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i Three Complete Stories of—

" HARRY WHARTON & Co.—JIMMY SILVER & Co.—TOM MERRY & Co.

IN THE REMOVE!

- (An Amusing Incident from the Long Complete.Story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
contained in this Issue.)
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e Safe as hou:cs'

~lose the mateh
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EL& Dook- I've madé-on the match, and
they you'll see that I stand to lose a cool ]
" thousand if St. Jim's win. lnu know
“wrhat that would mean for me.
“The kybosh,” said Mr. Joliffe.
“Iuactlv ; tho kybosh:
One of "em—

“elp it. And Tcan ’elpit!

one iof their bést—-is going fo give the

He's going to lose his
He's going to
and he's
You can

match away.
Cwicket in bLoth innings,
i‘bow] to give Loamshire runs,

guess the vest.

Mr. Joliffe drew a deep breath.
“Then it's o dead cert?” he aszked.
You take my tip.

And it's agreed, if you clear a cool
hundred over my tip, you wipe off the
ifty I owe you? That's fair?”

L ¥¥air enough,” said Mr. Joliffe, “T'll
hgve to look at vour book first, thou'rh
fo make sure it’s straight business.”

““Come alonz to my quarters, and I'll

' sho w it to you.”

.The two men moved away.
sitom Merry lay still
sd¥e was fecling almost stunned..
« It scemed to him almost like a dream
Hn‘é he conld not doubt the carnestuess
of the hookmake
had onc of the bt Jim's teaan vnder his
thumb, and that he had made it worth
that player’s while to lose the match for
the school.
. It seemed borrible—impossible ! For
a St Jin's fellow to sell a match—and
H\t\‘moat important mateh-of the season
-scemed unbeliev able.
" Bui it was so.

My, Levy had made a “book” on the

match, and he would be rnined if St. 5

Jim's won. That was clear, and it
was clear that he meant what he said—
ibat he had arranged for St. Jim's to
A 8¢, Jim’s fellow—one
of the Tirst Kleven—had been found
base e¢nough to sell thn match,

““Giood. heavens!” murmured
Merry.

- The junior fcli unable to move. He
(nuld only lie therc and think it onut,
almost overcome with horror and dis-
gust at the black hoa(hery he had dis-
CO\OIed by accident; -

Which of the eleven tas 15?

Tom

Nobt Kildare, ot Darrel—that would §

be  impossible!  Rushden, Baker—
Monteith? DMonteith, the head prefect
of the New House, was in the First
ileven, and Tom Merry did not like
hita.  DMonteith had many unpleasant
Ways.
of treachery like this!
W as it L.mo'ton"
om \Ierrv shivered.

He vose af lust from his cover.. All
sounds of the Grammarians had died
away. . They must have 1eturned to
their school by this time. Tom Merry
-hardiv thought of them as he left his
cover in the thickets. He was thinking

-, Langton——-

- of this discovery that hc had made, and

of what he ought to do.

What should he do?

He could not remain silent, and leave
the match to be sold by the unknown
traitor. Butb if he told Kildare what he
had beard, was the captain of St. Jim's
likely to listen to him? Kildare would
{angh to scorn the.mere suggestion that
a St. Jim's fellow conld be found base

. enough to sell the county match.

Besides, even if he believed, what was
he to do, when Tom Merry conld give no
* hint as to the identity of the traitor?

The match had to be played, and the
whole cleven could not be “sac]‘ed ”

suspicion,
His mind in a »whn‘ Tom Mcrry-
trampéd back to St. Jim's. - Wheh

he reached the school, he had made up
his mind., He would - consult Kildare,

And I ain't’
~getting it in the neck like that if I can

He had said that he

But he would surely be incapable

jand chance whether the captain. of “St.
Jim's langhed at the matter,

‘THE S8ECOND CHAPTER,
- - - Kildare's Opinion,

work, when Tom Merry knocked
. at the door, Kildare was a lhard
workor, at ledsons as well as on

the cricketfield.

He rapped out *Come in!” without
looking up from his table. Tom Merry
entered the etudy, and closed the door
behind him.

The captain of St. Jim’s went on writ-
ing, and Tormn Merry coughed, Kildare

looked up.
“ Hallo! What do ¥ on want?” hie de-
manded. “T'm busy!

“T want to epeak to voti, Kildare,”
“Buck up, then!” -
“#It-~it’s rather important,”

said Tom

I; ILDARE was in his study, lard at:

,8.

1t’s nonsense—utier nonsense!” said

Kildare sharply. - know every ~chap
in the eleven, and there isn’t one who
is capablg of domJ anything of the sort.
If ¢this is some Sl]ly prejudice against one
of the \ew House players—"
© ¢ It isn't that, Kildaze.”

“Then it's-a School Ilouse senior you

3

are accpsing? .
“No, not exactly.™ -
Kildaro stared at him with Lmtted
brows.

It must be either a School House or o
New House fellow,” he said. *‘¥What is
his name, anyway? “ ho is 1£27
& don’t know.”

“What!” Kildare rose angrily to hiis
feet, **You don't know! You tell mo
that some member of my team is going
to give the match away, and you dou’t

] know who it is? Have you come. hete to

be funny?” -

his rascally associate, *f There's

¢ Loamshire will winl" came the tones of the bookmaker, nddraasmg

jest as 1 Itke with——he’s under my thumb, and 1’m goin’ to make it

worth his while to lose the match!”

Tom Merry, almost stunned by the discovery he - had made.

8t. Jim’s fellow—one of the first eleven-—had been found base anough
- _ to sell the most important match of the season!

one of the schoel team 1 can do

‘‘ Qood heavens!'’ muttere:

"\Ierrv, with a very troubled lock. “It's
aboui the Loamshire match, Kildare.
There’s danger, that the match may be
given away. »

- Kildare etar*ed

blankly.
“ Xeo B
Tha St. Jim’s captain frowned darkly:

a member of the Bt Jim’s First Eleven
of intending to give the match away?”
b e\clalmcd m mmrflﬂd anger and
amazement,

. “Yes,  Kildare. Don b got tvaxy,'
said Tom Merry hastily, It isn’t a nice
thing te have to say, and I've only come
to t ell youi so that you can look out‘"

* Nonsenge ™

- %1 tell you—m3,

“The match given away?” he xopea‘fcd

“Do you mean to say that you accuse’

*T wish you'd listen to me,” said Tom
Merry. “It wasn't pleasant for me to
come herc and tell you this. But I
know it for a fact. Somebody dn th(’
tean has been got. at by a bookmaker.”

“ A bookmalcer?”

“Yes; a rotter who's Deen betting on
tho match!”

“I-know there’s a lot of betting on
the match going on in Wayland,” said
Kildare, “ The blackguards will bet on
anything. But to say that a bookmaker
could get at & member of the 8t. Jim's
team 13 t6 ftalk pure .nonsense! You
ought ta have mere-sense, How do you
fknow anvthing about i$, anyway$”

*1 heard the man say so!”

* You heard the bookmaker say he had
got at a member of the team?”

Tut PENXY Porurar.—No. 242,
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gfisp. Bud Lis siroggles were of little
‘arail against Tom Merry & Co.

“Yanuk him along!”

#Kick him out !

¢Yaas. wathah!” :

“O’wl” gasped Mr, Levy, ‘““'Elp!

He was rushed along in the grasp of
the juniors towards the school gates.
They intended to hurl the Lookmaker off
the precincts of St. Jim’s, taking the law
-——and the bookmaker—into their own
hands.

He was maarched oub of the school gates
at: top speed, and dumped dewn in the
dust in the middle of the road. He sat
thiere dazedly, his collar torn out. and his
edab split up the back, and his hair wildly
rampled. -

CHEOwl Ow!t Owi™

- Tom Moerry shook a warning finger at

S Now you buzz off I he said impres-
sively,  “Don’t you dare to show your
mose on our ground again, or we'll duch
wou in the fountain next time.”

_And the juniors turned away, leaving
Mr. Levy sitting in the dusty roatl, ava
saying things, - -

The bookmaker staggered to his feet,
pumping in breath—and dust! But he
4id not venture to return to the St. Jimw's
cricket-ground, ' i

Ny

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Out of the Depths !
LL down for a hundred was the
A result of the St. Jim’s sccond
innings., Then came an interval
for refreshments, and both sides
took a well-earned rest.

The county team had come to St.
Jim's expecting to have to declare first
iunings—but as it happened, they hadu’t
had to do anything of the kind—and it
was considerably doubtful whether their
sccond innings would pull the game out
of the fire for them.

All really depended upon one man—
upon whether Langton’s bowling re-
ained up to the mark. St. Jim's had
no doubt about it—and the whole school
was joyously auticipating a victory over

. the county. S

After tea, when the county went in to
Lat for the second time, the erowd was
more numercus than ever, and the
stately form of the Head of St. Jim’s
cculd be scen outside the pavilion.

The Head had been a keen cricketer in
Lis youth, and he was keenly interested
in, the historic battle between St. Jim's
and Loamshire County. And there was
anether matter he was interested in, too.
e had called Tom Merry to him, and
was cobserved to be speaking earncstly
with the hero of the Shell. :

But when fcllows asked Tom Merry
afterwards what he had been talking
about, Tom Merry seemed to develop a
sudden  attack of deafmess, and the
curious inguirers were unsatisfied. . )

But, as a matter of fact, the 8t. Jim’'s
fellows had little attention for anything
but the finish of that exciting match with
thoe county. :

One name was on every lip—that of
Langton'!. TLangten’s bowling was the
theme of endless and -enthusiastic com-

-ment.

“Well bowled, Langton !”

The roar rang out again and again.

Langton was playing up wonderfully.
He seemed to have cast every. considera-
tion from his mind but one—that of
winning the mateh for his side. And he
wag doing it. .

The $t. Jim's crowd roared as the hat
frick was repeated, ahd three helpless
Loamshire batsmen went home. And
then came a batsman caught and bowled
by Langton, and the crowd roared again,

Long afier that match St Jim’s fellaws

| Loamshire, and 190- for St. Jim's.

loved to relate how Langton of the Sixth
had fade hay of the county batting, and
how astounded the Loamshire men had
lecoked at the summary dismissal of their
best bats. :

Seven down for 50—that was a scorc
of which Loamshire could not be proud,
but which' made the Saints yell with
delight.

Dalten, the tower of strength on the
county .side. had been dismissed for 8
runs,  And it was Langton who dismissed
Liimr, .

“Langten !

“ Bravo !”

