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Yery Nice for Bulstrode.

TLSTRODE wore 2 worried look.

Bulstrode was sitting in his study, in the Removo
passage at Groyfriars, with a pencil in his hand, and
a paper before him on the study table. Thore wewe
names serawled on the papar, scratched out, and scrawled
arain. Bulstrode was gnawing the end of the pencil dica-
sionally ; indeed, the pencil seemed likely to be more worn
away at that cnd than at the point.  The capinin of the
Remove Form at Greyfriars decidedly looked an if. thero

wore a trouble on hiz mind. _

“Lemme see " murmured Bulstrode. “ Bob Cherry—
Wharton—MNugent—Bull—they're all certs—and Tom Brown,
t00. But Linley—Bolsover——  Ahem!"  He gnawed the
end of his pencil again. * Ahem! Of all the blessed worries,
T think a cup-tic 15 the blessedest! Blow the Uraven Cup!
Oh, comeo In!"”

Tho last remark was made as a fap came as the door of
the study. )

Tho door opensd, and Dolsover, of ihe Remove, looked in.
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There was s peoculiar expreson
upen Bolsover's face.  An mgratat-
ing smile was struggling with =
threatening frown, and the resnlt wis
L FIOE.

“ Hallo 1" said Bulstrode.

“ Making up the team (or-the cup-
tia * " asked Holsover mmoothly.

ki YPE‘F‘FF .

“(iot my name downl”

1o put it down onee—""
“Oh, good =

‘¢ and acratched it out agamm,

Bolsover frownsod, ‘ i

' Wou want me ab left back;:" he said. * Yom know jolly
woll i :

-1 know jolly well that yolt can't get on with anybody ai?ﬂr
in the team, and ospecially with Mark Linley, if he [}Taﬂ,
said Bulatrode irrifably. “*Upon the whole, I'm going io
lcave you out.”

“ Look here——"

Nl sard M

“Buzz off; I'm busy "

Bolsover hesitated a moment, as if he were more than half
inclined te hurl himself upoen the skipper of the Remove
foothall eleven. Bub he thought bekter of it, and wept ont
af the study, stamping angrily, and closed the door after him
with o slam thst rang and echoed up and down the Remove
ARRAD,

Bulstrode grunked.
“That aottles Bolssver” he mutlercd, scoring over the

said Bulstrode grimiy.
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name more deeply with the pencil upon the cr. “He's
out! Now ahout Linley.” i

Tap!
“C;‘h, come in !’

. A fat faee, adorncd with glimmering spectacles, looked
into the study. Bulstrode glared angrily at illy Bunter, the
Owl of the Ramove. '

" What do you want?’ he snapped.

[-T've just locked in to telf you ‘that if you want a
good forward for the cup-tie team, I'm. vour man,” said
Bunter, blinking at Bulstrode through his big spectacles.
“ I can play centre-forward hetter than Wharten, and inside-
tight better than Linlay. On an oceasion like thig-—-='’

“Get out '

% Oa'an oceasion like this, at the end of an important com-
petition, with the Cgaven Cup hanging in the balance, T hope
you 'won't be influenced by personal jealousy in keepine a
really good player out of the team,’ snid the Owl of the
“l}mﬂ\'{&;' “It may mean that Redelyffe will walk off with

e oup.

“Buzz off I roared Bulstrode, fecling behind him fer a
cushion, an action that the Owl of the Remove wes too short-
sighted to obscrve,

“Of course, you can leave me out if vou bike,™ said
ll'iuntm‘é}} ‘r'j.‘m only speaking for the peod of the team.

S L s

Whiz !

Biff !

Bulstrede’s arm shot forward, the eoshion in his hand, and
Bunter was bowled out first shot,

The cushion caught the fat junior en the chest, qud whised
him right through the doorway into the passage, where he
sat. down with & erash.

(1] D“l' !.-”‘

“"Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Bulsirode.

“"Yaroop! Yow! Help!”

"“"Ha, ha, ha!™”

“0Oh, really———

“Buszz off, or 'l come and kick you down the passame !
shouted Bulstrode.

“Yow! 1 *

Bulstrode puoshed his c¢hair back and rose. Billy DBunter
heard the chaiv move, and he did not wait for the captain
of the Remove to appear. He preked himsell up with wen-
derful rapidity, and scudded gown the passaze.

" Beast I*' ho yelled from the distance.

Bulstrode grinned, and zat deown agam.

The ejection of Billy Bunter seemed to have relieved his
troubled: feclingz somewhat. His brow was less worricd zas
he zmat down and seanncd the paper again.

“ T supposa I'd belter put Ogilvy in,™ he mormuared, * and
I don't seo why Hazeldene shouldn’t keep goal. Az for
Loieh and Vernon-8mith——"

Tan !

ap |

UMy hat! Come in!™

Two Removites came in, with sweet smiles. The news was
evidently getting out that Bulstrode was making up the final
list for the cup-tie team. The two juniors*were Yang and
Micky Desmond, of the Remove.

“1 suppose you want me?” Vane remarked.
Bulstrode grunted.

;:' .Ernmnttling wrong with your supposer, then,” he replied;
“1 don't.

"1 was spaaking of the cup-tie eleven."

“ 8o was L"

“ Look nere, -Bulstrode——""

“ Ok, buzz off, and don’'t bothep 1™

““ Faith, and ye're right, Bulstrode 1" said Micky Desmond.
“Don't bother the man, Vane darling, when he's just
writing down my name on s hst.”

Bulstrode grinned.

“T'm just doing nothing of the sort,"” he remarked.
“ Your name's not in the list, Micky."”

“ Howly smoke!" exclaimed Micky, in astonishment.
“Hut it’s a cup-tie match, Bulstrode darling.”

“1 think I know that."

“¥You want to beat Redelyfie ™

L4 ] Y I

“ And to bring home the Craven Cup?”

“0Of course!"

“Then you can't lave me out,” said Micky Desmicnd con-

LR ]

fidently. * Think over it again, Bulstrode darlin’, and yeo'll
sce that ye ean't do it

“ Rats "

“ Faith, and leok here, thon—"

Tap!

“0h, come in!" =aid Balstrode resignedly.
itki= is a reception of the whele giddy Form.
mind me!” ]

Stott and-Trevor entered the study. They weve the most
winning smiles. It was curious o sce how nice even follows
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who did not like Bulstrode could be when Bulstrode was
making up a footer tcam for a special mateh.

“ Got my namo down ' asked Trevor.

ET N‘:‘-” 2
- Y Bhove it in, then."

11 R-B..tﬁ IJ‘I‘

“ Mine there?” queried Stott.

:': %’i.-'ﬂ, itrli';n't.;; e i

m willin ay.

“But I'm rﬁat. 11.'Fi]lli1::g to play wou, and that makes all the
difierence, you zoe,’’

“ Look here- —"

Tap !

* Oh, great Scott! Come in!"”

Ferney. of the Remove, entercd. ;
'I'k“I” sav, Bulstrode, I'm willing to play to-morrew H you
tke.

“71 don't like.”

TFerney looked surpriscd. y

“1 don't understand youw,” he said; © T—-"

“Then Il speak in plainer Fnglish,” faid Bulstrode
grimly. “¥ou're no geod, any of you, and the sconcr you
ret on the other side of the door the better I shall like it

“Look here—"

“You ass " .

“Shat the door aflter vou,” =aid Balstrode immeovably.

The candidates for [ootball honowrs glaved at Bulstrode.
They did not say anything move. But, as if the same thought
had oceurred to all five minds at ence, they roshod at the
captain of the Kemove.

“Hoer, hold hard !

Bulztvode jumped up.  As he did se the disappeinted
candidates bumped the talde over on him. Bualstirede’s chai
went fiving away from huo, .and the captain of the Remove
sat down on the carpzat, and the next wmowment the ichle wae
overturned upon him, and a shower of hooks and papers and
an inkpot whivled upon him.

“Ow! Oh! Ouw!™

“No good, eh " said Trover wrsthiully.
can sort yvoursell out, you bounder!”

“0w! Grog !

*“Ha, ka, ha

The juniors tramped out of the sindy laughing, and Bul-
strode gouged wildly ab his cyes and nese, upoh which the
contents of the inkpob had splashed i a shower.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The One who was Chucked.
" w HAT'S ihat hleszed roaw "' ovowled Frank MNugont,

“Well, now you

Nugent and Hary Wharton were doing their
proparvaticn in No.o 1 Stady in the Remove possags
when  the oerash sounded in the next rcom—

Bulstrode's. 3 ; :

The sudden erash hed made Nugent jerk his pen, sc:ttering
a shower of blote. Harcy Wharton laughed.

“ It sounds as if Bulstrede is having trouble,” he remarked.

Nugent’s frown cleared away, and & grin replaced 1t om
his sunny face. .

“I belicve he's settling the team now for the cup-tic match
to-morrow,’”” he remarked. * He may be receiving the candi-
dates. 1 believe more than half the Remove want to play,
and there ave only two or three places in the team deubeful,
It isn’t all honey to be o junior footer skipper.”

Wharton shook hia head. He knew that:; he had had soma
expericnes of it himself.

Crash, erash !

Harry Wharton jumped up.

“My hat! I'll pive Bulsirode a look n, 1 thank.”

““Ha, ha, ha! es, "’

The chums of No. 1 hurried out of thelr study. Stoit and
Trevor, Vane and Micky Desmond and Ferney, were just
quitting Bulstrode’s doorway, looking very excited, and
langhing.

“What's the trouble ! asked Wharton,

“ Faith, and -Bulstrode's gone off his aillly rocker intirely I"

And the indignant juniors tramped away., Wharfon amd
Nurent looked into Bulstrode’s study.

The captain of the Remove was sitting on tne Hoor,
suwirounaed by books and -papers, with an-inkpet eloso by
hirm, and ink all over him.  He rubbed his eyes and blinked
at the chums of Ne. 1 as they stared in. Wharton and
:fitg'?ent burst mto a rear of laughter. They could not help 1t.

“Ha, he, ha!”

Wi Grtrﬁ pre

“Han, ha, hp!""

“Ow! Give a fellow o hand up, you chumps, and don't
sland there, you asses, cuckling Vke a pair of silly old bens,
Fou dummis ' )

Harey Whavton gave Bulsbrode a hand up. Nugent, shll
laughing, sct the table on its legs axain, ulstrode dablbed
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' Ferney thrust his hands déep into his pockets and stood looking on with a scowling brow while Bob Cherry
I

his face with a2 handkerchief, speedily reduciog it 1o o' dis-
reputably Inky statbe.

“Giroo! The silly champs ™

“ Micky says you are gone off vour rocker.

“ Because 1 won't pur him in the cup-tie eloven,” growled
Bulstrade,

“IHa, ha, ha!"

“ Nothing to cackle at that T can see,” growled Rulstrode.
¥ Mark Linley has declined to plav, and Vernon-8mith's nat
fit, and I've got the vacancies to fill; and every silly ass in
tlir Romove thinks he's At to pday, tf he just knows the
difference between a Du!kn{mr and a poalpost. Cirooi"

“Too bad!” said Frank Nugent asvmpathetically. ** Bul
you would be footer captain, you lknow.”™

“I'm petting fed up with it.”

Tap, tap!

“ Here come some more of hiem!” growled Bulsiroade,
sxasporated. I suppose it will be Sncop this time, or Smitl
mmaor i

* Halla, Fourth
entered the study.

The new-comerz were Temple, Dabney, and Fry. of the
T pper Fourth Form, the Remove at Greyfriars being the
Lower Fourth, Az a rule, there were incessani dizperfos
hotwesn Lower and Uvper Fourth, chiefly due to the fact
that the Remove eculd beat the Fourth at footer, and had
froquently done 30, and periaps due alss to the airs they
gave taemselves in consequence. DBut when it sutied them,
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Form " said Nugent, as three juniors

applled & match to a budget of thrilling American detective fictlon, (8ee Chapter8.)

P e EE——— B LRI L I )

Teinple, Dabrey & Co. could bo very nice, and apparcntly
it suited them just now, as they had their best smiles on.

“ Hallo! Been trouble in the family ¥ asked Temple,
glancing at DBulstrode’s inky and angry face with a chuckle.

“ ¥es,"” growled Bulstrode.

“Picking up the footer cleven for to-morrow,”
Tewmple, ** Thab's it, I suppose?™

“Groo! Yes!'

“Lots of trouble about that—eh "

“Ow! Yes. Oh!”

*“That's just what we've come about,” said Temple
blandly. * We knew fhat vou would be in rather a bhad
way over that, Bulstrode, and we thought wo would drop
in and help you.”’

“0Oh. rather!” said Dabnov.

* Nothing like helping a lame dog over a stile” ey
romarked.

Bulstrode snorted. Considering the fronble the Fourth-
Fﬂr!'r:lfeel‘i-; claimed to have taken, he did not apnear to be vory
gratetul.

“You see. we wore 1o the same competition for the Craven
Cup ourselves.” Temple romarked; *only we—we didn't
take much trouble, and—and——"

“ You mean. vou were Lnocked out at the second round,
and nover had an earthly of stavire in for the finaltie!™
Nugent remarked.

Teomple did not appeer fo hear Nugent’s romarle.

“But, all things considercd, we wanl Greviriges to have

sa1d

“THE DOWNFALL OF THE FIFTH!” = mxs nioancs,



4+ THE BEST 3" LIBRARY ==~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "io"

tha cup,’’ he said. * And we've decided to lend you chaps a
helping hand.”

L1 said Bulstrode.

“Yes,” gaid Temple generously.
for you, Bulstrode.”

Bulstrode locked at him.

“"¥You'ro going to phly for ns ™

“Yeu; that's the wdea”

*“Oh, rather.”

“Help you out,, you know.” said Fry.

“With three Fourth-Formers in ithe team, you'll ‘beat
Redelyflo hands down,” Temple- remarked.” Y ¥ou ngre
allowed to male up the team wos you like, so long as no
scritors are played, as it's a junior competitien. You can put
uﬂ in—and you can see for yourself the chance you'll have
then.™

“T can't ! zaid Bulstrode deliberately.
microreapre to rec it !

Temple, Dabney & Co. were silent for some moments. It
took them some moments to realize the full meaning of
Bulstrode’s reply. When it dawned upon them, they locked
o little less armiable.

*“{Jh, don't be funny !’ said Temple,

“Oh, rather!™

*Talk sensc !”’ suggested Fry.

HWe're got to play o fm.rd metch to-morrow,”” said
Bulstrode. “ Hootball, yvou know-—not skittles, nor vet
marbles, nor hop-scoteh!  When we are playing a hop-
scotch match, we'll ask you chaps te chip in! But at
fogter, it's o different matter. You see, we want to have
some of the ?'un.is--it might be amusing to seo Redclyffic
score them all, but we should lose the cup. So we won't
have your help, thanks!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Temple turned red.

* Look here, you ssg==="" ke began,

“ But if you want to be on the ground, you ¢an come and
cheer.” said Bulstrode,

“ ¥ou—you cheeky pss—""

“0Or T might get vou a job as linesman,” said DBulstrode.
“1'm afraid that’'s the best [ can do for you, Temple,”

Temple did not reply.

He rushed at Bulstrode, and ¢lasped him round the necl as
if he loved him, and both of them went aver on the floor.
Wharton and Nugent grasped Temple at once. and dragged
him off, and sat him on the carpet. Nugent waved %1':3
hand chidingly at the three exasperated Fourth-Formers.

“Burz off I"* he said. © Keep the peace, my sons, or you'll
be in pieces to keep !

Tempsle whipﬁeﬁ off hizs jacket, and gave it to Frv to
hold, Then he handed his wateh and chain to Dabney, The
three Removites watched him  curiously,  Temple was
evidently preparing for rcal business.

““ Now then,"” said the Fourth Form captain, "am I going
into the Remove team for the cup-tie(”

“Na fear!”

“ That's final "

“ What-ho !"*

“ All gerene ! said Temple. ' I'll teach you Bemove kids
io cheek the Upper Fourth! Fry, and you, Dab, stand out-
side the study, and kick these chaps along the passage as
fast as I chuck them out!”

“(Oh, rather I'* suid Dabney.

**1 say——"" began Fry.

But Temple interrunted him,

“You do as I tell you!" he snapped.

“Oh, all right!"

Fry and Dabney stepped out of the study, and took up
their places alongside the doorway, with their right fect
drawn back ready to kick the Removites along the passage,
ag soon as Temple had “chucked * them out—if he did.

Temple pushed back his cuffs and made a step towards the
Removites,  They were grinning.  Temple was certainly
bigger than they were, but they did not think' he would
be able to thraw them out of the study.
ﬂr“ Tfuﬁ then,” roared Temple, *which of you is going

St I‘F

“(Jh, begin with me " said Harry Wharton,

“Good! Qut vou go!"

And Temple collared Wharton. Harry returned grip for
grip, and they struggled, Nugent and Dulstrode looking en,
g‘rirmilwii They had little doubt that the champion athlete
of the Remove would bo able to give a good account of
himself; even against the captain of the Upper Fourth. And
they were right. :

]?:'1"3r and Dabney, outside the study. waited ready to kick.
There was a loud gasping and scuffling in the studv, and 2
junior eame whirling forth, and sprawled at the fect of the
two Fourth-Formers. They kicked out at once, and the
fzllen junior r%iiﬁ =long the passage, yelling.

“Yow! CQat Yareh!®
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# Chuek out the next!” sheuted Fry. = g
“Ow ! came in a groan from the junior sprawling in the

paszage. Y Ow] ou silly asses!  It's all right—it's
me !

“Temple! My hat!”

s (}w !‘.I::l}

There was 2 yell of laughter in the study, It was Temple
wia had been hurled through the doorway, and whom his
comnrzdes nad dutifully kicked along the passase.

““Hz., ha, ha!™

Tewmple picked himself up. Dabney and Fry were grin-
ping. Temple was not at all certain that they- had. roally
made @ mistake—not at all certain. And if be had seen them
wink at one another as they followed him down the™possage,
he would have had no further doubis on the subject.

THE THIRD CHAITZIR.
The Eleven.

GOOD many eves were turned upon Bulstrode when he

H cume Inte the comumon-room a Litdle later, He had o

paper in his hand, and it could be guessed from his

manner that ho had finished making up the list. Even-

ing preparation was mostly finished, and nearly all the

Remove, and & good many of the Upper Fourth ond the
Shell, were in the common-room.

Dutside, the wintry wind was making the old clms shake
their lealess branches and groan and creak. But therc was
no sign of rein, to the relief of the juniors who fre-

uently locked out of the windows- into the gloom of the

Mose, On the morrow the last mateh of the long compet ition
for the Craven Cup was to be fought out. The Remove team
was in the finpl-tie with the juniors of Redelyffe School, and
all the Remove were looking forward to the mateh.

“ Halle, halle, hallo "' exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the Form
faptﬁin of the Remove eame in, *“Have you finished the
ish ¥

Bulstrode nodded.

“Yes. Here it 18"

atick b up where we can see at, then,” said Bussell, ' and
put us out of cur pain !

““He, ha, Lo !™

“1 guess you haven't left me cul, Dulstrode, surely ¥’
said Fisher T. Fish, the American junior.

“You've guessed wrong, then 1! szid Bulstrode,
certainly oug!™

“NMope! I guess—"

* Louk here, 15 my name down "7 ashed Ferney.

Ferney spoke in rather an unpleasant tone. Bulstrode
gave him a supercilicus look. Ferney was not o freliow of
much account in the Form—in fact. he was generally magde
rather o butt, on account of some little pecuharitics he had.
He was g Junior with o dreamy and romantie turn of mind,
which was fed upon thrilling American fiction and upon
newspaper reports, which it would have been much better
for him not to read. At foolball, Fernay by no means cut
a great Bgure, and he had very Little chance of getting into
the Form eleven for an important match.

“¥ou can read the list for yourself!” said DBulstrode
bruscquely.

“1 say, you fellows—" began Billy Bunter,

There was a general exclamation of ¢

“ Bhut up, Bunter!™
_ Bulstrode pinned the list on the wall, and a crowd of
juniors gathered round it to read it down., The list ran:

Hazeldene; Morgan, Trevor ; Bob Cherry, Bulstrode, Bull;
Mugent. Ogilvy, Wharton, Brown, Leigh.

Exactly cleven fellows were satisfied with the selection.

* Not playing Mark Linley I'* said Harry Wharton,

“"I've asked him, and he can't,” said Buletrode,

¥ Nor Vernon-Smith ¥

“ Not it

“Well, without those two, you've done jolly well, in my
omnion,” sald Wharton, “J don't zee how the team could
be bettered.”

“Faith, I do!” said Micky Desmond.
my name in !

“Ha, ha, ha "

It was a toss-up befween yon and Leigh.” said Bulstrodes
“but Leigh iz a bit quicker on his legs, I've got you down
a9 first reserve.”

“*8Bure, and I—

“You've left me out ! said Ferncy.

“*0f course, I have!” said Bulstrode. * You haven’t bheen
at Greyfriars half a term vet, and you're not much pood
at footer., YWou spend too much time reading the rot akout

Kit, the Amatenr Cracksman,’ and rotten newspapers about

}mlieouccmrt ¢cases, to bave much time to keep yourself fit
or footer.”

El:erm':}’ knitted his brows.
“1 ought to be given 2 chance™ he exclaimed.

*You're

*¥ou could put
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““Oh, rot " _

“¥oz: rot!" agreed Bob Cherry. " You're not good
enough, Ferney, not by a long chalk! Micky Desmond
could make rings round you. So could Vane or Stott. The
best thing you can do is to burn your * Police-court Pars'
and * Lives of Famous ('riminals.” and go in for practice.”

“ Mind your own business ! snapped Ferney. )

He was very touchy on the subject of hia peculiar tastes in
litorature. Bob Cherry looked angry for a moment, and
Ferney was in danger of measuring his length upon the
fleor.” But Bob was good-tempered, and he could have made
hay of Ferney. so he laughed instead, and put kis hands n
* his poclieta.

Ferney walked away with a scowling brow.

“Well, why don™t the rest of [j’ﬂu get on the subject 7™
asked Bulstrode sarcastically. I suppose Ferney isn't the
oniy one here who thinks me an idiot [

" Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥ou ought to hove put me in at back,” said Bolasover.

1 ought to have been among the halves.” s2id Vare
;IIE could play forward, too, or I could keep goal. if vom
ike."

“ Keep guiet—that will do !’ said Bulstrode.

“ Ha, ha. ha ™

“ Redelyffe get here at twe to-morvrow,” went on Bul
stroda. “ I hear that they're in ripping form—and they must
be, too, to get into the last round of the Craven competition.
You chaps will have to buck up.”

Qi gucss—-—-—r"’

“ ¥ say, you fellows—"

“And don't give me any more jaw on the subject of
how a team ought to be made up,” said  Bulstrods., * I'm
fol un with it."”

L4 AEE [+

 Fathead ™

* Bosh !

Bulstrode grinned.

The disappointed candidates for footbell henours were not
eparing of their opinions. But Bulstrodo
was not affected by them, e had no
doubt that when the aspirants had
blown off steam thoy would cool down.
It was only natural that they should
romain frmly convinosd that he was
an idiot; but that was only to be ex-
pected.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
“ Revenge 1 "'

¥ USI!”
“What the—"'
H “ Hush "

Trevor, Vane, and DMicky
Desmond stared blankly. They wore
in their study in the Remove passage,
fmshing their preparation, just be-
fora bedtime. Ferney had entered
the voeom without knocking at tho :
door, and as they looked at him he placed his fiagor on his
lipa.

* Hush! Husgh ™

“ Faith, and what are ye at intirely?’ domandsd WMicky
Desmond, " Is it off ye'ro vocker yo ars®”’

“ Potty !" said Trevar.

“?]uit,e off 1" remarked Vane.

* Hush !"

