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Leaving Bob Cherry and Mark Linley tied back to
back In the middle ¢f the room, the wreckers
went out of the study. Bolsover turned in the
doorway. He was the last to go, and he had a
final taunt to hurl at hls rival. *1 think this
finishes you, you factory cad'!” he exclaimed,
“] don't think evenm Wharlon will speak to you
after this! If you've a ray of decency left, ’)'uu‘ﬂ i

get out of the school!”  (See chapter 15.) i!

I e W+ ST S A S——

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nugent Minor Means Business.

e HAT the dickens—"
Tramp, tramp !
Bang |

“_ermt the—"
Ilarry Wharten jumped n

-

Mugent were in their study, No 1 in the Remove pas:age ab

in amazemont, Wharton and

Greyfrinrs, Bob Cherey, of the Remove, was sitting on the
table, swinging hia long legs, and laying down the law on
the subject of football.  Bob was speaking in rather a loud
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voice; he had to, for both Wharton and Nugent were speak-
ing at the same time, and Bob wanted to make himazelt
audible. The three chums.of the BRemove were discussing
the off-side rule, and that is & topie upon which footballers

i eéw The three snimated
volces were going strong, when the tramp of many [ootsteps
sounded in the ﬁqmnw'paa&agp, ang there was a {mng upon
the study door which made the whols room shake, and very
nearly brought down the pictures from the wall

“What the dickens—="

Bang !

“Sounds a: if somebody wants to come in,” Bob Chervy
romarked, with a grin. ** Do your visitora generally announce
themselvea in that way, Wharion "'

“Bleased if IT— By Jove 17

Bang ! ,

The door shool again. Tt was evident that a large numnber
of fsot had combined for the purpose of bestowing that bang
upon the ztudy door.

“Come in!” shouted Harev YWharton.

Bang !

The latch gate way this time, and the deor flew vielently
open.  Bob Cherry slid off the table, and pushed back his
cuffs with an air of anticipation. Frank Nugent carelessly
drew the fireshovel towards him., Wharton picked up =
cricket-stump. They fully expected a raid—from the Upper
Fourth fellows, or from Bolsover & Co., the rival party in
the Renove Fornt.  Study raids were not infrequent at Grey-
friars in the junior passages, and Harry Wharton & Co.
were alwavs ready.

The off-side rule was dismissed from their minds at onee,
and they siopd ready ‘to receive the invaders.

But the crowd of juniors who crammed themselves inio
the doorway of No. 1 did nod belonp to the Hemove, or to
the Upper Fourth, or to the Shell.

First of all came Dicky Wugeni-—Nugent minor—of the
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Bocond Form, Then camc Tubb, of the Third; and after
these two a crowd of fags belonging to the Third and Second.
Tliey locked very excited, and they pushed and. jostled one
ansther aftér the manner of fags, and in & moment they had
filed half the study, and the passage behind was ecrowded
with more of them. It looked s if the whole of the Second
and Third had come to psy a wisit to Harty Wharton's study.

'Il'i%;lﬁ;.rm R.emqwtﬂ mmdkig them blankly., -

; 1mt. on. earth o ida want1™ AN
Whorton YoR ant1” demanded Harry

Dioky Nu sniffed.

= Kids yoursell—I mean voursel¥ss,’’ ho retorted. * We've
afll::t Eq’m blsiness, I.ﬂj if we have any rot we'll wreck

“*Dicky, you rnuni_u-ss—:—” bv%a.rr Frank Nugent,

Dicky interripled his' major without ‘ceremsny.

“Ring off, Frank! I've come here tﬂ_ﬁih fiot to listen to
you.” You can give us a rest.” i

" ¥ea, give us & reést,” said Tubb, of the Third.

And thé crowd of faps zave a yell of encouragement.

“Go 1t, Bl!':kf "

" Yest for gpoodness’ sake, go i, and then get out of the
study I zaid Harry Wharton. “JF don't exactly want to-Jay
this stump about you, but-—-"

" Better not!” daid Dicky "Nugent truculenmtly. “We'll
wreek -the study for two pins, and wreck you o
bounders, too. We mean business.”

::Buaaneﬂ!” r Gatty, of the Second, ferociously.

Business !"" fpared the fags. :

Harry Wharton laughed. ?d; was clear that the fags had
their- baeks: up about- sgmething, but.what it was gH_arr:.r
wf-'%ﬁ’f 'k_iﬂ‘n: ]11’? nﬁt th;a faintest i;iea. i w

(2 ile sa rry, good-humou . ;
the trouble? & b el

“We'ro fed up 1™ said Dicky.

Angdhha i:’ a chimed in, like an operatie phorus: -

ik up 1 :

“"We've had enough !*

”g‘:_.ﬁta enough " came the chorus. _

”t ¢'re going to take you Remove swankers down a peg
ﬂr wal'

“_Pe;.é or twol" the chorus chimed in.

“ And we mean business !’

! Busineas '

“ The fact is——"" Nugent minor went on to explain,

“ Faet is——"" came the chorus.’

But Dicky Nugent turned on his loyal sufp-ortms then.

‘%I;Tut I‘;P }tlj:ti ie& 1& ﬁha&: @ea.keg“ he exc a.lin(':ﬁ_d."

: , all right, Dicky; n't Our wWoo l

“Go it, Dicky1? a4

“Give it to them straight '

“Pilein ™

“Tha fact is}”’ sald Dicky Nugent, waving his hand t~ the
crowd of fags nhzdmfﬁhr, like & conductor keeping down - . =
eager orchestra—" the fact i, you'vé got to play.™

“Play !" said Wharton, in wonder.

“ Yes, that's it

“Thut's it!"" shouted the fa

“Play what?"” asked Bob Cherry.

e T e

icky Mugent frow majestically.

" No!” he said. “I dare suy marbles is about your mark,
but you've got to play footer, You've got to accept our
challenge.”

LT3 Eh -'!1-1

i We've ::-.ha“&nged the Remoave to a footer matoh,”” said
Dicky, “and you're afraid, and won't play. We're going
to make you.”

“This 15 the first I've heard of it.,”” said Wharton, laugh.
ing. “* And you must go to Bulstrode with your precious
challenge. a's r:a.gi;l;uu.in of the Form now™

“Wo'va been to him P’ shouted Dicky.

“ Been to him !I”” yelled the fags.

“And what did he say 7" asked Wharton.

“He said we could go and eat coke,” =aid Dicky, with an
aggrieved air—" said we could go and cat coke !

“ Eat coke ! chimed in the angry chorus.

* Baid he couldn play a team just out of the nursery.”

“ MNursery ! yeil;:-d the Third and Second.

* And dechned.’

“ Declined !I" roared Gatty. " Refused! Laughed!™

¥ Well, I'm not surprised that he declined, refused, and
laughed,” said Harry Wharton. It was like your clieck to
think of .playing the Remove. If I wero Form-captain now,
I should dechine and refuse and Jaugh.”

“ What-ho " said Bob Cherry. “In fact, I fes]l like
laaghing now, anyway, IHa, ha, ha!™

“Oh, don't cackle,” said Dicky Nugent erossly; “it gives
rmo & pain.  Buelstrode declined--—'*

“Then the matber's ended,” said Harry.

“Rats! We talked to Bulstrode like & set of Dutch uncles,
&nd the more we talked the more he cackled.”
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“No wonder! Ha, ha, ha!™

'We bumped him ! said Dicky flercely. “ Weo himped
him in his own study, and upset the ink-bottle over him, and
left him lying under his bookcase.”

H My hatl™ ]

“ And we'll do the =zame here if we have any cheek P
ghouted Tubb, of the Third.

£ Y{’ﬂ, mh‘lﬂ' E“

Harry Whasten fook a tighter grip on the stump. Nugent
brought the fire-shovel a Eﬁﬁa more into evidence, a8 1t werd,
catelessly. Bdb Cherry picked up a Latin dictionary by the
OOTNAr.

“We've comg fo you,” said Dicky Nugest, “to talk

. business.  Bulstrode 1s m!plam of the Remove, I know: but

you chapg are really the héads of the Form. You can make

‘up a team and play us if you like"

“We're not likely to like,' grinned Nugent.
“Me fEﬂ-I:" 1:-r ¥ Hoe Bt E'Eﬂ
“Weare r

! v io play you on Wednesday afternoon,” said
Dicky. :

“You've got an open afterncon then, as you've
E}]EI&E’E:{
“"Thanks: we'll keep it open.”
‘Will -vou ;pln._??”
‘No fear !
“You refuse?™ .
“We decline, refuse, and laugh—same as Bulstrode,”™ said
Harry Wharton blandly. * Ha, ha, ha!”
_* Ha, ha, ha!" roared Nigent and Bob Cherry. “ We
decline, refuse, and laugh. Ha, ha, hat"
Then Dicky Nugent boiled aver.
* Come nnf"‘"he yelled, * bump them !"
DL o
' L)
“ &:f[&&%r you cheeky young duffers!
“ Bump them ! roared the fags. ;
And the herces of the Third and Second made a wild rush,

—3 oy T—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Study Rag.
HARR? WHARTON & CO. lined up at once to withstand

q
L

i

the onset. They were more amazed than alarmed by

the outbreak of the fags. There had been much sore

feeling- of late between the Remove and the Lower
Forms. Lately the Remove had made good their claim to be
exempt from [agging for the Bixth, and the Lower Forms
still fagged. That alone was sufficient to make Dicky Nugent
warlike. And then, Biﬁ beinlg a ireat footballer, and
havi and worried his Form-fellows in making a
really strong team for a junior Form, he wag anxious to hava
the glory of meetin o Remova on the footer-field and
vanquishing them. Remove had played the Shell, and
so why shouldn't the Third and Second play the Remove?
That was how the fags looked at it, and the lofty bearing
of the Rermovites, who affected to look down upon themn as
infants, exasporated the heroca of the Second and the Third.
When the Second and the Third were not rowing with cne
another, they were always ready for a row with the Remove,
and Dicky Nugent was fairly on the war-path now,

“ Bump them !"

Three fellows, although the best athletes in tha Remove,
could not stand against the rush of innumerable fags,
capecially tn the close quartera of & junior study. Five or
six fags rolled over on the floor as Harry Wharton & Coe.
hit out, and then the three Removites were borne over by
sheer weight of num
" They went down, with a crowd of fags sprawling cver
them.

“ My hat " pasped Nugent. “ You cheeky young begrars

“ Bump them

“ Get out, you—"

“ Bump them!"

Dicky Nugent had been knocked down in the first rush,
but he scrambled up, helding one hand to his nose, which
was atreaming red.

The three Removites lay on the foor, helpless in the

grasp of a dozen fags, but still sbruggling fiercely.

e Ir.tm? them I said Dicky Nugent. “ We'll teach them
manners! Go it 1"

* Hurrah !"'

Harry Wharton was vatsed from the floor, in the grasp of
Gatty, and Myers, and Tubb, and Dobbs, and several more.
He deseended upon the carpet again with a bump that
bmughtl up & cloud of dust, and elicited a wild vell from him,

(1 w _!I

“Give him anothes 1™

Bump !

“ ¥ow !

“ Now Bob Cherry 1™

Bump!

“Yaraoh! T'll--~ Taroop!”

jur

“Now give my major ooe. No; give him two

MHAHK RICHARDS,
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Crash! The trip was so unexpected, so uiterly foul, {hat the Lancashire lad was oot In the least prepared for !
it. He crashed heavlly to the ground and lay there half stunoned by the shock. (See Chapterb.) l

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

Bump, bump !

“"Groo! Ow!"

The threc Removites gasped on the floor. They were quits
powerless; the fags were too many for them. They gasped
and ached after the bumping, and while they were held down
by a crowd of fags, Dicky Nugent and ssveral more proceedod
to make a wreck of the study.

They turned out the bookeass, they unset the achpan in
the grate, they overturned the table, they diagged crockery
and provisions from the cupboard. The displaced avticvles
wera scattered over the room, and over the Remaovites. Bab
Cherry was favourved with the contents of a jar of jam.
Frank Nugent received a bottle of lemonade, applied extor-
nally. Harry Wharton writhed and wriggled as a tin of
svrup was inveried over his head, and the sticky iluid
streamed down into his hair,

The fags were doing their work thoroughly.

“Owl” roared Bob Cherry. “"Help! Roscue, Remove I

There wes a seuffle in the passage, ]

Fomovites from the obther studics were huveying to the
rescue, but the crowd of fags resisted, and theyv coulil noe
get into Btudy No. 1.

Dicky MNugent grinned as he looked round the study.

“1 think we've made & pretty mood job of i, hie
remarked. * What do you fellows szy 17

“Yes, rather!”

i Hﬁg hﬂu. ha !.1

“ You'll think twice before you cheek the Hecond ngain,”

Tae Maguer LiprARY.—197,
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s1id Dicky, claring at the three writhing Removites. * Mind,
we're goinz to play the Eemove sleven, or you'll heay from
s egain.’”

“ Hurrah .™

“ Ha, ha, hal”

And the fags trooped out of the study.

Harry Wharton & Co. zat liﬁ )
. They were dishevelled, and they were dusty, and they wers
Jammy, and they were freacly, and they were inky—and
they were in exceedingly bad tempers.

“Vredl, if this doesn't bealb evarythin
E]:'ll;m'r}r. “ Fancy the fapgs getling an 51
this "

“ The cheeky voung rasecals!"

“Welll squash them for this!"

““That young brother of mine wants beiling,” groaned
Nugent, mopping lemonade out of his collar. ™ He wants
jumping on with footer boofs

* Blessed if T know what you want fo have a minor like
that for,” growled Bob Cherry. * He isn't safe!™

**You ¢an have him!" grunted Nugent. “I'd give him
away with a pound of tea, with pleasure. Ow! I shall
have to go and change !

“1 shall never get this trencle out of my haiv ! gasped
Wharton.

* What about this jam in mine " howled Bob Cherry,

“Ow! T feel horvid !

“ Beastly [

“Let's go amnd get cleaned, before we have an army of

" gjaculuted Bob
eir hind legs like

FRANEK RICHARDS.
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fellows staring at us!P® exclaimed Wharton, as a grinning
face looked in at the door.

The face belonged to John Bull of the Remove. Bull had
come to the rescue, but it was too late for rescue, and he
hughed instead. Certainly the aspect of the three viclims
was comic enough. Bull roared.

The trio stared at him savagely.

“What are you cackling at?” demanded Wharton,

“ Youl” roared Jobony Bull, “ Ha, ba, ha!"

“QOh, shut up!”

T Hﬂ-,- ]13, .h:ﬂ. lu ; ;

Tha three juniors strode out of the study, with frownin
brows, leaving Johnny Bull holding on to the door an
lsughing. Mark Linley had come out of his study, and so
hacF sover and Stott and Snoop and Hazeldene and Tom
Brown, and a half dozen more. They roered at the sight
of the trio.

The three tramped away in exasperated silence. They
did not expect sympathy—but if they had expected it, they
certainly would not have received it. The rest of the
Remove seemed determined to look upen the cemie side of
the affair.

“#I--1 say, you fellows, what's happened?”

It was i«a voice of Bunter, of the Remove. The fat
junior came upstaira as the three wrecked juniors tramped
on to the i:ratﬁl-rmmsu He stopped, and blinked af them
through his big spectaclez in amazement.

“I say, you fellows——"

“0h, po and eat coke!” growled Bob Cherry.

“T say, it's rotten to waste jam like that,”’ zaid Buntcr

indignantly. “ If you didn't want it, you might have given
it to me.”

 Oh, buze off I

“Weoll, you do look funny!"™ said Bunter. “ Who's

.done ¥

“ Mind vour own blzney."”

“You don't mean to say vou've let the fape handle you
like that?" gasped Bunter. **Ha, ha, ha! a Remove is
coming to something I"

* Bhut up!" roared Nugent.

“ But I say, you fellows—' 3

The thres exasperated juniora szeized Bunter before he
could get any further., ‘They rubbed off & considerable
quantity of the ink and ljam and treacle upon him, and then
bumped him on the linoleum, and left him sitting there,

Somewhat comforted, they went on their way,

“Ow ! gas Bunter. * Beasts! Yow!”

Wharton and Nugent and Cherry reached the nearest bath.
reoni. The door was open, and c{nuds of steam came forth.
Bulstrode, the captain of the Bemove, was alveady there,
half dressed, sousing himself in hot water. He turned a
wet and craimson face towards Harry Wharton & Co. as they
came in.

“Hallo! You, too!"” ho exclaimed.

“Thou, too, Brutus!” prinned Mugent.

“I'll smash those fags!"” Emw]ed Bulstrode,

“Oh, wo'll smash them! Moanwhile, we want a wash,
Make room for your uncle,” said Bob Cherry. ™ Groo!
T'm jammy !

And the three Removites washed away industriously,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Go!
wING.ATE, of the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars, was

]

in the passage when the juniors came down, with

shining faces and elean collars. He looked at them

with a grin, and they turned red. It was clear that
the fags’ raid was known all over the school, and had even
veached the august sars of the head of the Bixth, Wingate
was talking to Courtney, of the Sixth, but he stop to
gpeak to the chums of the Remove,

“Halla! I hear you've been in trouble ! he remarked.

“ Oh, it's nothing 1" said Harry Wharton vneasily. * Just
some cheek of the fags, that's all”

Wingate grinned.

“ What was the row about ' he asked,

“ They waated us to play them a% footer I said Bulstrode,

* And didn't you i

Bulstrode stared. _ .

“ Play the Second at footer!” he exclaimed. © Ob, really,
vou know, that’s too thick! I suppose we shall be asked to
p]:.;.r a Kindergarten next.”

“Well, vou play the Shell, and the Shell are as much
above you as you aro above the Second,” said Wingate.
“ 1 don't see why you shouldn’t play them."

Bulstrods grunted,

# They wouldn't have an earthly I he said.

“ Well, play them, and show them that they've no chance,
That's my advica. ™ szaid Wingate, turning away.

The juniors went on to the commeon-room. Bulstrode was

THE MAGHeET LIBRARY.—197.
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frowning. He was captain of the Remove, and capiain of
the Form footer team, and he did nol want any interference
with his prerogatives, even from tha captain of the school.

“Tp's not a bad idea,” Bob Cherry remarked.
“What isn't?"” snapped Bulstrode,

“ Playing the fags.”

i ﬂl’l, oo 1"’

“They won't be happy till they get it,” sall Vrauk
Mugent: “‘and we should pive them a frightful licking,
which might bring them to their senses.” .

* Wa might a5 well,” Hacry Wharton remarked. .

“Oh, rotl” said Bulstrode, again. "I don’t sce it
Resides, we can’t let them have their way, alter refusing;
they'd gebt their ears up no end.” :

‘:%'tr, v.'c[m'id be o lesson to them,” observed Mark Linley,

“Rats [V

And Bulstrode walked away  te finish the discussion,
Harry Wharton shrugged his shoulders.  Frank Nugent
frowned a little. He did not quite like Bulstrode's gh-
handed manner of dis smlg of the question.

“It wouldn't be a idea at all, playing the fagf. an
we have Wednesday afternoon open,” =aid Mark Linley,
“ But, of course, Bulstrode will have to decide.”

“ Oh, stuff 1" zaid John Bull.  * Let's put it before the
footer committee ™ .

Harry Wharton shoek his head.

‘I;I den't want to interfore with Bulstrode, for one,” he
sald.

And tho subject dropped.

Vharton was per a httle over-carveful on that point,
He had been captain of the BRemove, and Bulstrode had
supplanted him. Many of the fellows wanted Wharton to
e their captain again, but he had always steadily refused to
eut the ground from under Bulstrode's feet. And he was
always very careful to avoid any appearance of disloyalty
io the new Form-captain.

But the general opinion in the Remove, as they talked the
matter over, was that the mutch should be played, and the
fars brought to reason by means of a tremendous licking on
tho football-field.

And that Dicky Nugent & Co. had by no means sbandoned
their scheme was soon clear. Nugent minor had made up
his mind that the fags’ eleven was to meet the Remove, and
he did not intend to bury the hatchet, so to speak, until the
Removites had agreed to play the match. The fags were on
the warpath, and their warlike opcrations furnished amuse-
ment to all Greyfriars excepting the Remove. There had
lately been trouble between the Remove and the Sixth, and
the seniors had come off second best. And it amused them
very much to see the Remove embroiled with the fags.

Bulstrode and a crowd of Remove fellows went along to
the Becond Form-room after tes, but they found the door
locked, and a crowd of faga inside yelled defiance through
the keyhole. Bulstrade & Co. hammered at the door till
thoy were scared off by the approach of the Second Form-
master, a3 he came to take thoe class in evening preparation.
They retired to the junior common-room, baffied.

“ They've got to be ragged,” said Bulstrode savagely.
“ We shall never hear the end of this, unless we put ﬁmm
in their place.”’

¥ Qr play them,” said Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, rats!"” )

And Bulstrode turned the matter over in his mind. When
the Remove went up to bed that might, Bulstrode had
decided.

“Don't take all your things off, you chaps,’” he said.

“Why not?"” asked Tom Brown.

“We're going to raid the Second dorm.”

“Oh, good I

The Removites turned in, most of thema only half un-
dressed.  Courtney, of the Sixth, came in to turn the lighis
out, and there was a peculiar cexpression upon Courtney's
face. The senior jrobably suspected that there would be
vaiding that night, and it was his duty as a prefeet to seo
that there waz nothing of the sort.

“ Hallo, all in bed I"" he exclazimed cheerily.

“ Yae " said Bulstrode sleepily, “ Good-night, Courtney !

“ Weeling sleopy, Bulstrode 77

“Yaw-.aw ! Frghtfully,” said Bulstrode,

“In a hurry to get to bed, I suppose?®”

é4 ?E*E‘E.J.

“1 suppose that's the reason you haven't taken vour
teousers’ off, " said Courtney blandly. I don’t sce any sign
of them here.”

Bulstrade turned red. There was a chuckle from some of
tha other bede. Couriney remzined as grave s a judpe.

“ You—you see—" stammered Bulstrode.

“It's horribly slovenly to go to sleep in vour trousers,”™
sabd Couriney severcly; '* and it uiterly ruins the bapge™

“ I—7T didn't mean to—to go—=="

“Fou didn't mean fo go to sleep " domanded Couriney,

FRANK RICHARDS.
rder your copy early.



¥ No—yes—J—I mean, I—" e I

“Vou were going to remain awske all night, Gecause you
are sleepy !’ suggested Courtney.

* Well, you ses JI—J—""

* Better take them off, Bulstrode, and fold them up nicely
and neatly, like 2 good boy,” said the prefect. ** By the way,
whare are vour bags, Cherry?”

dnore !

“ Bob Cherry I”

dnore !

“Dear me!” said Courtney. * He is asleep already.’”
He picked up the water-jug from Bob Cherry's washstand.
I suppose I had better souse him, to wake him up, as he
is sleeping so toundly—"" -

Bob Cherry sat u;lm1 suddenly.

o i-—rfu—:t's all right, Courtnes,"” he stammered. *I—=I'm
awake !

