“A WORLD AT STAKE” & “CHANGED BY ADVERSITY.”

TWO GRAND STORIES IN THIS ISSUE.
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ii THE “MAGNET”

The EDITOR'S WEEKLY CHAT 5
= WITH HIS READERS. i
B S B B R R B R B
FOR NEXT MONDAY:

“THE GREYFRIARS SPY-HUNTERS!"
By FRANK RICHARDS,

In our next grand, long, complete school tale, entitled as
above, Harry Wharton & Co. of the Remove Form take part
in a most exciting adventure. A great deal of fun is caused
by Herr Gans, the worthy German-master at Greyiriars,
whoso {ear of EJ{"iug taken for a spy, and treated as such, is
taken advantage of by Horace Coker of the Fifth Form.
Later, however, matters assume a really scrious aspeet, and
certain Removites take counsel together and organise a
gystematic watech.,  The result 15 startlhing, and exciting
imcidents gare numerous, The net result is thut o valuable
service is rendered to the country by

“THE GREYFRIARS SPY-HUNTERS!"

EHMEHHMHEHEHEEEHHEEHEEEE

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

“A Girl Reader™ (Holloway).—Very many thanks for
your letter and appreciative remarks on the subject of the
Invineible Trio. 1 am very sorry I cannot do as you suggest.

A. E. Quantnll.—Many thanks for your most interesting
letter., I quite agree with your appreciative remarks con-
vering Frank Richards.

Alex. Greenaway (Bargeddic).—Muny thanks for your kind
wishes,

R..T.
of priut,

J. E. J. (Camden Town, N.W.).—I will bear in mind what
vou say; but 1t s 1mpossible to alter the style of the
“Magnes ' at present, and I do mot sce the advisability of
s0 doing. _

John Baker (Doncaster).—Greyfriars e situated in Kent,
and 5t. Jim's in Bussex,

(Sydenham).—** The Taming of Harry " is now out

———

KEEP SMILING.

At the present time, when the shadow of war is hanging
over our fair lund, and gloom is pervading the minds of
many who were hitherto bright and cheerful, there i1s one
little duty which all my readers would do well to bear in
mind. That is, to be of good courage in this crisis, and,
instead of adding to the general depression, to go about their
duties with calm confidence; to Enve unwavering faith in
our brave soldiers and sailors, who even at this moment are
fighting for King, Country, and Right in a manner which
mh]}[l: forth wonder and admiration from all quarters of the
globe,

There have been many conflicting opinions expressed of
late an this subject. Many people are of the opinion that,
as far as possible, the regular routine of daily life should be
pursued, in order that panic and consternation may be
avoided. Others emphatically state that it is a disgrace to
the nation to allow football matches and other forms of
recreution and amusement to continue. There is something
to be =aid for both sides. Dut of this T um certain: Long
faces are not an attribute of victory: end there is, and will
be, quite emough anxiety in our midst, without having it
angmented by Eittw words and surly looks.

It is distinctly gratifying to note what a splendid example
the Boy Beouts are setting in this respect. Cheerful and
strong, calm and courageous, they go obout their duties in
a manner which has won them the approval of many of our
gl‘fﬂt naval and military leaders. Many of them have

rothers at the front, but one would never guess this from
their faces as they swing through the streets singing their
marching-songs.  They realise, Ei;rare roungsters that they
are, where their duty flies, and the l:mr-nﬂ:-us of many anxious
mothers and parents will be considerably lightened by their
behaviour.

I feel sure, then, that I can rely upon my thousands of
reader-chums—scouts, cadets, and others—to continue to set
a glowing example by cheerfulness and industry in  this
England’'s dark hour. And when the war clouds have dis.
persed—which we all hope may be socon—you will never
regret having done your best to live up to the inspiriting

motto: * Kcep smiling |
_ﬂ‘. ,
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Every boy (and every boy's father) should send a posteard tous fora

Fres Copy of “The Diary of a Daisy Boy,"”

written by a man who imows boy nature thoroughly.  Sixteen pages of whole-
some humour, happily illustrated, and in additiona "Manual of Arms," "A Few
Hinls un Shooting, "and The Target and How to Score.” Oficourse it tellsabout

the Daisy Air Rifle, a"real” gan for boys, that furnishes endless amusement and
at the same time gives that true training and development of hand, nerve and
eye that makes for healthy, successful manhood. The " Daisy" Is modelled
after the latest hammerless rifle and shools accurately, using compressed air
instead of powder. No smoke,no noise.and perfectly safe in thchands of anyboy

* 4,000 SHOT DAISY,” an Automatic Magazine Rifle = 108
** 500 SHOT DAISY.” Do, Do. 78
“20th CENTURY DAISY.” Siogle Shot - = = = 3%

Sold by Hardware and Sporting Goods Dealers everywhere, or delivered free

anywhere in Great Britain and Ireland on receipt of price by
W8, £ PECK & CO,.(Dept, S ) 31, Bartholomew Close ,LONGON, EG.
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Geod Cheap Photographic
i Cuiorus PRE TwSriot oL ‘Hokb: LIUHEF Gy

VENTRILOQUIST'S Double Throat; fits rool of mouth ;

¥ @ &Y sstonishes and mystifies; sing like & camary, whine like a

Aty puppy, and imitate birds and beasta.  Ventriloquism
w4

Treatise free. Sixpence cach, four for 1s.—BENBON (Dept. 6),
239, Pentonville Road, London, N.

e e e

89 CONJURING TRICKS, {i:ok "a s d i diseme 2l

Money-mnking Becrets (worth £30) and 1,000 morestapendvusattrnctiorm, Tl PO, ol —
HUGHES, PusLmaen, Harborne, B HAM, Grand Patriotic Novelty War Packets, Td
e e e e . . e B 5 . e e e e B B i et e b A e

VE"TRILUQIHSM Losrn this wonderful asd o v

s possible with owur now bheok wmEy  Instructioms, enped
amusing dialogues” Only 5d. (P.0.), post e, Tricksapd Poeshes for 'Winter Evenlngs
[ s ), 4l Conjoring Tricks (1us ), Jd.—Idea] Pablishing Dept., Blrode, Covedon, Sor.

The ““LORD ROBERTS "
TARGET PISTOL.

' Bean plated and finished. ln{ubumrﬁndiuthn
Euket.. rains the eye and cultivates the judgment
nge 100 yards. Targets fd.

100. Noiseless Hal
dges, 8d. per 100. Shot, 1/6 per 100, Send for list.

CROWN CUN WORKS, 6, Whittall Street, BIRMINGHAM.

F -Ca:"ef’u] Purchasers 5tLlcj)/.
 ADVERTISING

for B&{gb&M
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=

Applications with regard to advertisement =
space in this paper should be addressed: =
Advertisement Manager, “ PLUCK” SERIES, =
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, =

London, EC. =
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A SPECIAL WAR SERIAL!

JUST STARTED!

A WORLD AT STAKE!

A Stirring Story of the Supreme Struggle between the
British Empire and its Hated Foe.

By W. B. HOME-GALL.
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READ THIS FIRST,

Thorpe Thornhill and his  brother Dick construct A
wonderful airship, which they offer to the British Govern
ment. Colonel Giraud and Major Seigner, the French and
German attaches, each try to buy the airship, which is named
thoe Faleon, for their respective Governments.  Thornhill
l.ﬂiil‘.’,’hﬂ- ak ﬂ!u:'-i]' u[’fl'j"n, .'|1Il‘i ,_T.!'IF'I_TI"I." Srig’i‘ll*!‘ lht‘f’-[lh?lﬁ l'h.ﬂ'l, ilf"
will get hold of the airship somebow,

Later, Thorpe takes Captain Horsham, an old school-
friend, fer a flizht in the Faleon, leaving his brother at work
on their new ship, the Night Hawk. It is while Thorpe i3
away that Major Seigner, with & large number of men at his
back, attacks Seamew Island, where the airships are con-
structed, and steals the Night Hawk, after having killed the
greater part of the plucky defenders. Dick himself is taken
on board the ship, but has had time to warn the Falcon by
wirelesa, and Thorpe Thornhill gives chase, Right into
Switzerland puorsuers and pursued go, and it is here that
Seigner conceives the idea of dropping Dick m a deep valley,
a2 that Thorpe will stop to pick him up. The ruse fails,
however, and tho chase continues, For the time being
Seigner 13 lost in a foz, and the Faleon 13 compelled ro

No. 347.
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Serving His Country with the British Army.)
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descend. It is while they are waiting here that a German
comes to them, and offers to lead them to where Dick
Thornhill is for £50, as he says that Dick is once more in the
hamds of the Germans. Believing the man, Thorpe walks
into the trap prepared for him, and after an arduous
journey returns, to find that the Falcon is ljuﬂ’f leaving earth,
capiared by the Germans. But a terrible storm suddenly
breaks forth, and Thorpe, with a ga?\ of alarm, sees a flash
of lightning darting straight for the Falcon.

(Now go on with the story.)

A Stern Chasel

For a moment the Falcon appeared transformed into a ball
of fire; then she vanished; and although the horrified on-
lookers strained their eves to pierce the black pall of clouds
which swept over the spot where they had last seen her, it
was in vain. And vet it might have been fancy ; but Thornhill
was almost certain he caught a fleeting glimpse of her bright
hull rising swiftly through the clouds,

It was with the greatest difficulty they again found the
Night Hawk, but at last they stood, wet through, weary, and

October 3rd; 1914,
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disappointed, but not disheartened, on the spot wliere the
Falcon had been lately at anchor,

“If Dk is within carshot of the signal gpun he will be sure
to nake his way in this direction, Horsham.”' said Thornhill,
alter o fow minutes’ reflection.  ** If yvou will help Pat and
Benson to put the Night Hawk a little shipshape, and prepare
romething to eat, T will muke a cast round and ey to find
him before night fulls.”

“ Be careful those German brutes have not left ANy One
behind to pick us off,” sugrested Horsham. “* By the by,
what's that glittering over there?”

Thorpe looked down, and a ery burst from his lips a= he
itllupf"dl and picked up from amongst the runk griass a plain
gold signet-ring.

It 18 Dick's!
cried excited]y

“ They robbed him of it, then. ere lowering hitn to the
earth,” suggested Horsham,

" That's about it. Or, stop. I have it! Like the Mmeseape
the German brought, his heing sct at hiberty was all a
ewindle. He was drawn up again, and, fearing we should
waste time looking for him, has droppsd this ring on the
off chance of onr finding it I cried Thornhill.

" By Jove, 1T believe you're right! Now let’s have some
supper, and then to bwd., I, for one, am dog-tired.”

" There'll e no sleep for us to-night, Horshan,” declared
Thorpe firmly. *' It is not likely Seignen will allow us to
repair the Night Iawk at our leisure. We must work every
moment until she is able to take flight once move, So, Yy
fads, mot to 1"

Willingly his assistants wont to work, and throuzhout the
night the forest rang with the sharp, quick blows of their
hammers until, just when the first beams of the rising sun
brightened the tops of the distant mountains, the Nirzht
;luﬂ'k rose slowly from her perth, and soarcd above the
orest.

Even as they did =0 Horsham pointed to the novth-cast, in

See, it 18 engraved with our ecrest!” he

which direetion Munich lay, SRVING :

“ By Jove, Thornhill, delay would have boen futal! My
Voldier's eyes are greatly at fault if vonder is not a regimoent
M cavaley.”

He was right. Coming along the road from Muuich at a
hand-canter was a regiment of Uhlans. who spread out as
the vicinity of the hiirl was reached, evidently intending to
surround it.

Presently Thorpe, who was regardine them through his
licld-glasses, saw an ofticer rein in his steed and point to the
sirshp, and a shout of disappointient rose in t‘hr air from
the German ranks as they saw the cirship they had hoped
to secure ghding away from them.

" Beigner must have sent one of his men for assistance
vesterdav,” dechired Horsham.