. Fernoy elosad tha door behind him, and approached the
three juniors; as they sat at the table, in a mysterious
manncr. They stared at hom with growing astonistunent,
not unmixed with alarm. Ferney was known to be flighty
and wrratic, but no ons had seriously suspected him of heine
veally * off his recker ™ till now. Dut just now hia mysterious
looks and dramatic gestures certainly sugpested that he was,
as Trevor satd, " potty "

*I've got something to say.’
know that walls have ears.”

“ Have they, begorra? Faith, I've niver scen thim !
Y Metaphorically, of coursa. Are you [ellows willing to
join me?’

“ LTht

“AWill you follow met™

“Where ¥ asked Mrevor, who was a bard-headed Tanca-
shive fellow and disliked dreamatic speech and maoacrs ox-
ceedingly. " Colney Ilateh, or Bedlam ¥

“Ha, ha, hal"

Y Rovenga " zaid Ferney.

Tha thres juniors jumped up.

* Wawewhat ¥

“ Hewvenge !'"

" Oh, he's [airly off,” said Vane,

“ Mad as & hatter!" szaid Trevor.

Tee Maswer Lisrany.—No. 198,

NEXT
TUESDAY :

H

whispered Ferney, *° and you

¥ If there's a subscrip-

COMING!!!

A Great Competition

for readers of
THE

“Magnet” Library.
S50

Money Prizes.

ONE
PENNY.

Che “Maamet”

EIBREART.

thip;n to get you a& stvait jacket, Ferncy, I'll put up my little
i .J.'

" Revenge!” spid Ferney, but not quite so dramatically,
He was teehng a little discouragad. ** We have been
slighted and insvited '™

“ Who's done it?"

* Bulstrode ™ _

“ Oh, you mean he won't have us in the footer eleven,"
said Trevor earelessly. ** Well, I suppose he has a right to
pleass himself about thet. He's footer captain.”

** Faith, he's an ass, but—"

" Buppose,” said Ferney, sinking his voice again, *sup-
pose we arise at midnight and seize him?"

“ My hatt”

“We can convey him out of the dormutory, bound and
gagged—""

Micky Desmond chuckled.

* Yes; they're always bound and pagged in the American
horribles,” he assented. * Sure, I've niver heard of themn
Eﬂmg rgiaggc-d end bound; it’s always bound and gagged.

o onl”

“He can be hidden in the box-room——"

“ Good !

“ And prevented from playing in tho matel..
be revenge !™

“ My word!" ecjuculated Vanpe.

U But who' will do the seizing?®' asked Micky Desmond,
with & winle ot his companions, which restrained them from
:-m:gg ine their wrath and hurling Ferney forth from ‘tho
stuay.

Micky Doesmond had a rich sense of humour, which be-
longed to his rish blood, and he saw ‘a prospect of fun in
letting Fernev run on.

That +ould

VU I will ! said Ferney. *“If he re-
sists, we can stun him—""

“ What I

“Kit, the cracksman, generally
does, when he hash't any clﬁumfm'm
handy,” said Ferney, with quite a
bloodthirsty look. “Unfortunately, I
have no chloroform. When I grow
up, I shall probably become a cracks-
man, and thean—"

“ My hat!"

“Then I shall never be without a
bottle of chloroform and a bowio lkmie
and an electric lamp,” said Fernoy.
“ Meanwhile—"'

“* Meanwhile, it would be best to
brain Bulstrode with o cricket bat,”
soid Desmond judicially. ** That will
keep him quiet.” ;

“Will you join me?'" asked Ferney,
delighted 2t being takon seriously.
As o rule, hiz drameatic Aights elicited
only mocking laughter from tho
“Will you swear——"

juniors. i
** Faith, and me grandmother made me promise never to
awear.” said Micky.
“ 1 mean awesr an oath—""
“ My word!" murnmured Trevor.
“ Swear an oath to be faithful to onz another, and taks
revenge wpon the villain, Bulstrods," said Ferney, in the best

¥ Quaite potiy ™

manner of Cracksman Kt .

“In that ease, we shoold have to write (it down and pign
it in bleed,” said Micky Doesmond,

“Good ege ™ exclaimed Trovor, " I'll get a pen, ond wo
can Jab it inte Fernoey's avm te get the blood—"

“ Eplendid 1deatl' said Vane.

Ferney hesitated. ]

“That's how Kit, the Cracksman, does it, begorra," said
Micky Desmond., * Hould out ye're arm, Ferney, davling.
Ferhaps I betther make a hole with me pocket-knife, and wo
could dip the pen in more comfortably.”

L1 Gmd !!'

“ 1==I don't think it's necessary to aign i i blood.” said
Ferney hesitatingly, ©I—1 think it we smaar—"

Miclky Desmond shook his head solemnly. o

“ Mo good. I decline to take an oath unlesa it is zigned
in blood,” he rephed.

“Woll I don't know that it matters about the oath,” said
Foerney hastily. ' If you fellows lend me your aid——--""

“ Faith, and T'm ready. But you must lave somo
chloroform.”

“Wa haven't any—-—

 Hush ! said Migky mysteriocsly.
Loed, T'Hl bhand ye a2 bottle, Never mind where I getl 11—
that's my business.  Ask no questions, and I'll tell ye no
lies, I'll hand vo the bottle. In the middle of the might—-

3

¥

35

“When we go ta

“THE DOWNFALL OF THE FIFTH ! " ™ QIS ESerres



THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY ¥~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "t

I mean at dead of night—you pour some on 8 handlerchief,
and flop it down over Bulstrode's chivvy—"2

' Oh, splendidi”

“ He gocs off at once, and then we gpo off, taking him
with us, to conceal him in the secret dunﬁémt*—I mean in
the box-room. ~There aren’t any secret dungeons handy.
That will be revenge!”

Ferney's eves ghstened.

“ Are you sure you can gpet the chloroformi" he whispered.

" Faith, and I'll hand ve the bottle™

“That %ill be ripping. I will deb 1t on Bulstrode’s face.
1 suppose he will become unconsciouz at oncel” asked
Ferney rather anxiously.

“ Faith, and they penerally do!™

¥ Beeause—because, you see, I—I don’t want him to wake
up and go for ne,” said Ferney. ' He's bipger than I am,
and he's got o very hasty temper.™

“Learve it to me,’” said Micley,

“Good! At midnight hour!™
“ Ezxactly; in the dead of night,” said Micky in a thrill-
ing whisper. * Hence now, lest we be suspected.”

** All right! I— ..
“Hence, hence, lest suspicion bo aroused ™

And Micky Desmond pushed Ferney out of the study, and
clozed the door. Then he stared at s two chums. Vane
und- Trevor had tried very hard not to laugh while Ferney
was presend, and it had been a havd struggle; but they had
suflwlr:wwded. But now’ the suppressed mivth buarst forth in o
vell,

“* Ha, ha, ha!™

Micky Desniond foared 1! the tears ron down his cheeks.

*Ha, ha, ha! Fauith end begorra, did ve ever see such a
clunp? Ha, ha, ha!”

My word !’ gaspad Vane, wiping his eyes.  * You're not
going to give him a bottle of chloroform, surely "

“ Faith, I shouldn’t be able fo, as they don’t scll chloro-
form to kids, and [ couldn’s pet it,” prinned Micky. "1
never said I would give him any chlovoform, I said I would
give him & bottle at bedtime.”

“ Ha. hg, ha!”

“ And o [ will, begorral But the stuff that's in it won't
Lart Bulstrade much.’

““ Ha, ha, ha !

A quarter of an hour later, Micky and Vane and Trevor
joined the Remove as they went ap to bed.  Ferney gave
the Irish junior & mysterious look, and Micky spproached
him and slily slipped something into his hand. '

“TIs it all rightt"” whispered Feruney.

“Richt as rain, darling’

“1 wean i

“ Hush—I mcan shush!? murmared Micky.

ad Bllt-—'—”

“Not & worrud!”

And Micky Doesmond placed his ﬁn@i)ii]lr on his lips, and
moved away. Ferney locked at the bottle when he was
retting into bed. It was a small bottle that bad, apparvently
contained pum 2t one time, but the label had been snrapmi
off, and ancther subshituted—and uwpon the new label was
written, in a large round-hand, * Chloroform " The hand-
writing was suspiciously like that of Micky Desmond, of the
Hemove.

Ferncy's eyes gleamed.

The thought of possible danger to his vietiin In using
that drug never occurred to his Sighty mind, fod upon theill-
ing romances of cracksmen and newspaper reports of
police-court triala,

He concesled the bottle in a handkevehief, which he stufled
into the pocket of his pyjamue jeckei, und went to bed in o
perfectly saticfied frame of mind.  Ile would not have felt
ro completely satisfied if he had known that Micky Desmond
tad obtsined the * chloroform™ {rom a watee-tap at the
cnd aof the RHemove passago.

There was a great deal of chatter in the Remove dor
iiilitnr_r, after Mpats oul, before the juniors settied down 10
KIEE]D,

TE]e cup-tie on the morrow excited all the Form,

It was the biggest mateh of the season to the Remove,
and they had reason to feel elated at having won their way
into the final tie.

The competition was named after Squire Craven, n hig
land-owner in the neighbourhood, who had offered the silver
cup, and it was a handsome and valuable cup, which eny
junior football club might be allowed to posscss.

Only junior clubs were e!iiib!o for the competition; bub
{iftren or sixteen elubs had taken part, including the Fourth-
fform footer club ot Greyiriarz, and the Higheliffe Juniors,
cnd the Courtficld Football {lul.
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At the- finish, Greyiriars Remove and Redelyffe juniors
were left in for the fingl tie; and hoth teams knew that
the last match of the competition would be & stiff one.

The competition had been entered whila Harry Wharton
was captain of the Remove but Bulstrode, now the Form
captain, was equally determined to bring the silver cup
home in triwnph to Greylriars,

The Remove had high hopes of winning, and certainly
they meant to leave no stone unturned to carry off the
Craven Cap.

Aozt of the Remove could have suggested some improves
ments in the selected team, but all of them agreed that i
was a very good team, and ought to beat Redelyife.

The mateh was to be played upon the Greyfriars %ﬁuﬂ&'
too. Half Redelyfic were coming over to see it. Ferney
hstened to the talk on the subject, grinning in the dark-
ness, His absurd plan for kidnapping Bulstrede was quite
fixed in his mind. He had read a ease in o newspaper
Intely of 2 man having been kidna.[-{:ed and kept away from
a fogtball maieh, and it had taken hold of his mind.

More than one boy of weak and flighty mind has been
led into folly, and even into crime, by reading police reports
in tho daily papers, and Ferney was only one more example
<’ the evil.

At Greviriars, true, the boys were not allowed to read the
papers, but fellows who wanted them generally managed
1o get hold of them in- one way or ancther; and Fernoey,
vhen he had a newspaper, did not trouble himself with the
wlitica] news ar the leading article, which would have done
i no harm, f not good. He turned at once to the police
coirt and eriminal-court reports, and devoured them with
keen relish, filling his foolish mind with bad and pernicioys
thoughts,

The Remove dropped off to sleep one by one. When
¢leven rang out from the clock-tower they were all safe in
the arms ﬂ? Morpheus, with one exception,

That one wos Ferney.

Half-past eloven !

FPerney was still awake.

He sat up in bed ond listened, Steady breathing tame
from the other jumiors in the Remove dormitory. A low,
rumbling snore proceeded from Billy Bunter's bed, The
whole room was wrapped in slumber,

* Dlesmond ™

Mo reply.

“ YVane I

Silence.

“ Troevor !™

Hnore. .

Ferney frowned. The juniors were all asleep; they had
evidently forgotten about the kidnapping that had been
planned for midnight’s solemn hour.

Ferney shipped out of bed and made his way to Micky
Tresmond. ﬁa groped for the Irish junior’s shoulder in the
dark, but he missed it, and caught his car instead, grasping
that. Therc was a squeal from the half-awakened i{ic.hgt

= Yow-wow '

“ Ilesmond 1" whispered Ferney.

;;.]E?,i"h‘ and phwat—" COw! Ii's a burglar, begorra [

1T .

Micky Desmond’s [ist come crashing out in the darkness,
and it eaught Ferney under the chin.

Fg:l@}' gevo & gasp, and sat down in the darknese

Ll W 1I11-

“ Bure, and [—"

£i Dw !!ll )
“Begorra! Is that you, Ferney 7" asked Micky Desmond,
sitting up in boed and peering through the gloom at the dim
figure sitting on the fleor by his bedside

0wl ¥Yee

“ Bure, and phwat are ye doing out of bed, intively "

“Hush! Tt is the hour !

Micky Desmeond remembered.

“The hour, i3 it?"' he said.
hour intirely #*

“Tt's nearly twelve™

“ Faith, and I'm sorry I bit out,” said Micky, grinning
i the darkness.  “ Have ye got the chleroform 17

“*Yes, I have it here,™

Y Pile 1t in, thin”

Ferney serambled to Jus fest, rubbing his chin.

Y Aren't yan going ta help me ™ he asked.

“Faith, and I'll help you carry the body away if you
l:ihlﬂl'ﬂf{lt‘in mm " whispered Micky, *“Go and do that
irst,”’

“ Butr——-'?

" Boak the stff on a hanky and mop it on his chivyy,”

He suppressed n chuclkle.
“Is it midnight's solemno

Sﬁid Micky, *Give him plenty of the sweff. If he should
die-——"
“ O 1
in thisw ‘s~ GEM " Library.
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A lithe form came sploning from the Greyirlars players rlght uponm the goalle. Crash! It was Bob Cherry,
Right back into the goal went the Redclyfle custodianp, the ball being flung fairly into the met. There was a
roar, ¥Goal! Hurrah!” (Ses chapter 9.)
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“ If he should dip you can lzave the body there and go
back to bed.”

ook here, Desmond

“Go it, my darling !”

# How much ghall I give him ™

“(rive him half: that won't hurt him.™

¥ Bure " asked Ferncy: rather nervously.

Micky eould not help chuckling. All that the bottle con-
tained, and & good many gquaris of it, would not have hurt
Bulstrede. i ) .

_ “Faith, and I'm certain!" said Micky Desmond. *' Mop
it over his chivvy, and call out to ino when he's insensible.”

Al right, then.”

Ferney opened the bottle and poured out the stuff upon
the handlerchief. He held the bottle in a glimmer of light
from the window to make sure that ho had used the required
guantity.

“#“1 gay, Desmond ! he whispered.

“ Hallo, ducky 1"

“1t doesn't smell.””

* All the betther.”

“ But—but chloroform has a smell,” muttered Ternos.
* Thia stuff doean't amcll at all. I suppose you're sura it's
all right." . : 2

“ Faith, and it's as rvight as rain!" This was an exact
statement ; the contents of the bottle wore certainly as right
a3 rain.

“ Oh, good, then !
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“Pile in, my son )" chuckled Micky Desmond. " Mop it

down on his chh"'.r;r, and hold it there. Xi he struggles, hold

it all the tighter.’

“Oh, ves, of courze ™

Ferney stole away in the direction of Dulstrode's bad.
Micky Desmond guffered some severs internal pains in the
effort not to laugh. He watched Ferney's form in the dim-
ness of the dormitory, and saw him bend over the bed of
the Remove captain.

“ Faith, and he's at it!" murmured Micky Deamond.
¥ Was thers iver such o born idiot? Oh, I am sure I ahall
bitrat something soon if I don’t laugh 1"

And Micky stuffed the bedelothes into his mouth to keep
back a burst of merziment,

Ferpey was blinking at Bulstrode’s head, which was vory

imly seen in the gloom of the dormitory. He did not want
to make any mistake. Bulstrode was Iying on his side, with
his profile showing faintly against the white pillow, sod he
waa fast asleep. ]

Ferney raised the soaked handkerchicf, which was drip-
ping with wet, Mfd made & careful caleulation. It must be
mopped over Bulstrode's nose and mouth, and held there
steadily and persistently until the captain of the Removs
relapsed into unconsciousness,

Farney braced himasalf for the effort.

Buddenly the handkerchief came down, wet and clammy,
ﬁpﬂil:ll Bulstredo's face, and Ferner leld it thore with Loth

ands.

“THE DOWNFALL OF THE FIFTH!” ® FRAjx sicuanos,
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There was o gasping cjaculation from Bulsirede zs he
was awalkened suddenly, and he struggled and kicked and
pquirmed in his sleepy bewildermont.

“Ow! Oh! Groo! Hoo! Yeop! Ugh!®

“1ia, ha, ha"* roored Micky Desmond,

Bulstrode strugpled violently.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Rather Rpugh |
FHI{?{EY. with ihe steenpth of desperation, lield the

Fh:_::t!l{&d handikerchiel over Bulstrode®s face tighter and
tignler.

Hed there been real cldoraform upon it, Bulstrode
would certainly have besn overcome—indeed, it is doubtful
lf he would ever have awakened after such a dose. It was
[ortunate for the Remove captain that there was nothing
but cold water ¢n the handkerchief.

As it was, Bolstrode was startled and amazed, and o3 the
contzet of the cold water drove sleep from his cves and
kis Brain, ho realisod that he was the vietim of some jape.

He struggled furiously, and clutched at the wet handleer.
chief over his face, but Ferney was holding it there

desperaiely.
0w MY pasped Tualstrode. “Oh! Help! Yarcoh!
Giroo !

Tighter and tighter Forney clutched the rag over his face

The junior waz growing alarmed.

Bulstrode showed no sign whatever of going off into uncon-
scroveness, but his strugeles wore growing more furicus at
ovory second,

At this rate, he would soon awaken ihe whole dermitory—
in fact, several fellows were awake now, and voiees were
inguiring frean various beds what was the matter, and who
was making the row.

Bulstrode, with a great effort, dragged his head away at
lasgt, and strock out Llindly with both hsts.

His right came on Forney’s chest, and his left caught him
in the eve, and Ferngy gave a roar, and staggered back ns
far zs the next bed, where he fell backwards upon
Hazcldene,

Hazeldone was already awake, and he promptly gave the
junior a push whieh sent him rolling on the Boor,

“Oh!" gaeped Bulstrode., " Who—what—"

“What's the row ?"" shouted ITarry Wharton,

“Ha, ha, ha!" come in a vell from AMicky Desmond.
“Ha, ha, ha! Tare an’ "ound=! Howly =moke! 1la,
ha, ha !

:" i-l allo, ha[l{.i. IFImI!a—:

SAY, ellows

“ What fhe— "

“ Who the——""

" Begad, you lnow——'

Bulstrode jumped out of hed and groped for 2 box of
matches. He was in o furious temper, which was not (o
be wondered at under the circumstances.

“ Bomebody jamined s wet rag over my face !’ he roared.
“ 'l smash him! I'Nl pulverise him ! I'll make mincemeat
of him !

“Ha, ha, ha !

Serateh !

The match flared out, and showed Ferney just strugglng
to his feet. Ferney had had some hope of bolring back into
bed unseen, but that hope was speadily nipped 1n the bud,
The captain of the Bemove threw down the match and
seized Ferney.

* You fathead !

[R] !:h-‘l" ‘!H

“Take that—and that—and that !

"“"Yarooh !

“1'N teach you to play iricks atbt midnight 1™ roared
Bulstrade. *Tale that!”

i H.ﬂl'ﬂ-' lul

A doren of the Removites were out of hed now. Bob
Cherry lighted a candle. The light glimmered upon an
pxeiting seenc.  Bulstrode and Ferney were grasping one
apnother in & deadly cluteh, and hammoring one anpother
hiriously. Ferney waes no mateh for the burly Bulstrode,
but he was duing his best.

“YWhat on carth’s the
Wharton.

0w, ow, aw !

“I'lt smash him "

“Ha, ha, he ! velled Micky.

*“Hold on !" exclaimed Bob Cherry, scizing Bulstrode, and
dragging him off his victim. * You don’t want to smash
Wim, vou know, Jle's had enough.™

* Lemne pet at him ! yelled Bulsirode,

“But what has he done?”

o Eﬂlbhﬂd a wet rag on me while I was asleep ! I'll smash
.
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matter ™ exclaimed ITarry
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“1lold en, Bulatrode !'?

Yoz at, ald man !

““He's had encugh ; lack at him,” said Nugent.

Dualstrode looked at his vietim, and hkis brows relaxed.
Ferney certainly looked as if he had had enough, One of
s eyves was closed, his nose was steaming red over his mght-
~hirt, and he was holding one Land fo his mouth and the
other {o his ear. Certainly he locked ay if he had had
chough damage to go on with,

Bulstrode gri:mefa iittle,

" The utter idiot ! he exelaimed. “ Who ever lheard of
playing such a trick ! He might have startled me into a fit
if I'd been a chap with nerves—a chap like Bunter, for
in=tance !

* Oh, rcally, Dulsirode——"

“Ha, ha, ia per

“What are vou eackling at, Desmond * asked Wharton,

“1Ta, ha, ha "

“Were you in thiz jape ' demanded Bul=irode, turning
wrathinlly fowsards the Irish junior,

Micky roaved, .

“Faith, and I've zaved ye from beipp  kidnapped,
Bulstrode, darling! Ha, ha, ha!?

“ Widnappred 17

HSnre, and it's so!  Ask Ferney”

The juniors all stared at Ferney. That unfortunate youth
was groaning. He blinked back ot them out of one eye—the
other was past blinking with.

i ‘E]"h"hat did you do it for?” demanded Wharton,

ad w !fi‘

“‘What's the little game, anyway ! aslied Fisher T. Iish.
Y1 pwess he's off his rocker !

Y Must he!™ spid Nugent, YTt was a volfen, dangerous
trick to play. What did you do it for, Ferney ¥ ]

Forney bostowed o glare of defiznee on the juniorg—with
one oye.

“Roevenge ! he znid.

ik Eh ?'J

“ YWhat 7

“Herrevenge ' ssid Fernow, rolling the "r™ in the
::]Eum\-ml manaer of a wicked boronet on the stage
Y Rrerevengs 1Y

“ My het!™

" He's off ha= rocker 1™

“Aad as a hatber 1™

“I1a, ha, ha!”’ yelled Micky Desmond., ** He wasz poing
in chloroform Bulstrode, amd kidnap him, and shut him up
i a bandbox I wmean, 0 the box-reom ! Ha, ha, ha1?

“ Chloroform U7 shricked Bulstrode.

“Yeoz! Ha ha, ha!”

“ HBual—but that wasa't chloraform "

“¥Fla. ha, ha " :

“ Desmond gave it to mwe,” said Ferney sulkily. " 1le's 1o
ir, too, and——"

“Ja, ha, ha!" shricked Micky., *“Yaith. and it's thrue
for him! I eave him the chloroform, but [ gob it oul of
the walter-tap at the end of the Remove passage I

Thore was o roar of langhier.

Ferney stood iransiixed, _
It had never dawned upon the absurd hoy that the Trish
junior was pulling hiz leg, but he understood it now.

“YWell, my hat '™ ejaculated Bol Cherry, wiping his eyes,
“My only chapeau! OQf all the giddy goats, I think Ferney
tnkes the eake !

“1 think he dors I'" zaid Bulstrode, * And he'll take some
thing else if he plays these mad tricks again!  This is what
comes of young fools reading criminal veports in newspapoers.
I aappese e oot this rod abouwt chloroform out of 8 news.
paper report.”’

“ila. ha, ha 1
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“Get baclkk to bed, you young 1diot!™ said Bulstrode,
“We'll make a clean sweep of all that rot of yours to-
morrow, I promise you! Go to hed!”