" Very good! Ti's & bad habit to get into, going to bed in
your clothes,’” said Courtney., <1t ganm{-. gzﬂlgwed.“

Bob Cherry turned out and finished undressing without a
word. Bulstrode was doing the same.

Courtney looked at Harry Wharton's elothes.

It's a eold night, Wharton, isn’t it?’ he remarked.

“'Ye-es,"” said Harry.

‘;E suppose that is why you have kept your underciothing
ont

" Well, you=you see—""

“I6 13 & most nonhealthy habit, Wharton, to sleep in the
rame underclothing that you wear during the day. Surely
you know that "

Wharton Aushed.

“Of course I do,” he said. *I—-I—"

“But you had forgotten it for once?” suggested Conrtiiey
aweetly.  “‘If you ere not warm enough inzh&d u can ask
Mrs. Kebble for another blanket. Buf you really must mot
keep your underclothing on. It's horribly slovenly!”

“ Whero are your socks, Nugent?”

ere are your socks, Nugent?

“On my tootsies!” growled Frank.

‘Better take them off. Bleeping in one's socks leads to
1;9;}113;5 corns,” said Courtney, “and it’s a dirty hebit, any-

* Lock here—"

But the prefect. was going on,
finished the Removites had nothing on but nightshirts and
prjamas.  They turned inte bed again, looking very sheepish,
Courtney wae still amiling very amiably. '

By the way,” he s.ﬂiclit| as his hand was on the switch
of ths electric light, ‘I shall be on the look-out this even-
ing, and if any of you kids should go out of the dormitory
you may expect to meet me—with a cane! Good-night ™

" Good-night, .Courtney "’ mumbled the juniors.
tthjia I'E}'h wasg tt;dmed'f out, and ﬂuuti:nw retired, ;ﬂuﬁiﬁg

& door. a8 paus or & moment in the passage to chuckle
softly, and then went his way.

The Removites, in the darkhess of the dormitory, growled.

“The game's up!™” =aid Bolsover. '

Bulstrode snorted angrily. .

“Yes. He smelt a rat, confound him 1

Harry Wharton laughed.

“He knew what we intended to do, just ns well as we

.dii-:l.”,!ne said, “'We can’t raid the fags now. Bettor go to
. :

And the Removites, after grumbling considerably, went
to sleep. '

[T —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Rolsover Objecis!

v OME on, Marky 1"
Mark Linley paused.
The Remove were coming out of their class-room
. -after morning lessons, and the Lancashire lad was
turming away towards the staircase, It was a bright, sunny,
wmtar::;i day, and Bob Cherrv's first thought was of the faoker-
ground,.

“Where are you going i’ he demanded,

“I was going to do & little work, Bob.™

Bob Cherry sniffed.

“Oh, rats!?’ he replied. “What on earth do you waong
to work for on a day like this? Vou gre coming out for
forter practice—twenty minutes before dinner.”

The Lancashive lad hesitated, There was a troubled ex-
pression upon his quiet, serious face '

Mark Lanley was a guiet, good-tempered fellow, bub his
face was perhaps never so sunny as that of his chum and
study-mate, Bob Cherry. There were fellows in the Remove
who never allowed Mark to forget that he was a “ scholar-
ship” boy, and that he had worked in a factory before he
came to Greyiriars, Bolsover, the bully of the Remove,
was especially eloquent on that tople, and Bolsover had
latcly been given a place in the Remove eleven. He made
a good back when he chose to play well, though his temper
wes 0 uncertnin that. he was not a relimble player. Harry
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Wharton would never have played him; but Bulstrode was'
HHP er now, and Bulstrode had given him the chance.

A %’hat‘a the trouble, Marky1” Bob Cherry nsked, looking
curiously at his chum. * You're not swotting for a Dlesscd
exam. now, and you don't need to work.”

“The fact 13, Bob—"

Mark paused again.

[ 11 W-E“ -?I‘?‘ :

“I'm going to drop footer for & bit."” .
Bob (ﬁmrry' stamf at his chum open-mouthed and wido-

“ Drop footer " he ejaculated.

“Yes, ' said Mark quiely.

“Dotty ' asked Bo%, :

The Lancashires lad smiled faintly. .

“"Then what are you going to diop footer for?” demanded
Bob warmly. “T you're not dotty whet possible motive
can j'{:II::I huvc_fm dropping footer?"’

rhk was suenls

wﬁaﬂa! ‘i\thaltrn the trouble?" asked Harry Wharton,
pausing in the passage, as lhglheard Bob's exeited -volce.
“ Npt rowing, you two, surely?

“ Oh, bﬂﬁﬁllﬂjﬂgﬂiﬂ Bob. “?Markj and I never row. Do
we, Morky ? _

i No,” said Mark, with a smile.

“Only -he does try a fellow's tem

¢ soractimos,' said

Bob Cherry. “ He's talking about giving up footer now,
Dropping it! Did ever hear such rot®’
“ No, I never did,” agreed Wharton,

Mark coloured uneasily.

“Y know what the trouble is," Frank Nugent remarked.
“ Bolsover has been jawing since he got inte the Form
eleven. Marky doesn't like it.”

“ Well—"" began Mark.’ 5

* You don’t mean to say you're ass enough to care what
Bolsover says?’ demunded Bob Cherry, in amazement.

f Nu,‘hut——-—” ‘ - .

“My hat!” said Bob angrily. *“T'll hammer Bolsover till
T make him ecivil, I'll—"

Mark caught his chum by the arm.

“ Lot Bolsover alone,” he said, “It's not only Bolsover;
but—but there are several chaps would be glad to see me
out of the cleven, and=-and—" . o

““* And you're going to let them have their way:

Mark was silent.

“ Well, you're jolly well.not " said Bob Cherry. * You're
coming out to practice now. or you will have & Rght vith
me on yvour hands. SBavey?”

::gnb. old man—"

ome on!'

Bob Cherry grasped his chum by the arm and marched
him out _into the Close. s

Mark Linley went without resistence,

“Oh, all right!" he said, laughing.

“ Blow your ‘butsl’ ™ :

“Bulstrode’s making up two teams now,” seid F"Flgurtur':;
# Polsover's in his lot, and you can be in my team, Linley.

* Right you are!” ,

Most of the Removites were vrowding down to the footer-
ground. Bulstrode, the footer captain of the Remove, was
making the footballers stick to practice with the most praise:
worthy diligence. Fellows whg *‘slacked” at practice did
not vemain long jin the team. Bulstrode was moking up
two elevens for twenty minutes' practice before dinner, and
half the Remove were called upon for the required number
of players. :

Bulstrode nodded checwily to Harry Wharten' & Co. a3
they came down to the ground.

“I want twenty-two,” he said.
for good practice. Wheve are the rest of the fellows

1 zav, Bulsteode—""

* (h, vou buzz off, 'Bun!,@rj.” ‘
EBill}r Buntoer blinked indignantly at the captain of the

PINOYe. )

As fattest and laziest fellow in the Form DBunter was ensily
first. At cooking and ecating and borrowing Billy Bunter
had no equal, But nothing would eradicate from the fat
junior’s raind the idea that he could play fonter. On special
occasions, when the Remove had specially hard matehes on,
Bunter would offer his services, adding considerably to
the mirth ‘of Greyiriars therehy.

“ Look hore, Bulstrode———""

“Go and tell Johony Bull and Brown they're wanted,
Bunter"

““Oh,—veally. Bulstrode-—"

Y Buzz off I roaved the Remove captain.

“I gay, Bulstrode, I'm quite willng to play. T don’t
mind where you put me—I can play forward, half, or hﬂgk.

“ But—"*

“ Nothing like [ull tcams

gt
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or I'l keop goal il you like. Tt's all il same to me.. I
could always keep my end u[['; anywhere, if T were not kept
out of the eleven by personal jealousy,™

“Ha, ha, hal" reared Bob Cherry.

“ You'don't mind where I put you?"' asked Bulstrode.

“Not in the least! Please yourself abeut that,” said
Bunter loftily.

“T witl!™ said Bulstrode.

e strode towards the fab junioe and seized him by the
collur.- Bitly Bunter yelled with alarm, as he strupeled in
Bulstrode’s grip.

“Ow!” he voared. *Yowl
zorng to do? Yarcoh!'

“¥ou said I could pui you where T pleased.”

“Yowl Yes! But—"

“Well, it pleases mg to put yeu “in this puddle !” said
Dulstrode.

Solash? .

IThd'_ﬂ\i'l of the Remove gave ¢ roar a3 Bulsirode 1iru_111}fﬂ.
Fim into a muddy puddle elose by the pavilion. The Ret
movites roarced, too, with laughter,

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Leggol  What are you

“Yow! Ow!
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“GFroo! I'm wet! Yoooop!™

Billy Dunter scrarpbled blindly out of the puddle. Hia,

tronzeras were dripping with water and mud, and his fat

fuce was crimson with fury, He put his spectacles straighs

on his fut little pink nose, and glaved firviously at Buhtm'?:lm
Ow! Beast! Yow!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You said I could put you where ¥ pleased,” said Bul-
stiode, with an aje of sorprise. "1 was only taking you
at vour word, you know, ™

“Ow! You know I jolly well didn't mean that! Yow!
I'm wet!”

“*Go hon!”

Billy Bunter rolled off the field, snorting with imdigna-
tion. . A yell of laughter fpllowed him.

Bulstrode: lookéd round over the Removites.

“Come on!™ he said. * No good wasting time. Where's
Bolsover?”

Bolsover came up.

“Hera I am,” he said. “Is Linley playing?*

“Yoeu. . He's on Wharton's side.”

Bolsover frowned. : 3 ,

" 1. syppose it's no good talking to you,” he said. ©1
don’t like that fellow m the team, and that's the long and
the short of it! T think-it's rotten that we should be called
upon to play with a factory cad.”

“ He's a4 pood player.”

“Thera are others”

% o5, hut Laok here, Bolsover, don’t make trouhle,”
saud Bulstrede pecvishly. © Besides, you seem to have for-
rotten that I'm footer captain, and can plavy whom T like"'

“You'll be playing Trotler, the page, next, I suppose ™
said Bolsover sareastically,

Bob Cherry broke in.

“Why not, if he could play?’ he demanded.

Bolsover shrugped hiz shoulders,

“Oh, don't mind me! he said “Play the blessed
chimney-sweep from Friardale if you like! I'vo no more to
gy,
“That's a jolly good thing " vemarked Nugent,

“ Look here, Nugent—-="

“ Oh, shut up!”

“ Line up!" said Bulstrode, interrupting the alievcaliom.
Y Don’t waste all the time jawing, for poodness” zake! You
cxn jaw in the common-room after dark.™

And the two sides lined up on the field. Bolsover's face
‘was darkly scowling, and he gave the Loncashire lad o very
unpleasant look. I% they eame in contact on the footer-field,
and Bolsover had a chance, it was likely to go hard with the
scholarship junior.

Mark Linley did not even look at the Remove bully.

So far as he was concerned Bolsover might not have existed
at ail. Bot under tho calm exterior of the Lancashive lad
his feelings were very bitter., He wondered whetlier the
persecution would never end, and whether life at Greylriars
would be made intolerable to him after all by Bolsover and
Bnoop and fellows like them,

Billy Bunter rolled up to the ropes among a crowd of
fellows who were looking on, and blinked through hiz big
spectacles at the footballers. He snorted with indignant
corntem pt,
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A Faney that " hie ejaculatod,

“Hallo! What's the treuble with vou?" asked Ruszell, of
the Removo.

4 Playing that factory cad, and leaving out a felfow like
me,” said Bunter. ** What do you think, Rnssell?™

“T think you'd betier shut up?’ said Busscll cheerfully,

Aud he emiphasised the remark by flattening -Billy Bunter's
cap over his eyes, and the fat jupror gazped, and retived. to
a different part'of the ground to give vent to his dizscontent,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Fonl!
BULETRE}DE kivked off, and 'the game wa3 socon going

hard and fast.- The Hemovites were fast plavers, bug

their play did not consist whc-]iir of kick and rush.

Some of them had studied football on itz scientitic sideg
cspocially fellows like Wharton, Nugent, and Mark Linley.
There never.was a finer junior wingdr than Mark BL'mlnir}r; his
speed and his straight shooting were nnequalled in the tedm.
It was & pictuve to see him c?ihblj _tha ball down the figld,
seeming to wind vYound the fteet of halves and backs, and %
required a skilled goalie to stop the ball when Mark sént
A% 1.

A crowd of fellows were gathering round the ground-—ths
practice match was attracting & great deal of attention, whicly
was guite unusual. But the fact was explained when the
Remove pliyers, looking round’ it the sound of shouting,
chserved that the spectators belonged mostly to the Second
and Third Forms. Dicky Nugent & Co. had turned ap in
force, but not to cheer or admire.

Bolsover . gave them their first chanea of ragging tha
plagers. Bolsover was right-back, and he blundered clumsily
when Mavk Linley heought: the -ball past him, and the
Lancashire lad sent it whizzing in.

“ Goal '™ shouted. Harry ‘Wharton, *‘ Good old Linley I

“ Rotten Dolsover, you mean ™ growled Bulstrode,

Dicky MNugent gave a yell.

*That'zs how the Remove play fooler!

And the faga laughed in chorua

** Ha, ha, Eﬁa e

* Rats "

“Poo! Boo!”

‘* Cheeky wvoung sweeps!™ said Bob Cherry.
fags, you run away anmd play 1"’

1] .Rlﬂ-lr@l- !I:Il

i Eﬂﬂl -!ll

Affecting not to hear the disrespectful remarks of the Third
and, Second, the Remaeve players went on with the mateh.
Bolsover's face was crimson with rage. He had shown up
to the greatest ible disadvantage, and he attributed it to
Mark Linley mstead of to his own carelesmess,

He set his teeth as the play restarted.

Ha was watching for ad arpartunit}'.
to score over the Lancashire
stop Bolsover the bully.

Elis chance came!

Mark Linley had captured the ball, and was bringing it
down the field at a gace that gave the opposing forwards no
chance whatever. He dodged the halves in masterly style.
and Bolsover rushed to intercept him. Mark Linley seemod
to walk round the feet of the burly back, and ran on towards
goal., Bolsover, with a face like thunder, ran right at him
and tripped him ap. -

Crash !

The trip was 20 unexpected, so uvtterly foul, that 3avk was
not in the least prepared for it 1le crashed heavily to the
ground, and lay there half stunned by the shock.

There was a yell from the other players, and from the
fags crowding round the ropes, and from evervbods who zaw
the attzck,

CHaul I

Bolsover stood breathing hard, his testh gritted. '1Te had
meant to foul Linley, but not guite so openly as that. Bob
Cherey came tearing across the held. Plav, of course, had
stopped instantly.

“You cad ! velled Bob Cherry.

Holsover scowled,

“*Taul l”

“{adi?

“* Turn him out
- Bob Cherry pauzed for a.second to glance down zf the
fallen junior, and then ran on, right at Holsover., His rivhs
arm came swinging out, and Bolsover went down lile an
ox under a tl:rrifiulﬁrive straight from the shoulder.

Bump!

Hurrah U7 oyelled Dicky Nugent, waving his eap.

Bob Cherry was leaning over Mark Linley 1he rnext
moment, his face serious,

* Hurt, Marky, old chap?’

Mark Linley suppressed a groan.

Ha, ha, ha '™

* Here, you

1f the chance came
ad no regard for fair play would

Hoe was hart, and cidde

%’ FRANEK RICHARDS,
rder youreopy sdrly.
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“ Really ' " thought Bunter, #This is all right, 1

oy S=—ril

with pain, but he would not give an audible sign of it. Bug
his features seamed strangely bwisted with the efforl lie made
to command himself,

“It"s all vight "’ he muttered.

*0h, the hound ¥’

Bolsover struggled up, blazing with rage. Ile van towards
Bob Cherrv-as the latter bent over Mark, evidently to arbacle
Lhim. But Iarry Wharten and Nugent and Jehn Bull ran
in and collarved the bully of the Remove,

“Leet me go!" roared Bolsover, struggling furiousle,

The theee juniors Hung him from then, a erashed upon
the ground half a dozen Ieet awar, and this time he was not
in such a hurry to rise.

Bob Cherey halpad Mark to his feet. The Lancashire lad
looked sick and giddy, ancd he leaned heavily upon hig cham’s
ArnL.

Wharton stepped up to DBulstrods, who was looking red
and confused.

“Are vou going {0 ovder Dolsover off 77 lie asked.

Bulstrode hesibated.

“Well, vou see——"" he began.

“Ia you mean to say that vou will play him in the Form
t=am afrzr & foul like that? shouted Wharton,

Bulatrade knitted his brows,

YT do as I lilee ' he saicl

“Tf you play him you won't play me !

“ Nor me!" said Nugent.

Tur Macwer Liprary.—197.
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y wish the old begdgéar would go o
procesded with her work, quite unsuspiclous of the tumult of thought which was raging in the fat junior's brain
under her counter. (See chapter 6.)
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¥ Nor me !

* Look hero——7" began Bulstrade nneasily.

“Hold on!” said Mark Linley guietly, and there was a
tremor of pain in his voice as ha spoke. * Hold onl Don't
let me be the cause of & split in the feoter team. This is my
last mateh in the Remove.”

* Look here, Marky-—-""

“ T shall not play in the Remove oleven again!™ said Mark
Linley. I don't bear malice, but I"ve made uwp my mind,
That’a the finizh!"

And he walked off the field, helped by Bob Cherry.

The play ceased, and the juniors changed in silence.  DBut
the fags of the Third and the Seecond were not silent.

*“That's how the Remove play footer!” Gatty remarked.
“ Blessad if T should eave to play a team of hooligans liko
that, after all!”

oo fear ) sawd Myava

S Yahl'

“ Foul "'

The Removites' cars tingled ander the vells from the fags,
They made a charge at Dicky Nugent & CUo. at last, and
scattered them, but even then, from a safe  distance, the
heroes of the Thivd and Second continued to make unpleasant
remarks.

Mark Linley was looking verr pale as he came into the
dining-lvall o dinner. There was a set expression upon his
fuee that the jumiors had not geen there before. It was
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evident that the Lancashire lad had made up his mind. Buk
after dioney Harry Wharton & Co. tackled him on the subject
in the passage. )

“¥You don't really mean to give up footer?” Harry
Wharton asked.

Mark nodded.

“ Yook here,” zaid Bob ﬂherrg, “VWharten, and Nugent,
and Johnny Bull, and myself, we're all going to resign from
the team nnless Bulstrode kicks Bolsover out. That will
make it all right, Marky,”

Mark shook his head.

“I don't want to be the cause of splitting up the team,”
he said. " Bolsover wouldn't venture to treat anybody else
like that. He knows that & lot of the [ellows are againsk
having me in the eleven. If you want to do ms a favour
you won't let thia make any difference to you. I'm going
to stand out of the Form eleven, that's all. I shall keep
up footer practice.”

* But look here, Marky——"

“T've made up my mind,”’ zaid the Lancashire lad quietly.
“T've been thinking of it for a long time. 'This has finished
it. But I want you fellows to take no notice of it. It would
place me in a rotten position if thoe team were eplit up over
my resignation, and you know the Remove are meeting the
Courtfield team on Saturday. You don't want the Form to
ba licked.’*

“We shall very likely get licked if vou don’t play,” said
Nugont.

ark smiled fzintly.

“0Oh, Fm not so valualile as all that,” he said. *“ But if
vou fellows resign the Remove won't have a look in, and it
would be ahaurs_m resign and then withdraw yvour resigna-
tions in time for the match. Better let things alone.’”

“1 suppose you're right,” said Bob Cherry reluctantly:
“but we'll make you think better of this, Marky., Wa won't
resign, but you'l{ play many o footer mateh with us vet
for Greyiriars.””

Mark Linley shook his head, but he did not reply.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Bunier.

JILLY BUNTER wore a majestic frown.
B Bunter very frequently felt injured. It was a way
he had. The number .of wrongs that the Owl of the
Remove suffsred would have melted a heart of stone,
or ought to have done so, but hearts in the Greyiriars
Remove must have been made of a harder material than
stone, for Bunter never received any sympathy. Whatever
happened to him, the fellows declared that it served him
right, which was very unsvmpathetic indeed.

Annovances had piled thickly upon Bunter lately. His
valuable #ervices as membeor of the Remove footer eleven
had been declined, without thanks, and, indeed, with con-
tumely. Fellows to whom he related the heartrending story
of Bulstrode’s intentional misundersianding only roarcd with
laughter. Bunter had taken Bulstrode a littla account for
spotled trousers, with a request for immediate payment.
Bulstrode had proceeded to spoil a second pair of Bunter's
trousers—the pair he was wearing—with his boot this time.
That was all the satisfaction that the fat jumior received.
He sat 1n the Form-room during afterncon school frowning,
and was very nearly snappish with Mr. Quelch, the Form-
master, only the terror -'.:f1 Mr. Quelch’s cane keeping him
from being quite so. After school was dismissed Billy Bunter
rolled out of the Form-room frowning majestically. He was
a very injured person, and he cnufi not complain of his
iwrf;g*s without receiving more of them. It was indeed a
iard case,

“IlT asked Bob Cherry, as Bunter groancd in the passage.
Billy Bunter blinked at him.

“Yea. 1 think I've caught a cold from sitting in that
.{;uddle,“ he said. **I think I'm going to be seriously ill.
1 were to die—"

“Oh, don’t 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

* I'm sincerely sorry to harrow vour feelings, Cherry, but
if I were to die—"

“You're not harrowing my feelings,” exclaimed Foh
Cherry, in astonishment. **You're rasine iy hopes, and
I'm afraid of being disappointed, that’s all.”

* Oh, really, Cherry—""

Bob Cherry walked away grinning. Billy Bunfer blinked
round, and caught hold of Harry Wharton's sleeve and dug
him in the ribs in the objectionable way he had.

“ w1 gasped Wharton.

“¥ say, you know—-"

“Yow!l Don't punciure me, you ass.”

“I'm expecting a postzl-order this evening, Wharton——"

Ok, cheess it 1"

“Tf you'd like to advance me a féw bob—"
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“ [ wouldn't " said Harry Wharton, jerking hiz arm free
and walking away.