"' Not he!" returned Thorpe, smiling for the first time
for the las<t twenty-four hours. “The Falcon was not
destroyed, as we thought, but escaped, to put the authorities
at Munich on cur track. Another hour, and we would have
F-nun"immurvd in & German fortress for the rest of our
Ve,

* What's your programme, Thornhill ¥ asked Horsham,
as they swept westward thiough the air,

“To keep on our present course at half-speed until night,
then double back to the victy of Berlin, where in some
forest or marsh I will find a =afe hiding-place during the
dav, and at night scarch for my brother and the Faleon,”

“ It will be like looking for a needle in a haystack. The
Lierman Empire is a tremendous place, and doubtles: ere
this the Falcon is safely hidden in one of her many
fortresses, ' .

* 8he s _cither in Berlin or Kiel,” declared Thorpe confi-
dently.  ** However, wherever she is, there is my brother. 1
must rescue him.  Bat first T will land you in Belgium, so
that you may make the best of your way to England, and
report on the nusfortune that has befallen us."

—_—

Before the Emperor!

In the meantime, Dick had been carried norshwards by the
triumphant Seigner,

Chuckling to himself, Seigner had watched, from a friendly
clump of alder-bushes not a hundred vards from where the
Falcon lay at rest, the suceess of his scheme to draw Thorn-
hill from the airship.

Then, having sent his spuricus messenger to remove the
cartridges, lest the Englishmen should seek to retrace their
steps, he emerged from his hiding-place, and had gained the
deck of the Falcon before Tom Evans was aware of his
upproach.

er to undo the 1csult of his carelessness, the boy fired
the signal-gun ere the Gertaans could prevent him; but the
next moment he found himself lying on the deck, bound, but
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somewhat comforted to fnd himself
sicde

Bitter indeed were Dick Thormhill's thoughts as he SE W
his triumphant enemy treading the deck of the Falcon, and
heard him give the order which sent the airship flying from
her moorings, :

Thut same evening Scigner arrived at Berlin, where he
hawded over the Falcon to his Government, recciving the
command of it himnmself,

All this time Dick Thornhill and Tom Evans had becn
closely confined in a cabin, the windows of which were carc-
fully I")'Ii!‘['(.‘"l‘.l, 50 that they had no idea where they were.

Two days later the Jdoor of their cabin was thrown open,
anil & man in the uniform of a sergeant of the German Army
cntered, and ordercd them to follow him, o

From the deck of the Falcon Dick iocked round him in
astonishment. On every side appeared dull, greyvstone walls,
pmereed with embrasures, fiom which grinned the muzzles of
many ¢annoin.

That he was in a fortress of some kind he knew, but
where, or of what kind, he could not tell.

Descending from the deck of the Faleon, they were escorted
through a long covered way to a large, dark room, in which
a tall, handsome man, in undress uniform, was talking with a
number of German officers. .

It needed not the deference shown by all to the military-
looking man in their midst to tell the young Englishmen that
they were in the presence of the German Emperor. .

As they entered the room Seigner approached his Sove-
relgn.,

** This is Herr Thoruhill, your Majesty,” he sa il _

The Emperor glanced searchingly at the Englishman. Dick
returned the gaze with one as proud as his own.

“I regret that vour first appearance before me, Herr
Thornlnll, should be as a prisoner; but it is the fortune of
war. Major Seigner has represented you as being willing to
sell vour services to my Government,” he =aid.

“ Then Herr Seigner has taken much more for granted
than he had any business to," returned Dick boldly.  * To
gain time, that I might artempt to recover the Night Hawk,
I mav have led him to bu;lﬂm:ﬁu s0, but now that further

by Dick Thornhill's

deception is uscless, I utterly refuse, let the cost be what

I may, to increase 1IN any way my country’s peril.” :

A growl of anger rose from the Germaus, and one, with
the Iron Cross at his throat, stepped forward with upraised
hund, as though he would strike the young Englishman o
the ground,

But the Emperor waved him imperiously aside.

“ Then it is no use making the offer I intended to7  he
said.

“ No, your Majesty, not the slightest. Nothing could
tempt me to prove a traitor to my King and native land,”
returned Dick firmly, but without disrespect,

" Very heroie, Herr Thornhill, but scarcely wise,” returncd
the Emperor coldly. ** When vou are older, you will learn
it is advisable to be always on the winning side.”

" That's just what I am,”” Dick could not help saving.

** Pshaw, sir! Do you dare to bandy words with me!”
cried the Emperor, his moustache bristling with rage. ** Who
18 this child #”" he added, turning to Seigner.

Seigner pushed Tom forward.

“ No one of importance, sire,
on board the Falcon.”

The Emperor looked searchingly at the voungster.

" Would you care to be employed in the Royal household,
boy ¥ he asked, after a minute or so’s thought.

“I'd rather stick to Mr. Dick, your Empire Highness,”
returned Tom.,

* Imperial ITighness, vou mean,” whispered Dick,

*“ (Oh, Empire Highness is (fund enough for such as he!"
responded the boy, in a loud whisper, which probably the
Einperor heard. But if %0, he took no notice of the slight-
me  allusion, but without another word left the room ;
whilst the boys, guarded on either side by a stalwart infantr y-
nun with fixed bayonet, were marched to the cell which was
to be their home for many a weary month.

He was merely cabin-boy

A Bid for Liberty!

[t was a cold, bare, uninviting apartment, partly under-
ground, for the small grated window which gave Iiggt. to the
* coal-hole,” as Tom Evans immediately dubbed it, was on
a level with the ground.

Two hard ]:lauEs with wooden pillows served as their beds,
alxl in one corner an iron washstand supporting a tin basin
formed their sole furniturs,

However, comfortless though the eell was, the boys would
have put up with worse so long as they were not separated,
nied ms soon as their guard had left them thev commenced
making the small apartment, which for aught they knew
niight be their home for many years, as tidy and clean as

odnesday. " T Every Friday A g Sy, &



I:msi)le, talkinz freely the while, all unconscions that they
ad been left together for this very end. and that at a second
tiny grating let into the door Major Segner wis cagerly
drinking in every word they said.

Dick Thornhill” was not one to remain idle, so for want of
other occupation commenced teaching his companion Gernsan.
and was gratified by the case with which the little street-avab
picked up that difficult tongue.

Day and night a continual hammering, mingled with the
roar of furnaces, resounded in their cars, and Dick felt cou-
vineed that the Germans were making a fleet of airships as
guickly as thev could,

Although they had much to desire in the way of comfort,
their food was neither bad nor scarce; and. rather to Dick's
astonjshment, knives and forks of the ordinury kind wers
allowed thom,

One afternoon their midday meal had just been rvemoved,
when Tom Evans, grinning until it seemed as thongh his
face was cut in halves where his mouth should have been,
produced with great pride from up his sleeve o strong steel
knife,

“ Bagged it ar lust, Master Dick ! cried Tom, loatinge
over the knife, for all previeus attempts to gain possesaon
of a weapon had been frustrated.  ** Now, if they don't take
it from ns, them there bars will soon be out of rhat there
window.”

“Tf they give us time, Tom ! replied Dick.  * You can't
chip iron off as vou could wood. Give me the knife!”

Tom obeyed, and, listening until the sentry’s steps on the
pavement of the landing without grew faint in the distance,
Dick commenced hacking on the iron washstand with his
knife until its blade was notched and dented mto a rough
resemblance of a saw.

Then, choosing a bar in the centre of the window, he com-
menced operations, sawing on it with the jagwed knife when-
ever the receding footsteps of the sentry told he had passed
out of earshot,

But it was slow work, and many days had passed eve, rest-
ine and and working alternately, now and agamn alarmed by
the unexpected entrance of a gaoler, theyv had cut through the
bottom half of the bar.

But still it was too thick to be bent sufficiently to allow
them to crawl throush, and the whole dreary process had to
ba wone through again from the top.

They worked principally during the night, plastering the
cut made by the jagged stecl in the iron with pieces of bread
mixed with the filings cach morning.

At last there came a time when, trving the partly severed
bar. Dick believed that they could pull it on one side. A
few hours’ more work, and they would dare to venture upon
theje bid for hberty.

It wias night. Worn out, his hands blistcred and bleeding,
Dick relingquished the knife, now worn almest to a stump. to
Tom Kvans, who continued the task, whilst Dick lay on his
hard plank. trving to snatch an hour’s sleep ere his companion
should call him back to the continual saw, saw, saw, once
mori,

From where he lav he could see the little grating in the
door, and as, half asleep and half awake, he fixed bis eyes
unconsciously upon it. a cold shiver of apprehension chilled
his heart. for from out the darkness beyond the door appeared
two bright sparka of light, evidently the cves of some watch-
ing spy.

“ (Cave, Tom: we are watched ! he cried., in a hoarse,
strained whisper, turning for a moment to his compamon,
who, slipping the knife into his pocket, flung himself noise
lessly on to his plank-bed,

Dick again looked towards the grating, but the eves had
gone; so, slipping from his bed and raising himself on the
iron hinges of the door, he peered through,

There was no one there, and save for the further end,
where a blue-coated sontry stood, the landing was plunged
in darkness,

Returning to his plank bed, he lay down, doubtful whether
the sleaming eyes 3.:“1 been anytling more tangible than a
vizion conjured up by s exeited brain,

Morning broke, and Dick awoke from an unessy slumber
with a more than usaally heavy weight bearng down las
apirits ; but as he realis~a that, had they been detected the
];'rm'im]s nizht thev would long ere this have heard of 1t his
heart grow lighter. and, rousing Tom by pouring a few
drops of water down his wide-open mouth, they =et aboud
tidving up their coll,

“ Now, Tom, how are yvour teeth? Ready for German
black bread? For. list!  Breakfast approacheth ! eried Dick
launghingly. as the heuvy thud of iron-shed boots reached their
ears from without.

The next moment his heart almost stood still, for inter-
minglod with the footsteps was the clanking of a sword
scabbard on stone and the jingling of spur-chuins,

“ 1y jinge! We were seon last night ! he muttered.

The next moment his worst fears received conflirmation, as
the door was flung open, and, instead of the unarmed orderly
who usually brought their meals, Major Seigner ctrode into
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thee cell, whilst from the pa-sage door cwne a clatior of

ACCOUTPOINCHTS, a5 0 TIUImeer o s :_H_l:!fl'l ‘l.'l-']thnut gi'ﬂ"”d*'d il 1A,

“ Morning, mujor! To what may 1 attvibute the pleasure
of this visit? Sorry | can’t offer von a whisky-and soda, but
it's rather carly for liquor, i it not*" cried Dick, bowing
with exaggoerated politeness

Setgner vouchsafed no answer to the query, bot, striding
directly to thr orating, examiued it attontively,

“ Ah, it iz as [ thought. The rats bave boen tryimz te
burrow out of their hole. Remove them ! he engd.

In obedience to his command, 1wo German anfantrymen
aprang forward, and the next moment the boys were marched
from out of the cell, their hearts hike lead within ther
bosoms: for now thev knew the almost unceasing Tnbonr
which had blistered their hands and cramped thew hingers
until they could scarcely move them had  been thrown
awiuy,

However, instead of being conducted to another cell, they
were tuken to the gnard-room. from the window of which
Dick watched with mdescribable feelings of rage and despair
a row of stocks, on which the hulls of six airships were
rapidly assmming shape under the skilful hands of an idnumoers
ablr army of artificers.

It was a beautiful morning, and the majority of the soldiars
were seatedd on a beneh without the room ; but ¢lose to them,
evidently on gnard, wai a man bearing on his arms the
¢hevrons of a scrgeant.

“ D'vou think that bloke speaks Euglish, Mastes Dick "
asked Tom; with o glance at the sergeant.

“T don't know, but I'll soon find out.” returned Dick. in
the same low voice. Then, raising his tones, and regarding
the sergeant out of the corner of his eve, be continued:
“ Look what a nose that German pig has! It must have
taken untold zallons of beer to have coloured it such =
clorious ruby 1™

Not a quiver of the evelid, not even a frown appeared on
the stolid face of the German; and, turning to his com-
panion, Dick announced that the man could not understand
Enclish, for no one could have heard such an mmsalling refer-
enca to his personal appearance and understood it without
giving some signs that he knew what was said.