Ferney went sulkily to bed. He was in a furious temper,
and the ridieule that was poured upon him made him feel
all the more savage. He would not have munded so much
if the Remove had regarded him as a young desperado—
that would have been in accordance with the traditions of
Wit the cracksman, and Baffles, and Charles Peace, and his
other heroes, But to be regarded as a howling duffer was
noi gratifyving. _

He turned in, and the Remove chuckled a long time
before they went to sleep, But after the rest of the Form
slept, Ferney lay awake, in sullen thought. Ile was aching
all over irom the castigation Bulstrode had given him, and
which he had certainly deserved. His eye was closed, his
ear ached, his jaw feolt as if 1t had been hammerod with a
coke-hammer, and his nose still cozed red upon his pillow,
Wild thoughts of revenge floated in the ill-balanced mind of
the junior. He would male the Removites suffer for treat.
ing him with contempt! He would make tha laughing
juniors understand that he was to be feared. But how was
hi to do it?

it the cracksman and RafHes the burglar would doubiless
lhiave thought of a plan at onee. But a plan did not veadily
orcur to Ferney, though he turned over in his mind all the
records of famous erimimals, and all his recent rending of the
procoedings of the Central Criminal Court. i

iTe lind ne plan formed when at last, wearied out, ke fell
asleep and dreamed a troubled dreamy, to the effect thint ho
was standing at the bar of the Old Dailev, being sentenced
to be hanged by the neck until he was dead. -

From thar cheerful dream he was awakened by the iising-
bell elanging out upon the fresh morning air.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Yery Drastic.

ERNEY was last down of the Remove that morning.
F He was [eeling vory sore and seedy, and extremncly
Lad-tempered. He had not forgotten Bulstrode's
remnark in the doermitory, and he wenh {0 his stody as
soon as he came down., The door was open, and Dulstrode
and Bob Cherey wére there, sitting on the table, They pave
IFerney a cheerful pod and a grin as he came .

“Watting for vou." said Bulstrode,

“ Hallo—haHlo—halleg ! Here you are!” said DBab.
all right now [

Ferney scowled. .

“What do yvon want here?” he ashked angrily.

* Rubbish ! saud Hob,

Bulstrode laughed.

" Exactly ! he ngreed.

““ Ha, ha, ha!"”

* Look hero——"

“We're going to eure you of playing the giddy ox," Bob
Cherry explained. “ We're going to burn all that sotten
rubbishi you have here—newspaper cuttiogs, and hves of
criminals and things. I think we shall very likely be able
to save you from agbad end if weo tey."

“We're going to try, anywey,' said Bulstrode.

“ %es, rather!™

Forney gritted his teoth,

“You'd better unuot touch
exelapmaed.

“1 don't think you'll be able to stop us” DBulstrode re
marked. ™ You broke out last night like o giddy lunatic, |
always knew you were a soft ass, but I never knew you wero
getting really off your rocker., Now I know it, it's a kind.
ness to step in and stop you,  Uve seen chaps like you before.
You read disgusting newspaper reports till your brains go
rocley, and then you breals out and commit some robbery or
other, and then the newspapers all say:  * Shocking Fesult
of Reading Penny Dreadinls!” I know you! Well, wo're
going to stop you belore vou met to the ztage of commiiting
rohberies—szee ¥

“That's it,"” said Dob Cherry. ¥ Fhighty <haps like you
are linble to do anything —from robbing a safe to wreeking a
train. We'rs poing fo cure vou.”

* Look here——""

YAVe wouldn't begin 8l you eame down.” satd Bulsivods.
T hera's nob Hning ko b au;.-thi.ng underhand about 1"

“ No fear!”

“ But now you're hera, we'll stark,
that valuable literature!™

 Find gut!” snapped Ferney.

Bulstrode chuckled,

“ANYe'l] jolly soon do that I he oxclaimed.

“Wou won't touch any of my—"

Crish !

Bulstrode palled out the drawer of the table, and it
dezpended on the floor, and ity confonts wero scatterssd over
the carpel.

Ferney gave o shout of rage.
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* Let my things alone, you hound [*

“ Botter language ! said Bulstrode threateningly.

“I—=I—-I'l be rm'en?‘ﬂll"

* Oh, shut up ! exclaimed Dob Cherry, in disgust. * Did
rou ever hwear such rot? Don't yon know that that word

clongs to the stage and the novels, you ass?™

Ferney turned crunson with rage., IHe would not have
nunded being considered wicked or desperate, but to be con-
sidered merely “stagey® was distinetly exasperating.

A roll of papers came ous of the overturned drawer, rnd
a volume of Press enttings, as well as several books.

Bulstrode and Bob Cherry picked them up.

“My hat!” cxelaimed Bob Cherry, picking up & volume
of cuttings and opening . *f Look here! ! Central Criminal
Court—Lull Reports !’ Cuttings going a month back! And’
rhat rotten ass has read them all, and saved them up!™

* Btare the five with that ! said Bulstrode,

FGood !

Bob Cherry jammed ibe volume into the firegrate, Foroey
rushed desporately forward aod clawed him bacl.

“ Let it alone !™ he shrieked,

“ Hands off, you ass!"

“I—I=1"l—"

“You'll sit down there ™ said Bob Cherey, pushing Ferney
on the chest with his powerful hand.
~ The flabby junior staggered back and sat in a chair, without
mtending to do zo.

“ MNow, if you put your paws on me agaim, you'll get hurt,
We're doing this for your good, and i would take more
than a potty worm like you to stop us”

“What-ho!" remarked Bulstrode.

Ferney rose to his feet, clenching his fists with impoton’
rago.

He could not interfere.

Either Bulstrode or Bob Cherry could have knocked him
out. with one hand in 8 single round, if the matter had
been decided by fisticufs. If it had been an affair of bully.
ing, he could have called on the other fellows for aid, or on a
prefect; but neither juniors nor prefeet would have helped
him in keeping a stock of pernicious literature in his study.
Anybody in Greyiriars who had known what was going on
would have lent o hand to Bob Cherey and Bulstrode in their
task of destroying the dangerous rubbish Forney ‘had
accumulated. )

Ferney thrust his hands deep inio his pockets, and stood
looking on with a scowling brow while the fire was started.

The volume of Press cuttings, conbtaining nccounts of
criminal cases which certainly po boy ought ever io havo
konown anything about, blazed up as BRob Cherry applied
matches to it

Bob Cherry sticred 1t up with the poker.

“*MNext man in!"” ke said.

Bulstrode rolled up o couple of volunies of * Sguafos, the
Amatour Burglar,' and tossed them upon the fire. A scl
of thrilhng American detective fetion followed, and then o
number of highly-coloured pupers dealing with Cracksman
it appacently the favourite here of the weak-minded owner
of that precious library.

“ Yolumo twenty of the * Police-court Pars " "
strode,  * Bhove it on!
Criminals '™

“{huck it in!"

The grate was crammed with rubbish, blazing away
merrtly.

Speedily the mass was reduced to ashes, but Bob Cherry
ss;[rr}od away indastricusly until harcdly a spark was left in
i dueedgd.

Then he threw the poker inte thoe grate. It was warm
work, and Bob Cherey mopped his perspiring brow with his
handkerchief when he had foished.

“Phew !" he said. * Well, that's done [

Y Jolly good thing, too!” said Bulstrode.

Bob Cherry turned to thoe owner of that valuabls library
which, lilkke the wmore famous one of Alexandria, had beea
consigned to the Hamea by rathless mvadoers,

“*You'ra well rid of that Iittle lot "' he remarked.

Farney seawled,

*You'll be better without them, old chap”

"“Hang youl"

“Thanks!" said Bob Cherry. “Come on, Bulstrode! I
think we've earned our hreakfast !

Yoz, rather ! prinned Bulstrode,

And the two Bemovites quitted the study.

Fernoy stared after them with scowhing brows and gleam-
ing eyes, clenching his fists hacd.
“Hang you!™ he -muttered,
this! I'll have revenge !

And Ferney ground his tocth—not because he had any
.ailmmal desiro fo grimd oz teath, but becanuse (racksman ISt
always did so when he was annoyed.

9

""" grinned Bul-
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Day of the Match]

v ITPPING weather!” said Bob Cherry, looking out of
the School House after breakfast,
*Jolly good!|” said Harry Wharlon,
“It will be a splendid mateh ™

“And we've going to win it ™ said Nugent.

“ What-ho I

The Remove went into their Formi-reom for morning
lessons in high spirits. They were thinking more about foot-
ball than azbout Form-room work; a fact which did not
E!%!:aﬂ!tl' meet with the approval of their Form-master, Mr.

uelch.

When Nogent was asked to name one of the principal
products of Lancashire, and answered * cup-ties,” there was
Iill' gigele in the Form, and Nuegent was the richer by fifty
Ines,

But he did not care for lines.

Ho was thinking of the Redelyffe match, and of the cup
being brought home to Greyfriars in triumph,

Lieasons were over at last, and the Romove turned out into
the guad.

The weather was splendid for the game The afternoon
was sunny, amnd vold, aud there was :-:eﬁums & little too much
wind blowing, but it was healthy and keen from the sea, and
the juniors saiffed it with keen pleasure.

After dinner they prepared to receive the visiting team,
who were timed to arrvive at two o'cloek 1n o brake from
Redelylfe, the kick-off being fixed for half-past two.

Evorything was in readiness for the match.

It was not too late, certainly, to make any alterations in
the teany; and Bulstrode had some representations on the
subjoct from some of the Remove.

Buct Bulstrode only grinned.

He had made up hiz mind what fellows he was going to
play, and he had not the slightest intention of making any
chapgoes.

T]Ea Hemove footballers had changed ready, and were
standing about in their coats and searves, when two o'clock
rang out from the old clock-tower.

MNever had 2 Remove team looked more fit ; and Bulstrode's
hopes. were high, Wingate, of the Bixth, (fnve the juniors
words of encouragement. The good-tempered and kindly cap-
tain of Greyvirisrs tock = preat interest in junior féotball,
und ho had helped Bulstrode, to some extent, with adviee
in seleeting the team.

" Your fellows look wvery fit, Bulstrode,” Wingate said.
“VYou should have a jolly good chance of getting the cup,
I-think.”

“I'm glad vou think so, Wingate,” eaid Bulstrode. 1
kaow it will be o tough maich. We shall do our best, any-
1..:.13,',”

“1 say, Dalstrode—"

" Oh, shut v, Bunter ™ )

“I've mmum!hing to say to you before it's too late™

** Oh, cheeso it!”

Wingate laughed and walked away. DBulstrode turned away
{ram tfm Owl of the Remove, but lilly Bunter {ollowed him,
and Ijerked at Jns sleeve persistently,

*1 sy, Dulstrode——" i

“ Buzz off, you faot duffer! I'm not peing to make any
:-h:mg{:s 11 the tewmy ; and if I did, I'd as seon put in EDE]]I:]R‘.
the porter, or his dog, as you!" roaved Bulstrode.

“1—I wasn't goimg to speak about that," said Bunter.
H {Tnder the circumstamees, as personal jealousy iz allowed
ta rule in selecting the team, I shall say no more abowt thai.
I was going fo say that it would be only hesptable to stand
theo Redelyffe fellows a decent feed alier the match !

*Well, we're poing to give them tea,” sud Bulstrode.

“Yes; but I was thinking of something speciad,” urged
Punter. " Don’t be afraid; I'm not going to suggest your
paying for it. What I mean iz, is there any objection to my
standing a bit of a feed, in addition, to the Redelyfhans?’

Bulstrode stared.

“¥ou® he ejaculated.

Banter nodded, and blinked at him,

“Yes, me,” e said, emphatically and ungrammatically.
“1 don't se¢ why I shouldn't do i, do pou, if I choose lo
speied the money for the credit of Greyfriars®™

“Well, nen? said Bulstrode.  * Are vou off vour rocker?”

Ol really, Dulstrecle——" .

“Tirst time I've heard of you wantuygr fo spend money
on anvbody but yoursclf,” growled Bulstrode, ** What's the
little gpame ™!

*“(h, really

“Ti'z only gas!™ said Tob Cherry.
Con't talk ont of the back of your silly neck ]

* I’'m sorry to sce this miscrable jealousy on the part of a
ehap like von, Cherry,” said Bunter. **I'm sure Wharton
will support e
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Marvy Whavton lasghed, ) i

* ¥ou ¢an stand all thg feeds you like, Bunter,” he replied,
*1 don’t cave.” )

“Vory well. If you dou’t -:ll:,!ﬁ:l, Bulstrode—"

“1 don't, of course. But—'

“Then it's acttled,”” szid Bunter. “1 shall devote thae
whole of my postal-ovder to standing a feed for the Redelyfa
chapa. 'The postal-ovder i3 for p couple of pouads, and I
think that will be encugh.”

“Quite enough,™ prinned Nupent., **Ilave you gol the
postal-order 77

Funter coughed. :

“Ahemr! Well, not exnetly veb, You see, 1k onght to have
beenr here this morning, but there has been some delay in
the post, I'm thinking of writing io the Postmaster-Gencral
sbout it It's scundalous a chap being kept waiting for a
remittance ke thisl The postal-erder may not be here mn
time now o

“*Ha, ha, ha " _

“Blessed if I can sce anything to cackle at!™ said the
fabt jumior peevishly., * What T was gomg o say is thos
I want to entertain the Redelyfle chaps at my own charge,
regardless of expense. I you fellows care to advance me
the two pounds you can have the postal-order when it cores,
What do you sayi™ :

“Rats 1™

“(Oh, really, Chorry—" .

There was & roll of wheels in the distance, and the crack
of a whip. Then came o shout from the direction of the
wates of Greviviars,

“Heve they ape P!

Redelyffe had arrived.

“ Here they come ' excloimed Wharton.

“1 say, you fellows——"" .

But no one was listening to Billy Bunter, The ﬂre]:,rfr:m
fellows greeted the visiting team, HﬁT{:I:t'ﬂ'r decidedly Jooked
a very fine Jlot of fellows. Hawke, their captamn, belonged
io the Fourth Form, at Redelyife, and he looked as well as
anvbody in the home team ; and Blimby, the fastest forward,
was well-kuown to the Friarvs, as was Muge, who kept goal.
Bulstrode looked over the team with o keen cye, and ho
saw more plainly than ever that Greyviriars would have a hard
tussle before them. y

But thore iz, as the poet sings, a stern Joy in meeting
foemen worthy of their steel, and the Removites were looking
forward keenly to the tussle. -

The referee. wns o gentleman belonging to Courtheld,
aril he had eome with the visiting team. Redelyffe
were in red shirts, and Greyifriars in blue. IHawhke
looked over the ground, and snified the keen breeze.

“Good wind blowing '’ he remarked. :

“Yes, I hope you'll got it against you,™ said Bulsirodo,
lanprhing. .

Hawke I:miﬂmﬂ ton.

“We're moing to give vou a tussle,”’ he vemarked. " We'va
made up our minds to take the Craven Cup io Redelyfie, by
hook or by crook.” .

* What-ho!" s11d 8limby, with emphasis,

The Removites grinned.

“We've made up our minds that you won't,” grinned
Lulsirade. * But let the bese team win, that's all."?

CAWhat-lie ' s2id the Redelyffe fellows heartily.

The twe skipoers tossed for choice of ends.

The ather fellows stood round breathlessly while they did
=0, A great deal depended on the result of the toss, for the
wind was blowing keenly from one goal to the other, and
the team that had to play feemg the wind would stark with
o disadvantage.

Bulstrade wos sueressful.

The Remavites, whoe were erowding round the ropes, gave
a cheer as the result was announced. It wae a good omen for
the homo team.

“Veou kick off " =aid Bulstrode.

Hawke nodded.

“ Right-ha 1"

And the whistle went for the start. Round the ground,
Groygriars and Redelyffe fellows fraternized in an excited
crowd,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Cup-Tie!

EDOLYFTVE kicked off against the wind

They followed up the kick-off with o rush; but the
wind was etrong in favour of the home r].flayert:. and

Bulsirode's forwards soon had possession of the ball,
They brouzht it down the feld in fine style, with short

1aESING, amid anticipatory cheers from the evowd.

Theie was 1 big erowd round the ground already. Nearly
all the Hemove whe were not playing were there to shout,
ss Micky Desincad put i, Fellows of others Forms, as well
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a3 the Remove, had turped up to watch. The Fourth and
the Bhell were well represented, and cven the Fifth, And
two score of Redelvfians were there.

The seniors might—and frequently did—affect to smile at
junior football, but they were not insenmble to the honour
that would accrue to Greviviars from the winming of such a
trophy a3 the Uraven Cup,

Thera was a shour from a hundred throats as the Remove
forwards brought the ball down the held, with the wind
behind thom.

*“ Hugray "'

NPT

% Put her through "

5 Pile it int'"

“Kick! Kick, vou beggars, kick™

Hob Cherry had centred to Harry Whavton, and IHarry
Wharton sent the leather in with a splendid kick,

But the Redelyfe lkecper was all there.

For & moment it leoked like a goal, and then it came
whizzing out from the fist of the custodian, and dropped to
the Redelvffe backs.

They sent it up the field in a twinkling.
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The Greviriare rush had nossed fre, 50 to speak, snd ihe
tussle swung back to midfield.

“My hat!” exclaimed Coker, of the Iifth.
can keep goal! What's his name®™

“_Hurg I""-said Hobson, of the Shell.

“Well, he may be a Mugg, but he's not a mug," said
Coker: and all the fags within reach of Coker laughed duti-
fully at his little joke.

The Redelyfians certuinly had o tower of strength in their
goalkeeper. Bulstrode had very strong doubts as to whether
Hazeldene would have stopped such & shot. But outside the
goal, the home defence was very pood and .reliable.

Hazeldene, 1indeed, wasz in s usual form.

The Redclyfians brought the ball up to the bome goal
after a time, with a very pretty exhibition of combinad ]ﬁﬂ:.’.
E%&lﬂﬂt the defence and against Lhe wind, Hazeldene seemed
all evez and hands at once.

Hawke sent the ball spinning in, bot it struck a goalpost,
%?'d !i}}ar:ked intn the Geld of play. only to be headed in by

imby.

But Inzeldene was ready for i, and he headed it out,

" That chap

“THE DOWNFALL OF THE FIFTH!” ™ "R% poparce.
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rizht to ilbe foot of Morgan, at back, and Morgan sent
it whizzing up the lield almost to the line.

** Huapeay I

* Well saved !

And Hazeldeno flushed with pleasare. e had saved his
eit:del well, and the cheers of the Greyiriars evowd rang
pleasantly i his cars,

Bo:h sides had realised bey this tima that they had o de-
cidedly hard siruggle in hand.

Tho fate of the Craven Cup was hanging very much in the
balance,

As the game procecded, there were several narrow escapes
of seoring, ou both sides, and still the sheet remained Llank,

Attrek and defenee o both sides were good snd sound;
ead it soon began to look as if the first half would close with-
aut cither side breaking their duck. And that was what
happened,

¢ whistle rang out for the interval, with a blank score
on both sides; and the playvers, not at all sorry for the rest,
eeased play.

“* They're going it strong,” Bob Cherry remarked, as he
sucked o lempn.  * But we'll have the cup.'”’

" Yoz, rather!™

“ Yeg, stick to it," said Bulstrode.
beat them in the second half”

And the Remove foothballers determined that they would,
As o matter of fact, the Redelyfians were equally deternvined
te the contrary. When the whistle rang out shrilly on the
wintry air, it found both teams in & mood for * bloed.”

Both teams formed up to resurne the gawmwe., All was to
Bulstrode and his merry men knew that it would
meati going all the way, but they were game. The Craven
Cup should not be wrested from them without & grim
struggle. One thing gave Bulstrode infinite satisfaction.

1t was the half-back line. Bob Cherry and Bull wera the
right sort of stuff bto back ug & good centre, and Bulstrode
wis o good centre-half. If the forward line could just *go
it* a bit beties now, Greyfriars would win, he fclt sure,

The whistle went, and Harry Wharton re-staried,

Hawke fully expected the wind, which wes now behind
Redelyffe, to win them the game., The visitors had certainly
made good going fivst half. Popular opinion always makes
out that the wind will be sure fo ensure sueh a side’s vietory.

But ot always ia opinion verified. From the way the
Gieviriars Jot got going it was soon evident that all ways
vere alike to them. The forward line, ably led by Harry
Wharton, scon showed tlwt * trespassers wonld be prose-
coted.”  Every sortie the Redelyfic fellows made wus
checked before it counld reach Bulstrode, Cherry, and Bull

The fellows who lined the ground cheered both teams to
the echo. For a competition game the football was wonder-
fully clean and sprightly. Nipping in was the order of the
day on both sides, and finesse was prominent in all _

Then the Greyirisrs crowd experienced a nastv side-ship.
Hawke initiated a2 grand movement, and the home goal
geemed lost from the start,

“Wharton " was the cry, as the movement started,

But rveproach did not alter the fact that Harry Wharton
had been beaten by his vis-a-vis.

Hawke, following up his advantage, whizzed thﬁt sphere
out to s right-wing man. BSe ﬂulr?:!‘}' had the thing been
done that Brown and Leigh were outwitted for the moment.
The opposing men made rings round them, as the saying is,
and in a flash the home side saw the ball sear right across
the field to the Redelyfle left-wing., The fellow was racing
like the wind.

Trevar *“was on lim," but by the neatest manceuvra
possible the Bedelyffe man got the ball round him, and

centred like lightmng, !
shouted the delighted

“NMow, Redelyfle!™
gpectiators. . :

Well they might shout, for Hawke was tearing nto the
goal-mouth hke & war-horze.

“ Hurrah! Hurrah!"' yelled Redelyffe, decming it a suve
thing.

EE: another was on the alert as well as Hawke. As the
ball shot in from the Redelyfic captain, a lithe form swung
put from pgoal, and, leaping high in the air, gathered tha
swiftly-flying ball with all the confidence of a Rugby Inter-
national. In an instant the whele complexion of the game
was changed.

“"Bravo, Hazeldeue!
crowd, for it was le.

And as the Redelyfie players scrambled over one another
in their eagerness to get in, the ball was sailing down field
& hundred fect in the air, Greyfriars under it to & man, in &
sern vaca with the Redclyffe backs. The backs had a slight
gart. They knew it was up to them to stop a score at all
rogts, and, despite Harry "N{mrl'aﬂﬂ"ﬂ best endeavour, he could
pot outrun one of them. The fellow reached the sphere

Tue Maawer Laenary.—No. 103,

Read the grand new story of the
Juniors of St. Jim's, entitlac:

“We've simply got bo

win veh

visibors'

Brave, sir!” velled the Greviriars

‘were playing the game, and if

five yards ahead of Wharton, and with a wild kick, which
sent him  preeling, e saved the sitnation by kicking into

rowch.
“Bravo, Hazeldenc! Brave, Greyiviars! yelled the
crowd. *' On the ball!™

From Nugent's throw-in both sides were on tho ball
indeed. Stubborn wasn't the word. for the grim determina-
tion with which the contest was waged, Hedelyfle were
determined to profit by - their diszsppointment, and Harry
Wharton, for his part, was determined that Hawke should
nat outwit him again.

“Bock it to Tem, Greyfriars!™

Bob Cherry grinned as he heard the shout. No shout that
ever went up at the sporta of ancient Rome heartened o
rlacdiator as this did the Grevfriavs line. Backward and
orward went the leather in midfield till the spectators were
getiing weary.

" Don't keep the thing on a giddy string!” they yelled.
“Get it away, Greyiriars!"

* Keep 'em out, Redelyffe!”

Redclyfie did not need to be encouraged. It wos a great
game, snd it was clear to see that their whole line wers
indiferent as to the spectators’ opinione. They knew they
reyfriars won they would
ce could not last. Hoth
eir duty so well that tho

win on their merits. But the
forward lines had been doing
inevitable happoned,

There was a slight stackening down, and the half-backs
saw ab onee what was before them,

Apd, in footer lungupge, Beb Cherry, Bulsirode, and Bull
came with o vengeance for Greyfrinm.

By a tarit understanding the froot rank saw that shork
passing was to be the order of the day, and it began at onee,
the Greyfriars hali-backs bewng better than a further line of
six forwards. The result was salutary. Passing, dribbling,
liooking the ball over their opponents’ heads, wing to wing
amd back sgain, excited yells of *offside ! but no whistle
to corroborate. One mighty cheer, and Bob Cherry found
himzelf twenty yards from goal, right in front, and only the
goalic to beat.