 Baast 1" muottered Bunter. **1 say, Nu
care to advance me & few bob off my postnl-order? I was
expecting it this morning, but there’s been some deliy in the
post, It's bound to be here this evening, If you'd cash it
for me i

#With pleasure,” said Nuogent blandly. ¥ How muchi™

“Ten bob,” eaid Bunter eagerly, holding out & fat hand.
[ 4] I‘__ll'

“ Right-ho " eaid Nugent. “I'll cash it when it comesr’™
And he walked on, leaving Billy Bunter gazing after Lim
specchlessly,

Y Beast !"" murmured Bunter, at last

The fat junior drifted out into the Close, and erossed over
to Mrs. Mimble’s little tuckshop under the elms.  Mrs
Mimble had long ago refused all credit to Bunter, for the
vory sufficient reason that he owed her a long account already.
And Bunter had signally failed in his efforts to prove to
Mrs., Mimble that all modern business was built up upon a
systemn of eredit, and thab, therefore, the more goods she
allowed him to have on *tick,’”’ the more profit she would
make in the long run. Mrs. Mimble never would see it, and
Bunter knew it was useless to entér the tuckshopr withouk
hard cash in his pocket. Butb the tuckshop drew him with a
magnetio attraction. There was always a slight, faint hope
that Mrs, Mimble would relent, and place some faith in the
story of a belated postal-order, and allow Bunter to add to
his already long account.

Bunter assumed his most agreeable.smile as he entered the
little shop. )

' Good-eveming, mg’am ! he said, in his eweetest tones.

Thew he gave a grunt, The tuckshop was unoccupied, and
ihe door of Mrs. Mimbla's littlo parlour was closed. Bunter’s
sweetness had been wasted on the desert air, The fat junioz
looked round the shop, and his mouth watered. JTakae
Tantalus of old, he saw just beyond his reach templing
viands that he could not touch.

“1t’s blessed rot,"” murmured Bunter, slowly yielding to
temptation. “ Juppose I take a few tarts, and seftle this
evening out of my postal-order—ahem! It would be all
cight—it's not my fault if Mrs. Mimbla i3 an unbusiness-liko
woman.,”' And Bunter, with a cautious peep towards the
little parlour, clambered over the counter, and dropped
with beating heart, on the inmer side. Put, like Moses, he
was fafad to have but & glimpse of the Promised Land,

Creak !

The door of Mrs. Mimble's little parlour opened suddenly,
Billy Bunter looked round quickly for an avenue of escape
Heg saw that he could not hope to gain the other side of the
counter in time. Mrs. Mimble would see him in anorhet
mdmeant, certain.

There was nothing for it but to dive under the counter. ITe
did =0, sgueezing his fat body in as close as possible.

"I'i:‘frﬁ, Aunble vame in just as hoe dragged his lep out of
sight.

*eering caatiously from under the ecounler RBilly Bunter
saw that shs was carrying e tray laden with iarts, They
were the pastry shells, 6o to spoak, baked ready for receiving
their complimont o !]Il-ﬂl- Bunter's eyes glistened expectantly,
There were possibilities in the situation that he had not
hoped for,

“ Really,” he thought, * this iz all right 7

Mrs. Mimble proceeded with her work, quite nnsnspicious
of the tumult ufpt.]mught which was raging in Billy Hunter's
brain under her counter.

Billy Bunier’s mouth watered as he heard the jam spocn
iiilwlmg rezularly into the large jer from which she flled the

arts,

“ L wish she'd go out for a bit,"” he murmured.

Mra, Mimble, turning for a moment, warned hiny that he
would have to ba more careful,

But Bunter's appetite was & thing very hard to resist—for
Bunter. He was very hungry, this afternoom, to use his owh
expression.  Further, he could emell the pasiry and the jam.

“ Really, this ig too bad !" he thought, ** 8he ocught to go
out of the shep for & momient.”

Bunter was finding the eramped position very trying. He
considered it highly unfeeling of the old lady to stop so long
it her awn shop.

T weuld pay her for then sfterwards,” ha thought.

Then he stopped thinking suddenlv a2s he reffected that
Mrs. Mimble did not not believe in his postal-orders any more
than most persons at Greyfriars.

A rather heavy sigh cscaped him, and his face became
lively with emotion as the old lady muttered something about
“them mice.”

He hoped she would not decide to lay a trap. To his re-
lief she weni on with her work, saving she must get a eat,
and a good mouser at thut, - Dunter resolved to wait
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patiently and espape at the first epporturaty. PBEut the oppor-
tunity did not conie so readily.

Mrz. Mimble took great pride im her tarts
sidered sha had a reputation to lose.

“ ' just peep oud and sec how many more she has to do,”
murmured Dilly Burter, , y .

And he did, to his great discomfort, Mrs. Mimble having
n nasty sideslip with a spoonful of jam, and Bunter getting
it down the back of his necl. ‘ ;

His {face went purple as he stifled expostulations. But he
must do if, or be found out.

‘The cramped position was telling on him more than hours
of hard work might have done, )

His legs began to get what is known as pins and needles in
thamn.  [lo falt that he must move or cry out. He tried
moving, putting his fat fingers out on Lthe floor to steady lum-
self, Mrs. Mimble trod on them. . )

Buiter palled his hands back and erammed them mnte s
mouth to atifle his pain end hLis ¢ries with one effort, )

Mrs. Mimble began to hum an old country tune. Billy
Bunter never felt so glad in his life. It gave him an oppor-
tunity to mive vent to a few feeble proans,

They wers not loud encuzh to be heard above the old
lad¥’s crooring, and they scothad hia feelings o great deal.

“How much longer » the old beggar going fo bef" he
murmured, © ['d ke te—""

What Bunter would have said was checked by the shop-
bell ringing, and a customer entered. :

“I'Hl tale sizpennyworth of those tarts, if you pleass,
Mrs. Mimble,” said the customer, :

Mrs. Mimble found that she had run out of bags in the
shop. Bunter's heart pejoiced. 8he would have {o go into
the housa for spme more, he knew. i .

Ha grinned in a sickly fashion, still hugging his trampled
fiugers as she went through the little parlour door. Carefully
pesping out from Fis hiding- plade he reached out nis hand
to the corner of the trav,

¥ Bhe'll never miss one,” thought Bunter. :

She didn't. The tray was sfill hot from it's recent sojourn
in the oven. Bunter drew hia fat paw back with & little
sgucal, The customer noticed it, and looked over the counter.
. Oh, it's them mice again ! sald Mrs, Mimble, reappear-
ing with the bazs,

" Bounded like rats fo me,”’ said the customer.

¥ How many did you say "' asked Mrs. Mimble, not at all
ﬁithﬂ't’wg this reflection on her establishment. ‘' Sixpenn’-
orth

" Yes, pleaze.”)

In ancther moment the costomer was gone, and Buanter
breataed freely again. He had expected ‘the customer to
5ug‘gre&['- & search under the counter, o

“The cheek of "im!"" said Mrs. Mimble 1ndignanily.
" Rats, indead I"

And she walked cloze up to the counter to resuma her work
of filling the tarts. Bhe came very near, unfortunately for
Funter, and her koee coming in contact with his little snub
nose he drew it back with a gasp, Mrs, Mimble gave a
little scream.

RBulb after the recent conversation with the customer she
dured not look uader her counter.

She ag'pma.chad-1¢autmualy and extended her hand.

“Ow " velled Billy Bunter, as she took a firm hold of his
hair, and dlslndg‘ﬁ:{ his big spectacles with har plump
thumb., “ Ow "

Mrs, Mimble jumped back as if she had reccived an
electric shock.

“h ! ehe gasped.

In her alarm and excitement she tightened instead of
letling go Bunter's hair, and, 83 she staggered back, she
dragtgadgthe fat junior oub from his hidiog-place under the
counter,

“Yow!" roared Bunter. *"Yarooh]
Mimble—you—— ¥Yow! Ow!”

* Master Bunter 1V

" Yarcch !

. Mrs. Mimble lct go Bunter’s hair, snd stared at the fat
junior it smazement, which very quickly changed to anger.
She guessed Bunter's miotive for being there.

“{w!" groaned Bunpter, rubbing his head. * Oh, reallw,
Mys. Mimble—— Ow " >

“ You dishonest young wretch!” Mrs. Mimble exclaimed.
¥ You came here to steal my tarts—"

. Billy Bunter wished that he were safe on the other side of
ine counter. Mrs, Mimble was reaching towards & hand-
broom that lav behind the counter,

-

“Oh, really, Mrs. Mimbleg—-"

_The good lady picked up the hand-broom, with a business-
like gleam in her ayes.

*I—I trust you do not suspect me of being hore to take a
few ;:;u]tr:-' tarts, madam !"' said Bunter, with a great deal of
dignity,

“ What were you here for, thea?”

E el Ow!"

Mrs. Mimble grasped the fat junior, and bent Liim over her
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ahe con-

Leggo!  Mra.

ruaxy, Ch¢ CIRagmet™  onw

knea. Smack, smack, smacl! came the hand-broom. Buntor
roared and wriggled,

“ Yow-—ow—ow I'

“ There I gasped Mrs. Mimble.
on this side of my counter negain ™

Eut she never did.

“ Now let me catch vou

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Nugent Miner Eats His Words.

UGENT minor stood in the Second Form-room. Lessone
N were over for the day, and it was near tea-fime; bug
the fags of Greyfriars were not thinking of tea. They
had other and more important matters to think about.
Sammy Bunter—Bunter minor—was baking potatoes over
the Form-room fire; but Sammy, like his major, never
allowed the dream of menl-times to fade from his mind. No
one was taking any notice of Sammy Dunter. The Second
Form, and o crowd of the Third, were gathered round
Dhelky Nugant.

Nugent minor held a cheat of thin cardboard in his hand,
upon which was an inscription in sprawling characiera. IHa
was holding it up for the fags to read—which ther wera
doing with a great deal of satisfaction. Dicky Nugent, with
the atd of & brush and a bottle of ink, had taken a new step
in the campaign against the Remove. The inscription on the
card ran as follows:

“Who'e afraid to play focter? The Remeove! ¥ah!™

in Bulstrode's study, to greet

“I'm going to pin that wp in
grinned [hcky Nugent.

him when he goss in fo tea,’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Weo'll keep it up,” said Dicky.
bounders & rest till tﬁ@}r agree to play us,
hiziz them at footer.”

“ Hear, hear!”

* Hurrah !"

I eay, can we lick them, though?® raid Tubb, of the
Third. ** We want to play them, of course; but about licking
them—-"—"

Dicky Nuogent snorted.
h“R}afﬂI They’ve licked ths 3hell, so why shouldn’t we lick
tiem

“B.-b-but if ther've licked the Bhell, that's & roacon vhr
x}a lfgn‘t lick them, not why we can,' said the bewildered
Tubb.

*(Oh, rot!
can't wa do the eame ¥
two Forms above us.”

Ll 'But Hk

“#0h, don’t croak ! said Dicky NuFﬁnt crossly. * Besides,
even if wo don’t beat "em, we'll give 'em a tussle, and it'a a
score, anyway, to make the Romove play us, and recognise
cur existence as a football Form. They've always pre-
tended to turn up their noses at Second-Form footer! VWe'll
show "em !"'

“* Yea, rather!" zaid Gatty.

Nugent minor quitted the Form-recom, with his placard
concealed under him jacket. He made his way to the
Remove passage, and glanced up and down caustionsly, Tha
coast was quite clear; and in another minute he was inside
Bulstrode's study.

Jlo grinned a3 he locked round him, selecting a spot to
pin up the notice. He dacided upon the wall facing the
door, and had just driven in & pin, affixing the cardboard to
ithe wallpaper, when the study door opened,

Nugent minor swung round.

Bulstrode and Hazeldene entered the study. Hazeldenc
carried & bundle under his arm, and Bulstrede had a bay of
crgs In hia hand. The study-mates had evidently just come
from the tuckshop with Eui:;pli.ﬂu for tea.

“ Hallo!" exelasimred Bulstrode, catching sight of the fag.
“ What are you doing in my study, you young sweep "

Nugent minor cast an uneasy glance towards the door.

Ha had & faint hope escaping before Bulstrode should
sce the notice on the wall. But even aa tha thooght passed
tumi]fhii“:.!nuﬂd' Bulstrode's glance alighted on the card.

L] ‘ rrr

" ¥What's that?" asked Hazeldene.

“Look thers!" roared Bulstrode. ™ Read it!™

“‘Who's afraid to play footer! The Remova! Yah! ™
read out Hezeldene, with a grin. " Well, my hat, 1f that
doesn’t take fhe calkel!™

Licky Nugeat made a sudden rush for the door: but
E-u!f.tmd&'a powerful grasp was upon him, and he was swung

AR,

“No, you don't!” said Bulstrode genially.

“We won't give Lle
And theu we'll

If they can lick o team two Forms sbove them,
i'he Remove are the Lower Fourth—

“"Have you
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aver heard of checky beounders being made to eaf their
words:"

“Yooon, ™ said Dicky, eyeing &is warily.

Bulstrode ¥rimm£’:.

“That's what vou'vre going {3 Jo, my son™

dd I_ I__::

“Take it down, Ilazel”

Haozeldena obeyed.

" Now eat it]” said Bulsirode, picking up a ericket-sium
from a corner. * You'll bolt it, or I'll whale you with this
stump ! You ¢an take your choiged’

“ Laoolk here, Bulsirode!"”

“ Are you going to eat it?!

“l=I ¢an't!"” gasped Dicky MNugcent.
It muke mo stek! Qw!®

“ All right, I'll lather you instead! Jam him across the

teble, Hazel 1"

* What-ho!" said Hazeldene chesrfully,

“Hold ont™

“Arg vou geoing to cat vour words, theni™

is ]._.[_"-:‘,

“Collar him !

“I—I--I'll try!" gasped the unfortunate [asz,

“Ha, ha! Go it!”

Dhicky Nupent took & gingerly bite at thoe corvier of tho
cardboard, and mumbled it in hizs mouth. He made an
cxceedingly wrey face at the taste of the ink, and Bulstroda
and Hareldene roared with laughter,

“Ow! Groo! 1 can't!”

“ Very well, I'll——""

“Hold on!™

Dicky mumbled away. .His cheeks bulged cut
raumnbled cardboard, which he eould not brn
swaliow.
faces. The deor opened, and Tom Brown came in. e
stared at the secenc in amazement,

* What cn earth——"' he began.

“ Nugent mioor's esting lus worde

Liand!y.

Tom Brown took a glance ot the card, cnd burst into a
ronr.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Ow ! murmured Nugent minor.
UEh 1%

* Ha, ha, ha!"

Mumble, mumble, mumble!

“Go ib!" satd Bulstrode encouragingly.
five minutes, s0 [ar. The whole lot will take you about
two hours at that rate. Wire 1n!"

“ Bolt it!"" said Hazeldene,

“Groo! Ught"

Dicky Nugent cast a wild glance round, but there was ne
avenue of cscape. A whistle sounded along the Remove
passage, and the fag’s eyes fashed. He recopnised Galty's
signal whistle, His comrade of the Becond Form had c¢oms
e ook for him.

“ Resgue, Second ™ ha yelled.

“ Hallo!” said Balstrode, *“Are there more of them
about? Lock the door!”

But it was too late.

The door was Hung open from the outside, and Gatty and
Myers and a crowd of the Second vushed in. In a moment
Bulatrode and Hazeldene and Tom Brown were bowled over
by tha rush of the fags, and Dicli Nugent was rescued. He
spulterad and spluttered out the mouthful of chewed card-
board. Balstrode stagpered to his [eet.

" Como on!” gasped Gaity. “Bunk "

“ Wait & second!?”’

Nugent minor grasped the bag of o
His arm swept through the air
dodged, but too late.

Smash! Squelch!

“Groo! Ugh!

Bag and eggs smashed upon the prominent features of the
HRemovite. Bulatrode afpearcd to be weeping broken eggs.
The fage, yolling with loughter, erowded out of the siudy,
and fled, while Bulstrode frantieally ﬁug«ed the yolk of
eggs frora his eyes. Tom Brown snd Hazeldene stared st
tim, and burst into a roar,

* Ha, ha, ha!l”

“What are you cackling at?™ rvoared Bulstrode, _

But Hazeldene and Brown had no breath to explain with.
They were expending it all in laughing. Bulslrode glared at
them through a mist of epgs

“You--you utter asses!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You—you—— Groo! Ugh!"

Bulst rushed out of the siudr to plunge hiz face under
the nearest tap. An almost hysierical shriek of laughter
followed him down the passage,
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“Dan't be an assl

with
himself to

§He

snid Bulstrode

Yool Oh! Owl

“Ti'e taken wou

gz frem the table.
Bulstrode halted, and

The two Removites wetched him, with grinning

“THE STOLEN CUP!”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
The Earthquake.

& vsH1"
H * Look here, Nugent minor ™
b FE}.I !IJ‘
Yigh rourself ' retoried Gatir.

“Yes, vather ™ said Myers, " You ‘sh!
there to “sh about?”

Nugent miner held up lhis finger.

1 think they're coming !

Thoe three heroes of the Sccond needed to he cautious
They were in No. 1 Study in the Remove passage, about
an ﬁﬂlll’.‘ after the little muzadventure of DBulstrode. HE;?
Wharton and Frank Nugent, to whom the study belonged,
were, of course, out, or the fags would not have been there,
The study doovr was partly open, and the chums of the
Second had set an elaborate boobs-trap eover it.  Thoe
unsuspicious comer who pushed the door open would reccive
upon his head a shawer of various articles, and he was nob
likely to enjor the experience.

The three fags had arranged the booby-trap with great
caie, Haviong arvanged it, they had to remain on the inside
of the study door till the. eatastrophe cceurred; but in the
surprize of being caught in the trap, Nugent and Wharton
were not ldiely to be able to stop them when they rushed to
CRCAD,

Footsteps sounded in the passage.

Gatty hstened and shook his head.

*That's not Wharton,” he said, " That's Bolsover; T
know the way his hoof comes down. I jolly well wish he
would put his head i here, instead of Wharton”

The Emtﬁinpﬁ passed omn.

*They won't be here for a bit,” said Myers. **T1 heard
Wharton and Nugent in the tuckshop arranging some things
for a feed. Bunter has hotheved them into Jetting him ges
it ready. Yoo know whaet that meaps™

“The lion’s shave for Bunter,” grinned Dicky Nugent,
“1 know! Hark!™

Footsteps again.

The faps prinned expectantly.

Dheky %‘*Jng'f_tnt erept to the door, and peered througl: the
opening for a second to observe who was coming.

He gave a sudden gasp, and staggeved back info the
study, with a peeuline cachinnating sound procecding from
his throat.

“What's the matter ™ muttered Mzers,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You a, what are you eackling at?™ demanded (Gatty.

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“You chump!™

““Hsa, ha, ha! Oh, my hat, ii's Bunter!™

* He's coming here?"

“Ha, ha! Yes And he's gob the things!™ 1

“'The feed?”

“Ves, on & tray.”

Myers and Gatty starved at Nugent minor for & moment,
and then burst into & simultoneous chwckle. The ides of
Bunter entering the study with a laden trey, and gotiing the
boocby-trap down upon bimn, tickled the fags 1mmensely,

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Quiet 1 mubtered Dicky Nugeni,

" Ha, ha, ha!”

“ He's elozse hers now !

Thae heavy footsteps of the fat junior sounded close atb
hand. Billy Bunter had & tray well loaded in his hands,
and he was plodding carefully along the passage. Vhe sound
of voices was hesrd culside the study.

*t0h, really, Snoop, don't push into a fellow!”

““ Hallo ™

“0Oh, is that rou, Vernon-Smith? I teok vou for SBnoop.
Please don't push me, or I shall have the tray over, and
Wharton will think 1 did it on purpose.””

* (3h, that's for Wharton, 1s it?" zaid the voiee of Vervon-
Bmith, the Bounder of Grervfriars.

“*¥ez; I'mostanding them a little feed,” said Bille Bunter
wodestlv,  ** They used to stand me feeds rometimes when I
wes in Noo 1 Study with them, and pow I'm returning the.
favonr,”

*My only aunt ! marmmed Dheky Nuogent, inside the
study. " The awful Ananias! 1 saw Wharton pay Mrs
Mimble for the things, with my own eyes.”

Vernon-Smith  probably guessed as much, too, for he
chuckled as he went on down the passage. Billy DBunter
came pledding on to the door of Wo. 1 Studr, and as he
approached necarer and nearev the fags thrilled with
expectation.

LTheve was g push on the hall-open door,

v Now leok out for squalls and cetaracts ! murmured
Dicky Nupent.

*Ha, bha, ha!™

But what is

“Down't alaem bim 1"

NE RICHA
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tels of Tom Merry & Co., entitled ' The Ghost of §t. Jim's,” which is contained in the Christmas Double Numbar

-
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The door swung open, and Buanter camé in with the tray.
£'rash !

Bang!

BUITI-P[ L 1

* Yarooh ! o

The booby-trap had claimed its vietim.

A shower of articles descended upon Billy Bunfer and
mpon the tray he held in his fat han

The Owl of the Roemove staggored back with a wild yell,
and the rray was dazhed from hiz hands, crashing upon the
Aoor with & terrihe samas.h.

Crockery ‘ohd edtables rolled in all directions from the
clanging tray, and ‘Billy Bunter-sat down in-the ‘doorway,
seared out of his wits

There was & vell of taurhter from the fags

“Ha, ha, ha!”

O

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Help!™ shrieked Biliy Bunter.  Fire! Murder! Pohibe!
Earthiguakes! Yow!¥

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the fags.

¥ Yarooh! Fire! Reecue! Help!"”

Tue MaaweT Liprany.—107,

b e b e i

“Come on!' gasped Dicky Nugent. “We'd better bunk!
The whole Remove will be herg ina minut:;." 4 i
The fags ran rooud the sgquirming, yellin unter, an
Tan dﬂw%n the passage. '?hey had only ?ust time, for

Removites were pouring from their studies on all sides.

“Fags!"” welled Bulstrode, ' Collar them!™

But ¢ was too late. Dicky Nuogent and his chums were
gone. The Removites gathered round the door of Neo. 1
Study. They velled with Jsughter at the sight of Billy
Bunfer sitiing, dazed and gﬁsﬁing,-in tho midst of rains.

“0wl!” gasped Bunter. *Help! Help!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” | , ]

Wharton and Nugent-came ufstaive, and they ran quickly
up at the gight of the trowd roumd their door. They stared
in amazemert and: wrath at the Owl of the Hemove.

“You—you asal" gasped Nugent, “You've mewed up
the feed!” :
; "ﬁ'&"nu fathoad !" roared Wharten, * What did you de that
or?"

Billy Bunter put his spectacies straight upon his fat little
nose, and blinked at thém. .

“Ow!™ he pasped. “ Yow! I can't help it if there 1s an
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earthguake, can I?7 Tt's lucky we weren't all killed when the
walls shook, and the floor heaved up, Yow!™

“ What??

“It's an earthquake—'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yeou fat cduffor——"

" distinetly saw the floor of tha study heave up before
me,’" said Bunter. ' The table rocked on one ler, and the

ictures hung away from the walls, I was hurled to the
Eu::rr by a tervific shoek.™

“Ha, ha, hal"

*1 say, vou fellows

‘““Ha, hz, ha !

“0Oh, really—"

“ You shricking dulfer!” exclaimed Wharton. " It wasn'b
an carthquake—it was & booby-trap, you ass, and you walked
inte it like the dummy you are.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—-"

* Bp-rer "

Billy Bunter staggered to his fect, and blinked round him
through his big spectacles.  As hig nerve returned, he realised
that it had been a booby-trap, and not an earthquake, Even
Bunter looked a little sheepish.