If ever a cricketer was a hero in the
cves of his sclioolfeHows, Langton was af
that moment. (lis “pair of spectacles ”
in the St. Jim's innings were forgotten.
That was wnothing—less than nothing.
The Saints cnly thought of the way he
was taking wickets. And lhe secmed
tireless. Fellows who had remarked that
he scemed out of sorts and out of condi-
tion ot the beginning of the match,
observed now that he was all lifc and all
fire.

“(lan vou do another over?” Kildare
asked hiwm, laughing, as the announce-
meint ran round that the county were
last man in.

Langton laughed,

“ A dozen if vou like !” he said. -

[ think onc will be enough !” grinned
Kildure,

Aud it was.  For in that over the
deadly bowler took a wicket first ball,
and the mateh—the great match between
St Jim's and the Loamshire County-—
was over! Loamshire were all down in
their second innings for-82; total, 167 for
St.
Jin's had beaten the county by 23 runs!

Beaten the county!

No wounder the field was swarmed as
the last wicket fell; no wonder Langton
was caught uwp by wildly-exthusiastic
fellows and carried off the ficld in
trinmph ! L

“Hurral ! Hip, hip, hurrah!”

“Good old Langton!”

“Bwave!” "

“Hurrah !”

They bore him back -to the School
House, and set him down there—flushed,
excited, joyous. But when he had re-
tired te his study, the hero of St. Jim’s
was changed. The flush died out of lLis
face, the excitement died from his eyes.
It was over now—he had won for St.
Jim’s—and now lLe had to pay the
penalty. * He had risked everything for
tho sake of lis side-——and now was the
time to face the music.

Liangton did not join in the cclebrations
which followed the victory of the school
over the countys--He pleaded fatigue,
and stayed in his study. FHe felt likc a
condemned prisoner -in a cell,

The only question was, when would the
blow fall7 Mr. Levy would know that
the county had lost very soon after the
conclusion of the match.” He would have
to fly, for he ceuld not mect his engage-
ments, Would he come to St. Jim's first,

Langton!”
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or would he write to the Head, with his
lying accusations and his lying proofs?
Probably he would write. In that case it
might bé- liours before the blow fell.
Langton felt that he could not endure
the suspensc—he was tempted to rush
to the Head’s study, and tell him every-
thing—and yet a faint hope that the
bookmaker might have held his hand
lingered in the unhappy lad’s heart.
Darkness had long fallen,  Langton
paced his study in the gloom, with
misery in his breast. How long would
that racking suspense last? There came
a knock at the door. :
Langton started, and stopped his
feverish pacing. He guessed that it was
someone wlho had come to summon him
to the Head’s presence.
“Come in!” he called out,
voice.
The door opened.
“Why are you in the dark?” .
Langton trembled. Tt was Q,m Head's
voice. It was Dr. Holmes who had come
to his study. ’
He struck a match and lighted the gas,
but he hardly dared to look at the Head.
Dr. Holmes’ glance rested upon the
senior’s white, tortured face,
“Langton,”
thing to say to you. I have rececived a
letter, accusing you, and enclosing what
the writer declares to be proofs that you
have had betting transactions with him
up to last week, 1 spii¢ of your promisa
to me. What have you to say?”
“T expected it, s, said Langton
dully. “It’'s no good telling you the man
is lying, You won't believe me.”

in a shaking

The Head's look was kind and com- -

passionate, -

“On the contrary,
quictly, “I shall not doubt your word.
T have learned some things this afternoon
from Merry of the Shell. Is it corrcct
that this man, Levy, tried to induce you
to betray the county match?”

“Yes, sir.” .

““ And you refused 7

“I gave in at first, but afterwards—T—
I couldn’t do it!” muttered Langton.
“Iildare says I've won the match for
the schoel.. That’s enough for me. 1 can

face the rest; ‘anyway, I've done the
decent thing: If you believe that
man—"

“T do not believe him,” said the Head.
“I think you have been very careless,
and very foolish, Langton. I believe no-
thing more.  Your conduct, in defying
this man and doing your duty convinces
me that you have been guilty of nothing
worse than that. T belicve that you have
kept your promise to me—I believe it
l:eca‘\.l’se you have played the game to-
day ! S

Langton staggered, The relief was too
much. .

#QOh, sir!” he gasped. It was all he
could utter.

“This letier that T have reccived, I
shall burn, and take no other nofice of
it, Langton,” said the Head. “TLet me
warn you in future to be careful to Lave
no dealings, evenr of the most inuccent
nature, with bad characters-—that is all.
I have no doubts of yeu, Langton; you
never stood higher in my opinion” than
at the present moment., Look to the
future, my boy, and ferget the past—and
shake off its influence. That is all, my
dear tad!” . :

Langton sank into a chair, - The Head
was gone.

The Sixth-Former’s face dropped in his

hands, and the tears rolled down his
cheeks—tears of relicf and thankfulness.
He was saved—and Lie was saved because
he had played the game that day,  and
done his duty for the sake of the side.

THE END.
Taz Roxx “T POPTLAR.—No.- 242,

he said, *“I have some- -

Langton,” he said -

-
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good pace., Without the brakes they
would bhave flown. They passed the
bend, and Jimmy Silver uttered a warn-
ing shout,-and jammed his brake on
harder.

“Loak out?

A curious scene was presented to the
view of the startled cyclists.
Moderns were in sight again, end so were
other objects, The road was thick with a
drove of sheep and cattle, evidently being
driven down the lane -to turn into the
roag ta Coombe, the market town.

Tommy Dodd, Tommy Cook, and
Tomniy Dogyle, had come down the slope
free-wheeling without their brakes on,
and, passing the bend, they had run right
into she drove, ’

It was a reckless thing to do; but the
Moderns, like many  other reckless
cyelists, had calculated upon tlie country
road being clear. The drove of caitle
.came as a surprise to them, and undoubt-
edly they came as & surprise to the catile.

Before they knew what was happen-
ing, Dodd, Cook, and Doyle were in the
midst  of the startled animals.  'The
shepherd in charge of them waved bis
Lands frantically and shouted, but that
did no good at all. The Modein juniors
would gladly have got out of the drove,
“but it was 1mpossible.

From the higher slope the Fistical
Four looked on with interest. -

“Shows what comes of being reck-
less,” said Lovell sagely, “I wouder
how Dodd will get out of that?”

“Blessed if I sce how we're to help
‘them!  No good getting into that
crush.”

“Not much!”?

“It's rough on Dodd.?

- “He doesn’t look as if he were cnjoy-
- ing himself, cither.” . -

The Moderns. were certainly not enjoy-
ing themselves. They were jammed up
among the moving caitle, and it was im-
possible to dismount, and almost cqually
impossible to keep the machines going.

‘fommy Dodd had taken a wiﬁl grip
upon the rough neck of a bullock, and
was being -towed along, and Cook and

Doyle were sprawling half on their
machines and half on the backs of the
sheep jammed up elose to them in the
narrow road.

“My hat!”? gasped Tommy Dodd.
“Thig is rough!”

“ Absolutely !’ gurgled the others.

“Can’t you get out of the road?”

“No, T can’t!”

“T1 shall go under this beast if I let
go of hini; and he’s—he's Ow't
Helpt”

The bullock appeared to have grown
tired of towing Tommy Dodd along. He
was shaking his head angrily and rear-
ing, and the leader of the Modern chums
was compelled te let go.  His machine
reeled: over away from the bullock, and
Tommy Decdd plumped down upon the
backs. of the sheep.

There was a wild baa-haaing and
scrambling of the frightened sheep, and
Tommy Dodd and his machine dis-
appeared from view in the midst of the
woolly baeks.

Jimmy Silver uttered an exclamation.

“I reckon we shall have to chip in
somehow, kids!”?

“That’s just what I was thinking!”
exclaimed Raby, jumping on his machine
again. “Come on!”

‘“Come back >

Bat the excited lad was_ gone, free-
wheeling down the hill at express epeed,
forgetful of his brakes. s

“Come back, you ass!” roared New-
conié,

' Stop, Raby—stop!”

But Raby was already crashingg into
the drove, His machine rolled over, and

The |

Raby rolled over, too, and diseppeared »

among the sheep.

“Come on!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

He slid-his machine against a treepsand
dashed down the lane, and Lovell and
Newcome did the same and followed him.
They overtook the slow-moving drove,
and plunged among the sheep.

Raby was seized and t
looking very dusty and dishevelled. His
machine had been tramped over by the
rearward sheep.

“What's happened? I—"

“Youw've acted the giddy goat!”
grunted Jimmy Silver. “Come on, and
Iet’s sec if we can fish these other idiots
out!”

Cook and Doyle had, by this time, suc-
cecded in dragging themselves and their
machines to the side of the lane into the
shelter of the trees.

Tommy Dodd’s machine was lying in

dragged out, {

11

“Lot of good you did!”
Tommy Dodd., .

“We've saved your life—"

“Rats!”

“Ha, ha! Well, it was worth the
trouble to see those silly cuckoos' stuck
anllong the sheep!” chuckled Jimmiy
Silver,

gasped

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Another Catastrophe for the Moderne,

HE damage to the machines was
fortunately slight. A great deal

of time had been lost, otherwise
neither cyclists nor cycles were
much the worse for their adventure.

By the time Jimmy Silver calculated
the drove of cattle would hLave turned
off into the road leading to Coombe, the
machines were icady, and in the gelden

There was a sudden buxz of bicycle bells in the dusk. Ting, ting,
Jimmy Silver, with a terrible effort, tore the clutching hands
“ Help! Help !’

ting !
from his throat.

he yelled,

the road, passed over hy the catele, and
Tommy Dodd, who seemed to have quite
lost his presence of mind, was clinging
round the neck of an old sheep, who
was making frantic, but vain, efiorts to
shake him off.

Jimmy Silver grasped him Dby
shoulder and shook him.

The sheep tore its head loose, and
ambled away after the moving flock, and
the shepherd, swearing in a biroad
country dialect, shook his fists at the
Rookwood juniors and strode en wrath-
fully. )

Tommy Dodd sat up and gasped.

“My hat! ”

The Fistical Four chuckled.

“You see what comes of being reck-
less, you young asses!” saidl Lovell
“Lucky we were here to look after
you ™ .

!

the

glow of the May .afternoon’ the young
wheclers prepared to mount.

The Moderns threw themselves upon
their machincs, and went down the
steep lane at a rush; evidently not taughs
cantion by their late experience.

Raby jumped on his bicycle to follow
at, top speed, but Jimmy Siker canght
him by the shoulder, and the starting
eycle described a half-cirele as he swung

.the junior round.

“What are you doing?” roared Raby.

“Yow’'re not going to ride without
the brake on?”’

“Well, the others are doing it!”