“ Now, Cherry!” roared Greyfriars.

And Bob Cherry " nowed,"” zo to put it. Bearing down
lilke & steam-ongine for the right corner, he placed it into
the oppusite corner of the net.  Mugyg simply had no chanee,
though he threw himself full length in a vein cndeavouy.

“Hurrsh! Hurrah! Bravo! Brave! Bravo, Cherry!™
came roar after roar, and the players themselves, nearly
wringin Cherry's hand off, danced him trinmphantly
down-feld,

First blood to Greyiriars.

The Friars roared themsclves Loarse,

“Brave! Brave!™

“ Huvrah, Cherry ™

“ Good old Bob !

“@oal! Goal! Huvxgh!™

It was & deafening roar,

Bob Cherry looked flushed and excited. His chums slapped
himn on the back till he ached. The teams lined up agaim,
add Hedelyffe kicked off, Hawke had & very grimn expres-
siont on lis face. He knew thai the struggle was going
against his side now, but he was determuned to make op
for the lecway.

And he Jud?

With a tremendous effort the Redelyffians broke up the
Greyiriars defonce; shots rained in upon gosl, and Hazeldene
was found wanting. _

Every Redelvile [ellow on the ground gave a wild yell as
the ba'l went in from Hawke's foot and found a corner of
tho net.

YGoal! Goal! Goal!”

The crowd simply shricked,

“(Goal! Hurrah!™

Coker of the Fifth locked at his wasch.

“ Five more minutes to play,” he said.

" Phew I

“Ti's going to be a draw.”

“ Faith, and ve're right 1"

And certainly it locked hke it.

Groviviars kicked off, with the knowledge that only four
more mingies stogd between them and the blast of the
whistle.

What was to be done in four minutes? Was it to be a draw
aftey all? Neither side would be satisfied with such a con-
clusion. They were going to win—both of them—at all
ovenlts, that was what they were determined upon.
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“ Go if, Greyfriars 1"

Y Buck up, ﬁ@dﬂirﬁa iy

“On tho ball "'

Loud shouts from the rival sympathisers encouraged the
teams. And certainly the juniors on both sides went it
with a hearty good will.

The wind was againet Groyiriavs—dead apainst them, and
growing stronger. DBut they were keen and fresh, most of
them still aplendidly fit, in spite of the long and gruelling
game, Bulstrode called upon his men for a last effort, and
they made it. Right up to the cnemy's goal, in spite of
the wind and the defence, they swept the leather, and Mupgg
was called upon to save, and save again.

Round the goal raged the last struggle.
ball, and in again it went, put there b
Mugpg fated it out, and it dropped, and Mugg ran out of
woal and seized it to fling it far. But at that second a lithe
form came spinning from the Greyvfriars players, right upon
tha goalie. Crash!

It waz Bob Cherry.

Eight back into the goal went the Redelyfie custodian, the
ball still grasped in his hands, Bob Cherry's charge flinging
him back fairly into tha net.

There was a roar.

li{;ml '

* Hurrah !’

Phip!

It was the shrill blast of the whistle.

Tho cup-tia was over.

The winning goal had been taken, and. on the stroke of
time. The erowd had invaded the field the next moment.
Greyiriars had won—two goals to one—and Bob Cherry was
tha hero of tha hour.

Greyfriars Remove had won the Craven Cup!

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
After the Match.

THE exciternent in the Lower School at Grevfriars that

Out ecame the
Wharton. DBut

night was such as had seldom been seen before.
hey had won the cup!
The Remove team had won it, but all the junior
Forms felt a share of the glory fall, reflected, upon them.
Even the Hpper Fourth and the 8hell vejoiced.

The Redelyffe fellows were well entertained before they
took their departure, but they did not enjoy it. They felt
keenly the loss of the cup, and of the last match of the
competition, and many of them had gloomy looks while the
Hemove entertained them to bea.

But, as Bob Cherry said, two teams couldn’t win the same
matech, and there was only one cup.

Redelyffe had put up a splendid fight, but fortune had
favoured the Greyfriars team, and they had won the trophy.
They were very kind to the defeated champions, and they
gave them a cheer as they rolled off in their brake.

And then they colobrated !

The Remaove Form-roo was the scene of great rejoicing.

Fellows who had had dolorous misgiving: about the success
of the team in the cup-tie—chiefly c¢ue to their own services
not being required—rejoiced excoedingly, and some of the
disappointed candidates for cup-tie honours agreed that
Bulatrode was not such an ass after all,

The team had won. at all events, and that was the chief
thing, and the Craven Cup belonged to the Greyiriars
Romovo.

They were to be presenied with it by SBguire Craven on
the fnTInwing day, at s ceremony to be held in the lecture-
Lall, and the whole school would be assemblod for the
purposc—a cireumstanca that caused” the Homovites to feck
very proud of themselves.

Tho juniors spent that evening in *‘keeping it up™ over
thear victory, and masters and prefects judiciously toock no
notice of the noise proceeding from the Lower Fourth Form-
rooT.

The proceedings were not interrupted il bedtimo, when
Wingate put his head into the room with his good-natured
amile.

“You kids have made vow enouzh,” he said,
wera 1n bed.”

" Wao've won the cun!”

Wingate laughed.

“Yeu, 1 know vou have, and it's very ereditable to you,'
he said; ** but you've made row enough to celebrate winning
o dozen cups.’”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Y Hurrah !

“We'lve won the cup!"

* Bravo, Cherey !

The Remove marched up to bed, still chicering and talking.
When they turned in, and lights were turncd out, a fire of
chatter ran up and down the docmitory,

‘"It was Bob Cherry's match,” said Bulstrede, with un-
usual good humour. * Bob kicked both the goals, and
won it for us.'
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“What-he!" said Nugent,

*1 say, you fellows—""

“Rot!" said Bob Cherry cheerily. **We all put up a
jolly good game, and Hazel in goal was as good as anybody.
Bulstrode selected a jolly good team.”

“ Hear, hoear!”

““ Faith, and ve're right!” said Micky Desmond. * Thers
waz only ‘one improvement that I could have thought of."

“ What was that ¥

“ Mysalf, Cherry -darling.”

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“A good muany cha
those lnes,™ chuckled Bulstrode.
that's the thing."

“Yes, rathoer!”

“When do you get tho cup, Bulstrode?” Ferney asked
suddenly. ) S

Ferney had taken no part in the general rejoicing. He
seemed to be determined to be in the sulks; and the juniors,
who had neo inclination to waste time on him, were quite
content to leave him there,

“ Po.morrow,”  said Bulstrode, ** Bguire Craven presents
it to the winning team, with a speech. We can stand the
speech, as we get the cup.” .

“Oh, certainly !I” said Bob Cherry. *“I think a chap who
presents a valuable silver cup ought to be given a little
vope.”

** Hear, hear ™

“ Where will you keop it " asked Ferney.

“ Bleased if T know,” said Bulstrode, a little puzzled. * It
will be toc wvaluable to be stuck up mn the Form-room.
suppose wo shall ask the Head to keep it in his safe, and sct
it up on special oecasions to bo seen—like Bpeech Day, you
know. It will make s jolly handsome ornament when we're
givit;g a big feed.™

5t , rather!"

“* Ferney's feeling nervous about it, begorra!™ chuckled
Micky Desmond. ** He's thinking what Cracksman Kit and
Squaffles would do if they knew the cup was here”

"“Hn, ha, ha!l"

“ The cup might be stolen,” said Forney.

* Rats 1"

“71 shouldn't wonder—""

“It couldn’t be stolen out of the Head's safe," said
Bulstrode, ;

“T bet vou at could.”

“ Bosh !

“ Cracksman Kit or Squaffics conld do it, but they don’t
dig near Greyfriars,” grinned Bob Cherry. “ I don't feel
norvous myself."”

“The Head's safe is a jolly old-fashioned one,” said
Ferne s “1 oxpect any burglar could get it open easily
cirouzh.”

“ How do you know—secn it?'"

“Yes, T have"

“ Rotten—spying round the Head's study,” sad Bulstrode.
“¥You'll follow some of your giddy criminal-court heroes tdo
clozely one of these davs, and get sent to a reformatory.'

Ferney made no reply.

But there was & very peculiar expression upon his face,
which might have cavscd some of the juniors to look at him
il it had not been dark.

One by one the juniors dropned off to s!c-elf),

But one pair of eyes remained open in the darkness, staring
at the glimmering window ; and beohind thosze slesplesa oyes-
a4 flighty brain was working., ‘There weva thoughis in
Fernoy's. head that would have surprised his Form-fellows if
they had koown of them.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
More Trouble for Fernzy!

HE next day the Greyfriars Hemove received the cup.

Bguire CUraven made a speech, as was only to ke
sxpected, considering that he was presenting a valuable

cup., But the Remove bore it with great fortitude;

and also the few words which Dr. Locke, the Head of Grey-
frairs, spoke when the squire had finished. The whole school
cheered the squire and the Head, and 8quire Craven was
really sorry that he had not said a few words more, as he
noticed how keenly intercsted his audicnce seemed to be.
“ Becmed " is the word; but really the Remove were very

olite. When the =quire drove away, they cheered s

aparture, and, in fact, they were in a mood now to cheer
everybody and everything. They had won the cup!

As the winning team feels at the Crystal Palace, with the
proud conscicusness of being the owners of the Enghish Cup,
50 the Remove footballers felt.

They had won the cup-tie; and they seemed to striko the
stars with their sublime heads. "

could have improved the team on
“ But we've won, and

“THE DOWNFALL OF THE FIFTH " ® "% gioparce
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After it had been shown round, excmined, handled,
appraised, and gloated over to a sufficient extent, the cup
was handed over to the 1lead, to. 'be locked up in his safe,
whore a great deal of the school silver was kept,

There, of course, it was sapposed to be safe.

Ferney's sugpgestion that thicves might break in and steal
it was passed unregarded by the Bemove.

The cup was a veluable one, but chiefly on account of s
asmociations ; and ita intrinsic value, thﬂugh considerable, was
as naught compered with the mass of the rchool zilver, which
was produced on gpreat occastons.

But stranpe deas were working in Ferney's mind.

He did not say any more about the possibihity of the
Craven Cup being stolen, however, The cup reposed in the
Head’s safe, and the juniars settled down into” the usual
routine after the excitement of the ecup-iie.

One circumstayuee marred their pleasure a little.  The
Redelyffe fellows had not taken their deféat in very good part.

n one or two chance meetings during the noxt few days
the Hedelyfians showed that they had a sore feeling on the
subject,

They had come o near to winning the cup, and the mateh
had 30 nearly turned out a draw, thai the Redelsflians could
be excused [or feeling sorve; and the Hemovites sympathised
with their disappointment.

“We should, have felt preity rotten if we had been done
in in the final tie,”” Bob Cherry remarked philosophically,
when - Bulstrode related in the common-room Euw Slimby of
Redelyffe had passed him by in the street in Friardals with-
out speaking. " Of course, that’s carrvinz it too far; but
it myst.have been a blow to them. I heavd that Hawke
counted positively on winning.”

* He shouldn't have beon such an ass, then,” Bulstrade seid.
“ There's 'n:::tl'lin%: cortain in footer, execpting  the un-
certaiaty ; and he had no right to count on licking we.™

Bob Cherry nodded.

“But he did, and he feels sore about it. But I expeet
they'll get over it szoon. Hawke is too censible a chap to
think o ba;rin;%'malicc'ﬂvar the result of a mateh, andp the
othey fellows will comé round.”

* Maost likely,” said Harry Wharton,

“ Blessed if I cave whether they do or not,” szid Bulstrade,
“ 1 think they’re a set of sases, and I sha’n't make any bones
about telling them so, too.”

But there were no morve meestings just then, and so no
hasty words were spoken. The two schools were a consider-
able distance apart, and meetings were not frequent at any
time.

On Saturday the Romove were fplu;.riu Courtfield School,
and they fnrgcrt all about Redelvile nmng Rtujclyfﬁun resent-
ment.  But it was destined to be brought back to their minds
th a dramatic way in the course of a day or twe.

Ferncy had been very quiet for some days; but Bulstrode.

had an eve on him, The flighty-minded juniors had been
strictly forbidden to buy any more newspapers, but it was
pretty certain that he would do so0 if he hed a chance. As
thg Remove came out of class on Monday alternoon, a folded
paper dropped from under Ferney's jacket.

Bulstrode picked it up in the passage.
with anger, sprang towards him,

“uive me my paper!” he

Ferncy, flushing

UM Quelch wounld interfere if he knew.”

“That's not wvour business. That paper cost me a penny.
Give ¢ to me !

L) Ratrﬁ !u-

Bulstrode tore the paper acress, and walked towards the
fire in the hall grate. Ferney gave & ory of rage, and ran
at Wim, elutching at his arm.  As he could not drag it down
to get at the paper, he kicked the Remove captain savagely.

Bulstrode uttered a cry of pain.

“Ow! You eowardly toad!"

“(aive me my paper, then!™ panted Ferney.

Bulstrode grasped the paper, and boxed Ferney’s cars with
it, right and left. The junior staggered back, with tingling
CULE, ;.re!ling with patn,

“ What 15 this about ?" rapped out a sharp voice.

It was Mr. Queleh’s. The Remove-master had just come
out of the Form-room. He hxed a stern glance upon
Bulstrode, and the latier coloured deeply. Bulstrode’s former
repatation as a bully still clung to him; a reputation of thaot
kind is not soon or casily lived down.

i e | " he stammered,

“ What is the matter?”

*“He's got my paper, and he won't give it to mel"
shrieked Ferney.

Mr. Quelch frowned darkhy.

** Is that Ferney's papor, Bulstrode 1™

T ?ﬂ'ﬂ-ﬂ, E.i.l". vF

“Thd you tear il

Y E'!-l'.i-”

“*Is this some more of your bullving, Bulstrode ! asked
the Remove-master sternly. 1T had hoped that there wes
a change in. you for the better, How dare yvou take away
l'"l::."nm-’n paper and tear 1677

-

; paly Wb

“ Balstrode isn't to blame, sir,” said Bob Cherry, gpeaking
up for the captain of the Remove. **If vou look at that
paper, sir, you'll sce why DBulstrode war going to burn it
“ Give me the paper, Bulstrode.”

Evzilétmdq handed it over to the Remove-master without s
word.

Mr. Quelch ldoked at it, and saw the pencil-markin
his frown grew deeper. e turned his cyes upon Ferney.
The Hemove had often compared Mr. Quelch's eyes to
gimlets, on sccomnt of their piercing qualitics, but never had
they looked so much like gimlets as they did now. They
almost seemed as if they would make holes in the unfortunate
junier.

* Ferney 1" rapped out the Form-master.

i ? stamimered Ferney, wishing very devoutly

,

e 008, Sir,
that he had aveided drawing the Form-master’s attention to
the subject.

“Do you read this rubbish 2"

“ Yes, sir,

“ You have the andacity to tell me that you take a daily
newspaper, and read the reports of criminal cases—disgusting
and degrading reports which are not even fit for grown-up
reople to read !” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

Ferney was silent.

Mr. Quelch handed the paper to the sulky, silent junior.

“*There 13 your paper,” he ﬂ?i.i{l “Go and place it in the

rig: it

exclaimed. e =TT The junior did oot move.

Biilstrode pushed him back & Ihl u_bLear me?" thun-
with his disengaged hand.. } Next Tucsday: dered Mr. Quelch.

“Hold un a2 minute!™ he Ferney jumped, and ran 1o
wid. “I'll hn?;e a !mi-:” at it “ obey. The paper crackled
frst, if you don’t mind. and flared up, and Ferney's

“I do mind!” howled valuable callection of criminal.
F‘r;mey!-;l “Give me my court  reports was  speedily
paper : consumed.

““Rats ' i OF THE “ Now,” said Mr. Quelch

Bulstrode casily hept the ] sternly, I will pass over
Babby junior off with his left your offence this time, Fer-

hand, while he beld the paper
in his right and looked at it.
It was & daily paper, open ai
the page upon which the
criminal - court reports  ap-
peared, and there were

severe]l pencilmarkings in
the columns. Ferney had evi-
dently been  studying  the

FRANK RICHARDS.

Yulf  HSsCssion  again,  yow
will. bo geverely cancd., Do
you understand e
“Ye-ooees, sir!”
“You have done guite
right, Bulstrode, and I am

I b rey. But ) you are ever
H found with a newspaper in
By

Ty

pa us well a3 reading it
'E'Eivﬂ it to me!" shricked

LIney.

*“1 sha’n’t give it to you,”
smid Bulstrode quietly. * I've
- told you I'm not guing to let

you read this rot.’

“ What rifht ,}3':”"'5 you to

interfero
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sorry I spoke sharply to you,!”
mi‘d}fhir.lmﬂuelﬂh_l "‘TYQU arn
doing vour duty as captain of
1;]1{' Form, and I hope you
. wit! continue to keep an eye
upon this miagmided and
foolish boy.™
" Certainly, sir”
And, with a warning frown
to Ferney, Mr, Quelch walked
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T 'Fhe Hedclyife juniors gathered reurd the little party from Greyfriars threateniugly. Harry Wharion & Co, drew
It looked 2s if they were in for serious troumble. ‘ ;
_ sharply. “We didn’t come here for n row. Wewant the Craven Cup back again, that's ali.

—— i L P

mere closely together,

i ey el

AWLY.
juniors. . .

But he did not speak. He thrust his hands deep inte his
pocketz and walked away. The juniors did not speak a woul
to him, either. They had ne desive to score over him; and
they hopod, sincerely enough, that the Form-master's warn-
g would have an effect upon him. Net that they thought
it hkelv, More drastiec measores would boe reguired belora
tho ﬂig by juniﬂr’ wus cured of Ty peculiar tostes,

Ferney was looking very sulky when the Remove wonk up
to bed that night. Buthrﬂde, who way neot an unkindly
feilow, zpoko to him pleasantly enough.

"1 say, Ferney, I'm s=orcy you were ragpged to-day, you
know. ¥ou ought to try and fall in with Greylfriars ways;
you've been here long cnough.”

“Oh, rats!"” said Ferney.

And Bulstrode made no further effort to be spreeabla

Tre Maanwer Lisnany.—No, 193,

Ferney oast o scowling glance vound at the
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*“ Hands off ! exclaimed Buistrode
(See Chapter 13.)

The Remove bud been asleep some time, and tho stars of
midnight wero g]imumrmpi' in at the high windows of the
dormitory, when Harry Wharton suddenly awoke.

What had awakened him ho could not say; but he had on
impression that somebedy had been moving in the room.

fo lay with the back of his head on the pillow, looking 10
and fro in the deep darkness, which was only broken by &
Jimrace of light near the windows.

“ YVou fellows asleep?” le asked.

There was no reply. :

Harry Wharton histened, He could bear steady bresthin
on either side of him, and from u distance the steady snore o
William Georgo Bunter. _ . .

But thers was nothing else to be heard in the dormitory,
excepting ﬂ“'; f:a.iﬁ]mmn of the wind from the Close,

Wharton closed his eyes again.

He was dozing off again, when he gave a suddea start, and

“THE DOWNFALL OF THE FIFTH I 5 FRiil Baannos



16 ¥HE BEST 3™ LIBRARY @~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND" 3™ LIBRABY, *Ii&

Iiad he heard a sharp, pene-

arain his oyes came wide open, 1
ck az of something

trating sound from a distance—a foud cra
sharply breaking?

H: did not know.

With & strange, cevie fecling that something was happening
in tho darkncss of the night, Harry Wharton listencd.

But there wasz no further sound in the stillness.

He closed his eyes, and zlept. .

Little did he dream thet down in the Hoead's study a candle
glimmered i the gloom, and that a dark figure stood beforo
the safe—which was open—and that two gleaming, triumphant
eyes wore fastened opon the Craven Cup!

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER,
The Cup Stolen,

LANG! Clang!

Harry Wharton opened his eves and yawned nz the
rising-bell rang clanging through the dormitories of
Groytriars.

The Remove turned out, and as he rose, the thought camae
into. Harry Wharton's mind of the sound he had heard in the
night, or which he had fancied he had heard,

" Any of you fellows hear a row last night™" he asked.

_ “No!" said Bob Cherry. ‘I slept like a top! What was
it—Bunter snoring "'

“ Oh, really, Cherry '

“No'™ said Harry, laughing. “I thought I heard a row
downstairs, that was all. I think it woke me up.’

“*Ferney's burglavs ! grinned Nugent.

Ferney planced at him quickly.

“Yhat do you mean.” he cxclaimed.

“Didn't you suggest that burglars might break in for the
footer cup®”'

£ G_h IFF

_Wlnﬁfte, the captain of Greyiriars, locked inko the dorma-
?}r?‘ hero was a serious expression on Wingate's rugged
nce, :

“Did any of you fellows go down in the night?' he asked.

" MNot that I know of,"" said Wharten.

" Mo, Wingate.”

" Yery well"

“ Anything happened?"

¥ ¥eu" gard Wingate bricfly.

And he deported without another word, The juniors looked
at onc another in amazement. The conduct of the Greyfriars
captain was strange cnough,

‘ Bomething has happened, after all,” Nugent remarked.
“'h!'hhat*,fl wonder if there has been a burglary I
ew !

* Faith, let’s get down and sce "

The Removites hurried quickly enough over their dressine.
They descended, finding the Upper Fourth hurrying down at
the same time, and the Shell as” well. Most of the scniors
were already down, and locking very serious, and discussing
somcthing in groups, with excited faces. Tt was pretty clear
D Tiat hos. baoprendes exclaimed  Wh

“What has happened?’ exclaim Tharton, stopping
Eoker, of tha Fift]!i,.[:| L

“Haven't you heard ™" said Coker.

Mot yet."

‘1 shouldn’t wonder if it was one of you kids' larks," said
Coker severely.

“ But what is 11" demanded Bob Cherey.

“ It would be just like one of you silly young nsses,’ said
Coker.

“ What is it?"' velled Beb Cherry.

** Besides,” said Coker argumentatively, and apparcntly
forgetful of the fact that he had given mno information,
** besides, who would want to steal a junior football cup ™

i Wh&t !F’

“ The cup !

“ Btalen 1"

“ Rats "

“ Look here, Coker—""

“ What has happened, you fathead?™

It was a roar from the Removites. Coker wagged his fore-
finger at them in an extremely exasperating way, under tho
{'lrmhmatarmts- I

“ Mow, own up that it was a rolten junior jape!™ ha
exclaimed. ? i

i What has happencd, you ass?” shouted Wharton,

Ol Seam——""

“Oh, rats! Go and cat coke! Temple, do you know what's

hal:gpened i
cmple, of tho Fourth, stopped.

“ Burglary I'' ho replied.

* What's stolen?"

L 1] Thc cup !l‘!

“ The: Craven Cupl"

" Yo"
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** Oh, rather!” zaid Dabney, with a nod.

The Removites gaaped.

“The Craven's stolen I ejaculated Bob Cherry.
wag locked up in the Head's study.”

“¥os, in thd safe,” suid Nugent.

Tomplo nodded.

“*The safe’s been broken open,” he replicd,

“My hat!"

“ That was the noise I heard last night, then ! Wharton
exclaimed.

“Oh, you heard a noise, did you?" exclaimed Tomple, with
groab intorest,

U ¥es, mbout twelve, T think,"™ said Harry.
like something breaking. I suppose if the door of the safa
was forced, it must have made a vow.”™

“¥es, rather.'”

“And that's what T hsavd, as surc as a gun, If T'd enly
kraz}%n. And—and the footer cup has been taken?”

CoXes,

“ But what about the other stuff in the Head's safe? ex-
{"lﬂi_l;ﬂﬁd Bob Cherry., *There was a lot of the schoal silver
try RE.

*“ That hasn’t been touched.

The Removites gasped.

“ Hasn't been touched

“80 I hear”

*Then—then it couldn™ have been & burglar!™

" Blessed if T know,” said Temple. * It's a giddy mystery,
and 1 don’t know all the facts yet. As the giddy cup be-
longed to you chaps, the Head may tell you more abouk it
if you go to his study.”