“Well, you see—"" he began.

*Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Tr seemed like an earthquake——'2

“Ha, ha, ha!"

' Wica mesa you've made of our feed!" growled Wharton.
. Eic.?k up the fragments, you fathead. Who set that booby-
trap "’

"‘pIt. was set for you, most likely,” grinned Verncn-Smith.
“Dicky Nugent & Co. have just vanished along the
passage.’’

““The young razecals! Look here, Bulstrode, you'll have
to play them at footer, and let us lick them, I'm getting fed
up with war with the Bceond."

“Oh, rats!” said Bulstrode.

And he went into hia study.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,.
Taking up the Gauntlet !

ULSTRODE was as obstinate as ever, but the general
opinion in the Remove was that the fag’s eleven should
be played. It was absurd to be on b ﬁ

- the fags, and the Removites felt that keenly, And
all over Greviriars, i the passapes, and even in the Remove
Porin-roam, notices wera stuck uftn by Dicky Nugent & Co.,
announcing the fact to the whole school that the Remove
were afraid to play footer with the Becond, ond advising
the Remove to “‘chuck ' footer and take to hop-scotch or
marbles. All the Bemove were getting °f fed-up,” as they
cxpresged it, with the persecution, aruf the easiest way of
ending it was to p'.n,;' the fag eleven. There could be no
more complete way of putging Nugent minor & Co. in their
places, For the fags, of course, could not possibly stand
against the Remove, who had beaten the Upper Fourth and
the Shell, and firmly believed thev could beat the Fifth if
they were given a chance. To meet the fags on the footer
ficld, and pile ltlﬁt a ridiculous total of goals against nil—
surely that was the best way of " sitting "’ on Nupent minor.
Bulstrode did not like the idea, but f‘l& vielded at last to
the general opinion.

o 'ﬁﬁ:", have your way, then,” he said unfraciﬂuslf, in
the junior commoni-room. *“‘The afair will be utterly
vidieulons. We shall walk over tho younp duffers.'

“That will be a lesson for them not to get their ears up
in this wav,” =zaid Bob Cherry.

“PBut if we let them score a single poal apainck us, we
shall ba laughed out of Gregirviars,” zaid Bulstrode uneasily,

“They won't score!™

“They might. Nugent minor iz a little demon at footer,
and soma of the others are good, like Tubb and Debbs of
the Third. And a single goal againzt us would make us lock
asses, oven if we lick them hollow.™

“They won't get a single goal,” said Hazeldene,
yon put moe between the posts.”

Bulstrodé grunted.

*They won’t get past me at back. T'll answer for that,”
said Bolsover.

Bob Cherry looked at him.

“*You'd foul them fret, I supposze,” he supzested sar
castically.

Bolsoever was about to mazke an angry
Bulstrode went on hastily.

¥ Wall, we'll play themy, and you can zo and tell them so,
some of you shall select the strongest possible team we
can raise in the Remove, in case of aceidents. Foofer iz a
nughty uncertain game, and if we should happen, by some

ting terms with

“ Mot if

retart, but

rotten chanee, to get licked, I know how you chaps would

turn on me for allowing the Remove to be made the
laughing-stock of Greyfriars.”
E Magner Lisrary.—107,
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“ T shouldn't,"” said Harry Wharton quietly.

“ Well, a good many would, anyway,” growled Bulstrode,
“Im fed up with being footer captain, I think, If we win
this malch there’s ne credit in it, and 1f we lose it we shall
be grinned to death.”

“We can't lose it,” said Bolsover.

_ Y Well, I'm running no risks,” said Bulstrede. “I'll drop
into your study presently, Wharton, and have a jaw about
making up the team.”

Bk Right" ] !!.'l

“ Why can’t you talk that over here??! demanded Bolsover
puspiciously.

“ Because I don't choose.”

And with that reply the bully of the Bemove had to be
content.

¥rank Nugeént and Bob Cherry dropped into the Beconil
Form-room a little, later to apnncunce the intention of the
Remove. They found most of the [ags there, and they were
greeted with s general grin. The Second scemed to have
some inkling of what was coming.

“Hallo, Franky,” seid Nugent minor cheerfully. * Come
ke your senses yet?”

“We're going to play yowu,” said Frank,

1] Hlii‘l!'&h !u

“ Hear, hear I chorused the Second.

“ Honest!” asked Gatty. " You're not rotting?
Bl}ls_l;?nde say poi

] oS L3

Y Good! To-morrow afternoon®’ asked Dicky.

“Yes, Wednesday afternoon: kick-off et half-past two,™
said Frank. * You kids can prepare for the biggest licking
you ever heard or dreamed about.”

L] tha !H

“You'll have your way, and you'll be sorry for it when
youw've done!” grinned Bob Cherry. *If you score a single
goal, my sons, I'll eat the footer you do it with."”

“ Hats1”

¥ ah !

“ Bwank 1"

And Bob Cherry and Nugent quitted the Second Form-
room, followed by a shower of vremarks of that sort. But
when they were gone, and the door was clofed, some of the
fags looked at one another a little dubiously,

“ We—we're going to play them!” said Tubb of the Third.

“ Looks like 1t!"” assented- Nugent minor. *' I'll have one
Dli those spuds, Bunter minor, tthen yeu've finished baking
them.”"

“Will you?' said Sammy,

“ But—but it's g bit thick, jsn't it, playing the Romove!”
remarked Dobhs,

“Oh, vot!"

“Oh, it's only for the sake of making them play,” said
Graity. " We can't beat them.”

Dicky Nugent gave him a withering look.

“Well, you ass!™ he exclaimed, ' What's the good of
playine them if we don’t beat them? We've got to beat
them ﬁ:r hook or by crook.”

i H'lif—“-'“

“We'll make up the strongest team we can,” said Dicky.
“Wo can find eleven good players in the Becond and the
Third, and we've got a good skipper.”

Y Afe?’ hazarde Tuhg.

“ No, ass—me!”

“ ¥ou said a good one,” Tubb remarked innocently.

“ Look here, ’f‘ubby—-“

“We can make up a good eleven for Second and Third,”
said Gatiy, * but the Remove are too streng for us. I tell
you they've beaten the Shell”

*And we'ra uing to beat them, or try hard, Even if wa
draw that will ba something,” said Dicky Nugent. ' Desides,
the Remove were at full strength when they beat the Shell,
They had Vernon-Smith, and he’s dropped out of the team
since, And they had Marvle Linley, who's better than any
other plaver in the Form, and now he's dropped out.”

1 don't suppose he’ll stay out.”

“Oh, rats! He won't play if Bolsover does, anyway,
and you koow that brate won't drop cut. I believe he fright-
encd Bulstrode into letting him into the team at all,’’ said
Dhicky, with o grin. ** It will be all right for us if Bolsover
p'luyg-l He's sure to lose his temper and foul some of you™

iw ':]?'Hl )

“Suppose he should trip you up, Gatly, in the penalty
area !’

* TLook here, Nugent minor!”

Y Then we get a penalty-kick," said Dicky., I should
take it myself, and I can tell you I shouldn't let Hazeldeue
stop my putting the Jeather right in™
“ Anel what should 1 get?” roared Gatty,

“Oh, you'd get hurt, I expeet,” said Dicky Nugent care-
lessly.  “ But at’s all in the day's work, you know. I you're
afraid of getting hurt you'd better rhuck footer, and take
to erotchet-work.”

Does
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¥ Look here— o

“ My dear chap, Bolsover will be a pold-mine to us if they
play him,” said Nugent minor. “I only hope Linley won't
change his mind and play. We're going to beat the Remove,
by hook or by croo 1 .

“I've got an idea,” said Samamy DBunter, looking up from
the fragrant potatoes that were baking on the bars of the

rate.

Be Play vou?’ asked Dicky, with a grin.

Sammy snorted.

*“ No: but that chap Hazeldene, in goal—he’s hard-up.”

“I-belicve he always 1s.” )

‘“ Lend him ten bob, and he'd let & ball theouuh kike any-
thing,”” said SBammy Bunter. .

Dicky Nugent rose to his fect, with a glint in his eyes.

“ Well, that's the kind of idea I might have expected from
vou, Bunter minor,” he said. I ought to give you some-
thing for that idea. Where will you have it¥"

“ Look here, Nugent minoi— Ow—yow—groo!”

Bunter miner was squashed down in an iren grip, and a
baked potato was floured on his fat nose. He was left to
;b it off at his leisure. He did not make any more
suggestions.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
To Play or not to Play.

TLSTRODE knocked at the door of No. 1 Study, and
came in. Wharton and Nugent were at their prep.,
and Beb Cherry was in the study, eating roasted
chestnuts, his prep. being done. ¢ chums of -the

Remove left their work at once as Bulstrode came in. There
was & serious expression upon Bulstrode’s face. The way his
brows were knitted showed that he was troubled.

“ About the footer team,"” he began abruptly. I suppcse
vou fellows agree with me that we must make up the
stron possible team, in case of a possibla reverse?

*¥es, rather,” said Bob Cherry emphatically.

“ Certainly,” said Harry Wharton.

“Well, then, about Bolsover?"” .

The chums were silent. Bolsover was Bulstrode's business,
It was the footer captain’s prerogative to decide whom he
plaved or did not play. But Bulstrode was evidently in
need of counsel.

“ Bolsover's in the team,” said the Remove captuin. * He's
big and heavy, and he's a goed back when he keeps his
temper.  But—"'

‘* But he doesn’t,” said Nuzent.

Bulstrode grinned ruefully.

“That's it. If he plays, Linley won't. 1 think pérhaps
Linley won't, anyway; but I'm going to ask him. I should
like Vernon-Bmith, too, but he's seedy lately, and he says
he can't Eiﬂ.}'. But if we leave Linley out, we give the fags
o chance.™ . ;

“Yes, rather,” said Bob Cherry emphatically.

“We can’t expect Linley to play if Bolsover does, I know,”
said Bulstrode; “ but I don't want to drep Bolsover unless
Linley will come in. Would you advise me to azk him ¥

" Certainly,’”” sad Harry Wharton.

“You'd be an ass to play Bolsover, anyway,” said Nugent.
“ He will losa his temper, and play foul, and we shall get an
award against us. We shall have an' independent referee, and
he may give the :ufs a penalty kick.”

Bulstrode nodded. )

“T've t.hm{%ht of that. If Linley will play, I shall dro
fpla?:rr:r. ill you fellows walk along with me cnd as

im.

“ What-ho !

And Wharton and Mugent rose at once.  Dob Cherry, with
a quet grin on his face, led the way to the sbudy, which he
shared with Mark Linley and Little Wun Lung, the Chinese
boy. Mark Linley was alone there when they entered. Tha
Lancashire lad was at work at the table, but he laid down his
pen as the four juniors came in.

“ ¥You're wanted,” said Bob Cherry.

“Yes? said Mark inquiringly.

* To-morrow, 1 mean,”” Bob ghm'r:r cxplained.

Mark understood, and he shook his head

“I want you to play,” said Bulstroda. “ We're going to
play the fags to-morrow afterncon, and I want the strongest
team I can ﬁﬁsaibly make up, in case wo should get & reverse.
If by any chance the fags licked us, we shouldn't be able to
hold up our heads again at Greyfriars. We can’t afford to
allow them the slightest chance. I want you to play inside
vight, Linley.

“I'm sorry

“You can't refuse.”

" ¥ou remember what T told you," said the Lancashire lad
%meti:ﬁ'. “A lot of the fellows want me out of the team.

ome of them want it so much that they'd do anything to
clear me out. You've had a sample of that. What's the
good of playing me when fellows on my own side——"

*“1t's only Bolsover——"

* Well, Bolsover is encugh. 1t’s impossible for mo to play

Maower Lierary.—197.
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with a fellow who fouled me deliberately. T believe he would
clo the same thing even if he were playing on the same side.”
“ Bolsover will not be playing."
Mark started a little.
“ Have you turned him out, then?"

The “Magnet™ oue
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“T am dropping him for this match, at least, Ve want
vou to play, Linley. Yeu can't have any objection if Dol
sover's dropped. 1 don't think you ought to refuse.”

“ You must play, Marky,” said Bob Cherry.

The Lancashire lad hezitated. .

“ T don't want to make trouble,” he said, **If you really
geviously want me-—g-"’

“I shouldn't take the trouble to comec here and ask yow
if T didn't want you,” said the Remove captain.

Alack smiled faintly. ) .

“1 supposc that's so,” he said; * but—put—" ‘

““ You must play, Marky,” said Bob, again. * Hang it all,
you can’t leave your Form in the lurch, you know, when
you're wanked,"” ]

“Do yvou fellows think I ought Lo play?”

“Yes," said Wharton and Nugent together.

“ Very well,” sald Mark quietly, “I'll play.”

Bulstrode drew a breath of rehef, 1 .

“Richi-ho P? he exclaimed. “I sha'n't forget this, Linley.
As a matter of fact—Bulstrode coloured—" 1'm as nervous
as 8 giddy hen about this match. If we were licked I should
never get over it, I think; and I know jolly well that the
fellows would never let me hear the end of it.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

*That's true enough,” he said. * That's one of the plea-
sures of a footer captain, If the team wins, it's due to this
chap's shooting, or that chap’s dribbling, or the other chap's
passing ; but if the team loses, it's the captain’s fault =ll the
time, ™

“1 jolly well know that!"” growled Pulstrode. * But I've
made up a list of players who could lick the Fifth, I belicve.
Ib.-;mkﬁkhﬁrg, what Idﬂ Fou 5&1 ltt:r F&Eﬁﬂena in goal? He has

in very well lately.”

Koo vy wal il

“ Then, backs: Morgan snd Desmond.”

“ They're all right,"” said Harry Wharton.

* Halves: Bob Cherry, myself, and Jobnny Bull.”

“ Ripping "

G‘f]Fﬂrw._a.rds: Nugent, Linley, Wharton, Tom Brown, and
vy

ot .]'3:113 good!" said Bob Cherry. *I don’t ses how that
tearn can be beaten—not by a geng of fags, anyway., Of
courss, there’'s not the slighteat doubt that we shall wipe up
the ground with the silly young duffers. We'll pile up a
scoro of goals that will make them look silly.”

“Good egg! T'll go and bregk it to Bolsover now,” said
Bulstrode, with an uneasy g]rin,' “I dare say he will cut up
rusty, but that can’t be helped.” :

b=, {’H come with you, if you like," said Bpb Cherry.

Bulstrode shook his head. He knew what Bob Cherry
meant. Bob was the only fellow in the Form who could
lick the bully of the REemove, and Bolsover might lose his
temper and hit out. But Bulstrode, whether he ceuld lick
Bolsover or not, was not afraid of him.

“1t's all right,”" he said, “ I'll go alone. If Bolsover should
fry any funny business we'll give him & dormitory raggiog.
A chap can't expect to punch hiz way into a footer eleven,
I should think."’

“Ha, ha! No!"

And Bulstrode went to break the news to Bolsovern

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Knows !
B{ILED".’ER was in his study. He waa sitting there with

his fect on the fender, staring angrily into the fire.
Bolsover was in an uneasy mood, and & *I.I'E:r?~ unpleasant
teraper. He had heard some whispers of the footer
capiain’s intention to ask Linley to play, and he knew that
there was no room for the Lancashire lad and hirself in tho
same team. Mark Linley might forege his determination not
to play again for the Form, but not if Bolsover played. The
thought of being dropped to make rcom for the scholarship
boy maddencd the Remove bully. That Mark Linley was
far and away the better player did not matter to Bolsover,
His size and strength made him able to © swank ™ over the
Removites, as & rule, and he did not see why he should not
swank on the football field as well as in the passages and the
Form-room. But if Bulstrode once made up his wind to
drop him, nothing could be done. He might hammer Bul-
strode, true; but that would not get him reinstated in the
team, A bitter hatred of the Lancashire lad was burning in
the bully's heart, as he sat there with a scowling face. The
scowl deepened as there came a tap at hiz door, and Bulstrode
came in.
13
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Rulstrode’s manner wag not easy. . MHe had an wnpleasang
task to perform, and he was far from wishing to goarrel with
& fallow who could throw him neck and crop out of the study
if he wished. A dormitory licking wounld avenge such an
mjury, but that would not make it any more pleasant to
experience, Probebly that reflection had induced DBulstrede,
go far, to concede & very great deal to Bolsover. If so, he
had come to the end of his concessions now; his mind was
guite mado up,

“Well?" said Bolsover unpleasantly,

Bulstrode eoughed.
f*]I't'P made up the list for the fags' mateh to-morrow,” he
saidl,

“OWell

- %;l:!ﬂ;’n't he able to play you®?

“ Linley is playing, and you can't cxpect him to play with
vou after what hupﬁened yvesterday,” said DBulstrode, M1
suppose you see that for yourself, Bolsover?’

“1 don't sce what you want to play that factory cad for."

* He's the best player in the Form—that’s why.,"”

“Youve plenty of forwards. What's the front line??

* Nugent, Linley, Wharton, Brown, and Ogilvy,”

“You could easily put in Mauleverer ov Smith minor in.
stead of Linley.”

Bulstrode shook his head.

“Or, ii yoit must have a scholarship cad, there's Penfold,”
wneered Dolsover. ““He's a very decent foetballer. And
there's Leigh. ‘He's good.”

Another shake of the head.

* Or Duck Russell, or Trevor—beth good,™ said Bolsover,

“ Quite good,” assented- Bulstrede; “'but net a patch on
Linley, I'm sorvy you dom’t see it in o reasonoble way,
Bolsover, but it can't be helped. I've made up the team.”

Hﬂlﬁﬂ;er's hands clenched.

* And you've come here to {ell me that you've dre
me for the mateh?" he asked. ? Ll

“Yes

Bolsover made a step towawds him. The Remove captain
faced him with unfinching eves,

¥ Better keep your hands off,” hessaid, ™ You can’t bully
your way into the Form eleven, Bolsover, and if therve's anv
rot you'll get a Form licking, You've kad one before, and
you kpow what it's like.”

“Hang vou! I—"

“That's encugh,” ssid Bulstrede, and he turned towards
tha door.

- Bolsever watched Mm with glowering eves as he left the
study. The door closed, and the bully of the Remove was
alone. He strode to and fro iy the study, with his hands
clenched, gritting hiz teeth. : :

The door opened again. A fat face, udorned with a pair of
big spectacles, looked into the study. Bolsover scowled ot
Billy Bunter. -

“Oet out ! he exclaimed, _

** Oh, really, Bolsover——-:"

- The-Bemove bully reised his hand threateningly. Billy
Bunter receded a pace, with his hand on tho door, ready to
bolt. But he did not go! :

*“I—I say, Bolsover, I—I've got something to say to you—
something unportant,” he said
confidentially. ===

Bolsover burst into an
angry laugh.

“¥Yes, I've heard it all he-
fore!™ he exclaimed.
" You're expecting a postal-

THE STOLEN GUPY

A pentloman ean’t be expecied to like a factory cad,”
said Billy Bunter., “ I asked him only to.day for a small
loan, and he answered me quite-rudely. Of eourse, he had
no chanco to learn manners in his factory. But——"

“ Come Lo the point."

! Bulstrode’s poing to play him and leave you out of the
team,” said Bunter, not without a shglit trace of satisfaction
im his tome. O course, it’s disgraceful. 1 think it ought
ta be prevented.'

Bolsover's cyes gleamed.

“* How could it be prevented?” he asked cagerly. * 1 know
you are a cunming little cad, Bunter, If you could think of
a]q;;rdge for downing that bounder I'd make it worth your
winle.™

Bunter couphed., Bolsover’s description of him was not
e-xactlly fattering. But the fat junior was not easily
offended

“ Ahem! Suppose——"

Y Well ' sai I.%u]sm'ur impaticntly,

“The faps are frightfully anxious to win the malch,' said
Bunter, sinking his veiee, “ They'd win it by any means
they could, and—and——"'

“They can’t win . it,"” sard Bolsover; * that's rot 1"

“* They might, if—if—"

““1f wioat, you stammernng dummy?’ :

“Tf one of the Remove players helped them.”

Bolsover stared at the Owl of the Remove, His wits were
not rapid. Bunter's meaning did not dawn upon’ him for
EOINE MOINCn!s.

“What " he ojaculated f last. “¥You—you mean thab
Harel might let the ball in, ar something aof that sorf?"”

“ T don't kuoew about Hazeldene," said Dunter, “T dare.
=ay he’d do it; I know he was in a plot with the Highcliffe
fellows onee, to give away a maich, But 1 wasn't thinking
of Hazeldene,"

o %inlﬂ'?” exclaimed Bolsover,

(XY '{!ﬁ:,’

. The Remove bully drew a deep dbreath. For a moment
the thought dazzled him. If he could prove his rival guilty
of such bleack treachery to his team—- Bub it was not
ossible. * Much as he hated Mark Linley, Bolsover believed
am to be falr and squarve and Etrﬁight-f?ﬂr‘ﬁ'ﬂ.rd. He could
not believe that ihe suspiclon was more than an idle figment
of Bunier's fertile brain,

“ Rot " he asaud,

Brnrer sniffed. _

“ That's all you know,” he said. ““You know the factory
catl 15 a5 poor as a church mouse, and he wears old elothes
titl they nearly fall off him."”

Bolsover grinned savagely,

“Do you mean io gay that the fags would bribe him to
play the Remove false ! he exclaimed.

“ That's it."”

* But—but~——""

i 1?{11:-?!’3. you think he would do pretry nearly anyihing for
a quid?

“ Yes, I dare say he would, But where could the fags got
a quic from ' said Bolapver. " Quids ere precious scarce in
the Sesond and Thied.”

“ Nugent minor has plenty of money, and young Hop Hij,

2 the Chinee—Wun Lung minar,
you know — s rﬂﬁing‘ in
money. Ie stood the wholo
cost of new goalpostz and nels
for the Second this term,”
sald Bunter. “He would
hand over quids and quids to

order this evening, and you

T e e e e aEd

e I LI R PEE

want me to make you an ad-
Tance on ik

‘“Eh, veally—*"
*Get out, ocu fat
boundey 1’7 !

“* it's about Linley."?

Boleover looked at him
sharply.

“f})nm in!" he gaid.

BI"%’ Bunter blinked at him
doubtiully, and then came in
and closed the door. He kept

o
FRANK RICHARDS,
is the title of next Tuesday’s grand,
new, long complete school tale of Harry
Wharton & Co. at Greyiriars.

Nugent minor if he asked him,
They're thick chums."”

Bolsover nodded.

“Yes, I suppose Nugent
muinor could reise the money,”
he said. ** But—but would he
do such a rotten, caddish
thing? I can't believe 157

“They're simply wild on
winning the match, you see,”
Bunter explained. * If they
lose, they’ﬁ look sally asses fo

the table betwesn him and
Bolsover. Interviewing the
bully of the Remove was very
like paying a visit to a lion in
iz eage.