“Let ‘em! They'll be breaking their
necks, but when they’re doing i, we
don’t want to pile on top of themi”

“But I—” )

“Rats! . Cheese it! Tovell, mount

'FnE PEXNNY Poruiar.—No. 242
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moment was enough.

132

on the other side of bim, and we'll #ide
holding. I tell you, I won't have him
breaking his neck.”

“But, Jimmy—-

“«Shut up!”

“ But——"

“Rats!”

The reckless junior’s protests wern in
vain. Jimmy Silver-and-Lovell mounted
one on either side of him, and, holdmg
with a single hand, held on to Raby's
shoplders vith the other.

Newcome rode behind.

They kept their hub brakes genily on
so as to moderate the speed of the
descent; and it was impossible for Raby
to run away from them, even if L rode
without the brake.

Raby grumbled, but Jimmy Silver waz
firm. "Had he been alone he might have
taken the slope without the brake, for
he was keen-eyed, cool, and pluka
cnoug:,h' but, ke many a ecyclist, he
felt more anxious about other fellows
necks than about his own, and he felt
it his duty to sct the example of
caution. BealdCS, if the Moderns came
o grief in the road ahead it would
never do to swoop down Jupon them at
top_speed.  Such a contingency might

L)

casily prove fatal.
The speed of the four was very fast,
Litl

Ml the same. They went down t}‘
road with a rush, with the wind sin
in their cars, and the tree s fitting
if by the windows of an expro
The specd was enough to satisfy
body except Raby.

Ahead of them the sloping road ran
straight for a mile or more. Far alead
they could sce Tommy Dodd, Tommy
Cook, and Tommy Doy le, vhlvnng
along at an al.ummg rate, and getting
smaller in the ance every moment.

“They’ll have the laugh of us at the
bottom of the Lill!” grumbled Rabr.

“If they get there,” said Jimmy

Silver. ‘‘Suppose a cart should y ull out
(rt onc of the side tracks now, just akead
of them.”

“Well, they'd have to turn the
~machines into the bank.”

““And buckle them up into scrap-
won.”’

“True! But there’s no cart iu sight,
and S

*Oh, rats! We're going like an ex-
press now.”

“Hallo ! Look - there!” shouted
Lovell.

“1 said so!”

Catastrophe had overtaken the racing
cyclists ahead; or,” to speak more cor-
rectly, it had ‘met them. ixactly what
happened the following Fistical Four
could not see, but Jimmy Silver guessed
that some animal had skipped across the
lane in front of the whirling wheels,
possibly a rabbit or a stoat, and, though
it escaped the wheels itself it was
enough to throw the whizzing cyelists off
their balance. -

Tommy Cook gave & start, and his
machine turned a little towards Tommy
Dodd's in the flurry of the moment, and
Dodd only avoided a collision by turning
Lis machine into the bank. There was a
deep ditch in this spot, overgrown with
thick fern, and half full of water.

It was, perhaps, fortumate for Tommy
Dodd, but it was not pleasant.  His

machine went headlong into the ditch, |

and curled up in the mud and fern, and
Tommy Dodd was Qung with a qoundmg
splash into the watcer, and dizappeared
cntirely for the moment. His face came

up again smothered with mud and
slime.
Tommy Cook and Tommy Dosle,

naturally startled and confused by the
mishap, forgot themselves for a raorment,
staring after  their leader; and that
Their machines
-THz PIxyY POPTLAR ~Ng, 242,

dashed into each other and then into the
diteh, and they splaslied off into the
water,

Splash !

“Gerr-o-ouh "7 .

Three muddy and dreuched  faces
laoked out of the ditell.  Four cyclists,
riding abreast., came dmhmg gailv by,
The u~t1(al Four could see that the
Moderng were not hurt, and their alarm

had vanished, and they were laughing
heartily as they rode past.

Jimniy Silver let go for a moment of
tis machine to wave lis cap, keeping lis
other hand on Raby's ~houlder.

* Good-bye, Bluebell!” sang cut New-
(‘ome. i

Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Tistical Four were past.

P —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
fThe Fistical Four in Danger.

e A, ha, hal”
The Fistical Four laughed
at the remem-

joud and long
brance of the ridiculous
spectacle of the Modern juniors’ muddy
faces looking at them from the diteh as
they rode by. They laughed again and
again at the le(‘()lloctlorl of it as they
dashed en down the slope of the hill,

The bottom of the hill was reached at
tast, and the pace slackened; but for a
great distance along the lovel road they
were able to free- wheel on the impetus
gained in the long run downhill.

“1 tth we'll stop and have some tea
soon,” Jimmy Silver remarked.  “I
feel a little peckish., So long as we get
info hool'\xund by calling-over we shall

“We've pot
t matter

iood !’ said Lovell.
lamlxa with ns, so 1c doesn’t
er dusk.” 7
gaid Jimmy Silver
presently, pointing towards a ypretty
little iun looking out from a group of
trees with a streteh of grass and benches
infront of it. “I know this place, and
you can get a good feed hore at a
moderate figure.”

Iy juS\‘ the place for us, then,” said
Raby; ¢ but I hope the feed won't be
nroderate.”

It was one of the wazside inns which,
since the wonderful growth of cycling
and motoring, had almost lost its old
character, and had become a place of
temper ate refreshment—places common
enough on the English cycling roads.

Tle Rookwood juniors dismounted
and leaned their machines up against &
iree in a group, and were soon seated at
one of the long tables under the trees.

And indeed a more enjoyable repast
could hardly have been partaken of by
the hungry cyclists, under the shade of
the big trees in the golden aftermoon of
May.

The juniors were in no hurry, and
they rested there a whilo before taking
the road to Rookwood. Jimmy Silver
had just risen fo settle the bill, when a
bicyele-bell rang on the road,,and three
extremely soiled-looking riders came in
sight. Raby burst into a roar.

“There’s the Moderns !’

“My hat!” said Newcome. “They
look as if they had had a day out! I
say, Dodd—good-afterncon! And have
you used any soap lately ¥”

“QOh, rats!’ growled. Tommy Dudd
and he\mmped off his machinc. ©Come

our
if we're out aftc
“Here's a place,”

in lme vou chaps, and . let's get a
wash !’

"\\&11 on need it, I reckon!"” com-
mented JxmmJ Silv, or. “PDon’t atay

here talking to these three {ramps, kids!
Liet's get on the wheell’

)
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They paid their Lill, and departed.
Tho Modern juniora had pgono indoors
for a much-needed wash before having
their tea. The Fiatical Four were in a
high good humocur as they mounted
their machines and rede away in the
setting sun. .

Thf*v had had a good rime, aud ther
had had & better vide than their riv Is,
and they were satisfied. They followed-
the road round by the ancient Priory
towaris Rookwood School.
or the substantial meal *hey had
caten at the little inn none of the four
felt really inclined for scorching., They
rode on at a moderate pace,

Half an hour passed, but Jiramy Silver,
looking bac 1\, tould not see the Moderns
in sight. Buat the dusk was gathering
now over the landscape, dnd the lano
was din to the view,  Jimmy Silve
looked at his watch.

“It's not lighting-vp time yet.” ke re-
marked. “Tt's safer. though, as a
matter of faet, with the trees so thick
over the larze and zhutting out the hglu.

[y

“Well, we may as w el I zht up,” said
Raby, dismounting.
The other three dismouuted,  too,

Lovell drew out a box of matches and
lighted the four larups fn turn. Tho
treeq arching over the narrow lane,
made tho spot very dark, thongh the RLV
Wk ¥ei rosy \vﬂh the last rurs of tho
sun.

Lovell threw dm»n the stamp of th
match and closed his lamp with a snap.

Four burly figures loomed up in thae
gloom at the same moment,
“Halio I said a rough voice, and a

foul smell of strong
the voice,

Tho chums drew ins
togcther,

Four burly, rongh-looking tramps had
appeared out of the shadows. ~ Ther
had apparently been resting and eating
under tho wayside trees, for one of them
keld a ik of cheese in his hand, and
auother an open knife. They Qr'md in
the_path of the young evulists, Llinking
in the light.

“Hallo 1" repeated the rough fellow
who had <p0k0n

““Hallo I said Jmun,
“Just hrrhtmfr up, you see,
will you~

The man exchanged glances with his
companions.

“Arc you in a

hquor accoinpatied

‘.

stinctivelr close

st

Silver civil
Lt us pass,

‘urry ¥ he said, with

an inflection of rockery in his voice
which did not escape the ears of tho
]umorn
Lovell quietly detached the purap
from his bieycle. He thougl:t Lo might
need a weapon soon. In that lonely
road, at that hour, the boxs were at the
merey of the trampq
“Yes, wo are rather in a hurry,” id"d

Jimmy Silver. “You're in the way.’
rhe man did not move.

“You're in the way, Nailer I

said ona

of the woiblers, w"‘h a4 coarse lawgh,
“Why don't you gst out of the waz,
Nailer "

Nailer chuekled,

‘““Please stand
Silver quistly.

“Can't you help a poor rian with a
few coppers ! said Nailer.

Jimmy Silver hesitated.

Tho request was a veiled threat, and
he l\new it. The tramps had evidently
made up their minds to profiv by the
loneliness of the place and the hour, and
if iv came to a fight the four boys were
at a hopeless d)sad‘. antage. 1t might be
wxslgr to propitiate the ruffians if pes-
sib

aside,”

said  Jimmy

-

“If a couple of shmmga would be of
any use to you———"" began Jimray Silver,

Nailer chnckled again.

“1 think a couple of ;mmch would b
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nearer the mark., What do_you think;
Ginger !
“ Yowse right, Nailer !”
“What do you think, Bunker el
“You're right, \aﬂor ?
““ And you, Nohbler 7™
“You'ra rwht 2
“You sce,” said Nailer, tmmng to the
Loys agnm “you can go for a couple of
pounds, otherwise we shall have to
borrew your bicycles for & time—to be
returned, of course, right side up with
care, whou we've done with them.,”
And ithe four rufiipns chuckled in
cherus,
Jimny Silver knitted his brows.
"'\\ haven't so much money about
"he said—"'not anything like 1t. But

’ *; hand it over to

if we had, we shouldi
\ou

“VYou've right, Tz'mmy 1” said Raby
and Neweoms together,

“Rather I said Lovell,

“Oh, we ain't perhckler, said
Naiter, *“If ye hain't the money, we'll
put up with your tickers and tie-pins,
and so forth.”

“Yeou won’t fouch tlem !** -

The rutfien’s manner changed’ He
made a step towards the junier, his brow

dark and 1hroalenmg.
“Now then,” ha rapped out savagely
[ 4
are you going to hand over your

watches ¢

**Not hkely,”

“No fear, you scoundrel I’

“Then we'll take them.

“Sta nd back IV

“Bah!