“ Come on ! exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Three or four of the Remove hurried to Dr. Locke's study
at once. Asg it was their cup, they certainly had a right to
information on the subject.

Harry Wharton taﬁwé ot the door of the Head's study and
opened it. The Head was there, and Mr. Quelch, and Mr.

rout, of the Fifth, and several prefects, all laoking vervy
perturbed. There was alse & stout gentleman in uniform,
and Wharton recogniscd him as an inspector from the police-
station at Courtheld.

The Head lvoked round sharply.

£1] “Thzhl'tuﬂ'n !H

“ Please excuse me, sir,”” exclaimed Harry.
that the silver-cup has been stolen, sir”

The Head's expression cleared,

“*Yes, Wharton, I am sorry to have to tell vou that it
has becn abstracted from my safe last night.”

Wharton looked at the safe.

The door of the aafc had evidently boen forced cpen with
an instrument of the nature of a jemmy, snd a great deal of
force must have been exerted, There was no doubt that the
hrrcakmg of the lock must have caused o sharp noise, and
Wharten had no doubt that that wes what he had heard in
the night,

" Was anything else taken, sir?’ ho asked.

De. Locke looked perplexed.

“ No, Wharton, 'ghal: 15 the most eoxtraordinary circam-
stance about the whole affair. There was a great deal of
valuable silver in the safe, but nothing whatever was touched
with the exception of the footbsll cup.”

“ That is very curious, sir’”

“Very curious, indeed.” said Inspector Kemp, sddressing
the Head., “ It appears to me quite te remove the suspicion
that this was an ordinary burglary.”

“ Then what can it have been, inspector?”

Mr. Kemp shook hiz head.

*'I do not understand it,"” he said, “7T suppose you would
not entertain the theory that it was some reckless joke?

* Impossible."’

“Then the robbery must have been committed by some
person or persons who had a strong desire to get hold of that
cup, and that alone,” said the inspector.
] Ti\_n Removites exchatiged glances.  The words brought
icresistibly into their minds the thougitt of the Redelyffe
junmiors and thoir disappointment and resenfment. . Was it
possible——

" Perhaps I ought to mention, sir, that T heard a2 noise in
the night about twelve, like something beine broken very
sharply,’" said Wharton.

*“ Ah, indeed ! said the inspector, with interest.
woera 10 bed, of course®

“ Yog, sir”

“ It happencd about fwelve?”

*As near as I can tell, sie.”

“¥ou heard nothing else—like anybody moving about or
speaking ¥

* Mo, sir."

‘The juniors guitted the study.

In the passage they were joined by a crowd more of
Eemovites, and they were cagerly guestioned. VWharton

“ Dut it

“Tt sownded

“I—TI've heard

“*Yon
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vopeated what My, Homp had sasd, From what  had
happened there was only one conclusion lo be drawn—it was
no estimon burglar that had raken the Craven Cup!

Why should a eracksman take o football cup and leave tho
other silver in the safe to the value of hundreds of pounds?
That was unanswerable!  Whoever had taken the Craven
Cun was someone who had o special desive to take that cup,
and nothing else=-no comunen thief, but sumcone determined
to have the Craven Cup, and the Craven Cup alone!

gml who wala it?d

ne answer leaped to every tongue.

Rodelyfie ! P ’

Was 1t possible to doubt it? There was nobody else whe
could be supposed to set a ial valye npon the Graven Cup,
and Hedelyffe had been bitterly disappointed and chagrined
at losine it in the tie!

Hud they taken this method of depriving the victors of their
trophy ¥

If not, what had become of the stolen cup?

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Pariy for Redclyfie!

HE Greyfriars Remove was in 3 buzz of excitement that

Morning.

Mr, Euﬂlr:h, who understood and sympathised with

the feclingz of his pupils, was very patient with his
Form; bul his patience was sorely tried.

The Homove could think of nothing but the stolen cup.

There was a decp anger in their breast, and their anger
was directed against the supposed robbers—the Redclyffe
juniors,

'The more they thought ahout the matter, the more certain
they were that some of the Redelyffe fellows had broken into
thé school and taken the cup,  After morning school, the
juniors discussed thoe matter with preat animation.

“It must be Redelyfic !’ said Bulstrode positively, ** It
can't be anybody else. No burglar wounld leave the rest of
the silver.”

“ Of,course not,” zaid Harry Wharton. ‘‘It's settled that
it wasn't an ordinary burglar; that’s not to be supposed for o
rmoment,”

"?auita right,” said Nugent. * Whoever broke open tho
l!_jea ‘s safe last night did 1t specially to get at the Craven
H.].‘.I ¥

LE ] E:f.ﬂ.c-'uf EH

“Who eculd it have been 3

“Only Redelyffe, T guess,” said Fisher T. F'ish.

" ¥es, rather—Redelyfie |

"It seems rotten to suspect them, in a way,"” said Iarry
Vharton; ' but it's impossible to suspect anybody else.
That's the point.”

1 puess they ve got it

“ Faith, and ve're raght !

“They were wild at being beaten, and they went off in o
haff,” said Bulstrode. = They've had their backs up ever
since.  But to break into the school—"

- 0f pourse, they didn’t break in like thieves,” said Bob
Cherry.  * They meant to take the eup. and hide 1t away
somtewhere. Tt wouldn't be exactly stealing, but more like
a tark. They wouldn’t sell the thing."

“Well, no—"

“ A lark of that kind would get a chap on the treadmill, if
he were eaught Inrking by a pelicoman,” said Vane,

“ Yoz, rother!”

' But—but it would be jelly hard for a chap to got in here
at might,"” said Hazeldene, ** There doesn't seem any sign
of a window being forced, or of o door being opened,”

It could be done, though.'”

is E.If.-"_".:

“Thero are chaps here who breal: bounds of a night
nometimes,” suid Bulstrode, with a shrug of the shoulders.
“ YVernon-Smith, for instance.”

= Oh, rats 1" said Vernon-Smith.

“If he went out, and left o window unfastened, as he has
done sometimes—""

“TIdidn’t ! sed Vernon-Smith,

“Well, if you didn't, soine other rotter may have done it !
znil Bulstrade, * Loder, of the Six, for example, or Carne.
The Redelyffe chaps might easily have found some window
unfnstened.?

“Tt's possible enough.” snid Wharton.

“'Likt‘*lj cnough, toe,” Nugent remarvked,

“The question is, if Redelyft didn't deo it, who did?"*
spid Bob Cherey, 1 don’t ]iim suspecting anybody, so far
as that goes; but somebody did it.”*

“ That's jolly ¢leae !

"1 don't see that we ean accuse Rodelyfe, without a rag
of proof, though,” said John Bull ﬂmnjﬂ:tin iy,

“Well, no; that would pe rather thick.?

* Are we going o be done out of the cup, afler winning it
at footer " exclaimed Ogilvy excitediy,

| o, Che  Magnet™

onE J
PENMINY,
they'll hond it over quieily, I should think, and save
trouble.™

“Yes; that's not a bad idea!”

* Anywad, we shull be able to see whether they've really
ot it or not,” said Bulstrode.

" Not much doubt on that point, I think."”

It was agreed that afier school a party of the Remove
slhionld go over to Redelyffe School to sen about the mntter,
The conviction was strong 1 every mind in the Remove that
the Redelyfians had taken the cup, though exactly how they
had done it was not clear,

After lessone that day, Harry Wharton visited Wingate n
ltia study to ask for o pass out for six juniors,

*Bix " said Wingate. " Who are they??

““Myself, Cherry, Nugent, Bulstrode, Johnny Bull, and
Bolsover.,”

“Where are you going ¥

“Over to Redclyffe”

Wingate locked at him sharply,

' Redelyffe! What for?"

“ To see Hawke & Co.”

“*What abouti”

W T}I.'I} f.‘-l.l!'.l‘-”

“ Better explain what you mean, Wharton,” said Wingate
quictly, “ Do you suspect Hawke and his friends of having
stolen the cap ?”

Wharton hesitated.

*Taken it," he said.

~Taken or stolen, it 18 much the same thing, I should say."

Y Well, they don’t mean to sell it, Wingate, ot even to
keop it T think. They haven't taken it for the value, only
as one in the eye at ps.”

“You think they've taken it, theni'

“Well, yes™’

““¥ou haven't any evidence 7"

* Excepting that nobody else had any possible motive [or
laking the cup.”

Wingate nodded.

" That's how it appears to me,”” he zaid. * But if they did
take it, they're a set of desperate young rascals, and I can't
imagine how they prot into the school. I suppose you are
poing to keep the ibence, of course ¥

Wharton prinned.

"We're not going for & row—only six against all Red-
clyffe " he said,

“An expedition of this sort i3 quite likely to end n &
row, without your wanting it 0, said Wingate. " ¥ou can
go if you like. If they've pot the cup, and they give it up
quictly, the whole affair can be sct down as n jape, and n
scandal prevented. If the poliee should trace it to them, it
vyould be ruin to the young duffers. Do your best, Wharton ;
but, mind, no rowing or fsticuffs !"

“* Right $ou arc, Wingate !"

And the Greyvfriars capiuin handed the juniors the neces-
sary passes. Without cven stopping for tea, the half-dozon
Hemovites wheeled out their bicyeles to ride over to
Radelyfie.

It was a good hour’s ride, even for a good eyclist. Most
ﬂEF!-hc Remove crowded down to the school gates to seo them
oft,

“ Mind you bring the cu

" Faith, and if ye oome

" Yez, rather !

The eyeists whizzed away in the gloom of the winter even-
ing, their lamps gleaming down the road. The crowd of
juniors turned back into the Close, discussing the matter
with unabated intercst, and conjecturing as to the probable
success of Harry Wharton & Co. in their mission to recover
the cup. IFerney listened to tho remarks with & sneering
smile on his lips, and Micky Desmond at last gave him 2
dig in the ribs.

*Bure, and you seem nore plazed than otherwise that the
cup’s been stolen, you spalpeen I’ the Irish juniot exelaimed
indignantly.

Fnrmrlsr gspet{.

"Ow! You ass!”

" Faith, then, look a little sorry ebout the eup, or I'll
make yez look sorry for yerself I' said Micky,

“* Hang the cup !’ fg-::rwled Ferney.

“ Howly smoke! Listen to the spalpeen]™

" 2hut up, Ferney !

“Oh, go and eat coke!” growled Ferney., “Thosa fat-
heads have gone over to Redelyffo. for nothing! Redelyflo
haven't gﬂt the cup !”

“Who's got 1t, then, ye omadhauni” demanded Micky
Deamond,

Forney sh:.-,u?[ged his shoulders.

back I' exclaimed Vane.
ack without it we'll rag yez |

“Noj; but—" 1 ] "' Oh, the duffer’s talking out of his silly hat I said Leigh,
*“ Let's over to Redelyffe and ask for it baeck,” said  '*Bul he isn't sorry a bit that the cup's stolen! Let's give
Bob Cherry. **When they find we know theb'veé got it,  him something to be sorry forl”
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“ Faith, and ve're right !
HGood epp!”
“ Bump him " yelled the junior..
Ferney backed away it .alarm.
“Here—look here! Oh! Ow !
Bump! Bump! ) o
And the juniors weat in, leaving Ferney sitiing in the
Close, on the cold, cold ground, gasping for breath,

Ooaooh!l™

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTLR,
A Hostlle Reception.

" ERE wo are!" exelaimed Harey Wharton.
The cyvelists stopped at the gates of Redelrfie
School.

A lamp burned on a bracker over the guie, buk
the gates were locked, and the schiool evidently closed up for
tho cvening.

The juniors from Croviriars dismounted from their
machines, and gathered in a group before the gates, and
Harry Wharton rang o peal uposn the bell,

Ting-n-ting-a-ling !

There was a ghimporer of a lantern. and the school porter
blinked at them ihrr:ru?h the bars of the gate.

Y 0pen the gates, please,” said Horevy Whaorton.

The porter looked at him dubiousiy,

“We've come on inporiant business,” explamed Wharion.

* Very well, young gentlemen.”

The gate was u]]mu; : L

Leaving the eyeles in charge of the porter, the six juniors
from Grevfriars walked up to the school.

Hawlke, the captain of the Fourth Form at Redelyffe. was
standing at tho deor of the House. and he torned a sur-
]_I_I"'i.ﬂi_? ook upon the Greyfriars juniors.

“ Halio!"" he exclaimed.

“ Hallo, hallo, halls ! said Bob Cherry,

“ Rather late.to pay a call, isn't 10" said Ilawke,

“ Better late than never.”

Hawlie laughed. -

“Well, come in ! he said.

The Greyfriars fellows followed him inte the hall, Thoey
wero leoking resolute and grim.  All of them were prepared
for trouble if they cowld not effect their mission by peace-
able mosns, For that reason’ Bolsover had been broughe
in the party. Bolsover was the bully of the Remove, and
certainly not very populav in his Form, but his size and
strength of musele wonld be very useful if there was a row
at Redelyffe. . .

Slimby and Mugg came ap fust inside the hall, and they,
too, stared very curiously at the Greviriars fellows. It was
ovident that they were amazed at the evening call,

“You fellows are oat late,” Slimby remarked.

“Yes, It's not our fault.” :

“.{ou want to see uad about something ¥ asked Hawlke,

'l 'E.'E-."

“ What is it ?"”

“The cup!”

| Hawke coloured.

“The C'raven Cup, Wharton ?"'

TS ?E‘-ﬂ.”

# What about it " asked Slinaby, rather rudely. © Yor've
got the cup. and I don't see that there's anything more to
ba said sbout it )

Wharton looked at him steadily. .

“ The trouble is thgt we haven't got the cup,” he rephied.

“What! Didn't Squire Craven present it to you?”

“Yes,"

¥ Ther. why haven't you got it ¥

% Tt's been taken away from Greviriars !

“Taken awayv! My hat!" ejaculated Hawke.

Slunby laughed rather mockingly.

“Myv word [ he said. “If I had a silver cup, won after
a hard match, I should take better care of it than that "

“You wouldn't cxpect it t9 be stolen, perhaps,” remarked
John Bull.

* Bolen .

“That's the word. I think.” )

“ Hawke gave a start, and his eves glittered.

“ You chaps don't suspect us of having anything to do with
the cup being taken, surely?” he exclaimed, angry and
amamt{, _

“Ts!" exclaimed Slimby and Mugi together, in amnaze-
ment. *“ They can't, What counld we know about it?”’

“ That's what we want to know.” said Wharton quictly.

“ What-ho " suid Bulstrode, with emphasis.

“You—you utter fools!” exclaimed Hawke, losing lns
temper. * Do you think we've stolen your rotten cupt™

“Wo don't know what to think.™

Hawke stared at hin.
Tueg Macxer Lierary.—No. 198,
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“FOR HIS SCHOOL'S SAKE!”

“{Come into the common-room,” he excluimed abrupily.
“ No need to jaw it over here for everybody to hoar”

“ Right you arp.”

Hawke led tlie way into the jumior common-room. Most
of the juniors of Redelyife were there, and they all looked
in surpriss at the visitors. Ilelations had been somewhat
stroined between the two schools since the cup-tie, and the
Rodelyfians wers far from expecting a visit from Grey
friars.

T 11311{. !I"I‘

“Greviriars chaps!”

*“What do they want?"

Hawke burst into an angry laugl.

“They'vo lost the cup ! he exelaimed.

“ My hat !

“ Lost 107"

“ And they think we've taken et !

There was & gencral cxclamation of amazement, and then
a rosr of lnughtor,

"Ha, he, hal”

The Greviciars juniors flushed red. The manners of the
RedolvBians made them inore, rather than less, sure that
they wore on the right {rack.

“¥ou ean eackle na anuch as: yvou Like ! exclaimed Bol
Cherry wrathfully. “ Buat we're going to have that ecuop
back.™

“Ha, ha, hg !

“You rothors——'

“ Bomebody's been pulling their leg, I sappose,” said
Slimby. “ How did you [cllows come to lose the cup?”

“It was locked up in the Head's safe.” said Harey
Wharten., * The door of the safe was forced and broken,
and the cup was taken, lust night.”

“Great Beoft ! -

T should say 1t was & burglac, then,” said Ilawke.

8o should we: only, there was a lot more silver in the
aufe, more valuable than the cup, and it wasn't touched.
Only the cup was taken.”

“That's odd I
%It makes it pretir clear that whoever hroke inte ths
sufe wanted the Craven Cup, and notlhing else,” said Frank
Dvugront.

“Yes, rather,”

“ And vou follows have cut mp so rusty about losing the
cep,’’ went on Wharion: “ and vou are the only chaps whe
could want it 50 much.”

“ Do you think we burgled your blessed safe last night ¥
roared Hawke angrily.

“Wo can't heip suspecting that von did."

The Redelyife juniors glared. Whether they were puilty
or not, there was no doubt that they were furicusly angry
nt the accusation. Indeed, Wharton realised, in his own
mind, how humiliating and exasperating such an acousation
must be if it wore undezerved,  Bat if the RedelyHians had
not taken the cup, who had? There was simply nobody
elee who could be Euﬁinﬂcwd.

“Now, then,” exclmimed Bolsover unpleasantly,
you going 1o hand over the cup ™

There was & roar from the Redelvile juniors.

“ Cheeky cads '™

“Kick them out !

“ Bump them "

The crowd of juniors gathered threateningly round the
little party from Greyirars,

Harry Wharton & Co. drew more closely together, and
clenched their fists, It looked as if they were in for serious
troublo,

“ Hands off 1" exclaimed Bulstrode sharplyv. ** We didn't
come here for a row, We want the Craven Cup back again,
that's nll.”

“ Do vou think we've got it, vou cad ¥ shouted Hawke.

“We know vou have, 1f you come to that!”

“ Hand it over, and save more trouble,” said Bob Cherry.

The Redelyfhans welled.

“Yah! Cad!™

“ Liur !

“ Rotter !

“ Kick them out !’ .

And this time there wos a rush.

Angey juniors pressed sovagely upon the little party from
gtre;friars, and they were shoved and hustled towards the

aor.

% Hands off, I tell vou !”" shouted Harry Wharton.

“ Kick themn out!l™

“ Dutside with the cnds!™

“ Hurrah ! Kick them out!”

And then there was a struggling mass of juniors, Grey
frinvs and Redelyife, in the doorway of the common-room,
shouting and yelling and trawpling.

LL Arg
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Luck!

1 ICK them out !
“Sock it fo them !
“Down with the cads '
" Hurrah '

“ Buck up I rang out Harry Wharton's voice.
Groyfriars I"

Tramp, tramp, tramp! Bump! Biff! Bumpl

In the narrow doorway the fight raged hotly.

But numbers told,

Struggling fercely, the half-dozen Greyfiiars juniors were
hurled out into the passage, and they went sprawling along
the Hoor,

The Kedelyffe juniors packed the doorway, yelling
derision,

Wharton staggered to his foct.

His nose was bleeding, one of his eyes was closed, and his
collar was torn out, his hatr o towsled mass.

“Go home "' ronred Redelyffe,

“Get out M

Y Busr off 17

“Yahl"

Y You rotters " shouted Wharlon,
that room——"

Hawke turned red.

" Well, that's 10, t0o,” he exclaimed; " but—but you can't
expect fellows to be called thieves, and to take it patiently.”

* Bather not,” said Mugg.

“ Hang them ! said Slimby angrily, * They deserved all
they got.  And if they don't get out, we'll kick them along
the passage to the quad,”

“ Yeg, rather.”

*“ ITear, hear I

“ Kick them but!”

Hawke pushed the too eager Redelyffians back.

“Hold on! he exclaimcd, “TIf there's ANy MOré TOW,
we shall have the masters here. Desides, it's true what
Wharton says—we asked him in, and so we've no right to
lay !:;:mds on him. I'm sorry, Whaoarton, as far ag that
T00s.

“T'm not,” said Slimby,

“ DBut you couldn't expect anything eclse,” said Hawke.
“Buppose we lost something, and came over and aceused
you chaps of stealing it 7

 We shouldn't steal i, in the first place,” said Bolsover.

There was & voll from Redelvffe,

“They're beginning again !’

“We'll smash them I

" The choek !

** Kick the cads out!”

* Hold on,” roared Hawke=-“hold on! Look here, you
Greylrinrs chaps, you'd better clear out. You'll get hurt if
you stay here; and you can’t expeet anything else, after
wiat you've said. "

The Groviriars fellows had come o the same conclusion,
They had ecome to blows with Redelyffo, and there was
certainly not much use instaying.  The cup, whethey it was at
Rn]:j?clgﬁﬁ or not, was certainly not to be had for the
nsking,

Bore and angry and defeated, Harry Wharton & Co. pre-
pared to po.

“Very well,” said Wharton: “we'll go. We've given
;mulg. cha:;u‘:ﬂ to end the matter peaceably, and vou refuse.”

“Rats I’

“It will be your own fault if we have to take more
srrons steps, that's all.

Hawke started.

“What do you mean " he exclaimed quickly.

“T mean that vou haven't heard the last of this,' snid
Wharton between his teeth. ' We're going to have that
cup, if you've got it. And you'll jolly well have to prove
that yvou haven't got it !"”

“1 think vou'd beiter go,” said Hawke,

8o do 1Y

Aol the Greyfriars juniors, feeling very sore both inmind
and body, tramped oot of the honge into the guadrangle. Thay
were arossing in tho dusk towards the gates, when they
hizard quick footsteps bhelund them.

Wharton turned hizs head sharply. For a2 moment he
thiaerht that the Redeleilfe juniors woere pursuing them, to
continue the conflict in the dusk of the quadrangle.

But there was only one fellow. It was Hawke, the Red.
clyfio junmiors’ captain. He came up, breathing hard.

“Wharton ™' he exclaimed.

Wl P snid Haery ﬁhn'r'plf;.u

“ I want to speak to you before you go.”  Hawkae dropped
izio step beside Harry, and his tones were very.frank and
friendly as he went on: “*I'm sorry you've lost the cup.
Al it's cortainly a mystery why it should be taken from
tho sufe, and the othor things left, if it was tfaken by a
common thiel. Dufe.—" .

“ Tt esuldn’t have been taken by n common thief**

Toe Maener Licrarny.—No, 198,
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“ But--but you can't seriously suspect us of having had a
hand in such a rotten thing ?" Hawko exclnimed. * Look
here, think this over calmly, Wharton, Did you cover think
before that wo were the kind of chops to ‘stenl a footer

wie

“Well, no. DBut some of you certainly cut up rusty over
losing the mateh.'”

“Jt was a rotten disappointment for us, and T dare say
we felt a bit rusty,” sui& Hawke. * But that wes nothing.
It certainly never occurred to any of us to make away with
the eup. Such an iden would never have cressed my mind.”

Wharton was silent, :

Hawke's manner was ecertninly very frank, and, in spite
of himeelf, Harry folt his suspicions fading away.

“ But who eould have taken it?” he exclaimed at last.

“ Perhaps it was a lark of somebedy in Greyfriars,™
Hawke suggested,

“ 1 can't think so.*'

“Weoll, it's & giddy mystery,” Hawke vemarked. ' But
we know nothing about it Han%' it all, Wharton, vou know
me, and you can't think I'm n linr! [ give you my word
that wo never knew o ayllable about the cup being lost until
you ¢cam¢ over here this evening.”

Wharton wag silent,

* Don't you believe me " asked Hawke,

Wharton stopped, and looked at him,

“* tlonour hright "' he asked,

Hawke meot hie ¢yes steadily.

" ¥es, honour bright.” i

“All serene! I take vour word," said Wharton,

Y Thanks I A )

The Greyiriars juniors mounted their bicycles in the road.
Hawke stood in the doorway wolching them.

“ T hope you'll ind the cup !’ ke exclaimed. * And whon
yon do find it, you'll find that nobody at Redeclyfie had any-
thing to do with taking it."”

“* All serene !