“MNow, what i3 #7" zaid
Bolsover, “Something
up agaigst Linley? I know

in advance.
you don’t like him any more :

Piease order your copy of

“THE MAGNET?"

all Greyfriars—and they must
lose ! Nugent minor will ho
ragged by the Jot of them for
getting them 1nto such o
} ecrape

“¥es, T shouldn't wonder,"

“They'd do anything to win
—and they know Linley is
frightfully hard up !”

“* Look here,” sard Bolsover

LIBRARY

Price One Penny,

than [ do.™
Tre Micwer LiBRARY.—157,

abruptly, “ Do you Lknow
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‘ Thwack ! thwack! thwack! Bulstrode uttered the admonishing word at every whack, and the dust rose from

-

—r———

Bymnter's trouserss * Yow! Yow! Yow!™ Billy Bunter’s yells kept time with the whacks., (See chapter 18.)

aic. -— E— e e = ot

anything about this—or are you gassing on suspicion? (an
vou give me ownry proof ™

“ Perhaps [

“ Perhaps is no good. If you could give me any proof to
liv before the fellows—"

“ 71 think I could.”

“ Then I'fl make it worth vour while.”?

“It's a loi of trouble, and o lot of risk,"” said Billy
Bunter hesitatingly. “I—I think I could oblige vou,
Bolsover, if—if you could oblige me in burn. I'm expecting
a postal-order to-morrow mormng, for—for a peund! Coul
you cash it for me in advance {

Bolsover smiled grimly.

“I'll eash it for you, in advance, when rou've given me
the proof of what you've been siying,” he said.

* Done I said Billy Bunter.

And, with a reassuring blink, he quitted the study,
Bolsover remained in deep thought. It seemed impossible
that the Owl of the Remove would be o assured in his
statement unless he had something to go upon. And if he
had—if Linley had really taken s bribe to lbet.ra}- his side,
snd it could be proved against him—— _Bolsover’s eyes
glinted and gleamed at the thought. It would be ruin—
wtter ruin for the Lancashive lad at last. He had said that
yesterday's match was his last match in the Remove: and if
!,h:s black treachery could be proved apainst him it would
indeed prove to be his last match,

Tue Magwer Lisziry.—197.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Proof !
SD}IE of the fellows looked very curiouszsly at Bolsover

wien he came down.
He was known to ba so arrogant by nature, and to
have so upeontrolled a temper, lia!: many of them fully
cxpected him to break out into vielence when he was dropped
from the Forin eleven. SBome of them anticipated, not with-
out satisfactioh, giving the Form bully a dormitory licking
to tewch lim manners.  Bolsover had been through that
before, and it had had quite a taming effect wpon hin.
Quite a number of the Removites were willing to go to the
trouble of giving him another.

Bui to tho surprise, and perhaps disappoiniment, of the
would-be ragmers. Holsover was perfectly quict, and, in fact,
appeared quite good-humoured, In their sarprise, they asked
him questions, and Bolsover affected to be astonished.

"“Of course, if the footer captain says I'm not wanted,
that's an end of it,” he said. “ I don’t see how I could
msist on bnin'f glnyed,“

“Oh!" said Snoop.  “We—we expected you to po for
Bulstrode, you know, or Linley.”

“ What rot!” said Bolsover. * If Linley's a better player,
let him play. If Bulstrode chooses to leave me qut, snd pui
' a factory cad, let-him. I don’t care.”

It was pretty plain that Bolsover did care, but he was
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eerbainly taking it very well. DBolsover had his own reazona
The better temper he showed about it now, the more chance
ho had of being put into the team again when Mark Linley
was kicked out of it—and that he would be kicked out of
it, Bolsover felt sure now The wish was father to the
thouzht, of course: and Bolsover would not allow himself to
doubt.

* Bolsover's not going to pive any trouble, after all,” Bob
Cherry remarked to his friends. " I shouldn't have been sur-
prised if he had gone for Marky; and I was ready to chip
w and give him a first chop lambasting.”

1 don't quite understand 11" said Wharton. * This isn't
like Bolsever. I suppose he can't be up to any tricks.”

“He hasn't brains cnough,” said Bob Cherry serencly.
“ Besides, vhat eould he de?™

Whaiton had to confess that he could not see what Bolsover
=auld do, But he did not trust the unusual urbamty of the
Bémove bully.

Billy Bunter did not tarn up in the common-room that
evemng till nearly bedtime. When he came in, Bolsover
gave hum a quick look.

Bunter apparently c¢id not see . It was neot till the
Remove wero g:ﬁhE up ta bed, that Belsover found an
opportunmity of spoaking quietly to the fab junior,

* Have you pgot the proof " he asked.

Bunter blinked at him cautiously.

“I can geb 1t,”" he smd,

“ Thera 13 proof, then?"

* 0Oh, certanly !’

® Why can’t rou get 1t now, then?

*I've pot to got it out of Linley’s study.™
Bolsover started.

Two or three fellows looked round. Bolsover went on, in
a loud voice:

“I don't believe you've got any postal-order coming.'”
Bob Cherry chuckled as he heard it.

“ Hallg, hallo, hallo! There's Bunter zpringing his giddy
postal-order on Bolsover now," he remarked. " He won't
get miuch blood ouf of that stone.”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Removites, quite unsuspicious of the real nature
of Bolsover's conversation with Bunter, walked on, leaving
them alone in the passape, Bunter blinked intelligently ak
the bully of the Remove.

" Look here, what does the proof consist of 77 said Belsover
uneasily. * It's no good your telling a varn about something
you've heard at a keyliole. The fellows wouldn't believe s
word of 1t."

“0Oh, really, Bolsover—"

“Thevy know what a liar you are, and they know you
dislike Linlev,” said Bolsover impatiently. “Don’t be an
ass] There will have to be real proof, not your word."

 Thers 15 real prool.”’

- What is it?"

“ Writing."

Holsover caught his breath, o

Do you mean to say that they've been idiots encugh to
put it into writing!‘” he asked. )

“They couldn't help - themeelves," Bunter explained.
¥ Linlex's not to get his quid till the-match 15 lost; and he's
afraid then that MNugent minor might not hand it over. Bo
thev've written it down. ' Of course, the fags can't trust
him, and he can’t trust them.” SR

“The idiots! It's enough to ruin them both if the paper
ware seen. Linley would never dare to show it even if
MNugent minor didn't shell out.”

11 sujip_asa they haven't thought of that.”

Bolsover looked at him :uspiciously.

“1f you're gammoning me, Bunter, and there isn’t any

aper at all, T'll make you wish you had never been born,™

said savagely.

“ (Oh, really, Bolsover—"'

‘s there really such a paper?"

“T dare say you'll believe 1t when vou see it," zaid Bunter,
with an mjured look. ** If you don't trust me, Bolsover——"'

“(Mf course T don’t trust you, vou cad!” szaid Bolsover.
”]Hu:r"did you know anything about the matter in the first
place ?

“1 happened to—to hoa:

“Yes, you happen fo hear lotz of things, don't you?" said
Bolsover, with a sneer. ** Well, how are you going to get
the paper?

“I'm going down to Linley's study to-night to get it,”
g:ad Bunter.

[ 11 Guﬂd Il‘]

They went into the dormitory. Billy Bunter's fat face
was somewhat troubled as he went to bed. Perhaps he was
thinking of the difficulty of abstracting that paper from the
Lancashire lad's study.

The Owl of the Remove fell fast asleep; and he did not
awaken again until the morning. Bolsover had slept soundly,
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too; but when he awoke at the clang of the rizing Lell, ha
saf u}) in bad and looked across eagerly at Bunter.

Billy Bunter pave a guilty start.

Bolsover's look was inquiring; but Bunter did not meet
his glanca. after the first moment. Until that moment, tha
whole matter of Mark Linler and the suppesed paper had
pazzed from the mind of the fat junior

Bolsovor dressed quickly, and made signs to DBunier to
follow him from the dormitory. DMornimg ablutions never
occupied Billy Buutﬁr'lﬂng. especially in the cold weather.
He joined Belsover in the passage outside the Remove
dormitory.

¥Well?” said Bolsover, in shappish tones,

Bunter blinked at him nm-w.-nua]]::

H1—=1 forgot it last nightI" he stammered.
—T fell gsleep, and—and-—""

“¥You fat slacker !

‘"Eh. msﬂy, :Btl:nhm'cr—" g

“{Go and get the paper now., Linler—

* Hugh ! _

Mark Linley was coming cut of the dormitory. Ile heard
his name spoken, and glanced at the tweo, but vpassed on
without speaking.

“He's gone into his study,” said Bunter, blinking over
the banisters. * ¥ou know what a disgusting swot he is
He's going to work before break!fist.”

* Then yeu can't get the paper.”

*I'H pet it at eleven o’clock.”

Bolsover knitted his brows.

“ Mind you do!” he said, botween his teeth. “ By the
Lord Harry, Bunter, if you've been fooling me——"'
' I—I haven’t, Bolsover," said Bunter, "I reallx—"'

““ Mind you %&t the paper at eleven, then."
Billy Bunter looked very worried during breakfast, though
he did not forget to eat as much as usual. During morning
lessons he was worried; but not about his work, as he
received fifty lines from Mr. Quelch for construing with
unusual stupidity. :

he Forms at Greyfriars usvally had a recess from lessons

at eleven o'clock in the morning. When the Remove came
oul, Boh Cherry marched Mark Linley off to the footer-field.
The cozst was -clear, and Bolsover pave the Owl of the
Remove a significant lock., Billy Bunter nodded.

11 say, Bolsover,” he whispered.

““ What 13 it 7" muttered the bully of the Remove. © We'a

belter not be zeen talking too much together, or the fellows
may smell a rat.”

“ Yes, ves, I know—but—"*

“What 15 it? Sharp!™

“Could vor—er—make me that little advance
postal-order now I" murmured Buanter,
come this afternoon, and—"

“(zat the paper.’

“I'd rather—pr——""

_ Bolsover turned on his heel and strode away, with a frown-
ing brow. Bunter’s unwillingness for the task he had set
himself was quite evident, and unpleasant doubts were in
Bolsover’s mind as to whether the fat junior had been
deceiving him all the time.

“Beast !" muttered Billy Bunter, ;

He tramped slowly upstairs. Bolsover, keeping an eve on
him, saw him enter Study No. 13, and close the dotr. The
Remove bully strolled out inte the Close, his eyes glinting,
Was Billy Bunter locking for the paper now?

¥ Yeu see, [

. on_ Ty
"It 15 ccHain fo

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Speaks.

ARE LINLEY joined in the kicking and passing on
the football ficld for the guapter of an hiour thar the
Eemove had at their disposal. The Lancashive lud

was 1n fine form, and never had he acemed so good

a player. His speed was wonderful, his skill unegualled in

the team. e sﬁuwaﬂ no signs of the late mishap. It was

evident that he had completely recovered from the effects of

Bolzover's foul. Fellows lockig on at the Remove icam at
ractice laughed aloud at the idea of the fags meeting tiem.
ven Dicky Nugent looked a Little serious as he came away

from practice himself, and looked at the Remove.

“3ull going fo lick us, kid?"” asked Lord Mauleverer of
the Bemove, pattine Dicky on the shoulder.

Dicky looked defiant.

“Yes, rather ! he cxclauned.

Mauleverer laughed.

“You will have to ask the goalie to let some of the halis
pass through, then, Dcky; or perhaps you have an arrange-
ment with our backs to et you pass.'

And there was a laugh.

WNugent minor snorted.

“Kou'll jolly weall see what you will see," he rotorted.

(Continued o page 18.)
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A Manly Competition which will give every hboy
greater strength and the opportunity of
seouring a splendid Prize,

Every boy desires to be strong, every boy likes to be
considered manly, You may be strong and manly and join in
a .pleasant instructive competition if you accept the remarkable
offer made on this page. © You may at once securs a pair of
Sandow’s Famous Spring Grip Dumb-bells for seven days’ free
home tfrial and full particulars of the most wonderful compe-
tition ever announced, which you can enter without entrance
free, and in which every boy, vonth, man, girl, and woman
may receive a Prize, as announced above, All you have to do
iz to fill in and forward the coupon below as directed.

You will at once receive & pair of Sandow’s Grip Dumb-bells
and two Charts of Exercises, one showing in detail the way to
perform each of the orviginal exercises of the Sandow aystem,
the other showing how many times each exercise should be
done daily, together with hints en how, when, and where to
exercige, how to take a cold bath, and other useful information,
by following which every boy can notonly improve his strength
and general physique, but likewise improve the health and
become more manly and dignified, Father, Mother and Sister

may all join in the competition if they all send a coupon.

THESE DHARTS HAVE BEEN DAREFULLY PREPARED BY MR. SANDOW FOR PRE-
BENTATION AND USE WITH EYERY PAIR OF DUMB-BELLS,

If, after using these dumb-bells for Seven Days free, you
would like to keep them, send us deposit of 2/8 and promise
to pay the remainder of the price at the rate of 2/8 per montb,
which only means the small sum of ONE PENNY PER DAY.
HOW TO SECURE PRIZES AND BECOME STRONGER,
A fow minutes’ exercise dally with this apparatus will
give health and strength to the weakest, and Inoreased
stamina to the strong. They will give greater dignity and

distinction and make you truly manly. Exercise with the Dumb-
bells quickly develops the muscles of the arms, deepens and strengthens the chest ; whilst exercises are
also included for developing the leg muscles and improving the general physique,

The user of Sandow’s Grip Dumb-bells quickly becomes as “fit as a fiddle™ and as “strong
asa lion.” You can put three inches on your chest measurement and increase all your cther
muscles in proportion by using the Grip Dumb-bells a few minutes a day for three months.

There is nothing to pay to secure the Dumb-bells ; there is no entrance fee to the competi-
tion, in which everyone who completes receives a prize, and in which the conditions are so simple that
everyone, young or old, male or female, can enter at once.

Don't defay. Fill in the Form below if you want a valpable
prize and desire to become stronger.
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And as this was indisputable, no ene dispated i, but the
Removites laughed the more.

It was evident to all who had eves Lo sce that the Eags had
not the ghost of & chance, and that the maich would be o
walk-over from start to finish.

The fags knew it well enough, but Dicky Nugent would
not atlow himself to ba convinced., He realised that he had
bitten off more than he could chew, as Fisher T. Fish, the
American junior, expressed it But he wouald not admit it
He maintained an air of confidence, whioh at first amused,
and then puzzled the Removites

Bob Cherry scratched his chin thoughtfally about 3t

“Tho voung ass seems to think that he really has a chanee,”
Bolb Cherry remarked to DBulstrode. ¥ Young Tubb, too,
seems Jolly well assured.™ )

“Of course, it's all rot!" =aid Bulstrode, “ Unless they
tried some tricks Hke ithe Higheliffo fellows the other day,
Fm'll-. got away with some of cur plavers, they won't have a
ook in.

“Greyiviars fellows wouldn’t do  that, and the {ags
couldn't.”

“WNo; it's only swank.”

“Pure cheelk,” said Russell.

“ Faith, yo'ro vight!” =aid Micky Desmond.  * Nugent

minot is only thrying to save his face in his own Form,
intirely.”

‘*PE supposg that's i5," agreed Bob Chervy.
nss !

“That'z all vou koow,”™ said Bolsover, unalle to resist the
temntation of hinting at what he knew.

The juniors stared at him.

“What do yon mean?" demanded Bob Chorry, not very
cordially. “ Do you mean {o zay that you think the fags
have a chance "

* Now Bolsover's not playing, of course!™
Bull,

** ¥1a, ha, ha 1"

Bolsover Hushed angrily,

“I don't mean that,” lie exelaimed; “but T do mean
that Nugent minor may have reason to believe that he will
get a chance to win.”

“In what way " asked Bulstrode curiously.

“He might be riven a chance”

There was & dead silence for 2 moment. Bulstrode broke it

“What are you driving at, Bolsover " he demanded
shruptly. " Are wou hinting that the Remove players, ov
some of them; might throw the game away ™ :

Y Perhaps I

““Nugent minor is going to stand Hazel a chunk of tofler
{I’::;-rdlwar:r time ho lets the ball get inte the net,” grinned

gilvy.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“IMNot a bit of it!" said Hazeldene, laughing. I assurn
vou that I haven’™ been bribed and corrupted by the Second,
Bolsover,”

“T dudn’t say you had,” said Boltover, with a stress on
the word ‘ you.”

. " Does that mean that somsbody else has ¥ demanded Bob
Cherry sharply.

1 PIN"]'I h[’lﬁ-”

“Blow your perhapses! If you are hinting at foul play in
the Remove team, you'd better say what you koow, or admit
that you'rs gamsing.”

Bolsover gritted his teeth, )

““He knows nothing,” said Harry Wharton contemptoously.
“It%s utter rot to think of such a thing, It's all gas™

“I%'s not gas!" said Bolsover savagely.

- " Do you mean. to say that somebody in the Hemove team
18 poing to play inte the hands of the enemy " demanded
Bulstrode.

Bolsover drew a deop breath.

“Yez," he zaid, very distinctly.

Thera waz & hum of amazement.

“Very well," eaid Harry Wharton; * you've :i1d that, and
now vau'd better prove it. Who's the chap ™

“Name! Name!” ghouted the juniors.

“ Tho fellow's hers, and he's one that you all sevin a jolly
lot wrapped up in,” said Bolsover bitterly. ' DBut I can'e
prove it. I only know what I've been told.”

“¥You can't prove it becauze it’s not true,” suid Horrey.

I may ho able to prove it.”

% When 1

“ Bafore the match,” =aid Bolsover.

“ Better do it before the mateh: we can seo for ourselves
afterwards,” said Bulstrode, with & xein. " Tlon’t he an asy,
I3olsover. You're talking, out of vour hat, and you know
you are’”

“You will gee” o s

The bell was ri,uginﬁ for classes, . and the. juniors hurried
towards the school. Nugoent minor passed Bulstrode, and
gave him a défiant grin.

* Giotting ready for a lieking ° he called out.
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Bulstrode did not reply, bui his face suddenly became
serious. Ile dropped behind the others, and H'aiked with
Bolsover. ;

“Ts there veally anvihing m what you said just now,
DBolsover 1" he asked., * I know 1t's odd that :i'(ﬂung Nugent
should be so cm:i:;' about it, when he must koow that he
hasn't an earthly.’

“You'll see."

“If you know anything, you ought to éell me,” said Bul.
strode sharply., I know you've been dropped out of the
teamn, bub that doesn't excuss you for leaving me in the
dark. T can’t believe that any Remove chap would give his
Form away; but if it should :i;na so, I want to koow., What
do you know 1" o

“I've told vou I can't prove it."

“Tall me what you suspeet, and I'll judge for mysclf,”
said the Remove captaln.

Bolsover hesitated for a moment.

““Well, it's Linley ! he said.

Bulstrode’s hip eurled.

“0Oh, I might have expected that!"” he said, " Of course,
this is in return for Linley’s coming into the team again, and
your being dropped out.'

Bolsover turned crimson.

“It's nothing of the sort,” he said. “ I don’t know that
I'm a very particular chap, but I wouldn't accuse a fellow
of o thing hke that unless T believed 8. You sfight pive
me credit for that, Bulstrode.”

*“Oh, you'd believe anything against Linley,” eaid Bul-
strode carelessly, " The wish 15 iather to the thought, vou
know, as Bhakespeare puts it"

“ Suppose [ prove it?"

“Well, if you prove it I'll beliove it, buf oot till then.
Why should Linley do anvihing of the sort? He has no
reason to back up the fags”™

“"¥ou know how hard up he is."

Bulstrode stared.

“ Do you mean fo say that you think the fags have paid
him to let us down ?'' he ejaculated.

“I' believe Nugent minor has”

“ What utter rot!"

“Very well; wait till I prove ie."

YT will,” said Bulstrode szcornfullv: “and until then 1
should advise you to keep your head shut on that subject
Thiz sort of rotten slander won't make von popular.’

And Bulstrode stalked away and went into thoe claze-room.
Bolsover followed him, with a knitted brow. He felf that
he had been premature in making the disclosure. Ewven
Bulstrade, who certainly did not like Lanloy, though he
valued him as & member of the team, laughed the aceusation
to scorn. Unless Bolsover could produce some proof of his
assertion he was likely to hear some very bitter and plain-
spoken comments upon his accusation. Bulstrode had called
it @ slander already, and unless ha could prove hin words the
scorn of the whole Form was like!i',' to pourad out upon
him. And for proof, ha dependad upon Billy Bunter, the
slippery, untruthful, unrelisble Owl of the Remove. But
surelly Bunter could not have been deceiving him all along

in

the line!

Surely not! But Bolsover, though he ropeated it to him-
gelf, could not feel casy. The remainder of the morning's
tessons passed anxiously and wneomfortably for him. Ho
had nover been so glad to hear Mr. Quelch dismniss the class
As the Remove went out of ths Form-room after lessons,
Bolsover grasped Bunter's arm with a grasp that made the
fat Junior utter on execlamation of Pain.

“Owl Oh, really, Bolsover—"

“I want to speak to vou, Bunter,” zald Bolsover, between
his teeth.

L] o y—

* Have you got the paper?” )

Yoz, said Bunter. *"It's—it's signed by Linler, after
all, not by Nugent, but—-"'

Bolsover’a heart leaped. He nterrupted the Owl of the
Remova.

“ You've got 1t 3" : ; .

“¥Yes,” said the fat junior peevishly, “it’s in my pocket.
T wish you wouldn't grin my arin like that, Bolsover. 1 found
t;hed paper in=—in the Second Form-voom, not in Linley's
study.

“ Give me the paper " muitered Bolsover.
vou found it! Give it to mel"

“Hand over the quid.”

Bolsover muttered something below hiz breath.
forgotten that part of the bargain.

The Remove were trooping out into thie spen air, and the
two were left alone in the pasapge. .

Bolsover extracted a sovereign from his waistecat pocket,
and handed it to DBunter. [t disappeared at once wnto
Bunter's pocket. ; ; :

“The paper!"” said Bolsover, breathing thickly. * Quick 1"

“F=I say, Bolsover; don’t~don’t you think we might lek
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Linley down lightly,” said _I‘ii]! Buwnicr ]m?it.a.tlnglau £
I've got the papey liove, but—but suppose we have mercy
on him, you know. HMHe was broupht up in a factory, and
he hasn’t a semse of honoor like=like us, you know., Sup-
pose we let him off. T O 17

“Give me the paper, you fat cad! T{ you've been fooling
me——"" lizsed Bolsover, almost maddened with raze at the
thought.

“I—1 haven'B ! gasped the terviiied Duntee, © Heve's the
paper, Ow !

Bolsover grasped the paper from the hand of Billy Bunter,
and strode away. Bunter stood blinking uneasily after him
through his big spectacles. The Owl of the Remove was
cévidently in a very unguiet frame of mind.

