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A Magnificent, New, Long, Complete School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfriars.
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[* | The juniors chuckled as Bob Cherry furned
a crimson face upon them, * Oh, buzz off,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry Makes Toffeel
. E:ADM™
“{3h, my hat! What are you up to, Bob?
T_.L'r['ﬂ Mauloverer and "I.-i"lrl-l; Lanley lm:kmi inta Ltha
doorway of No. 13 Study, in the Hemove passage
at (Groviriars,

. was u eold winter’s day oubk of doors, and there wns
snow an the ground in the Close.  DBut it was not cold in
Mo, 13 Stody m the Bemove, The stndy was bke an aven,
ardl there was a strong smwoll of burning.  The fire was piled
high in the gmt{- and DBob Cherry was knoeoling before the
fire. attonding to a frying- pan on the glowing couls. He
lur]li‘d a arimson and perspiring face towards the two juniors

in the doorw rli.
“Hallo, halto, Lalle!

Mo. 3048.

Como it

you duffers! I can't cook while yon slily asses are
cackling there. Goand eat coke!l™ * Well, I think I'd as soon
eat coke as that toffes !" remarked Hugent {See Chapter 1.}

Coprright la the Uglied States of America.

“ Begad, I'd rather stay out, if vou don't mind, my dear

anid Lord Manleverer.,  * You're a ht.t.!e warm

Fellow

thnrﬁ'”
“ YWhat on carth are you up to, Baob ' nskn:-d Murk.

“Can't vou see?  1'm making toifec !

“ Poffoe !

Yoz U'm getting on.
in the Remove who can make totfee, but you'll sce what
13 like when 've fintshed,™

"'Hnmpt'lnng like hurnt cindera, T shoukd say, to judge
the smell ! said Mark Linley, laughing,

Banter thinks hn £ the only {.!Ilj‘"l

s

by

* Begad, | thought the 'wllh]:.- was on fire, don't vou know !

reararkis] Lord Manleverer,
* Db Cherry snorted,

i | {uu]:[n{ help it burning o little bat,
only give 1t an extea rich flavour, you konow 1™

January Ird, 1914,

That will roally
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e la. b, ha®

U Hallo! Setting the house on fre ! asked Marey Wharton,
coming alotg the pussage. " What the dickens are you doing,
Bob Y’

“ Muking toifea!” snorted Bob Choerry,

“iih, erumbs!  Not baking bricks?

“ Tachead 1"

The theee junicrs stood in the deorway, and watched Bob
with groat interest.  Uhey did not eare to enter the study;
the Deat was  terrilie, amd the smell of burning was not
pgrocable,  They could not help wondering what the toiffec
woithd be like when Boly had Bnished it.  Bob could do many
thitngs—he could swim and run and row, and as a half-Lack
e wis fumous—bul as a cook he did not shine.

Frank Nugent cave along the passage with lurreo Jamset
Bam Singh. The smell of burning wos attracting the Remove
If']]ﬂ'ﬂ'."i- rl'ﬂ"l ﬂ.]l 11|:|.'ll'h"'r5..

“Hallo! What's the game, Bob? asked Nugent.  * What
are you doing ¥

“ Making  toffee!  shonted Tob.  Ie was getting
exasperated with the sume guestion over and over again,
"“{an't yon seet™ :

“What ere you burning it for?' asked Nugent, " Toflee

't supposed to be burnt ™
qd

T

 Bob _devoted all his attention to the -black, sticky mass
pimmering in the frying-pan,

The g'mu*p_ of juniors chuckled in the doorway. Bob turned
& ¢rimson face upon them,

“Oh, buzz off, vou dutfers! [ ean't eook while you silly
asses are cackling there!  Go and eat coke!

“Well, T think I'd as scon eat coke as that toffea!™
remarked Mugent,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Hello! What are yvou doing, Bob?® asked Johnny Bull
of the Remove, joining the group in the doorway, with the
same old question.

“ Making toffec ™ shricked Bob Cherry.

"My hat! I thought you were trying some chemical experi-
moent by the smell ™ sl Johnny 1'€ul|, snifing. “ What are
you making it for?'

“"To ent, you ass!™

“dh, rats!  You won't be able to eat that ' said Johnny
Bull, with another sniil.

*“ Buzz off " roared Bob Cherree, exasperated. " How do
you think I can cook with a ceowd of silly asses staring in and
cackling '

“Well, az a matter of fact, I don't think you can cook!"
grimned Johnony all,

*The cookfuiness 1z teroilie,” twwrmured Hurree Jamset
Hoam Siegh, “amd the siellfulness of the osteemod study 18
also great!”

et will pass off I growled Bob Cherry.,  * This s going
bo be Jolly rood tellee.  One of von silly asses got me the pan
ba pour it in; it will be coudy soon,”

Mark Linley obligingly braved the heat and the smell in the
study, and extracted a large flat pan from the cupboard, and
handed it to Bob Cherry.

“ Put it on the chair!” growled Bab.

Mark laid the pan in the armchair at Bob's elbow, ond
retreated to the door again.

The crowd of juniors in the passage was thickening., Half
the Reameve seemed Lo be deeply interested in Bob Cherry's
efforts as a cook, and they were all grinning.  Skinner said
it was as good as a cinematograph, and cheaper.

“1 say, Cherry, old man,” suid Billy Bunter, peering in
through his big spectacles, ** yoir'd better let me do that for

ou, you know. 1 can make toffee! You've spoiled that
ot; but if you've got any stufl left, I'll make you a fresh

“ Shurrup ™

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Why, what are you doing, Cherry ¥ exclaimed Tom
Brown of the emove, arriving on the scene,
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Bob Cherry breanthed hard through his nose,

“You're about the tenth silly chomp who's asked me that
duffer guestion P be said. * Um o nakmog tollee IV

* Oh, crikey !

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“1t's noarly done,” said Tob, gasping for breath, “ You'll
see that it will boe all right.,  We'll huve a feed after lessons
thiz afternoon I’

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a sudden yell from Tieb Cherry as the frying-pan
shifted a little, and o wove of melted tolfee simmered over
into the fire.

Spulter—spubler—sputter—fizezz !

*“ Oh, crumbs '’

* Ha, ha, hal"

* Clear off " roared Bob Cherry, as he righted the [rying-
pan.  ** You'll make me muck up thé whole bizney with your
silly cackling 1"

“We'lre not going to miss the show 1" remarked Nugent.

“Hn, ha, ha!”

**()h, crumbs, how the study niffs!” said Mark Linley. “1
say, Dob, Herr Gans was coming here befare afterncon lessons
te help me with my German—"

* Blow your (German !

“ But Herr Gans

“ Blow Hore Gans '™

Mark Libley laughed.

“I think T'd better go and Jook for him, and keep him off
the gress” he remuarked., * Ta-ta, Bob! I hope that toffee
will Ii?a a success !

* Well, of it isn't, it's beeause I've been bothered by a set
of jackusses?” said Bob Cherry crossly.  ** How's a chap to
cook with o st of silly ssses cackhing at him ell the time, I'd
hike to know ¥t

“‘Ha, ha, ha 1"

Mark Linley departed, to look for Herr Gans, the German
master at Greylriars,  Herr Gans woas 8 very kind gentle.
maen, and, in the kindness of his heart, he helped Mark Linley
with his Deutsch out of lesson hours: but even his kindness
would probably have stopped short of enduring the dreadiul
atinosphere of No. 13 Study just then,

Bob Cherry rese from before the fire at last, holding the
feying-pan gmmgerly by the handle, Thick, smoky steam
rose from the toffee, and it hissed as liob Ezhe,rr:.r poured it
ont intoe the fat tin pan on the armehair. Abont half the
tolfer remained sticking to the feying-pan, where it had been
barnt; but there was nearely enough to fill the other pan, and
Bob was satisfied,

I‘;]When thut's sck, you'll see that it's jolly good tofiee !" he
guicl.

“Ha, ha, ha '

Bob opencd the window to allow some of the fumes to clear
off.  The juniors cleared off, too, glad to get away From the
smell.  Bob Cherey himecll was almost overcome, though he
would not hove admilted it,

He set the study deoor wide open, so that the draught
between doer and window woald elear the ntmosphere in tho
course of time.  Then he marched out of the study to cool
his heated brow in the open air of the Close,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Right Behind!
“ Y EEN the Gander?!”

Muark Linley of the Remove wos asking that question

vp and down the School Honse,

The ** GGander " was Herr Gans, of course.  ** Gans™
being German  for * goose,” the Grevirinrs  juniors had
naturally nicknamed Herr Gans the " Gander ' the first day
he came to Greyiriars,

But the Gander was not 1o be found.

Mark was anxious to firnd him.  The Lancashire lad waa
working for an examination which included a German paper,
and Herr Gang had very kindly offered to give him a hittle
extrz tuition when he eould find time for it. ~ Mark was very
glad of s assistance; but 1t looked as if Herr Gans had
forpotten this time.

Mark had gone o his room, and looked into the masters'
rocm, and into the Close. But the Gunder wae not to be
e e,

“ Haven't seen hide or hair of him,” snid Harey Wharton
when Mark asked him. " Perhaps he's gone out.  He goes
over to Pegp sometimes to see his uncle there”

M{Irk ]'IU{]J_I{'\':[].

i Pnrhr?:s. He spd he would come into my study for a
I']JI:'IT‘H;T of an hour if he had time. DPerhaps he hoasn't hod
thme. "

Y Porhaps he's pone to vour sbudy,” soggesiod Wharton,
" Mave you looked there?”

' Bob's there making toffee " said Mark, langhing, ** Ha
woulld come and tell me if the Gander bad come for pe.
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Mr. Quelch ﬁrnggﬂi at the pin'with ‘both hands, There was a sound ﬂ_?remung cloth, and then the Remove |

master let go hurrledly.. Herr Gans bolted out of t

he form-roont, and even the stern brow of Mr.
not restrain the yell of laughter that tollowed him. (See Chapter 3.)

Quelch could

|
|

‘““Bob's finished the toffee.  He's boen in the Close for
the last ten minutes,” said Harry. “ The Gander may bo
waiting for you in your study all the time

“Oh, my hat!”

Murk Linley hurried upstairs to the Remove passage at
once. It was close upon Uime for afternoon lessocna pow,
and there wourld be no time for the *f extra toot,” but he
wanted to see if the German master was there, and apologise
for having failed to meet him there,

The study door was closed, and Mark Linley hurriedly
opened it and looked in.

Herr Gans was there!

Ele was scated in the armehair, with his pipe in his
moith and his feet on the fender, evidently very comfortable,
Evidently he had come up to the study while Mark was
searching for him downstairs, and had taken a scat to wait
for the junioar to arrive, ) .

The smell of the burnt toffee had cleared off now, driven
ot by the wind from the Close, which blew in at the open
window. Mark gave a quick glange round the study for
the toffve. [t waz not to be scon.

Tie Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 308
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Herr Ganzs blinked
his gpectacles.
“*1 shall come, bub it iz not tat you are here,' he
“I'm zorry, sir,”” stammered Mark.
the toffee. **I was locking
only just eame up to see if y

“* Dere have beon some cookin
[lerr Gans, with a smile.  ** Ven

" ¥es, sir. Thal's why I was
you wouldn't like 18" zard Marlk,

The Lancashice lad was fecling very
tolfee was not to be seen,

Mark remembered that it had been rAposing in the grme-
vhair.  The German master was short-sighted. Was jt
!!I-I'}Z:i»"'i-.'l."lﬁ"lu'lﬂ-t- he had sat down in the toffee without noticing
ity If it had been still hot, he certainly would have noticod
it-—emphatically, But if it was cool, he might not have
observed it. The bir flat pan was quite large enough for
cven the stout (German master to it in comforiably. Herr
Gans was an absent-minded gentleman, and never naticed
things. If he was sitting in the toffee——

at the junior kindly enough through

rernarkec.

k. He was thinking. of

for you downstairs, sir, and

ol were here,”

5!': m te stady, hein?" zaid
come it he smell of it.7

Inoking for you. I thought

worried. The pan of

A Magnificent, Long, Complete Behool Ta'c of
Harry whartsn & Co, 'at Groyfriars. Order Early.
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Herr Gans looked at his waleh,

“1 am afraid tere is no time for Cherman belore lossons
pow, maoin poy,’’ he said, T am sorry.”

"1 am very sorry, sir.”

“Ve wvill see dis evening,’” said Herr Gans. Y Now I
must go."” 1

And ke knocked out his big pipe in the grate and rose to
hia feet.

Marl watched him breathlessly.

The toffce was there!

Evidently it had been eool and half congealed when Herr
Gans sat down in it without noticing it.

3 It was sticking to him now, having hardened since he sat
ﬂwﬂl‘

_Behind the stout German the big flat pan was attached,
hl_:::ﬁ a shield, stuck fast to his lower garments as if glued
there.

Mark Linley simply gasped. He dared not say a word.

Herr Gans, sublimely unconscious of the ornament attached
te his ample trousers, walked out of the study, and went
down the Remove passage with his heavy tread.

Mark Linley collapsed into the armchair, gasping,

“Oh, my hat! What's going to be done? Oh dear!
Ha, ha, ha 1"

"He staggered to the study door and looked out. The
German masier had reached the head of the stairs
bright wintry sunshine was streaming in through the passage
window, and it gleamed and shone upon the polished surface
of the tin éim- It wae like a gigantic full moon shining
behind the German master as he wa.ﬁze&.

Mark Linley clung to the doorpost and almost sobbed,

“{Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton and Frank MNugent were on the landing
as the German master came down. Az he passed them they
caught the gleam of the pan, and stared after him blankly.
Wharton hung on to the banisters and cholked. :

Oh, erumbs!  He's been sitting in Bob's toffee 1"

“Oh dear! Oh, my aunt! Ha, ha, ha!l"

Dlown in the hall half a dozen fellows caught sight of the
German master’s new adornment, and there was a ripple of
launghter.

Herr Gans looked round severely.

“ Wy for you luff, my poys?” he asked.

" Ahem !’

i} H-n-uuthin%, rir."”

“I—I was langhing at Vernon-Smith, sir,” murmured
Bkinner, " He—he made such a funny face, sir "

Herr Gans frowned and walked on, There was another
vell of laughter as he went out into the Tlose, There were
five minutes before alternoon lessons, and first lesson for the
Remove that afternoon was German. Herr Gans intended to
occupy the few spare minules by taking & turn in the fresh
air. The sun gleamed upon the tin pan, which cast bright
reflected rayvs :

“0h, my hat?' velled Coker of the Fifth. *“ Look at
that !™ :

““Hu, ha, ha!”

* There's your toffce, Bob ! shrickcd Nugent.

Bobh Cherry stared blankly at the German master’s adorn-

mont, .

“ The silly Duteh geezer ! he exclaimed wrathfully. * He's
been sitting in my toffec! It's spoiled now! We can't eat
it " :

“We couldn’t have eaten it, snyway, my dear fellow,”
chuckled Lord Mauleverer.

* Rats! It was jolly good toffee !

* Jolly d glue, at any rate!” grinned Tom Brown.
# Iv's sticking to him !

* Ha, ha, ka1

Herr Gans could not be unconscious of the almost
hysterical roars of langhter that followed him as he went.
He paused and locked round. frowning. He was a very
good-tempered man, but to find himsell the centre of &
velling match was enough to turn the best temper o little
H EdHE“'iEE-”

He strode up to Coker, who happencd to be nearcst bo
him. Coker seemed to be slmost i convulsions.

“ Yy for 15 tat?" demanded [lerr Gans warmly, " You
laff, Coker 1"

“ 1, sir ¥ said Coker.

“Yes, you! Is it that you laff at me3”

“Oh, no, sir! I—=I was really coughing,” explained
. "0On a cold day like this it—takes me like that,
Herr Gans.™

“You have Jaff. Potter 7"
T, eir " said Potter of the Fiflth, * I—1 was laughing at
Coker, sir. It always makes me laugh when he coughs, sir.'

Herr Gans frowned at the hilarious Fifth-Formers, and
walked on. He did not eare to promenade in the Close
among & laughing crowd, 0 he sat down on one of the old
paken henches under the elm-trees.
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Clang !

Herr Gans jumped. The tin pan had come into violent
contact with the wooden seat as i-)m plumped down, and the
elang of it astounded him. He jumped up, and looked
quickly at the seat, with the impression that he hgd sat
upon some metal object carclessly left there. Put the pan,
of course, rose with him, and the seat was bare when he
looked at it.

“ Mein Gott!”™ murmured Herr Gans. “Dat is ferry
strange ! I tink tat I hear it viz mein ears, but it is tat
I am mistaken wiz myself.”

And he sat down again, very much puzzled.

Clang !

Herr Gans sprang to his feet as i ha had been electrified.
This time there was no mistake., He had distinetly heard
the clang of metal. And yet, as he gazed in amazement at
the onken bench, there was nothing there.

Herr Gans stooped down and looked under the seat, sus-
pecting that some mizchievous fag might be playing o
trick. But there was no one near the bench save himself,

Very much puzzled, and a little alarmed, the German
master walked away towards the School House. Fifty pairs
of eyes had been watching him, and as he walked away with
l-:mf.E.u.I h}fn“ﬁ from fifty throsts there came & wild yell:

LL] a' Ia} 4 llﬁ

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Fun In the Form-room.
HERR GANS frowned darkly, and etrode inte the School

House.
He could have no doubt now that he was the object
of the hysterical laughter that followed him on all
sides. The cause of it he could not {athom, but it was ver
disrespactful and very annoying., He naturally suspee
that it was 2 " rag,” and he was angry and indignant.

It was time now for afterncon ]gn:@m:frus, and the German
master went directly into the Remove Foeme-room.

The Removites pasped with langhter as they came in for
legsons,

" He hasn't found it out vet,' sobbed Johnny Bull, Y[
wonder how long he's poing to carry Dob’s toffee zbout?
Aszsk him for it, Bob "

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“ No fear! He's spoiled it now, and he ean keop 5B 27

I eay, one of us ought to tell him, you know,” et red
Mark Linley,

“He will be jolly ratty when- he knows” awd llarry
Wharton. 1 den’t want to be the one to tell im !

e find it out in time)” ehnckled Johnny Bull

The Removites went into the Fosm-room, and ook their
places. Herr Gans was already there, with heirbtened colour
and knitted brows  Flis eminent good temper was gquile gone
now, There was likely to be trouble during the next half-
hour unless the juniors were vory careful indeed.

The curtous t}llln;r was that Herr Gans had not yet dis
coversd the tolfee-pan. (Of course. he could not see behind
him, and could not observe the bright reflection of the sun's
rays that his unsuvspected adornmont gave forth. The after-
noon sun streamed in £t the windows of the Form-room, and
when Herr Gans moved about, the polished pan ghttered and
ghone behind him.

The juniors were in a state of stu:rossml hilarity, which
they could not quite contrel. Chuckles burst cut from time
to time in different parts of the Form-reom, and Herr Gans
grew rattier and rattier.

“ Dis iz vat vou call a rag, ain't it, poffore ¥ he exclaimed.
1 tink mit myeel tat it is disrespect to your master, mein
poye. I tink tat I canc te next poy tat go for the laff.”

“ He, he, he """ chuckled Bunter.

“ Punter I'" rapped out Herr Gans,

“Eh! Yes, sr."

“ You laff, Punter.”

W Mot at all, sir! Oh, no, sir!” =aid Dunter, in alarm, as
he saw the Germon-master pick wp a pomnter from Mr.
Quelch's desk. "I assure vou, sir, that [ was quite solemn.
I-=1 was thinking of <of German, sir, and—and trying to
conjinrate a verb in omy head, sir”’

“ Vat verb vas you lryving fo conjugate, Punter "

““ Ahem! Der—der—ler Bruder, sir.”

‘ Dat 15 not a verb, Punter, tat s a noun.”

“*I—I meant to say a noun, sir,"

“ B0 vou vas try to conjugate & noun, Punter.  You are
bot avare tat te nouns are declined, and te verbs are conju-
gated #

“0Oh, ves, sir! That's really what 1T meant to say, sic!”
gasped Duntor.

" You vas tell untroots, Punter. Hold out te hand.™

(14 Dhr Sir—"!
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“To hand!” thundefed Herr Gans, And Billy Bunter
Fairly wriggled under a swipe from tha pointer.

WY oy — yow=—-yow-—yow-—yow ' howled DBunter,

 Bilence, you silly poy !

“Ow! I'm hurt{ Yow!"

“ You vill be hurt some more mit vou if you do not close
te mouth ! said Herr Gans angrily. 1 vi?l have ordair in
dis class !

And there was no more laughter for a time. Herr Gans
was glowering, The juniors settled down to the pleazures of
a porsonally-conducted tour among German irregular verbs.
Stll, the toffec.pan elung to Herr Gans, and reflocted the
sunlight when he moved.  About temr minutes later, when he
had his back turned, Vernon-Smith skilfully projected a
buéifmkn;t him, and there was a clink as it struck the pan.

inde !

The German master faicly jumped at the sound belind him,
and spun round.

Y Wal vos 43t he ejaculated,

Nobedy appeared to know.

Horr Gans breathed hard. He felt that there was = trick
somewhere; but he did not know where or what it was, The
jumiors were trying to keep straight faces, hut it was a
difficult task-=more difficalt than the German verhs. iy
Bunter was grinning ;. but his fat face became as solemn az 2n
owl's aa the Gander’s eyes turned on him.

G“ I tink tat wou pay no attention, Punter,' satd Herr
ana,

“ (h, yes, =ir,” proancd Bunter, dismaved at having drawn
the German mastor’'s eye upon him again, I was listening
to you like anything, =ir.”

““Ferry welll Den give me at vuonce te present indicative

of durfen.”
*“'The—the present indicative of—of—of ditrfen,” said
Bunter.  * Chc-certainly, sir. Ich darf—ich darf—ich darf

X

“Go on, Punter,” said Herr Gans grimly.

“Ich doarf—thou art daft!” stammered Bunter, in
confusion, :

* Ha, hsa, hal"

* Zilence ! Punter, you have not been paying =attontion.
Yuri tink only of to at somo .-a'tllry shoke, ian't b Vat 13
to meaning in FEnglisch of dirfen?

“Oh, crumbs ! murmured Bunter.
Smithy.”

- “ It means to eat coke ! murmured Vernon-Smith,

I vut for your answer, Punter.”

‘. Bat coke, air "

48 vﬂ.-t !!‘1‘

‘. Eat e-c-c-pke ! gtammerad Bunter.

“ You stupid " shouted Herr Gans, whilo the juniors
yelled, ' Silenco in o class! Te meaning of diirfen is to be

atlowed.”
‘“(Oh, you beast, Bmithy "
“Ich darf, T am allowed, du darfst, thou art allowed

M I—=I~TI ain't, gir,"" said Bunter, who had completely lost
his wits by this time. * N-n-n-nothing of the sort, sir.”

' Vatl™”

* I'm guite quiet, sir."

“ Ara you stupid, Funter? I did not say tat you vas not

guist.”
You said I was aloud.”™

** You—you did, sir.

“ Ha, ha, ha'!"™

“ Bilence I"" shrieked Flerr Gans. * To wholo class will take
vun hundred lines of Cherman., You hear me—vun hundred
lings of Cherman for to wholo class!”

** Oh, crumba !

Fortunately, Mr. Quelch came in just then, to take the
Remova for the next lesson. He foumd the Form very cross,
and the German master very exeited. Mr. Quelch looked at
the (German master with hizs eool, groy esyes, which the
Remove fellows likened to gimlets on account of their pone-
trating qualities.

4 | you have had no trouble with my Form, Herr
Gana?" said Mr. Que :

- ‘" Mein Gott! I have had nozzing but trouble,” said the
(German master. *' Te poya keop o to laeff all te time, for
somie reason tat I do not know because."

Mr. Quelch was about to reﬁlj, but as Herr Gans turned
towards the door he caught the glitter of the polished pan
behind him. The Remove-master's eyes almost started from
his head at the sight.

“ Herr Zans ™" he ejaculated,

“ Ja wohl !" said Herr Ganas,

* What—what—what iz that? May T inquire for what
reeson you have a metal Ein fastened upon your—your gar-
menta " gay Mr. Quelch. :

“ A vat—vhere?" roared Herr Gans.

“ Thoroe ia a large metal pan bohind you

Herr Gans jerked a fat hand round his stout person, and
his faco was a study as he felt tho toffec-pan.

“Ach! Tat is vy tey vas for to 1aff !" ha ejaculated.
Y Do pad poya! Ds iz a drick tat tey have play on me.'”. -

Tng Macwer Lisragy.—No. 308, '

FOR NEXT ik HELD UP!"

HMONDAY—

" Give me a tip,

ONE
FPENNY.

EVERY
MONDAY, .

The “Magnet ”

He jorked at the pan, but it declined to come off.  The
toffen was set as hard as gloe now, and there was no removing
the toffoc-pan. Herr Gans jerked at it in vain, his faco
srowing redder and redder till it resembled in hue a well-
boiled beetroot.