The juniors rede away. o

They rode for some time in silence. Bolsover was the
fiest to speak, i
‘t::~0[ eourse, it's all rot ' he exclaimed.
1t !

Wharton shook his head, .

“T don’t think so," he replied quictly.

Bolsover burst into a rude laugh.

“ Do vou mean to say that vou've iet Hawke get over you
with his soft sawder ' he exclaimed. 1 expect the eup'’s
locked up in hig st all the tume."

“I don't helieve .7

“i""fcau think Hawke was telling the troth " asked Johnny
Bull.

L 11 Y’[’B-‘j

“ And that Redelvffe had nothing to do with it {™

“Yog I think s0.”

“Then where on earth is the cup ™

“ Croodness knows 1"

“Tf Redelyffe didn’t raid it, it must have been somebody
at Greyfriare who took it,”” Frank Nugent remarked.

“ Yea, I suppose so0.” )

“(*suld any fellow there be idiot enough to play such a
votten jape, and especially o send us over to Redelyffe on a
fool’a orrand like this ¥ exclaimed Ball.

Wharton gritted his teeth. i )

“If it's a jape,” he said, * we'll make the japcr sit up for
. And I don't see what else it can be. T think we were
u bit hasty with Redelyfie.”

“ O, rot!" =aid Rolsaver.

Wharton made no reply to that remark.

The cvelists remched Gueyfriars ot last. When ¢
appeared in the junior commicu-room, there was a gewera
shout of mguiry,

" Gﬂt- lt i'l':!

4F Eﬂ !:"

* Found out where it is?”’

aF H’C’ !?l

““ Oh, rotten!" X - -

The tired and aching juniors explained the resud of theie
mission to Redelyffe, and opinion in the Remove was very
much divided. any of the fellows still believed firmly that
the Redelyffians had the eup, while others doubted. But the
Intter were puzzled to supply & new theory. If the cup had
been taken for a jape by zome fellow at Greyfriars with n
misdirected sense of humour, who was the follow, and where
was the cup? :

They were questions to which no snswer could be found.
When the Removites went to bed that night the mystery
was as deep as ever, and every fcllow in the Remove—and
nearly every fellow in Greyiriars, a5 a mabier of lact—was
thinking of onc thing, and} one only—what had* become cf
the stolen cupt

" They've got
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Under Suspicion,

HERE was the cup? ; 2
Thoat was the gquestion that oceupied, now, every
mind at Greyiciars.

: The more the Removites thought over the matier
the more they were inelined fo think that they had been over
hasty in suspecting Redelyffe. )

There had seemed to be a prebability about that theory
at first glanee, but on tnove sober reflection the probability
faded away. The difficuliies in the way of a raider entering
Greyfrinrs at night, without giving the alarm, were great
The rawders would run the risk, reo, of being missed from
theivr own school after hours.  And if they took the cup,
enless they desivoyed i, what would they do with it? They
could not allow the siclen properiy to be seen.

They would have the barren satisfaction of knowing that
they had deprived the vickors in the cup-tie of the trophy of
victory:

But that was not likely to afford much satisfaction to
fellows who were anyihing liké sportsmen; and the Red-
clylfians, after all, were sportsmen, in spite of the chagrin
they had shown at firsi over their defeat,

W were un the wrong track,’” Harry YWharton said, with
convicton, *“and when the cup turns u}::wif it ever does—I
shall write an apology 1o Hawke. It's the lcast we can de.”

“ Buat will it tarn ap?” said Nugent.

AW e mast find it

“ How

“ Goodness knows !

The guestion was & DO3OT.

That the cup had been taken for a jape by someone ab
Cireyfriars, Harry Wharton feld more and more convinced,
but he was utterly ar a Joss to guess who the japer nught
have been.

The Head apparently had come to the same conclusion, for
Inspector Kemp did not come again to the scheol, and i
wias understood that be would not return to take up the case.

Breaking open the sale was a serious matter, but the liead
preforred to denl with it himself when the culprit was dis-
covered.

Woulfl he ever be discovered, and would the cup be found?
The Grevfriars follows were doubtfel upon both poims,

“Woe want a riddy Sherlock Holmes on the job,"” said Bob
Cherry ruefuily.

1 “gav, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter, * suppose rou
offer a reward for the finding of the cup”

Bob Cherry turned upon the fat junior at once,

- Hallo, hallo, hallo I’ he exclaimed. *“ What do vou know
about it

Bunter started back i alarm.

“0Oh, really, Cherry! I don’t know anything about it, cf
course. 1 was only suggestimg—-""

“Yes: I've heard vou make surgestions like that before,”
said Bob sharply,  * The time you hid Mauleveree's banknoe
you suggested that a rewardsshould be offered for it."”

“Oh. really—--"

“ Did vou take the cup?"

“ Laok here, Bob Cherry—

Bol Cherry grasped the fat junior by the shoulder and
shook him. Bob was not suspicions, but anybody might have
baen pardoned for suapecting Bunter,

“ 0w ! gasped Billy Buneer. " Yow! Leggol”

“Hd you take the eup?"” roaved Dob Cherry.

“ yarpoh! Ded-don't chake me like that, you asa, or—or
my slasses will fall off, you know, and if they get broken
you'lt have to pay for them,” howled Bunter.

“AWhore's the cup ™

“7 d-d-don't know™

“Did vou take 0¥

“ Of g-p-pourse I didn't, you ass: Ow!

Harry Wharton burst info n laugl,

“ Lot him alone, Bob." he exclaimed. " Bunter conldn't
have busted the Head's safe: that’s a job rather above Lis

T

Yow ™

weight.”

“gi-[f- suggested offering a rowarda—-"

0w ! Bunter jerked himself awax from DBob Chery's
sowerful erasp, and blinked furiousiy &t Bob through his
Lig spectacies, “ Yow! RBeast! 1 was only going !o say
that if it were made worth my while, T'd- exert my abiliries
a3 an amateur detective. You know I'm a dab at that sout
of thing."”

“(Oh, yvou ass!"”

#Oh, really, Chorry——"

[ 19 flé‘:'ﬂt [7' r . .

“7 say, you [ &ows—

A E.-ut.y!"}rmm—ﬂ! Bob Cherry, And asz Bob was liitiag a
boot that was a large size in boots, Billy Bunter thoughe
botter of i, and * seaided.”’ : ; ;

< Runter doesit't know anyehing about 16" said Whneton,
with a shako of the head. * He's tno much of an ass io do
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a thing liks this. T wish there were some chap here wlw had
the gift of nosing things out.” ]

“ There is one,' said Ferney, who had been looking on at
the scene with his hands m his pockets, and an ill-naturcd
grin upon his face. :

“0Obl Who's that?"” said Wharton,

¢ Moyself”

Wharton laughed.

Y 0h, rats ' he replied.

Ferney shvugged his shoulders. -

“I dare zay I could find the cup if T tried,” he taid. ™I
don't want any vewerd for deing i, cither. I'm not on tho
make, But I want you fellows to take back all the thinga
you've said to me, and to be properly grateful.”

“ Properly bosh I said Bob Cherry. ¢ How the dickens aro
vou going to find the cup?”

Forney shrugged hiz shoulders,

“T didn't say I could. I said I might, if you fellows closs
t0 behave decently about it,”” he replied.

“Oh, rot!"

Y Wes, rol!™ said Horry Whartan, nat wery smiably.
“Mron't talk piffle. The cup botng gons is trouble unﬂugﬁ.
without any of vour roi, too, [ suppose you're thinking of
understudying tﬁe Depd-8hot Detective looking for Cracks-
man Kit."

*““Ha, ha, ha!"” -

“ Just as yow like,” raid Ferner., “When you're tired of
looking for the cup, you can come to e and ask nwo civilly,
and perhaps U1l take the mareer in hand and look for it for
"W,

: And he strolled away.

The chums of the Remove stared after him.

“My hat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry exasperatedly. * That
chap spems to me to be going more and more off his rocker
evory day.”

Harcy Wharton laughed.

“1 believe he would do anything to get into public notice,
and convinee the Form that he isn't the howling ass we ail
think he iz,"" he vemarked. © He would play any rotten trick
he's learncd from Wis criminal cases to prove that”

Bob Cherry started.

“ My word ! he murmured.

"What's tho matter, Bob?"™

“Ts it posaiblo—"

“Ts whai possible "

"1 wonder i

“You ass!" exclaimed Wharton.
about "

“I wonder——

““What do vou wonder, fathead?™”

“ Whether——"" Bobl Cherry pavsed.

S Weall ¥t

“Whether it was Fernoy.'

“ Ferney I

Bab Cherry nodded.

“¥os, You just said he would do any fool's trwek to bing
himself into notice, and hie waz very much up against all the
Form, owing fo the wa; we abolished lis precious newspaper
cases in the study firegrata.™

Wharton knitted his brows.

The suspicion had not occurred to him before, but now
that Bab E.‘-hc-rr;: mentioned it he wondeved that it had not.

Forney ! 2

It was exactly one of the mad pranks he might be supposed
ta play, with his foolish head stuffed with dangerous rubbish
from reading the newspapers.

Foernev ! I was more than likely.

“ My only hat ! said Wharton, with a deep breath,

“ What do wou think, Iarry "

*1 think it's jolly likely.*

Tob Cherry nodded in a thonghtiul way. He did not ofien
think of things requiring much menial exercise, and he was
rather proud of having thought of this.

It was like a ray of light i a dark place,

“He's just the chap to play o mad trick like that,”™ said
Harrv, “ He wounldn't stop to thiok of the conscquences.
T suppose he'd been reading some case in a newspaper of a
follow breaking open a safe, and that was quite cnough to
make the 4-;1|=J:|.' ass think of doing it himseld"

“What-ho !"

“ I think he did it, more likely than anybody clse at Crey-
friars,” =aid Wharton, “ and we [eel Jolly certamn if was some-
body in the school, not from outside. And his offer +o find
the cup 5 just a shot at getting a litile cheap glory, as he
knows where to find "

“ Just sn [

“ And then he would go swanking about the place as the
chap who discovered where the cup bad gome,” said Uarree,
Goand swank il the time came to play some other wpad trick,
perhaps robbing somebody of money next time.”

“1 shouldn't wonder.”

Wharton set Tus hpes.

“ What arc you babbling
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“Tf 1t was Foerney. he 15 nof %ning w0 get any cheap glory
on the subject,” he szid,  ** He's going to be shown up to
the whole Form, and made to look the stlly ass he is--and
then jolly well ragged for giving us all this trouble and
anxtety.’” .

* Yas, rather' szid Bob Cherry with emphasis,

“Woe've pot to bowl him out”™

** Exactly."

= Only—heow 3"

But %ﬂ-b Chevry gave ihat up.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bob Cherry, the Shadower,

ARRY WHARTON kept & wateliful cyve npon Ferney
the next day or two, aond all that ke observed served
to stronzthen his suspieion of thol gucer :..':mﬂl. Fer-
ney alwavs assunwed o smile, os of .u:lpr-;-rim- knm*.‘ll:dgi:,

wien the stolen cup was being snoken of, and more than
eniee e said quite plaidy that e could track out the
missing tropby if he chose to take the trouble.

Mast of the fellowsy set this down g3 being mere “gas ™
but Harry Wharton « ml Bob {'Itl_-rr_':.', Eu:’-'p{':_'tillg‘ whiat ﬂl-.’:}f
deel, 2w mwore then that e it Meare and woee tl;my' W e
convinerd that Ferrey knew where the cup was, and that
b had boen the eosterions japee” whe had beoken open
the Meod's safe and taken it

ut how they were to bring it home to lim. and to re-
cover the cap, was a mystery., There were hundreds of
mysteriows nooks and erannies at Grevfriavs, where such a
ihing could be easily hidden; and if Ferney lad taken the
cup he had III'.Il'ICl'I.'IE'l'I'-'I'.‘l'I.I}' hidden it well. That he would
pay & visib to the hiding plaee of the stolen cup was not likelv.
It was possible, however, and it oceurved to Hob Cherry to
kzep am cye on him. Bob Cherry was the last follow in
the world to take wup the business of 2 shadower; but he
hiad to deal with a vouth whose mental faculties were net
of the lkeencst. On Weodnesday afterncon  Beb Cherry
sarprised  the vest of the Remove by stanching out of the
foater practice.

“You can put another chayp in my place, Bulstrode,” he
Ii-l;‘Tnﬂrltt‘{i' casually to the captain of the Remove, after
Chmnier,

Butlsivode stared af lLim,

“What's the matter?”

* Naothing.”

* Not tll¥"

Rob grinned.

L] T":Cl !It

* Bat you'ra eutting the [ooter?”

" Yes. It's only o match with the Upper Fourth—you eon
beat Temple, Dabney & Co. on your heads,” said Bob.

Bulstrode nodded.

“¥os, I know that!” he sawl
the team, all the same,
ghow '

“Bore, and that's an illigant idea, intively.'” said Micky
Desmomd, who was stending by, " Beb's a8 jewel”

“Dat what are you poing to do. that you can't play
footer ¥ asked Bulstrode cuviously,

" I'm going Lhunting.’

“ My hat! Huntingi™

“ That's it.”

* Hunting for what ™"

" The cup!”

"'151;]1-.‘: Craven Cup?’ sald Bulstrode with a stare,

B o 1

“Look here! Do you mean that you've found out where
it 157" asked Bulstrode.

“*No, bui T think there's £ clue! Baf mum's the word,
1l tell you more about it presently,” said Bob, rather
mysteriously,

Buistrode laughed.

“ T expeet you're on g wild-goose chase,” he remarked
“but T wish you luck. If you find the chap who took it,
I'll leave the mateh unfinished to come and help rag him,”

“ Right-hao [

The juniors went down in the [ootball pround. and Deb
Cherry stood at the hall window locking out. A Matle later,
loud shouts were rvinging f{eom tie playing-fields, as the
Remeve and the Upper Foucth closed in  strife for the
elusive leather.

It wag then that Feviey, of the Remove, came out. He
glaneed at Bob Cherry as he came theough the hall, and
panzed to speak to lum. HBob Cherry Jooked steadily out of
the window, apparently ignorant of the proximity of the
queer Bemovite,

" Not playing  1his
casually.

* Halle, hallo. halle!™ said Bob, twrning s head.
vou speak to e

*{h, no.”

“Going out™"
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“71 might be taking a stroll prezertly,” said Dob 1o &
carcless Wway.

“h; all sovenc!™

And Ferney went cut of the heuse.  Bob Cherry looked
et of the wicdow aguin, and spotted Verney in the Close.
Forney was not going towards the gates, and he did not
go down to the ]Iﬂnying-ﬁehh. He steod for some minuted in
the Clese with his hands in lus pockets, and then strolled
mweay in the divection of the stables.

As he passed the corner of the School House buildings, Fer-
ney turnad Lis head, and gave a guick and cnutions look back.

Fhen he disappeared.

“ My hat? muttered Bob Chepry.

He quitted the window., His cyes were pleaming now.
That backward, suspicious glunee of Perney's told that hes
wne an Tear of brang followed,  Wihat made him fear bei
followed—unless it was beeause he was poing where he §
Lidden the cup?

It scemed conclusive enough to Dob Cherry.

In a moment Bol had made up his mind to stalk the
suppozed purloiner of the cup, and he ran quickly out into
thie Close.

e ran to the commer whore Forpey had disappenred, and
put s hezd round 1o follow him with lis cyes.

But the junior was no longar in sight.

There weve orly 1wo ways by which fie mielt have pone—
into the stables, or vound behind thew, Gosling, the porter,
wag in the siable-yard, and Beob Cherry sauntered up ta
him with a cheery miin.

“Breen Fernoy ! lic asked.

* Hey?® satd Gosling.

“m looking for Fomew,” s=aid Bab.
lim just now, Gossy " .

1 seen sonwbody po back theve, past the yard, o minute
ago,” grunted Gesling, I didn’t netice whoe it wes, Woi
1 says is this ‘ere—"

But Bob Cherry did not wait for any move.

“ Thanks, Gossy,” he said.

He strolled round behind the stables. He looked st the
wood-shed, and saw that the door wes open.

Bob Cherry's heart beat faster with excilement.

He had no doubt that Ferney was in the wood-shed. What
was he doing there?  Feasting his eyes upon the stolen cup,
and exulting in his triumph over the unsuspecting Ree
gy ibes T

Bob Cherry crept on tip-toe to the doorway of the shed.

He heard a movement within.

He peered in round the doorost. :

Then he held his breath. He was within six paces of
Ferney, who had his back to him.

Ferney was scraping away at something behind o heap
of faggots In a cormer of the shed where nothing was likely
to be dizturbed by anvone else, ) '

What was he searching for?

Bob thought he knew.

He waited, watching breathlessly.

Forney was on his hands and knees by the wood pile,
and he gave a little, pasping exclemation as he drew s bundle
out from behind the wood.

" Here 1t is!™ DBob heard him mutier.

Bob Cherry's eyes gleamed.

Something vwrapped wp in newspaper was what Ferne
bad drawn out from the hidden recess behind the woocg
pile. What was it? Bob Cherry folt that he could answer
that question with certainty. It was the stolen cup!

I Fﬁme:,- roge to his feet, the paper-wrapped parcel in his
HLEIC],
At the same moment Bob Cherry rushed into the shed.

Fevney uttered a startled ery, and put the pareel in his kands
behind him.

* Bob Chevry—what=—what—-"*

£ ;EwI caught you!" yoaved Bob Cherry.

“You young howund!

“Hand it over!™

“ H-hand over w-w-whati™

“The cupt™

“The what? yelled Ferney.

“ The stolen cup|™

“J—=I haven't——"

“Don’t tell eranmers? shouted Bob.  *Hand over the
cup, L tell you! Well, I'll jolly well take it, then, and rive
you a licking into the bargnin, you cad!™

.I: I*-—I—{Eh!"

Ferney had no time to say move. Bob Cherry was n
bim. Bob's powerful grasp whirled kim round, li|-.en.'mi héul:;s
hurlad seross the shed, falling with 2 bump upon the wood-
pile, and bringing down a crashing shower of sticks and

21
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You're bowled out at Jast )
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faggots. The nzrcel lie had been holding dropped from his
hand, und fcll with a bump upon tho brick floor of the
wood-shed.

“Gaob it " roared Bob. ;

And he pounced upon the parcel and picked it up, his cyes
blazing with triumpi.

Got it! Tho Craven Cup! Got ikl

THE SEYENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Not Quite !
FEENE*‘E slaggered to lis feet

ITurravy!"

L) ‘r'l- E'l at L 13

“ You—you rotter!" he exclaimed.
“I've got it !”
“Give me my papers!” yelled Fernaey.

Pob Charry Jumped.

“ Your—your whoat!”’

“ My papers!" 2

Bob Cherry tove open the parcel in lis hands. The soft
feel of it showed that it did not contain the football cup—
and; indeed, it waz hacdly large enough to do so—but the
excitad Bob had not thouglt of that for the moment.

Insido the parcel wers several rolls of newspapers.  They
wore opened at the poeses giving long veports of a famous
criminal trial that had lately rung through the country.
Bob Cherry caecht the name of Crippen in several places.

He understond. .

It was not thoe football cup that was hidden behind ihe
wood-pile with such sedulous care, but tho roll of papers,
which had escaped the destructive hands of Dulstrode on
tho occasion of the burnt offering in the study.

Bob Cherry had not been on the right track, after all. Ile
bad found something—but it was not the stolen cup!

“Give them to me!" oxclaimed Ferney threateningly.

Bob Cherry crumpled the pap2rs in his hand.

“ Bo you came herp to read this stuff 77 he exclaimed.

“Yea, I did!"

“¥You uiter ass! You were hiding the rubbish here, I
supposz, because we barnt all the rof you had in your study.”

“¥es." Ferney's eyes gleamwed. © Give me the papers’”

[¥] I ‘\'Gnrt_l”

“ive them to me, I tell you: they've maime!™

“If you like to take them before Mr. Quelch, and ask
him if you can read -all that putrid bosh, wvou can,” said
Bob Cherry.

“You—you know what he'd say!" muttered Ferney.

“Yr3; he'd say that you weve a low, silly, disposting
rotber to read such stull—syou, a kid lors than fffcen!™ sail
Bob Cherry scoenfully,

Y ave me my papers!’

“You won't touch thom again®”

“You—vou hound! Give them to me!” velled Ferner,
as Dob tore the papers to Eiwm. He made a yush at the
E;L;rdy junior, but stepped beck again as Bob clenched his

Gaosling locked into the shed
, "Wat:_n the row 'ere?”’ he demanded .* Waob T savs is this
ere—

“Gosling! Have yvou any ol f

* Yes,. Master Cherry."

* Bhove some on those papers, then, and put a match {o
them,” said Dob.

Gosling grinned, and took up an eil can as Bob threw the
papers on the floor. Feeney made a rush forward, and Boas
cauzht him and dragged him back.

““No, you don't!"” he said grimly

* Let my papers alone!'

“It's a tanner for you, Gossy."

AN right, Master Cherry,” sald Gosling,
paraffin on the papers as they lay on the brick foor. ** All
right! I've 'eard about that voung person’s goings hown, 1
*ave. If he says another word I'll report 'im to Mt Quelch.”

And Gosling dropped a lighted maich upon the precious

papers.

’f’ﬁe""mhbiah‘ Hared up at once, and filled the shed with a
pmell of oil and burning papers. Ferney waktched hiz treasuies
cecnsumed with savage looks. DBut he could not interfere to
save them. Dob Cherry's strong arm was in the way, to say
nothing of the porter's threat of a report to the Form-master.

The papers were speedily reduced to ashes,

#There !" said Gooling. drﬂ.wmg the back of his hand
suggestively aceoss his month, “There! It's dry work,
Master Cherry.” _ _

. Bob laughed, and tossed him a sui}ml:lz, and Gosling left
the shed. Ferney'fastened o savage look upon Baob Cherry.

“T'l make you suffer for that!" he said between hus teeth.

“ Mora revenge, ch? grinned Bob Cherry. " In tha style
of dquaffles, the cracksman! ¥Why don't you stop playing the
pitidy goat, Ferney I

“"Haxg youl"
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“FOR HIS SCHOOL'S SAKE!”

“ And now,” said Bob Cherry, * where is the Craven Cup "

Ferney sneered,

" Yoz, you howled out something about that when you
came in,"” he said. ** You thought you had found the cup,
didn’t you?"

" Yes," said Bob.

8o you think it was I who took 1t1"

“ ¥Yes," said Bob again

Ferney. gave & sneering laugh.

“Well, you can find it—if you can!" he said.

“What have you donc with it ?"

“I've nothing to say sbout the Craven Cup,' said erncy,
#If vou can prove that I've taken it, go aheru™

“* You cad—"' X

“But I've got one thing to say,"” went on Ferney,
with a glitter in his cves. * You've destroyed my pupers!
I'l make vou sorcy for that !

Bob Cherry laughed contemptuounsly.

“I'll have the.glove: on with you any time vou lile,” he
replied.

“1 don't mean that™

“ Well, what do you mean, then "

“You'll ind out soon.” 3

And Fernev quiited the wood-shed, his eyns ghittering uncer
his knitted brows, and his hands clenched hard. Bob Cherry
followed him, with a puzsled expression upon his face. What
didd Ferney mean? Was this simply one more example of
hiz absurd turn for the dramatic; or hod he some acheme
in his mind ¥

Hob Cherry wondered.

“YWoll, I made & muck of it this time,”” he murmured a3
he walked away in the direction of the playing-fields. “I—I
suppose [ wasn't cut out for a shadower, Hang it! 1T
wonder whether that cad really has the cup, after all?"

And Beb Cherry joined the footballera. Ferney had gone
into the house, and Bol felt that it would not be nuch vse
shadowing him any further that afternoon. But there was
another Removite who had an eye upon Ferney—if was Dilly
Bunter, the Owl of the Remove. The fab junivr caught
Ferney by the sleeve as he came in. .