The four yuffians Fprang forward.
They expected to knock the boys over in
a moment without an effort. But they
were suy pr;snd and disappointed.

Each of the juniors had grasped his

cycle-purap, and they were ready for
action. l‘ney had let _go the machines,
and stood shoulder to shoulder.
" As the tramps sprang at them they
struck out flercely, Nailer reeled back
with a sava ge cath as Jimmy Silver’s
pump cvashed into his face, Ginger,
Nobbler, and Bunker each reccived a
fieres Lfow- but they came on in spite of
it, muttering eurses.

Tovell was seized in a powelfu] grip
and borne to rh@ ground,’

Raby, struggling furiously, was hurled
down bJ l); :ger, and a heavy knee was
planted on his Lhmt pinning him down.
Newecame wae sent ﬂying backwards by
a heavy blew.

Jimmy Silver, however, had followed
up his attack. His pump, bent by the
fivst blaw, crashed again across the fore-
head of Nailer, and the ruffian reéled
and fell on one kuee,

The pump_descended againy but
Nailer dodged it. and sprang upon the

muscular hands, and, In. spite of his
fierce resista ncn he was borne to the
ground, and Nailer’s knee ‘was planted
on him, Nailer’s savage hands Avere at
his throat.

The ruflian wag red with rage, savage
-with pain,

“Now I'll teach you, you whelp

Jimmy Silver struggled fiercely. The
ruffian was gripping glm by the throat
as if to throttle him. There was no
telling what he might do in his fury, and
,Jxmmy Silver ‘cou«ht as if for his life,

But the boy was powerless against the
man. Lights danced before Jimmy
Silver’s eyes. The savage face glarmc',

before his failing vision, and the
ruffian’s eyes to burn with & demoniac
light.

There was a sudden buzs
bells in the dusk.

Ting, ting, ting!

Jimmy § Silv er, with.a tervible effort,
tore the vh\tthg Lands from his throat
and shrieked for help, -

“Ilelp ! Help!”

"THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
: The Meoderns to the Rescuo.
is OXE on, mds "

‘ : It wes Tommy Dodd’s voice,

and never had’ it sounded- co
of the

of bicrcle-

welcome to the ears
Fistical Four,

“Help 17

“We're coming !

The Moderns h'Ld jumped insiantly

rom their machines, leaving them to fall
where they would.  To dash into the
fray, dealing  sledge-hammer blows
among the tranips, did not take the
juniors a segosnd,

Nailer recled off Jimmy Silver as
Tommy Dodd’s clenched fist came like a
hammer under his ear, and he rolled
gagping in the voad.

ommy (‘ook hummered at Ginger,
and then Tommy Deodd sprang = af
Bunker, while Tommy Do3le went for
Nobbler; and the rascals were chavgod
off their. victims in Bext to no time.

Lovell, Newcome and Raby staggered
to their feet Jimmy Silver lay gasping
for breath in the road.

“Sock it to ‘em!”
-Dodd,

And he rushed at Gmgex again.

The rascal did not stay for him. He
broke inte a run, and disappeared into
the  gloom dowi the lape. - Teormmy
Cook and Lovell sprang at Bunker, who
proved true to his name, and “bunked
promptly, -

“They're gone !

“Yere's one of them!” ecxclaimed
Tommy Dovlp Jumpmg on Nailer as he

shouted Tommy

159 -
1

was rising clumsily, and pmnmu' him
down again., “Col far the beast!

Another Magnificent Lbhg Complete Tale of Jimmy Silver & Co. in next Friday's
tssue of the PENNY POPULAR, entitled

- ROOKW0OD SPORT S! 1"

By OWEN CONQUEST.

down at him scemed to double 1n sizo |,

 the police-station,’

Friday. 18

The juniors piled on Nailer, and he

'was crushed down, in spite of his
struggles, and neml} saffocated into the
ar

Jxmmy Bilver staggered wup. His

throat had been bruised by the rvuffian’s
savage fingers, and he was gasping pain-
fully for breath.

“Hold that brute!- Don’t let him get
away !”

«“ We’ve got the scouud‘rel "7 exclaimed
Raby, “and he can't get away while I've
got my knees on his chest and my
fingers twisted into his necktie.”

“PDou’t choke him, Raby!’ gasped
Lovell.

Ow

V0w ! Leggo!

Jimmy Silver Iooked gum?v down
apon the ruffian, wriggling in the grip
of six sturdy Jumorq, and utterly unable
to escape. The leader of the Fistical
Four looked thoughtful,

“We can’t carry hini on our bllsea to
’ he remarked. " We
shall have to lot him go. But he ought
to have a lesson first, Roll him over
into the ditch. There's a foot of water
and about two feet of muid, I 1em‘on 50
he will have a 1egula1 tw;xt

“Ha, ha, haV

“The grinning juriors bundled the
struggliag ruffian over and over, through
the grass to the edge of the deep diteh,
and there volled him_ in. He sanlk
almost out ef sight in the ooze, gasping
and cursing fuuoualv A elod of earth
planted in “his mouth eut short his flow
of lanvua.ge however, and the laughing
]1\1}1015 returned to their machines.

Thanks, awfully, Deoddy!”? _said
Jimmy, Sﬂ\ex, pattmg the leader of the
\10delns on the shoulder,  “You came
up in the nick of tmu:- That beast had
nearly choked meI”

“We were almost tiding owr you

when we heard you vell oui,” grinned
Tommy Dodd. “Jolly glad we caught
you up in time to be of usc! Feel

inclined for a race fo Rookwood I

“Hardly. I am going te take it
easy.” )
“Oh, all right. 8o will we. Let’s

keep 1;0gether to the school.”

“Right you are!” said Jimmy Silver.

“And when we get to Rookiwood, we'll
have tea together in the end study, if
you chaps will come. We've got 2 good
feed there, and we'll be glad to Lave
you.”

“I rather fancy we
chuckled Tommy Dodd.

“Ratlter '’ chorused the other two.

And the tea, as Temmy Dodd said,
was rippin*—first-rate in “both qualsiy
and quantity, and it was done full jnstice
to by the Rookwood Wheelers.

T

will come!l

THE EXD.

boy,  Jimmy Silver was grasped in
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'THE GREYFRIARS CRICKETERS!
By FRANK RICHARDS, =——

A Magnificent Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Cricket Election.

HE Removeroom presented a
lively scene. It usually. did, but,
as a matter of fact, on the pre-
sent occasion it was a little

livelier than usual. The whole Form—
or nearly the whole of it—had met to
discuss an important matter which was
now occupying the attention of the-
Remove, B o

In the junior e¢leven, during the foot-
ball season, it had been very geuerally
atid sorcly felt that the Remove lLiad not
really had-a “look in.” ’

The captaincey had. been
of the two Forms that
team; Temple had been captain, and
Dabney his -right-hand man,  And
although the chums of the Upper Fourth
arere not accused of favouritism, it was
cortain that they had a leaning—really
natural enough on their part—towards
members of their own Form.

They rcgarded the Removites as
cheeky kids who had to be kept in their
place, If tco many Removites svere ad-
mitted to the team, they would want to
Le running the show, and so on, :

Ungeniably good  players  like
Nugeut, Bob Cherry, and Bulstrode

. could not be kept out. But only the
very best were taken into the fold of
the Junior Eleven,

And the Remove sorely and angrily
maintained that a good many Removites
who had not the ghost of a chance of
getting iuto the junior team were far
and away better players than some of|
the Upper [Fourth fellows = who
swaggered about in the caps of the
Junior Eleven.

It was a point upon- which the two
Forms could not be expected to agree,
and they did not agiec. The suggestion
of an independent -Remove cleven had
been made and had met with general
approval on the part of the Removites.

There was a buzz in the Reniove-room
as the chums of Study No. 1 entered in
a body. :

“Here they come!”

Bulstrode looked towards the new-
tomers with a scowl upon his brow. Be-
fore Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
came to Greyfriars he had been cock of
the Remove, and his word had been law
in the Form-room. Now things were
changed. - Bulstrode was little better
than a bully, at the best, and the Form
had found new leaders. Harry Wharton
had lived down the unpopularity his
temper had at first excited, and was now
looked upon as the head of the Form.

‘““Here thoy are!” said Skinner.
#You're late, you bounders!"

“Sorry !” said Harry Wharton.

“The question 1s,”” said Bulstrode,
“about electing a Remove captain.” .

“Hear, hear !” said Hazeldene. ““Let's
get out a list of the candidates, and then
let's have a show of hands. That's the
businesslike way to proceed.”

“Good for Vaseline!™ ,

*Go it, then |” -

in the upper
supplied  the
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“The first guestion is, ho\_v many
candidates? Every chap who thinks he's

qualified to shine as cricket captain of
‘the Remove 'is hereby réauested to get

up on his lind legs and say so,” said
Hazeldene.

“Well, I'm one,” said DBulstrode,
coming forward with a rather aggressive
glare; “I'm a candidate, and chance it.”

“I'm another!” said Dob Cherry,
stepping towards Lim, “ And Havry
Wharton's another.” X

“8tand  up
Wharton.”

“Here I am!”

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Oh, ring off, Bunter!” o

“Look here, I'm going to speak! I'm
a candidate !

and  show  yourself,

_“IYhat 1”* o
Bunter blinked defiantly at the amazed
Removites.
“I'ma a candidate!” he cxelaimed.

“Mr. Chairman, 1 iosist upon a show
of haunds for me.” .

“Ha, ha, ha !’ .

“Plessed if -F can sce -anything to
cackle at. T don't bat as well as Cherry,
perhaps, but you should ece me bowi!”

“Yes;. I'd like to see you—through a
telescope I said Nugent. 1 shouldn's
like to be within reach of the ball.”

““Oh, really, Nugent "
~“Who " propases Bunter?” demanded
Bob Cherry, in a businesslike tone.

There was no reply.” Nobody secmed
anxious to propose the .Owl of the Re-

move for . cricket eaptain, Bunter
blinked round him indignantly.
“I propose myself I he exclaimed, 1

insist ‘that that's in order.”

“QOh, very well,” said the chairman,
grinning. - ‘“Bunter proposes himself.
Any seconder 77 :

Avother chilling gilence. )

“1 second myself,” said Billy Bunier,
with dignity. .

“$a, ha,-ha!”-

“Yery well,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“ Bunter seconds himsell. Hands up for
Buuter !”

A fat hand went up—and then another,
The first belonged to Biily Bunter—and
so did. the second. The fat junior stood
with both hands in the air, but no other
hand went up.

‘“How's that 7" grinned Nvgent.