“T'm a-thinking. Master Dick, that it would be worth
kicking the buckrt for if we could only let the toffs at the
War Office know what's going on here!” said Tom FEvans
earnestly.

“ You're right, Tom. Don't talk a great deal now. but
devour with vour eves every detail of the work gpoing on
befora us; then, if vou or I can e=cape, we will be able to
deseribo exactly what we have scen,” commanded Dick.

Tom nodded, He requited no second intimation of what
was wanted : and it 13 doubtful if even Dick, tramned builder
of airships though he was, assimilated more information than
the wrnorant, unedncated strect-arab by his side, who, taught
in the hard school of the streets, had learmed to judge uot
only thinzs, but men, with astonishing accuracy.

They could have watched the busy scene for hours, but
this .was denied them : for some half-hour ufter their entrance
to the gnard-room they were placed between a file of infantry-
men, and marched back to theis prison, thrust inside, ahd
the door slammed upon them,

“* That game is busted, Master Dick!" cried Tom, jerking
his thumb towards the grated window. * They swn't lost no
timn, neither?”

Disappointment prevented Dick from speaking. He could
only nod his head as he gazed at the newlyv-cemented brick-
work round the aperture.

“ What muff- them Germans are!” went on Tom. who
could not keep silence lonz at a time.  * If they had ouly
searched us thoy would have found this *ere neat little home-
made saw.” he added, holding np the stump of the knife
which had scen such veoman serviee in their hands.  * Never
b beaten, ses I Let's at it again, siv. Fuaint heart never
cuts chunks out of an iron bar.”

It was impossible to be low-spirited long where Tom Evans
wis, and, as he listened to the lad's never-ceazing chatter,
Lick felt his courage returning, and his heart growing
lizhter,

“ Another Tortnizht's work here, Tom.” he said, approach-
ine the window. “ We'll start on the same bar just
hore,”

e pressed his thumbnail against the iron, and, despite the
necd of eaution, a loud shout of joy burst from his hips,

“The juerinses!  Theyv've left our bar in, Tom!" he
eried.  * The diots strengthened the brickwork, and foraet
to examine the wron!™

“ Not thev, master! You're a-deeaming, surely ! erin
Tom, darting forward and cxumining the won himself.

The next moment, with a whoop of joy, he turned a com-
plete somersault, then ran round the room on his hands,
chapping his heels together in his jov; sfter which acrobutie

Trr: MacsreT Liprany. —No. 3MT. 5
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exhibition the two boys entwined ayms and danced a can-can.
Great was their joy; but correspondingly great would have
been their dismay could they have but scen the evil face of
Major Sc-igner, who, crouching beneath the peephole in the
door, was listening to cvery word they =said, rubbing his hands
with the air of one well satisfied,

Why Tom Did Not Return!

How the two boys passed the rest of the day they never
knew. They could eat little, ard could scarcely remain in
the same position two minutes; and the pleasure in their
faces was so evident that the stalwart orderly who brought
their meals smiled i sympathy.

Night came. Tremb in]{_{} to such an extent that he could
scarcely work the saw, lhick once more attacked the iron
bar. Half an hour's work sufficed to reader it sufliciently
weak to allow their joint efforts to pull it on one side,

'+ 1’11, creep through, and if all is still, Tom, call you,”
whispered Dick.

Urasping the bars on either side of the opening, he
remained for a moment to still the quick beating of bis heart ;
then, raising himself up, thrust his head through the
aperture, but only to find that, wriggle as he might, he could
not squeeze his n)::ﬂu]dura through. In vain he struggled. Tt
was no use; and, with a bitter sigh, he allowed himself to
drop once more on to the floor of his cell.

“It's no good, Tom—I can't get through! You go, my
boy, and Heaven preserve you!” he eried, in despairing
tones.

“ What, without you, Master Dick? Not much " declared
Tom Evans determinedly. * If vou can’t squeeze through,
I'm jolly sure T can't—or, at least, won't!”

‘“ Nonsense, Tom ! What's the good of us both being kept
prisopers here?  Besides, remember it 18 England we arve
working for now. There is no time to cut through another
}nr, and we could never bend the ivon back again, so that
t would pass muster by daylight.”

“ Don’t know nothing about that, Master Dick,
a-going without you,” declared Tom obstinately. Then he
brightened up. " But I tell yer what I can do, sir. Them
there workmen arve sure to have left a lot of tools about.
Perhaps 1 can find a file amongst 'em, or, still better, a jack
to force the bars apart.”

ick sprang forward and clasped the other's hand.

““Tom, you're a brick! Mauake haste! It won't be much
good our getting out of the cell unless we can find a way out
of the fort before morning.”

Without another word the little arab mounted on Dick’s
shoulders, and, with some difficulty, for it was a tight fit even
for him, small though he was, passed through the opening.

“‘ Good-bve, Master Dick ! cep up your pecker! I won't
be long!” Dick heard him whisper. And the next moment
he was swallowed up in t.lije- darkness.

Eagerly Dick Thornhill awaited his little companion’s
return. But hour succeeded hour, and no white-faced form
emerged from the darkness, until at lust, when the first
streaks of light illuminated the black-and-gold flag floating
over the citadel, he crept to his plank bed, and, throwing
himself on the hard board, gave way to despair and bitter
disappointment,

Despite his protestations, despite his oft-repeated oaths of
devotion, Tom Evans had deserted him without even trying
Enbtain the tools which would give him his liberty. The

I aren't

}1'5 mgratitude cut him to the heart even more than the

owledge that now he must continue in his prison for wecks
—it might be years.

But Dick was doing the youngster a grave injustice. From
the moment Tom Evans emerged through the grating sharp
eyes had been upon him, and dark, gliding forms had
lollowed his every movement,

The workmen were still busy in another part of the fort,
for Tom could hear the constant banging and eclanging of
their hammers on iron rivets; but immediately in ﬁ'm:t of
where he now was he saw a long, narrow shed, fitted up as
a turning-shop, and dimily lighted by infrequent gas-jets

Peering anxjously about him for ].'fIUHHiL]t'! dangers, Tom
passed down the shed, looking to right aud left for any tool
that would answer his purpos..

At the further end of the workshop he saw an open door,
from which a bright light shone unon a blacksmith’s bench
and forge, litteved with a varied ascortment of files, drills,
and other tools,

Here was luck !
or on the boneh was a small jack.

i diles, and  then, with the jack, hasten
eomuradle,

Creeming forward, Tie looked in, and with difficulty re-

FESE"LI il l.'l.'l'llI| {:I'F [Jp]igllt- “'hp‘” }l'f-" F'[_]'I_llll'] Ihl" Illl.a':ll"'f"‘ WhAs -I""'I.]H_",'.

en, gliding through the door, he appreached the bench,

But barely had he vowzed a file from its rack eve a slight
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The tools were the very ones he wanted,
e could pick and choose
back to his

noise behind him caused him to look ronnd. At the same
moment the door was shoved hastily to, and he found himself
confronted by Major Seigner and half a dozen grinning
!-mn.jmrs.

The boy staggercd back against the kench, clutching its
r-:}:_:‘,gh edge to keep himself from falling.

: Very {"_lﬂf'l}" done indeed, TMI‘. Thomas FEvans' snesrod
Seigner. ** You have walked into our trap like a fly into a
gpider’s web.”

" Fine trap, T must say!"” retorted Tom, who was rapidly
recovering his composure. * Bah! TY¢'s just like vou under-
hand German beggars! If you wanted me why didn’t you
come nto the cell aud lug me out ?"

' Because then, my young friend, Master Richard Thorn-
hill would have been constantly on the look-out to escape.
Now we will take care that he shall think you have escaped
scot-free.  He will believe that you will warn the British
Government of what we are doing here, and then will be
more amenable to reason.”

. What! Will you let him think that I pot out and hooked
it, leaving a pal in the lurch?” cried Tom, in dismay. ;

““Bah! What is he to you? Only a master!” retorted
Seigner contemptuously. *“ But come, my lad, others beside
myself have a hand in your fate. If you are wise, the day
the Faleon was captured will prove the luckiest in vour life.
Bring lnm along, men !" :

Without another word, Seigner turned on his heels and led
the way towards the barracks. Crossing a large parade-
ground, they entered a building which Tom at first took to
be a prison,.so sombre, black, and duli did it look.

Passing through a doorway, on either side of which a
sentry presented arms to Seigner, Tom was led down a stone-
qued passage. Then a door was thrown open, and he found
umself in a wel-furnished room, at the head of a table in
which sat the general with the Tron Cross whom he had seen
with the Kaiser,

" I have brought yvou the boy, Tom Evans, Herr General,”
sald Seigner, E.aruting.

" You arranged everything as I suggested?” askad the
officer.

" Yes, sir.
ceeaped.”

“Good! Now, my lad, speak up! Which is it to be—a
dozen rifles and your tack against a wall at sunrise, or free-
dom and what will make you a rich man for life?” he said,
turning abruptly to Tom.

“ Don’t know as I've much to live for, sir,”” reslied Tom,
looking the other straight in the face; * still, 1 don't want %o
die Just yet. But I suppose you ain't going to give me my
liberty just 'cos I'm so "andsome "

ITis companion has no idea but that he hms

. L ] | ] [} #

The general frowned at the tone of the lad’s reply; then
& grim smile crossed his lips.

“You are ni.}?t' boy; but I should advise vou te keep
your tongue within bounds,” he said. * I suppose you would
not object to a pension, paid by the German Government, of
twenty pounds a month for it ?"”

“ It’s a lot o’ money ; but, then, it might happen that when
vou had done with me 1 should not live long to enjoy it,™
replied Tom sagely.

* Thunder and lightning, dog! Do vou think we Germans
are murderers?’ roared the general, springing to his feet.
* Besides, what would a miserable twenty pounds a month
h?:f‘:whf‘ﬂ we shall have the revenue of England to pay it out
L.

“There's something in that, sir,” returned Tom, noways
abashed ; though, truth to tell, his heart was beating faster
than he cared about and his hair had a tendency to stand
on end. * But wouldn’t 1t be as well if you said what you
wanted me to do?”

“True. There 1s no reason why I should not; for if yon
refuse, the fate T have already hinted at will be vours. We
want Thorpe Thorohill in our power. Go to England, lure
him to a spot T wil name hereafter, by telling him his
brother hias escaped and is awaiting him there, and not only
the twenty pounds a month, but a permanent situation under
the German Government will be yours,”

Tom's beain was busv.  He would have given much to
have told the German general what he thought of him and
his villainous proposition; but he realised that such a course
would be disastrous to himself, without in any way helping
his master or his brother; whilst by pretending to agree to
the infamous prosposition he would at least be able to put
Thornhill on hiz guard. Buat it would not do to appear too
willing. Blowly he shook lis head, then rumpled up his hair
with both hands, and began sobbing quietly.

Y Now, boy, speak! 1 have no time to waste, If you
refuse, there are others!” cried the generval impatiently.

(This Grand New Serial will be continued Next
Monday. Order Early.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Not Having Any!

OB CHERRY and Frank Nugent, of the Remove Form
at Greyvfrairs, stood on the steps of the School House,
and looked out across the murky Close towards Little
Side. They were in footer togs, and Bob Cherry had

a ball under his arm.

¢ Footer practice—in  this
" Lﬂﬁ*l}.' l"

“ Well, it's no good grumbling,”
got to go through it.
it 8o much,”’

“ You chaps readv?"” asked Johnny Bull, coming out of
tho School House.

“ No!’ said Bob Cherry, “It's too rotten for footer!
1 vote we chuck it up and play leap-frog in the common-
room, or something !™
“Dry up, vou ass,” said Johnny Bull, * You'll make us
Tar MacNeET LIBRARY.—No. 3T.
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Bob.

said Nugent. ** We've
Once we get started we sha'n't notice

drizzle "' grunted

I

=

The junlors looked at Lord Mauleverer,

and gasped. Mauly, the slacker, who

never worked un'ess he was compelled to,
was actually ** swolting! ™'

all dissatisfied. We've got to put in a couple of hours at
practice, and it's no use grumbling.”