“Beast 1" e munoured, " Well, 18's not my fault; he
would have the paper, And--and Linley is a low cad, any-
wa}'+_;atnd ought to be sent to Coventry. It can't be helped
IO,

Bunter extracted the golden coln from his pocket, and Lis
round eves gleamed belind hiz speciacles at the sight of 1t
It opened out a vision of unfimited tuck. He made a straight
ling for Mrs. Mimble's little tuckshop behind the elms, and
in a few minutes more he had forgetten Mark Lanley, ancd
Bolsover, and the foothall maich, and everything else excopt-
img Mrs, Mimble's jam-tarts and ginger-becr,

——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Black and White.
o MIUHT as well kick the ball about for ten minutes

before dinner,” Buelstrode remarked. *“ Hallp, Bol-
sover! What have you got there®™
Bolsover came up breathlessly,

He had o paper in his hand, His eves were gleaming, his
cheeks were flushed, and he was panling. He was labouring
under the keenest excitement, and all ghc fellows who weve
going down to the footer with Bulstrode stopped and staved
at him. Mark Linley was not theve, as he had gone back
to his Greek in No. 13 Btudy, bat nearly all the Remove foot-
ballers were with the Form capiain.

Bolsover held up the paper.

“Well, what is 1t1"" asked Bob Cherey,

i Prﬂﬂ{ I,“

“Eh? DProof of what"

“ Not Linlex ™" exclaimed Bulstrode, in smazemont.

“¥Yes!" panted Bolsover.

“What's that about Linley?" exclaimed TBob Chevry
sharply. “If yow've got anything lo say aboui my chum
you can say 1t out befere me, Bolsover.”

“I mean to!” said Bolsover grimly.

“What 18 187" asked Harry Wharton, with a scornful Jook
at the bully of the Hemove., “Is Bolsover making some
accnsation against Linley ¥

“¥Yes5," said Bulstrode reluckantly,
what you have said to me about it, Belsover I

“Yes. I tell you I can prove it.”

“Oh, all right! Bolsover says that the fags ave so cocky
sbout the match, becasuse some of them—or one of them—
has made an arrangement with one of our players to give
the maich away—or, at any rate, to help them &ll he can.”

There was & burst of derisive laughter from the footballers.

“Oh, he's dotty ! said Ogilvy. “T never heard anything
Ellltﬂ”iiﬂ sleep before! Tt sounds like one of Bunter's foiry

es !

“ Pid he name the player?’ said Bob Cherry, with a dan-
gerous gleam in his eyes. '*Was it Mark Linley®”

* Yes, it was Linley.”

“And what did you answer, Bulstrode®’

*1 saud it was a rotten slander—or words to that effcct”

“Good!” said Bob Cherry beiween his teeth. “And 1
repeat what you saxd, 1's & rotien, dirky, cowardly slander,
and Bolsover shall stand wp-to nwe for zaying it about ray
chum 17

Bolsover sneeved savagely.

"I stand up to you fast enocugh,” lLie said. “ Bat we'll
bave this matter seitled first.. Bulstrode said that if T found
prooi he wanted to have it, And I've found .

L1 ] I-rl'l:!!i !i!

“U've got complete proof—m=

* More hes!™

“Hold hard, Cherry ! said Bulstrode.
chinge 1™

Bob Cherry's cyes blazed,

“Give hun a chance to stander Markv!™ he exclaimed
ficveely. " Do you think I don’t konow why he's made up that
rolien story ¥’

“1 think we all koow,” said Harry Wharton.

Y Faith, aud ye're t'i%'ht.'”

"I's becanse Marky's playing, and he's kicked out of the
team,” said Joho Bull. “This is on a level with his fouling
Lintey the other dey.”

“Tha fellow's a votter all through!’ said Mauleverer.
“ Be&@d, ﬂn im't.lﬁ’r. {ult.uunl:j J!:;-mll kngw ety

“ Give him & chance!” said Bulstrode quieily, pushing Bob
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“If it's lies you can soon show it up to be lies, awd no
harm done,” said the Remove captain, * Lies will only
vecoil on Bolsover himself. Give him a chanee.”

“Well, let bim produce his proof, then!™ ¢xelamed
Nugent,

*“Is that i, Bolsover—that paperi™

[1] YEE.”

“What is il ¥’

“ First of all, Jook at that signature,” said Bolsover, folding
down the edge of the paper.  Look atat, and tell me whose
it is, befove you sea the paper,™

He held up the folded paper. The bottom half of it showed,
and upon it was written the name of Mark Linley,

Half a dozen fellows revoguized the sipnature.

“It's Lanley's name,"” =aid Bulstrode,

“ Let Bob Cherry look at il.*?

“I've looked ab i,” said Boh Cherry impationtly,
Marky's fist.”

*You admit that®’

“Admit it? It's clear enongh! T suppose lots of the
fellows know Morky's handwriting without my evideneo "on
the subject,” said Bob. **What are you getting al? Mark's
writien his name on a bit of paper. -{\"ha,t does that prove

“1 wanted it quite elear thal it's his signature, that's oll,”
saidd Bolsover. ''You can :see the rest of the paper now,
Take it, Bulstrode.”

Bulstrode took the paper and unfolded .  He zlanced
over it, and gawe & jumpy, and then read it agein, with blank
amazement in his face,

“ My only hat!’ he ejacunlabod.
Theve was a yell of inguicy at onee,
juniors was excited to the hichest pateh,

“What iz it, Bulstrode:™

“ Read it out !

“Bhow it to us!"

ST read it out,” said Ralslvede, in a quictly ominous
L EFEAE A

“Go !

* Listen 1™

The juniors were hrogthlessly silent.

In a steady voice, i the sane ominous tones, Bulstrode
read out the papet:

“It's

The curiosily of the

“In consideration of havisg received £l—one pound—pay-
ment in sdvance, T agree to do my very utmost to lose the
fvoler mateh to the fags' eleven, Magx Liscer™

A thunderclap could not have startled the juniors move.

Diead silence for some momenis followed the reading cut
of the sirange paper.

Bob Cherry slaggered.

5 ';.It:;‘s, 2 lie " he sheuted, breaking the silence, A forgery |
el

“1It's all rot !

Y1t can't be frue !’

“ Faith, it's a faivy tale '

* Rubbish 1"

But Bulstrede's face was havd and stern,

“It's Linley’s signoture,” he said, in a steady voice, his
brows knitting together. **The paper is written out in rounl
hand—written out, 1 suppose, for Linley to sign. Thati's his
signature, with Bob Cherry's own evidence about it.”

“It's a forpery 1"

Bulstrode inﬂk his head.

It's not o forgery,” he said.  **That's Mark ILinlov's
signature. I can understand how you feel, Cherry; but 1t's
n good neeusing Bolsover of forgery, It's not good enoupn,
This paper waz signed by Mark ].-inre:,'.""

“Let me lock at it " muttered Bob Cherry thickly.

“You won't dumage it'"

“"Haung you, of course not "’

_ Bulstrode: passed ihe paper to Bob Cherry. Several other
juniors craned over his shoulder to vead it with him.

There was the writing—in a sprawling, round hand sueh

#35 4 for would write—and below that the signature of Mark

Lanley

Mark Linley !

The paper seemed to dance before Bob's dazzled cves.

The signature was real! If it was not real it was so skilful
o forgery that only a master of that curious art could have
wrilten it

It was sabsurd to suspect Bolsover of it.  Bolsover was
notovious in the Remove for his clumsy writing—ho wrote
as clumsy a *“fist” as any fag—and he could not have made
that well-written, graceful signature to save his life. Weeks
of practive would not have made him able ta do it.  And this
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perw had evidently been written within fwenty-fony hours—
since. Balstrode’s decision to play fhe [aps' eleven, in fact!
" Bob Cherry's bhraln was in a whirl.

Mark Linley agreed to scll a Form mateh! The thinr wes
h?lﬂl;,r impossible. Yet there was his own zignature in proof
oL at.

“Well?" satd Bulstrodoe harshle.

“It's fulse " said Bob, in a husky voice,

““It's true ! aaid Trevor.

“Yes, it's plain cnough ™

“Ii's false!” shou Bob Cherry. “I wouldn't believo
it if I saw Marky write it! T should think T was dreaming!
It's false! I'l go and let Linley know! He will be able to
prove somehow that it'a lies!"”

Bob Cherry strode away towards the Schosl Housee He
went alone. The rest of the juniors gathered round Bul-
strode, who had the paper in his hand again now. In almost
every face there was belief. Even Wharton and Nupent and
Bull, strongly as they were attached to the Lancashire lad,
il not know what to say !

Belsover's oyes were gleaming with triumph. His turn
had come at last !

[ —

THE FITTEENTH CHAPTER,

Ragged by the Form.

CLATRODE held the Iatal paper in his hand.
He read it again and agein. At each veading his
Lrows grew darker, and his eyes gleamed more angrily,

; “Tt's plain e h,” he said.  ““We all know that
Linley is frightfully hard up; it was hard cheese on  the
poor wretech to send him to s school where he would be among
rich fellows and would feel his poverty so much. I don't
]kjnqwl that one ought to blame him.  But this is veally the

II:I.It,”

“The cad!™

* The sneak I"*

“The Judas!"

*“The rotter!™

“The scoundrel '™

Tt was a roar of condemnation.

Harry Wharton held up his hand for silepce, bunt it was
a full minute before he eould obtain it.

-“Hold hard!"" said Wharton, * Let's hove all the facts
aut before we go for Linley. That certainly iz Linley's
signatura, There was a chap here once who forged a signa-
ture—that fellow Heath. But it's pretty certain there's not
a fellow now at Greviriers who conld do the same so well
a3 this. Admitting ﬂ;:lt. this i1 Linley's fist—""

“That admits the whole show,” gaid Hazeldene, 1 sy

e Linley never signed the paper with his eves shut, did

ef”’

“Hold on! Let's have it all out! Where did this paper
come from? Bolsover can cxplain where he got it

“I don't sea that it'z neeessary,'” said L&igi‘ “The paper
apeaks plainly enough for itself, and that's enough.'

“ Quite enough !’ exclaimed Stott.

“We'd better have the whola story,” said Bulstrode.
“This is a serious matter for Linley. I su ., after this,
no decent chap in the Remove will ever speak to him again.
Where did youget the paper, Bolsover?”

“1 got it from Bunter.”

" (Oh, Bunter!” exclaimed Frank Nugent, in a tone of
relief. . “ That settles it! li's some new dodee of Bunter's
We sll know thet he's ap against Linley.”

“Do wyou think Bunter could forge a signature?' asked

ver.

Nupgent was silent,

The impossibility of Billy Bunter ever reproducing the
delicate caligraphy of Mark Linley was mpparent to all. It
was as much as Bunter could do to write legibly at all.

“The idea’s absurd " said Trevor.

“I think Nugent will admit that Bunter couldn’t do it,™
saud Bolsover, with a grin.

Nugent bit his lip.

* But how did Bunter get the paper™ -asked Wharton.

“ Let's hava the wmbols story,” said Bulstrade,

* There's nothing to hide,” zaid Bolsover. with a defiant
glsnoe at the chums of the Remove. * Bunter told me he
suspected something last night. I don't mean to defend the
way he peots his information. I believe he was listening at
& kevhole. But anyway, hia heard something between Linley
and & fag in the nd Form abowt the match. He knew
that they had a paper signed. At first he thought it was =
Fﬂ:mr signed by the fag, promising o pay Linley the money
or selling the matah; but it turned out to be that Linley
was paid in advance, and signed & poper acknowledging it.
Of :ﬁzrs? tlﬁg fag: qguI&H -truatdhi?ﬂ ~.;I:aphw o Wwa3
ca oI gelling M3 side, &y made him give the recewpi,
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go that they could maka him keep to the bargain. That's
how 1 look at it. Anvhow, hore’s the receipt.’

“¥You said a far,” said Nugenr. *You don't give his
name. IMd Bunder give his name?"™

“Yes, he 4id."

* What name waa it ?™'

“I don’t intend to say. I'm not accusing the fag. There's
nothing to prove it against him but Bunter's wo and tha
word of a chap listening at a keyhole isn't worth much.
I'm not going to ba accused of bringing unfounded accusa-
tions. D'l leave the fag's name out.”

‘; That's all right,” said Bulstrode. *f But this paper?®™

- Bunter handed me this paper today. He had lgok-:ul in
Linley's study for theé paper that was signed, and as it wasn't
there he looked in the fags' querters, and found it. This
turned out to be the papee.’”

“ Where's Bunter?"

“I don't know, and don't eare. This is proved elearly
enough,” said Bolsover savagely. * Even Linley won't hava
the cheek to deny his own signature,”

“We'd better see Bunter,” said Harry Wharton.

“ You can ses Bunter if vou like," enid Bulstrode.
Bunter won't maks any difference, that [ can see,
t> see Linlev.”

“Ves, rather I mid Russell.

“I'm moing to toll him what I think of him,” :aid Tul
strode. ' Wou can go and look for Bunter if you iike. J
don’t care whether Bunter was listening as & kevhole of
listening at a chimney. I know Bunter eouldn't have written
that signature, and I know that Bolsover couldn't have, and
you know it."

“1 Lkonow: but—"

“1f they didn't, wha dil>"

“ Mark Linley " shouied Snoop.

“ Linley ! velled the juniors,

 The cad !

* The outsider 1"

*“The factory robier "'

Harry Wharton and Nugen: walked away. They went In
the direction of the tuclsh ’iP Billy Bunter was most likely
t> be discovered there. e chums of the Remove wevs
worried and downcast. Sirong as their faith in -the Lanca.
shire lad had been, it wag shaken now., They could not doubt
that the hand was Mark Linley's. He could not have signed
the paper without knowing what he was signing.  What could
it mean but that ho was guilt-;;!‘ Yet, in a faint hope of
%m-i'.rering something to Linley’s advantage, they looked for

unter.

But the others were satisfied without further examination.
Tha old suspicion and jealousy of the scholarshin boy, which
lad slumbered se long, awoke with new vigour in many
breasts. But anger, scorn, contempt for the black treachery
wa3 the ﬁ}redammant feeling.

Mark had oiten been sneered at for his poverty, but never
so much despised for it as for this method of relieving it.
The fel betray his side in & maich was too

** Beoing:
I'm zoing:

ellow who could
base for words.

Words, in fact, did nat possezss powor enouph to cxpress
the feelings of the Removites on the subject. They intended
to proceed from words o actions. The whole ¢towd of them
followed Bulstrode into the house.

“It's lucky wo found it out before playing the match,"
Bulstrode said, with & deep breath. * We should never have
suspected Linley, and he would have given them so many
chances they wonkl have scored easily. It's guite easv for a
leading player to lof his side down even o a very weak team,
What an awful cad! Why, ther might even have beatan
us; and, at any rate, thoy’d have scored poals cnough to save
themselves from locking fools. It was worth a sovereign
to them."

“ Faith, and yo'va right 17

“We'll give Linley a lesson," szaid Bulstrode grimly, as ha
led the way up to the Remove passaze. “ We'll rag him, and
wreck the blessed study. Bob Cherry's fold him all about
it by this fime, and he'll be concocting some lie, but——"

“ No need to waste time listening tc:sizia lies,"" said Bolsover.
“ Rag the rotter!”

“Right vou are, Bolsover !V

“1f Bob Cherry takes s pat we'll rap him, too," saaid
Bulstrode, between his taeith. * We'll rap them, and smash
up the blessed study from cnd fo end. 1"t leave a single
thing whale."'

Ic hﬂlt'ﬁlﬁl tl!

“T& will be a l:son to the [actory cad,” said Bulsirods
savamrely.

And the Removires, with vengeful faces, crowded along the
Bemove passage, and reached Na, 13. Bulstrode grasped the
handle QF the door, and throw it vielently open.

The junigrz crowded into the sindy, Their fzces were grim
and savage.

“Collar the cad " exclaimed Bulstrode.

Bob Cherry &pranz forward,

% FRANK RICHARDS,
: Four sopy saniv.



# Hold hard, Bulstrode '™ he exclaimed.

“QOh, rot, Bob Cherryi™ eried several of the jumbors.
“ What's the maiter with yau?"
“ Nothing,” said Bob Cherry.

him just yet, that's all.”

“We'll sea about that, Cherry,” zaid Bolsover.

“* Lat him {::lﬂ:.r well explatn,” said Bulstrode, * Or perhaps
you would like to deo it for him, Cherry " he continued sar-
castically.

Bob Cherry’s eyes Hashed. :

“You're not jolly well all of you crowding on him while
I'm here,’”’ he said.

“Ha, tha, ha
t.hﬂﬂh Cherey clonelied his bands and stood defiantly facing

o,

“Porhaps T had better explain, Bob,’”” began Mark Linley.

“Wo don't want Four explanation,’ said SOVEE.
“We've had it, and we don't think much of it Do we,
'I:!h:?t 5% he concluded, turning to the crowd.

i N

“Let him deny that this s not his writing, Cherry,” said
Bulstrode excitedlv, “Let him deny that 2o did not sign
that paper.”

“T haven's sizned anvthing,”' sald Mark Linley quicily
*The thing is a trick.””

“Rats! Ha, ha, ha, hal”

“Collar Tem, kids!

“¥ou'll be sorry, Belsover,'t said Bob Cherry determinedly,
“though you ave thivres to one.’” ;

“ Took here, Cherry, don’t Do an idiot,” =aid Bulstrade.
“ Taon know as well a3 us that it s Linley’s writing.™

“ The signature iz, but you've not proved that,” rotorted
Bob Cherry. 3

“Oh, rats to passing ! said Beloven, Y We didn't come
here for thai.”

“Really, Boh, if wowll let me explain I can convince
thein,” said Mark Linley.

“We'll not jolly well listen to you,”” said Snoop.

Bob Cherry’s Ip cupled with scorn. I their accusers had
all heen like Bnoop, he knew that he and Mark Lintey would
have had no difficalty in clearving the study.

s E-lllc:rc:.-l-: it fo "ema if they begin, Mark,” said Bob Cherry

TV,

Mark Linley's evea plittered. ITe was not afraid.

“ Wo'll begin all vight, Cheiry,” said Bulstrode.

And e suited the action to the word, ;

“ Flane veu i™ ha exclaimed, as Bob Cherry sont him reel-
tig into the arms of Bolsover.

Russell and Snoop beth rushed at Mark Linley. But the
Tancashjre lad was ready for them. 'They went down ono
after the other under left and right drvives from him., He
and Bob Cherry know that they could net hope t¢ win, but
chey were determined to make things warm before they were
I'_:I-"I.'Ffllfll:,}"ﬁ"["rf'ﬂd.

“[rave him t2 me, Bulstrode,” said Dolsover, steadying
the ceptain of the Remove, and advancing on Bob Chervy.
i 'h‘lr’t:s‘lil) soon put this right.”

But the hully did not find it as rasy a3 he had c-:-r}l'.n:cwﬂ.
Bulstrode was quite willing that Bolsover should tackle Bob
(lwrry.  After a preliminary stumble over Sncop and
Russell, he rushed at Mark Linles. The Lancashire lad
vountered like lightning, and Bulstrode went spinning right
hetween Bolsover and Bob Cherry. He howled 23 he received
two fearful knocks on each side of his face at the same time.

“Into 'em, Marky ' velled Bob Cherry.

And the two chums, making a determined rush at their
adversaries, bundled the “champiens” over. But dheir
suceess was only momentary,  Sroop, Russell, and Ogilvy
woke up, as it were.

ed by Bolsover and Bulstrode, they crowded en to tho
¢hume, and in a moment they wero securely held.  Bob
Cherry even then made a manful effort to free himself. But
it was no use. He had to' consols himeelf with the thought
that he had considerably ﬁniargied Bnoop’s nose,

“ Vank ‘em here !” ericd Bulstrede, indicating the contre
of the room.

“YWou eade !’ ericd Bob Cherre,

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Tio them unl"’
hegrars "

“go will we, later on,” said Bob Cherry defiantly,

“Ha, ha, hal’

Several of the juniors ran to feich covds, and Mark Linle
and Bob C]u:ru'ﬁ were securely bound back to back. Hands
snd legs were firmly secured.

““ Now,"” =aid Bulstrede, surveving the work with salie-
faption, "*we're going to shew you what 1t means for any
follow who signs pepers like that, Linley.”

And tha raidera procesded 10 make “hay™™ in Linley’s
seddy.  Bolsover discovered wonderful destructive powers.
The [ellows were :simpl?.r amazed at the way he smashcd
things, They had not hoped for anything =0 good when
they joined Bulstrode in this matier.

“Ton't leave o giddy thing whole I'"* said Dulstrode. " The
robter must be tascht a lesson.”

" Bolsover grinned. Tables, chairs, ornaments were roti-
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lessly smashed. Books were thrown about and trempled on.
In five minutcs the study was a wreek.

“That'll do!"” said Bulstrode, after a while.

And, leaving Bob Cherry and Mark Linley tied back to
back in the middle of the room, they went out of the study,
Bolsover turned in the rway. He was the last to zo,
and he had o last taunt to hurl at his rival,

““1 think that finishes you, you factory cad!” he cxelatmed.
“1 don't think even Wharton will speak to you after this.
If you've a rag of decency left, you'll get out of the schook
You'll jolly well be sent to Coventry while you sfay here,
I know that, You robten, unzpeakable ead!™

_And Bolsover followed the rest, slamming the door alter
him, Bolsover's heavy footsteps died away down the passage.
Boh Cherry and Mark Linley struglgled to their feet. They
stond back to back, beund and helpless, in the midst of thor
wrlﬁ”kznd study. -

M.-m- hat !"" gasped Baob Cherry.
Dutch, as Fishy says. g{I}f waord 1™

Mark Linloy was silent.

“ Marky, old man 4

£ TE'E-, oh "

“J know vou never signed that paﬁer-"

“T am innocent of what they think, Bob, and I think I
conld have explained if they wounld have listened, It was
s plot; but I shall not take the trouble to explain now.
Let them have their waﬁ.” said Mark, setting his teeth.
“ Vo ser, Bob, T was vight after all; I have played my last
match for Grexfrars”™

“This heats tha

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Wages of Sin,

o AM-TARTSE " said Dilly Bunter.
Mre, Mimble frowned. The tinkle of the shop-kell
had brought hey out of her littla parleur, but she did
not give Billy Buntor the genial smile she generally
bestowed upon a customer. She frowned instead.  Billy
Bunter's adventure under the counter was still fresh in her
mind, and she had not the slightest belief that the fat junioz
had any money to spend. She ex & new attempt to
prove to her, by eloquent explanation, that modern busime:s
wa3 built up on a system of eredit, and the most business-
likke thing for her to do was to give Bunter unlimited * tick
on tha faith of an apocryphal postal-order,

“ And ginger-beer!” said Bunter.

Mre. Mimble's fat fnger pointed to the door

“ (3o oul at once, Masier Bunter!”

Bunter blinked at ber in astonishmenk

“ Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble—" .