“Outl” )

“1 say, von fellows, you don't know
what you're missing, you hnow, As
cricket captain, 1 should raize an extra
subscription, and stand a ripping feed on
the occasion of every mateli.”

“Ila, ha, ha!l”

“Of course, you're at liberty to make
silly asses of yourselves if you like.”

“Ring off, Bunter, You're dead in
this act.”

“ Any. mote applicants? Now, then !”

There were no more coming on—-Bul-
strode, YWharton, .and (Herry were the
only candidates.

“Good!” said Skinner.
befter

" Right-ho!”" said Nugent.
up for——-"

_"‘;_\Io.'w we'd
rocsed_to the electian:” - -
“Hands

!

“0Ohb, rats, let's proceed in order!”

said Skinner. ‘ You have to appoint
tellers first, ag there’s such a crowd of
voters,  Then I think the -candidates
ought to make a spcech.” :

“QOnly one between them?”

“Ass! A speech each.”

“Very well, let them make a specch
each,” maid Nugent resignedly. “ You
hear, you chaps? TYou'rc expected to
make a eath peacli—I mecan a speech
peach . each—that 1is "

‘Oh, shut up, and let them rallk!” -

“You first, Bulstrode, as the. cldest
and ugliest,” said Bob, Chexry.

Bulstrode gave the facetious Bob a far
from amiable look.

“T haven’t much to sa%,”_he hegau.

“Well, that's a jolly good thing, any-
way,” said Nugent, -

“Shut up 1” -

“Qrder 17

“ (et on, Pulstrode 1 .

“TI haven't much to say. I think I
ought to bo captain, not only because
niy cricket’s the best in the Bemove "

“Hear, 1 N

“Ha, ha!” N 3

“But beeguse I'm the oldest fellow 1n
the Form.”

“And wvgliest,”™ said Bob Cherry, sotto
voce.

“Shut, up, Cherry!” szaid Skinner.
‘““Keep these painful truths fer a iaore
fitting cccasion. Get on with the wash-
ing, Bulstrode.”
CSTAL punch
head !”

“1 don't think!” laughed Bob.

*Oh, don’t you!” exclaimed Bulstrods,
“We'll see about that,”

Bulstrode strode forward, and threw -

hia whole weight upon Bob Cherry. The
next moment the two fell to the floor,
and commenced to pormel away at cue
another for all they were worth.
. The rest of the Removites continned
to argue amongst themselves, and verv
soen pandemonivm reigned i the Re-
move-room. - .

Bob Cherry and Bulstrode went at it
hammer-and<ongs, and it is quite - pos-
sible that injury might have been done
had not Harry Wharton pulled the two
apurt, B :

- Stopthis row I” he said. ¢ We want
to get on with the election.” .

“1'l} smash him!” roared Bulstrode.

“I'IH slaughter Litn!" growled Bob
Cherry. -

“Ob, shut up!” said Skinner, “YVou
can: settle vour disagreements afterwards.
Now, Bulstrode, have you any more-
reagons why you think you ought to be
captain of the Remove?”

**Yes, T have!” ;

“Well, get finished, then. We shall
have to turn out the gas here in auother
<cguple of hours, you know.” .

“T'm_the oldest_fellow in the Form,
and was taptain of the Remove till those
rotten outsiders shoved themselves in. T
ought to be cricket captain. That's all.”

“About  cnough,  too,” remarked
Ruserdls. . . .

“The enoughfulness 'is” terrific,” said

that rctier  Cherry’s
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the nabob:
esteemed
speech——"

*“Oh, cheese it, Inky!”

“Next man in—I mean, next speech,
and for goodness’ sake buck up! 1 don't
see why the Remove should staud here
iike a lot of patient little lambs to be
jawed at,”” sald Hazeldene.

“Well, stop jawing, then,”
Skinner. “Your jaw next, Cherry.”

“I haven't mwuch to say—"

“H’m! The candidates tie on that
point,” said Russell.

“T haven’t much to say-—'

“There’s nothing original about that
remark, Cherry, and you needu’t trouble
to keep on repeating it,”

"1 haven’t much ?

“You haven’t much sense, I think,”
said Skinner. “For goodness’ sake come
to the point, and-give ue a ress !’

“If you are looking for a thick car,
Skinny——-" :

“Cherry’s finished. Next man in'”
“Y haven’t finished. I haven’t started
et s . »

“Well, you ought to have. We’ve
heard enough, anyway. Now—"

“Look here, I'm going on, so dry up!
L haven’t much to eay. Gentlemen of
the Remove——"

“Hear, hear !’ .

“T baven’t much to say, but here it is
—TI play better cricket than Bulstrode,
and I'm not half so conceited as that
bounder ‘ig—-"’ -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hear, hear!?

“I thmk T should make a better
rricket ecaptain. I'd do my best, any-

way, and you wouldn’t find me spoiling
my wind by smoking cheap cigarettes on
the sly, vither !?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That’'s one for you, Bulstrode!”
~ “That’s how I stand,” said Bob
Cherry.  “1 think I should make a
pretty good skipper. You can elect me
or not, as you like. That’s about all.”

“Then for goodness’ sake shut up!”
said Hazeldene. " * Come and jaw, Whar-
ton, if you want vour turni”

“I don’t particularly want

“Oh, come and get it over !’

*“I haven't much to say——"

“My hat! Theyre all in the same
boat! The rotiers haven’t much to.say,
and they’re taking up the whole evening
to say it.” i

“1 am putting up a5 candidate for
cricket caplain of ithe Remove——

“We know that aiready »?

“Because 1 think I should fill the
post - pretty well, better than Bulstrode,
anyway. A erickes captain who smokes
cheap cigarettes is nmo good, and Bul-
strode does.” .

“Mind your own beastly business!”
snapped Bulstrode. -

“Yt is my business when you want io
take the lead in the Form ericket!” re-
torted Harry Wharton. “The first duty
of a ecricket captain, I Buppose, is to
keep himself fit. You don’t do that.

. About Che I've nothing to say—I've
1o doubt Le’d make as good a captain
as I sl‘.ouldl if not In one way, then in
another—"

“Hear, hear!”

“I dou't want to brag asbout my
cricket, but I believe I play a pretty
zood game, and you've seen me play
tor vourselves, anyway., If you elect me,
T'll be as good gaskipper as I know how,
and T'l} make it & point to get the eleven
into first-class form and lick the Upper
Fourth.” h

“ Hear, hear |’

“That’s about all{”

“Gond!”  said Skinner,
eheers had. died-aws=,
the vote.

“Bulstrode has made an
and

caid

)

()

when_ the
[T -3

iad-a . ‘W’.Jrl.nlﬂmr
Cherry’s my eandidaté, but

honourable,  rotten |
B

give every man a chance. Iands up for

Bulstrode 17

About a dozen hands went up. Bul-
strode looked round with'a scowl. Even

those who voted for him were ntostly
the smaller Removites, who did not
venture to back up his rivaly with the
bully’s eyo upon them. It was perfectly
clear that the one-time cock of the
Remove lhad no chance. There were
enough against him to give the other
two candidates each a majority over his

party.

“That settles Bulstrode!™  said
Skinner, “It’s between Cherry and
Wharton, Bulstrode, old chap, sou're

dead in this act!”
*“Oh, rats!” said Bulstrode; and he
swung out of the room with a scowl.
“Now for the others,” said Skinner.
‘“His lordship is offended, but ¥ dare
say some of us will manage to survive
it. Hands up——'
C“Wait a bit!” said Harry Wharton,

% lu[“!ffl!l.&«

ﬁ ! i
]

- iy
I i

13

settle the question on our cricket formi.
We can get up- a scratch match to-

elevens, with Bob Cherry on one side as
skipper, and myself on the other.
skipper who makes the best show o be
elected captain of the Remove team.”
There was a cheer at once.
6“2
the ideas of the Remove, and it was
evident that it would be wunanimously
adopted.  The contest, too, promised
some excitement for the Removites, Bob
gheﬁ'ry slapped Harry Wharton on the
ac B

“Good for you, Harry! I'm agree-
able 1 .

‘““Hear, hear!”

“@uggestion’s adopted  unanimous-

Iy!17 sald Skinner. “The election’s
suspended for the present; Bulstrode’s
knocked out, and Cherry and Wharton
are going to settle the question on the

1
s

cricket-pitch. Gentlemen of the Remove,

‘" Hands up for Bunter!?’ grinned Bob Cherry.
went up-—and then another.
sg did the second, but no other hand went up.

A tat hand
The first belonged to Bunter—

interposing. “I don't want a show of
hands agaiust Bob Cherry.”
‘“Are you withdrawing, then?”
*“No, not exactly that, either,
got a suggestion to make—’
“Oly, get it over, then, for goodiness'
sake !
“Go it, old feliow! said Bob Cherry
encouragingly.  *“ You shut up, Skinny !

I've

You want to de all the talking. Give.

a chap a chance I””

“Qh, if that's all T get for backing
you up, Cherry——"’

“Cheese itg
don’t want a show of lands against a
pal, and if therc’s any other way

“This is my - idea,” said Harry

" Wharton.

“It’s ‘between - Cherry and
myself, that's admitted. My idea is to-

!

Go ahead, \\'Imrton.v I}

.

ihis meeting is now over, and I'm off
to my study for some tea !’

And the meeting of the Remove broke
up,

to captain rival elevens, and they

were busy selecting their teams.
There were plenty of good ericketers

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Captain of the Remove.
HE next day the talk of thae

not hard to find a twenty-two capable
of putting up a good game. In Harry's
b team, distinguished ‘by red-barred cape,

THE PEXNY POPULAR.—No. 242,

marrow afternoon between two Remove

The-

The suggestion just jumped” with

Remove was of the coming test
mateh, The two candidates were

in the Greyfriars Remove, and it was.

\
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Hurree Singh played, while Nugent
entered the- ranks of Bob C})erry's
eleven. :

When the time -came to pit.ch the
stumps, the Remove crowded down to
the cricket ground, apd they wcre sur-

vrised and  gratified by the general
interest (iveyfriars appemed to take in
the mateln .

Wingate was there, to lock on, with
several of the Rixth and Fifth, and the
Remove, of cowrse, was there to the last
fellow. Iven Billy Bunter had come
down to blink through his big rlasses
and ciieer.

It waz a glovions afternoon, sunny and
quite dry, and ideal weather for the
grand old game There was a cheer
from the crowd -when Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry to:sed for choice -of
innings.

Bob Cherry locked very fit, with his
Iv:mg limbs and well-set head and his
blue-striped cap stuck on the back of his
thick, curly hair.
was in finc form—handsome, athleﬁc,
quiet-locking., but very determined..

Bob Cherry won the toss, and elected
to ‘bat first. A single-innings match
had been ngreed upon; for there was 1o
time for a full match to be played in an
afterncon.