“ Ach! Will you help me, sie?" he gasped.
¢ Corcainly '
Mr. Queleh drasood at the pan with both hands.  There

was a sound of rending cloth, and the Remove-master los go
hurriedly. .

“ 1 think it would be more advisable to retire to your
room to—to remove (L, Herr Gans ! he exchumed.  © Tt—it
appears to be stuck to vour—ahem !—garments with somo
kind of glue. It 1s very extroordinary. T thmk——"

But Herr Gans did not wait to hear what Mre Quelch
thought, Ho bolied out of the Formieroom, aml even tho
frowning brow of Mr. Quelch could not restrain the yell of
lauzhter that followed him.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Just n Hundred!

ORD MATLEVERER, the dandy of the Remave, came
Il into the Raz with a cheery smi:]'r.- upon his [ace,
Afternoon lessons were over, and the Romove wers
_ free—and they had a good use to put their freedom fo
just then, .

Lovd Maulevorer, the millionaire schaolboy., was standing
a feed to the whole Form in the Reg; and on an occasion like
that the Lower Fourth rose as one man to make the thing «
BUCCERES.

There was only one clowd on the horizon ; and that was the
imposition handed out by the German master, A hundred
lines of German for every fellow in the class was no light tasgk ;
and the lines had to boe handed in by six o'clock. Nobody
felt inclined to put off tho feed till the lines were written out;
and at the =ame time, they did not want to have Herr Gans
down upon them again, ¢ usually good-tempered German-
master was vary ratky now; which was perhaps. not surprismg
considoring what had happened during the afternoon. He
was surs to be very sharp about that impot., and to roport the
matter to Mr. Quelch if it was oot handed tn to bime.,  And
Mr, Quelch was a gontloman whose idea erred a hittle on the
side of severity in mointaining discipline.

“ It's rotten,” growled Bob Cherry, as he came into the
RRag. * Blessod # I soe why the ::ﬂ? Gander can't keep hia
beastly Cherman to himseli ! How are we going to write out
a hundred lines each before six1™

“T say, you fellows, wo can't put off tho foed'' snid
Bunter, m alarm. * I suppose some of you chaps wouldn't
mind doing my lines for me? The Gander can never toll cne
fist from another in German scrawl.”

Bhurrop "' growled Bob.

“T'vo got an 1dea,’”” said Peter Todd.

“ Go it, Toddy 1

*“*Thoe Gander gave the whole Form & hundred lines in
Cerman-——" '

“We know that!" grunted Johnny Bull

“Well, let's give him a hundred lines from the whole
class, "That will be about three lines each for all of ua!"”
said Peter Todd coolly.

“0Oh, my hat!"

“ Ha, ha, ha " '

““He distinctly said, “ The whole class will take a hundred
lines," " aaid Peter Todd. * You all heard him. That must
mean 4 hundred lines for tho let of us, If there's & mis-
%;nflai_ralt;;ndnhg, it's his own look-out, for not speaking better

n ig -”

The Removites chuckled gleefully.
~ Whether Peter Tedd's deviee would get them out of the
impot. or not, at all events it would be a joke on the Gandar.

“Good egg!"” said Harry Wharton. * Get some impot,
paper, gomeobody, and we'll scon get through a2 hundred lines
at that rate.”

“The soonfulness will be terrific I" grinned Hurree Jamsset
Ram Singh.

The scheme was carried out at once.

The grinning juniors gathered round the table in the Rag,
and each of them wrote three or four lines in turn, and In
a very short time & hundred lincs from Schiller wero
completa.

The peculiar imposition, in 30 many hands, was laid aside,
ready to bo conveved to Herr Gans at six o'clock; and then
the businoss of the feed went forward.

Tt was a groat fecd. When Lord Maulevecer did any-
thing. he did it in style, and the zchoolboy sarl did not lack
thr money.

There was enough and to spare for all, and even Dilly
Bunter found the supply more than he could clear off. Tha
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fat junior was observed flling his pockets, as o store for a
future occasion, Bunter was very thoughtiul in these
mattors.

“*Halle, halle, hallo! There's six!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, as the strokes boomed cut from the old clock-tower.
m"‘l'!.‘ml:l::* for the Gander's lines. Who's going to take them

vm ¥

The juniors exchanged doubtiul glances.

It had seemed a very good joke to affcct to misunderstand
Haore Gans, and write out only a hundred lines for the whale
Fornt, but nobody appeared to be anxious to varry the joke
an far as the German master's study.

“Wharton's captain of the Form,"” sugpested Bkinner,

““Ahem ! It was your idea, Toddy,”

“¥es; but I did my little bit in suppesting the idea,”
remarked Feter Todd., *“I don’t want to shove myself for-
ward too much,’”

£ Hﬂ-, ]'.I.-II. ha 1”

“Toss up for it,"” sugpested Vernon-8mith. “It's quite
possible the Gander may be ratty. He hasn't been sweet-
ternpered to-day, owing to Bob Cherry's making toffee, and
30 on. Ile might take it good-temperedly, or he might cut
up rus-.r.l].-, and start with a pointer. ¥You mpever can tell
Let's all take & chanee,”

L say, you fellows, I didn't really approve of the idea,
¥ou 3

know-—

“ Bhut up, DBunter !"

“ Bat really, you know, I wanted one of you fellows to do
my lines for me.  You remember perfcctly well that I
supmested jt——"

" Bhut up ! roared Bob Cherry. * Now, wo'll toss up in

airs, amnd keep on Lill there's only one chap left out, and

o's the man to take the lines in to the Gander.”

“ Hear, hear '

“That's fair play."

And it wes done—and the lot fell u William Georpe
Bunter, Bunter and Snoop were the last two left in, and
they tossed, and Bunter guessed wrong, When he said
“tail,” Snoop showed the head of the penny.

*It's Bunter 1" said Bob.

“I=1 eay, you fellows, I--I rcally meant to say head,
you know."”

“ Pity you didn't do it, then,” grinned Johnny Bull, *It's
head, and you said tail, and you're going to take the lines
n to the Gander,”

“"But I—I—I sav, you fallows—""

" Bhut up, and get off I

“ Get o move on, Bunter 1"

¥ Bhove a jam-tart down his neck "

Billy Dunter jumped up, .

* Laok here, you fellows, I'm not golng—"

“Collar him "

“I-I--I mean I'm ready 4o go!" stuttered Bunter, back-

ng away. Y Keep your paws off, you beasts! Of course,
[---I'm guite willing to go.”’
“ Go, then,” said Nugent. “Take the lines, and pitch it

niecly to the Gander.”
_ Billy Bunter grunted, and quitted the Rag, with the
impot. in his fat hand. The Remove fellows waited rather
anxiously for his return. They were not at all certain how
Preior Todd's brilliant idea would turn out,

Billy Bunter made his wey slowly to the Gander's study.
There was no getting out of it, and he had to go through
with it, but he did not like the task. It was only too
srobable that the German master would take the Remove's
ittle joke in a spirit that was not humorous; and if he was
rg;it:;. the first brunt of his rattiness would fall upon Billy

unter.

s Billy Bunter knocked gingerly at the German master's

Qor.

“Uum in!" said the deep voice of Herr Gans.

Bunter went in.  Here Gans was seated at hiz tabla, and
there was o dark cloud upon his brow. Whether he was still
annoyed about the happenings of the afternoom, or whether
he had private troubles of his own, certainly he was not in
o placeble mood, .

“Vat is 1t ¥ he said sharply. “0Oh, vour lines, Punter!
Foervy well, ln;.r dem on te tuiln: "

“ Mon-my lines, sir ' stammered Bunter.

"You may go after,”

“ B.h.he-but --.

" Are tey not vour lines, fsn't it?" snapped Herr Gans,

" Yo-e-0-08, sir”

“Den lay dem dere, and go mit yourself after at vunce.™
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And Billy Buanter laid the impot. on tho table, and de-
paried immediately.

He did not return te the Rag. He [elt that it would be
rather awkward to explain that he had not carried out his
mission, and that he had allowed the German master to
suppose that the imposition was his—Bunter's—own work—
his hundred lines. Herr Gans would still be expeching a
hundred lines cach from the rest of the Remove, %i'lct- Bally
Bunter eonsidered it judicious to allow them to discover thot
little faet for themselves,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not a Success!
“J OLLY good feed!” said Bob Cherry. *° Mauly, you're
a giddy prinee!™
“ Yaas.™
“ May your shadow never grow less!”
* “Yaas,"
" Bunter hasn't come back,” said Harry Wharton, "I
wonder how he's been getting on with the Gander "
“Must be all right, or he'd have come back,” said
I'm pgoing

Mugent.
to said Bob Cherry.
“ Thanks awfully, Mauly "'

“Well, the gym.,”
“Not at all dear boy ! Did you say you were going to the

gym, "

" Ves.''

“Then porhaps you wouldn't mind dropping im at the
tuckshop as you go ™

** Not at all,”

“I forgot to settle with Mrs. Mimble," Lord Mauleverer

explained. * If you wouldn't mind handing her thiz bank-
note, it'd save me the trouble of walking aecross the Close.
I would never furget. it, really.”

" ¥on slacker !” growled Bob. * But hand it over; Ll
2o !
Lord Mauleverer felt lazily in his pockets, and drew out
a crumpled banknote, and handed it to Bob Cherry withaut
glancing at it. Lord Mauleverer's carelessness with money
was & proverb in the Remove. Heo had so much of it that
he did not attach vory much importance to it

“I'm to give this to Mrs. Mimble ! exclaimed Bob, un-
crumpling the banknote and looking at ic

“Yaas, You see, I asked her to make it for exactly that
amount, =0 as not to have any bother of accounts,” cx-
plained Lord Mauleverer. " If you make an order come to
a round sum, you don't have to go into figures. 1 thought
of that myself,” he added, a little proudly.

“You don’'t mean to say that the fced comes to this
amount '’ ejaculated Bob.

“Yaan't

“Fifty pounds!” yelled Bob Cherry,

" Noj; five, dear boy.”

“ You—you champion fathead! This is & banknoie for
fifty pounds that you've given me!™ -

“ Begad, 13 1t said Lord Mauleverer calmly. I must

That's the one 1'm

Herc's the fiver.”

have given vou the wrong one, then.
going to pay for my new ﬁike with.

He fumbled in his ﬁﬂﬂket again, and drew out another
crumpled banknota, is time it was & fiver. Bob Cherry
handed him back the fifty-pound note, which was followed by
admiring glances by the juniors, and Lord Mauleverer
shoved 1t back inte his pocket.

“ It that where you keep it " demanded Bob,

Wiy don't & it ket-book 1"

“ Why don't you put it in your pocket-boo

"nrﬂ:i}pf:{‘l it,.F' o yOur B

“YWhere 7

“"In my study.'”

“Why dide't you piek it up again ¥

“Too tired.”

B0 vou're carrving a fity-pound note about loose in vour
pocket 7' exclaimed Bob Cherry. * And you're quite idiok
enough t!éi pull it out some time to light the gas 1™

Y Degad

Y“You champion ass 1"

““ That's all right, The Government refunds the money in
a case like that,'" zaid Lord Mauleverer calmly. “ You'va
only got to prove you had it, and it was destroyed by acei-
dent, and they shell out, Your solicitor does it all, veu
know, and it's no trouble, That's what solicitors ara for,
vou know."”

“You frightiul ass!" sard Bob Cherry: and he walked
awav.

The tea-party in the Rag broke up. DBilly Bunter had not

en seen, and the juniors wondered shat suceess he had had
with Herr Gans. Some of them went {0 look for him to
ascerrain.  Bunter waz discovered in hois study, feeding upon
the supplies he had zo thoaghtfully placed in his pockets
i the Rag.
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he roared.

Without intending to do so, but acting on impulse, Mauleverer withdrew his hand as the cane descended. Meeting
with no resistance, the cane canght the German mastet's leg with a crack like a pistol shot. * Ach! Meln Gott!”

(See Chapter 8,)

"“How did you get on with the Gander?” Harry Wharton
demanded,

Al vight I said Bunter.

“Was he satisfied 1™

“ Ahem! He didn't say he wasn't.”

“Lood egg, then !

And the juniors dismisaed the matter from their minds.

Harry Wharton & Co. followed Bob to the gym., but a
little later Nugent minor of the Second Form came in with
& massage for them.

‘ You chaps are wanted,” said the fag.

“What's the trouble now " asked th Cherry.

“Dm*mcr, but Quelch wants you, and he sent me to tell
you 8o,

“ More trouble!" groaned MNugent. * Let's go and get it
over. I fancy the Gander waan't satisfied with the hundred
lines, after all.” _ '

And the juniors repasired to Mr. Queleh’s study. The
Remove-master was loolung stern and severe,

“ Herr Gans informs me that he gave vou an imposition
for impertinonce in the Form-room to-day!" he exclaimed.
“ It was to be handed in by six o'clock. Only one boy in
the Remove has handed in his lines."

“Oh ! ajaculated the juniors.

“ With the exception of Bunter. the whaole Form has
deliberately neglected to obey Herr Gans !" said Mr. Quelch.
“What have you to say? speak to you, Wharton, as the

head boy in the Remove.” 38
ELD UP!"
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“Ahem! You see, sir—-""

" Have you dene your lines?”

“ 1--1 did three, sir.”

* Three I exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
& hundred lines each 1"

" Yes, but—but Herr Gans saidithe wholé class wers ta
take a hundred lines,” said Harry meekly. “ We took a
hundred lines among us, asir, and did two or thrae aadh,
That was what Herr Gans said. Bunter took in the lot."

Wharton hoped that Mr. Queleh’s senss of humour would
come to the resowe, and that he would smile, But the
Reinove-master was apparently lacking in & sense of humour
that evening. He did not smile: he frownad.

“That is a quibble, Wharton ! he exclaimed, * Whatever
Harrt{r}jms may have said, you knew perfectly well what he
meant ! :

£ Ah'em .!'}

“Did you really believe that tha whole Form was te
share & hundred lines among them " demanded Mr. Quelck,

“Well, not exactly, sir,”

“ But you affected to misunderstand ?"
:: fl h?‘mﬁ” heref d
shall theretore double your impoaition!™ said Mr.
Quelch severely, “* Jokes like :;,hia are out of place in such
matters, Wharton, Convey the information to the rest of
the Form. Every boy will write out two hundred lines from
Schiller this evening. As for Bunter, it appears that he

“ Herr Gans gave you
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took this hundred lines from all of you and palmed it off
upon Herr GGans as his own work.™
“I—I don't know, sir. Wo gave it to him to take for all

of us.”
* Very well. Bend him here.”
The dismaved juniors left the study. In the passage

Wharton and Nugent and Johnny Bull
Peter Todd.

“*That's whot your blessed idea has led us into, you nes!™
growled Nuogent. ' The rotten lines are doubled ¥’

“Can’t be helped,”” said Peter Todd nhperiu!]g. “And I
fancy Bunter's going to get it worse, to judge by the lock
m Quelchy's eye.”

And he went up to No. 7 Study to tell Bunter that he
was wanted,

“T'm jolly well not going !"" exclaimed Bunter, in alarm.
o Lmqﬁlj-lera, Toddy, you go and tell Quelchy I'm ill—
vory i 1M

““Ratz ! said Peter. And ke left the study.

Bunter grosned and rose to his fect. He knew that he
had to obey the Form-master's summons. He passed Herr
Gans in the ‘passage, apd he gave the German master a
dendly glare through his spectacies. He felt that the Gander
was ab the bottom of zll his troubles. Mothing of the hind
would have happened if Herr Gans hadn't sat down in Dob
Choeree's toffee that afternoon, and surely that was his own
look-out? Billy Banter would gladly have scalped the
German master, .if aot have boiled him in ol

He rolled nervously inte Mr, Queleh's study, and found
the Remnove master looking as if his eyes were morg like
gimlets than ever.

“ Bunter " rapped out Mr. Quelch.

* Ye-e-p-e, sir?” stammered Bunter, with a jump.

" You took an imposition to Herr Gans this evening I

* Ye-es, sir!”

“* Tt was not writton by vou "

* Ahem, gir! I—I1-——"

“ Do you dare to affirm that you wrote it, Bunter 7"

“* Yoz, sir—I—I mean no, sir! Certainly not! I—1
aouldn't have done such a2 thing, sir,” stammered Bunter.

“You led Herr Gans to believe that yon had written it 77

“Oh, no, sir! I can’t answer for what he thought, sir.”

“¥ou are an untruthful, bov, Dunter, in mtent, 1f not in
words. You will take three hundred hnes of German, and
write them out thiz evening or to-morrow, and bring them
to me personally before tea-time to-morrow.”

“(h, crambs "' pasped Billy Bunter.

“ Don't utter those ridiculous ejaculations in My prosencs,
Bunter. You may go!”’

And Bunter groaned and went.

He had been comgratulating himself upon his suceessiul
negotiation with the German master over that imposition.
He eongratulated himself no longer, It was evidently and
eminently mot a succcss.

stowed glares upon

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Gander's Trouble!
TIIERE were glum faces in the Remove that ovening.

_All the usnal occupation: and amusements of the
juniors were suspended,
Two hundred lines in German was not a light task.

‘The rehearsal of the dramatic society had to be put off,
The meetings of the debating society and the [ootball com-
mittee were postponed. The juniors sat in their stadiea

rinding out German, and none of them had finished their
ﬁnrs when they had to knock off to get on with their usual
preparation. .

Nearly all the fellows in the Hemove had a balance of
lines 'l{-?t. over to keep him oceupied in his spare time on
the morrow, especially Buniler. Bunfer was incurngi;il:rly
law;, apnd that evening he succecded in writing out about
twenty lines from his three hundred. He made pathetie
appeals to the other fellows to do them for him, but they had
enough to do for themselves. And the remarks he made
sbout the Gander were bloodeurdling. Boiling in oil was
miles too good for Herr Guns, in Bunter’s opinion.

All the Removites, in fact, were very much cxasperated
with the Gander. o

Most of them had liked him for his kind heart and good-
nature. But at tho present moment he was distinetly
unpopular. s

All the fellows Felt that he had come down too heavily,
far, after all, it wasz his own business that he had sat down
in the toffee. Nobody had put it there for him to sit in,
though probably he suspected that was so. Certainly, he
refused to allow Mark Linlev to explain.  Mark had received
ziuch kindness from Herr Gans, and he was distressed that
-+ German master should suppose that the toffce incident
a3 & jtﬁ{:. ]
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But Herr Gans declined to listen to & word on the subject.
Ha was very much on his digmty, and his usually good-
temper, too, was very sharp and irritable just now. It
looked asz if the “extra toob’ Mark had n récelving
from the German master was ‘" off,”" as waz only natural,
if Herr Gans supposed that a trick bad been played on him

¥n Mark’s study,

* But it ien't only the toffee,” said Bob Cherry sagely.
“The Gander has got something eclse on his mind. Temple
of the Fourth told me that he was awfully ratty with them
in class yesterday.”

“" Beastly temper, that's what it is!"” growled Vernon-
Smith. He had never liked the Gander, and had, indead,
had some severe rubs with him.,

“But he was always so
Wharton, . )

“ Perhaps it's his beastly uncle being i1, said Billy
Bunter. ) )

“ How do you know his unele’s il17" demanded Wharton.

"1 happened to hear him speaking to Prout about it——""

“ Which keyhole did you happen Lo be .at?" aniffed Bob
Cherry. **1 say, you chaps, we know the Gander is very
attached to that uii German chap, and if he's worried about
him—why, we can overlook a bit of rattiness."”

" Oh, rats 1" said Skinner.

The Removites knew all about Herr !
master’s uncle. Herr Muller had accompanied the German
master to England when he came to take up his post st
E"r_lj'}eyfriars, and the old geotleman lived in & coltage at Pege
village.

It was pretty well known that he was supported by Herr
Gans out of his salary as German master at Greyiriars, and
as Herr Gans mrtninfy was not wealthy, the fellows thought
all the better of him for that.

Some of the Greyfriars fellows had seen old Mr. Muller,
who toddled about the shore in fine weather with a stick,
But they remembered now that nobody had seen him for a
long time. They knew, too, that Herr Gang paid frequent
visits to the cottage at Pegeg. It was very probable that
Herr Muller suffered from the rough weather on the coast
where he now dwelt, having been almost an invalid when
he arrived in England.

Some of the fellows, at the idea that the Gander was
warried about his unele's illness, felt that they could forgive
him for being so ratty of late. But most of the Hemova
were exasperated. They had a sense of injury. They felt
that they had been decent to the Gander, and that he had
failed to play up. And all sorts of schemes for ragging hin,
in return for the troublesome German lines, were mooted in
the Remove studies that evening,

“I'm sorry for the Gander, if that's what's the matter,”
Rob Cherry obzerved in No. 1 Study later. ** Only I do wish
he'd keep his blessed lines to himself, And he necdn’t be
50 ratty with poor old Marky. It wasn't Marky's fanit. I
left the toffee on the armehair to cool, and that blessed Dutch-
man came slong and sat down in it

“Suppose we buck up and get the lines done, to show
there’s no malice®” gaid Horry Wharton, as if struck by a
brilliant idea. :

“ Oh, rat=!" said Bob at once.

“ Posh " zaid Nugent, “I've done 2 hundred, and I'm
jolly welldnﬂ:r,jgoing' to do another one to-night. I've got my
wep. to dol
l “Pé.g.me here,' smid Johnny Bull. “ I've done fifty so far”

“ I have also progressed Oftyfully with the esteemed lines,™
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “and the morciulness
13 not possible,’

“But the Gander may row again if he doesn’'t get any
handed in!* said Wharton, *“ Quelchy said this evening,
you know !

* Blow the Gander!™

“Blow Quelchy ™

“I"m .poing to get Bunter to start ventriloguising on him
in the Form-room "' growled Johnny Bull. ' it's time we
mnade him sit up !’

“You pile in, Wharton, while we're cating these chest-
nuta ! grinned Mugent. ** ¥ou can {ale your lines in, znd
ward off the Dutehman®s fury from the rest of us!™

“ Ha, ha, ha'"

“Go it, Wharton *'

“Wall, there may be troubla if none are taken in,'” said
Havry., “TI think I'll do it. May as well get it over,
anyway [’

And Wharton =t down to a steadv grind at his lines.
Wharton was a keen German sholar; he =tudied that
lunguage for pleasure as well ags for profit, and he knew
a great deal of Schiller by heart. This made it casier for
him—he wrote down all he konew by heart very guickly, =nd
then went on from the beok. He was finished at last, and
ho rose from the table with a sigh.

"THE PENNY POPULAR

jolly  good-tempered,” said

Muller, the German



. " Done!” asked Nugent, who was busy with his prepara-
1011

“ ¥eos, thank goodness!”

“Good egr! You haven't left yourself much time for your
prep.  Better buck up, or you'll have trouble with Queleny
in the morning over your construe,”

“I'll be back in a jiffy!"”

And Wharton took fli.‘! imposition, and made his way to
Herr Gans’s study. Thera was a light under the door, show-
ing that the German master was there. Wharton tapoed
lightly at the door. There came no answer from within, but
he naturally opened the door after knocking and stepped in,
his imposition in his hand.

Herr Gans was seated ab the table. He did not see
Wharton. His elbows were resting on the table, his fice
wig buried in his hands. Iis spectacles were pushed up over
his forchead. His whole attitude was one of utter dejcetion
and miscry.

Wharton logked at him with a startled gaze.

Ho had not had the faintest idea of taking Herr Gans by
surprise in this way, of coursc; and hLe wished sincorely
that ho was well outside the study.

But to retreat now was impossible. Herr Gans might
look up at any moment, and if he saw Wharton tiptocinge
backwards out of the study, it would be wvery uwkwnrd%
Harry made up his mind in a2 moment. He rattled the door-
handle and_coughed loudly.

Herr Gans locked up with o start. His faco wos very
pale, and his eyes looked tired and troubled.

But the paller of his face was gone in a moment, a deep
flush coming over it as he saw the junior standing beforo
him on the other side of the table,

“Vharton! " Vat 19 tat? Vy you sall not knock, hein?"

1 knocked, sir," said Wharton respectfully.

“1 did not hear, den. Vat you vanti”

* My lines, sir.”

* Oh, dosc linea!" said Herr Gana ahsently.
down, Vharton.™ Heo paused, and the Aush deeponed in
his cheeks. ** ¥ou have seen, hein—" He jamumned his
spectacles straight upeon his nose, but Wharton had séen
enly too plainly that his faxen oyolashes were wet

“Mrein poy, you have seen tat—tot—tat I am droubled.”

*“ 1 hopa not, sr.”