Harry Wharton suddenly appeared.

“ Hallo! What are you chaps doing here 7" he asked.

“ Waiting for vou, ass,”” replied Bob Cherry.

“Well, there’s no need to hang about here,” said
Wharton, ““ Buzz on to the ground, and get ready for
busineas. I'll be there in a jiffy."”

“Why can't vou come now ?"”" asked Nugent.

“T'm looking for that ass Mauleverer. Got a letter for
him. As soon as I'vz found him I'll join you.”

“ A game of chess—"" began Bob Cherry.

“Eh?"

“ A pame of chess wouldn’t be bad just now,” said Boh
reflectively. * Just think of sitting in the study, nice and
comfv. Footer's all right in its place, but——"

Harry Wharton grinned.

“ None of that biznew, my son,” he interrupted. * We'va
got to practise this afternoon, rain or no rain. There'll bo

“THE GREYFRIARS SPY-HUNTERS!" *Wrattn %o "8y FRANK RIGHARDS. "
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heaps of time for chess ufltcrwards; and we shall cnjoy it a
lot more.”

And the captain of the Remove went back into the House.
Iis chums looked at one another, and Bob Cherry made a
WPV Crimace.

“ Unreasonable chap, Wharton,” he said, looking up at
!h:'-nfruwning sky. “ Well, I suppose we've got to get a move
LV

And the juniors went out in a body.

IHarry Wharton was anxious to get out, and he walked
}hrmtgh the passages with an impatient expression upon his
ace.

“The duffer 1sn't in his room,” he murmured: * and he

docsu’t seem to be about the House. He ecan’t be out
cveling, or walking in this drizzle. 1 say, Brown.”

Tom Brown, the New Zealander, looked round.

“ What's the trouble "’ ho asked.

““Have you scen Mauly anywhere about!"” asked

Wharton.

“ Yes, I spotted him in the passage five minutes ago,” saul
Tam Brown. ** He'd got a book under his arm, so I suppose
ne's slacking somewhere, as usual.”

** Thanks !

Harry went downs:airs. But a thorough search of the
common-room did not reveal the elegant figure of Lord
Miuleverer, of the Remove. Harry \‘ﬁmrtml gave 1t up.

1 sha'n’t waste any more time!” he muttered. **T’ll
give him this letter at tea-time. I don't suppose it's anything
important, anvhow.”

The letter had been given to Wharton by the postman,
whom the junior had met ut the entrance-gates. He had not
placed it in the rack because he thought that the schoolboy
earl was about the House,

Harry walked briskly to the football-ground.

. lle passed Snoop, the sneak of the Remove, who was lean-
Mg against onc of the old elms, where it was practically dry,
for the leaves were still thick upon the branches, watching
the Third Form match,

* Been Mauleverer knocliing about ?”' asked Wharton.

“ No,” said Snoop. “ Why?”

“1 wamted him, that's all," said Harry: and he walked
on.

Snoop looked after him, and grinned.

“Silly ase, playing footer 1 this rain!”
“Til bet Lhe wanted Mauly to practise.
footer! Oh, my hat!”

He chuckled at the very thought.  And it certainly was
humorous, for Lord Mauleverer was she prize slacker of the
Remove,  The schoolbor millionaire was one of the best
fellows breathing—generous to a degree, and sunny-tempered,
But there was no denying that he disliked work exceedingly.
J;ll}'{}hmg that required exertion was not in Mauleverer's line
at all,

Even in the very'cold weuther, when snow was on the
geound, and when brisk exercise would have warmed him up,
Mauleverer preferred to reiain in his own luxurious stus y
before a blazing five.

Snoap Iﬁﬂ?!'{f after a few minutes, and lounged across the
Close. He was feeling thivsty, and was looking for somcone
who would stand him a Lottle of ginger-beer.

There was quite a little crowd round Mrs. Mimble's tuck-
chep. under the awning, Lut Snoop saw nobodv who would
be likely to ' treat " him. Hovering awbout the shop door
was the fat figure of Billy Bunter, and Snoop grinned,

“ Wonder how much longer that porpoise is gomg to stay
there 7 he murmured. ** He's been dodging about the tuck-

shop ever since dinner, snd he hasn't had even a currant out
of » bath-bun!"

~ But Billy Bunter knew that he wouldn't stand an carthly
if he went away. Ile was in his customary state of im-
pecuniosity, and he wanted some tuck badly. The onlv hope
lay in hovering near the school shop on the chance that some
geiierous soul would offer to pav for his refreshments. It was
rather a forlorn hope, but Bunter was nothing if not
nersistent,

Snoop didn’t approach the tuckshop, but suddenly started
runmng towards the gvmuasium. He had  just  spotted
Trevor of the Remove.  And in less than two minutes Snoop
had succceded in borrowing a shilling, Trevor happening to
be in funds.

“ Good biz !’ =aid Snoop.

“ Right-ho !"" said Trevor.

And he went off towards the plaving-fields, where the
occasional thud of the leather ecould be heard internungled
with the juniors’ shouts,

Snoop made a beeline for the tuckshop. As he crossed
the Close in the slow drizzle he saw a figure in a mackintosh
Just turning into the Cloisters. The Close was otherwise
deserted.

And Snoop recognised the figure as that of Lord Maul-
everer. He grinned to himself and stopped,
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he muttered.
Mauly playing

“ Pay you back on Saturday.”
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Remove.

* Mauly ! he shouted. * Hi, Maaly!™

Lord Mauleverer stopped, and looked round,

“ Did anyone call me?” he asked listlessly.

“Yes, I did!” shouted Snoop. * Come over here, old
man !”’

“ Begad, it's too much fag,” replied the dandy of the
“If you want to speak to me, ecome here.”

Snoop approached,

don’t want to speak to you,” he began.

if Gmd I‘l‘l

“ I mean, [ only want to give you a tip,” said Snoop.

“ My dear fellow, I don’t want it ! exclaimed Mnu]fevprﬂr.
in a tired voice. *'I've got heaps of money of my own !”

" You ass! I don’t mean that kind of tip !"

" Begad, I thought you didn’t, somehow !

“It's a word of advice,” went on Snoop. “ If I were you,
1]_.' s.huuldr"ateer clear of the playing-fields. Wharton's looking
or you !

" Looking for me?"" said his lordship.
fnrlliljl

Snoop grinned,

“He wants you to play footer for him,” he said. * He and
those other duffers are practising in this rotten rain, and they
want you as well. They want you to keep goul !

** Begad !

Bnoop’s word of advice wasn't exactly truthful, for he didn’t
know what Harry Wharton had wanted Mauleverer for—it
was only gucsswork on Snoop’s part. But Lord Mauleverer
wash't to know that, and he looked at Snoop in dismay.

“ Begad, is—i& Wharton looking for me now 2" he asked.

" Yes, and Bob Cherry as well,” answered Snoop uniruth-
fully; he was enjoying the effect of his words upon Maul-
everer's aristocratic face. “If [ were you, I'd make mysclf
scarce—I'd lock myself up somewhere.”

[T Yau‘r'l-

Lord Mauleverer looked up and down anxiously,

“ Awfulle good of you to give me the tip, my dear fellow,”
he dsa.ifl. “T'll bunk indoors and lock myself in my bally
study !’

And the dismayed slacker proceeded to © bunk " indoors.
Probably he didu’'t know the literal meaning of the word
“bunky’ in the sense he had used it, for his progress to the
School House was o languid stroll. Even the dire fear of
being forced to work did not make Maulevercr hurry himself.

But he arrived at his study without® adventure, and turned
the key in the lock with a sigh of relief. Then he taok off
his mackintosh, and lowered gil]}lﬂ{‘].f mto a luxurious pounge
before the fireplace,

" Footer, in this weather I”” he murmured, with closed eyes.
“ What silly asscs, begad! Thauk goodness they didn't collar
me. I shall be undisturbed——"

Lord Mauleverer paused, and opened his eyes as a brisk
footstep sounded in the passage. Next moment the sounds
ceased—outside his study door !

“What the deuoce

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Peter Tudd'ihthtlc Request !

ORD MAULEVERER held his breath.
" Begad, it's Wharton, come to lug me out!" he
umrrnlll‘i‘l.], in dismng.
Tap !

Somebody knocked, and tried the door-handle.

* Hallo, locked !” the wvisitor exclaimed., ‘' The awful
slacker's locked himself in! Mawy, you lazy bounder !

The last three words were shouted loudly, and the schoolboy
earl recogmesed the voice as that of Peter Todd of the Remove,
But Peter Todd was a friend of Wharton's, and it was quite
on the cards that Peter had come along to haul him out.

The schoolbgy earl remained still.

Peter Todd knocked again—with his boot.

“Are vou in there, Mauly ?"’ he shouted, with his mouth
to the keyhole, " It's no good, you awful slacker, I know
vou're nside. [ saw you come into the IHouse just now, If

vou don’t answer I'll bust the giddy door down !

“ Begad

Peter Todd, outside, grinned.

* Oh, you're inside, right cnough!” he exclaimed,
you going to open this door ¥

B E’aaslli

“Good! Look sharp about it!”

Peter stood in the passage and waited; but there was no
movement inside the study. Todd banged on the door agai,

“Mauly !"" he roared.

“Yaas?"

1 thought you said you were going to open the door, you
hli.;_rhtl:'l' by
“Yaas, so I am!”’

‘“ Are

CLISEARY, “THE [SNLEQPRLAR, " JONOQELER ke
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Lord Mauleverer was in his shirtsleeves, and his face was molist with perspiration as he came out of his study.

On his back was an easy chair, with which ke was staggering up the passage.
i Hul-:_l me up, s__qmehudy 1 _g_z_ﬁ_pﬂl Bob Eher_'f_y. *“1 shall faint! This is too much all at once! " (See Chapier 6.) |

—— o

The Junlors stared, almost awed.

“Then open 1t, ass! I want to come in, fathead!" said
Peter 1‘ru|i1x-]|_1.'.

YBorry, T can’t open 1t now, my dear fellow.” drawled
Lord Mauleverer, 1 meant 1 would open it when I came
out !"’

* You—you frabjous josser!”’
sprak to you!"

“You are speaking, my dear feliow !

“ You—you—— I want to come in!"’
Sorry !’

Are vou going to open this door 7"
§i 11:1 'r'Lil.:]-”

“When ?"'

“ At tea-tume, my dear fellow ! anid Mauleverer ]ﬂnguid]:.
“T wish you'd go away! You're disturbing me !”

Peter T'odd breathed hard.

“*My hat, T'll disturb you m a mmute " he excliomed,
“If you don't open thia door immmediately, I'll pulverise vou
when I catch you outside !

“1'Il risk it, old chap!”

** But what’s the idea ?"" shouted Todd.
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shouted Todd., I want to

roarcd Todd.

[ Y

i

“ What the dickens

have vou bolted vourself up for ?
murderif vou let me in?"”

“ Yaas—[ mean, no—but 1t's too wet "

“Too wet?” ejaculated Peter,

**Yaas."

“Too wet for what, you thundering jabberwock 1™

* Football !

' Football 2"

¥ Yaas."

* Who's talking about football I" roared Todd, in exaspera-
tion.

“DBegad, T wish you wouldn’t shout!" said Lord Ma:!
everer plaintively. * You might let a chap get some rost !
It's no good, Toddy—I'm not going to open the giddy door,
It's too wet for footer, and I'm not gomng to let you lug me
out !

Peter Todd stared at the closed door as he heard Maul-
evierer sigh after that lengthy utterance,

“Footer—lug you out!” ejacnlated Todd.
if 1 know what you're talking about, Mauly,
I came to make you play footer?" )

Do vou think I shall commiy

“I'm blesa~d
Did you think

“THE GREYFRIARS SPY-HUNTERS " A orans ot o mr anne ot ne™
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" ¥aas. Wharton sent you !