Harry put Hunee Jamset Ram Smgh
on to bowl againsy Bob Cherry, who
opened the innings with Nugent. The
over gave Beob Cherry seven, and he
finished at the other end of the -pitch,
8o that he still had the bowling. Harry
YWharton teok the ball from the Indian
mabob, and went on to bowl,

“Go it, Wharton !” came an encourag-
lr\g shout. .

* Play up noir, Cherry 1?

Harry W harton bowled. Dob Cherry
played the ball, and it dropped on the
creaso as dead as a doornail, Again and
again he simply stopped the ball, and
then at the fourth he snicked it away
through ihe slips for two.

Bob still had the bowling, and he was
looking very serious. Harry's bowling
was of a quality seldom met with in &
jumm Form, and Bob Cherry realised

Du wn came the ball again. It looked
a rather easy thing this time, and Bob
Cherry swiped at it for a boundary 3 but
that buundauy dida't . come off.
ball curled in under his bat in a cunous
way, and. there was a clatter—and his
bain were ou the ground. -

“How's that?” Jroared the Remove,

And ihe umpu'e s.laconic *Out.!” was
hardly needed.

Boo Cherry made a good-natured
gnmace, and carried out his bat for a

Harry Wharton; too,.

total of nine.  He  grinned at Harry
Wharton as he passed him.

% Well done!” he said,

"And Harry smiled back. *

There was nothing like Lm‘me in Bob
Cherry’s sunny natum and ke showed
no annovance, though. lie had gone in
hoping ‘to make ab least tweniy or
twenty-five,  *

Next man in stopped Harry's last ball,
and then Skinner bowled. The Blue
Caps baited pretty well for a fime, fot-
ting up a fair average of runs. But when
Nugent, the best batsman after Bob,
went on, Harry tock the ball again. He
did not oxuctlv like bowling against his
chum; but there is no fnendshlp in
cricket. Ile went ow to bowl, and did his
level best.

The first ball of the over was stopped
dead on the crease, as in Bob Cherry’s
case. The second ball found a resting-
place among the *timber,” and Nugent

stared dismally down at a wrecked
wicket. '
“My hat!” exclaimed Wingate.

“Tlmt kid Wharton buwls like a county
crack ! He will be a credit to Greyfriars
yet—though one wouldn't lr‘a*-e thought
1t when he first came hcre.”
Nugent tucked his bat under his arm
and walked away.
“What price duck's e

277 called out

e
egy

Bulstrode, P
“Well, you- cught to k=mow,” gaid
Nugent chemfullv

“Yes, that is extremely trueful!”

Hurree Singh exclaimed. ¢ The honour-
able Bulstrode is a cricl\effu] dcaler in the
esteemed eggs of the ducL

“ Next man in!”

The next man in looked out very care-
fully for the third ball of Harry W harton’s
over. But his care availed him little, for
the ball came dov Al like hghtmng and
scattered his bails bLefore he knew what
was happemng

“My bhat!” Bob Chervy.
man in!”

The disconsolate batsman vacated the
wicket, and Russell went in, . Russeil's
wicket’ joined the great majority a few
moments later. ‘There was a roar of de-
light from the spectators.

& Well bowled !”

“The hat-trick !

“Hurrah !”

Harry Wharten ceased bowling with
that over. He did not wish to take too
much of the game for himself, and he
had doene enough to show his quality.
The innings petered out for & total of
forty-four runs; net at all bad, under the
circumstances.

Wingate tapped Harry W karton on the
shoulder when the field came off.

said “Next

THE PENNY POPULAR-Every Friday

“Good!” he exclaimed. “Keep that
up, my boy. We shall see you in the
First Kloven of Clevnmn one of thvsh,
days.’

The {irst innings was over E"\l‘h(’l than
anyone_had expected ;. a resuit due more
to Harry Wharton's bowling than ts
anything else. If he batted as well as he
had bowled, there was not much doubt as
to whom the Remove would silect as
cricket captain for the season,

Harry opened his innings with Furree
Singh and Skinner. Bioh Cherry and
Nugent, with the ball, made short work
of them, and they both retired within a
few minutes of one another with a total
of 9 to their credit. Then Trevor was
bowled for 2 by Bulstrode, aud- FHazel-
dene’s wicket was the next to fall, for 1

Four down for 12 was the ﬁo'urc when
Harry Wharton went on to bat, with
Santley at the other end.

There was a general movement of in-
terest now. Most of the spectators pre-
sent had seen Harry Wharton bat before,
but practice was very different from a test .
match upon whxch a cricket captainey
depended.

How he would shape at the wicket on_
this occasion was an interesting problem,
and all the Greyfriars’ fellows present
were interested.

He faced Bob Cherrz's bovlmg with
perfect coolness, and (nough the first over .
proved a maiden, it showed that Wharton
knew how to keep his end up.

Santley’s wicket fell to Nugent's bowl-
ing, and then Bob Clicrry bowled to
Harry Wharton agatn. And now Harry
let himself go. Tt did not matter what
kind of ball Bob sent down, they all.
seemed the same to ¢he batsmman. Fast
aud slow, lob and yorker, he hit them
all over tho field.

The Blue Caps lLiad enough leather-
huonting durmg that single over to la
them a considerable time, and at the
end of it Harry Whartou, with 17 rums to

bis credit, still had the bowling, and
looked as frosh as a daisy.
“By Jove!” said Wingate. .
And the Remove were cheering., And

even Dabney, Temple & Co. could not
quite forbear a checr to the splendid
batting of their rival.

And Harry was still b'wtunx’ well. His
side were seven down for 40, “and lie was
still going strong. Another wicket down,
and a new man in. But now Harry had-
the bowlmg dgain, and he preeseded to.
make hay of it.

A 3, and then ancther wicket down.
Niue down for 43

Last man in, and 2 runs “anwd {io
win! Harry was baitivg again, Dowu
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came the ball fromx Bob Cherry
dangerous a one as he could nmke it,

Harry Whartoa stepped cut to it and
ewiped.

The merry cliclk of bat and ball was fol-
lowed by the flight of the leather—away,
away, where the oye strained in vain to
follow it,

There was a rosr. 15 was a boundary,
il the E&'l]v was W o-*w‘w“ woi, und

, -85S

The level green swarmed with {ellowa,
Hauy Wharton was rushed off the field
inn the midst of an oexeited erowd. Win-

gate slapped him on the back, and the
Remeve cheered bim o the echo, It was
the hour of triumph for Harry Wharton.

Bob Cherry was the first to shake
hands with hin.

“You've won, oll fellon ! he re-
marked, as they wunt in to change out of
their flannels at last. It was a com-
pletn do, and T don't complain,

You're
far m'd away the better cricketer of the
two,”

“Oh, rot1” sadd Hdl“v

ST miean it; you're caprain.’

“The Form will have to dm ide that.”

“Qh, they won't take long about
that ! said Bob Cherry, langhing,
And Bob Cherry was right. At the

niceting in the Wemove-room after the
match, every member of the Lower
Fourth Crickes Club turned up, and there
was no doubi whatever as to what the
general verdict would be.

Harry Wharton's name was on every
lip. The splendid quality of his cricket
bad banizhed the last vestige of the old
prejudice against him.

Nugent stood up and proposed Harry
Wharton iu the 1idst of ringing cheers,
His voice was hardly heard for the cheer-
ing, and when he called for a show of
hands, almost every right hand in the
room went up.

Then somehody called for a show of
hands for Bob Cherrw.  The number
that went up was so few that Bob's
backers did not trouble to ask for a count
to be made. The majority for Hunv
Wharton was overwhelming.

Nugent jumped up again.

“YWharton has it~ ke shouted.

“Hear hear .”

“ And anybedy who has anything to say
against it, let him now shav up, and for
ever hold his peace,” concluded Nugent,
rather vaguely

“Hear, hear’

“Hurrah ¥ .

Harry Wharton was looking rathier red,
He was elected caprain almost unani-
mouslty, but it was his chum who had
been left out.

“I say, chaps—"’

Qpeech—speech o
“-Gilence. for the captaini”
say, I'm awiully pleassd
honourcd--—"

“Hear, hear!

“But, upon second thoughis—'

“Hallo i

“ As'a miatter of fact,” went on Harrr,
“I'd rather Bob Cherry avere elected cap-
tain—he’ll make a bf—‘ttfl enn than 1
=ha11, and besides

“Rats !

“T tell you I'd 1..(1
the man!”

and

5

Bceb Cherry is

“Leave it to Cherry!”
Skinner. ‘“Now, then, Lfmz"v -ripe, what
have you got to say? Do you accept
Wharton’s offer 77 -

*“No,”  exclaimed Bob Cherry om-
17 i«al‘\ “Idon't!’

“Buf—— began Harr\‘ :
_ONuft said, old chap! T know what
¥ou mean, and 1 appreciate it, but vo're
the man for Remove (‘aptmm and if we
had an clection over again I'd vote, for
vou. It's settled, You're captain.
Three fhemq for the cricket captain of the
Rcmm

“ Hin- lup Livrralh t7?
_The cheers wers given with a
the Remove-raom rang apnm
Hurree Singh said afterwards, the cheer
fulness was rerrific.

will,
"

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Misfortunes.

HE next day Harry Wharton
selected  twenty-two  Removites

for a trial match, leaving himself
out.  Bob Cherry caprained one
cleven and Nugens the other. Bob
Cherry’s side bafted fivst, and Hnuy hed
made him a pre sent of Billy Bunter,

Bob opened the innings with Biily. The
fat junior swaggered to the wicket with
a very important air, and tock up his
position.  Nugent put Hazeldene on to
bowl against Bunter's wicket,

Hazeldene was a mude,arr‘y good
howler. He would not haver had much
effect upon Harry Wharton, but Billy
Bunter was an easy prey.

The fieldsmen looked on, grinning, as
he went to the pitch, and the waiting
batsmen watched the proceedings with
greab imterest.

Billy Bunter blinked at them, and
blinked at the bowler,

“Qver !

The ball came down. There was a
flendish yell from Billy Bunter. His bat
clumped down on the turf, and tha fat
junior hopped on one leg, clasping the
other with both hands, and executing a
savage dance that would have excited the

envy of a du\lsh
*Ow, ow, ow!”

“What oh 9a1th s the matter 7’

~“*Ha, ha, ha!’

“Ow, ow, wow !

i How's that 77 _velled Hazeldone,

“Out,”  gaid  Whartoh—"‘leg-hefore-
wicket !