“ (o awav! You are a bad boy ! said Mrs. Mimble
angrily. . You aro dishonest, and you would take some-
thing as soon as my back was turned, drut youl”

“T hope vou don't think that I've coms here to ask for
credit,’” said Billy Bunter, with & great deal of digmiiy.
7 trust I am mot in the habit of asking favours of social
inferiors, Mis., Mimble. I would as socm ask s factory cad
ke Linley for a loan. I have plenty of money.”

“t Nonsense !

“I've had a postal-ovder—- .

“ Tion’t talk such nonsense to me. Master Bunter. Oh—

Mrs. Mimble broke off at the sight of a golden soveregn,
as Bunter laid it imipressively on the counter. ]

i Tapitarts and ginger-beer, please!” said Bunter loftily.

“0Oh! I-1 hope you came by that money honestly, Master
Bunter.”

“Oh, veally, Mrs. Mimble—"" i )

The good Jady picked up the soversign, and rang it on the
connter, She seemed to have = lingering suspicion that
Bunter might have mada it himself,” But the sovereign was
a good one, and Mrs, Mimble put it into the till.

# How many tarts, Mastor Bunteri” she asked, with much
politeness, and a gleam in her eye which mi%ht have alarmed
Bunter if he had not been teo aﬂrt-sighted o see ib.

““Oh, o dozen to begin with—{wopenny ones,” said Bunter,

And ginger-beert”

“ Bix bottles,"

“ Very well, Master Bunter.™

Mrs. Mimble pushed the ginger-beer and the tarts acvoss
the counter, and then counted out the change. She handed
Billy Bunter three shillings. ]

Tl:"m fat junior ceased eating tarts for a moment to biink
in sstomshiment at the small amount of change.

“ Fourteen and six mors, Mre, Mimble,” he said

Mra. Mimble's jaw set squarely.

“¥ou owe me fourteen and six, Master Bunter,” she said,
very firmly.

Bunter's jaw dropped.

** (0h, really, Mys. Mimble—"""

“Yoau promised to pay mie out of your postal-order,” said

“GEM” TRIS WEEK!
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Mrs, ‘Mimble, ¥ There iz your change. Master Bunter.
Fourteen-and-six for the old agceount, two shillings for the
tarts, and sixpence for the ginger-beer—that is seventeen
chillings—three shillings change out of a sovereign, Master
Bunteér,™ _

“Oh! Oh, really——"

“Can I get {ml anything clse, Master Bunter?? asked
Mrs. Mimble politely.

“¥ou can get me my change!” reaved Dunter, almost
choking over a mouthful of jam, in his wrath and dismay.

“There is your change, Master Bunter.”

“I'm going to zettle the account out of ancther postal-
oriler—this one ian’t the one I was referring to, you see—-~"

*This one is good enough for me, thank you," said Mrs:
Mimble blandly. '

S ¥ As g matter of fact, this wamn't a tal-order at all; it

was a—a loan from a friend,” said Bunter. ** Look here,
give me my change. When my postal-order comes I'll settle
up as I agreed.”

* You have settled up, Master Bunter.””

The fat junior glareér wrathfully. But it was pretiy clear
that wild horses would not drag the fourtecn shillings and
sivpence oup of Mrs. DMimble's till.  Bunter had wild
thoughts of complaining to the Head; but cectainly the
Head would have ordered him to pay his account at the
tuckshop instantly.  There was no redress, and the Owl of
the Remove had to swaliow Ivis wrath along with the jam-
tarts.

“T'll have some more tartz” he said sulkile. I think
you might give me one in in o shillingsworth.”

At which Mes. Mimble shook her head.  Mrz. Mimble
rmight not be o business woman from Billy Bunter's point of
view, but from her own she knew liow to look after lhev little
business. The fat junior sulkily devoured tavtz, and he was
{Et_tl_llg‘ towards the end of the supply when Wharton and
Nugent came into the tughkshop.

Bunter blinked round at them with a jammy smile.

“ Isay, yvou fellows, if vou'd like a tavt betweon you, you're
guite weleome.’

Y Thanks, no,” aaid Wharton,
pleasure of a little talk with vou.
vout’ :
Y Master Bunter has paild op his account,’ said Mus.
Mimble, with o satirical smile.

“Oh!” ejaculated Wharton,

nEp

pose !

* Fourteen gnd six,” said Bunter loftily., *° Rather a large
rum to part with 'at once, but Ud promised Mra. Mimble to
settle up a9 soon &% I had my posial-order, and I'm a fellow
of my word, and I've done it.’

Y80 you've had a postal-order™™

" (Oh, yes !

“Whean did 4t come?' asked Nugent, “ Nob by the last
post, because I was thera when the postmon came. " And not
earlvy this morning, becavse I hLeard you grumbling about
not getting a letter.”

*Oh, really, Nugent——"

“¥ou'd better explain where vou got 1hat money from.”

Mre. Mimble looked distressed,

“Oh, dear!"” she exclavmed. "1 have it lhere, Master
Nugent, if Master Bunter has stolen it 1 konow he is dis-
honest onough.”

(O, really—"'

“You'd better explain, Bunter,”

Billy Bunter gave an angry snort.

:;As & matter of fact, it was a loan fvom s fviend,” he
gua0.

“You said it was a8 postal-ovdes™

“That was only a—a—a figure of speech.™

“0h.”" said Wharton. “ And what friend lent yvou sa much
money? Fourteen-and-gix, bosides what youn've spent in
puzzhing.”

“(h, really. Wharton——-"

MIt was a sovereign, young pgentlemen,”
Mimble,

“ Who gave vou a guid, Bunbé?"

“I decline to say. 1t's uo business of yours,” said Bunter,
bolting his last tart in a great hurry, as if in fear that it
might be taken away. *°1 decline to make yvou sequainted
with my private affairs, Wharton.”

“Do vou?” said Wharton grimly.  * Then you'll como
te Mr. Quelch, and explain how that zov. came into your
possession.”

 Tk—it was a loan?!"

“Don't tell erammers. MNobodr who knows you would
lend you a sovereign, If anybody did he wouldn't mind ad-
mitting it. Who was it? If vou didn’t steal that sovereign,
where did you get it?

“ Bolsover lent it to me, in advance on my postal-order,’
said Bunter defiantly.

1 thought ao ™
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':,-Dh, really, Nugent, I don't see whg von should think
* gpid Nugent. ' Bolsover pave

“I’s plain Enuu%h now,’ 1
or helping him- to make up a pack 6f lics

vour that sovereign
about Linley."

** Oh, I'ﬂﬂ{l:l-" 2

“ Now,” said Wharton, dropping his hand heavily upon
Bunter’s shoulder. ‘' Bolsover has produced a paper that he
says you gave him, signed by Mark Lipley. It's supposed
lo be a receipt given by Linley for a sovereign paid him to
loss the footer match this afternoon.  Bolsover saya you
found that paper in the Second Form-room."”

“Bo I id!" prowled Bunter,

“Where did you find 3"

“It was in a locker.”

“Whose locker?”

*“ Nugent miner’s,”™ said Bunter desperately.

“Then Nugent minor gave that sov. to Linley io lose the
matel '

“ Yo-os!

* Bolsover says you heard a fag falking it over with
Linley. Was that fap Nugenl minori"

“ Ye-es”’

Frank Nugent’s face was ved with rage, and hia hands were
clenched. It was all that he could do to keep them off the
person of Billy Buantor:

“You don't believe thiz, Wherton?' he oxelaimed. ** You
don't believe that my minor weuld do such a rotten thing,
cven if Linley would consent.” '

Wharton shook his head.

“OE course T don't,” he said. YIf Bunter had said thag
his own minor, Bammiy, had done it, I might have believed
ik, I kmow Ihicky wouldn™t do it. Ile's heen cocky about
the match. but he would kick any chap who suggosted this
Eir}dhni thing to lum. Bunter has been Iving from start to

nish.*'

“T say, vou know—""

 Come on, Banter.”™

“I—I—where 1" parped Buouber, attempling to exteael his
fat shouder from Harrv Wharton's hard grip.

S Youw're going to rvepeat whal youw've just said, beiore
Xurent minor,” satd Wharton,

=TT really—""

“Enough said; come on!” Wharton mmrchod the fag
junior put of the tuckshop, in spite of his Faspine cxpostuld-
tions, " Frank, will yvou find your mingr? - We will ace
‘whother Bunter dares to repeat this before him.”

“ Right-ho!" said Frank Nugent.

“I—I—say """ stommered DBunter.

" Come on, you cad!”

And Bunter was marched off at a apeed which left him only
breath enough to gasp.

-, —

THE SEYENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Shown Up.

ULSTRODE & Co. came swarming downstairs, grinning
B gleefully. They had punished Mark Linley for his sup-
sod treachery, and Bob Cherry for having stood by

m against the Form. ;

Bolsover looked the most satisfied of all. He was already
sure of his place in the team again, one of the backs having
been T'Tl(ﬁ'l'i.‘{{ to make rcom for him. Bulstrode had already
told him so. T was only just, after his great serviee in dis.
covering and exposing the intended false dealing. The
Removites came crowding out inio the Close, jusi as Wharton
came up with Bunter in his grasp.

“"Hold hard, you fellows!” Harry exulained.
asking Bunter questions.'’

“h, blow your questions!”
matter's over and done with now.
his rotten tricks, and dropped him.

Wharton knitted his brows.

“You'll ba sorry for regging Linley when you lnow the
facts " he exclaimed.

“Oh, rol!"

“Fair play!™ exclaimed Jolin Bull. “ Hang it all, vou
might take the trouble to lizlen to the other side. What has
Bunter zot ta sayv?”

“Tazten to him, by all means” said Bolsover, with o

“I've Dbeen

zaid Bulstrode. * The
We'vos vagped Linkey for
It’s all- sstiled.”

snecr. * He will bear out all P've said, T koow that.”

- Not without anollier govereizn, perhaps,” said Whackon
bitteriy.

Bolsover starbed.

“1h? What's that about 1 szoversign®’ exclaimed

Bulstrode sharply.
* Ask Bolzover whether he has given Bunter a zovercign
to-day 7
There was a murmur in the crowd of Hemovites, and every
cye was burned npon the bully, He flushed zcarlet, :
{Continwed on page 343
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“Havo vou given Bunter a sovergign, Bolsover? asked
John Bull.

“¥es, I have,” said Bolsover deBantly. * What about it?
He said he knew where that paper was, and he wouldn't
look for it unless I made it worth hie while. That's why I
gave him the sovereign—to get al the truth.”

"“Not to bribe him to tell lies?” asked Tom Browa.

“No!™ suid Bolsover fiercely.

“1 don’t sce that it alters matters at all,” said Bulstrode.
" The matter rests oh that paper, signed by Linley. MNobody
will believe that Bunter could have forged Linley's name 1f
he had wanted to. It doesn’t make any difference.”

* Here's Dicky 1"

Frank Nugent came u .. Nugent minor, very red and
excited, was with him. Dicky Nugent made a straight line

for Bunter, and the Owl of the Rem il
behind Bolsover. TYSIPISRRLY. Honged

“* I==I say, you fellowg——""'

Bulstrode dragged the oxcited fag back,

* Order " he said sharpiy.

“Let me get at” him!" shrieked Dicki: Nugent. *I'I
smash him! He saya I've bLribed a chap to sell a match!
'l squash him! I'll pulverise the horrid toad!”

* Cheese i, Dicky——""

“I won't cheesa it! I'll smash him! Let him stand up
to me!” roared Dicky, *“He's twico as big as I am, and

he can tzke his glasses off ! Let him come oub from behind
Bolsover "

Dicky Nugent's indignation was too genuine ta be mis-
taken. The most sceptical of the Removites could not doubt
Eh;il:, zo far ns Dicky was concerned, Bunter’s story must be
A3,

e Q-.m:t,l kid ' said Wharton, * ¥ou can punch him after-
WAT ;i

:‘ Ow! Oh, 1eally. Wharton—-=" -

“ Bhut up, Bunter! We've got to get at the facts now.”
raid Harry. * ¥ou deny, of course, that vou made any
srrangement with Linley about the matchi"

Dicky snorted contemptuously.

* Linley would have kicked me out of his study, and
me jolly well rﬂ*ht, if I bed breathed a word E‘il;uﬂz m::ﬁv:
thing to him 1" he said.

“Very well,” said Harry. ““ Now, Bunter, you said that

you heard Linley and Nugent minor talking it over. Wh
did you hear them?"’ ] g 1t over ere

* In—in Linley's study.*

““ At what time?"

“I—] don't remember."”
. “¥ou'd better remember sharp!™ said Wharton.
it in tho morning ¥'*

L4 H_ I'l:}.“

**In the afternoon®™

* N-no."

“In the evening, then?

*“Ye-ps.” stammered Bunter despecately.
“* At what time?’ b .

“'T don't remember.” :
:j Where were you in the evening, Dicky?”
“Gatty and Myers were with me the whole time, and T

L1 waﬂ

pever went into the Remove passage at all,” said Dhicky

Nugent, promptly. - “I spent part of the time in the Third
Form-room, as Tubb and Dobbs and a lot more will prove.
Thén I was at prep. with our Form-master., and after that
we had some footer practice with an old ball in the passige.
Ask any of the fellows—they'll tell you that I couldn't have
gone to see Linley without some of them knowing it."

“1 dare say they're all in the game,” sneered Bolsover.
-~ You've no_right to say that,”” said Wharton guietly.
“ Now, asbout Linley. If he was talking to Nugent minor
in his sludy in the eveniog, when was it7 A lot of us went
o sce him about playing in the match, and Dicky certainly
Jvasn’'t there. After that, Bob Cherry stayed with him to
do his prep., and he wasn't alore. Tt was about eight when
we wend there, Bulstrode?”

Bulstrode nodded, -

“8o this imaginary conversation about selling the mateh
must have taken Blace befors eight—"" i
" We're taken in prep ak half-past seven. and T was in my
Form-room,”’ howled Digky Nugent, “and a2 dozen fellows

can prove where I was up to evening prep. I never went
near Lanley's study.™ & prep

“I think that makes it clear—""

"I say, you fellows, I—I'm not sure that it was Nugent
minor talking to Linley in his study,’ Bunter stammered.
*I=1 heard voices, that's all—T didn't seo him. I wouldn't
swear bo Nugent minor's voice.'”

“.That's reasonable enough,”” snid Bolsover.

“Climbing down, are you, you fat cad?’ said Dicky

Tue Magwer Ligrary.—197,
A Grend New School Tale

Maxt Tuesday :

" obhers,

“THE STOLEN CUP!”

Nugent. ** But what about finding the paper in my locker in
the Sccond Form-room, ch?"

Bunler started. He had forgotten for & moment the useful
old adage about the good memories that are essential for
liars, '

“He says he got the paper trom my locker,” said Dicky,
glowering at the fat junior. *"I've got the key of my locker
m my et, and 1 always keep it there. How did open
the locker, then! Go and look at it, and see if the lock's
broken. It jolly well isn't! How did he get at the inside
of the locker, Eﬂ".“"

“ Bxplain that, Bunter ! said Bulstrode sharply,

# T—]—I—that was a mistake!” stammered Bunter, * [—
T meant I was going to look in Wugent minor’s locker when
I found the oy on—on the Aoor, lying beside the Jodker,
vou know, ﬂ? supposed that Nugent minor -had dropped it
there when he was—was going to put it in the locker for
safety, vou know.”

“Well, if that doesn't take the cake!” exclaimed Wharton,
it amazement. * He tells a different story every minute, I
suppose you fellows can zec now that he iz lying ¥’

““He's lying right enough,” said Bulstrede. * But the
paper—here it is. Wherever Bunter found it, here it i3, and
1k II1:|rl:n-'e"3f-'—" :

‘It proves that Bunte: made up the whole story,” said
Wharton. *He did it to get money out of Dolsover for
slandeving Mark."

“ Yes, rather ! said Nugent.

Wharton laughed scornfully.

“ You've ragged Linles without giving him a chance to
exonlain®™' he exclaimed.

y “Well, it seemed clear enough, and we expected only
iog——"

“ Let's hear what he has to saz.”

“ Oh, all right!” .

The crowd of Romovites, intensely excited now, trooped
indoors. The bell for dinner had begun to rimg, but in the
excitement no one noticed it. Billy Bunter made an attempt
to slip away, but Wharion's prip closed like iron on his
shoulder, and he was marched up to the Remove passage,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
~ The Last Match.

OB CHERRY was scarlet and panting with the effocts

to break lnose, and with the rage that boiled in his

- breast. Back to back, the chums of Study No. 13

, skood as the raggers had left them—thoy had not been

able to free themselves. Thev ceased their efforta as thers

was & trampling of many feet in the passage, and the door

waz thrown open, and the juniors crowded in. Bob Cherry
gave them a furious look. ~

“¥You confounded rotters——"" ha roared.

Wharten turned towards him with an angry exclamation,

“I didn’t know this was going on, Bob!" he exclaimed.

* Let me logse !

* Right-ho!" :

Wharton's knife soon severed the cord, and Bob Cherry
and Mark Linley were free, The Lancashire lad was very
cool and steady, but lius chum was raging. Wharton had to
hold Bob Cherry back from rushing upon the raggers.

* Hold on, Bob ! he said. ' * We've been trying to get at
the truth of this matter. It all rests on a yarn of Bunter's,
and we've proved that he was lying—"'

Y 0h, really, Wharton—"~

“ Hold your tongue, Bunter! We've proved plainly encugh
that Bunter was lyinz, bot we can’t get over the paper. Ik
lonks like Linley's signature—"" 3 .

*“1t is my signature ! said Mark Linley quietly.

“ He admits 161" shouted Bolsover.

“1 admit the signature.”

Wharton was a little taken aback.

“ Well, then, if it's his signature, that settles it," said
Bulsirode. **I don't care how Bunter came by the paper.
Ho can’t help lying—he's built that way. But there's the
paper right enough, and Linley admits signing it—"

“71 don’t admit that™

“But you just said—"

YT said that the signature was mine, and so it is. I wrote
my name on that sheet of paper, and I suppose Bunter found
it. Someone else filled in the paper above the signature
with what 15 wrnitten thers—DBunter most likely.”

* Oh, really, Linley ' Bunter muttered feehlg.

“ What on earth did vou write your namo on & blagk shect
of paper for?”’ demanded Bulstrode.

The Lancashire lad smiled faintly.

“It wasn't exactly like that. The paper has just been
round to be signed by all the chaps who are entering for the
Noble prize, and I had to sign my name along with the
Az the paper goes before tho Head, I was a little
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more careful than usual about my signature. I dashed off
my hiame on a sheet of exéreize paper first, merely to sea
thal the pen was quiie in order—"’

“ My hat!" said Bulstrode, with o stert. *1 did exactly
the samé thing myself ! There's a bit of paper with my name
on it crumpled up in my waste-paper basket now unless it's
been cleared away.”

Mark smiled again.

“1 signed tha Head's paper; and Courtney took it away,”
he said. *' The piecs I had dashed off a line on lay on my
table till I noticed it, and then I crumpled it up and threw
it away. I suppose Bunter may have seen it. Now I come
to think of i§, 1¥ was at that time that he cama into my study
and tried to borrow some money, and went sway oifended
because I would not give him any.”

“0Oh, really, Linley—-":

“The paper has been crumpled, too,” said Bulstrode,
taking it from his pocket. ''I notice that now. And—and
the name ig written across the middle, just where it wouid be

if it hed happened as Linley says, The other writing is all’

on the top half, I—I say, it looks as if we've been a bit
hasty.””

The other fellows thought the same. Their faces wore

decidedly sheepish expressions. Even Bolsover understood -

that Linley's explanation demolished the claborate net in
which he had been caught. Bunter had deceived him—or,
rather, hie had deceived himself in hia cager desive to ba
rovenged upon the Lancashire lad.

“ Linley's innocent!™ eaid Bulstrode between his teeth.
"“ That's plain enough now. We've been taken in. The cad
mirht have worked this varn up against me quite as easily
rs against Linley. Shove him on the table!™

“h! Ow!”

" Hand me that ericket-stump, Russell.™

“What-ho! Here you are !

"Ow! Help! Yow!"

“ Hold him acroza the table™

“Yarooh! Help!”

Billy Bunter was gtretelied across the table, and held down
by strong hands. He writhed and yelled in aniicipation.
Bulstrode grasped the stump.

“ You dirty, mean, little, fat bounder!” said Bulstrode,
punctuating his sentence at every word with a swipse oi the
cricket-stump, which made the dust rise from Bunier's
trousers, and brought s wild yell Irom his lips. “ You
--mean—rotten—cad ! You—are—as—bad—as—a—forger I”

Thwack, thwack, thwaek ! kept time with the remarks, a
whacl at every word.

“Yow, yow, yow [

Bunter's yells kept time with the whaels.

“You—ought—to—he—exnelled I progeeded Bulstrode, in
the emme eystem. * But—you're—going—to—have—a—g
—licking—anyway "’

“Yarooh! Help! Fira! Murder!”

Bulstrode laid 1t on with the cricket-stump #ll his arm
was tired. Then he desisted, and Billy Bunter was suffered
to roll off the table, groaning with anguish,

Buletrode tossed the stump away.

“Ow, ow, oww! Groo! I—— Yowl"”

Y et out I roared Bulstrode.

And Billy Bunter got cut.

Bulstrode turned rather awkwardly to Mark Lialey.

“1'm sorry,” he said. 1 know we'we been hasty, and
dene you wrong. 1 own up, for one. I'm sorry !”

* Borry 1" came & general chorue,

Mark Linley smiled bitterly.

" Sorry--till the next time!" he exclaimed. “I don't
hear any malice, and T'mi glad you're satisfied that I'm
innocent,  Bub youn are too ready to suspect me, and I
intend lo keep out of the reach of suspicion after this. I've
iaved my last match [or the Remove,”

Bulstrode uttered an exclamation.

" Yaou'll play to-day ¥

* Look hete——"' hegan Bolsover.

' Oh, shut up " said a dozen voices prompily.

. And Bolsover, after an angry stare round, put his hands
e his pockets, and tramped sullenly out of the study. He
would not tell Mark Linley that he was sorry. He was not
sarry—or sorry only that Bunter's wicked accusation had
broken down.

" You'll play in_the match this afternoon?” said Bul-
itrode. * You've given e your word, Linley."”

Mark flushed.

“You've dropped me since then—"

“ll'“hcrfd you to it; you must play. Besides, wo¢ went
yote !

“ Play, old chap ! said Harry Wharton.

Mark nodded his head 'i'-’eariﬁr.-'.

" Very well, if you want me I'll play, but it will be for the
lz<t time,” he sarl  **I've mado up my mind about that,”

“ 1 bope not,” enid Dulstrode,

Mark made no repiy.