It 15 0. Mein onkel i5 krank—vat you call scock,” said
Herr (Gans, with a heavy sigh. * Tat is all. It i3 nccessary
tat he should be taken to a varmer climate for to vinter,
but—but tat cennot be done. Derefore, I am a leetle
droubled mit my mind. If I have been a leetle cross mit
you, I am sorry!"

ki W'B

“ Oh, that's nothing, sir!" said Wharton eaperly.
You have always been very kind.

“TLay dem

don't mind a bit, air
I'm awfully sorry t¢ hear that Mr Muller is ill, sir!

* He was very kind to me when I vas leetle poy !’ smd
Herr Gans gently,  * He pring me up, and send me to
gchool. Now [ looks after him, am't ? But—"

“And he's too 1ll to be moved abroad?’ asked Wharton
sympathetically.

The erman master’s flush deepened to crimson.

*“* Not exactly tat, but—but dere are circumstances,” he
said hastily. " Tat i all—you vill not talk apout tabk you
have seen me droubled, and make it & shoke among te poys,
Yharton?'"

“ Cortainly not, sir!"" said Wharton.

 Zen goot-night, mein poy

" Good-night, sic!”

Harry Wharton left the study. IHe understood it all now.
Mr. Muller was ill, and required taking away to a milder
climate for the winker—and he could not e moved, Wharton
had naturally 'sup:pnsad at first that he was too ill to be
moved, but the German-master’s Hushed face and awkward
look had revealed the real reason. It was want of money.
For a master of foreign languages, Herr Gans had & geod
salary at Greyiriars, but the inroads upon i were probably
deep. And his little savings, probably, were not oqual to
the strain of sending his uncle to a southern clime, and
providing for him there. - Old Mr. Muller had to talke his
chance where he was, and no wonder it was a worry on the
mind of the Gander.

Wharton was thinkin
to his study. Frank
face as he came in.

* Trouble?" he asked.

Wharton shook his head.

“No. But I say, Franky, it's rather rough on the
Gander,” said Harey. “I'm pretty cortain that his uncle's
in a bad way, and he can’t send him awuy from want of cash.
That's rather hard cheese, isn’t it?"

“* Yes, but there are lots of people in tho same boat,” said
Frank. "I'm sorry for the Gander, though.
go on ragging us, without pulling his Dutch leg. That’s all
we can do, I suppose.”

* 1 suppose ao0."
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“ Not thinking of raising a subscription for him in tha
Romove, T suppose?’ Nugent asked, with a grin.

“Ass " guid Wharton. ‘ :

And he sat down to his preparation, and for the time dis-
missed his concern for Herr Gana from his mind.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Wasted Friendship!

ORD MAULEVERER was a very popular fellow at
h Greyfriara, and a good many fellows showed a friendly
regard for him. o
ut on the following day Billy Bunter was exhibit-
ing an affectionate devotion that simply * teok the cake.”

Mauloverer might have been his long-lost brother lately
returned from parts unknown, from the affectionate way
Bunter hung about him.

Thoe schoolboy earl was o little puzzled. ]

When the Remove turned out in the morning, at the
clang of the rising-bell, it started. Bunter, who generally
stayed in bed until the latest possible moment, and then
indulzed in a wash which Bob Cherry described graphically
as a **cat-lick," was up at the first clang of the bell on this
purticular morning. The Remove fellows washed or bathed,
as the fancy took them, in cold water. Lord Moauleverer
had & weakness for hot water, but it was a weakness that
had to go ungratified at Groyfriara. But this morning Bill
Bunter disappeared  hali-clad from the dormitory, ar
returned with a hot-water can, steamng. i

“ Souooney 1" hooted Bulstrode., ** What's the matter with
cold water ™

“1t sn't for me,” said Bunter loitily.
Mauly 1"

“ Wha-a-a-at!"

' Begad, that's jolly good of you, Bunter!" said Lord
Mauleverer, in utter astonishment. It was guite o new
departure for Billy Bunter to sacrifice his own comfort to
that of others

“Not at all, Mauly ! said Bunter.
a follow 1 like!™

Y Have half of 1t yourself," said Mauleverer.

Buntor shook his head.

**No, Mauly. It's all for you."

““Oh, Bunter doesn't want* it!"” grinned Bob Cherry.
" Ho'd lend you his scap, too, if you wanted it. Ho doesn't
necd those things.”

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Well, I must say it's jolly good of Bunter!" ssid Lord
Mauloverer, as he fillod his basin with steaming water. I
like this. Thanks awfully, Bunter!”

.‘:ID':'“'# mench, dear boy,” said the Owl of the Remove
airily.

Bob Cherry tapped his forehead significantly. The only
possible oxplanation of Billy Bunter's action, to his mind,
wus that the Owl of the Remove had suddenly gone out of his
BONSCS.

When the Removo went down, Billy Bunter walked with
Lord Mauloverer. His lordship did net, as & matter of fact,
specially care for DBunter's scolety, but after the neident
of the hot water, he could not very weli give him tho cold
shoulder. B¢ he bore with him with checry patience

After morning lessons, Bunter jeined his lordship again,
and proposed a hittle walk, His lordship vawned,

“Tired ' he remarked.

* Take my arm!" said Bu..ter.

L.ord Mauleverer grinned. Ho was a slim and somewbat
tall youth, and Billy Bunter was short and fat. He would
bave had to stoop considerably to walk with hia arm linked
in Bunter's-—and they would cectainly have looked a poculiae

pair. )

“Thanks. I think I'll rest.”™

“I'll come up to your study with you.”

“Ahem! TPl go inte the common-room.”

"Rir?ht-hn:r'. Come on!” said Bunter chefrfully.
Lord Muauleverer suppressed a groan, and allowed Bunter
to toddle intoe the commen-roomm with him., He sank into
an armchair, and Bunter fotched a cushion for his head and
a footatool for his feet. The schoolboy earl gazed at him
with as much amazement as he had energy to feel.

“You're jﬂl].?r good, Buntor I’ he said at last.

H Mot at all,” satd Bunter. * I'm your pal, that's all.”’

Lord Mauleverer was too polite to deny it, though he had
his own thoughts about that,

“ Like to go to sleep!” asked Bunter, with great solicitudo,

“ Yans"
“Good!  T'l see that you're not disturbed !
Lord Mauleverer closed his eyes, as much to get nid ug

“It's for my pal

“T'd do anything for

“ Begad I

A Magpnificant, Long, Complete Bohool Tale of
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Dunter as to take a nap. But Billy Bunter, when he was
being pally, woe not so easy to get vid of. e zat down close
to Mauleverer, and began to cat toffes to pass away the time.
ltob Cherry ¢ame into the common-room, locking for Maul-
LYerer,

“ Hullo—hallo—hallo " he excluimed.

¢ Shush ' said Bunter,

Bob stured at him.

“What! What do you mean, fathead ™’
“Bhush! Don't wake Mauly !’ said Bunter, in a hushed
voioe.

* Why not?’ demanded Bob,

“He's tired. 1'm watching to see that no silly idiot
dizsturos him "

Bob Cherry bestowed a glare on Bunter, and atrode over to
Lord Muuleverer, and grasped him by his shoulder and shook
bin:. His lordship's eyes opened,

“ Begad I he murmured.

* Oh, really, Cherry, you rottop—"

" Huurrup!  Mauly, you slacker, come out into the Close!
What sort of & state of health do you expeet to get into if you
tlack sbout like that!” demanded Bob indignantly.

ana,

* What"

* Yana”

" Wake up, you fathead!” said Bob, exasperated, and he
whirled his lordship out of the armchair.  “ Now come along,
and help me punt a footer about !

“Oh, dear!?™”

“You'll feel ever so much better after it,” said Bob
meguragimgly, " Kim on!™

* Look here, Bob Cherry, you leave my pal Mauly alone [
exeliimed Buntor, blinking indignantly at the burly Removite,
* You iet him alone, do vou hear®  Mauly wuants to stay with
me, don’t you, Maaly, old man??

* Not particularly, my dear fellow,” said Lord Maul
ovLrer,

“Ohi1"

Bob Cherry chuckled, and rushed Mauleverer out of the
roonm.  Bob, in the kindness of his heart, had undertaken to
wire Mouleverer of slacking.  He had a diffeult task before
him, and waz not likely to suecced, but he devoted a greut
deal of cnergy to it

Lord Mauleverer eame in panting, after helping Bob chase
an clusive fooier round the Close ;nﬁut he had a good appetita
for his dinner,

After dinmer, he dodged away to his study to escape any
further kind attentions from Bob Cherry; and as Bob was
busy with his lines, he was allowed to escape, But it was
not so exsy to escape Billy Bunter.  The fat junior relled into
Mauwleverer's study, wilh an ngreesble grin’on his fat face,
and the schoolboy earl groaned inwardly, He was getting
fed up with Bunter's friendship, and he had a feeling as if
the Owl of the Remove were haunting him.

M Like some toffce, Mauly?' asked Bunter, extracting @
sticky-looking muss from his trousers’-packet,

Lord Mauleverer shuddered.

* Mo, thanks!”

“ Gmnggtn have a pap?*

* Yaas,
:: Liko me to go®
aas,
“Ahem! T hope I don't bother you, Mauly

" Yans”

" 1:]1 just sit here, and sco that nobody comes in and worries
3-:.:“, 't‘f‘ﬁmd Bynter. I suppose that won’t bother vou,
will 1t?

* Yaas."

Dunter seemed afilicted with deafness, for he took his seat.
Hilly Bunter had dene veriy well at dinner, and he was not
aAverse to a n:n|li himself.  In one of Lord Mauleverer's deep
and comfortuble wrinchairs Bunter soon nodded off, and his
deep and steady snore filled the study. He did not hear his
prl Mauly tiptoe ous of the room; but when he woka up ha
wus alone there,  He sat bolt upright and rubbed his eyes,
and readjusted his spectacles on his fut little nose,

" Mauly, old mani™

No repi{:

“1 say, Mauly!" _

Silence!  Bunter blinked round the study in search of the
schoolboy millionaire, and discovered that he had vanished.
He grunted discontentedly.

" Beast ™ he murmnored.

The bell rang for Wternoon elasses, and Bunter rolled down
to the Form-room. He gave Lord Moauleverer a reproachful
blink as he met him g'oing . When lessons for the day were
over, Bunter rejoined him in the passage.

“1'm coming with vou, Mauly,” he remarked,

“T'm not gﬂ[n anywhere, my dear fellow.™

“Yes, you ve ﬁ}rgﬂttfn. You'll have to go to the bank,™
explaiteed Buntoer,
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“The bank!” repeated Lord Mauleverer, in astonish-
ment.

::1'?95, of course. Mrs. Mimble won't be able to change
it}

id Eh ?1-1-

“She couldn't poszsibly change it, you know,” said Bunter.
“You won't be able to get it changed in the school at all.
Petrer buck up and get+down to Courtfield before the bank
closes, old chap ™ ] ]

“ But—but 1 don’t want to change anything,’ said Lord
Mauleverer, in astonishment.

Bunter langhed good-humouredly.

“What a memory {nu’ve got " he said. “ Lucky you've
got a pal like mo to look alter you! You've got the fifty-
pound note te change, you know ! X

Lord Manleverer began to understand, A light was shed
upon William George Bunter's remarkable devotion during
the day.

= 1’1‘11"‘1r not going to change that, Bunter,"” said the school-
boy earl calmly.

*0Oh, really, Mauly! You're not going to carry a hfty-
pound note about with you for good, without changing it, I
suppose I

“ I'm going to change it when I get my new jigger,’”’ Lord
Mauleverer explained.” * That's wEat I've got it fort”

“ Better change it at once, before vou loss it," Bunter
urged. “I'Hl walk down fo the bank with you. In fact, I'll
take it by myself and get it changed if you like!”

Lord Mauleverer grinned,

“You're awfully kind, Bunter——"

“The fact 15, I mean to be kind,” Bunber explained. * Ain't
1 vour pal? I don’t mind teking the trouble, Mauly, old
fellow—not the least little bit in the world, Just hand over
the note, and 1'll buzz off at once I’

“You're really too good !

“ Not at alll”

And I'm awfully obliged—"

# Don't mench ™

“Tut T don't want the note changed.”

“0Oh, really, Mouly——-""

“And I'm not going to change it."”

""Now, look here, Mauly——"

“"Begad! There's Bo
Mauleverer. “Ta-ta

And he fairly ran.

Billy Bunter blinked after bim with feclings too deep for
words.  All day long, from carly morn to dewy eve, he had
becn on the track of that banknote; and, after all, it was
not to be changed! Bunter had fully intended to have a
“whuck ™ out of it, to be repaid later from a postal-order ho
was expecting—perhaps!  And now-—

" The—the past " muttered  Bunter, ¥ The—tho
swindler |

4nd Bunter rolled disconselately away,

— e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Warm for Mauleverer!

CHILLER was undoubtedly s great poet, and some of
the Remove fellows were quite capaﬁ?e of appregiating
his beauties; but that afterncon” there was hardly a
fellow in the Remove who did not wish that Schiller {md
never been born; or, failing that, that he bad died at birth—
or. at least, that he had never learned to write. The things
the Hemove fellows said about Behiller, as they ground out
their lines, were veally severs, DBut there was no help for it
the lines had to be done,

One by one the Lower Fourth dropped into Herr Gang's
atud}'] with their finished impositions ; Eut. some of them were
very late.

Among tho fellows who eould not get their lines finished
was Lord Mauleverer, The dandy of the Remove had & way
of pever doing to-day what could be put off till to-morreow,
angd each time that he thoought of the two hundred lincs ho
put it off till a little later.

When tea-time came—the time for the lines to be handed
in—Lord Mauleverer had exactly twonty done, and those
twenty had been dona for him by Bob Cherry to give him a
start.

Bob lonked inte his study, and found him sitting at the
table, with a pen in his hand, and & most despondent
expression on his face.

" Finished ' asked Bob,

“I—I hoven't started vet,” confessed Mauleverer.

“Oh, you ass!  ‘The Gander has asked for you.  All the
other chaps have taken their lines in, and you're late 1"

- " Can’t be helped.”

“You'll get into a row,” said Boebh, “The Gander ia
very ratty to-dav. Ile’s been baving trouble in the Fifth.
'::{'II{{‘?I‘ cheekzd him,™

H ¥ aas."

Cherry calling me!” said Lord

Cur Gompanion Papers. “THE PENNY POPULAR,
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**There's your tofiee, Bob!™ fetled Nugent, pointing to the ¢in pan that was adorning the German master. * The

slily Duich geezer!” exclaimed Cherry wrathfuily,

‘“He's been sitiing In my toffeel
(See Chapter 3.)

It's spolled now!"

“And Bolsover major was late with his lines, and when
miﬁﬁnd«ar slanged him, Bolsover called him & Dutch
)

T (48

“He laid into Bolsover with a ruler,” said Bob Cherry.

* Belsover’s groaning in his study now, and swearing "I‘iELE:E-
a2

vengeance., Mauly, you ass, vou'll pet inte a row!
G%p%er will be down on you like a ton of giddy bricks!"
ang.”’
“Dile in and get dons all you can,” said Bob, “I'll help
you."”
“ Yans."

Lord Mauleverer groaned and began. Bob sat down at the
table, and started to help him. But before they hed heen
at work ften minutes—in which time Lord Mauleverer had
added three lines to his stock—Trotter, the page, put his
bead into the room.

*“ Herr Gans wants Lord Mauleverer, please !

“Yaans,"” said Lord Mauloverer.

“He's on the giddy warpath !’ said Bob. “ You'll hava
to go. Pitch it to him as aweetly a3 you can, Mauly, and
rub him down the right way.”

(1] Y&as‘ll

Lord Mauleverer betook himself to the Gander's study. He
found the German-master in a very bad temper. Herr Gans
had many oauses of annoyance. Beside the private trouble
that was weighing on his mind, he had been much
exasparated that day.
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Coker, of the Fifth, had been cheeky, and he could not

cano F¥ifth-Formera, who were scniors, Some of the
Removites had “cheeked ” him also, when he found fault
with their lines, and he had caned several of them. And
he had discovered that the trousers to which the toffes had
stuok were guite ruined—a heavy blow to an economical
German,
. In hiz present mood, Herr Gans was prepared to see offence
in gverything, and he attributed Iﬂl’g Mauleveorer's failure
to bring his lines to sheer lmpertinence, inatead of to his
lordship!s laziness which was the real cause. He bent his
brows, and his blus eyes glittered over his spectacles as the
schoolboy carl came in,

“¥You are late—ach!” ho exclzimed.

{{Yna&r ﬁir_r!

“*Is it not tat I have to receive te lines at dea-dime 1"

“Yaus."

“Tat is now an hour to have passed t*'

[ 45 Yﬂﬂﬂu"

:: {:ﬂu intend to be vat you call sheeky, ain't it, aftec?”

Bus,

“ Vat!" ojaculated the German.

1 mean no, sir!”

“I tink tat I soll cane vou, T must!" said Herr Gans,
“Lay your lines upon ta table !

“ M-m-my lines, sir?"

“Ja, 1a! Lay tem on te table. {sn't it"

“I—I haven't dono them, sir!"

A Magnificent, Leng, Complete Schoal Tal
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Herr Gans's brow grew th 'nderons. He picked up a cane,
and swished it in the air.

“"You have not done tem, Mauleverer '

“ No, air.”

M-And vy not "

“Tired.

“ Ach, I tinks I give you somedings for tat!"” said Herr
Gans, ‘*Hold out te hand, you pad and shecky poy [

“Oh, begad !"" groaned Lord Mauleverer.

“Tat vou hold out te hand !"’ thundered Herr Gans.

Lord Mauleverer held out his hand 1n a gingerly way.
The masters were generally wvery lenient with Lord
Maulgverer, and he was seldom caned. He did not like
it. He watched Herr Gans swing back his arm for a terrific
swipo, and he shuddered. If that blow had descended npon
his hand, he would certainly have been very much hurt.

Without intending it, but acting simply upon. impuise, he
jerked hiz hand back as the cane came slashing down.

The cane was deseending with great loree, and, meeting
with no resistunce, it lashed with a terrific lash on Herr
Gans's own plump leg. The crack of the cane on the German
nmaster’s leg sounded like a pistol-shot.

Lord Mauleverer gave a gasi:v of dismay, and Herr Gans
uttered & whoop like a Red Indian on the warpeth, and
jumped oleas of the floor in his agony.

“Ach! Mein Gott! Ach! Donner und Blitren !’ he
roared. “Oh, you pad and vicked pff! Ach! ¥You like
me tat [ preak te leg, isn’tit? Ach! ein Gott"!"’

“ Oh, begad! I'm awfully sorcy, sic !V

i Aoh 1 Oh, mein Gott ! gﬂﬁpe-l:i Herr (Rans, standing on
one leg, and ﬂlﬂﬁ[}iﬂ% the injured limb with both hands
o ﬂvlr, ow, ow, ow! Oh, you pad poy! I tink tat I trazh
you !

"1 say, sir=—— J—— (OQh—— 'What are you up to?
Yarooch " roared Lord Mauleverer, roused into cnergy at

The German-master had seized him by the collar with his
left hand, and lashed at him with the cane in his right.

Lash, lash, lash, lash! .

Herr Gons had completely Jost his temper. The cane
descended upon Lord Mauleverer's back and shoulders with
terrific force. The schoolboy earl hopped and roared, but
the blows came down like rain.

- Take tat, und tat, und tet, und tat—-"

“Etop it !” yelled Lord Mauleverer. * Let go, you Dutch
donuliy! I'm not going to stand this, begad V'  You silly
Dutchman, chuck it ™ '

That was not really the way to make Herr Gans leave off.
The blows fell harder and faster. e

Lord Mauleverer wrenched himself away, slipping out of
his jacket, and leaving it in the gnﬁ of the (German-master,
He made a leap for door, and fled into the paseage,
leaving his jucket in Herr Gons's hand,
¥ Gum pack "' roared Herr Gans.

f!lut Lord Mauleverer did not come back. He ran for his
life.

Herr Gans ran into the passage, Aushed and furions; but
he paused. Perhaps he felt that the junior had had enough,
or perhaps he realised that he would look ridiculous chasmg
& junior in bhis shirt-sleeves nlong the passages. He went
back into his study, and elosed the door.

Lord Mauleverer did not leave off running till he had
rezched his own study in the Remove passage, where he
sank into a chair, gasping.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Herr (ians I8 Sorryl
" REAT S8COTT! What's the matter #"
Bob Cherry jumped up, and stared st Lord
Mauleverer,
The echoolboy earl sat, gasping, in his shirt-

I Oh, crumbs!
“Where's your jacket?”
*“That blessed Dutchman's got it !"

“*Got your jacket?” ejaculated Bob.

“Yapns, I slinped out of it, and bolted !

#“0Oh, crumbs ! Tell me what happened 7°

Lord Mauleverer explained, in breathless jerks. Bob
E'herr;r could not help grinning. _ )

“ Woll, you as8,"" he commented, * if you made him whack
himself, you ought to have expected him to be rather ratty!
But I suppose he doesn’t want to keep your jacket as &
souvenir. I'll go and ask him for it,” .

“* Better keep out of hiz way, my dear fellow; he's simply
dotty I’

“ Oh, T risk it !

Bob procceded to Herr Gans’s study. He knocked, and an

jtated voico bade him enter.
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Herr Gans had had time to cool down, and he was sorry
for what he had done. Neyver before had he allowed his
temper to carrjiai]’ml away in that manner. Hig face was very

red as he met Bob's grim look.
“Can I have Mauleverer’s juacket, please?™ asked Dob
pnhtﬁl{; ) '
* Take it !"
It was lyin

upon a chair, and Bob picked it up, and left
the study without another word, He ﬁund Mauleverer still
groaning whe:d he returned to him, i

“ Here's your jacket,” he said. "I sey, the Gander is
looking pretty sick, Mauly. He’s sorry, I think!"

“8oam 1! groaned Lord Mauleverer.

He put on his jacket, and sat down again, his face quite
white. The terrific thrashing he had received had’ quito
upset his usual equanimity. b condoled with him as well
as he could, but he left him locking extremely doleful,

Bob met Billy Bunter as he went down the pissage, and
hs found the fat junior weinging his hands and emitiing
sounds of woe.

“ Hallo, halio, halle! What's the matter with yout™
asked Bob, not very sympathetically.

Bunter groaned deeply.

_ “T've just seen the Quelch-beast! T had to take my linca
in o him, you know, 1 had only done » quarter of them—-—
Ow! BSo he caned me instead! Yow!”

‘ Berve you right!"” =aid Bob.

Yow! It's that beastly Dutchman's fanlt! I'll make
him."uit up for it somehow "' groaped Bunter, “Ow, ow,
aw !

And he rolled into his study groaning.

But Buntes did not get much sympathy in his own study.
Petor Todd politely told him to shut up, or ke'd heave a boct
at him. Alonzo Todd suggested that it would be e valuabla
lesson to himenot to be lazy. Dutton, the deaf junior. could
not hear him groaniog; but he requested Bunter foreibly net
to make such hideous contortions with his face, adding that
that face was unpleasant enough, anyway.

Bunter rolled out of the study again, as soon as he had had
tea, feeling deeply injured, and too good for an unsympathetis
world. _ _

He had had a very Frugal tea in No. 7, funds being low In
that study; and he looked into Lord Mauleverer's room
‘in the hope of finding &Dmﬁthin% bettér, But Lord
Mauleverer was not having tea. & was sitting in his
aﬁgmhﬂ'ir in the deep dusk, not having troubled to light
tho gas. :

** Hallo, Mauly !"* said Bunter. * Had your teat”

T0w! No. Owl

“ What's the matter "’

¥ Licked I

" Rame here,” said Bunter dolefully.
But I'm going to make the Gander sit for it—it was all
hia fault. I say, Mauly, I'll have tea with you, if you like,
just to keep you company. Got any matches ?''

 No '

L3S | hp?eﬂ't, either. No good moping in the dark,’” said
Bunj_:a_r. "Mvﬁh ?etmr hlh:.l-ck up and have tea., I'll letch
anything vou like from the tuckshop." : .

rd Mauleverer rose to his feet. The pain of his tre-
dendous “licking was sbating, and he realised that he was
gettimg hungry., :

“ Plenty of stuff in the cupboard,” he said.
l:ml;:- me if vou like."

* Pleasure, dear boy!"”

Lord “Mauleverer fumbled in his pocket for matches, but
found none, .
B“ I'll buez off and borrow some of Bob Cherry,” said

unter.

“ It's all right—T"ve got an old latter hera—I'll light it from
tha fire.”

[1] Gﬂﬂd '!11-

Lord Mauleverer fumbled in his jacket-pocket again for a
fragment of paper, found some, and twisted it into a pipelight,
and thrust the end into the fire. Tt blared and eracked up,
and he turned on the gas and lighted it, and tossed the end
of the burnt pipelight into the coal-scuttle. In the gaslight
his face showed up white and troubled. Bunter stared at him
g little. He nevar seen Lord Mauleverer looking like
that before. The cool, easy calmness of the slacker of the
Remove was quite gone for the time.