“Ow, ow, wow !"?-

“Get off the earth, Buntr\r‘ ”

Bunter left off nursing his leg at last,
and lowered it gingerly to the gxound
It had received a shock, Lut it was not
hurt so much, after all. The fat junior
blinkee 2t the cricket captain with almost
speechless 1nd1gnahon

“Did you say ‘Qut,’

“Yen. of course |”

“We]l of all the cheek!
ready.”

“You heard me call *Over! "

“Oh, really, Wharton, T suppose I
might be allo“ ed a minute to get ready.
If-you're going to be so particular, T'll
be more careful next time, though.”

“ThnlLs not going to be any next
time.’

- “Isay, Wharton, that was only 2
ball, anyway.”

Whartos burst into a latgh, and ¢
to Hazeldene to bowl again.

Wharton °°-

I wasn't

gned
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position, and was careful this time not to
place his legs before, He was so careful,
that he kept well away from the wicket,
and to the onlookers it appeared very
doubtiul whether his bat would interfere
m any way with the ball, Still, that was
the batsman’s business,

own .came the ball, and Bunter
swiped at it. His bat struck somncthing—
it was_the bails from the wicket. But the
shortsighted junior was not aware of
that. He knew he had hit something,
and he ran. The ball whipped his
middle stump out of the ground, and laid
it beside the bails, but ihat wus nothing
to Bunter,

He ran,

<A roar of laughter rose on all sides.
Mingled with it came a sound of clapping
hands and a girlish:

* Bravo " ’

The Greyfiiars fellows looked round in
surprise. Half 'a dozen girls were stand-
ing by the ropes looking on, and evi-
dently in great admiration of Bunter's.
exploit.

They were recognised at once. Tazel-
denc’s sister \Ial]oue was there, with
her friends, Clara and Alice, and threc
others. .

They belonged to Cliff House, the new
girls’ school that had been opened the
previous week near Greyfriars. The best
of relations were established at present
beiween Greyfriars and ClLff flouse.

The Remove had all been invited to a
party at Cliff House, and had there made
acquailitanﬁe with Miss Penelope Prim-
rese’s pupils, and they had become very
good friends.

Billy Bunter heard the handelapping.
He saw the Cliff House girls as he ran,
and theu‘ applause elated him. The othu
juiors simply shrigked. :

Mliss Marjorio & Cg. thought they
knew something ahout ericket, and to
‘show their knowledge, they were cheer-
ing Billy Bunter, who had knocked his
own bails off, and was out, but, like
Charley’s Aunr, waa still running.

*Bravo!” trilled Marjorie.

“Well hit!” exclaimed Clara.

“(3ood man!” cried Alice.

“Hurrah!” chorused the rest.

Bob Cherry put his hands to his sides
and roared.

”Why don’t you rum,
ass ? 7 exclaimed Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ka! You're out!”

“Out?”

“Can’t yau see your wicket’s down?”

Cherry, you

“Oh, really, (’he!ly—“’
“ Ha ha, hn
Two or three fieldsmien tooL Billy

Bunter by the shoulders, and gently but
firmly marched him off the ficld. The fas
junior went off disconsolately. He could
not quite understand yet what had hap-
pened to his wicket, and he was rather
inclined to think that there was Some
japing about it.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh went o in -
Bunter’s place. - The nabob was a good -
batsman, and Hazeldene’s bowling made
no impression upon him; and at dle
change of ends Nugent in vain bowled*to
Bok Cherry.

Wun Lung was in Nugent's tea, “and
he had been put to field in the slips. No
one supposed for a momerit that he would
be of any use, and to that fact Bob
Chenry attubuted what happened. .

He had cut away a ball, and was

funning, \\hen there was a roar from the
crowd:

“(augh

“ Oh, \wll caught 17

The " diminutive figure of the Chinee
had fairly ‘eaped into the air, and the ~
leather clicked into the palm of his hand.

Bob Cherry stopped short, and. staud
at the Celestial in amazement.

The hall
262

“Wun Lung grinned genially. -
‘Fue PEXXY Portrar.—XNo.
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went up from his hand skyward,and

came down straight as a plumbline to his
salm again.

“Ha, - ha; hal” roared Nugent.
© % How’s that?” : :
(1) Ol’t ERR .
“My m\lv hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry. “Who'd have thought it ?”

: ton

- tully.

There was a fresh sound of hand-
clapping from the girls. 3
¢ Bravo !” exclaimed Marjorie. “*Well

bowled I , ) )
bow"ed "indeed!” tiilled the

“Well
Test.

And the juniors’ shrieked. “The bats-
maan had been caught out, and to hear
the bowler thus clieered was distinctly
dwemmrr 1t had been a difficult cateh,
and nothing was due to the bowler—in
fact, most of the fellows set it down to a
fluke on the part of Wun Lung. .

But Wharton thought dlﬂerentlv He
vecalled the little Chinee’s wonderful
skill ju every variety of gymnastics, and

" the almost uncanny facility he showed in

every Lind of juggling,  That curious
skill prob'lbly proving uscful to him
in fieldi

e conlu catch a ball unde1 almost any
circumstances, and it occurred to Whar-
that Wun ILung would be a
dangerous man in the field. He deter-
mined to wabch the little Chinec care-
The Remove eleven would have
enough good batsmen, and bowlers, too,

“and a-strong fieldsman would be a grc&t

afqum'txon

And Wan Lung sho‘\ ed that 1t Wwas no
.ﬂ”]\p -

M wo batsmen i m succession were caught

- out in the sané over, and it was the little,

Chinee who accounted for both of them.
The Removites, surprised as they were
By the nnc‘zpeoted development - on_ the
parr of the little Celestial, cheered him
rtily ;. and-the CLff House girls cordi-
ally joined in. the cheering, though the

“aopot of it-on their part was the latest

batsman who had been sent back to the
pavilion.  But a little mistalle of that
kind did nct matter.

Third man out closed the play for the
thne, as it was nearly time for diuner.
The trial match was to be resumed after-

- wards, at the point where it had lefe off.

- H(d]iv

Wharton guessed that the CIiff
girls had “had some object in
«mmng_ over, besides that of watching
the play, and he was right.

As the cricketers camo off the field,

Harry

’ raising their caps very “politely to Mar.

jorie & Co., Hazeldene’s sister exchahged |

& glanee with her fuends and all the
wirls assumed expressions of gravity and
importance. Tt was evident that some-
think unnsual was coming.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
_A Cricket Challenge.

(5] O glad to see 'you over here”
said Harry, “It's awfully jolly
for the =chools to be so close
together, isn’t it?

ested in cricket 77

;\.Iarjori smiled loftily.

“Of course! We- play cricket!”

Harry Wharton almest gasped.  Re-
mnmbnung the points in the game
vhich had earned the applause of Mar-
Iorie & .Co., he could not help wondering
what kind of cricket they played at Cliff
Fouse.

“My ecodness!” said Clara. “\"\hv
of course we play cricket! Marjorie 1s
a lovely batsman—~I -mean batswoman.”

“T'm-sure of that,” said- Wharton,
feeling that he was speaking the strict
eruth, for he had no doubt that Marjorie
was lovely at the \ncket 1n at ‘least one
gense of the word,

“Yes, rather!” said Bob Cherrv ¢
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You’re inter-

fully,

—T should awlully like to see you chaps
—TI mean-you gns-play cricket.”

Nugent went off into a sudden shriek,
and Bob Ch herry glared at lim. l\ugenb
tried to turn his- laugh into a cough,
and rearly choked in the process,

“"‘hat just- what we want,”
Mar orie tuumphamtlv :

‘0L, we'll come‘ It will be—be
awfullv interesting.”

“ Ab, you don’t undels’cand yet. You
don’t Lknow what we've come over for,”
_said Marjorie. And all the girls Bmiled.
- “To pay us a visit, I'suppose;” said
Ilazeldense.

Marjoric 8hoolk her head.

“Yes, of course; but something else
You'll never guess, so T may
We've brought over

said

as well,
as well tell you.
a chalienge.”

¢ A——a—a which 77

“ A challenge. Who is your cricket
captain—I don’t mean of the school, but
of the Imlr‘ove. Of course,” said Mar-
jorie gravely, “wa couldn’t play a senior
team. 'Lhe Qixth Form would beat us
easily,”

“Ha, ha, hal -1 mean, certainly.
Wharton'’s cricket captain.”

“And l\unent s secretary.”” -

‘”.Ihcn you're the persons I want to
see,” said Marijorie, “I'm the cricket
captain of Cliff House, and . Glara is
secretary of the CLff House Cricket
Club *

“My—my hat!”

“ Al thede ("ll‘ln are playing meuﬂbbrs
zaid Maljorle vith a wave of the hanrd
“And—and we are in—in ripping form.”
She stole a glance at Wharton, as if to
sec wliether that was the correct term,
and a3 he did not smile, eho concluded
that it wass “We'ro in ripping form
this seascw, and.we can-make thmgs——
things—things-— Oh c]ear I can’t ve-
member fie word 17

“Flum !” said Clara.

¢ Yez, that’s it.  We can make things
hum. There is mo other gxrls school
necar Clff House, so we can't fix up any
matches with- gxrla———and b951des ’ went
on Mar ]01‘!8 confidentially, glrls as a
rule, gdon't play cricket well They don’t
know muelr about the game. And, of
coursa, we don’t wint to waste our time
foolvnu withh a lot of—of—of—-"

“Butt crfingers,” said Clara,

“With a 'ot of butterfingers,” went on
Marjorie, “We would much rather play
a boys’ teara, #nd have a real match
~worth Uhﬁng for. So we’ ve come to
challenge yon. Of course, it’s only fair
to warn rou that we've made a close
study of ‘the game—— Goodness me,
are you il, \ugent"”

“N-n-n-nng,” gasped l\ugemt “only
—only a sudden epasm. It’s all right.”

Y ﬂ\e made a close study of the
game,” wvesumed Marjorie, looking a
little suspieiously at Nugent, *“and we're
in—in grand form. If you like to decline
the challenge till you've got into better
formy we don’t mind.”

“Not at all,” said Clara,

“In fact,” said Alice brightly, * we
want vou to be in your very best form,
so as to make the match’ worth
pla ing.”

Ex-mtlv said Marjorte. “ Now, do.

you accept, or would you rather put it
off till you are in better form?”

Harry Wharton looked helplessly at
Nugent. He would not have wounded
the feclings of the girl cricketers for
untold Uold But—but to play a match
“~in thL sight of all grm.mug Greg-

“Let me see,” he yen*arked thought-
at last. “I shall have to consult
the secretary about a vacant -date.”

“ My gooduess ! said Clara, ‘1 forgot
that‘ Of course, all our dmes are open,
a3 we haven't fixed up any mateh yet.”