*Well, I'm blessed "

“I was warned, yon see, my dear fellow,” vawned Maul-
everer. ' 8o I've locked myself in. Please go away:; I'm
beastly tired. All this talking has made me quite weak !™

“ But—but you silly ass—you fatheaded cuckoo—I haven't
scen Wharton ! roared Peter Todd., 1 haven't come here
to make you play football! I want to borrow some tin off
yvou !’

" Begad !

" 8o open #he door, and don’t be an hour about it [V

A Iaven't you come from Wharton—really 1"

“OF course I haven’t!” shouted Peter,

““ And you don't want me to play "’

id Nﬂ !!'l

“ Honour bright 77

“Yes, you chump! Honour bright!” exclaimed Todd
sulphurously. * Now will you open the door 7"

“Oh, don't be an ass!” said I:Viﬂ.UIE‘i‘El'E‘I' mildly

" What do you mean?”’

“How can I open the door " asked his lordship wearily.
“I'm on the lounge before the fireplace, and 1 ean’t reach
the door from here, iny dear fellow !V

Peter Todd glared at the door pancls with a concentration
of expression that ought to have bored a hole 1n the wood.

“Can't you get up?”’ he bellowed.

“Nol”

“Why not1”

“ Tired !’ _ _

“ I'll give you one more chance, Mauly," said Peter thickly.
“ If you don’t n thig door in one minute, I'll get a hammer
and bust the lock! After that I'l haul you out, drag you
grross the Close, and duck you in the fountain I

“ Begad I’

“You've got five seconds left!” _ _

‘“‘ Begad, thosc fifty-five seconds have gone quickly ! said

Mauleverer. ** All nnight, I'll open the door! It's a beastly
nuisance, though. Why can’t you let a fellow rest in com-
fort ?”’

The key turned in the lock, and Tedd grasped the handle
and stamped into the schoolboy earl’s luxurious study. He
faced Mauleverer and gazed at him with an almost homicidal
glare.

“You lazy, slacking bounder !"" he said wrathfully. *“ I've
a jolly good mind to chuck vou out in the passage with all
vour furniture on top of you! That would give you a bit of
work to do!l”

“Work !” gasped Mauleverer. * Begad ! ‘ ‘

“ Yes, work I”' growled Todd, * You could work all right if
you set your mind to it. You're a decent sort m the mam—
one of the best—but you're the laziest slacker in Greyfriars ]
You want wakinz up, my son!”

“ My dear fellow, you haven't let me sleep yet!” com-
plained lis lordship. .

* You ass, you're asleep all the time! You want a couple
of dynamite bombs shoved under your giddy waistcoat! Der-
baps they'd make you move a bit."”

ﬂter ;i'ndd wiped his brow, {for his little vocal exercise in
the passage had made him quite breathless.

o glanw then, my son, I want to borrow ten bob, please,”” he
“ Study No. T 18 hard up at the
Dutton’s stony,

Ho I've

gaid, holding out his hand.
moment, and we've got nothing in for tcea.
and Bunter spent his last halfpenny before dinner,
come to you to help us over the giddy stile.”

Lord Mauleverer nodded and yawned,

““ Right-ho, my dear fellow! I'll lend you ten bob with
pleasyre——""

“Good biz !

“TI'll make it & quid if you like

“ Better still,” said Peter gemally.
faults, you're not a bad sort, Mauly.”

“ Yans; but e

“ Hand out the tin!"

(13 I‘I-m ﬁni;'r}r 13

(13 Eh?l‘l

““ But I haven't got anv cash at
everer. ** You wouldn't let moe tel
pnd-a-tanner.”’

Peter Todd stared at the slacker of the Remove,

“In spite of your

resent,’”” said Lord Maul-
you, I've only got one-

ch {:}Ii]i got one-and-a-tanner I’ he repeated blankly. ** And
vou've kept me messing about here all this tune to tell me
that? Yoo—you—"

Mauleverer looked distressed.

“ I'm awfully sorry, Toddy, but it’s not my fault !'"" he saild.
“ You see, I'm expecting a letter from my uncle, Sir Reginald
Brooke, and it ought to have come this morning. It's tﬂnmi
to he here before tea—perhaps it's in the rack now. Directly
it comes I'li lend you as much as you want.” )

Todd ealmed down again.
“ Right-ho!  Then T'll look you up later on,” he said,
Tur Macrirr LiBrary.—Neo. 347.
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moving towards the door. ** And look here, if vou refuse
to let me in again I'll yank you out, skin you by inches, and
boil you in oil ! .

And with that dire threat the chief of Study Neo. T walked
out, and left Lord Mauleverer in peace and quiet,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Hot Time for Mauly!
PETF}!{ TODD was thoughtful as he walked down the

Remove passage. He was wondering how he could

make Lord Muuleverer rouse himself out of his ae-

customed apathy. It was a pretty stiff task to con-
template. Bob Cherry had made the atfempt on move than
one occasion, but Mauly had never profited by it. IPerhaps
Bob’s methods had been a little too drastic.
_ Peter strolled out into the Close, and made for the plaving-
fll_'l'-"]E- The rain _}iﬂ-d stopped now, but the #utumn air was
Hti]! damp and chillty. Todd was thinking of Mauleverer still.

) I wayt to get hold of some subtle scheme,” he murmured
— " something that’ll make Mauly jump out of his skin, so to
E-'ui'-f:iL]fi and show what he can do.”

_l'{:uh] pauscd to look at the Removites practising, Harry
Wharton had the ball, and he sent it spinning into the net
with a well-directed kick.

“ Goal !" said Temple of the Upper Fourth.

* Rata!” said Peter. ‘ It's only practice, you ass!”

‘: Well, the goalie was beaten, anvhow.”

‘”Dh_. I;th}]:.:r!” sald Dabney, of the Fourth,

ALTY rton came off presently, He was w ' i
of 'I.hi}hduﬂ weather, Y ’ AR

“Phew! I'm off for a drink of ginger-pop at Mrs.
Mimble's I he said. * Hallo, Toddy, wu'ﬁut.ﬁurt.tpvﬂu looking
s0 thoughtful about?” i i

* Oh, I was only thinking of Mauly,” said Peter.

*“ De you know where he'is, then ¢7

“ Yes; in his study, locked in,” replied Peter Todd.,

“ Locked in? What on carth for ¥ asked Harry.

“ He thinks you're after him,” chuckled Todd.” “ T went
therc just now, and had a terrific job to get in. He thinks
you're going to haul him out here to practise. Have you been
on the giddy warpath ¥
‘ “\ No; I haven't seen Mauly since dinner,” replied Wharton.
* That rotter, Snoop, has been stuffing him up. 1 told Snoap
I wanted Mauleverer, and I expeet Sneop has spun a yarn
that I wanted him for footer practice.” ’

t "”1: os, Snoopy isn't particular about sticking to the
ruth,

“ Well, T'll have my pginger-pop, and then go and e 1
things to Mauly,” sai I%&rgy Tl"hE:'mn. § RS

And he went off to Mrs. Mimble's little shop in the corner
of the Close. ilaving regaled himse!f on ginger-beer, he
entered the School House and went to Lord Mauleverer's
study in the Remove passago.

NBefore knocking on the door, he took Muauly's letter from
his pocket. +

" From his uncle,” he murmured, recognisine the hand.
writing. “ A giddy remittance, 1 expect, 1f T wasn't in
funds I'd ask Mauly for a loan for causing me all this blessed
trouble,”

He tapped on the door, and tried the handle; but it was
still locked.,

“ Mauly !"" he shouted,

“Eh? Hallo! Who's that— what?"" cane a drowsy voice
f:‘{:n}{ within.

“ 1t's me, you ass!” exclaimed Harrv ungrammatically,

“Oh, my hat! It's Wharton, begad " ¥ g

:: Yes; open the door, you lazy bounder ™
B _Yaas—I mean, no fear!” exclaimed Mauleverer hastily.

'Sriqu, can't f:aInmn |r|.}?1}' ?f};;rénlluw. I was warned, you see,
A ve made mysclf safe, o away, theie’ {
I—I'm tired !" 4 ¥t Thenon & el ghag.

Harry Wharton grinned.

*“ It's all right, you chump! I'm not going to hurt you !" he
said, ** I’ve got a letter for you from your uncle.”

** Oh, good!”

“ Well, open the door !" said Harry impatiently, “ T can't
stand out here all the afternoon! Todd tells me vou've been
playing the same trick on him, and kept him waiting ages.”

A I—T ean’t open the doar—1I really can’t, my dear follow 1"
cjaculated Lord Mauleverer,  * Push the letter under the
door, will you 7"’

“No, T jolly well worn't!™ exclaimed Wharton, “ Come
and open the door, you lazy, slow-maving tortoise! You
needn’t think I've come to haul vou out to footer practice
That was anly Snoop’s tommy-rot.” ,

L {}}I ]"I
Just that one exclamation, but no soumd of movement.
Harry Wharton's eves began to gleam, and he thuniped hard

on the door.
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Bang! Thump! Bang!
“ Look here, Mauly, if you don't——"
* Oh, you are a bother, Wharton!"" interrupted Mauleverer

plaintively, “ I'm trving to get a nan, you know! Do go
away !"’ _

Harry Wharton breathed hard. ;

“1 tell you I'm not going to touch you,'" he said. *I've

got a letter for you, and I'm not going to shove it under the
giddy door. If you're too :azy to unlock it, T'll take your
rotten letter away again!”’

is Dhq Ef‘lﬂ'd i

:: Ain't you going to let me in?" asked Wharton.

No.”

“ Why not 7"’

* Too much fag.”

Harry Wharton gazed at the door wrathfully for a moment,
:;Jhan hl'tis expression changed, and he chuckled under his

reath,

It was obviously impossible to get into Mauleverer's study
by the door, but there were other means of entrance, and
Wharton decided to teach Lord Mauleverer a lesson,

Without wasting any more time, he hurried out into the
Close, and made his way to the football ground. Bob Cherry
and Nugent were in the pavilion watching the practice, and
Johnny Bull was just comung in,

“ Hallo, hallo, ‘hallo! You look as if you're on the war-
path!” said Bob Cherry.

“B8Bo I am,” replied Harry grimly, * I've just been up to
Mauleverer's study, and the frightful bounder’s actually too
lazy to get up off the couch and unlock the door! I vote we
teach him a lesson !

Bob Cherry shook his head.

““ Might as well teach a lesson to my giddy footer boots,” he
said. ** We've done everything that’s humanly possible for
Mauly, but he's passed all earthly aid.”

““ Well, I'm going to shove Goaling’s ladder up against the
window, get in, and haul Mauly out,"” said Wharton firmly,
“ I suppose you chaps'll join in?"

** Rather !"

‘““ Anything to oblige!"”

““ You can count me among the number,” said Peter Todd,
who was standing near by, ‘' I've had trouble with Mauly
this afternoon, too, and 1 should like to see the bounder
shoved through the mull!™

“Right-ho! Follow your uncle!" said Wharton checrfully,

And the five juniors sct off in search of Gosling's ladder.
They found it leaning against the wood-shed, and, without
any waste of time, proceeded to carry it across the Cloze,

** Hi, voung gents!”

*“Oh, that's Gossy ! growled Nugent.

Gosling stood at the door of his lodge, wiping his mouth,
having evidently left his work for the moment to imbibe
liquid refreshment.

““Now then, young gents, wot are you a-doin’ with that
there ladder?” he shouted,

i Oh, we're just carting it round the Close to get our-
selves warm!” said Bob Cherry breathlessly., * Must deo
something this cold weather, vou know, Gossy!™

“I don’t want none o' your sarcasm, Master Cherry!”
grovled Gosling.  *“*Wot T says 15 this "ere—""

“Oh, ratst"” interrupted Harry Wharton. ““ We're not
going to hurt your blessed old ladder! We'll bring it back
1in ten minutes; don't you worry !

““'That’s all werry well, but wot I says ]

But Gosling's voice died away in the distance as the
juniors disappeared round the corner of the School House,
And the porter didn't feel inclined to wulk across thg Close
to make further remarks; he knew by experience that they
would fall upon deaf ears. 8o he turned into his lodge again,
making some reference to * young rips.”