] sav, Fernev, I've goi something to tell you,” he wlis
pered mysteriously. ] ]

Ferney shook his hand off impatiently. Ile was in 1o
humonr for Billy Bunter, and he had not the least doubt
that Bunter's confidences were only concerning a postal-order
which he-was expecting, and upon which he wanted soue-
bedy to lend him a few shilings in advance,

“(h, buzz off 1" zaid Ferney irritably.

“But I say—>"

“ Let me alone ! growled Ferney

“ Look here, Ferney, if yvou've really got the cup

Ferney Lurned on him savagely.

“ What do vou mean® he exclaimed, between act tecth.

Bunter backed away a little, in alarm,

“ Keep vour wool on, old man,” e said It's ali right.
I happened to hear Wharton and Bob Uherry talking. Ahem !
They think youn stole the cup, and have gok it hidden away
somewhere.' G i

Fernev sneered. He knew that sdveady. The incident in
the wood-shed had revealed the state of DBob Cherry's sus-
picions, at least,

“ Oh, they think that, do they?" he suid

“Ves. If vou've really got the cup—"

“ Do you think I've got it?"" demanded Ferney fiercely.

 Ahem! IMNo. Buot if vou've got it, we nught make a
good thing out of it,"”’ said Bunter, sinking hia voice to an
eager whisper.  ** Now that the chaps suspect that 1t's
hidden somewhere about Greyfriars, they'll keep on looking
and looking, ond nosing about till they fina it. It's bound
to turn up in the long run. Why, the fags will join in the
search, especiadly if the Head offers a reward, and it simply
must be found.”

“Hang them!” muttered Ferney,

“That's all very well,” said Bunter, “But il will be
fonnd. Now, you can't produce the cup and claim the reward,
or they'll say vou had it all along. Ahem! Buppose you
hand it over to me, or tell me where to find it, and as snon
as & reward is offered I'Il rake it in, and go halves with you.
What do you say "

“ 8o you think I've got it®"

“*Oh, no, of—ol course not!' said Bunter. * But—but
don’t you think it's a good idea? It might mean a couplo
of pounds ench for us.™

“Oh, go and eat coke !

“ Look here, are vou going to do it, or not " roared Bunter.

“Hata 1"

“ Now, [Ferney, be n decent chap, and-—"

¥ Oh, buzz off I"

i
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“"You—yon rotten thief!” said Dunter, changing Jus tone.
“ You blessed burglar! You mean sneaker of football cups,
You—you—-=0w 17

Bunter's Hattering remarks were suddenly cut short by a
back-hander from Ferney, which caught him across the face,
and sent him spinning.

“Yarooh 1"

Tump !

‘The fat jumior crashed vwpon the floor. Ferney walked
away, leaving him there. Eilly Bunter sat up, and put. his
epectacles straight upon hia ]ir,:.l{, fat nose, and groaned.

“Ow! Yow! Beast! I—I'l make you smart for this—
ow! I know you've got the cup—yow !—and I'll show you
up—proo !l Ow!"

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

Bravo, Bunter!

0B CHERRY came in with the footballers after the
match. For once he had been s spectator instead of o
participator in the Form match, and he was not feeling
wholly satisfied. DBut the Removes had beaten the
Fourth Form by the handsome mavgin of two goals, and
Bob had cheered with the loudest sver the Remove victory.
Ferney was in the commeon-room when the juniors trooped
in, and there was a very nnplessant and peculiar expression
om his face. If anybody had cbserved him at that moment,
the observer might have guessed that there was some scheme
working in his ill-balanced mind Ferney came over towards
the group of Removites sz they discusied the match.

“Found the cup vet ¥ he asked.

Bebh Cherry lodked at him.

" No,” he replied, “but we know you've got it.””

There was a general sxclemation. It was the first most of
the Remove had heard of the suspicion directed ageinsi
Ferney,

“ Ferney’s got it, has he?" exclaimed Bulstrode.

* Ferney [

% Begorra "

“I believe he has,’ said Beb Cherry firmly. I belicve

en inti open the Head™s sule wos one of his roiten mud
tricks, the =ame as trying to chloroform Dulstrode. It's just
in his line.*

“ Faith, and I shouldn’t wonder '

“It would be just like him,"” said Bulstrode slowly. “Ti
he did it, he ought o0 be shut up in e lunatic asylum, I think.
But it's o bit thick, making a charge Like that without any
evidence, Bob."

“I must say it strikes me in thet lighs, too,” John Bull
remarked.

“0Oh, I dare say Cheriv has his motive,” sneered Ferney,

“What are you driving at?"

“ He may have taken the cup himself.”

Bob Cherty i ped

e um up.

“* What .”t’:rjilg: mue:d.p"I—I‘ll smash you! T'I—"

Harry Wharton dra;-qged his ezcited chum back.

“ Haold on, Bob—1"

“T'll emash him! I'll—1!" ) )

“(Oh, cheese it!’ said Snoop. “ Yon accused him, didn't
vou? It’s only fair to let him have his say, too”

“ He knows jolly well—"

“ T'm willing to leavo it to the fellows,’ said Ferney. *' Bob
Cherry says that I took the cup. and I say it's more likely
he took it. I suppose the silver would =ell for a few pounds,
if it was melted down, and we all know that Cherry hasn't
too much money.”

Bob Cherry's face Bamed. ‘

“ You—vou accuse me of stealing it7?” he panted.

" Quiet, Dob "
“I'-=1t—"

* Hold him, Wharton 1" )

“VYou'd better be careful what vou're saying, you cad!™
said Fugem sternly. * You'll get smashed up'if you're not
coreful.’ ; j

Ferney shrugged his shouiders

“1'm only saying about Cherry what he's said about me,”
ha replied.  ** Rob Cherry says I've got the cup hidden awuy.

Very well! T'm willing to have my study searched, if he's
willing to have his scarvelied. I can't say faiver than that.”
“ (h, rot !’
“ Bosh I

L

“ 1 say, you fellows

“ Oh, shut up, Bunter !"

“But I say, yon know, it's a pood idea, and it ought to be
done,'” spid Bunter. It will clear up. the matter, y3u know,
andl the thief onght to be found and shown up ¥

“I'm ready,” said Bob Cherry © Come up to my room,
all of vou, and look.”

* Bt it’s all rot!™

* 1 inaist, after what Ferney's seid,” said Bob Cherry.

The Maawer Liprary.—Ne. 19&,

EVERY “IN " ONE
“Come on, ky—it' tud ell 1
o lf:l:;ugr]tm.’?r ¥y—it's your study ss well a8 mine—and

And Bob Cherry led the way upstairs, The Remove fol-
lowed in a crowd, Ferney among the foremost. Billy Bunter
followed, with a peculiar grin on his fat face, There was a
deadly gleam in the little round eves of the Owl of the
Remove, hidden by his spectacles. ho juniors crowded into
Bob Cherry's stady, No. 13, and the search began at once.
Bob Cherry turned everything out with a vevkless hand, and
certainly nothing so large as the football cup could hava
escaped notice,

But it did not appear,

Ferney stood locking on his face growing paler, ond a

strange, hunted lock coming into his eyea %l‘- was easy to
gee that he had fully expected the cup to be found in the
study, and that he was puzzled and dismayed by its failure
Lo appear.
" Look 1 that box again,” he exclaimed, pointing to a box
i which Bob Cherry kept various odds a.m'fe‘nda, rom foot-
ball bools to mateh-hoves and balls of string. * You haven't
trned that out.'”

“ I've emptied it," said Béb Cheny.
“It's not true!” exclaimed Ferney excitedly, 1 tell
vou the enp’s most likely there, you fellows! Look in 1t 1"

Harry Wharton turned the box upside down on the floor.
There was nﬁthinf,' inside, Ferney seemed to be petrified.

“¥You seem jolly sure about it,” said Nugent. ‘Do you
mean to say that you suw it in that box, or what "

“1—=I—" stammered Ferney. * It's—it's & trick "

“ What's a trick 7%

#1—I—— MNothing "

“Oh, you're potty "

The search was finished. Billy Bunter had slipped fwag,
still grinning in that peculiar weay.

The juniors erowded out of the study.

“Going to gearch Ferney's room 7" asked Stoit.

“Might as well.”

_And Ferney’s room was searched, with the same result
Nothing was discovered, and the juniors, annoyed encugh
at the trouble they had taken for nothing, trcoped down-
sinirs, Harry Wharton was the first to enter the common-
mﬂﬂﬁ aﬁdtuﬁ, he did so he uttered a shout of amazement.

v hat [

"“What's the matter "

e k—look "

“Great Seott "

“ The cup !

There it was!

dtanding on the table, under the light, gleaming and
shining, was the Craven Cup—the handsome trophy won by
the prowess of the Remwove football eleven,

The juniors gased at it astounded.

How had it cormne there?

There was & rush towards it. Harry Wharton meized It
Eﬂd ]hEId it up for all {0 see. There it was—the Craven
ap !

“My hat ™

“Gireat Scott !

di Eeg&d !‘FF

“How did it get here 1

The juniors stared at the cup blankly.
scemed to be starting from his head.

“It's n trick,” he muttered hoarsely, nardly knowing
what he was saving—*'it's & trick—"

“1t's the cup!”

“Hurrah

Wharton put the ecup on the table again. Tt gleamed and
shone in the light, and the Removites feasted their ayes
upcn it. The cup was found at last; but the mystory of its
recovery was greater ther the mystery of its disappearance,

“7 say, you fellows——""

“(Ih, shut up, BDunter !

i

“Rut T con exploin—

Ferney's cyea

“0Oh!" Wharton swuong round towards the fat junier
“Dea von know how the cup eame here I

i Y.-E'}i.”

“What! Haw !

“1 brought 1t 1™

“You?" velled the juniors,

“Yes,” suid Billy Buntor, bristling with importance, * I
did. I say, you feilows, don’t crowd round like that, I—"

“* Look -here, Bunter—"

“"How did you find 1t 2"

“1 had my eve on & chap,” said Bunter. "I knew he
had taken the cup, you sce, just the same as you did,
Whavton, and when T saw him sneak imte Boeb Cherry’s
study with a bundle under his arm T had an eve on him.
And when he came out agnin without the bundle I puessed
what he had been up to, and J——"

=3
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“YWhat!"”

“Ferney! Where are vou going "' zhouted Bulsirode.

Ferney was sidling towards the door, his. face white as
chalk. Three or four paira of hands scized him, and he was
swung back into the room, struggling.

“ Let me go!™ he panted.

“ Hold him ! said Bulstrode.

“Yes, rother !

“ o on, Bunter."

* After he had cleared off T went into Cherry’s study and
looked round. I found the cup in o box belouging to Bob
Cherry under some boots and rubbish-—"

**The box he was so certain it ought to be found in,” =aid
Nugent grimly,

“I took it out,” pursued Bunter importantly, “and let
him go on with his Little pame  While you were searching
the study I brought it here. I left it in the bath-room until
I wanted i, in a bag, That's all. I thought I'd give you
a surprise. And—and I wanted ko know whether Ferney
would really accuse Cherry of stealing it.”

“And he did !

“And if it had been found in my study—"" said Dob
Cherry.

There was a dead silence for a moment. If the cup had
been found hidden in Bob Cherey's box, in Boly Cherry's
study, what would the Remove have thought? The juniors

sped at the thought of what a narrow escape they had

ad of fastening o theft upon a comrade who was entirely
innocent. Bob Cherry .was quite pale. But the most dis-
mayoed face there was Ferney's. He was trembling in every
Limb.
" The juniors surrounded him with grim looks.

o }‘."é_j[], what have vou goi to 523y 7" said Wharton.

(1] -3 __1_"'

“Vou stole the cup ! said Harry, In measured tonea.
*“You lkept it hidden away. Then vou planted it on Bob
Cherry because vou had a spite against him."”

“ He burnt my papers,”’ mutterad Ferney.

“You cad

“ You worm !"'

“*You unspeakable rofter !

The Remove closed in upon the young scoundrel,
made a wild rush te eseape, but he had no chance. The
Removites were furious, and they had resson to be zo. Bur
for Dilly Bunter—the despised Owl of the Remove—Bob
‘Cherry=—the hera of the Form—might have been branded
as & thiel!

TFerney had to pay for it—and he did. They bumped him,
and they cuffed i:im, and they rolled and rumpled hun till
e had not an cunce of breath left in his body and he was
in vags and tatters, and then he was kicked out of the room,
He was kicked fairly into the arms of Wingate, who was
coming to seo what the disturbance was about,

.The Greyiriars captain picked up the panting, breathless,
dishevelled voung rascal, and stared at him in amazement.

“Ferner ! he oxclaumed. ** 'What have yvou been doing
to him #'

" Ragging him," said Dulstrode.

“What for? What do vou mean "’

Fornew

The story had to be told. Wingate listened with a alern
brow, and when be had heard all lie marched Ferney off,
with an iron grip on his collar, to the Head's study. Ferney's
number, as Nugent put if, was *up” so far as Greviriars
was concerhed, '

. . s " * [ ] N - &

The wretched bov stammered out a full confeszion under
the stern eves of the Head., His foolish brain, tecming
with disordered ideas that resalted from his favouriie read-
g, had conceived the scheme of making a sensation by
stealing the eup; and he had done it. He had kept the
cup hidden until a sensational scheme for revenge upon
ioh Cherry made lum drag it to light agoin and hide it
in Bob's study.

The wickedness he had been guilty of seemcd to make
little impression upon Ferney's mind—but, as o matter of
fact, his mind was so ill-balaneed that he could not be con-
stdered whelly accountable for what he had done,

That he eould remaim at Greyfriars was out of the
question—indeed, it would not have been pleasant for him
to stay in the Remove after what had happened. Tha
same evening he guitted the schoo! in the charge of a
prefect to be taken to his home, and Groyfriars saw him no
more, and wag very glad to see him no more.

And that same evening, too, Harry Wharton wrote a
lafter with a score of signatures to it to Fawke, of Hed-
clyffe, explaining that the cup had been found, and express-
ing regret for the unjust suspicion they had had of the
defeated feam in the cup-tie. Hawke's reply came the next
day, and it was a very frank and cordial letter, showing
that he bore no malice, and it concluded with a fatherly
warning to the Removites to be less hasty next time.

Aftor Wharton had written the letter and it was des-
patched, Billy Bunter came into No. 1 Study. © The fat
junior blinked affably thmush his big apectacles at the
juniors there. For ence he did not receive a’ perempiory
order to get out.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo " exclaimed Bob Cherry. " Have
vou gok a postal-order coming *"

" You've guessed it.” Bunver said.

#1t's for hve bob, of course "

o Exactly.”

“ And vou'd like na to cach it in advance "

“Just ag !

Bob Cherry laughed, and counted out five shillinga.

“There you are,” said Bob. *' You descrve 1t!"

“T shall put thiz down to the account, of courge——"

“Ha, ha! Do!™

‘And Billy Bunter rolled ount of the study, and a couple
of minutes later rolled inte Mrs. Mimble's tuckshop, whero
he was soon enjoving & feed ‘to exarctly the extent of five
shillinga: but it had to bes admitied that for once the Owl
of the Remove deserved it for having cleared up the mystery
of the Stolen Cup !

THE EXT,

{Xeat week's grand, long, complete tale of Harry Whavton & Co, al
Grenfriars 12 entitled “THE DOWNFALL OF THE FIFTH" Aln
1l ftert deek’e dasie of CTHE NAGKNET' will be an extra long
fattabaenet of ' Beyond The Efernal Jee” by Sidney Do, Order your
copty s, Prier One Penn,)
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LAYING THE GHOBT,

It was Christmas Eve. The fire burned low upon the
hearth, and fechie shadoews flickerad diamally along the wall.
Porcival sat alone and sifent.

Strangely from the chamber everhead came subtle sounds—
liko barefooted children running on the Aoor,

“ Children.” muttered Percival. * Whenee ™

It was Christmas Eve.

He lit a taper, and softly climbed tho stairs. The gentlo
pattering came noarer—nearer. The light went out,

Liko a madman, Percival lunged, missed, turned, and fed,
‘As he did so a shnll, bloodeurdling wail arpse upon the night,
followed by a sharp, sibilant hissing,

Ho paused. relit the taper, took one step forward. The
hissing coased, and as a snow-white object scampered helter-
skolter down the narrow passagn, Pereival realised that by his
movement he had released from stern captivity the tail of
doar old Flaffy.

Tar Macwer Linnary.—No. 152,

Read the grand new story of the
Juniors of St. Jim's, entitliad:

“FOR HIS SCHOOL'S SAKE!”

HOW COULD IE ENOW.

His tweods were beyond words. His ¢ap was the last thing.
His manly calves bulged in his variegated. His golf-ciubs
glistencd as only brand-new golf-clubs ean. And he walked
heavily on the putting-green, as though it needed no more
caro than a weed garden. :

After ho'd missed the ball seven times the caddie held up
his hand. :

“ There's a man ganging across in front of ye,” he said,

“What if he ig?" vetorted the novice, very red from jus
exertions. I didn't tell him to!" )

“ Ve maun cry ‘ fore " if there's anybody in the way when
ve'ra gaun ter hit the ba'.” X )

“That's all very well,” oxclaimed the novice angrily, * but
how do T kaow when I'm going to hit the ball#”

QUITE A DIFFERENCT.

“What, Massa Bones,” asked Billy Sumbo, “am (s
difference between an ol' maid, an’ a marvied woman®”’

“What am de difference between an' ol maid, an’ a
married woman®' repeatod Massa Dones, in the approved
ne_%mid fashion.

hora was s pause. Then:

“ 1 done, mive it up,” said Massa Bones. :

“ Why,"” exclaimed Sambo, ' de ol maid am lookin’ for
& husbin' ebery day, an' de martied woman am lockin' for
him ebery night!"

in this week's " GEM " Library.
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«“BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE!”

A Tharilllug Story of the Amazing Adveatures of Ferrers Lord, Milllonalre, Ching-Lung, and Rupert Tharston,
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Chinz-Lung rushed at tie carpenfer, and Joewas presented with a round =,
of biows that made him ratile Ilike a drum, * Thunder!” ke roared. */Is Bt oo
there adozen of yer, or only one?"”  (Se¢ page 2%), i B

THE OPENING CHAPTERS,

When Professor Hugley, the rencowned American scientist,
startles the world by announcing that he 13 off to find tha
North Pole in his wonderful aic-craft, the Cloud King, there
is only one man who dares to enter the lists against him on
behalf of Great Britain, and that man 1s Ferrera Lord, the

famous millionaire and ioventor. Lord pits his wonderful

submarine, the Lord of the Deep, against the Cloud Kin
n the mest amazing race the world has ever seen; the goa
is the Neorth Pole, and the prize a million pounds!

The preliminaries are soon settled, a judge is appeinted to
accompany each of the competitors, and the great race
COMICNCes,

With Ferrers Lord are Ching-Lung, Rupert Thurston, and
Gan Weaga, sn Eskimo, while Hupley is accompanied by

*araire, a Cuban, and Estebian {{acchio, a huge negro. These
latter soon show themselves in their true colours, and the
(Zloud King no sooner reaches the region of ice than Hugley
and such of the ¢rew as aro loyal to him, are murdered, an
Paraira and Gacchio assume control of the airship.

Ferrera Lord reaches the Pole through an uncfergmund
tunnel which he discovers, and finds there a beautiful city
called Bhazana. They are welcomed by Vathmoor, the
king, and visit the Palace. Prout end Joe, the carpenter,
are curious as to the contents of & jug which is resting on
the table, upon which & meal 18 spread. *Try at]?
siggests the steersman.

{Bow go on with the story.)
Tune Maerer Lispary.—No, 193,

NEXT
TUESDAY;

The vislt to Yathmoor, King of Shaxana !

It was wine of a delicious favour Joe's eyes rolled over
the edge of the jug. He set it dowri with & gasp of delight,
Then 'roit took a pull

“* By hokey ! he said, *Tt"s a knock-out ¥

The slave removed the cover of the dish. It contained o
couple of deliciously-browned fish. They quckly vanished
before the assault of the two hungry men. u

After the fish came a stew 'that Prout declared to be
rabbit, and then sweets of various kinds. The slave kept
the big jar well replenished.

Sounds of laughter from the other table rose high above
the music, The travellers were getting on excellently with
Yathmoor, King of Shazana.

The music grew louder, and a group of dancing girls
trouped in to amuse the guests Then two men, Hl-l‘ipl‘l‘ﬁ to
the waist, wrestled together. A hout with swords followed,
and then half & dozen arctic besrs, i the charge of 8 dwarf,
performed clever tricks,

AL Jask the king rose and bowed to his guests. He led
them into a second lofty room. Doors en either side led
inte smaller rooms, woere perfumed wate.c gushed into
marble baths.

“TIt seems the custom here to bathe after meals,” said the
millionaive. * Well, a bath will refresh us, so we will not
disappoint his Majesiy.”

“A dip 18 just what I wanted,” sald Ching-Luong, “ao

ere goes'

Ho closed the door of one of the rooms, undressed rapidly,
and plunged into the codl, refreshing water In an instant he

“THE DOWNFALL OF THE FIFTH1” » "5 sogames.
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was out again, and puttivg op his cloth.s, Ile opened the
Eittla window. A gloriows, enchaoktiagy garden stretched
befora- him.

Ching-Lung, feeling surs that the others would not bhe
ready for sems térae, decided to take m short ramble. FHe
plipped through the small windows, and sprang out on o
tho saft turf,

Mow beautirs of Bowers, shrubs, amd hirds mot him on
evory hand. Hao sat down on a mossy bank, and began Lo
roll a cigareite. The tobacco fell from his band, awd he
Listened emochanted to the asund of a girlish voice.

A droning sound mingled with the clear notes. {'-hin]o:-
Lunz ross and pushed aside a hedge of shrubbory. He
stood Dbefore a pretty parlour haelf covered with clinging
roses. It was from the parlour the voice that charmed hin
camo.

Ilers was msn adventure at last. The door was open.
Chigg-Lang squeened his way through the hedge, and stole
up to the door. _

A girl, her back towards him, was sitbing at a spinning-
'RII.E??. singing softly to herself. Hoer hair fell over her
shoulders, sweeping the ground like a golden walerfall.
Ching-Lung stood still, holding his breath, longing for hev to
gurn, so that he could see her face

Thers was & hoarse shout behind him, and before he eold
move, four powerful arms had seized him, and pinned him
shelplmaly to a corner. The point of a dagger pricked his

roat.

A goreant came from the girl, and she started to her Leel
Even with the dagger at his throat, Ching-Lung for
evorything except the beauty of her face Bhe spoke quickly,
sharply, and stamped her foot. ;

The guards at once veleased their prisoner. The givl

orward, frowning. :

“Who art thou? Whence comest thou?" ahe cried.

It was Cirpel to Ching-Lung. He shook his head.

“ Ha came with the strangers, princess,” answeved one of

the guards. ) |
“1 marked his wellow face and ths strange tail growing

from his hoad™ _
“ Hath he a tail? Wonder of wonders! SBhow it me!”
They hustled Ching-Lung round. e would not have been
samplimented had he understood she girl's next remark.
“ An odd beast.' she said, **and an insclent beast! And
Sow hath the king my father treated these strangers®”’
“ With great honours, princess.”
The gir?pﬂndpred, Ching-Lung had never seen such won-

drous boauty. .
* Then ‘Hg: must not slay him," she said, "leat my father

be angry. Put up thy dagger, Nornalli, And yet his
insodence must be punished.” s

Ching-Lung had fallen in love at Grst sight.

* Fling him among the fish,"” said the princess. L mysell

will see him punished.™
A grin of delight overspread the faces of the two goods.
The princess walked out into the garden, and they foreed

Ohing-Lung along behind her.  We may add that he did not

tako rauch foraing.

* Halt " she said. .