“ I say, Mauly, you must have had an awful licking,” seid
fBuqtm;, “ Never mind; I'l make the Dutch beast sorry
or it.’

% That's all vight—I don’t owe bhim any grudge. I made
him cane his own leg, you see.” And Lord Mauleveror
chuckled at the remembrance. * It wasn't surprising that he
was & bit wild, I shall get over it s00n.™

‘ Nothing like a jolly good feed to help you forget your
troubles,” said Billy Bunter cncouragingly.

iI.THE Efu"ﬂ_“

* Yuelchy licked me,

“You can
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And Bunter proceeded to forget his troubles that way, He
did all the work of getting the tea, Lord Mauleverer watching
him from the hearthrug; and perhaps he felt ontitled to
indemnify himself for the trouble he took. At all events, he
did it. The good things vanished at a remarkable rate before
Bunter's onslaughts—and perhaps it was just as well for the
schoolboy earl that he had a |Iiht appetite. He would have
Igurid difficulty in eatisfving a heavy one, with Bunter as a
rival,

“ Now, that's what T call something like,” said Bunter,
with & grunt of satisfaction. ** Will you have the last tart,
Mauly ¥

“ Thanks, no "

* May a3 well finish it,"" said Bunter.

And he finished it.

“ Jolly glad I've boon able to cheer you up,' said Bunter,
B3 ho rose to his feet. ° Nothing like a good meal with
choerful company, when you're downhoarted. 1 say, are you
Hﬂmﬁ to do your lines?"

* Mot now,"” said Mauleverer.

. He did not feel inclined to do linea. Neither was he yearn-
ing for Billy Bunter's company. Fertunately, the feed having
been completely di of, the Owl of the Remove tock his

doparture. Lord Mauleverer sank into the armchair, and
stared at the fire. He was feeling upset and generally
“ rotten.™

There was a knook at the door.

“ Come in " aaid Lord Maulaverer lazily.

It was Herr Gans who cntered.

The schoolboy earl jumped to his feet at onee.

“I have coma to speak mit youw, Mauleverer,” said Horr
Gans awkwardly.

“ Yaas, zir."

“I did lose mein domper ven you gum mit me in mein
study, Mouleverer., You make me gane meinself, and it
hurt. And I was upset, too. But it was not right to trash
you so much as I did." Herr Gans fushed. “*T am sorry,
Elkiui:.:e'fﬂ? tat I have allow mein demper to run off mit me

“ It's all right, sir,”” ezid Lord Mauleverer, quite forgiving
at once. “ I ought o have done the lines. I didn't mean 1t
a3 cheek, sir—it was just slacking, and I'm sorry.”

" You need not do te lines now, Mauleverer. And T za
afrain tat I em sorey,”” said Herr Gans. * Tat is all—but
felt tat T must say him."

" Thank you, sir; it's all right I"

And Herr Gans, with a kind nod, quitted the study.

Lord Mauleverer was considerably rolioved by bhaving .the
imposition caneelled, Indeed, now that the pain was abating
he ba%?n to think that be would rather, a.l}t);r all, have had
the licking than the lines. :

‘““ Not such a bad sort of a Duteh duffer, don’t you know,”
he confided to Wharton, later, in the common-room. *1
don’'t owe him eny grudge—though he did lay into me, and
no mistake.”

“I'm pgoing to make the beast sit up, all the sama,”
growled Billy Bunter. “"T've got a jolly good iden. I'm
going to take it out of dum, ancf; out of Quelchy at the same
time. T've got a ripping whesze—-"

“Go and boil it," said Bob Cherry. ‘° You'd better not
try to pull Quelch’s leg. Quelch is a downy old bird, and he's
sure to spot you.”

* Cherry ! How dare you!”

Bob Cheorry swung round with a gas%nf diamay at tho stern,
rasping tones of his Form-master. He stared at the door-
way; but My, Quelch was not to be seen.

“ Why, what—what——"" ojaculated Bob.

“ Ha, i’la, ha "

“Oh!" saad Bob, with a gasp of relief.  “ Tt was some
m'ffﬁ of your blessed ventriloquism, you fat bounder! I'li

But Billy Bunter did not wait to ascertain what Bob Cherry
would do: he fled.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Shut Up!

ERR GANS came into his study, closed the door, and
threw himself into a chair. Hia brows were knitted in
a deep frown. o

u:-.]: Ach ! he murmured. ** Vat is it tat I sall do?™

Olick ! '

He started for 2 moment. The click was the sound of the
key turning in the lock. The Gander stared at his study
door. Someone had evidently placed the key on the outside
of the lock during the German master's absence: and now
that ha waa in the study, that someone had locked him in.

Hoarr Gans rose to his feet, and croszed to the door. Hae
waz worried, and his tempor was irritablo. He took hold of
the door-handle and shook it hard.

- ﬁi& is dere !‘:’ he exclaimed.

aky poy !’
Iﬂﬂ}"uu Dutch duffer ™
Harr Gans 5imﬁr staggered at that reply. It was not only
Tue Maswer Lierary.—No. 308.
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the impertinence of such an expression applied to him. Bul
the volce! Well he knew the clear, sharp, moetallic tones of
Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove. If it was not the
Eemove-master speaking outside the door, it was somcone
gifted with an exactly similar voice.

* Mein Gott!"” ejaculated Ierr Gans. ** 1 cannot pelieve
dis! I cannot pelicve mein eurs pefore. Vat is tat? Wha
gall spealc?”’

* ¥You know whom I am, you rotter!™

' ‘Uat I

“ ¥ou have been ragging the boys in my Form !" went on
the voice. “ There isn't a fellow in the Remove who wouldn't
like to wring your Dutch neck.”

13 .ﬂ.ﬂh !'l'l

“I'm not going to have any more of it.
Remove any more, I shall lick vou mysoli.”

“ Mein Gott !

“ ¥You understand that, you Dutch chump ™

“1 tink tat 1 am treaming mit myself,” the German mastoee
gaﬂiggd. “ It gannot be Mr. Guelch tat use tut lanouape mit
Ine.

*“ Don’'t you know my voice, you (Gorman sausage '

“ Ach! Ach!”

“I've & jolly good mind to coma into the study and wallop
Fou oW,

“ Ach! Mein Gott!”

“I'm ?]n-ing to leave you locked up for a bit,
a row I'll coms in and give you a thick car!™

“ Mr. Quelosh! You have been trinking!™

(1] Limr !Fi

““Vat, vat! Ach! T tink fat I tream!”

* Bhut up, you Dutch duffer! Mind, if vou come out of
your study, T'll give you a hiding here in the passape ™

“1 tink tat I havoe somedings to =3y apout tat!" roared
Horr Gans, his temper rising. ** I tink tat I giffs somo of
dem hidings, Herr Guelch,™

* h, you couldn't lick a tom-cat I

“ You msulting plackeaard 1 shouted Herr Cans.
open tat door, undli

113 Rﬂtﬂ !J?

There was a sound of receding footsteps, and the voice in
t-ha{pam e was heard no more,

Herr Gans, crimoson with rage at the insults that had been
heaped upon him, dragged and shook at tho door-handle, and
thumped on the door, and shouted for someone to come and
release him.

His stentorian voice and his loud thupiping rang along the

If you bother the

If vou make

ed : “You
ahows you vezer it is tat [ licks you !"

passage. i

Tha noise reached Mr. Queleh's ears in his quarters.  The
Hemove-master was wondering what was the matter, and
thinking of going to inguire, when there was & knock at hia
door, and Bolsover major locked in.

“ If you plbase, sir—""

* What i1z the matter, Bolsover?”

*“ Herr Gans is very oxcited, sir!
been arinking.”™

Y Nonsense, Bolsover !" exclaimed M. Queleh
* How dara you make such a suggestion?*

* Well, sir, he's raving and roaring in  his - study, and
stamping and kicking at the door,” said Bolsover. *° We cap
hear him in the common-room.”

“ I will go at once,” said Mr. Queleh,

As he heard the noise from the German mastor's study, Mr

I think he must havye

sharply.

SHE!G}I could not help Bﬂf.'-rﬂtj’y sharing Bolsover's opinion;
at the Herr had been indulging uob wisely but too well,
He hurried along the possage, and reanhei the German
master's door. ‘The loud voice of the Gander could be heard
within, to an accompaniment of loud thumping on the door,

“Mr. Gueleh! Gum pack, you vickm{) peast ! 1 shows
you vezor you licks me! Voere is tat rottair Guelch "

Mr. Quelch turned quite pale.

He had no doubt that it was to himsclf that the German
méaster was alluding, and the expressions Herr Gans nsed
sgemed to show beyond a doubt that.ho had been drinking.

Mr. Queleh tapped somewhat nerx:busl}' at the door. Hs
did not, of course, notive that it was locked on the outside.

“Herr Gans!” he calied out softly,

“Ach! You are dere again, you scountral 1

“Herr Gans! This language- -

“¥ou rascal I shouted Herr Gans.

“My-—my dear sir, pray ealm yourself. Thia is most—
moat unseemly—""

“Mein Gott! Vat is it to vat you have say to mo?"
roared Herr Gans. * You blay tricks like a poy, end you
insult me trough te keyhele, ain't it 7"

“8ir! I-I—

_‘;{?nu call me Dulch duffer and Cherman sausage! 1
tin P
“My dear, dear Herr Gans, pray calm voursolf,” said
13
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Mr. Quelch, fully convineed now that the German wes fear-
fully mntoxicated. U I aseare you that I cslled you nothing—
nntgmg whatsoever.”

“Tat is false.'

“ Herr Gans! On my word——"

“* You lock me in-my study, and oall me names trough dem
kF hole I roared Herr Gans. * You say tet you giff me

iding.’

“Oh, good heavens! I—I assure you, Herr Gans, I havo
ﬂnltzp just come here” ;

“For te second time !

“*Noy no; for the first time !"

“"Tat-is not true”

“Akhem! I beg you to calm yourself. If the Head should
hear this distyrbance —and - and think of  the boys, too,
Herr Gans. "What will they think? Pray calm yourself,
and lie down a little. You will be much better for it,”
urged Mr, Quelch, who was greatly shocked and scandalised.

“{pen my door ! reared Herr Gans.

' Certainly—eertainly 1" said Mr. Queleh, who would have
said or done anything to ealm the excited Tenton.

A érowd of fellows were gathering along the passage,
tooking on and listening, and- grinning and chuckling. 1
erd,'wu.ﬁ passed round that Herr (Gans was drunk, and was
slanging Mr, Qualch, and natupvally the juniors came from
far and wide for the fun.

Thoe Remove-master tried to open the.door, but it was

-

“THE BOYS' FRIEND” 3% LIBRARY. "t

evidently locked. There was no key to be seen, but naturally
Mr, Quelch thought that it was on the inside of the lock.

“ T cannot open the door, Herr Gans,”” he said. * If scems
to be locked.”

“* Vou have lock him, you rascal "L

ASBUTE YOU MOo—e-—'

“Tat iz a lie !’

“0Oh, dear—oh, dear! Pray calm vourself, sir. Look
about for the key, and doubtlesz you will find it shortly."”

“¥ou have dem key youricli,” roaréed Herr Gans. s
it tat I sall remain a brisoner in my study? Open tat deor
at vunce, I command !

“ But it is locked—"

" Unlock it, den !

“ But—but the key——'"

“¥ou have tat key, as you locked me in, you sconndrel.?’

My, Qaelch mopped his perspiring brow. Never had he
been through such a scene. It was setting all s perves on
edge. His first thought had been to hush the matter wp, cud
save the German master from the resulis of his owtbreak.
But his teroper was rising now, and he determined to bring
the Head upon the scene.

He gave the grnooing crowd of boys & beressed look, end
walked away.

“GZone for the Head ! said Bob Cherry. * The poor old
Gander will got it in the neck this time, and no mistake I'

“Herve Him jolly well right!” growled Bolsover major

“The poor beast has been drinking to drown his giddy
Vo Vo Vo Voo
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A party of Magnetites on their Christmas hotidays distinguish themselves by assisting the police to capture a dangerous
gang of poachers who have been terrorising the countryside,
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troubles, I su? wae'" Frank Nogent remarked, “ Faney his
breaking out like this, though, [t means the sack for him.”

“He must be frightlully squilfy,” said Johnny Bull. And
Hurrce Jamset Ram Bingh observed that the squifi-fulness
wasz terrific, ;

I don't quite understand i, said Mark Linley, knitting
Em hirfwa in thought. “1I can't beliove that Herr Gans is
runk.™

* He wouldn't talk like that if he was sober.”

1] N(} fE-.I].I‘ ]?l

Thump, thump, thump!

Herr Gans, now in a state of fury, wad thumping on the
study door, and shouting:

“Gum and open this door! Guelch, you plaggerd, gum
and open dis deor !

Lhere was o buzz among the fellows in the pussage.

" Here comes the Head !

Dr. Locke, the Head of Greyiriars, swept majestically on
the scepe, just as there was o terrific outbreak of thumping
and shouting from the German master’s study,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Bunter!

" UM and open dis door! You scoundrel, T preaks
gvery pone in your body ! Gum pack I
hump, thump, thump!
Dr. Locke stopped outside the door, majestic in his
wrath,
* Herr Gang ™
Tue Maicker Liprary.—No, 308,

As he read the motice, the Germian master's face went red, then guite pale.
murmured Bolsover, who -was watching him, with three or four other fellows. . (See Chapter 13.) |
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“He's beginning to cotton to it !™

P ——

The doctor's voice was not loud, but it was pencetrating.
The uproar in the study died away insiantly.

“ Wos, sin,” came Herr Gans's voice in reply. " Is tof you,

r. Locke®"

It L

“Is tat Guelch dere?™

“ Alr, Cureleh is here™

“Will you request himm tat he opon tat door? Te p'lugg_nrd
have lock me in mein own study, mit dem key on te outsida,
wn't it ¥ ;

Pr. Locke looked at Mr. Quelch.

“It is o drunken faney,” whispered the Remove-master.
“0Of course, I have done nothing of the sort. 1 was atiracted
here by the fearful noise, and [ founuwd the study door ap-

arently locked. There was no key to be seen. Undﬂuhtudﬂr
Ee has im:[-:w:l himsell in, and lost the key.™

Dr. Locke nodded.

“1 am ferry sorry to make dis noizc mit myself, Herr
Doktor,” went on the German master, * but it is too pad to
be locked in mein own study, and insulted through the key-
hole by tat Guelch, I tink tat he bave bhween trinking.
Alvaya ve have been friendly, but new he have lock me up,
and he call me a Dutch duffer and a Cherman sauvsage™

“ Herr Gans, cnlm yourself ! It is quijta impossihle that
Mr. Quelch ¢ould have veed such expressions——="

“Put I hear him mit mein oars.”

A faney, my dear sir-a faney!" said Dr. lLocke
soothingly.. * I beg vou to be qujet. When you are calmer,
we will zpeak of this matter agan. DIiut pray be quied
now,’’
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“But I am a brisoner in mein study, Herr Doktor !

" Look for the key.'

* Herr Guelch, he have tat key in his bocket.”

“What an extraordinary deluston!” the Remove-master
murmured.

“ Extraordinary 1" agreed Dr. Locke.

, “It is barely possible that someone may have locked him

in his study, but why he should imagine that 1 did it is
ond my understanding,” said Mr. %\!ueln::h. “OF course,

a % mey have playved such a trick.”

ﬂl.: keﬂﬁps &0, Herr Gans, are you certain you cannot find

e Hay

It :Ea cutside te door, Herr Doktor.”

“Thera iz no key here,"

“Den tat rascal Guelch have taken 1t !

“ Moderate your language, please,” said Dr. Locke
sternly.

“ He have call me Cherman sausage and Dutch duffer——"

“ Nonsense [

“But I hear him, Herr Doktor " shonted the German
master. I am not deaf, and I am not trunken mit me,
neider. He call me dem tings.”

“Calm yourself.”

“ Herr Doktor, I am quite calm.
been trinking, but it iz not so. I gum into m
taking mein valk, and I sit down mit myself, den I hear te
door lock on te cutside. Bomevun have put te key outside
vhile I am not here. Den I hear Mr. Quelch speak, and he
insult me trough te keyhole.™

“ A delusion, of course,” said the Head, looking helplessly
at Mr. Queleh. -

But Mr. Quelch had given a start.

*“*One moment, sir,"” he said. ** Herr Gans, you did not
see the person who locked your door?'

“1 did not.”

“ How did you know that it was T addressing you through
the keyhole ¥’

“1 tank tat I knows your voice, ain't it?"

“But the expressions used were not such as you would
bave expected from me?"

“Certainly not! I tinks tat you must be mad viz yourself
to speek to me in tat vay.””

“Are you sure that it was not someone imitating my
volee 7 "

“Ach! I neffer tink of tat. But it iz not bosszible tat any
poy imitate vour voice so exact as tat,”

“There 15 one boy in the Remove who could do =0, said
Mr. Quelch. * He has playéd ventriloguial tricks before.”
He looked round at the crowd in the passape. * Bunter!"

The Owl of the Remove was looking on with a grin on his
fat face, but the grin suddenly vanished as he heard Mr.
Quelch rap out his name. Tha fat junior would have
vanizhed, too, but he had no chance. Mr. Quelch spotted
him &5 he tried to wriggle away unseen in the crowd.
[a:::iBqur. come here at once! Bring Bunter here, pleass,

er.”

Loder the prefect grasped the fat junior by the shoulder,
swung him out of the throng, and marched him towards Mr.
Quelgh and the Head.

Billy Bunter's little round eyes were rounder than ever
with terror, and his fat knees were knocking together. My,
Quelch bent a terrifying glance upon him.

* Bunter "

“ Ypppepa, sirl"” stuttered Bunter.

71 suspect you, Bunter, of J!Iu.vi:ﬁ locked Herr Gans up
in his study, and of having imitated my voice in speakin
to him through the keyhole!" the llemove-master exclaime
gternly.

“Acht Mein Gott! eame Herr Gansg's astonished voice
from within the ﬁtudf- Herr Gana did not know anything
about Bunter's ventrilogquism ; but the fat junior's tricks had
brought it to the knowledge of Mr. Quelch on more than one
OCoRSION,

“ Iz that the case, Bunter?™ said the Head.

“0Oh, no, sir! said Bunter. I certainly didn't lock
Herr Gans in his study, sir. I should regard sech a thing as
quite disrespectful, sir.”

“Did you imitate Mr. Quelch's voice in speaking to him 7"

“(h, no, sir! I spoke in my own volce—""

“Then you did speak to him?"

“ Certainly not, sir. I never said o word."”

“But you have just stated that you spoke in your own
voice, Bunter!" the Head exclaimed severely.

You tink tat I have
study after
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“Ye-g.z, sir; but—but that was only—only a Bgure of
speech, sir!” gas Bunter.

“1%id you, or did you not, leck Herr Gans in his study, and
imitate Mr. Quelch's voice in speaking to him¥"

* Certainly not, sic!"

“ Where were you when it happened ™

“I—I was in the Cloisters, sir. T had
meditate, sir, on—on Latin irrcgular verbs, sir
Cloisters all the time!™

“Do you mean you were in the Cloisters when Herr Gans
was locked in his study?

" Exactly, sir. You've got it just right,’”" said Bunter,
_“How did you know Herr Gans was locked in his study
if you were in the Cloistera?”

** How did—did I know?' stammered Banter., “I-—I
know, sir, because—because—the faet is, sir, I was thinking
about Herr Gans at the time, and—and—or, to put it mora
exactly, sir, I didn't know. That's it, sir; I dide't koow
anything about it.™

“ You have just said that you did.”

“That was a—another figure of speoch, sir!” faltered
Bunter. * The truth i3, that I didn't knew Hetr Cans had
come in at all, until I heard this row soing on, and then
1 came in to see what it was about.”

“YWhat! Where wero you®

“In the Cloigters, sir."

“What! You declare that when you were in the Cleistera
you could hear the noize from this study? the [lead
exclaimed. * At that distance [

* Ob, crumbs " murmured Bunter. “ Ye-es, sir. I've got
splendid hearing, sir—you often notice that short-sighted
people are particularly keen of hearing, sir, and—and—-"

“ You could not possibly hear anything in the Cloisters
from this stuedy, Bunter. You are epeaking falsely I

- That's a thing I couldn't do, sir. 1'm sometimes in
trouble with the other chirﬁaa because I'm so truthful. I—"

“ If Bunter locked the door. he probably has the key still
about him, sir,” Mr. Quelch suggested.

i guitn a0. Have you the key to this door, Bunter?”

“ Cortainly not, sir.”

* Loder, may I request you to examine him, and ascertain
whether he has the key?”

* Certainly, sir,” said Loder.

Bunter's jaw dropped. The second pocket that Loder
dived his hand into proved to contain the missing key,
Loder grinned as he drew it out and held it up.

“1s that the key of this decr, Bunter?’

“Oh, no, sir!"" said Bunter. * That's the key of—ol my
box, sir.”

* You can see fﬂrfmtl}r well that it iz a doorkey, Bunter,™

“ Ye-os, sir; I—I meant to say that—it’s the key of my
study, air.”” '

** Tho number of the room is on the key, sir,”" said Loder,
with a grin. “ It's Herr Gans's key, sir.”

* Bunter, you have lied i

“ Oh, no, sir! I—I picked that key up, sir. I was coming
along the passage, and I saw it lying on the fAoor—"'

“ Ha, ha, ba!” came & roar from the juniors at the-end of
the passage. Billy Bunter's efforts at outdoing Ananias
tickled them immensely. Bunter was a fibber of wonderful
Eﬁwnm, but his tremendous ** whoppers " had the ane draw-

ack that they never could be believed.

“* Bunter, cease this wretched prevaricating instantly 1"
thundered the Head.,  * Loder, iindl:.r unlock the door.
Thank you! Herr Gans,” woent on the Head, as the (orman-
raster appoared in the deorway, ' you have heard what waa
said, and you understand now who played that absurd trick
upon you.'

“I understand him, s=ir,”” said the German master. [
Fﬂgu Mr. Guelch’as bardon for te vorts tat I have apply to
um. But I have tink tat he call me a Duteh duffer und a
Cherman sausage,” and I tink——""

“ Pray say no more!”" said Mr. Quelch.

pone thera to
I was in the

“1 shall forgat

the whole matter. Dr. Locke, Bunter has plaved & most
outrageous and impudent prank!™
' Most outragcous,’ wsaid the Head sternly. “1 shall

administer o lesson to Bunter which will, T think, kesp his
impertinence within bounds in the future. Bunter, you will
follow me to my study. Loder, pray request Gosling to come
to my study at once.”

And the Head marched majestically away. Billy Bunter
followed him with a lengthy face. He knew what the ordor
for GGosling meant—a Hogging! He knew, too, that he
desorved it; but that was no great consolation, Five minutes
later sounds of wild anguish were heard proceeding from the
Head's study, and when Billy Bunter eame out, he was
E(r-::nmng decply, and he twisted his way along the passage
iko r snake, fesling that the life of s really gifted ventrilo-
Quist was not worth living.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Missing—£50!
™ EGAD!"

Lord Mauleverer uttered that exclamation
startlod tones. The Remove had gcrn-e up to the
dormitory. Lord Mauleverer had wvery nearly

recovered from his licking ; but Billy Bunter was still groan-
ing from his recent flogging, The schoolboy earl was feeling
in his pockets, and a surprised and uneasy look cume over
hia face.

“ Any of you chaps seen s banknote!” he asked.

There was o snort [rom Bob Cherry.

“Bo you've lost it?” .

“No, I hoven't lost it, my dear fellow,” said Lord
Mauleverar. **I can’t have lost it. How could a banknote
fall out of my pocket? T'we got two or three letters in the
samo pocket, and they haven't fallem out.”

“ Then ‘ynu’vc put it samewhere and forgotten it,” said
Nugent. “ Berve you jolly well right for not taking better
care of it, yon ass!”

“ Thanks! But I haven't put it anywhere. You sce, I've
just found my pocket-book, and T was going to put the bamnk-
note into it for safety, but now it's gone!
© * That's jolly queer,” said Bob Cherry.
pocket. agam |’

Lord Mauleverar did so obediently. .

“ & fifty-pound banknote couldn't lie about without being
seon,” said Harry Wharton, " If it's mullf)' gone, it means
somebody’s taken it out of your pocket. If it's a silly joke,
the silly ass had better own up”

“ Vana, begad! I want that note to-morrow!”

 Wingate mg the Sixth came into the dormitory.

"ot 'in bed yet!” he exclaimed. ]

‘i Mauleverer's been losing his blessed banknote, Wingate,”
said Russell. * Have you seen fifty quid lying about?’

T Rifty pounds!™  exclaimed Wingate, in  astonishment.
“ Do you mean to say that you kad & banknote for
fifiy pounds, Mauleverer?™

“ Yaas I was going to get a new bike, you know.”

