” '

“Can't think how we came Iﬁ take in that

maiden aunt yarp,” said Trieks.

“"Ob. it was being rushed like that, 1
guess!” said Monk. “Where is the “uncle
now 7"’

“Watt 2 minute! Johnny was to have
come home with me: bhuat there was some.
thing a day or two ago that upset it. His
imele has been in Sweden for the last few
weeks, and it wasn't certain that be wouldn't
want the bounder to join him there. Bub
that wasn't it, either. Oh, 1 know! Goggs
meant to go to town and wait for bis unecle,
who was expected back some day this werk.
It was all a good deal in the air—Kind of
thing that wonld make most fellows bothered
nbhout what really was going to -happen to
them—and no certainty nbout jt at best
Some talk of their coming on to us--some
suggestion that they might go up Naorth,
Inverness way—all mixed up so that nobody
knew exactly what; and I'm hanged if |
thought a word about it when 1 got thnt
letter. 1 was only thinking of Johnny's let-
ting us down.”

“He would not have hurried off like that te
join an uncle whose time of arrival was go
very uncertain, 1 should =ay.” =aid Talbot

“It's jolly fishy,” said Levison, * Looks like
dirty work !™

( There will be another splehdid long instal-
ment of thiz grand school story in next
Moaday's issue of the MAGNET. = Order your
copy in adeance., )
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