Thev had reached a rustic hridie which spanned a pond.
The wator was almost covered with green leaves of lilies. A
few carp swam about, and cels blew bubbles from the mud
at the bottom. With & silver knife the beautiful Princess of
HBhszana cut & stout willow switch,

Wilold tha impertinent knave who lws dared to thrust
himsgelt into my presence I'" she commanded. _

They forced him forward against the rail of the bridge,
amd the princess lashed him across the shoulders until she was
kired. ! : .

“Dyer with ham I ) : _

Chivg-Lung fell inte something else besides love as they
pitched him over the bridge. It was black, sticky, clammy,
choking mud! He rose as black ss a INobian, and the

incess and the two guards laughed immiensely,

But they did not laugh half so much az Joe, the carpenter,
who was watching the scene from a window of a paiace.

Cling-Lung was not in love any more; but he was in a
most disgpusting cendition. The silvery laughter of the fair
damsel,- and the chuckles of the guards were not at all sooth-

“ing. Ile did not care o stay any longer, 56 he shook po

much slime as possible from his rumed gavments, and bolted
inte the shrubbery. ‘
. Jow shricked with unholy joy. Ha did not know the resson
of Ching-Lung’s thrashing, but it Glled him with -delight
when he mraﬁed all his own safferings over the pancales
and the euckoo-clock. o

Y What's the matter—barmy ?" inquired he comiude, who
had been having a quiet whiff, with his head stuck out ol the
oppusite window. *IIas a wopse stung yom "
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Joo was wriggling like an ecel. He gasped out the sbory
of what he had mnﬂg Then his jaw d atid he stared

with stony horror. Ching-Lung stood at hia elbow, rollinmg a
cigarstte, Fectly apotiess and dry, and perfectly calm.
With & nod ard a smile, ke walked to the door Joe stag

gered back against the wall utierly ﬁnbhergutad

“Joo,” growled a stern woice, ™ you ain't voursell, wan.
It's yor brain that's going, or clae that wine "aa got inter yer
h'?iﬂ-‘lj !H

“ But I sead him,'” gosped Joe wildly “1 seed them pitch
hirn in not two minutes agol 1 swear it 1™

“Hush! Hush! I'll get yer to bed and give you a
geidlitz-powder I -

Y But," moeaned Joe, L seed—"

" 1It's yer liver that's wrong!" ;

Joe began to feel quite alarmed about himself He rabled
his eyes aned felt his pulse. Could there be two Ching.
Lungs, or was it & vision of a disordercd brain?  He pui his
hand against the cold sill of the windaw, and wondered
where the nearest doctor resided,

The fair lady and the goards were still standing on the
bridge. A melodious whistle male them look round, Like
Joe, they experienced o shock for Ching-Lung was saunter-
ing lazily in therr divection, whistling as he cane.

{:I;-. hfked hisx cap to the lady, bawed low and passed ower
thoe bridge in the other direction. Their amazed evea fol-
lowed him. IHe walked up theé creeper-grown wall as casily
as an ordinary person could walk upstairs. and entered the
bath-room through the window.

When he opened the door, he almost walked into the arms
of Joe.

“Hallo ! he snid sweetly. ** You look ilil"”

HERY murmared Joe, his brain reeliog.

“ 1 said you looked ol 1

“Yeu, s n nice day, sir,” said the carpentor woeakly.
“Vory "ot in the son, wiee Oh, yos ™™

Ching-Lung shosk his head gravely.

“Joe,” he aaid, “what's the matter with vou? What
have you beon doing ¥ :

“It's my liver, think, sir,” szighed Joa “1I feel all
mixed like.'

" Put out your tonxne !V )

There was no suspwion of a disordered liver there, but
Ching-Lung uttersd a gloomy sigh

“It's contraption ot the pantechnichonical theramenatix,
with incipient plaasification of the yululietix!” he spid. 1
knew ® poor fellow who had it. The pabient imagines
things. He sres visions of things that aren't thero Tt ia
caused by the prossuce of the Aukakitus on the jackartzr of
the brain-pan, s The cure is difficult and dangerous. for tha
pantechnichonical theramesatbix iz a——"

L re me " said the westched Joe.

“0Oh, veey welll”™ zaid Ching-Lung, winking at a statuve,
“TN make you up some medicine.”

Thurstor. Fervers [Lord, and Van Witter emerged from
their compartments, and were joined by the king. Ciung-
Lung kept a doubtful eve on Joe. He had caught a glimpan
of the carpenter’s grinning face ag he fled. The explanation
of the amuezing return was simple enough bat it was a clever
bit of work,

The shrubberies ran right down to the water cdge elose o
the Lord of the Decp. like a Aash Cling-Lung was in his
cabin, and he undressed and dressed again with lightmng
speed, He had roturned through the shrubberies, the whale
astonishing performance having taker barely three minures—
a veritable miracle of swiftness ! 2

A beverage resembling sweet coffee wai sorved in small
crystal cups. _ o

“Time to ga!” drawled Ferrevs Lord. Y Our first visit
ahould never be prolonged. I suppose his Majesty will re-
turp it to-morrow.’” ]

They bowed to the king, who answered their bows. A
guard of honour eseorted them to the steps.  Altogether thew
first entry jubo the Lavnd of the Four Suns had been a
trivmph—excopt for Ching-Lung. He still kept a doubiful
eve on Jor.

The millionaire, Thurston, and Van Witter turned into the
stute-room to chat over the amaring events of the dayv.
Ching-Laong and Gan Waga went together to feed the dogs.
Ching-Lung had left h's cigarette-case in the wheelhons:
I1is felt slippers made no noise. _

He stopped with a start, and scvewed up his face. Tle
saw & atrange =ight. Maddock was lving at [ull length oh
the deck, holding hard to a pair of ankls. The ewner of the
ankles was not in view, but apparently e was dangling head
downwards over the side By the size of iz fert,” Ching-
Torng judeged him to be Joe ;

“Be quck,” growled Maddock, “for ye're dragming the
armaz ont of me! G you see "’

“FOR HIS SCHOOL'S SAKE!" Rob'sscl® pficeone ponny.



" Gimme another hinch!" said the choked voica of Joe,

Maddock lowered him & little more.

“MMIrry hup '’ said Maddock.

Ching-Lung went down the lhdder in two bounds. He
understood the mysteriony evolutions of Joe and the bo'sun.
Joe was endeavouring to peep in at the porthole of his cabam,
and Ching-Lung had forgotten to .remove his scaked and
mudstained clothes,

He might be in time yet. He put his eye to the keyhole,
and groaned. Joe’s red face showed through the glass, and
Joe's bulging eyes were fixed in joy upon the heap,

Ghing—fung was on deck as quickly ss he descended.

Silently he approached the panting bo'sua, and his finger
and thomb seized the be'sun’s calf. At the same time
Ching-L.ung imitated the snarl of o savap. dog, and was
gene like 2 shadow., Maddock howled and let the ankles go.
When Ching-Lung thrust hizs heed out of tre perthole of
hiz cabin, he had the satisfaction of secing the red, sngry
features of Joseph rising above the water and also the
added satisfaction of hearing that same envaged gentlernan
telling Maddock what he thought about him. .
"~ And then, tying the soiled and ruined garmens into o
ball, Ching-Lung woighed them down with o bronze candle-
stick, «nd dropped them overboard, with o string attached
to them, The buttons were valuable, and he did not want to
lase then.

But =till he distrusted Joe.

Tells of a8 Great Bear Hunt Among the Peaks.

A blare of bugles from the palace reuscd them botimes.
A gaily-dressed herald came aboavd with a small roli of
parchmoent covered with strange fpuves. With difficulty the
mtllionaire managed to pick up the gist of the meszape.

“Tt it a pity we have such a poor knowledgze of the
language.” he said; “bat I hope we shall soon pick up
cnough of it to wake ouwsclves understood. This 15 an
invitation {o witness o bear hunt ameong the peaks. It
takes place evory year, it seoms. The kang will not ba pre-
sent, but overy courtesy will boe shown us. Maore :z-:-ﬁ'w,
pleaze, Rupert.” _

“ L saw there was something up,” said Ching-Lung, * for
most of the feilowa I aaw thiz merning woere rigged up in
furs. 1'm pgame for enyibing. It =erms & goodish way to
the ice.” ' ]

“* About tent miles. It i3 amazing, -with the ice =0 closa,
that the climate should be so mild. The water is quite warm,
and, of course, that lelps the climate. Do you think you
had better come, Van Witter 37

“ Wa," drawled the Yankee; “ I'll stay on board. I'm not
fuite fik to get scrambling about on chunks of ice, thank

vou, Il be 2 home bivd, and smoke the pipe of peace in the
deckhouse, with Hunk and the narrot as company. This is
deiicious fish, What do you ea]l ¥

“*1 haven't. an idea,” answered Ferrers Lord.  * Prout

caught a string of them angling over the side. There seoms
lo bz nothing here cxcent birds and fish, T haven't seen
even a dog or cat. They eat bear, I know, but eattle don't
live in this part of the world, Well, get intd your furs, lads.”

The Lovd of the Deep was surrounded by long gelleys
packed with spearsmen and bowmen. Each oarsman had s
metal bugle slung by a thong over his shoulder. They must
bave numbered szcven or eight hundred in all

“ Poor old bears,” said Ching-Tung as he surveyed the
army of hunters. * They don’t mean to give 'em’ much
change, the mine and something tailors

L

It reminds me of
who went to kill o ﬂﬂﬂﬂ:”
“It is o bit hike it," said Rupert. " What's Lord chatter-

it‘l%_I about?”
u]I:!u millionaire was talking to the herald as well as he
Gy #

" Here's news,” he drawled. “It's not an ordinary bear
hunt, but a battue. The peaks swarm with bears, and in the
winter they have actualﬁ invaded the island in droves,
creating o pamic.”

“Great Scotland ' said Thurston,
is chaffing you miicﬂgl”

" Maybe so; but I'm inclined to believa him. Thiz great
battuc is an annual event, and they thin down the bears. I
oxpect it will be a sight worth seeing. We may take a hand
m it. An invasion of bears is not  pleazant thing. Dozens
aof peonle were killed in the last one.

The pill waa almest teo large for Thurston to swallow,
Ching-Lung cloeed his left eye and said * Hookey Walker 1*
Then the signal wes piven, and, propclled by their long
sweeps, the %:.-!:Iﬁj’& glided down the channel towards the
zleaming peaks,

After them churned the Lord of the Deep, the Llue waters
rippling over her low decks. Rifles were clzaned in readiness,
ang hunting-knives sharpened. A few strange birds floated
i_az;:gr in the nir, and the four suns shed their pale yellow
’g *

: All were in the highest spirits, cspecially Gan Waga, who
loved the keen scent of ice. He liad breakfasted on cendles
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and lard, and was, “tonsequently, more cily than usual. The
galleys travelled at a good pace, thewr crews laughing and
stnging merrily ag they swung at their oars, As they neared
the mighty peaks the temperature fell gradusally to below
freezing point. Through his glasses the millioneire could ses
the japged outline of the icebound coast, utterly verdureless,
and uttcrly descrted. Behind, piled like monstrous church
spires, the ice peaks cut into the sky.

The leading galleys passed into a narrow channel and
disappeared., The Lord of the Deep came last, so that none
of the gellevs shonld be hompered with her wash. With
Prout at the wheel, they churned into the channel, and a
{'I't]rr:uiu.r bay, with a beach of shélving sand, swrounded
thom.

The galleys were already beached. Dreading to find
shallow water, Ching-Lung, Thurston, Prout, and Ferrcra
Lord elambered into the launch and landec.

All the hunters seemed to know their business. They wound
through 2 narrow ravine with walls of polished ice. Below
tliem, as they emerged, lay e deep besin, shut in by ico
crags. It sloped down on-cvery side, and was covercd with
snow, At the bottom o long channel, like a groove cut with
a gant ehisel, ran through it. The groove wna of burnished,
slippery ice, wnel twoenty foot decq

“That's a queer-Jookmg place, Ching,”” said Thurston.

“That groove hes been cut out of solid ice,” drawled
Ferrers Lord.

* But what
nsko Rupert.

Rupert's rabbit-hutehes were long openingas in the ico
abovo the groove, covercd by powerful metal bars. For the
inoment the ﬂbjlect of these cages puzzled one.
T zee” sl Jerrers Joovd with a lawgh. "I told you
it was to be a battue. This is the trap, end & eclever one.
The bears are driven into the hollow, and, s&c and securs
belind the netal bars, the huntors piek them off. Loock!
The picked warksmen are gelting inta the cages already.
We'll wet o fine view of the preceedings from heve, so wa
may o8 well stay.'”

P Anything for a quier hfs," said Ching-Lung. * Hallo]
Here's Gan. We forgot him.”

Gan Wega bad swum ashore, dripping, but hanpy.

“Old Joe—{athead Joc-—try stop me,” he said.  * Bad
'nough, hunk !

" The .sml[}ertment scoundrel " grinned Ching-Lung.
“ What did he do thet for$"

“Want me saw wood for new cuckoo-clock. Gan hit

him on head wi® it and slope.’”

“Good for you, my ﬁ.rﬁ factory I"* said Ching-Lung.
“Don’t you stand any of his nonsense. Gan. You've only
got to roll on him once, and you'd flatten him out. Have
a smoke, butter-tub, and don't worry about Joc.”

“ Hg tole me ax yo'- how yo' back feel, and was it muddy
at de bottom?”

Ching-Lung turned crimson.. The secrot was out. How
Van Witter and Thurston would shriek if they knew he had
been thrashed by a lady, with her ewn fair hands, He zaw

}E‘mut’s face fixed on him, and there was s Turking grin on
it.

the dickens ara those vabbit-hutches for?™®

Y You ain’t hurt your back, sir!” asked the steersman
anxiously.

“Of c»::ib'l.érm not,’” ans&mtﬁ?d Ghinﬁ-ﬁLung-

" To sare,””  gai rout with s strangl >
“ Mud’s nice and soft to fall on ! gled chuckle

So Prout knew ns well, and perhaps the rvest of the crew.
TChmg-Lung groaned inwardly, and swore vengeance againet
uf O

“I once knowed a lady,” went on Prout dreemily, “as
used to show ’er affcction for a gentleman by sh ing bricks
at him; but I don’t remember if she ever throwed him inter
the canal as was close by.”

Prout sniggored violently, but menaged to turn it into &
cough. His face was the colour of 4 bestroot. Gen Wags
I}eqan to E"".fmm car to car. He was also in the eecret.

: ;?r‘here 8 him best Sunday clothes, Tomi" he myrmured .
gently. -

u m:,r‘.w:s been dusted and washed out,” said Prout, “ and
now they've gone te jine McGinty at the bottom of the ses,”

Ching-Lung writhed helplessly under the lash, ‘They were
standing on & ledge high above the basin, - Except for them-
%‘eﬁvn}j antd thehn&arkam-::n :'in tilua cagres, the place was deserted.

ne hunters had streamed through en openi
side and hed dizappeared. & pening on the other

“ It’s beastly cold, ™ said Rupert,
sholl have to wait¥?

A good hour, at least, I suppose.
hide among thosa bipg hummocks.
round them, and drive them
What's the mattey?”

“TI'm off back,” said Ching-Lung.

“I wonder how long we

The bears evidently
~ They will form a circle
this way. Hallo, Ching!

27
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And Gan Waga and Droul prinned apaim

HAren't you well?"

“ Pretty fit. I'll arrive long before the hour is up; but
don't wait tea for me. Ta-tal”

He was gone before they could ask any more questions,
Maddock was mildly surprised when the ladnch scraped
against the side. Ching-Lung passed him without & word. A
sound of wood being sa¥n came from the forecastle.

“Joe,” said Ching pleadingly, * you've not sphi!”

U“IhY' said Joe.  Splik the wood? WNo, not I, sié; I
nevar aplit wood.”

“ Look hers, Joo, vou koow what T mean.
visjon '

“(h, the contraption of the pantechniconical whatvercall-
it " said Joe. © No. sir, thank you kindly, that ain't split,
neither, vet; but the pressure on the Bukakitus s very bad.
It wakes me shoulder tingle.”

Ching-Lang sat down in maute despair;. and Joe want an
ERWIRE.

“Don't be an wdiot, Jae,"” went on the Prince, * but speak
cut. Have you let on about that Jady?"

Cf Lady Y osaid Joa. Y Wot lady?™

Ching-Lung stoed up deliborately, and bolted the doar.
iTm- gave his saw a rest, wondering what wds going to
lappen.

*“ Mow, Jor, have yvou told Prout, Maddock, and Gan
Waga, or haven't you?”

“Teld "em wot, mr?”

Joc was a stubborn gentleman.

The—the—er—

He did not fec! quite

comfortable when Ching-Lung proceeded to take ofi his
fur coat and the thick Rannal shirt benesth, He wrapped
them ap neatly and placed them on the locker.

" Josepl,” Be said, * you've hed your bit of fun, and now
I'll have my bit. I'm going to split you!™

“f Fight me, sic?"’ said Joe aghast,

“You bet, Joe—just a little friendly spar. Shake hands !™

“ But I'll squash you, siv; I'm twice your weight!™"

¥ Tey it, old chap!” laughed Ching-Lung.
_Joe was just as fond of a tuesel as cither Prout or Mad-
dock, and he had to oboy orders. He made up his mind not
to hurt his superior officer too much, [or he imagined he
would swallow Uhing-Lung at & mouthful.

""Urll:_lera 13 orders, sir,” he remarked, “and if T've got

“Yon have got fo, 'Joe.”

“ [ shall squelch wouw, sir; I koow T shall
oouldn't cven fight & lady, sic!"

Ching-Lung rushed at him, and Joe was presented with a
blow that made him rattle like a drum. The foree of it
abaolutely amazed him. Ha puavded o sccond, and then ho
had {o face & bout of hurricane fighting, the Lke of which
he had never seen before.

¢ Thunder ™ he voared.
one ¥

Ching-Lung was here, there, and cvevywheve, breaking
through his guard, and getting blow after blow home. He
dodged under Joe's arms, slipped round liks an eel. and
brought both fsta down 1n guick succession between the
carpenter’s shoulder-blades.  And then, in a stiil, small voiee,
he remarked:

“ How does yvour back fecl, Joo?
when you've had enoangh”

S Thuwe wir 17 gasped the carpenier.

{'hing-Lung had nof turned a hair, but Joeo had suffered
in everything but temper. Ile was too astonished to be
angry. Ilis right eye was rapidly turning a delicate purple
shade, and hiz left ear was swelling visibly. He sut down on
a locker and panted, looking at the’ prince with adwmiration
in his one sound eve.

Why, you

“1s there a dozen of you, or only

Does it tinele?  Saw

“You're a terror, sir,” he said, **a terror! You jost
walked round me! Whoe taught ver?”
“I don't koow, Joseph,”” laughed the prnce,  * Bhake

handa again! Now, whal fellows have you told ¥

“(Only Prout, Maddock, and ll:.'r-:u'la sir. D' sorry T did.”

“Well, come into the state-room.™

He gave the carpenter a whisky-and-soda and a handiual
of cigars. Joo's sdmiration for a man who knew how to
use lus fists smounted almost to worship. Prout was the
bast boxer on board, but Joe, stout as he wes. could more
than hold his own with any of the others, Ferrers Lord
encouraged boxing in the forccastle, for, in hia own optmon,
it not only taught the men quickness and self-ralinnce, hut
aiso to control their tempors, and to take hard knocks pood.
hamaonredly.

Ching-Lung rolled a cigarelle and toszed the carpentor the
matches.

(Thiz thriiling adventure story will be continned dn mext week's nember
& "“The Ma " Library. Order sorly, FPrice 1d.  * The Ghoat Ship,”
7 L AHHE DA in the ** Bawy Friend,” M., vhould be

reodery intérenad in ' Bewend e Elernal Toe '7)
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A WORD FROM THE EDITOR.

Since the idea of having a B[}a]er:ial space set apart in THE
Macxer Library for Editorial Chat, Readers' Correspondence,
Helpful Hints, and Short Articles, ete., was first mooted by
a reader in the Chat Page of our companion journal, * The
Gem " Idbrary, the matter has never ceased to cccupy my
thoughts, and I have now at last come to a decision., “ My
Readers” Column® is the resnlt of that decisiom. This is, of
course, an innovation, and innovetions are not lhightly made
in a paper of the world-wide popularity and enormous
cirenlation which Turg Maswer enjoves, where the wishes of
literally hundreds of thousands of readers have to be con-
sidered. In taking the step of inaugurating a Chat Column
in Tar Maower, however, I have the pleasant, feeling of
being absolutely saro my zround. The number of
enthusiastic letiers which one reader's sugpestion in the Chat
page of ““The Gem " ecalled forth, positively amazed me,
prepared as I was for a considerable expression of fecling
upon such an important subject. And most wonderful of all
to relate, of all the thousands of my chums whe wrote to
me, not one single correspondent was opposed to the idea!
This wonderful unanimity on the part of my chums gives me an
absolute gunarantee that in starting "My Readers’ Column ™ [
am making another move in the direction whither T have ever
aimed—namely, that of producing a paper which shall well
and truely fulfil every reguiremont which my chums can
possibly demand. T am resolutely carcying out my policy of
sparing no offort, and begrudping neither time, trouble, nor
expensa to make our prand httle Magxer Library, and its
worthy companion, ** Gem ™ Library, vour ideal papers,
All T ask in return from thoss of my loyal reader-friends,
who are inclined to show their kindly appreciation of my un-
remitting «forts, 13 that they will show Tae Maeser. and
“The Gen" 'to all their friends, and persuade them {o
procure for themselves the story-papers which give wny
readers sa much harmlesa enjoyment and keen pleasure.

NEXT TUESDAY'S COMPLETE STORY.

The grand, 'ong, commplete kale of the chum: of Greyfoiis

for our next issun i3 entitled: '
“THY. DOWNFALL OF THE FIFTIL"

by Frank Richards, and tells of the revival of that augnst
body of Removites, the Wharton Operatic Society, for the
purpese of checkmating the latest move of the Fifth Form.
The masterly manner in which this praiseworthy purpnze is
accomplishad, resulting in Coker & o, of the Fifth, being
made to ““sing small™ by the trinmphant Removites. makes
a most intercating and amusing story.

SreEclaL NOTE—

ORDER NEXT WEEK'S NUMBER IN ADVANCE!

A QUERY AND A QUOTATION.

In the course of a long and very interesting letter, ong of
vy roaders, of Manchester—who, by the by, is twenty-five
vears old, and a married man—requests to bet him know
which number of THE MAcKET Library contained the opening
instalment of Sidnev Drew's popular serial, *' Bevond the
Eternal Ice.” In c¢ase there are others of my chums who
have noi read tha opening chaprers of this fine serial, it will
not be out of place to publish the answer to my Manchester
chum's query. *' Beyond The Eternal Tec™ started in Tun
MagNET, Mo, 182—the Specisl Bank Holiday Number, dvtoed
August 5th, 1911. A paragraph in my Manchester chum’s
long letter aptly illustrates the high place which Fraak
Richards' stories of the chums of Greviriars have won
in the estimoation of those who are not usually addicted
to reading school stories. My correspondent aays, " Tha
school- etories dealing with Harry Wharton & Co. st
Greviriars are, in my opinion, the fnest and most interest-
ing T have come across; and what ia more, L am not generally
fond of school stories. But I could read any amount of the
shove.” This as I think my chums will agree, 12 a tesiimony

te be proud of.
THE EDITOR.

" Printed aud pablehed by tho P
Bydney, ﬂ.d!ﬂlf'l

ietors ot %8, Bouverls Ntreet, Loudon, Engined,
, Brizhane, mdr?ﬂﬂwm,ﬂ.ﬁ. : for Houth Africs: Contral News Apency, Lid. 'ﬂ'lﬂl Town mod J ¥ i
871 Queen Street ‘West, Toronte. Eubscription, Ta. per anoum. Hnturainy. orvember 25bh, 1011

for Australin: Gordon & Gotoh, Ltd., Helbourne,
ohanne : :