“ And haven't you teken ecare of such & sum of moneyt*

“ Yaasl"

* Where did you Leep it1"

“In my pocket.”

* Isn't it there now (™

(13 Hﬂ :ff

“Then you've dropped it somewhere. If 1t's lost, it serves
you right, and it'll be a lesson to you,” said Wingate
unsympathetically. * Twurn in, you kids!”

And the Remove turned in.

The captain of Greyfriare put out the lights and left the
dormitory. ra was a buzz of voices in the dark dormitory
as soon s he gone.

Y Somebody's collared that giddy banknote,” said Ogilvy.
“ 1 say, Bunter, hove you been borrowing Mauly's guids?”

* Oh, really, Ogilvy—"

* The matter's got to be settled,” said Harry Wharton.
* If it turns out that Mauly's lost the note himself, I suggest
that wé give him a bumping, and fine him a feed for the
whole Form."

** Hesr, hear!™”

“0Oh, begad I

*“ Feel in your

“ But we've to find out what's becomo of the note.
1t's dashed un%a&nt. ¥ou are sure you had it in your
jacket-pocket, Maulyi”

“ Vaas !

* Heve vou left your jacket lying about enywhere?”

“Only in  the é:.ndé]r'ﬂ atudy 1™ dm::k%:?l Maulevarer.
* And the rander wouldn't pinch my booknote, would he®’

Wharton started, and sat up in bed.

“In the Gander’s study!” he exclaimed. * What de you
mean, Maulevereri How did you leave your jacket in the
Gander's atudy '

Lord Mauleverer explained.

“* My hat! The Gander's %‘(ﬁt it " yelled Bolsover major
“J know he's bard upl ¢ Gander's pinched Mauly's
banknote 1"

“Oh, pifle!”’ said Lord Mauleverer uneasily. “The
Gander wouldn't do anything of the sort! Ha lost his temper
and gave me an awful licking, but he came to my study
afterwards, and said ho was sorry, He's very decent.™

“* More likely came to sge whether you'd missed the bank-
note I' sneered Bolsover,

“0Oh; begad!”
“ How long was the jacket in the Gander's study ' asked

Harry Wharton.

*'At’mut. ten minutes, I suppose. Bob Cherry fetched it
awWRY.

[ 1] ¥ ¥ r =
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“INd you notice anything suspicious about the Gander
when yvou fetched the jacket?” ashked Belsover mnjor.

“Can't say I did. He was looking very ved amd very
rotten, but ut that down to what he'd done to Mauly.
He was sorry he'd broken out like that””

*“He'd got the banknote in his pockef, you bet!" said
Balsover.

T guess it locks
Fisher T. Fish.

pretty black against him,” remarked
“ I kinder reckon it’s up to the Gander to

‘produce that banknote I

“ But—but it's impossible I said Wharton uneasily.

But even as he spoke, his mind was deeply troubld. He
knew, more than anvene else in the Form could know, how
bitterly in need of money the German-master was.

The fifty pounds, which the schoolboy millionaire would
have spent idly and carelessly, would have meant =0 much
to Herr Gans—health and comlfort for the sick relative to
whom he was deeply attached,  Fifty ponnds would be
enough to provide a.livthut was required for 3fr. Muller.

It was guite possible that the banknote had slipped out of
the jacket when Mauleverer wias wriggling in the German-
master’s grip, or that the Gander had lveard the rastle of at,
or, indeed, that he had known it was there when Mauleverer
camo to his study. There had been o great deal of falk
about Lord Mauleverer's £50 note, and some hint of it might
have reached Herr Gans's cars.

It was likely enough, but——

But it %was impossible, Wharton decided.

The Remove fellows did not think that it was impossible.
Their feelings towards the German-master just thea were
bitter. They had been worricd and bothered over the
(Ferman lines, and some of them had been caned for bein
late with theic impots. Bome of them had had the
imposition renewed for having dome it too hastily and

ly. MNeamrly all the Form were very much “down™ on
the Gander just then, and just in the meod to believe
anything against him.

“1 say, you fellowe, it's quite elear!” Billy Bunter
exclaimed, * The Gander has stolen Mauly's banknote, and
I think Mayly ought to go to the Head about it 3"

o to the Head in the morning, Mauleverer.”

* Bhow the Dutch rotter up !

“ 1t will mean the beot for him !

¢ lood e 7 p

But all those encouraging remarks from the Removites
fell upen deal ears.

“ Rats!" was Lord Mauleverer's reply.

“Look here, Haulg. you're not faln%m stand a loss of
ﬁft;.r quid, I suppose?’ exelaimed Tom Brown warmly.

“(Can't be helped.”’

“ You've got to complain to the Iead ! shouted Dolsover
major angrily., " I'll joily well thump you if vou don't! Do
yvou hear ¥

“"Yaps"

£ R:Ja;-!l, arg you going to the Head in the morning "'

+ .ﬂ,:‘,

HWell, if vou don’t, T willl" declared Bolsovar, * There'n
a thief in the school, and he's got to be booted out! Aad
the thief iz old Gana !

“ Faith, and it looks like it!" gaid Micky Desmond,
* But if it turos out that Mauly hes put the banknote into
another et, sure you'll get into throuble for accusing
the Gander!"”

“Wa'll make the silly ass search all through his things
to. rorrow mﬁ{'ninﬁ}f’" said Bob Cherry. “"Heo shall go
through all bis eclothes, and turn everything inside out,
Then if the hanknote doesn't turn up, we shall know it's
been pinched.

“Begad!” said Lord Maugleverer, in dizmay. ‘I ean's
take all that trouble, you know! I really couldn't do it!™

“You've gpot to, fathend I

“ Begad! I'd rather lose the money!"

“'"Tain't & question of what you'd rather, ass!
note has got to be found !

“ Ok, crumbs!” groaned Lord Mauleverer.

It was quite late before the Removites fell nslecp that
night. Discussion was very eager on the subject of the
£50 banknote. There were very few dissentients from -the

eneral opinion that the Gonder had taken it—especial
ﬁm fellows who were smarting {rom recent canings believe
that he was the thief.

This was not very legical, but it was natural, perhaps. Bub
certain as the fellows wore as to what had become of the
bankrote, they all apreed that e thorough search should be
made before anvihing was said.

It was no light matier to accuse a master of dishonesty—
indeed, even Dolsover major was not likely to go so far as
to take that extreme step. Dut as soon as the matter leaked
out, the whole school would be ringing with it, and the ﬂﬁ'eﬁ-

That bank-
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would be the same. Herr Gans would be called upon to
explain what he knew about the banknote.

“It's impossible I Wharton declared. “ Qnite
impossible IV
“ Rot 1" said Belsover, “We all know he’s hard up.

He's got a siek relation, too; and old Mulier may need
things he ean’t afford. There's a motive for you !

Wharton made no reply to that; ke knew that it wus enly
too true, Dut he did not intend to tell Bolsover major what
ho know, - ;

““ My hands are still aching from the licking he gave me!”
added” Bolsover viciously, “I'd like to see him kicked
out !"'

“Caning you doesn’t malke him a thief !" suggesied Peter
Todd.

“ Oh, rats! He's a thicf, right enough!” :

And most of the Remove fellows agreed with Dolsover
major; and they went to sleen with cheerful anticipations of
seeing Herr Gans * booted ' out of Greyfriars at an ecarly
date.

When the rising-bell went in the morning, and the Remove
turned cut of bed, there was only one matter in all minds—
the £50 bhanknote!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Suspected!
ORD MAULEVERER was very busy that morning,
Much sgainst his will, he had to make a search for
the missing £50 note in all sorts of possible and
impossible ploces.

He raised pathetic objections, on the ground that he would
rather lose the quids than take all that trouble, But his
objections were not listenml to. A crowd of juniors had
taken the matter into their hands, and Lord Mauleverer was
not spared. He was made to go through the pockets of all
hiz clothes—a very considerable task, as his wardrobe was
extensive. )

Then he was token to his study, and forced to open every
box, drawer, and receptacle of every kind and go through it.
The scarch was exhaustive, but the banknote was not
revealed. r

The study was thoroughly searched, by Harry Wharton &
Clo. a3 well as by the schoolboy earl. But they did not fnd
the £50 banknote, o . ;

The searching occupied all the juniors’ spare time until
morning lessons, But the banknote was still missing when
they went into the Form-room.

Wingate had remembered the matter, and as the Remove
came to their Form-room that morning, he stopped Lord
Mauleverer. and asked him if he had found the banknote.

The schoolboy earl shook his head.

“ Have vou looked for it?"

“ Everywhere !" groaned Lord Mauleverer,
been searching ever since I got out of bed!
made me!" Y : 3

* Quite right, too!” said Wingate. “'I've made soma
inquiries, but nobods's seen it about anywhere, I'il put a
potice on tho board that it's been lost."

“Yans." : :

[ think you must have lost it; vou are very careless with
money. 1 can't think that anybedy has taken it," said
Wingate,

@ %We jolly well know somebody's taken it!” blurted out
Bolsover major. )

Wingate looked at him sharply. :

“Indeed! If vou know something about it, Bolsover, you
must tell me, as a prefect. You say you knew somebody's
taken it. Who, then?"

Bolsover hesitated. :

“t Comae; out with it!" said Wingate impatiently.

“ Well, we know that it was in Mauleverer's jacket pocket,
snd that his jacket was in the hands of a certain party fog
ten minutes,’” said Bolsover.

“Who was that?”

*The Gander!” said Bolsover defiantly.

“What! Herr Gans?”

'

“You young ass! How dare you suggest such a thing!”
exclaime Wingate angrily. * Besides, how could
Mauleverer's jacket bo in the German master’s hands?
Don't be absurd ™

“ But we koow that it wag—'

“ Nonsense !’ : ;

“ Bogad, that's a fact, Wingato !" said Lord Mauleverer.
“ 0f courss, I know that the Gander doesn't know anything
about my banknete. That's all rot, of course!”

* Thoe Gander was licking Mauleverer in his study yester-
day,” said Bolsover major. “He tore his jecket off
bim—"
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“1 slipped out of it to get away,” corrected Mauleverer.
“Well, anvway, Gans mob the jacket,” sald Belsover;
“ang he knew the bapknote was in the pocket, of cvurse.
1t waszn't there efterwards. Thai's pretty clear ! .
“You have no right to suggest such an inlamous ininyg,
Bolsover ! said Wingate sternly., “1 have a geod mimd to
roport you to the Head !
“We all think the same,’
Bolsover's rescue,
“Then you are all eguaily stupid!
impossible '
“We all know the Gander's hard up—'
* Nongense 1 ;
“ And he can't raise the mosey to send his uncle away as
the doctor orders!” chimed in Billy Bunier triumphantiy.
“1 know that for a fact!" o
Wharton locked sharply at the fab junior. He had had
no idea that Billy Bunter was aware of that circumslance.
But there were very few things that could be kept Irom tao
knowledge of the Pecping Tom of Greyiriars, .
“ Vou cannot know anvthing of the kind, Bunter,” said
Wingate., ** Hold your foolish tongue !™

“But I do!™ howled Bunfer., *1 heard him tulking to
Dr. Billbury in the lane—" L

“ Vou were eavesdropping, von young raseal !

“(Oh, really, Wingate! ~ Certainly net! 1 bappened to
stop and te my shoelace, that was all, and 1 bheard old Filibury
say thut Muller ought to be sent to the South; and old Gans
aatd it was impossible, becapse—"

“Don't tattle to me!"" said Wingate; and he took Bunter's
fat ear between his finger and thumb, **You are a mean
little cad !’

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow! Leggo! . .

“1'Nl put the notice on the gboard.” said Wingate, “I've
no doubt the banknote will turh up soon. And, meanwhile,
1’d recommaend you not to say ':1i11;r things about Herr (rana!l
Tf the Heud got to hear of it, you'd get into trouble!™

And the Removites wenl intoe their Form-room, Billy
Bunter rubbing his car cuefully. ] 1

T'he Hemove wore in o state of suppressed excitement during

L]

said Vernon-Bmith, coming to

Such a thing is

F

morning lessons, i
Me, Quelch noticed it, though he could not guess the
cause, ‘There was a half-holiday that afternoon, and a

(GGerman lesson in the morning, the third lesson being Grerman.
Under the circumstancos, suspecting Herr Gans as they did,
the Removites felt a thrill of execitermnent when Mr, Quelch
loft them in the German master’s charge.

Herr Gans was very quict and subdued. :

The irritability of temper that had marked lam for the
past fow days seemed to have diappeared. Ho was almost
meekly patient and kind. Harty Wharton & Co. thought
they understood the reason. The Gander’s temper had
carried him away the previcus day, and he had acted cruel
and harshly; and he had repented of it, and was very mucl
on his guard agsinst such & l:hm%I happeming again,. His
really kind nature was deeply troubled by what he had done
in the anger of the moment.

But most of the fellows did not lock at it as Wharton did.
They cbserved the change in Herr Gans, and they found
other reasons for 1t. Bolsover whmpam& to Vernon-Smith
that the Gander's troubles were over now, now that he had
found the money he wanted; and 8mithy nodded assent.
Skinner suggested that the Gander was trying to make a good
umnpression on them, because he didn't want them to suspect
Lim ; and the fellows agreed with Skinner,

Herr Gans, with the sid of a chalk and a blackboard, was
Fi‘ring the ove a demonstration of the diferenca betwean
“zahlen,” to pay, and ** zahlan™ to count—a rock upon which
some of the juniors had come to grief.

Leaving the juniors to feast their oyes upon those cheery
verbs on the blackboard, the German master went back o
the Form-master's desk fof a book; and the momont hia back
was turned, Vernon-Smith whipped out of the class, wiped
the verbs off with a brush of his sleeve, and scrawled & now
verb in their place.

In a few seconds he was buack in his place, cool as a
cucumber. ;

The Remove gasped as they looked at what ho had weitten.
In large letters the word “STEHLEN'" stared from the
board—stehlen, to stoal!

Herr Ggns turned back from the desk, with the book in his
hand, without o suspicion, Ho heard s ripple of laughter

through the class.
“Mow ve vill go on mit tat verb,” he said, opening the
bBool: . “ Ve vill take first “ zahlen,' vich is, so to say, pay.”

Then Herr Gans's eyes fell upon the blackboard.

Ha stared at it blankly,

* Main Gott!"”" he murmured.

The juniors looked at him with breathless eagerncas,

Surely, if Herr Gans had stolen Lord Mauleverer's banks

[ 1] F (7]
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note, finding of that word on the blackboard should have
brought a Alush of guilt to his plump checks.

But it did not.
The German master seemod simply astonished,

“ Bomevun have change te vord here!™ he exclaimed.
“Who has altered val I have writlen on te plackbonrd ¥°

There was no reply. Herr Gans frowned, and he scemed
upon the verge of an outburst of temper; but he controlled
binsclf,

" Very well,"” he said. "1 did not sce who did dis, and [
Bay notings!"

And he took up the duster and rubbed out the *f stehlen,”
and started again with “zahlen'” and * zahlen.” _Tfl-a
Removites felt vaguely disappointed. Surely that reminder
on the blackbooard ought to have touched the German master
on the raw.  Very likely, as they cousidered, he had Maul-
{:wmr'i banknote tucked away in his pocket at that very
FAOITIeTE,

The word *‘ steblen” surreptitiously written on the black-
board ought to have given him a hint that he was suspected ;
but apparently 1t hadn't.

“ He's got a jolly good nerve,"” Vernon-Smith muttered to
B]iﬂmve-r major, "or else he hasn’t taken the banknote atg
a Lk ]

“Oh, ho's taken it right enough

“Tell vyou what,”” murmured %k
he a seen it !’

“0Oh, good "

Herr (Gans's eyes travelled towards them.

" You talk mit yourselves, mein poys,”’ he observed mildly.
" Tat 15 not right.  Please tat yvou keep arder in the class !’

“If you please, sir, I want to ask you something,” said
Bolsover, standing up.

“Shut up, you aszs!” murmured Bob Cherry.

itolsover major did not heed. Hea remained standing, with
his eyesz hxed coolly upon the German master’s face.

“ Ferey vell, Bolsover., Vat isit?’
“Lord Mauleverer has lost some money, sir—a bank-
nolo :

“ Tat i3 notings to do mit me, Folsover.
tat to your Form-master,’”” said Herr Gans.
te Cherman, please ™™

* But, sir, we thought you might have scen it,”
“I have not seen him.”'

“ It was a banknote for fifty pounds, siv.'”” :

“Indeed! It was ferry wrong of you to be =o carcless mit
gy large a sum of money, Meuleverer ' said Herr Gaons
severcly.

* Yaas, sir,”

‘It was lost in your study, sir,” said Bolsover, fairly making
the plunge, as he had not succeeded in * drawing ™ tho
Cander so far.

Horr (Gans gave a stark.

*Vat! Vat is tat you say, Polsover ¥ i

Golsover paled a little, and his heart beat- hard. But it
waus too Jate to retreat now, and he had a kind of bulldog
pluck that kept him on.  Iie meant to show the other fellows
that he wasn't afraid of Herr (ans, anyway. Besides, he
wasn't acousing him; he waa only stating facts.

" You yanked off Mauly's jacket yesterday, sir,” said Bol-
sover, as coolly as he could, but with a slight tremor in his
voice.  ““The jucket stayed in your study. The banknote
w.s in the pocket. When Mauly lovked for it alterwards, it
warn't there.

“Ach!™ <

* We—we thought it might have fallen out in your study,
T:r,l and you might have seen it said Bolscver, faltering a
ihtle,

liv dared not put it more plainly than that. Every eye
in the Rlemove was fixed upon Herr Gans's plump face,

The German master shook his head.

“No, Polsover; I have not seen him, T tink it cannob
have fallen dere, pecause te housemaid have done my study
dis morning, and she would have found tat panknote if it had
been dere, But she say notings.™

“ But it can’t be found, =ir.)’

“I am sorry; but you should be more gareful, Mauleverer,
Va vill now go on mit te lesson,” said Herr.(zans,

“ But, sir—"" sad Bolsover.

“ Tat iz coough, Polsover!  Bay no more! Toke your scat

mit you !
ligleover major zat down. He was defeated. It had
that the Gander would

eopmed to bhim an absolute certaint ]
show some signs of guilt; but he had never turned a bhair.
And for the rest of the lesson, oo, he was gquite calm and ¢om-
wesedd : and when he dismizsed the Remove, he bade them a
}{ind good-marning.

But the impresson of the Remove fellows was that he was
a clever aetor, and that the £50 banknoto was in his pecket all
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bolsover Takes the Lead!

“ Y OMETHING ought to be done [

Thus Bolsgver major, )

Bolsover—pozsibly becaunze his palms were still a

littie sore—felt that it was up to him to take the lead

in the matter.  Harry Wharton, the captain of the Romove,
said Hatly that he wouldn't have anything to do with getting
at the German master. He didn't beliove that Herr Gana
had pilfered Mavleverer’s pocket, and there was an end
of it.

Vernon-Bmith believed with Bolsover, but he wna pot
anxions to make himself conspitucus in the matter. He
had got into severe trouble over his last rub with the German
master, and he did not want to repeat the expericnce.
iolsaver major therefore felt that it wus up to him, and ho
threw hunself into the brepch, ns it were, And the Hemove
were quite willing to back up Bolsover major in very mearly
anything. They hud suffered at the hands of the German
master, and they wero eager for a chancs to get their own
buck, us they expressed it.

So when Bolsover major stated to o crewd of fellows in the
Close that something had to be done, thera was a general
chorus of approval:

* Hear, hear!”

“Go it, Bolsover 1"

“We all know that the Gander goea over to Pegp every
afternoon now,'" said Bolsover major, * This time he’ll take
the bunknote with him, That means that it will bo gone for
good, and we shu’n’t be able to prove it against him 1™

" There's the number!” suggested Morgan.

_ “Mauly doesn't know the number, like the silly ass that he
ia! If he bod the brains of a bunny rabbit, he'd take the
number of a note; but he hasn’c 1™

“Oh, really, you know "' murmured Lord Maulevercr.

“ But the number can be found out,”” suid Harry Wharton.
“They always keep the numbers of notes at the banks, I
beliove. You can get the number, Mauly."

“Can't !

“Why not?" demanded saveral voices,

* Not going to make a fuss. It's my odn fault T lost it,
and I'm going to stand it."

* 0h, that's all rol 1" gaid Vornon-Bmith. * If semchody's
teken vour banknote he ought to be shown up and maude to
hand it baclk.”

Another shake of the head,

“ Look here, Mauly, that's right encugh,” said Hazs
Wharten. ** If it's stolen, the thief ought not to be aﬂuwg
to keep it, though you dul place temptation in his way by
being so careless. But the number ought to be given to
the police if the note izn't found."

** IRats !

“ Well, if Mayleverer won't move in the matter, we must 1™
exclaimed Bolsover major. ' I believe he feels sure that
the Gander's got it, and doesn’t want to make a fuss because
af getting Gans into a row.”

Lord Mauleverer walked away,

“We don't want a thief here. as German master, or as
any¥tiing else,’’ said Bolsover major. “ I vote that we make
the Gander hand the banknote over before he has a chance
of taking it away from the school. If Mauleverer's not going
to publish the number, he will be quite safe as soon as he's
passcd ik’"

“ But how are we going to make him shell out?” asked
Bulstrode. I believe he's got it, but we can't collar him
and search him in the Cloze.™

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

““Well, something ought to be done,” said Bolsover.

“ You do it,”" suggested Bnoop. * We'll all stand round
and watch you.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

“T"'m not afraid to take the lead, if vou frliows will back
me up,” zaid Bolsover angrily. ““I'm fed up with the
Gander, and T want to sec him get it in the neck. Whether
we get the ffty quid back or net, I'm geing to show him
u 1!:'

e MMoar, hear I i

“He'll be coming out soon, and I'm going to have some-
thing ready for him,” said Bolsaver. )

Bolsover was busy for the next ten minutes, cagerly aided
by a vrowd of Remove fellows, The result was seen when
Herr Gans came out, .

The (Rerman master had his coat and hat on, and his cane
in hiz hand. He was evidently going on his uzual alternoon
walk to Pegg, where his uncle lived. As he came down
from the School House towards the gates n peculiar sight
met his eyes. A strip of canvas was fastened to fwo sticks
stuck upright in the ground in the form of & banner. :"nil_;
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hpon the faded old canvas words were daubad in large black
letters in capitals by a heavy hand wiclding a brush:
“LOST IN GERMANY !
ASQUID BANKNQTE!
FINDING'S KEEPINGS!
P E.—-HONESTY I8 THE BIEST POLICY "

Herr Gans stopped and looked at that peculiar banner and
the sigoificant legend it bora,

His expression at {irst was simply of amazement.

Apparently he did not understand.

Eut the juniors, wat{:hinF him from a distance, saw the
look on his plump faec slowly change,

The allusion to Germany and “‘finding’s keepings ™ could
not fail to strike Herr Gans, and to maks him understand
what the words were intended to conver.

His face became very red, and then gquite palae.

* Mein Gotk " he muattered,

“ He's beginning to cotton to it,” murmured Bolsover
major, who was watching the German master with three or
four other fellows.

“He ought to have eottoned to it before this,” said
Vernon-8nuth.  ** Anyway, he can’t pretend now that he
doesn’t know what we think.™

“ Rather not !’

Herr Gans remained for several moments staring hard at
the inscription on the flaunting canvas. Then g{: turned

H’rﬂnd and strode towards the School House.

Hallo! Where's he going now?" exclaimed Belsover
majar.

* Going to the Head, perhaps.”™

111 h m.}. h-ﬂt !11‘

“ He can’t do anything else,” said Vernon-8mith, “ He's
practically accused of stealing the banknote, and he must
ﬁtfk the IHead to inguirs into it, or else confess that he did
I rr

“ Don't want the Head dragged into it, all the same,”
said Skinner uneasily.

Vernon-Smith chuekled.

“Too late to think of that now,” he remarked. ' Thero's
nothing to be funky sbout. We'll all stand in together and
back up Bolsover.”

“ Mind youn do,” zaid Bol:over major, who was boginning
to feel a little doubt at the idea of beineg called before the
Head. * We're all in this, of course. 'l‘hel'.r can't fog the
w!'te:r'l:‘:’ giddy Form, anyway, even # wo don't make out our
CAasa,

" Quite so. And I fancy the Gander will find it pretty
hard to answer to what wo've got to say against him,” tho
Bounder remarked,

Herr Gans had disappeared into the Schoal House,

Five minutes later he reappeared, and this time the ITead
wad with him. Dr. Locke was looking very grave and
scandalised. At the sight of the Head the juniors scattored
in_all directions. MNobody wanted to be the first follow
called before the Head.

** Look at tat, sir!” Herr Gans's voice was trembling with
:.g:t;:ﬂ.mn. “ Look, sir, at tat! Vat is it tat vou tink of

at ?