'
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“¥es, we could treet you amy hall-
holiday,” - -assented DMarjorie. *“I do

hope- all your dates aren’t full up already,
like -those at Redelyfic.”

“ Redelyfle?” said Nugent
m;{lv

“Yes. 1 wrote a challenge to Red-
clyffe School, and their secretary replied
in a most pohte note, and told us how
dreadfully sorry they were that all theic
dates were full,” said Marjorie inno-
ceptly,

vugent seemed to be in danger of
another spasm. Bob Cherry made a
curious sound in his throat, as if he were
on the point of choking.

Wharton turned a little red. He would
gladly enough have re lied that all the
Remove dates were full, but thet would
not have been quite correct. And,
absurd as a cricket match with - Clift
House would be, he could not tell Mar-
foue an untruth, though he could not
ielp suspecting that the Redcelyffe secre-
taly had 5tretche(. a pomt -

“Let me sed,” said Wharton reflec-
tively, “We have Satarday afternoon
this weck. But

“That will su.t us beautlfully

“0Of courae said Marjorie, * 1f you
think you're not up to our form, -and
you don’t want to dlscow age your men
by beamnmg the sBason with a de;ea*
don’t mmd saying 0. We sha n's mind.’

“It isn’t exactly that

“I hope,” said Mar;orle, with & trace
of lofty scorn in her voice, I hope that
you have na objection to plavmv a girls’
team. I suppose you don’t think it
wrong for girls to play cricket 7"

¢ Certainly not. It’s right—very riglst.
It's a ripping gama, and it's bound to
do eversbody good that plays it, of
course, Girls ought to play it as mum
as boys, if they fecl inclined to,”; sail
Wharton craphatically,

“Yes, rather,” said Ntwent
ally when tbey make a close. shldy
the game, and get into grand form.”

Marjorie looked at him, but his face
was quite grave, almost solemn.

“TWell, what do you say?” she asked.
looking at Wharton again. “ Do you -
accept the chailenge?”

“I don’t know about tho state of the
ground for a serious mateh.”

*0h, we should like to play you on onr
gwu;nd ? said Miss Marjorie sweetly.
“We have a beautiful groeund, where we
practice ourselves. We hav ent played
a match on it yet with, anybody.”

There was only one answer Harry
Wharton could make, without trans-
greqsing the unwritten laws of courtesy.

“We'll come, and thanks.”

inquir-

* egpeci-
cf

“Very good,” ' said M;u_]ouo de-
lightedly. *Mind; we are going to bear
you, so you know what to expect."

“3ye'l ve. you a tussle.”
“ Yes, Eix s just what we want vyon
to do, so that if we beat you, it will

show that girls can beat bovs at ileir
own game in a serious match,” explained
\Izn]orle “Now we must TUL aWay.
or Miss Penelope will miss us at dinner,
Good-bye !”

And Marjorie & €o. departed, leaving
the Removites looking at one another
m(hel bl.ml\ly.

Well, we’re in for it now, and mo
mistake,” "murmured Bob Cherrr. 1
shall be glad enongh to pay another visit
to Cliff House, but—"

“ But to plav 8 crzcket match-— ’

“Tt will be funny.”

“Well, Pm jelly glad it won't be Leve,
for all Greyfrmrs to lock-on and eackle,”
said Harry Wharton zuefully, “We
must make the best of it.”

And that-was evidently the only thing

0 do, The challenge had. been a,ccep-ted,
and the match.was to be played.
The Removites ~wenf into dinner.
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Directly alterwarls the trial match was
continned, It was a keen garme, and in
#he end Bob Cherry’s side won'by 6 runs.
Then Wharton embarked upou the task
of selecting the team: to mweet the CLf
House eleven.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
An Amazing Match.

ILLY BUNTER pleaded hard to be
B included in the team to meet dw
CLff House. The hospitality of
Cliff Houge appealed to him more
than the ericket,

As some of the junisrs were Bob Leen
on jéining a team that was to play an
opera- bouffe match, Bunter was allowed
©3 have lis way.

A weak Remove team would give the
irls a chance, and make it a Little less
{ a walk-over,

So when the time came for the visib
to CUff House, Bunter proudly donned
his flanuels, \\111:‘1 were strained almost
to bursting-point when he was crammed
inside them, .

The story of the girl's challenge had
£O10 Jxe rounds of (vre\fnars. a.lt] the
fellows all took a deep interest in the
matter. .

Templs, Dabuey & Co., of the Upper
Fourth, 'md annouiced ilieir intention
of seeing tho matcn it they bhad to oJimb
on the «Lff rhat overlooked the rardens
of the scheol. And most of the Remove

%

who eould not accompany 1he team
declared similar intentions,
There was cven a poseibility that

gendors wonld come along to look on; the
zencral impression being that the jnath
vould be a faree from beginuing fo eind
.huh,mb from the kno"‘hdr:c \lm]u"w
& Un, had displayed of the noble pane
af ericket, hauy Wharion could no 3 elp

thinking so himaelf.

The ericketers walled over to Chff
House in the sunny May afternooi.

“Ie will be fum, anyway!” Frank

Nugent rentarked, as they umm in sight
of 1 wates,  “We shall have a good
gnigyger (.11 round 1"’

“V\'(-l keep as cerious as pO%E'b v
said Wi '\ﬂton wrinkling his hrows a
GLitdde. 1 shouldn’t like the girls 10
think we were laughing at then, -

“Oh. no, of course not! But-—
Blessed if T know how I zhall keep from
wrinning, though ¥ :

“I feel thnt the ):111111!1 e will De

terrific, my worthy chums!’

*Heve we arg!”

They entered at the open gates of Cliff
House. The playing-field of the girls
was very smooth and green, and, besides
the paiuted wooden pwulmn, a tml* was
erected for the accommodation of the
Greyfriars ericketors.

Marjorie & Co. received the. visiting
team with all, the gravity due Yo tho
oecasion. Tt lad been agreed that it
was to be a single-innings match, as there
would otherwise be no time to play it out.
How long uhe girls’ innings would last,
however,
orm tnen' strength, might lhave been

culnwd in seconds,

“Glad to see_you, dear boys!” said
Marjorie, with quite & cricket manner,
as sho shook hands with the Remove
ocaptain.  “Ripping weather for the
mateh 17 :

“Yes, isn't it!" said Harry, smiling.

“We ’re going to give you a tussle, you
know.”

“We'll try to keep our end up,” said
Wharton_ gravely, aud giving Nugent a
FEYere ;zlanco out of the corner of his
eye. just in time to avert an explosion.

The boys looked over the Cliff House
tegm with interest.  Kleven charming
wirls, lookimg very heulthy and bright.
Marjorie was captain of the team, and

e

if the Greyfriars bowlers put;

Alico and (%a¥a were bor right-hand men
—or, rather, right-hand women.

\Iar_,orm tossed for choice of umm‘s,
anu lost, and the Remove batted i

“My gooduess!” said Clara. “Hg.dn b

we bctter bat first, Marjorie?”

“We've lost the toss, dear.”

“What difference does that mak

“It's all one,” said Wharton qmckl\-
‘We ghall be very glad if you w ould bat
irst. In—in fact, we' d prefpr it

Marjorie shook her head decidadly.

“Certainly not; we're going to play
the game. hopo vou are not going
n like many horrid bhoys, Harry
civing ue advanrages simply because we
are girls. \\'c want to win this game
on our form.”

“ Ha, h.L— I mean, of course. We'll
baf, then.’ .
“Oh, very good!” said Clara. *“ But

I don't sce why we shouldn’t hai first,
all the same!
So the Remove opeued their innings.

Whation sent in Bunter and Wun
Lung for a start.  If the girls could
bowl at all, these wickets ouyghit to fall,

1w

“IHa, ha, ha! I-—I _1 niean, no, Tt'e
all right. Go ahead!”

Miss Clara looked puzzled and a little
dissatisfied, but she went ahead. Tho
next ball ‘missed Wung Lung—he took
good care that it should—and it bumped
along the ground towards Bunter's
wicket.

There was no danger to the wicket—
except from Bunter, but he swiped
blindly, and knocked his stumps down.

“How’s that?” called out Miss Clara
triumphantly.

“Faith, and it’'s out!” said \.[1“‘*
Deqmond who was umpiring.

““Hurrah!” shouted the upils of Cliff
House, who were gathered round in an
interested erowd. ¢ Bravo, Clara!’?

“Well bowled, old chap!”

Nugent, who was almost suffocating
with suppreesed emotion, went in in
Bunter’s place.

Miss Clara bowled against him, and
the ball flew into the r‘ro“d and there
wag a general shrieking and scattering.

The rest of the over resulted in nothing

Bob Cherry and Bulstrode pummelled away at one ancther on the

fioor.

The rest of the Removites continued t¢ argue among them-

selves, and very scon pandemonium reigned in the Remove-room,

and encourage them a little, JMiss Clara
wag sens on to bowl against Bunter's
wicket.

Miss (lara’s idea of bowling seemed to
be a little mixed. She retired a little
distance from the crease, and took a rum
forward, and let fly with the ball.

’Lnlueklly, it quitted her hand at the
wrong montent, and clumped with a fear-
"ul ehock on the shoulder of W un Lung,
who was standing away from the wieket
to give her room. ’

The unfortunate Chineé gave a fearful
vell. and hopped in the ajr,

Miss Clara looked round in sirprise.

“Where ie the hall?’

- A" ficldswoman tossed it back to ler.
Wun Lung rubbed his shoulder. Clara
lcoked at the poor Chinee indignantly.

“T suppose that is one to us?” she
gaid.

\\ un Lun& stared, as well he might.

“No savvy, nuesy,” lLe muvmurnd

S Isn’t that one to us?”’ Mise Clara
called out to Wiartonr. “Wasn's it leg
before wicket, or eomething!™

’

more serious than that,

but Miss (lara
showed no deexre to cross over.

“Why ean’t I go on bowling from this
end?” she asked.

“It’s against the rules,
Marjorie.

*‘My goodness! Does it matter?”’

The Removites laughed, and Mies
Marjorie assumed a severe expression.

*Of course,’ sho said, with an air. of
great knowledge, “if you bowled again
from this end you would be off-side !

This explanation, which eent the
juniors almost into convilsions, quite
satisfied Miss Clara, and she crossed to
the other end, She ehll retained the ball,
and when the umpire delicately hinted
that. it-shonld be handed to someone else,

she looked at him in innocent surprise.

“Why shouldn’t I bowl agaim, if I
like?” .

“Faith, and there’s no reason at all1”
gaid Micky Desmond, who was too true
an Irishman ever to contradlet 2 ls"r.

“Bowl by all means, alanna ’
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dear,” said