The young rips halted beneath the window of Lord Maul-
cverer's study. The ladder was quickly hoisted, and Harry
Wharton set his foot upon it.

“T'll go first, and vou two had better follow,” he said,
indicating Peter Todd and Bob Cherrv., * You other chaps
cart the ladder back, and then lend a hand with Mauly after
we've hauled the bounder out!”

““ Good enough!” said Bob Cherry. “ Lead on, Macduff !

Wharton mounted the ladder nimbly, and Todd and Bob
Cherry followed close behind.

They stepped into the study, and looked round. Lord
Mauleverer was reclining gracefully on the luxurious lounge,
sleeping peacefully. Bob Cherry grinned.

“ Now for the giddy surprize!” he muttered. “1 vote we
all take a running jump at him, and land on his chest! [
should think that would wake him up!"

“Well, it ought to!” grinned Peter Todd.

But Mauleverer awoke before any such drastic measurcs
could ba taken. He had only been dozing, and the low voices
aroused him.  He opened his eyes, blinked at the invaders,
and sat up with a start,

“ Begad " he gasped.

He gazed round in alarm, and saw that the door was still
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locked.  The threc Removites regarded him with fixed, con-
centrated stares, .
“ Begad! How—how the deunce did you fellows get in?
his 1ﬂl’5$hip ejaculated. ** The door’s locked, and— By

Jove, the window !"

“ ¥ez, we got in by the window, my son,” said Boh Cherry
sternly.  * We've come to teach you a lesson—to show you
the error of your ways. Ten minutes ago you refused to
open the door to Wharton, because it was too much fag.
We will now proceed to sit on you, bump you, and commit
slaughter generally !”

Lord Mauleverer lay back and gasped.

“ Now, don't bo silly asses!’ he exclaimed. “T'd have
opened the door to Wharton in a moment if 1 badn’t been so
beastly tired!” .

“ Well, vou'll get up now,” said Harry Wharton grimly.
“ And by the time we've finished with you, you may have
adequate cause to feel tired.  We're going to run you out to
the }uuter-ﬁuld *

T3 EI}EHI.]. 72 )

“ And make you perspire from every pore!” said DIeter
Todd.

“ Poor old Mauly!"” grinned Bob Cherry.

““ Ha, ha, ha!” .

“1—1 say, my dear fellows, you're not serious?” asked
Mauleverer faintly.

“We are!"” said Bob. * We 1s!”

“ Yaas; but—""

“No ‘buts’ about it,”” said Harry Wharton briskly.
“ Collar him, chaps!” ‘
“Begad! Now, don't act the giddy—— Ow! T say, I—

1'll go quietly I"* gasped his lordship, as he was yanked off the
lounge, ““I'll walk quietly, without trying to escape, you
know !"’

“ No good, my son—you've got to run!” said Bob Cherry.
]:T}ﬁt-'a the object of this visit. We're going to malke you

ot i

“But I am hot already !’ howled Mauleverer, who was pers-
piring with alarm.

“Cold to what you will be!” said Todd cheerfully.

‘* Begad !

Lord Mauleverer was bundled out of his study into the
passage. He was looking somewhat alarmed, but he made
no attempt to free himself.  In the first place, it would have
required too much exertion, and in the second place he knew
that the offort would be useless. So he allowed himself to
be propelled downstairs at a dizzy speed. )

In the entrance-hall Nugent and Johnny Bull stood wait-
ing, grinning broadly.

“ You've dug the bounder out, then?’ said Nugent.

“ Rather """ panted Bob Cherry. ‘‘If you come with us to
the plaving fields, you'll have the pleasure of seeing murder
done !

“Begad!"" gasped Mauleverer.
pity on a chap! Rescue me!”

Johnny Buﬁ grinned.

“Yes, we'll rescue you, Mauly, but not to-day,” he said
cheerfully. * We're going to sce the fun!”

“Fun!" howled his lordship.

“ Exactly,” chuckled Bull. “It may not be funny from
vour point of view, but from ours it's downright humorous!"”

Mauleverer bad no time to answer, for he was shot through
the doorway with unceremonious haste, At breakneck speed
he was hustled across the Close, For once in a while the
schoolboy earl was exerting himself, and the change wasn't to
his Iikiglg at all.  But it was Hobson’s choice—he simply had
to run!

“1 say, you fellows, Lave

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
No Remittance!

b HERE, I think vou'll do now, Mauly!” said Harry
Wharton breathlessly.
l ““Begad, I'm done up!” gasped Lord Maul-
everer,

“ Yes, 'nuff’s as good as a feast!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“T'm beginning to feel somewhat fagged myself, so it's quite
time we put the giddy brake on, You can buzz indoors now,
Mauly—if vou've got enough energy left!”

The Removites had almost exhausted themselves in giving
Mauwleverer his lesson.

At top speed they had rushed his lordship up and down the
fm}tball-ﬁt‘m Times innumerable Mauly had fallen flat in
the wet grass, to receive the Famous Five on top of him,
But again and again they had forced him to get up and run
again, until now he was a sorry spectacle,

Utterly spent, Lord Mauleverer leaned against a  post,
rpgnilﬂnﬁ his breath, The perspiration was running from

3,

his cheeks, and his face was red with exertion. His elegant
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clothes were muddy from top to battom, his collar was
lmng!iug down his back, and his necktie had disappeared com-

lete ],
¥ “Ow!l  DBegad, I'm finished!” he groaned. “ Yaas, my
dear fellows, I'm finished. 1—1 think I shall go to bed—
what 7’

“If vou do we'll come and haul you out again,”’ said
Harry Wharton grimly. *“ You're too lazy to live! Go
mdoours and clean yourself, and then spend the evening as
usual-—or else in gymnastic excreises, f vou like, I'll have
a round or two with the gloves after tea X

" Begad, no!” ejaculuted Mauly, in alarm. ““1 don’t feel
up to it to-day—I don’t really, my dear fellow 1™

And his lordslip hurried away at quite a smart pace, in
epitd of his exhausted condition.  DBut Wharton called him
back, and gave him his letter—which had been the cause of all
the trouble.

Mauleverer wasn't at all cross with the Famous Five for
handling him so roughly.

He was altogether too spent to be erass with anybody, and
his une thought was ta get changed as quickly as possible,
atnl then lie down in his study,

The Removites watched him disuppear into the School
House with amused smiles, They had exerted themselves
on his account, but thev did not mind that.

“ He ought to be treated that way every day for a month.”
said  Bob . Cherry.  ““Then, perhaps,  he'd pull  himself
together I :
" A month of it would finish him '™ chuckled Johnny Bull,
he poor chap would be ready to lie down and perish 1"
“The perishfulness ‘would be terrifie !” said Hurrce Jumsct
Ram Singh, who had taken an active part in the ragging.

“Rats!” exclaimed Peter Todd firmly, *Muuly can be
a8 cnergetic as any of us if he only chooses ! )

“No fear!” said Nugent.  “He isn’t built that way [’

“Well, I'll bet anybody a quidg——""

“ Bhow us your moncy '’ Erinne:l Bob Cherry.

" Well, threepence, then,” amended Todd,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

** Some drop, as Fishy would say !I"* chuckled Bull.

“Oh, don’t be funny !” went on Poter.  ** I'm serious. [
belicve that if Mauly liked, he could work like a giddy
Trojun! We onght to think of some plan to make him !’

* All right, think of it; we sha'n't stop you,” said Wharton
cheerfully.  ** But it’'ll give your brain a ‘pretty twisting,
Toddy. Mauly isn't made to work, and it's my belief he’ll
remain a confirmed sglacker until his dying day.”

" Well, he's got it in him to work if he wants to,” declared
Peter Todd, “ It only wants bringing out—that's all.”’

* And a blessed bir all, too!! =aid Nugent. ** Well, I want
to talk about something clse. Blow Mauly !

" The blowfulness of the estcemed Mauly is terrifie,” mur-
miured Hurreo Singh,

It was teriific when we'd finished with him,
erinned Dob Cherry,
grampus !

Peter Todd suddenly remembered that it was nearly tea.
time, and that he had to obtain a loan from Mauleverer, So
the leader of No. T Study hastened indoors,

“ That letter was from his uncle,” murmured Todd.
** There's sure to be a remittance enclosed: two or three
fivers, I expect. He can easily spare a quid for little me.”

Peter found Lord Mauleverer in the Remove dormitory
alone. He had washed, and Inoked vastly better for it. When
Todd entered. his lordship was sitting on his bed, hall-dressed
reading the letter from his unele, ’

" How do you feel, old chap?® asked Todd cheerfully,

Mauleverer looked up languidly,

“ Rotten !I"" ho said,

* Sort of achy and tired®?

“Yans” .

“You'll soon be all right,” grinned Petor,
you know what I've come for, don't you?”

" Yaas—I mean, no. What have vou come for?’

“ Didn't you promise to lend me a quid?”’

Y Begad! So I did!”™

* What is it this time—ten or twenty ™" asked Poter.

" Begad! I—I'm awfully sorry, my dear fellow!" ex-
claimed Maulv, I ean't-—°°

“ Can't what?"

“ Well, you eee, there's no remitrance,” said Mauleverer,
in a tired voice,

Peter Todd jumped.

*“ No remittance " he shouted,

" No. It's beastly awkward, isn't it?” complained his lord-
chip. *“I haven't got any tin to speak of, and I shall be in
a frightful hole until nunky ik

* But how about myv quul:” shouted Todd.

Lord Mauleverer looked surprised.

“* My dear fellow, vou can't have 1t1" he said lazily, 1
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_ 1. anyhow !V
"He was blowing like a giddy

“Of course,

can’t make quids, can I I'm frightfully sorry, you know:
but nunky says that he’s fearfully worried over business
matters, or something, and can’'t bother to send me any
monoey—or something liko that.”

Peoter Todd glared,

“ Is this o wheeze to get out of lending

" Begad. what o thought!” interrupted Mauly, in a hure
‘-'ﬂlij:'E’. " Read the letter, my dear fellow, and sec for your-
self.’

Peter Todd, looking mmdignant, took the letter. It was
only short, and had obviously been written in a hurry. It
ran:

“ My Dear Nephew,—Your letter reaches me while I am
areatly worried over important business-matters. Surely you
do not want more money just yet? I am sure it is not vrgent;
and as I have no cash at hand I cannot do as yvou wish. I will
probably send a cheque within a few days.

“ UxNcLE REGINALD.”

Todd handed the letter back,

““1 don’t like the look of that probably,” "' he remarked.

“ Oh, it's all right, my dear fellow !’ said Mauly. ** Nunky
is worried, and he's put it like that because he knows he
might forget all about it. It’s a beastly nuisance, all the
same !

" But—but I thought you were a giddy millionaire?” said
Todd.

AMauleverer vawned,

“ Yaas, I believe I am—something of the sort,” he replied.

" And yet you can't have money when you want it!"
cxclaimed Peter. 1 thought you had charge of your own
giddy tin, Mauly? You haven’t got to aek vour uncle for
cvery penny you want, have yout”

M:auleverer lay back on the bed,

" You don't understand, my dear fellow,” he gaid sleepily.
" I'm bothered if I understand myself exactly. But just at
the present time the lawyer johnmies who have control of
my money arc away, or ill, or-—  I'm blessed if T know
where they are! Anyhow, for a few wecks nunky is looking
ufter me. That's how matters stand—or, at least, I beligve
they do. Nunky wrote and explained it all to me, but I
forgot 1t in ten minutes.”

Peter Todd regarded Mauleverer as though he were some
zoologieal specimen.

“ Well, I'm blessed if you don’t take the giddy pancake!"
hz exclaimed in exasperation. *“ What's the good of having
an uncle if he won’t let you have tin when you want i#%It's
not his tin either!" s bage

Mauly yvawned, _

“I know that,”" he said; " but he's got charge of it.
Perhape nunky’s worried more than we know 5

" Perhaps he’s been speculating with your fortune, old
man,”" grinned Peter, ** and has lost it all! Then you'd have
to work for a living!”