Dr. Locke gazed at the flzaunting canvas.

The frown on his brow deepened, and a gleam came into
his quiet oyes,

“ It iz outrageous, Herr Gans—ontrageous ™ he exclaimed.
*This practically accuses you of —of—"

_ 2 OF taking tat panknote,” said Herr Gans, “ Tat is vat
it means! err Dwoltor, you c¢annot tink such a thing
of ma "

“Of course not! How ¢an you ask?” said the Head
sharply. ° This iz an infamous joke, and the authors of it
shull bel severely punished. Have you any idea whao can
have written this, Herr Gans #"

I tink tat it vas someovun in te Remave,” he satd, * Tay
have been ferry mooch disrespectful for some dime. I tink
tat 1t vas te HEemove."

" The Remove shall be assemblod at onee and goestioned,™
snid Dr. Locke. ** You nood not fear but that stern justice
will ba done upon the young rascal who has insulted you,
Herr Gans."

“1 tank you, sic.”

And the Head, returning into the House, immediately
gave orders for the Bemove to be aszembled in their Form-
TOOIN.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Head Takes a Hand!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were on the junior football
ground.
They” were playing a Form mateh with the Upper
Fourth that afterncon, and the mateh was about to
start, when Loder, the preﬁﬂ, came down to the ground
and shouted to them :
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“ Al Remove kids wanted indoors 1™

“ Oh, rot I exclaimed Bob Cherry.
for? Isn't it a blessed half-holiday !

“The rotiulness iz terrific, my estcemed Loder,” aaid
Hurren Jamset Bam Singh. ™ ‘r{'n are aboutfully to play
the csteemed game.”

“What's the matter, Loder?"

* Look here——""

‘Go into the Form-room at once!” rapped out Loder.
" Head's orders.  You'll get into trouble if you don’t turn
up.

“ Oh, rotten ™

The prefeet turned and stalked away, and the Remove
footballers exchanged dismayed glances. There was evi-
dently no help for . The Head’s orders had to be obeyed,
football ar no fosthall.

“ I suppose we've got to go,”’ said Bob Cherry angrily.

" I suppose =0,"" sald Wharton, biting his lp.  ** I suppose
it's spmething or other to do with Dolsover's silly rot.
You'll have to excuse us, Temple. We'll get back as soon
asz we can'

Temple, the captain of the Fourth, nodded genially.

“That's all right,”” he said. * You can't help it. We'll
wait for you.”

And the fogtballers put on their coats over their football
clothes, and started for the School Howse.  Roemovites, eallod
tozether by the prefects, were coming in from all sides.

Coker of the Filth was in the doorway when the Famoua
Five came in, and he gave them a sympathetie grin,

“Looks like a squall,” he said. “The Heod's in your
Form-room, and- he's looking awfully ratty. What have you
boen up o7

“ Snuff 17 said Bolsover major.
ot as o thief "

Coker whistled.

“That sounds to me like piffic,' he said. * But you'll
want heaps of proof if you're going to tell that to the Head.
I wizh von luck '

The Removites crowded into their Forme-room. Wingate
of the Sixth was there, and he saw to it that the while
Form camp in.

De. Locke, Mr. Quelch, and Herr Gans were in the room.
The two former were locking grave and severe, bub the
German master looked more distressed than anything else,
The discovery of the estimabtion in which he waa held in
the Bemove gad come a3 8 heavy blow to him.

The Removites skood 1in a body facing the Head., They looksd
vory serious too. All of them felt that it was a eriticl
moment. Even the fellows who had not been associated
with Perey Bolsover in his scheme felt bound to stand by
him. It was the Lower Fourth against the German master,
and it meant serious trouble for semebody.

“ Now, my boys,” said the Head, in a deep, stern voies,
“ I understand that some of vou have made a wicked accusa-
tion against Herr Gansg, a gentleman whom I respect and
esteem very highly. I eail upon the boy whe wrote that
insulting notice in the Cloze to stand forward !™

Mo one stirred,

“I think it was & boy in the Remove," continued the
Head., * If, hawever, it should prove nst to be so, T shall
question the other Forms in turn, As you do not answer,
I will ask yon the gquestion individually. T commence with
{t:lu. ‘Wharton, as you are head boy of the Form, not because

think you would be guilty of such impertinence and bad
taste. Do you krow anything about this matter?" .

Harry Wharton east an expressive lock at Belsover major.
Bolsover had taken the lead of his own accord. and he had
i'u:::t that netice up in the Close without even Wharton's know-
e,

E% was evidently Bolsover's place to reply to the Head, The
burly Remeovite understood 7I”:ﬁ'ha.-rt-r:n’s lock: and he under
stood, tep, the murmur from bhe Porm, His heart bealt a
little faster, but he did not shrink from the ordeal.

“Tf vou please, sir,” he said. “ T can answer beiter than
Wharton. I know all about it.”

Y Good old Bolsaver " murmured several voicea

““ Bilonée I zaid the Head. ** If you know anything about
this matter, Bolsover, pray tell me immodiately ™

“Yes, gsir. I'm gpoaking for the whoie Form, not for my-
self. We all think the same about it,” zaid Bolsover, with a
defiant glance at Wharton.

Wharton remained troubled and zilent. He dild not think
the zame as Bolsaver; but be could not disclaim it now with.
out appearing to desert the other fellows in a critical moment.
o was doubtful on the subject—bat to s1y s0 now would be
to look as if he were trying o get ond of danger.  So he held
hiz peace, though his mind was troubled.

(o on, Bolsover,"

" Lord Mauleverer's lost a banknote for ffty pounds, sie
He left his jacket in Herr Gans's study with the henknote in
the pocket. Afterwards he looked for it, and it was gene. We
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think that Herr Gans ought to know what’s happenced to it
Az we happen to know that Herr Gans iz hard up now, and
wanfs moncy to send his sick uncle away——""

“ ¥ou have no right to know anything wbout Herr Gans's
private affairs, Bolsover, and I forbid you to say a word on
that topic. The matter of the banknote must be thoroughly
investigated—not because I think there is any foundation for
our foolish suspicion, but in order thorpughly te clear Herr

ang's name.™

* Tank- you, sir!™ murmured the German master, in a
broken voica,

* Btand ferward, Lord Maulovercr I'

The schoolboy carl came reluctantly forward. Very gladly
he would have seen the whole matter dropped. even at the
cosk of saying good-bye for ever to his fifty-pound banknote.
But the matter was out of his hands now.

“ You had o banknote for filty pounds, Mauleverer? I will
not remark new upon the folly of having so much money in

Four possession. You have lost it
“ Yaas, sir™
“ Is Bolsover's statoment correct i'2
“ Yaas"

* Why did you leave your jacket in Herr Gans's study?
Surely that was a most unusual and extracrdinary procesd-
ing 7" the Head exclaimed.

ere wid a hush in the Form-reowr, A pin might have
been heard to drop, Never had there been a better oppor-
tumity of * downing ™ the Dutchman, as the juniors expressed
it. That terrible thrashing Lord Mauleverer had received
would nefer have been approved of bﬂ the Head, If Lord
Mauvleverer had related Exar:t'lf.r- what had oecurred in Herr
Gans's study, the situation would have been extremely painful
for the German. - Herr Gans realised it, and a flush came into
his face. He was at ihe mercy of the junior whom he had
thrashed so unmereifully. .

Ezpectant looks were exchanged by Bolsover & Co.  The
obnoxious Gunder was going to get it in the neck at last.

Lord Mauleverer understood well encugh what was expected
of hirn. But he had not the slightest intention of gratifying
Bolsover and Dunter and the rest by making matters un-
pleasant for the German master.

A slight smile came over his cool, calm fuce as he noted
the breathless hush with which his reply was awaited by the
JURnGrs.

“I1 had slip out of my jacket, sir,” he said

" And why ?"" asked the iilem].

“ To clear off, siv. I had failed to do my lines, and Herr
(Zans was going to cane me, and I drew back my hand and
he hit himself. 1 didn’t mean it, but it happened. So Herr
Gans took me by the collar, sir—and—T'm afraid it was rather
cheeky of me, and I hope Herr Gans will pardon me—I
slipped out of the jacket, sir, and ran out of the study.”

ot a word sbout the thrashing, Herr CGanz pave
Mauleverer o quick look of gratitude. There was an nugihle-
grunt from Bolsover major,

# Oh, man ! murmured Harry Wharton, delighted,

“ Very well, that is quite elear,”™ said the Head.” * And
the banknote wag in the pocket of the jacket, Mauleverer 1

“ ¥Yaas, s’

“ How long did th}igaf:kat remain in the study?"

" Bob Cherry feto it away soon afterwards, sie,™

* Did you miss the banknote immediately ¥

** No, sir; not $ill T went up into the dermitory,”

¥ How long afterwards 7

5 '%uitc three hours, sir,”

“You did not make your statement ?uite correctly,
Bolsover,” said the Head sharply, * You had the jucket on
for three hours before yvou missed the banknote from tho
pocket, Mauleverer, is it not so I

“ Yaaa, sir.”

** Nothing hasz been diseovered of the banknote since 1

“ No, sir; it scems to have vanished.”

* It's been searchod for evarywhere, sir)’’ said Bolsover
major. * The whole Form hunted everywhero for it.””

“ Mauleverer probably dropped it from his pocket some-
where,” said the Head, " It iz simply mfamous to suggest
thet it was taken out of his pocket in Herr Gang's study. 1t
appears that the jacket was also in Cherry’s hands. Do you
suggest that Cherry may have taken the banknote, while
bringimr the jacket away from Herr Gang’s study 7

“ Wha-a-at " ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“ Oh, no, sir!” said Bolsover major. ** We know jolly
well that Bob Cherry wouldn’t do anything of the sort.™

Y Quite so—I fully agrea with you. T am certain he would
not. I am squally certain that Herr Gans is incapable of a
dishonourable action. There are no srounds whatever for
even the slightest suspicion. ¥ou aay that vou speak for the
whole Form, Bolsover.”

“Yos, air!” exclaimed a dozen volces :

“Then I can only say,” exclaimed the Head, raising hia
voice, * that T am ashamed of the Lower Fourth Form of
Greyfriars! 1 had had & better opinion of you. I think you
have allowed this miserable suspicion to take root in vour
minds, simply because Herr Gans has had occasion to punish
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you lately. Dwoes every boy here agree with Bolsover.in thi
insulting suspicion? Al who repudiate him snd his words
maﬁr stand aside I

o one stood aside,

“Very well” said the Head. ™ T shall cane the wholo
Form, in the hope of impressing upon your minds the respect
due to 8 master. You will ﬁmss me in turn. boginning with
the I;u_:;ad boy. Mr. Quelch, may I trouble you for wyour
cane ¥’

Mr. Quelch handed his cane to the Head.

Tt dismayed Remove marched past, led by Harry
Wharton, It was specially hard on Harry, as he was quite
against Bolsover in the matter. But at such a2 moment he
felt that he could not speak out and desert the rest, and his
chums locked at the matter in the same lizht. Every boy
in the Form was caned, as he passed thoe Head; and tha
Remove filed out of the Farm-room with much groaning and
prunting and wringing of hands,

rb—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprising Discovery!

EMPLE, Dabney, & Co., of the Fourth Form, enjoved
an unexpected triumph that afterncon.  "They beat
the Remove in the footballmatch. The Remove

~ players, fresh from a severe caming, did not play up to
their usual form, and the Upper Fourth pulled it off by two
goals to one.  Which was a source of tremendous satisfuction
to Temple, Dabney, & Co., and of extreme iveitation to the
Hemove.

Herr Gans had gone out for his afterncon’s walk, as usual.

hen he came in, the Remove were mostly in the Close, and
th%f gave the German-naster black looks.
~ The Head's decision had not changed their convictions one
10ta.

They still firmly believed that Herr Gans was guilty, and
they were quite sure that he had disposed of the £50 buuimuta
during his afterneon’s walk., After that, there could be no
proof against him; but they were quite certain on the subject,
And they meant to let him see that they were not convineed
by the Head's process of caning them,

- Btop, thiel ! yelled a voice, as the German-master crossed
the Cloze.

Herr Gans Ewun%' round as if he had been stung.

But only a few fellows were near, und they were standing
with their backs towards him.

Herr Gahs walked on towards the honse, his face faming,

Bolsover major passed him; and az he passed, he went
through & pantomime of buttoning up his pockets. He was
not locking at Herr Gans, but he knew that Herr Gans was
looking at him. The German paused s moment, looking as
if he would spring upon the bully of the Remove: but ha
restrained himself, and paseed nto the House, '

He went slowly into his study, and lighted the gas.

Then an exclamation of rage burst from his lips.

Upon the leoking-glass were chalked the words, in large,
sprawling capitals ;

-“ WHERE'S THAT BANKNOTE *"

" Ach " muttered Herr Gans, **Mein Gott! T tink tah
I call te Head—but what te use? T gannot drouble him all
t? time? It is shameful—but T tink tat I moost stand i,
& t-*EII‘n”

IH& took a duster and wiped the inscription from- the
lass, .

He sat down in his armchair, and picked wp a2 German
newspaper from the table. As he opened it, his eyes gleamed
with anger. ; ;

Across the middle pages words were duubed in large, inky
Jetters with a brush:

“ FINDINGS KEEPINGS ™

Herr Gans hurled the paper to the fcor, and rose to hia

feet, much agitated.

¢ had hoped that the matter was finished when Dr. Locke
had caned the suspicious jumiors all round: but it seemed
that instead of being finished, it was only beginning,

He might appeal to the Head apgnin—but there would be no
means of finding cut which of the juniors had done this, The
only resourse would be to Fuqnsh the whole Form again—tha
innocent along with the culprits. Herr Gans's naturally kind
heart shrank from such a course; and he realised, toa, that
it would be useless. It would enly make the Remove mors
bitter, and his persecution would go on with more keenness
than ever. The juniors belioved him pmlty; that was ot the
bottomn of all the trouble.  And there was no way of changina
their fixed conviction on that point.

* Ach! WVat is it tat I sall do?” murmured the unhappy

2]
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(erman-mastér, as he paced to and fro in his study. Ach!
1 must go—I sall leave dis school—and yet—I connot—dore
iz anozzer I must tink of. Ach!™ .

There was a sound at hiz door, and a slip of paper was
theust under it, and then he heard rapid retreating footsteps
in the passage. : .

With a painful throb at his heart he stooped and ejmk-;d
up the paper, Ilo guessed what it was before he looked at it

“ WHERE'S THAT BANKNOTE

The writing was serawled with a brush in capitals, and
there was no clue whatever to the identity of the writer
Herr Gans opened the study door and looked out inte the
pussage, but the passage was empty. —

IJe closed the door and went back lheavily into the study.
There was o deep despondency, more than anger, in his face.
‘For some time he paced tho study in silence. Then thero
came a sudden tap at the door.

“ Gum in!"” said the Gander. .

The doar opened and Harry Wharton stepped in.  Herr
Gans Iooked at him grimly. He supposed. 16 meant some
new move in his persecution.

“ Exeuse me, sir,'" said Harry respectfully. “If T may
Bpeak e
ot You vant to eall your master a tief. or to ask vers is tab
pankoote, am’t ib, pefore?’ suid the German-master bitterly.

“MNo, sir. I want to tell you that I, and a good many
othdr fellows in the Remove, don’t believe o word against
you, sir!"”" zaid Wharton steadily. :

Herr Gans started, and looked at him curtously.

“ Vo mean tat, Viaerton?

“Yea, air. We don't know what's become of the bank-
note, but we know vou wounldn't touch it [ wanted to tell
you that, sir!”

The German-master’s evelashes were woet.

*Tank vou, mein poy!" he said, mn o moved voice. 1
am forry plad to hear you say tat. Yet vy did you not sny
so ven te Mead speak mit you?"

“ We couldn't seem to be going back on Bolsover and the
reet, sir, 50 we held our tongues, But a good many of us
boelieve in you, and I think the others will come round in
gime, sir. I'm very sorry this has happened.”

“Tunk you, Vharten. You vas o goot poy!"

And Wharton left the study, feeling casier in hia mind.
e had thouwsht the matter over very carcfully, and upon tho
whole, he could not find it in his heart to belicve that Herr
Gans was a thief. There was no more evidence against
him than azainst Bob Cherry, [or that matter—and the idea
that Bob could have taken the hanknote was too absurd
to bo discussed. Why, therefore, suszpect the German? To
suspect him of stealing beeause he-had given impositions
and canings was illogical. Unfortunately, Wharton and his
chums were alone in their opinion—but Harry felt that ik waa
due to the unfortunato Gander to let him know that he was
atill respeeted by some. And he would have been still moro

lad of lis visit fo the German-master’s study if he had

nown how much comfort his loyal assurance had brought
to the sorcly-tricd master

Wharton returncd to No. 1 Study in the Remove, The
Co. were there, and tea was rund{. 1w fre Barned brightly,
and the study looked very cheerful, with the table gleaming
with ceockery—mostly of very old patterns—and a partiully-
‘tlean tablecloth. 1

“Ten's ready!” said Nugent.

“ Have you scen the

Gander?”

Wharton nedded.

“ Good! Can't help feeling sorry for the poor beast ! suid
Johnny Bull. * I can't believe he had the banknote—though

ikt

he gave me two hundred lines!

“ That's 8 good enourh reason for Dolsover, with a caning
thrown in!" grinned Nugent.

* Bolsover's an ass!”

“ The ass-fulness of the estcemed DBolaover iz tervific !’

“iThanka!" said & volee ot the door, and Bolsover major
looked it, with a sarcastic sniff. " The same to you, and
many of them, you checky nigger!”

“1 did not intend my esteemed remark for your long and
ludicrous oars, my worthy Bolsover: but I am willing to
repeat it earfully ™' said Hurree Singh politely.

‘I didn't come here to row with vou, you inky ass!”

rowled Bolaover. “Look here, Wharton, I think

auloverer ought to be made to get the npumber of that
note, and hend it over to the police for inguiry. ~ It's the
only way of showing the Gander up!”

*1 don't believe the Gander's guilty.”

“Oh, rats! You know he is as well as T do. I suppose
that means that- you're funking taking a share in ragging

1mnt.
Harry Wharton Aushed.
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“ T'm cortainly not going to take a hand in ragging him!”
he exclaimed. * Let the man alone.  There's no proof
ngainst hitn. You know what a carcless ass Mauleverer is
with money. HMe may have shoved the note anywhere.”

“odiuff ! Wo know the Gander had it, and I believe he's
parted with it now. If the police had the number, they cnulfd
trace it to him, and he would be arrcated. That would
pay him out for all he’s done lately,”

“0h, rats!” )

“Well, I' try my hand with Mauleverer ;

*Thanks, my dear fellow!"” vawped [ord Mauleverer, as
he came inde the study. T believe [ remember your asking
me to tea, Whartont”

“Vog™ said IMarryv, lavghing, **and tea’s ready. Come
in!™

“ Look here, Mauleverer! " exclaimed Bolsover, in his
most bullying tone. * You can get the number of that note,
can't vou?"

“Yaas,"

“1 want it handed to the police, s0 that Herr Gans can
be zshown up and collarcd.  We want to see him got the order
of thoe push 1" ) !

“ But' he didn't take the note, dear boy !

“ You know he did!" roared Bolsover.

Lord Mauleverer shook his head gently.

Y Wot at all, Dolsover. On the other hand, I know he
didn’t "’

* Bosh 1"

*You see, my dear fellow—" . ]

“1 sce vou want to shicld that roften thicl, you silly
chump 1" roared Tolsover, exasperated “ And I see that
vou're jolly well not going to do 1t. Tl got the number
af thut note myself, soinchow, and let the police know thak
it haz been stolen!”

“Bat it hazo't been stolen, my dear fellow '

“ 1t has—you know it has—"" wvelled Bolsover.

* Quite s mstake, denr byy—=—"'

“ Mauleverer?' Harry Wharten caught the achoolboy earl
ecagerly by the shoulder. * Mauly, old man, do you mean
vou've found out what's becomme of the Blby-pound note?”

Trovd Mauleverer nodded cheerfulls.

Wi YE-IL!-E-”

" My only hat!"

“I was gpoing to tell you fellows about it when Bolsover
interrnpted ane,” said Lord Mouleverer neghgoently. * Let
Bolsover lhmsh first, as he apcomsz rathor in a hurry fo say
his say. T don’t mind a bit!”

Y Fathead ' roared Dob Cherry.
n{!f.l‘_-'.’”

“ Not all of it!™

“ Part of it, do you mean?"' exclaimed Wharton.

&k Eﬂ.aﬂu“

** Has it been changed?”

1F:q"].1:|

“Then how can vou have found part of i, if it hasn't been
changed ™

“* Look at that, my dear fellows!™

l.ord Mauleverer fumbled in his pocket, and drew forth a

LA

“Have you found (ho

scrap of burnt-edged paper, and laid it on the tahla. The
juniors gazed at it It was an cighth or ninth part of a
Bank of England note—and the rest, cvidently, had beon

burned away. Dut 1t was still possible to distinguish the
amount and part of the number. The juniors gazed at it
and then turned their eyca t(l{pun Lord Mauleverer, who was
amiling cheorfully a3 he sat down to ten.

** Mauly, vou fathead—""

“ Yuas,"” said Lord Mauleverer.
dear boy 1™ _

““ How did the note get like this?’

* ot burnt!'

“1 can see that, [athead!' roared Wharton.
burn it.—h':.r accidont '

-||f hraasql

“And how, you babbling, frabjous, burbling lunatic?"’

“ Quite inadvertently, dear boy—you sce, [ uvacd & for &
light I"" said Lord Mauleverer calmly. ¥ Thanks! I taks
both milk and sugar!”

" Pass the jam, Johnny,

* Did you

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Lord Maucieverer is Fined:®

4 ——Aﬂ—it ILIEHT i hI;}WIl!di the junéc-::éshn :
A light, you chump!” rosare SOVEr major.
Lord Mauleverer nodded, as he stirred his tcla_
" Yaas. Queer, ain't it? I should never have
Euessed it, either, only Trotter found that bit. You seo,
¢ was taking my cosl-scutile to refill it, because I want a
fira in my study this evening, and he apotted that bit of
banknote among the coals. 8’8 heard about a banknota
““THE PENNY PDPULAR ™
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Foing missing, so he brought it io me at once. Vory
Ehﬂujglntful of Trotter, wasn't it, don't vou think? I tipped
"
“ Yaou==you frightful ds5 1" casped Harry Wharton, * You
used a fifty-pound banknote for a pipelight [

“ Not intentionally, dear bhoy!" said Lord Maulevercr
chidingly., “ That would be g‘lﬂﬂﬂ}' extravagance-—quits
suituble for an Amevican millionaire, but har Iy m pood
taste. But you see, it was dark in my study last evening,
and I was a bit upset by the licking Here Gans had given
me—and then Bunter was bothering me, ton. 1 remember
_Lust how it happened. I hadn’t any matches—— Pass the
witer, will you ¥’

“Go on!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Yaas. I hadn't a.ﬂﬂ' matches, and I felt in my pocket
for an old letter to light the gas from the fire. The bank-
note was in that pocket, and somehow or other I must have
taken it out and used it for a light without noticing ik It
was dark, you know.”

+4 :'!'[r':.u ME l‘l‘"

“1 don't eee that! Any fellow might have done it!" pro-
tested Lord Mauleverer. I chucked the odd bit in tha
5?u!-s~L:utE’I~e, after lighting the gas, and, of course, didn’t see
1t agam i

" You fathead I"

T think it was jolly thoughtful of Trotter to hand ma
fhﬂt burnt bit, dor't you?' said Mauleverar admiringly.
‘Bome chaps do think of things, you know. If I get the
money back on that banknote, I shall stand Trotter a couple
of quid at leagt., I think he deserves it, don't you

“1 think you deserve to lose the money, whatever Trattor
deserves I prowled Wharton.

' 0Oh, I sha'n't lose it! I shall send this bit to my solicitor,
with an explanation, as scon as [ ¢an gob time to write. The
solicitor will be able to screw the money out of the bank, I
expeet.  That's what solicitors are for, you know," explained
Lurd Mauleverar,

“Woell, this takes the cake,” said Bolsover major, o little

shamefacedly, * It seems pretty clear that the Gander didn't
teke the banknaote, after all.”

“Yaas; doesn't it 7

" You can come and tfell a]l that to the Head,” said
Wharton, eatching Lord Maulaverer by the arm.

* Aftor fea, dear hoy.”

“Now!" roared Wharton.

“ 0Oh, begad 1™
Anmd Lord Mauleverer groaned and resigned himself to his
fate. Harry Wharton marched him directly to the Head's
sturly, where Dr. Locke listened to his explanation with a
stern brow, but with gpreat reliof.