_Fhe shouting voice of a prefect had been audille for some
rilie in the passage. It announced that the juniors wers
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long late for dinner. They crowded down to the dining-
hn.nlﬁ and were rewarded with fifty lines each from Me.
Quelch for being & quarter of an hour late,

After dinner all thoughts were given to the fags’ match,
which was to begin at half-past two. When the footballers
went down to the ground, Mark Linley walked down quietly
with them, his face very pale and set.

Mark meant to keep his word—to play for the Remove in
that match, and to play his hardest. DBut that would be
the finish. The readiness with which the juniors had sus-
pected him of baseness, the haste with which they had found
hint guilty, without giving him & chance of proving his
innocence, hnd wounded the Lancashire lad bitterly. The
iron seemed to have entered into his soul at last. 1le did
not bear malice; but he could not {orget, theugh he could
forgive. ]

Dicky Nugent & Co. came upon the field, and quite a
crowd gathered round to eee the remarkable match. Coker
of the Fifth had condescended to referee, and he grinned as
the teams lined up. The fags had brought out their best
rrien, but they were very much overtapped by the Remove
players. .

Even Dicky Nugent's hopes were slight. If Mark Linley
had bheen left out, and Bolsover had been Elayc-d. the fags
might have had a chance, at least, of breaking their duck.
As 1t was, they had none—or very litile.

But Dicky Nugent meant to do his best. .

He exhorted his followers to pley up, and they Jdid—as
well ag they could.

But from the kick-off they were overpowered.

The Remove forwards hed the ball all the time, and they
brought it up to the goal in spite of the strongest defence
the fags mufd bring to bear., Mark Linley simply walked
through the fags' defence, and put the ball in before the
ga.me%-md been poing five minutes, )

“ Play up, for goodnese’ sake ! exclaimed Dicky Nugent,
as the sides lined up apain, the Remove all grinming.

“0Oh, rats!"” retorted Gaity croesly, ** You've got us mto
& precious bole with your swank !

* Bhut up ”*

“ Br-c-r-r-r 1" .

Mark Linley scored the second goal im two minutes.
Three minutes later Harry Wharkon put it 1mn; and tken
came Bulstrode's turn. The halvee scored very nearly as
many goals as the forwards, and even the backs clsimed
one apiece. Indeed, Hazeldene was tempted to come out of
the Remove citadel and secore one himself,

Tlhe spectators round the Beld roared with laughter.

The effarts of the fags were heroic, but unavailing. They
did not have a look-in. In the first half the Remove total
amouoted to nineteen goals to . mik Tiﬁ had kicked gosals
all the time, and %8 many as they want

In the second half the Remove players took the game
humorously. They played with their hands 1n therr Jaoﬁ'ﬁt&
andd did cake-walke down the field after the ball, and played
all sorts of fantastic tricks that made the spectators yell with
merriment, but gave the fage no chance fo get thrﬂulﬁ:ﬁi. By
the time Coker, chokine with laughter, calmed himself
sufficiently to blow the whistle for the finish, the Remeove
score was twenty-five goals, and it might have been fifty if
they had chosen.

Phip! The whistle rang out, and the play etopped. The
fags, who had been almost run off their legs, stood about,
zasping. The Remove, as fresh as paint, marched off the
field, roaring with lauchter,

“Well, my only Aunt Janetta !" anid Nugent minor. “I
—1T think we've been licked, after all ™

““Ha, ha, hal"

“You aes!” roared Gatty, shaking his fist in Nugent
minor’'s dismaved face. * You champion, first-chop, double-
action ass! You—you are nine kinds of a chump 1"

“ Ass I

“ Fathead '

“¥ah "

And having thus elegantly expressed their opinion of the
leader who had led them to their Waterloo, the fage tramped
off. A roar of laughter followed them. Even Mark Linley
was laughing; he could not help it. Twenty-five goals to
nil wne & score that brought irresistible smiles to the
pravest foces; and the Lanceshire lad enjoyed a hearty
lavgh over the resull of his last match.

+

THE EXD.

{Noxt Tuesday's grand, long, compleils tale of
Harry Wharton & Co.; by Frank Richards, Is entitied
“ FHE STOLEN CUP." Pleage ORDER your copy of
“Tha Magnet'" Library well IN ADVANCE, FPrice
One Penny.)

READ THE DOUBLE-LENGTH TOM MERRY STORY IN THE “GEM” THIS WEEK ]
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‘“‘Beyond the
Eternal lce!”

A Thrilling Story of the
Amazing Adventures of
Férrers Lord, Millionaire,
Ching-Lung, and Rupert
Thurston.

BY

SIDNEY DREW.
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The milllonalre tugged at the ropes and the two flags i Aror

side by side, '‘Three timas threa for Ferrers Lord!"” shouted Ohing- 3 & X
nl?ilt.n'm:dn Hurrah!” "And & salute!" QOrashl The gn"ﬁ?;ﬂf sy i

" Hurrah !

Lord of 'l:hﬁ Daep fired their Hfles into the alr. (See page 25.)

-

iy

LY i

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

When Professor Huglex, the renowned American scientist,
startles the world by announcing that he is off to find the
North Polo in his wonderful air-craft, the Cloud i'.'iin%:1 there
is only orie man who dares to enter the lists against him on
behalt of Great Britain, and that man 13 Ferrers Lord, the
famous millignaire and inventor. Lord pits his wonderful
submarine, the Lord of the Deep, against the Cloud Kin
in the most amazing race the world has ever seen; the goa
is the North Pole, and the prize a million pounds!

The preliminaries are soon settled, a judge is appeointed to
accompany each of the ecompetitors, and the great race
COMINGNCAs.

With Ferrers Lord are Ching-Lung, Rupert Thurston, and
Gan-Waga, an Eskimo, while Hugley is sccompanied by
Paraira, o Cuban, and Estebian Gacchio, a huge negro. Theze
latter soom show themselves in their true colours, and the
Cloud King no sconer reaches the region of ice than Hugley,
and such of the craw s are loyal to him, are murdered, and
Paraira and Gaechio assume control of the airship.

Ferrers Lord discovers an underground passage which he
believes leads to the Pole. The Lord of the Doep makes her
way through this tunnel, and at length emerges into daylight.
Cries of astonishment escape the lips of the crew ar the sight
that meeta thelr gaze.

(Now go on with the atory.)

The MacreT LiBRARY. —197.

How the Travellers Entered the Wonderlul City of Shazana

—A Right Royal Welcome—Brltanala Wias,

1t was fairyland indeed. The Mediterranean never looked
so blue. The Isles of Fiji, earthly paradise though they
are, never looked so Leautiful, and the twittering of Lirds
made thoe air musical,

It was a city without smoke and without chimneys, They

feasted their eves upon it in silence.
“ Wonder of wonders!” said Ferreras Lord dreamily.
“ There lies the sceret of our metal jar, Ching-Lung—thao
City of the Four Suns,. We have come from the hidden
lands. How will they welcome us?”

Van Witter was out of his invalid-chair. Churning slowly
onward, the Lord of the Deep neared the island. A blue
expanse of water, flanked by quays of white stone, led the
u.t'a:r into the city. Ferrvers Larﬂ, raised his rifle and fired two
shois,

The quick reports startled the city into life.
long white robes came running towards the quays, shouting
and gesticulating. Through his glasses the millionaire
could see they were armed with spears, bows, and battleaxes,
He ubttered a sharp command, and Maddock blew his
whistle,

The submarine was slowed down, and the ecrew, with
bavonets fixed, fell into their places. A maxim was run forward.

Poople in

READ THE DOUBLE-LENGTH TOM MERRY STORY IN THE “GEM” THIS WEEK]



They saw the atmred cltizens, their "bows strupmg im readi
ness,

“ Waal,” drawled Van Witter, “it doesn't look as if they
were poing to love us like hrothoers, does it?"
tot Wt much,”” sald ﬂhin)g;-I.-ung. ' That metal jar secmed
a bit of a fraud, old chap.’

t Fervdra Lord réversed the screws.

“ They take us for foes,” he said, “az is only natural.
Up with the white flag, Prout!" :

'The fag shot op to the track. ' They waited to see the
cepilt.  Suddenly e long galley, with an esggle for a Bgure-
head, moved over the water, propelled by & dozen long
sWegns.

FE?:ET! Lord stepped forward, &nd stood at the prow of
his- vessel. The galley came nearer. An old man, with
flowing white beard, rose and lifted his hands above his
head, The millienaire imitated the gesture.

. “Bring the jar, Chingl” he cried. 1 don't suppose I
shall. be able to understand the language, but the jar may
explain why we have come.””

The boat halted within pistol-shok, its cccupants seeming
afraid to come any nedrer: Ferrers Lord beckoned them.
He took the jar, and poized it for a throw. .

%] think gou had better do this, Ching,” sxid Ferrers
Lord. ™ You will get it closer than I can.”

“All right, old chap!”

It was an underhand throw, so perfectly measured and
cleverly delivered that the jar struck the water right under
the "swoeps.

“* Brave, Ching!" sghouted Thurston. * You'd break all
records for putting the weight. It was neat!”

They saw the old mao drag the jar from the water. He
looked 4t it and gave a shout, which the varsmen took up.
The crowd on shore answered it again and agajn. Then the
galley shot forward, and the old man mounted the ladder.

SEmiling, Ferrers Lord advanced to meet him.

! Welcome ["' he said. ] L

The old man knelt before him, muttering in an unknown
tongue. Other galleys, filled with cheering people, swept
down the waterways and surrounded the Lord of the Decp.
Silken banners waved, trumpets blhred, and handfuls of
soented fowers were flung over the submarine’s deck.

Pressing both hands over his heart, the ¢ld man jabbered
and chattered.

“Can you make anything of it?' asked Ching-Lung.

A word here and there only,” drawled the millionaire.
“It is hike s mixture of Banscrit; and Eskimo. ‘ Fanlish'
means eity, I koow, and *zedi’ o king. His drift - is that
the king invitez us to his city, Shazana. What about our
jar now, princed’’

* Wonderful, old chap! Do you intend to accept the in-
vitation of the gentleman with the whiskers?"

“To be sure. Why not?’ He looked at the old man, and
pointed to the city., " Bhazana?' he asked.

The Emyh&ard nodded.

“And zedi?™

* Vathmoor.”

*We are getting or splendidly,
# The city iz Shazana, and its kin athmoor. That i
not a bad start. Halle, Ching! You've frightened him 1™

Ching-Lung had lighted a ocigarette, and the sight of
the blue smolke pulling from the prince’s nostrils made the
old man stare with horror. The millionaire’s smiling -face
reassured him that Ching-Lung was not on fire inside.

The galleys, with their white-robed passengers, had
formed in a girele. They stared in wander at the strangoers
and their vessel. They were & handzome, fair-haired race,
though few of them were more than five feet six in height.
They wore & profusion of bangles on their wrists, and ecach
carried & qiziver at his lup and & bow over his shoulder.

“'Not & bad-looking lot,” drawled Van Witter. ** They
vemind me of the old Vikings on a small scale. But the
haven't got the girth and muzcle of those old swpa.dogs
feel just as if T was going to wake up and find it & dream.
Mo, don't pinch me, Thurston. By Jove, look at the fags
going up!™ :

*They mean to give us a rovsing time, it scems !" laughed
Rumnert. ¥

The serows began to churn, and, accompanied by ifs
retinue of galleys, tha Lord of the Deep made her way
triumphantly up the channel

Heyond the guays, nestling among luxurious gardens, lay
houses of pure white stone. The whole population of
Shazana, the City of Four Buns, was there to welcome the
strangers. The blue channel wound in and out like a broad
ribbon of turquoise silk, with & white edging, the edging
being the quays on either side.

“ By gad,” said Ching-Lung, ' that's a fine place (™

** The palace, no doubt,” drawled Ferrers Lord.

It was a building with four white domes, o sun of zome
yvellow metal Hashing from the summit of all the four.

He pointed it cut to the old man.

“ Kashlit ! ]

“ The temple, Ching, not the palage,” said the millionaire.
U1 suppose they are sun worshippers.”

Tae Maioner Lienary.—197,
READ
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“ Four of them ought to keep them busy. What’s the word
for palace in their hngo?®” ]

“ Zediana, the i-lm:e of the kings, And here's the markef
sgquare, by Joye!
He dashed into the whecthouse.

riiging over the deck.

* Yan Witter! Ching! Rupert?™ :

They darted in after him. He was bending over the chart

“What i3 it? What's the matter "

Ferrera Lord was Bushed with excitement, and his eyes
were aglow. He thrust a pencil and a paper occvered with
figurea inte Van Witter’s hands. The Yankee seomed to
have forgotten hiz wounds.

““Check these!” gasped Ferrvers Lord. *“Here's a cﬁpt
of them for you, Rupert. I may have blundered, but I thim
not. Ching, my boy, you have a head for mathematics;
here are my reckonings since Van Witter took his last one.
Quick, check them !

He had brought the veseel np, and the attendant gail& 2
had halted. Pacing to and fro, Ferrers awaited the
result. Ching-Lung had  finished first. He rushed to the
millionaire and gripped both. his hands,

“Yeou've won, old chap,” he shouted—' you've won!"

“ By hokey, it's true!” said Yan Wikter, " What do you
make it, Thurston "' o

Thursten Aung. up his cap.

““ The Pole—the Pole! Hip, hip! We'va done it!”
.Thﬂf looked at one another with slMining eyes. To the
right lay the paved square, with a fringe of green palm.

* We'll Hoat our Aag there!” drawled Ferrers Lord.

Tha wvaessel touched the guay, and was made fast. Prout
velled and shouted orders until he was red in the face.
Brand new uniforms wera aerved out, and Ching-Lung
dressad himself in his princely robes.

Az if by magic the {.Emrd of the Deep was covered with
busting. Prout and Maddock slap each other ¢n the
back, and shook hands with every . Rupert arpearad n
the silk hat and frock-voat of an Engli

His excited voice zame

lishman, and Van
Witter donnad the uniform of & captain in the United Biates
TIAVY.

T{m citizons of Shazana waiched 1o wonder. A bugle
sounded, and the band siruck up ** Rule, Britannia ! Headed

- by the band, the proceision streamed out of the wheelhouss,

and crossed the quay, ; '

After the band came aix sailows, carrving the Hagstaff en
their shoulders. Then came Ferrers Lord, with the Unica
Jack and the Stars and Stripes. Ching-Lung, Thurston, and
Van Witter followed; and then, four sbreast, marching .with
ﬁx&ilh;i:.'?nﬂts, tramped .he crew of the Lord of the Deep.

&d a t .:I'I

The Euuled citizens of Shazana lined the square, wendering
what this strange procession meant.

The music of the band seemed to please them, [or thevw
laughed and cheered. The Hagstaff was raised erect, and
with a crowbar Ferrcre Lord prised up a flag.

““ Now, Prout!"™ he cried.

Prout swung the pickaxe above -his head, bresking up the
loose earth, and Maddock followed him with a spade, Tha
pole, shod with aluminium so0 that 1t could not rot, was
slipped into itz place. With his own hand Ferrers Lord made

fast the Hapgs. .

“ontlemen,” he =aid, “to-day we have achieved a
triumph. At this moment we stand on that mysterizus spot,
tha dream of explorers, the place that till now has ed
every effort of the bravest to attain., I am proud of you
all ?1;1' the great pluck and steadfastness you have shown.
It 15 a preat victory—a marvellous victory | :

“J1 am proud that the honour to the country we
love, and I am prouder still that the man who has shared
the victory with us should be a cousin of ours in fact and truth,
for Columbia is England's daughter, and her citizens are
our cousins. Give me your hand, Van Witter."

Their hands met.

“I cannot say that I am proud of China but for one thing,

for that one thing I honour it. It 15 the birthplace of
my dear friend Prince Ching-Lung. I am not & man tg
praise, though T am gquick encugh to blame. Nor do [ say
that China jeoins us in our victory, but only Ching-Lung
and the district he Foverns, which ts the best-governed district
in China™

He paused, amiling round at the beaming faces, and
beckoned with his hand. Maddock salubed, and Lord handed
him a lcather-bound box. He opened it. Embedded in a
velvet pad wers gold medals, with the letters “ ¥, IL.*--
Ferreras Lord—and the year zat in diamonds.

“Mr. Van Witt{:rj_,“ he said, “as an honoured friend and
an honoured guest.’

Barcheaded, Van Witter stepped forward, and the medal
was pinhed on s breast,

“ And yvou, prinee,” said Ferrers Lord.

Thurston waz decorated next, then Prout and Maddéx]r,
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gnd the rest of the erew. The reverse of the meduls showed
the Union Jack fiying on an iey peak, with the Lovd of the
Deep in the foreground. The insaiption read: ' The Great
Race for the North Pele Won by the British vessel Lard
of the Deep., Presented to —- by Ferrers Loud, ceptain
and owner. f Rule, Britannia ' "

The millionzire tugged at the ropes, and the two flags
futtered out side by side. They stood Earf-hmﬂ{-d, the band
paving " Rule, Britannia ! The strains died away.
L“Thl'en times three for Fervers Lord!™ shouted Ching-

ukhgr.

** Huerah, huavrah, hurrah

And o osalute ! s

Crash ! They cmptied their rifles into the air. Then the
flags of victory fluttering behind them, and the bwod playing
Y rod Save the King," the winners of the great race marched
back to the ship. The white-robed crowd streanted across
the squave to stave at the pole and its Haunting Hags, and to
wonder what it all meant. DMost of them seemed tc imaging
that they had witnessed o religious rite. And, with the four
suns beaming overhead, the conguering wessel suiled slowly
on.

11‘1‘

A Visit to Vathmoor, King of Shazana.

Compared with the great templs of the Four Suns, the

alace was % small place. It stoad right over the chanmel,

uilt on arches of white stons, lhmuﬁh which the water ran.
Hanging gardens eurrcunded ib, filled with shady walks,
statuary, and murmuriog fountains. Strong square tewers
rose &L Very COTmer. : : . ,

*All is not peace even in this paradise, Ching,” said
Ferrvers Lord, * Look st those drawbridges there and those
strange ratapulis there, powerful ensugh to hurl rocks weigh-
ing & ton.” D

‘ Porhaps there are some other lands here,” said Ching-
Lung, * whose inhabitants ave hostile. It would be rather
fun to see an invasion, Wouldn't Van Wilter take some
photographs ! ] _

The Yankee had been taking photograpbs for the last
half-hour. He now appeared with an enormous comers, one
of the sailors carrying the tripod legs. . _

“Got your faces out of sight, lads!” seid Ching-Lung.
" Here comes the man with the gual”

“ What on carth are you going to dé with that weapon ?™
ssked Thurston. ; :

“ VWaal,” drawled the Yankee, "I reckon real live kirgs
don’t coine my way every minute, and I don’t mean to let
the chance slip. I'm going to take his Majesty’s pholo, and
interview him for the ‘ New York Eagle'™

** But you. don’t know the }mgg_." . . _

“That doesn’t matter,” said Van 'i?ll!:{*r, with a wink.
“ T ¢an make up the interview as [ go along, Ile can't wriie
and deny it, can he? Not muchl’ :

The lord .of tha Decp (;1
passed under the central ;
arch. ‘There was a landing-
stage here, draped with crim-
son cloth, Behind, & massiva
door lay open, revealing o
Aight of steps. Bentries,
armed with battleaxes,

parded the doorway.

§ “This is evidently the en-
trance,”’ said Ferrers Lord.
“Maddock ¥Fou are In
chargo. (ientlemen, taka
our revolvers.  Two rifles
ere !

The old man walked back-
wards, bowing at every step.

A covered way led into the

alape. More sentries wero

ere, lenning on their glitter-

ing weapons They stappod
aside, and the travellers ep-
teretl. The great doors closdd
behind them with a clang.

They were in a long, low
hall, {ightcd with perfumed
lamps., The foor was of
golished Wood, covered here
and there with skins of bears, ! 2
wolves, and foxes. At the ok =
far end was & raized plat- ' g
form, and behind it hung .l iy
heavy curtains of purple
cloth, embroidered in gold,

The old man raised his
hands high above his head.
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¢ Zedt Vathmoor I” he epied.

A dozen voices took up the ery, and the old man sank
down upon his knees. Unseen hands dragged aside the
curfain, and they werve face to face with Vathmoor, king cf
Shasana.,

He was much taller than any of his subjects ho kad scen.
e wore & suit of ghttering chain armour, and a 4wo-handed
sword dungled at his hip., Vathmoor's haiv, & pale stiaw
colony, fell over his brawny shoulders, and hns beard was
elosely ¢ropped.

He advanced gravely and bowed. When Ferrers Tord
extended his hand, & purzled look eame into the king's
honest, blue eyes. He did not undersiand the Luvopenn
etyle of gresting.

“Try the rubbing noses business, old chap ' saild Ching-
Lung, in a whisper.

Ferrers Lord laughed, so did the king. Then they all

lawgrhed.

“ He seems a merry old buek,” eaid Rupect, *“and I like
his looks. How old Jyou think he loolke?"

Y Forty-four, at the cutzide,” drawled the Yankee, * Herp,
let me start the interview I™

Vathmoor locked more puzzled still when Van Witter began
to pubk the camern together.

“Mind he doesn’t take you for an Anarchist, Van, and
have your head,” tittered Ching-Lung. “TIl bet yiu a

goverelgn  you cennot make him  understand what you
want,
* Taken I"

Van Witter stepped up to the king, and placed a photo-
zraph of Thurston in lis hands. He pointed to Thurston,
to, the king, fo the comera. Vathmoor shook his head. He
could not understand.

* Waal, I won't be licked [ drawled the Yankeo.
stand in front, Ching.”

He popped his head under the cloth, and focussed Ching-
Lung on the ground glass. Then, seizing Vathmoor by the
arm, he beckened him to.do the same,  After some persuasion
the king took a gmf;erly peen, then a longer one, and ar
last & longer one still,

His face beamod, atd again Van Witter produced his
F'Imhuﬁ;mph of Thurston.. "It dawned upon hs Majesty at
ast that the cimeéra was an instromeént for making pictures,
and that the stranger wanted to make & pioturé of him.
He stood before the camera, leanine uwpon his sword, and
the photograph was taken.

“There's your sov., old chap,” said- Cling-Lung, “and
you deserve 1t 1"

“Cuess I do!" laughed the American.

Again the closed curtains were wrenched aside.
another room beyond.

= Juzk

There was
In a gallery some musicians wers
playing softly on some
stringed instruments. A
long, low table filled the ceu-
trée of the oom. It eparkled
with dishes ind jars of gold.

The king bowed invitingly,
and theéy followad him. Prout
and Jos, the carpenter, re-

mained behind. Guessing

that they were slaves, the

“ THE TQLEH king spoke to the grevbeard.

- cupl’ Men appeared, ecarrving «

smaller table and a pile of
cident and its se. cushions. A smell of savoury
sults—results by which viands made Prout smack his
the chums of Greyfriars livs,

emove Aare Seriou It sniffs good, doesn't it,
%ﬁﬁg;&:ﬂe :l:::mt'h& Joe T Le said, eyeing the
grand, leng, complete {'“:chd dish., .
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