Todd looked thoughtful after he had said that, and a
cuclden gleam came into his eves. But Lord Mauleverer didn’t
notice it; he was lying back on the bed, with closed eyes.

“ Oh, don’t be a silly ass, Toddy!” he zaid wearily. “ I'm
awfully sorry about disappointing you. DBut it can't be
h{tlpmﬂ can it? It's not my fault, ,you know. Cuin’t you
borrow a quid off some other chap—Vernon-Smith ~ or
Wharton*®"

Todd moved towards the door,

“ Tl try.” he said absently. “1 expect 1 chall be ahle to
raise @ few bobs if T can get on the right sight of somebody.™

And Peter left the dormitory, much to Mauleverer's zatis-
faction, for the schoolboy-easl wasn't feeling much like con-
versation just then,

As Todd sauntercd downstairs the thoughtful expression still
remained upon his face, but it was intermingled with a sly,
miechievous enmule. He had thought of some scheme, evidently,
aned was mightily pleased with it,

“* My hat!” he murmured. *“ It'll be the wheeze of the
vear!  And it'll be a test for Mauly, too. We'll see if he
comes up to the scratch in times of stress and tribulation!
It°]] !‘I.PEHI‘:I.I‘Eful handling ; but T don’t think there's another
chap at Greyfriars who could manage it better than P. T."

Amnd with that modest thought Peter went off in search of
scme kind person who could be prevatled upon to part with
half-a-sovercign—or more.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
A Terrible Shock !
ERNON-SMITH, being flush, as usual, readily forked
out a sovercign upon being approached by Todd: and
Peter went off to the tuckshop in high good-humour,

telling himself that in some ways the Bounder was a
thandering good sort,

Peter was thoughtful during tea, and Billy Bunter's ueual
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chatter fell upon deaf ears, for to-night Todd, as well as Tom
Dutton, was extremely hard of hearing. At least, he heard,
but Bunter's talk went in one ear and came out of the other.

For Peter was still thinking of his scheme,

“Yes, 1t's best to be on the safe side,”” ho murmured into
his teacup. ' I'll pop along and sce Coker minor.”

“Eh*" asked Billy Bunter,

““Oh, nothing!” said Todd.
nozey |

"“ Oh, really, Todd!
asked Bunter eagerly.
through tea, an
Is it a wheeze!”'

*“ A wheeze?" said Peter carelesslv.  ** Don't be an ass!

1 say, you know, it’s not fair to keep me from 1it,”" com-
plained Bunter. “I'm a member of the study, and we
oughtn't to have sccrets. I promise I won't tell a soul

“Yes, I've heard that yarn before!™ interrupted Poeter,
“It's as old as the giddy hills, Bunter, and has got wrey
whiskers on it! Even if 1 had a wheeze on I shouldn’t say
a word 10 vou—urdess, of course, I wanted it all over Grey-
friars in half an hour!” _ _

“Oh, really, Todd, I'm a splendid chap for keeping sceretse

—

“I waen't talking to you,

T sav, is there some wheeze on?'”
“You've been looking thounghtiul all
now you've started muttering to yourself.

¥

“ There isn't & secret, vou fat-headed chump!” growled
Peter Todd. “ Can't I look thoughtful without veu thinking
I've got a thousand secrets on my mind? Dry up, or I'll
empty the teapot over your fat head!”

Even that dire threat had po effect: so Peter gulped down
his tea, and left the study.

“ Never knew such a chap as Bunter!” he growled to
himself, *° Whenever I think of some jape or other he always
gces there's something on. [ shall have to be jolly careful he
doesn't et wind of this, or it would be properly mucked up!
Tho whole success of it lies in absolute secreey !

He walked off briskly to the Sixth-Farm passage, and sought
out the youngest brother of Coker of the Fifth Rowiria
Coker was in the Sixth, a fact which Horace Coker greatly
disapproved of. The great and I]':i:E.{ht:-.' Coker considered it
infra dig to have a minor in a higher Form than himself, and
it was rather a sore point with lim. But what Coker lacked
in brains—and that, according to most Removites, was a very
considerable amount—he made up in muscle and sinew,
Reggie Coker was a quiet boy, stquus and modest, ,

Peter Todd would have felt rather nervous had he been in-
terviewinz some other memboer of the lordly Bixth ; but Coker
minor was different; he was more ke a junior than a scnior,

Reggie was at home, and listened attentively as Peter Todd
outlined his wonderful scheme. At first he was inclined to

omur, but Peter was a wonderful chap when he got arguing,
and at last Coker minor gave . |

“ AN the same,” he said doubtiully, ** it's rather—well, it's
a bit thick, Todd. T don't say that it's forgery—""

Peter Todd grinned.

* Mv dear chap, there's nothing wrong in the wheezo what-
:-\’ﬂ-r,""har sard eaatly. ** 1f I had written and signed the letter
it would have been forgery. But vour name’s Reginald, =o
what's to prevent you writing to Mauly, and advising him to
do certain things? If he chooses to think the letter’s from
his uncle, that's his funeral! It's settled, then—you'll sign
itll_iull

“ Well, ves, if vou think it's all right,”" said Cokeor minor.

# Of course it is ! said Peter. ** The letter will want carveful
writing, but I'll do that. I'll go and draft it out now, and pop
down to Friardale and have it tvped. Then I'll bring 1t to
you to sign.”

Regpie Coker smiled.

“ ] say, it's rather a rich jape,”" he said.

o off his dot when he reads the letter!”

“ That's the idea of it!" chuckled Peter. “TIt'll prove
whether I was rizht or not in saying that Mauly could work
if he wanted to. This'll be a giddy test, 1 suppose 1 shull
find vou here in about an hour’'s time?"

i 'i;m. 1 shall be here!”

“ (ood !"'

And Peter hurried out, miughtily pleazed with himself. To
his great rehief, No. 7 Study wuas empty; he wanled to be

wict for the next ten mmutes. He sat down at the table, and
gh:::ughtfuli}' nibbled a pencil.

Fifteen minutes later he erossed the Close, and zot out hia
biecyele. The rain had stopped now, and the autumn sky was
fairly clear. Todd whizzed down to Friardale, and stopped
at a stationer's shop, where he knew the proprictor owned a
typewriter. The job was not a long one, and I"eter was on
hia way back within twenty minutes.

Az he enterced the School House, Aushed from his ride, he
met the Famous Five, They paused to look at Lim.

“ I1allo, hallo. hallo, Toddy looks miehtilv pleased  with
himself!I'" said Dol Cherry. * What makest thou s0 josful,
ﬂ' ]".l-[ﬂl]l'. "rlll‘.ll:i ?”

“ Some jape on, T expeet!” saud Nugent.

Peter shrugred his shoulders carelessly,

“Jape?' he echoed. " Rata! 1've bhorrowed a quid this
evening, and it's made me licht-headed !”
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And he passed on, leaving the Famous Five satisfied. Bt
Peter straightened his foce as he walked up the Sixth-Form
passage,

"1 mustn’t let the others see that there's ansvthine on," ho
told himself. ** After this letter’s signed, and I've posted i,
I'll atroll down to the commeon-room, and mix with thee chaps™

e found Coker minor in lus study., ‘The vouthfa! Sixta-
Former vead the tyvpewritten concoction of  DPeter’s  anad
recarded it eritically,

“Yes, that's all right,” he said. * There's nothing in it
to say that it comes from Sir Reginald Trooke. 11 Mauloverer
tukes at for granted that it s from his unele—well, it"s nothie g
to do with me, 15 1it?"'

“ Nothing at all!™ grinned Todd., ¥ Simply sign it
*Reginald.,! Muaulv's a carcless sort of ass, and he'll never
notice that tho * Unele " §s missing,  Better make a cupy of
it on a piece of scrap-paper irst.  Might as well make it look
a lut like nunky's own Gst!"”

*“ Yes, but that's forgery o

“Rot!" said Todd. * Can't you write vour name as vou
ike? 1 remember distinetly how Sir Reginald signed g
name. Long, slanting letters, with a thick pen, and the * R’
had a funny twist in it.”

Coker mimor made one or two attempts

* That's it!" exclaimed Peter Todd.  * Ripping!
your name on the letter just like that last attemipt. My hat,
thut's sunply terrific! Old Mauly will never guess the truth "

“I hope there won't be any trouble over this, Todd,” s
Reggie Coker.  * If it came out that I signed the letter——

“Well, what of it?" asked Peter. ** Thern's nothine in it.
You don't muke any stutement—you only advise Mauly to da
coertain things—things that the IHead would heartily agrea
with, Desides, there's no question of trouble about it.  It's
only a harmless little joke”

And Peter Todd went away, leaving Coker minor satisfied
that he had done nothing wrong in signing the letter—as, in-
dead, e hadn't,

Todd hastened down to Friardale on his bievele, und posted
hia precious missive, He arrived back only just in time, for
Gosling was in the aet of closing the gates. There was tlne
difficulty of the Frinrdale postmark to contend with, but Tad |
had already formed a plan.

Next morning he took care to have Lord Mauleverer up in
pood time, It was fine and sunny, and Todd made this an
exeuse to invite Mauly to a stroll round the Close.  His lond.
ship objected at first, but Todd had his wav after a little
perauasion.

“I's O K, ho thought ; *° the postman hasn't come yot—
By jingo,'” he added, aloud, ** here he 181"

“Eh?" said Mauleverer. * Did you
fellow "

“ Only said the postman was here,”
“ Lot's see if he's gor anything for us"”

They mtrn:-rtf:ptej‘ the postman as he made for the Schaol

House.
Anyvthing for us?" asked Petor.
hundred quids ™

* Nothing for you, Master Todd,” said the postman, look-
ing  through lis letters, “There's one for his lordship,
though '’

“One for me?" said Mauleverer languidly,
wonder who 1t can be [rom?"

“ Your uncle, perhaps,” suguested Peter, ** Yes, it's type-
written; and you've often had “em typed from nunky. Shall
1 open it?”

He held out the letter for Mauwleverer's inspeetion, and eare-
lessly ludd hia thumb over the postinark, If Mauly saw that
it came from Frinvdale he would know at once that it was
not from Sie Reemald.

“ ¥Yoaus, my dear chap, open it ! said the schoolbov ecarl.
“Is from oy urele, by the look of it. Begad, perhaps he's
sent a remittance.”

I'eter Todd tore the envelope apen, and handod the contonta
over, absently serewing up the envelope, and dropping it into
his pocket.  Mauleverer was looking at the letter, and did not
seqr the action.

“ Begud, there’s no ecash ! said Mauleverer. ® Yaas, it's
from Thnrh_".' ri<_:h| vnm:;-_'ll. 1 n'nmlur (zrout Hp.-_.[_[. bl

His lordship stood rootedd to the spot, and he stared at the
lotter with a hewildered expreossion on his face. All the ealour
b Teft at, and he was pale and drawn. He looked round, and
saw that Todd had stroiled off, and was talking to Harry
Wharton and Bob Cherry,

Y Begad!” gasped Mauleverer faintly. “ Oh, begad!™

e reubized that he was looking bowled overs, and Lilly
Bunter was just rolling across the Close townrds him, So
I;niiﬂll_‘r' erushed the letter in his hand, and hurried into the

Olise

Once in his study he dropped into a luxurious arm-chaie

11

Sirn

speak, my  dear

replicd Todd eusily,

“T'm expecting a few

“ Begad, T




'* THE BEST 3% LIBRARY ®®~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY. "o

and straightened out the lettcr. Ile stared at it as though
he could not believe his eyes; as though it were all some
horrible nightmare,

" My dear, dear boy,” it ran, * what will you say if I have
to impart some terrible news to vou? You must take it calmly
and without panic. Icannot explain fully in this letter as yvou
will readily understand. But you would be dumbfounded if
I told you that, instend of being a millionaire, you were
|1raeticaifl_y a pauper. I cannot state it in cold, bald type; it
would be too cruel. Later on, perhaps, vou will realise the
truth of it. You must work, my boy—work very, very hard.
Strenuons labour is the only way to prepare a boy for a life
of constant struggle. Live frugally and without luxury. I
understand there is a scholarship at Grevfriars about to be
entered for by a number of juniors—the Holton Scholarship.
It provides free tuition and board at Greyfriars for a YEar.
You must win it, lad, and prove that you are able to work
as well as your schoolfellows. Bay nothing of this to a soul,

but just make up your mind to do as 1 suggest. 1 cannot
say more @b the moment, bué¢ you will understand.
I am quite sure that you will be willing to do anything in your
power to please your uncle,

“ REGINALD."