“¥ou have been culpably careless, Maulaverer,” said the
Head; “but T am glad it has turned out =0 well. I hope
ihat the boys who have entertained such ecruel suspiciens of
Herr Gans will now have the grace to feel ashamed of them-
selves.  Wharton, kindly tell this to HHerr Gans, and then
request him fo eome to mo*’

“ Yes, air.”

And Wharton hurried to the Gander’s study.

The German master was sitting ploomily in his chair. A
bonk was open on his knees, but he waz not reading. His
look showed that he was plunged into the deepest dejection.
He started as Harry Wharton burst into the study excitedly.

“It's all right, sir!I"" pasped Wharton,

Herr Gans rose quickly to his feet.

“Vat! Vat do you mean, memn poy "

* The banknote’s found, sie”

HoAch "

“Tell him about it, Mauly, vou silly a=ss 1

“ PBogad! How many more times have I got to go over
it*" Lord Mauleverer demanded warmly. *“You tell him,
and T'll sit down for a hit. , ow 1"

“Tell hin, you fathead !" said Harry, shaking the noble
Removite vielenthy.

“Ow! Oh, all right! Chuoek it!"
And for the third time Leord Mauleverer told hiz story.
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Herr Gans listened, with relief and satizlaction growing in
his plump face.

“Ach! DBut I am glad!” he samid., *I tink tat ie poys
will bo sorry now tat dey have suspect me. I not bears
malice; I say nothings no move., Maulevercr, you are vun
ferry careless young donkey !"

“Yaas, sir.”

And Herr Gans went to the Head's study. Dr. Locke
shook hands with him warmly as he came in, a sign of relief
and satisfaction that went straight to the simple heart of the
German.

“ Fortunately, the missing banknote has come to light,”
said the Head. * That foolish and wicked suspicion will die
a natural death now, Herr Gans., But there i3 another
matter I wish to speak to you about. I must ask you to
excuse me for touching upon your privete affairs. A cerlain
reference to you was made. May I ask you if it is 4 fact
that you necd a sum of money, 1n order ta be able to szend
%’qurﬂai.{:k relative to a milder elimate? BSpeak to me as a
riend.

The German master flushed, -

“ It is drue, sir,"” he faltered.

1 wigh you had spoken to me, Herr Gans. It would have
been « pleasure to come to your aid in such a case.”

“* But, sir, 1 could not aceept—iat would be impossiblo—e-

“¥ou could accept a year's advance on your salary, Herr
Gans, without any undus fecling of obligation,” said the

Head kindly.

“0Oh, sir! Oh, Herr Doktor!" faltered the German
miaster.

Thers were tears in his eyes. At that kind offer, the dark
trouble that had lain long on his mind was lifted and gone,
When he left the study, afler wringing the doctor’s hand

with grateful fervour, the stout German master seemed to be
walking on air.

] ¥ L ] X ] + [ . = "

The Remove were very much taken aback,

They had not expected that discovery.

That even Lord Mawleverer would wse a Gfty-pound bank-
note to light hiz gas with, no one had thought of suspocting.

But when they knew the facts, the Eemove * played up."”
They went in o body to Herr Gans, and begped his pardon,
and the boaming German master granted it with a fu[? heart,
Oneca more the Gander and the Remove were on the best of
terms. Even Bolsover major was really sorry, and did his
besat to prove it.

Az for Lord Mauleverer, he had considered the matter at
an end when the fragment of the burnt banknote was dis-
covered, and the truth established. But ho was guite mis-
taken in so considerning. The matber was by 1o means ended.
The Removites had, as Bob Cherry expressod it, sworn a
salemn swoar that if it turned out fo be Lord Mauleverer's
fault that the Hfty-pound note was missing, he should be
bumped hard, and hned a fecd for the whele Form,

And that sentence was carried ont with unanimousz ap-
provel—unanimous, that is to say, with the solitary exception
of Lord Mauleverer,

Lord Mauvleverer ohjected strongly to the first part of the
senfence, but his objections did not make any difference.
He was bumped six times, hard; and then he paid his fire—
a tremendous fecd in the Rap for the whole Romeove, which
wis a happier ending than might have been expected to the
affair of the Afty-pound banknote.

(Next Menday's grand fong complate tale of Harry
Wharton & Co. 8 entiifed  Meld Up,” by Frank
Rifchards, Have you read the important announces-

ment an pago 287 Con't forget to tell your friends
tha great news )
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Our Grand Serial Story!

By SIDNEY DREW, Prince of Adventure Story-tellers.

™.

READ THIS FIRST.

Perrers Lord, the Iamons muolti-millionairve, i3 surrounded in his megnificent London resideaca Efa his friends Ching-Iung, B
{o.—the stalwarts of the millionaire’s famous submarine, the
there is 8 rumopr afloat that Fetrers Lord is about to start upon one of his

Gan-Waga, the Eskimo. and Proot &

© Rooner,
Abter a period of inacstioa

rd of the Deep.
illionaire bimsalf iz

pal expeditions again. Mesntime, tho

devoting all his attention to & ourionsly carved narwhal’s tosk which he has picked wp in an Esst-End curio-desler's shop. The tusk proved

to be hollow, and to contsin somse gold coins and & small wad of parchinent, which bears a sizange message from the zea.
monstors which Ferrers Lovd delermines to go in search ol

mysterions fAoating izland inhabited by siza

This $ells of &
Thurston immedintely christens ths

pheaptom island ** BIyzteria ** in advances All hands board the Lord of the Deep, and as they are steaming along one day a bank of fog shead

guddenly parts, and there, not a league away, appeats Myaleria—the weird island. . .
weeds, comes Irom the ﬂauin%iﬂand,, which alao gives forth a disagrecable odouor. - Belfore snnrise the next morning & move I3 m

0! shrivelled

A continuous booting, caused by the crac
e bo explore

Mysteris. The landing-party Hod thes island to be an eyil-smelling swamp. with Little sign ot life. They cateb a glimypss of & territying monster which
i & black lake, and then Barry oreates a diversiom by Ialling down a desp tunnel, and injuring his head. Duoring the coorse of their u:glnm-

ticns ihe party walk inko s bed of hoge apemones. Immediately they are soaked from head to foot by an inky deluge trom the plants. 8

oetly

thiz adventurs, Jimson, the parrot, is found croaking over & hugs bosh, and when Frout advances to catch his pel, he sinmbles gver the body

of 3 man whom they have never seen hafora.

millionaire, and Bupert Thurston amuss themselves by playing billiards, A
docide fo give them a few soogs. Suddenly the Eskimo breaks off with a wild yell.

The castaway iz found to be
As there is bul one tables, the inseparable Ching-Lung m:} Gan-Wags

alive, and is taken ahoard the snbmarine—when FParrers Lord, the

W Helps 1 What's do matter P QOohl Wow |7

(How go on_with the story.)

Boarded ! 5

Tho [im“u;.r door was zuddenly wrenched open, for musio
had failed to soothe a dozen savage breasts. A torrent of
missiles poured out, which the cunmng Ching.-Lung, who had
been expecting an avalanche from the forecastle, skilfully
avoided, [

The immortal Gan-Waga was not so lucky. Hard things
smots him on portiona of his anatomy that he could only
reach with difficulty. Hoame voices threatened to take his
life, and bony fists were brandished menacingly in hiz face.

“ Phwat in the name of all tha madhouses and zsoylums
iver built shall we do wid ut?’ asked Barry from DBally-
bunion.

“ Der post t'ing vas do take oodt der tongue of id, oo dat
it shall nod make der vicked noisia, aindt ud " was Herr
Schwartz's kind and loving suggestion. *‘ Dunder, I hat
mine ear-trums sblid mit der awful row alretey ™ ]

* Bailin® in hotl might teach it sense, souse me!" raid
Maddoclk. * Shall us boil it in hoil 7"

“ Tiw o shot to ias "ind legs, by hokey, and then sling it
overboard,” said the steersman. *“Let it be a mermaid,
and sing at the bottcm of the sea  T've “eard tell as mer-
maids sing. Let’s make a mermaid hon ham.™

Hands that gripped like vices clutched the woear
and hustled him away to the deck. Laghts were
the standards,

“ Are you going to drown him wi'out a trizl?” asked Joe.

* Did you 'ear him, souse me?" asked Maddock,

Joo admitted that he had not had that swpreme bliss’ and
rapture, e

W If wou 'ad, spuse me, you wouldn't talk about trials,”™
growled tho bo'sun. ** Where's that 'cre shot?"”

With a great pretence of banging and bumping, a round
objeet was rolled across the deck.

* Right I"* eaid Prout. * One—two—go
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“Chingy! Iolpses!" sghrieked Gan. i

ﬂﬂ shot over the reil and splashed heavily into the chilly
WHLET.

“Now sing, you woully himbecile!"” howled Prout.

Az Gan rose to the surfsce, Ching-Lung, having divested
himself of his blouse and trousers, slipped thrﬁuih the port-

hole, and sank silently into the sea. A fow strokea brought
him to the Eskimo's eide.

“ Chingy !

“You bet it is, Eskimoses,' esid Ching-Lung. “Ha, ha,

ha! They want us to sing, so we'll sing. T'll start, kiddy,
and you do evorything bar breaking a blood vessel” :

The next mement, ss the grinming men were peering nto
tho gloom, a voice warbled:

“{ld Fom Prout 13 & bat-cared lout,
O'Beooney's an Irnsh chump,

Silly Maddeck's 2 mould ﬁa.ddurk,
And Joe is a sawdusty f'ump.”

And then Gan chimed in with the chorue of an Bskimo
war-song. When Gan-Waga chose to sing in his native
tongue the listeners were always seized by one supréme
longing—an overwhelming desire to craw) away and die. The
men on deck turned pale and faint as the woird notes came
thunderously across the placid water. Then they Hed,
moaning, to hide themselves, ]

4 ﬁl o aboard now before we get our feet web,” eaid
Ching-Lung. “ I think they've gone away to see what timo
it is, don't you? Choke it off at the top, Gan dear, "cos I'm
not feeling very well. Youw've got u sweet voico, but it wants
training—the same way they train creepers and t.h_mgﬁ Wp i
wall, w.th bits of rag and tin-tacks. t's look if they'vo
all got away. There may be a few dead 'uns lying about.™

Gan-Wags gigeled joyously as they ecrambled on deck.
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*1 shifteds dem butterfule, hunk, Chingy!"

“You absolutely pushed ‘em off the face of the ecarth
You're a sceond Admiral Sago—1 mean Togo. Hailo! Dy
the styile of the whiskers that locks like Tommy Prout on
the conning tower. Can it be Prout? Ah now that I pee
its feet, T know it-must be Tommy Prout. There's only one

full set of fect cn carth like his, I'm happy to etata.  Hew
do you do when you don't, Thomas 7
“* Whats cheers, ugly faces!™ Sip(-.:l Gan-Waga. **How

yo' wasn't when yo' arcs, hunk ?

‘' Evenin', sir!
a{fably.

“On the contrary, we have been hanging out to dry. We
came up here because it was ‘raming so heavily helow.
Permit me to introduce you to my friend Duke Eskimosea
doe Wagtail. Posh-bah!  ¥ou mustnt shake hands! It's
the habit in.the country he comes from for gentlemen to kiss.
If you kiss him, he'll very likely confer upon you the order
of the Purple Pig and Pink Polony, on't be bashful,
Tommy "

Ching-Lung trod gently on Gan-Waga's toe,

“ By hokey, I'd sooner kiss o crocodile,” said Prout, scent-
irg no danger, :

The prince’s foot shot out across Prout’s ankle, and his
elbow did the rest. He plunged forward into Gan-Waga's
warery arms.  Gan hugged lim onee, and once was goite
euflicient to ecak him to the skin, Then Ching-Lung and the
E:kimo went down the ladder as if they had a legion of
firnds behind them.

“Am't it funny how dey alls falls in loves wid me, and
wants to kisses mo " gurgled Gan-Waga when they were safe
and secure in the swimming-bath. [ must be butterfuls,
bunk, Chingy.” _

“You're a vision of beauty, sonny—a dream of loveliness.
Tommy didn't expect that, but he got it all the same. As
I've told you before, we shall end our days in the workhouse
—we give 80 much away. ITo, ha!”

There was a knock at the door.

“You're wanted, sir,” said the woice of Joo.

“Thank you; I've had some,” began ﬂ‘:-.ing-]’nmr‘.;, think-
ing it u ruse. " We had some for tea and sup—

“IHelp! Tumble uwp! We're being boarded! Help!
Tembla un !*'

Even through the massive door they could hear Prout's
tremendous veice. A rattle of frearms drowned it. This
was no ruse. Ching-Lung tore open the door. A body camae
thudding down the ladder, footsteps rattled on the stecl deck
und hoarse, exultant ghouts startled the air,

An Infallible Methed of Geiting Rid of Unwelcome Guests,

The man who lay on the floor after a precipitate descent
down tho ladder was Prout. Even in the wild excitement
of the moment Ching-Lung found time to glance at the burly
form. The prince was unarmed and astounded, but he leapt
over the etecrsman without hesitation, and made a dash for
the deck, He did not sudeeed in chimbing a third of the
rungs. To his consternation, he encountered the muzele of o
vifle, and he leapt back hastily.

“ Keep where you are!” thundered a voice that was
strangely familiar. " Bhut that door up, and then it don't
matter 3 rap if they sink her or not. We've got the drop on
the dogs! We can pile their carcases tem feet high if they
try to rush the ladder! Don't be afraid of shooting. Let
O B Sumster, it's Red Nob, or his gh i e

“ By Jupiter, it's ob, or his ghost ! g “hing-
Lung. ' Stand clear, Maddock, you fool! Don't get in the
line of fre!"

Seiving the prostrate Prowt by the heels, - Ching-Lun
dragged him aside. By this time the whole ship was alarmed,
but it was alarm without confusion. Armed sailors choked
the corrtdors. : :

* Bouse me, this ‘ere is a nice how-d've-do!” snid the
bewildered bo'sun.  * This "ere is & ‘alf-’oliday.”

Ferrers Lord walked swiftly aft, holding a smoking cigar-
otte botween his fingers. Shufling noses and hoaree whisper-
ings came from the conning-tower above,

" Well 7

“It's anything bug that,” said Ching-Lung ruefully, * Red
Nob has stolen a march on ws. I don't know how many of
his handsome friends he's brought with him, but I'd swear
to his voice. He'a up there, and we are down here. There's
a difference, and we seem to have the worst half of it.”

“Oi shud say ut was the worrst three-quarthers,” growled
Darry O’'Rooney savagely.

The millionaire pointed to Prout. Four men stepped for-
ward and carricd the scnseless steersman away., 5Still the
chufliings and whisperings went on. Ching-Lung met the
millionaire’s glance, but could not fathom its meaming. It
s impmih?ﬂ to tell whether the millionaire was angry
or slightly amused.” He put the cigarette between his lips,
and puffed at it thoughtfully.

“I did not exoect visitors,” he said. * And they have

le bad "nough patrocity !"*
Been bathin® [ see,’” said the steersman
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shut themselves in. VYour fricnd has a eertain amount of
dash that inakes one respect him. He alse appears to possces
the croam of the situation.”

* He does, the brute!” sald Ching-Lung. “If T had hold
of him, he'd find that cream precious gopr.’® .

Ferrers' Lord shrugged his shoulders and gave a swift lock
at the expectant f{uces. Faber was in control of the
machinery. Only two men cpuld scale the ladder abreast, !:rul:
to attempt an assanlt would entail & great sacrifice of life,
and would probably fail. There was another way of gaining
the deck, but they would be no better off, the glass of, the
conning-tower beipg bullet-proof. Tt was equally plain
the enermy had no chanece of descending. So far, the odde
were'pranti-:ally the sdme on either side, with ohe point in
Faber’s favour—that he could leave the submarine whenever
he chose, for he must possess a cralt of some kind.

“The situation, Ching,” said Ferrers Lord, breaking the
brief- eilence, *1s full of possibilities.”

“{i wish Faber was filled wid bullets, Ben,” murmured
the Irishinen. “ Wudn't O luv the GHin’ job, bedad I

Suddenly Rupert Thurston, who had been indulging in &
warm bath, made a belated appearance, attired only in s
priama suit of blue silk. And at the same moment twe
weatden Jegs, stuck out at right angles, came into view on
the ladder, and a little wooden-legged man etood gripmi
and blinking and kissing hia hand in the unaccustom

hight.

E‘“Eru’ﬂ a brimstone game ! he chueckled. '’Ow are you
all? Heo, ho, ho! 'Ere's a brimstone picnic!”

He pushed back his greasy cap to scratch his shock of red
hair, and eniggered gleefully,

Y Ain't you pleased to see me? Why don't you cheer?
Ain't you goin’ to ax me te 'ave o drink my noble genta?
Why such & cold welcome? 1 might be a brimstene stranger,
60 I might. Where's your manners #°

Ferrers Lord lighted a frosh cigarette at the smowldering
stumo of the old one.

*We are delighted to esee you," said Uhing-Lung, “but,
you must remember, we are not a demonstrative raocc. Wao
are ﬁimplg.r bubbling over with suppressed joy. Forgive me.
for having stitched you up in that farpaulin, Stumpy. Try
to think that T did so out of pure affcetion. Tt wnufd have
been such o loss to civilisation if a man of your superh talents
and beauty had taken cold and died. I you want a drink,
take one.” ,

His arm ewept round, daching the eontents of a fire-bucket
over the eripple. With a epluttering shriek of rage and fear;
Stumpy made a leap for the ladder, but Maddock’s .'h._ami
graspod one of hvis wooden legs, and he went aﬁmning‘ round
like a top, to fall in a drenched heap at Thurston's feet.

“That's one the less,” =zaid Dhing-Eung. “It wouldn't
be kind if we didn’t ask him to stay.™

" Bedad,” cried the delighted Barry, smiting the bo'sun

n the back,. * yez are a dabster at collectin’ firowood, Ben,

‘@’'ll have to put that lot in the oven to dhry afore ut's
Gt to burrn, Oi'm thinkin'. Hurree 1™

“¥ou brimstone traitors ! whined the cripple. * Didn't
I come with a white fag?”

We'll "ang you wi' a white rope, souse me, if that’ll
please you,” rémarked the bo'sun.

Two men held the cripple, and silently waited for ordors
Hatred and dismay distortod the prisoner’s face. :

““Ere, I'm a—a brimstone envoy,” he croaked. *“I've
come to make terms, and I don’t corry no wespons. Fair's
fair, ain’t it? What d'yer mean? This ain't the way gents
ireats an envoy !

“It iz the way we treat rascals here !

Ferrers Lord had turned lazily. and his voice was very
clear and guiet.

“Ain’t you going to let me go, then?' enarled Stumpy,
showing his teeth,

“ Presuming 1 deeline #*°

“Then I'll tell you the brimstone truth,” blustered the
dwarf. ““I'll tell you the "ele truth, guv'nor.”

“Do it slowly, please, for T am sure you will find it a
matter of some diffienlty,” suid Ferrers Lopd,

Btumpy, soaked and bedraggled, gave a wince. He did not
like that silvery veice, or the guiel manner with which the
tall man in the dress snit regarded him. He had not much
imagination, but the millionaire’s tome reminded him forcibly
of the purring of a tiger. DBut Stumpy was not a coward,
and he felt confident that his precious comrades held the
whip-hand. The coup had been well planned and splendidly
sueceszful,

* Sneerin’ won't do no good,” he croaked. " When a brim-
stone lie suits me best, T ain't afraid of Iyin'. T don’t know
‘ow many men you've got aboard this ship, but there’s a
brimstone eight too many on ’em for any honost ship to
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carry ! Waell, "ere’s the truth, guv'nor. We're sixteen, all
told, wi' grub to last three months and encugh guns and
brimstone ammunition to last a lifetime! And you can't <o
gothin’ ! We'll amash your machinery for a start, and then
wo'll scuttle you! Can we do it—eh? Ha, ha, ha! Can we,
guv'nor "

“ Undoubtedly you can. You rather bore me when you
speak the teath. What about termsi?”

The ugly face brightened. ;

“Oh, we won't be 'ard on you!" grinned the eripple.
“'We just want landin' at some civilised port, and just a
brimstona trifle each—say, two hundred guid—to keep us
fromt starvin', We've lost our ship, you sée, and that rotten
island is beginnin' to smell of fever. If you'll do that, and
gign as you won't do us no "arm arterwards, why, we can
all be brimstone pals together !"

“To be sure we can!” aaid Ferrers Lord, the ghost of a
smile on his face. * That iz a brilltant suggostion !"”

“* And a few thousand quid won't 'urt you, guv'nor! Ain't
it better to be friendly than to lose this dashin’ ship? And
we're ‘the merriest dogs in the world, and that trustin'!
Blugs vour life, if you'll seraw]l your name. on a bit o] paper,
payin’ as ‘ow you won't go back on us, we'll gling our guns
away and all be as 'appy as larks! Tt seems a brimstona
pity to scutile B vesael !lllsa this and drownd vou all! I'm not
of o judge, but I reckon there waan't much change
aller boys when }yml‘ﬂ paid the bill for
you'll like Ju I He's & rog'lar

much
out of "alf a million
buildin® of "er. - An
toff when he likoa”

“T will consider the matter,”” said Ferrers Lord, “ 8o
fat, we have come to no arrangement at all. You nmy go.”

Barry managed to stifle a whistle of consternation. Ching-
Lung kicked him gently, and just in time.

“You'll Jet us "ear afore the night's over, won't »ou,

abor,

uv'nor 7"’ ] -
T 87 can salely promise you that,” answered Ferrers Lord.
Atumpy chuckled, and, using his knees like feel, went up
the ladder, and vanished. hey heard the steel manhole
close. .
" Keop guard here,” said the millionaire, "and serve out

rubber boots and gloves.” L .

Ching-Lung caught the end of his 9315“11" between his
teeth, and began to bite it, as he winked at Gan-Waya.

“ Francis !"' .

A man stepped forward, saluted, and followed Ferrers Lord
down to the cngine-room. There was & amile on every face,
for they knew what the order for rubber boots and gloves
nortended. TRarry performed a noiseloss jig, but, remember.
g that Tom Prout was hurt, he stopped in the muddle of
it, and went to inguire about his comrade, -
T @onse me,” thought Maddeek, “there ain’t no makin
*oad or tail of the chief! There ain’'t no tellin' what he's
drivin' at; but Iw1 alwayve gets there! T wonder if wooden
legs i3 proof agen’ it?”

Bnr'tli ﬂ?ﬂ rtf had been closed and bolted.  They were
covercd with glase tough erough to flatten any bullet. After
learning that Prout was only 5{:m}ued and 'u-qdly shaken,
E}ﬁngrﬁung descended to the engine-room. Fervers Lord
was sitting in I[Tal Honour's leather chair, .

“ 85 you have discovered that there are other things fo
makoe rats bolt besides water and fire, old chap ! laughed
the prince. : 4

I was the first thought that came into my mind. How
is the steersman ¥'7 T

“ Protty fair,” answored Ching-Lung. “"He slid down
on his head, poor chap, and a bullet cut the peak of his cape!
Those fellows worked the thing cunningly. Do you think
they'll damage the levers up there?'” _

“T hope not, Ching. Thia seoms their one hope of getting
back to civilisation, and to damage the vessel would do
them more harm than good. It was a bold move, and
they'll have my signature and three thonsand odd for ihe
privilege of becoming first-class passengers!™  He langhed
gaftly.  * They will be dancing to another tune presently.’
 Working noteelessly, men were unrolling two lengths of
thick insulated cable. They were paszed upwards end
received by other hands. Here Francis—the chief clectnician
—superintended the movements, They carefully eut awny
the stee! ladder, and insulated 1t by means of bars of glass,
Other men, wearing boota with thick rubber soles, and
gloves of the same material, gathered uonder the hife that
raised the launch. They lifted away the Fetle vessel, and
ptood thire in readiness, armoed to the teeth.

Then the two copper cables were made fast to the laddoer

“This promises to be rather amusing, Rupery™ saud
Ferrers Lard, entering the saloon,

A touch of his honger sent the stes] shutter sinking into
its socket. A wave broke against the naked glass gontly and
sant a wavering thread of silvery phosphaoresconce across it.
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Thiz was the only atom of light they saw. Night had fallen
in carnest, and the fog hid Mystenia.

“Is there any chance of the schems failling?" ashked
Thurston, putting on his collar,

“ None that T know 'of. 1 could give them a shock that
would settle the affair once and for all, if I chose; . but I do
not feal at all murderovs. And I think,"” he added- drly,
“yon will save yoursell a good deal of inconventence and
some pymnastics by changing yvour shoes. The ship will be
ns ful]g.u-t‘ electricity as a thundemborm presently I'

“Jove—IL'd forgotten ! cried Rupert, '““"How counld you
tell in the dark?” . .

" By my ears, in spite of the thickness of the carpet.
Hurry up, old fellow !’

The millionaive sank into an easy chair. The elochbric
torch glowed erimson for an instant as he hited it from the
smoking-table to light a cigar. Rupert Thurston hastened
out, and almost collided with Ching-Lung. .

Y Careful, clumsy child,”’ said the prince. ** You follow
your nose a kit too fast.  Ilere's the wounded warrior
conupg to tuke a front scat in the stalls’’

Tom Prout, aided on one side by Gan-Waga and on the
other by Barry O'Rooney, was walking  rather unsteadily
towards the saleon, The etecrsman was pale, and shaky
about the knees, A patch of sticking-plaster did not add to
the appearance of his nose, and ‘his right eye, which had
throatened to torn black, had been smeared with butter by
the Eskimo, for Gan ¢onsidered butter a cure for all the
ills mankind is hair to.

" ¥o' getting on likes a houses on fires, Tommy," remarked
;l]m krfrpulent Son of the North,  “ Yo' fecls good ‘nough,

unk 2"

YT Bewl as 3f T°d been shot down a cellar gratin® wi' a ton
of coal on top of me, by hokey ! growled the stecrsman of
the Lord of the Decp. * Whoo-ca! Dash that thero left
leg! 1 wants to go for'ard, and the swab wants to take
me afs”

“Niver say doie, my bould, bad bandit!" grinned the
gentleman from Dallybunion.  * Pull up vour socks, darling,
and put your shoulder to the wheel, bedad ™

“Talk sense, Irish. Can I walk wi' my shoulder, by
hokey 1"

“No, and yez ecan’t talk Frinch wid the back of your

(Continued an paga 27.)
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nech,”” retorted Bareg. " But pat down yonr faie all gintly
andd nafe, amd we'll gib there, my swabe, alore ot stroiles
ot by the prandlather’s olock on the sthawes. Troth, Ui
erd eompose pocthey sthamwdin® on wan leg on the top of o
geadbelibpole, 1ere we are, amd en ver g™

Across the dack saloon they saw the gleannng tip of the
millivnaire's cigar,

“IHow «did i happen, Prout??

“T ean't teli rg':m proper, sit,'’ suid the steersman, 1
suppese [ was oft my goard, sir”
“That 15 natural enough,” satd Ferrers Lord, " Ap-

parcntly there was notleng ap all to keep a watel for.”

U owas cleanin’ up some o the brasswork, by hokev,”
went on Prout. “ Then T fancied I heard a2 kind of scrape,
L1 I'q'L[:IE". :‘ﬂ.']‘ﬁ'[:lf"‘ ZLI'I.{' Iﬂbfrhﬂfl T"I}l.ll'.lfi. {:Ei]h_., {"i'ﬂ.-ﬁ-il Eoas Eﬂ‘lnl]]ﬂt
past my ‘ead, amd T seed o Mash, and yelled,  But they was
au e koo quick. 1 gpot a smack on the eide of the 'cad,
and felt myeelf bumpm’ down the ladder.  Arter that it
u_fﬁﬁ & ease o' sters end stnipes wi' me, for 1 was knocked
mally.

The shutter rose again, eovening the window, and the
saloon was flonded with hight. The millionaire adjusted a
wnall but powerful clectrie lomp with o series of highly
polished reflectors.  Francis entered and saluted.

ii 1.?"&?' III"!

" All 28 ready, sir.'"

“ Good,” said Ferrers Lord, *“ When I am ready vou will
hear me ring twise. You know ; much to’give them.
They muet not have time to tamper with the levers, but T
do not wish them to be seriously Kurt. At the third ning
ewitch off the current.”

With expressions of joyful Enti:iga‘tiun on their face

Barry, Prout, and Gan-Waga ga at the shutter en
waited,

“The other wayv, lads. Laok behind you,” sakd the
millionaire. *'On that sheet, Rupert.”

There was an amused spari{_lc in his eyes. They turned
and saw that a large white gheet had been hung on the wall.
The lights went out, end there was & breathlees silence as
the shutter went down. Ferrers Lord put one finger on the
bell, and stood ready to press over the switch of the lamp.
Ting, ting !

A moment or two bofore Juliva Faber opened the her-
matically-sealed door of the econming-tower, for the atmo-
gphere  was stifling.  Filteen men were crowded  there,
ricking rum and smoking tobaceo of doubtful quality,
With the manhole closed, there was no ventilation, and the
arr was utterly poisonous. Ile drank in the broesze, sickly
with the odours of the decaying island, but tasting almost
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puve compared with the atmaosphere of the conmng-tower.

e farr eringed, the lean, brinstone Fool ™ hragged the
cripple, busy with the rum bottle, 1171 pay the guids,
and give us the paper.”

“Bug how do you know he'll stick to it, Stompy
wheezed the Tat man.

“ By lockin' at the brimstone, idiot! Ie's one o them
assrs as don't go back on their word for wothin’. 1o, he,
Aol At T the timbertoed beanty to got you out o' scrapes.
‘Ere we go sailin rm‘-rrili,- "orme wi' enough valler bovs in onr
pockets to charter anotber ship when the bnimstone fevee
geason’s over, and then we goes lba.t:k to piek up the cmnabar,
Oh, oht! Old Stumpy's a daisv! And old Stumpy won't
forget that Chinese poison neither. He'll find a quiet way
o putbtin® that cove's Lght out, There'll be a missing
bremstone pigtul-chow afore this voyage 1a over.”

“Didn't he say we'd hear from him to-night {7 wheeszed
the perspiring fat man,

Ting, ting, soundod a bell beneath their feet, and at the
sound Frano's clicked back the switch.

Frantic howls and shricks of agony and terror followed the
movement of the electrician’s tﬁumi:. To the horrified in-
vaders of the submarnine the steel plates of the sonning-tower
seomed to bristle with myriads of stabbing, white-hot needles.
They leapt into the air, they trod upon one another, they
rolled on the plates. Francis did not give them a eontinucus
current, but a serice of jerks and shocks. Bereaming lke
demons, bounding, leaping, rsimng blows at ecach other,
they fought their way out. The dm]:i was one blaze of Light,
for the lamps could be controlled from below,

Down in the saloon, Barry, Prout, Rupert Thurston, and
Gan-Waga were also shricking, but it was with delight. On
the white sheet, much reduced, of course, but as clear as
life, was the picture of the deck. The sight of those bound-
ingr, leaping fAgures convulsed them. hen other figurea
rushed across the sereen, Ching-Lung leading them, with
burly Maddock a2 good second.  Fach man grasped e tongh
and tarry ropo’s-emd in his gloved hand, amf ecach man used
hiz weapon to the utmest,

“He's got it, by hokey—he's got 1t!" roared Prout.

Ching-Lung was dancing a breakdown, and brandishing
something above his head, The bght went out.

(This grand serfial will ba continued next Monday,
Order oarfy.)
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This week's problem takes the form of a message
that concerns every reader of ““The Magnet"
Library. This is how to find out what that message
15. Iirst of all, write out all the letters of the
alphabiet, one letter under the other. Then against
the first letter place the figure 1, and against the
next the figure 2, and s0 on right down until you
coma to No, 26. With this paper in front of you,
you can devipher the message given below. For in-
stance, the fiest figure in the message is 20.  If vou
look on your paper, you will see that letter No. 20 is
“T." When you come to a space, that means that
the word is finished. The answer will be published

on this page next week.
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“"HELD UPL"
By FRANK RICHARDS,

In cur next grand, longz, complete tale of Harry Wharton
f Con, UGrevfriara is the scone of such stirring events as the
old school has never known before in the whole of its long
history.

It is raided literally by force of ayms—masters and boys
alike being  helpless ta avert the catastrophe. Clertamn
Remove Form juniors, however, being by chance oxolud od
from the gencral * held up,” manage to muako things wartn
for the raiders, whils Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry prove
a veritalle thorn e the side of their caplors,

In the end things turn ocut so that the old school is the
little the worse for its astounding experience of being

“HELD UPI"

“CHUCKLES 1"

The tima haz now eome when I feel myself at libevty to
veliove my roaders from the state of sospense which they
have been kopt in: in other words, 1 wish to annonnes this
work that the names of our latest companion paper will he

"CHUCKLES!"

CChucklts T Just that, and nething more—the very
title, T thaink, for a [T whose sole {:rl:rj'r‘-t‘t- 1% ko IS, Loy
while away a letsure hour in the pleasantest way ]}!ﬁu‘lllhlﬁlt
to add to the fun and gaiety of this old world: to bring

LAUGHTER AND LIGHT-HEARTEDNESS

ko overy home.

For such i3 the ohjerot which has brought ©° Chuckles!”
into being—such the mission our new companion paper s
desizned to [uliil

It 1= only & few weeks ago that the idea of such a paper
was first mooted by o reader in a letter published in the
“ Magnet ' Library.  The idea was taken up eagervly by
mauy thousands of fellow-rewders; lotbors poured wto this
office, and the clear fact soon penetrated to the editorial
sanctum that * gomething must be done ! My readers lad
spolen  decisively——and that was enough! he editarial
brains, therefore, such as they are, were set to work, sud they
have been working cver sinee, and at high pressure, too!
They have set the brains of anthors and artists to work, also,
and as a result of all this terrific concentration pf brain-power

THE FIRST NUMBER

of “ Chuckles!” has been produced, and in the eourse of a
week or two now will be in my chums' hands! )
It will contain many special featurea, and will be " got op ™'
m o really first-class manner, such as has never bofore bheen
attempied by any paper selling 2t the price of one hulipenny.
For remember that * Chuckles!™ wiil only cost one Eiﬂf’f-
penny, so0 that it may be within the reach of every one of
my «hums.  The priee, however, will he the only chenp thing
ahout * Chackles ™ It will be

sitrfaced paper only, while the [rout page will ba

PRINTED IN FOUR COLOURSI!

For our front-pape artist, 1 have been lucky enoush ko
socures Mr Tom Wilkinson, admitrediy one of the very fore-
mast. humnrons artists of the day, whose work s Tamous
thvouglout the world,

winted on good quality, fine-

I'rinbaid and.l'ﬁh]i;]md biy e i*r.;].i-tjir.-rum &k 'Ehl.‘.l-Flt"PTt‘::l.f Haonse, Farrisgsinn Street, Londdon, Engzland,

I have ne reom to give here a list of all the splendid
foatures with which * Chuckles!” will be packed from cover
to cover, but the grand

COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY,

by popular Frank Richards, is a feature worthy of special
mention.
Tell all your friends the good news that

WP CHUCKLES! 1S COMINGTY
and ensure a Frum] welcome for THE GREATEST 1IALPF.
PENNYWORTH EVER OFFERED!

[ S

AMATEUR THEATRICALS.—No. 3.
By an Amateur Entertainer.

Wien the pluy is thoroughly mastered by every member,
the full-dress rehiearsal should be perforned.

Fow, with this. the fina) rebearsal, everything shonld o
as T it were the real thing, and the andienes were before
you. 1 possible, a few privileged ones can be admitted as
spoctators . that will prepare you for the coming debut. “They,
heing unbiassed, may also be able te peint out faults which
you would not pote. .

The performance should not eomzist of meeely speaking the
words, Dy this time vou should have instilled it your
company somo idea of proper action.  Tmpress each with the
importance of being natural, and of disporting themselves as
bolita thoir parts, and the worda they are uttering. Mosk
characters which oceur in drawing room playa ave casy enotizh
to unpersonatoe. ;

You, as stagemanager, should know every detail of the
play by heart, so that vou will be able to arrange correctly
for the eotting, entronces and exits, oto It will help
tremendonsly i the stage-manager iz not nlso actor: he can
then superintend progrss with so much more thorouglimess,

There should be two doors on the stage, left and right,
ane, il possible, a third at the back, They chiomld all be
well sereened or curtained, but make suee that the way 3
clear to the stage, otherwize somo humorous incudeonta may
take place 10 course of the purfmmurm-&. All doors should, of
course, open oltwarda ] ]

Arrange for the entrances amd exils to be neat and varied.
For instance, don't make the whole show look odd by letting
everyhody enter and leave the stage by one door.  Hach
ahould be used alternately; this doca a lot townsrds making
tho picce look picturesque in enacting. Soe that everybody
has their own special door to leave by cach time, It will,
of course, take a fow rchearsals to perfect this alone.

If vou possess tho artistic eye, you should be able to furnish
the stage with the greatost of ease.  You will only want
ordinary furniture, but place & well and wisely. ¥You will
not want the stage crammed with furniture, nor will von
vant bare boards. Those are the extromes. The wediam
will be a settee, armchair, table, few chairs, and soreens, and
a good carpet covering the whole floor space.

(M course, when you try 8 moro venturesome seiting, you
will want somoe sconery—this can bethome.made if there ie
a good artist amongst you, Costumes will also bave to be
altered according to surroundings. ;

Lighting, such as footlights, and limelights, are optional,
but they make a great differonce in cffeck.

All these things perfected, the way is clear for the great
ymblic performance.  Needless to say, cverything must Le
right up to the piteh for this. ‘

After a little experience, if you keep thé company well in
hand, you should be able to aspire to semething better than
mere family performances. If vou are enterprisimg, who
knows but what your club may achieve great deeds?

M
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The Slate Club Swindler!

A Magnificent, Long, Complete Tale, dealing
with the Furtiier Amazing Adventures of

¥ Tho others!” he said sharply.
Tinker tore gpen the second envelope,
and a ery of amazement broke from him;

““* Robbed by secretary; please come
at-once ' he read, adding the address
of another slate club.

Sexton Blake laid his pipe down on
the mantelpices, and roze {o his feet,

“The rest?” he asked.

One after another Tinler opened tho

T e
Jl?-j'r" ; o ".I?i-#-"g{ ‘b m‘

telegrams, to find that each one was
from some institute that had been
robhed of the funds that itz members
had saved for Christmas and the New
Yoear,  Each and ail: of them hacd
evidently heard of the way in which
the great deteetive had been giving his
Lima to cases of this kind, and so they
had all wired to ask him to help them
i Ltheir trouble.

“ Fetch me my overconkt -my lad!”
Soxton Blake ordered shortly.

i Tinker grinned, but did not move to
fi chey.

“ 1 thought vou didn't mean to toke
up any cases for u day or two, sicl” he
answered meaningly.

Sexton Blake shook his head sadly.

*Tinker, Tinler 1" ho saxd:  *How
aften am I fo tell you that the arders of
a superior officer should not be ques-

o troned 7
R ——— “0h, only about once, sir!" the boy
P answered brightly, and disappeared out
\ of the: reom, fo return very shortly
= dressodl ready to go out, and with hia
T e master's hat and cout in his hands,
xn “You may as well stay at home,

Soxton Blake szaid: “vou, too, were
saving thet you were tired.”

“Ah, but then I'm another of the
preat detectives who changes his mind

Hgtop, or 1 Arol"

“I am your friend [V

Round the corner of the chimney-stack tho
ounger Bhaw was pecering, and in hie right hand he held n The boy gathered up the telegrams,
eavy ravolver. !"Drop that!! Bexton Blake commanded atornly.

at times!"” Tinker answered. ' There-
fore, I am going with you, sir !*

made s noto of the addresses, and
slipped them all into his pocket.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,

At Work Again—The Burnham Street Club—Going the
Round—A Dastardly Attack,

EXTON BLAKE threw off his overcoat with a sigh of
Eellllef, and Tinker hung it up on its usual peg in the
all.

“I am beginwing to think that I wouldn’t mind a
rest of a day or two,” the great detective said, yawning
slightly,

Tinker shook his head and grinned.

* Yow'd pever take if, =ir,” he answered. ““After one day
ou'd be pretty sick of it, and wanting to get back into
Arness agein.’

" Ah, you wait and.see, my Iad ! Sexton Blake zaid, with
n smile. “I don’t believe I'd take up another case for a
few days if the King came and asked mo to!"

“Stranger things have happened,’ Tinker murmured, as
ha followed his master into the consulting-room.

The electrie light was switched on, and as it flooded the
room the boy whistled softly.

“My word, sir,” he said, “but aren’t the Post Offics
people making money!” He picked up a number of
tglegmms that lay on the table, and counted them. * Nine,
air 1" he announced,

Sexton Blake settled himself in his chair by the fire, and
methodically filled his pipe.

“*May as well read ‘em to me, lad,” he said.

‘Tinker tore open the first envelope, and as he scanned the
message his eyebrows raised sharply:

“‘Please come ab once, secreta issing—Burnh
Institute Club I’ * he read, Iy missing—buarnnam

The mateh that Sexton Blake had struck dropped from his
fingers, and he sat up in his chair,

*“It's lucky that they ell lie in tho
East End, sir,’ he said, “for we can make a regular round
of them to-night.”’ Rt

" Wag ' Hexton Blake agreed, adding in an undertone:
“ Clurious that they should all have come at once.”

Five minutes later the detective and his young assistant
had boarded o taxi that was passini;. and were being swiftly
driven to the East End. On the way there the great
detective said nothing, but sat back, with his eyes half closed,
wondering what the night was to bring. 8o far, he had been
singularly successful with the slate club cases that he had
undertalien : but there were such a number all at odee now
that it almoit made him feel nervous, and he was not given,
as a rule, to doubts of that kind. It was Tinker who
eventually broke the silence.

“It's commencing to look like winter, sir,”! he said.
“There's a little snow falling, 'but it doesn't stand much
chance with the mud. T like to be out in the country when
it’s snowing ; it looks pretty there,”

Sexton Blake woke from his reverie with a start, and
shivered, despite the heavy coat that he wore.

Ay, the snow’s pretty enough when 1t can settle, lad,™
he answered ; * but when you've lived as long as I have, vou
will know that all its auty cannot o up for the
suffering that it brings with it! You and I can admire the
great stretches of white that look like & clegn white sea, and
are somehow so peaceful that one thinks. . of——' The
detective broke 'DEPE.BM[J!}’, and shrugged his shoulders as if
to throw away unpleasant thoughts. “ But think what it
means to the poor who have no firing, to the starving who
have no food, to the thousands of unemployed who are
wondering hopelessly where the next meal 13 coming from,
unless they swallow their pride and go inte the workhouses,
to the many who are not warm and well-fed. To them it is
& curse, my lad—a preat white curse, that stifles them and
freezes the little blood that is left in their withered hearts,”

(ConZinued on page lv. of cover:)
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Tinker looked at his master in surprise, for it was not
often that he hod heard him talk like that.

** I see, sir,”" he said simply.

“You know that I am s rich man, lad,” Sexton Blaka
continued, '*and that is why I decided to help the poor this
winter. FEeen I cannot do much; but my little may help.”

““It has!" Tinker put in with conviction. * Look what
you ve done already I'

* But I must do more!” the detective continued faverishly.
*“Bomehow I have pot the impression that the wires that

have arrived to-night announce the beginning of the biggest
of the slate club scandals. ‘I only hope I am right.”

. The driver of the taxi slackened speed, and looked back
into the cab, raising the window in the front so as to speak
to the detective.

“This is the street, sir,’” he said. “If you won't want me
after I have put you down, would you mind getting out
hera? 1'll naver ba able to turn round in that alley, and
the road's mlghti slippery for backing. I'd be through =
window before I know it."”

Sexton Blake looked sharply out of the window, brought
suddenly back from his bitter reflectiona reparding the poor,
and saw that the cab had stopped at the entrance to a
narrow, gloomy-looking street, the name of which, aceording
to the inseription on the lamp at the corner, was Burnham
Street. It was the wire from the slate club in this street
that Tinker had opened first, and so Bexton Blake had

dr:ﬁided to make it the first of his round of investigating
calls.

“Noi go on!" he ordered. “I shall want you all the
svening, probably. T'll make the job worth your while!"
“Thank vou, eir!” the chauffeur answered.

He touched his peaked cap, shifted his gears, and ran on
cautiously into the street, for the falling snow, which had
at once turned into slush and slime, haﬁ made the surface
terribly treacherous.

The Burnham Strect Club was not hard to find, for a
dingy lamp, with the name of the club painted on it, hung
bafore the door.  Besides, outside the door of the house
which was open, a little knot of men and women stood.
They were poorly dressed, but no one could have mistalon
them for anything but respectable.  If they had not been
they probably would not have been poor, for it is not always
honesty that brings riches.

The crowd of men and women pressed forward
as Tinker alighted, and a pulé-fu.ceE::l Foung man, q-tfq Iﬁﬁ
been standing in the doorway of the house, came eagerly
down the steps.

“ You aren't—you aren't
Mr. Sexton Blake " he asked
hesitatingly, '

“¥eaz,” the detective an-
swered quietly. I came the
moment I received your
wire.'”

The <rowd of men and
women preased forward to
look at the celebrated detec-
tive who had come to help
them in their trouble.

“Looks & good sort, don't
he?'" cne of the women said,
in a whisper.

AR he 12, missus,” a map
answered, looking round az if
he would rather like someone
to dispute the fact, so that he
might fight him. “Ain’t the
papers printed what he's al-
ready deone ter help poor chaps
like me this Christmas?"

. *We hnad better go in"
Sexton Bloke said quietly.
““I have other cases to attend
to, so T must waste no time.”

“Certainly, sir!” the pale-
faced man agreed. “I'm
Robert Brown, assistant-secro-
fary to Jenmngs—the man
who's run away. Come in,
sic "

The detective and Tinker
followed the man up the steps
of the housge, but Sexton Blake
pausad as he saw  that . the
crowd meant to come, tho.

"I would rather be slone,”
he =aid aimipiy, “but I can as-
sure you of one thing. I will
guarantes that you are paid
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the money you have saved, whether or not I recover it. You
have my word [or it.”

“ And that's good enough for us!™ a man in the crowd
eried i:;nthm:a.atmaﬂ]. “Three cheers for Sexton Blake,
mates |

_And as the detective stepped into the house the cheers
of the men—the women joining in shrillv—reached his ears.
' These cases have their compensations, my lad,”” he
anid to Tinker. “I wouldn’t miss one of them for the
honour of putting a king back safely on to his throne.”

The room inte whioch Brown showed the detective wos
much the same as the other club-rooms inte which he had
boan, save, perhaps, that the furniture was even poorer,
El"lﬂdthﬂ- sets of draughts and dominoes were of the cheapest

ind.

*It's not much of a place, sir,”" Brown said apologetic-
ally, *" but we're not rich people down this way. ['vo-done
what I can, but you can’t do much, even if you want to, on
thirty shillings a weelk.”

_ Sexton Blake lovked round keenly, taking every detail
in, even to the smccount-books lying on a small table near
tho window.

* When did this Jennings disappear?’ he asked.

*Last might, sir,” Brown snswered bitterly. Al the
payments have becn made, but he should have been hern as
usnal. When he didn’t come we began to get anxious, and
I went round to his lodgings. They told me thero that he
had gone for two days, and I hurried back here.”

*and you found——"" .

“ The moncy gone,” Brown answoered huskily. *“Tt wasn’t
much—not te anyone like you, sir—just over the hundrad
pounds, but you can't imagine what ¥ means to the men
and women who are members of this elub.”

“ ¥Yes, I can, my friend,” SBexton Blake answered calmly,
as he turned his attention to the ledzers lying on the tablo:
“1t means no Christmas ™

Leaf by leaf Sexton Blake turncd one of the ledgers, but
there was nothing much to be learnt from it. There wers
just the neat entries of money paid in by each member,

nﬁtm with regard to backward subscriptions, and that was
2il.

:‘}vhﬂ?dﬁmtﬁ't%ﬁa entries?™” the detective inquired.

ok ud, sir,’ rown answered.  **Mr. Jenni

said that he knew nothing of hnﬂkkeepin;.” S
‘' But you can ehow e o specimen of his writing?”

B I‘gu. slr—;rr::i.ﬂd lﬂ‘t;&wn ﬂ“ﬁ'ﬁ']‘?‘d in his pockets, and pro-
uced & crump atter, °" This 1z the 1 i

ever wrota to me. Curious hand, isn’t i:".i'l"y Hie Wennin gy

Bexton Blake looked at the
!’f;tﬁer closely, and there wan a
iittle smile on his lips.

M Very " he agreed, for he
could see that the writing of
the letter was disguised, and
that the man signed his name
‘a8 if _he were not used to it.
*I don't think I need trouble
you more to-night, if I may
keop this letter.”

e ;’ﬂ.nd you hope to succeed,
air ' Brown asked eagerly.

* One always hopes,” the de-
tective answered simply.

AWAY

(How Sexton Blake, n
his own wonderful way,
sets about the tracking of

" Jennings, and lays bare the
whole series of heartless
frauds, whick can be traced
fo a common source ; and
the perilous adventures
which befall the famous
detective and his assistant
before the case is brought
to its dramatic conclusion—
all this makes ** The Slate
Club Swindle * thrilling
reading indeed. The com-
plete story is contained, with
other good things, in our
grand companion paper,
“The Penny Popular,”
which iz now on sale at all
newsagents’, Price One
Penny.)

PRIZES

E r]."-li‘