Peter Todd was proud of that literary effort.  He had
ended the letter in such a way thet it almost looked as though
it were signed ** Unecle Reginald.”  Yet, read with the full
knowledge of the facts, it could be seen that it was enly signed
with the bare Christian name.

Reggie Coker, ns a matter of fact, was cortainly guite sure
that Mauly would have done anything to please his uncle.
And there was not u single definite statement in the letter: it
merely suggested that Maulevercr would be astourded if he
found himsclf a pauper instead of a millionaire; as, indeed,
Muauly would.

But the precious concoction was so worded that, to Lord
Mauleverer, it seemed abeolutely positive that he had lost
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deadly projectiles strike heme they cause fearful havoc.

This splendid illustratlon shows a torpedo about to be fired from a British

ship at a German battle hi. When these

The torpedo-tubes can be pointed in any direction, as they

swing round on the turn-table so clearly shown in the picture.
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study, and looked round,
“Now for the giddy surprise,” murmured Bob Cherry.

his fortune ard was jl‘l‘t][!l]* s=. Never for a moment did he
suapeet the truth, Todd had doneehis work well, and the
result was evervthing that could b» desired. Mauleverer
gwullowed the letter whole, as 1t were.

He sat in his easy chair, breathing hard, his eyes staring
into nothingness,

“ A pauper !’ he murmured thickly, “ Degad! A life of
struggle ! Good heavens! It's too awful for words! I—I
can't do it—I can't work——  The Holton Scholarship!
Oh, begad, it's impossible 17

He got up, and paced the study, s feet sinking deep into
tho expensive earpet. His attention bocame riveted upon
the luxuricus furnmiture

“1 couldn't live without all this!” he told himseli
franticallyv. * What the dcoce shall I do without money?
Oh, begad, it's too rotten! I can't possibly stay at Grey-
friars after this. I'll ¢lear out to-morrow, and go to sea, or
something. Yaas, that's what I'll do! I simply can’t face
the chaps "

He sat down again, and his eves grow serious.

“Could I work?” he asked himself doubtfully. ** Begad,
I've never really tried! Swotting’s 2li right for those who
have to do it——"

He caught hizs breath.

“T'm one of those who have to do it, now,” he thought.
“ The fellows all think I'm a silly ass, B know it well
enough, but I've never bothered about resenting it. But

Tie MacseET LIBRARY.—No. 347
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Wharton mounted the ladder nimbly, and Todd and Bob Cherry followed close behind. They stepped into the
Lord Mauleverer was reclining gracefully on the luxurious lounge, sleeping peacefully.
““I vote we all take a running jJump at him, and land on
his chest. That ought to wake him up ! " (~ee Chapler 3.)

FLY 1]

am [ a silly ass? D've ot as much brains as most chaps,
and if I use "em—well, begad, I might Jdo something big !
But it’ll mean staving ot Greviriars without any tin. I
shall have to have tea in Hall, It'll mean Begad, 1
can't realise what 1t really will mean !

Mauleverer thought it all out, and there was a lump in hie
throat that felt as big as a hen's ¢ I1is heart was beating
fast, and when he looked at himsell in the mirror he hardly
recognised his own features—they wer2 so pale and drawn,

One thing was certain. It was impossible to remain ot
Crreyfriars; 1t was impossible to do as the letter sureested.
How could he work? How could he swot away at lessons ¥
Above all, how could he enter for the Holton, when he knew
he wouldn't have an carthly? It was preposterous |

“Yaas, begad, it's abesolutely out of the question,” mur.
mured Mauleverer. T shall have to leave the old school
If I stayed life would be too rotten to live. I'm not a funk,
goodness knows——"'

Then he paused, and started. When he came to think of
it. wouldn't it be cowardly to leave Grevirimrs? Wouldn't
it prove that he funked altering his method of living in front
of the fellows? Even of he left Greviriars he wounld have
to dispense’ with luxury for all time. DBy going away it would
prove that he was afraid to face the blow openly; it would
prove that he was a funk and weakhing, ctlzud the fellowa
would take it for granted that he was a born slacker, and
utterly incapable of working like his schoolfellows.

1" A Grand, Long, Complete 8§ of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FBANK RICHARDS,
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Mauleverer's blood ran hot and cold at the thouzht of it. He
seemed to hear future Greyfriars boys sneering and laughing
when his name cropped up. If he went away now his name
would for ever onwards be scorned. But, on the other
hand, if he staved and faced the blow like a man, he would
bo respected by all,

That iz how Lord Mauleverer looked upon the matter;
and ns he read the jetter again a firm, determined expression
came into his eves. No longer were they listless and sleepy.
The Removites would have stared in amazement could they
have scen the schoolboy earl at that moment

Hv rose to his feet, and stood erect. Heo had come to a
deecision, and somchow he grew calm. A smile almost
appeared on his lips, although the firm look n his eyes
remainced unaltered; it was almost grim, _

v 1’1l stay ! he murmured softly. ** I'll remain at Grey-
friars, and prove that T can work as good as any chap here.
I know I can do it; begad, I can feel it in my bones! T'll
live frugally and dispense witk all this rotten luxury. I'll
enter for the Holton Scholarship, and swot like the very
dickens; and, begad, if I don't win it, it won’t be for the
want of tryving."

And this from Lord Mauleverer, the slacker of the Remove,
the champion luzvbones of all Greyfriars! And Mauly meant
it—every single word.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Absolutely Astounding!

L HAT'S up with Meuly " ;
W Evervbody was asking the question, For some

unaccountable reason the schoolboy earl was totally

different this morning. The slecpy lock seemed to
have left his eyes, and he went about briskly. Fellows had
gpoken to him, but had received only u short, curt reply.
Lord Mauleverer was a changed being.

“T'm blessed if I can vnderstand 1it,”' said Bob Cherry,
“ Just now Mauly came up to me and asked me to lend
him a French grammar. Now, what in the name of all that's
queer can Mauly want with a French grammar?"”

‘¢ Perhaps he wants to use it?" suggested Peter Todd, who
could see that his plot was working smoothly, according to
his calculations.

“ Tse 1t*"" asked Harry Wharton. “ What for?”

“ Licht the fire with, perhaps.” suggested Nugemnt,

““ My hat, if Mauly uscs my French grammar to light the
fire with I'll bump him till he ean’t sit down.” saud Bob
Cherry wrathfully.  * But there's something else. Mauly
seems moce alert, and there's a determined sort of expression
in his eves."”

“It's strange,” said Johnny Bull thoughtfully.  And
Hurree Singh added that the strangefulness was terrific,
During morning lessons Mr. Quelch gave Mauleverer

several keen glances. Mauly looted pale still, and his face
was set and rigid.

“ Are vou unwell, Mauleverer?"" asked Mr. Quelch at last,

“ Unwell, sir?” repeated the schoolboy earl absently.

“Yes; you are pale, and—"'

“ Oh, vaas, sir, 1 believe I'm a bit pale
with recollections of his reflection in the micror.
xright, sir.”’

“You do not feel unwell, then?

“ No, sir.”

All eyes were fixed upon Mauleverar, who, strangely
eriough, seemed to have no inclination to drop off to sleep as
usual. Instead, he had been poring over his books with keen
determination.

In fact, so keenly did he work that Mr. Quelch crew
suspicious. He suspected that Mauly was writing a letter,
or somecthing else apart from the lesson. Certainly he had
never boen so intont on his work before.

Mr. Quelch suddenly left his desk, and walked arcross the
roeLrm,

‘* Let me see your work., Mauleverer,” he said curtly.

Muuleverer looked up with a start.

“Fh? Oh, vaas, sir! I'm afraid it's full of mistakes."

Mr. Quelch took the work and examined it: whilst the
rest of the Remove grinned to one another. They, too, sus-
pected that Mauly had been doing something on his own.

ut they received a surprise.  So did Mr. Quelch.

He looked at Mauleveror keenly.,

““This is very good, Mauleverer,” he satd. “ I admit that
T am surprised. I never thourht that vou were capable of it.
You scem much more alive this morning than usual ™

* Yaas, sir.”

** Is there any reason for it ?"

“ Reason for it, sir?" said Mauly hesitatingly. “ I—]—
I've come to o decision, sir.” he added (quietly,

“ Indeed, Mauleverer!" i

“ Yaas, asir."

“ And what is that decision®
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“T'm going to work hard, sir.,”” said the slacker of the
Remove irmly. * I've been thinking whkat a lazy bounder
I've been, so I'm going to work harder than all the other
chaps now, to make up.”

**He, he, he!” tittered Billy Bunter;
Remove chuckled.

Mr. Queleh glared round.

* Silence ! he rapped out.  * Take fifty lines, Bunter!”

Billv Bunter's grin vanished like magie.

““ Oh, really, sir—"'

*“ Another word, Bunter, and I shall cane you!"

Bunter relapsed into growling silence, and Mr. Quelch
turned to Mauleverer again,

“ I am very pleased to hear of vour decision, Mauleverer,”
he said kindly. ** I sincerely trust that you mean what vou
say, and that you won't forzet all about this to-morrow.”

Mauleverer smiled quictly.

“ I sha'n’t forget it, sir,” he said, *‘I mean it."”

““ Perhaps!” murmured Bob Cherry,

* Who spoke ?"" asked Mr. Quelch, who had extra-keen cars,

“ I did, sir,” said Bob meekly.

““ And what did vou sav, Cherey 2"

“1 only said ° perhaps,’ sir."'

* Then perhaps you will enjoy writing * perhaps’' two
hundred times,” said Mr. Quelch tartly. * Perhaps that will
make vou realise that vou must not talk in claszs,”

“ Yes, sir,” said Bob sorrowfully. q

Mr. Quelch went back to his desk looking rather puzzled,
Frankly, he was verv surprised at the change in Lord Maul-
everer, and he determined to help the dandy of the Remave
all he could.

*1 understand, Mauleverer,”
anxions to make up for lost time.”

““ Yaas, sir.”’

“You really mean it?

* Oh, rather, sir!" said Mauly firmly. * Yaas, begad!”

“Then, if you come to my study every evening after
preparation, I will give you an hour,” said the Remove
master gonerously,

“*Thank you, sir!'
good of you!"

- The Remove gazed at the schoolboy millionaire in aston-
ishment. What had come over him? With one exception
they were completely mystified by Mauleverer's amazing
behaviour,  And the exception—Peter Todd--chuckled under
Liis breath and hugged himself.
b S apent murmured. ¢ 0ld Mauly's showirg
1is grit, e's proving that he's not hopeless aft :
Good old Mauly > ° l or el
~During the rest of morning lessons Lord Mauleverer con-
tinued to study with almost painful perseverance. And
when the bell rang for dismissal he was surrounded by a
crowd of juniors in the passage. But they couldn't get a
word out of him, except that he was a slacker no more,
and that he wanted to be quiet.
. So, finding all arguments uscless, the juniors left Mauly
in peace. The thing was so extraordinary that little knots
of juniors gathered in the Close, discussing the problem,

Many and varied were the expressions of opinion.  Some
thought that Mauly had gone “ off his rocker,” others that
the chunge wouldn't last two davs, Coker of the Fifth—who
knew nothing of the jape-declared that the most likely
explanation was that Mauly had received a letter from his
uncle threatening to take him away from Grevfiriars unless
he bucked up. : '

In the midst of the dizcussion Tom Brown of the Remove
came dashing out of the School House, looking excited,

“*1 say, you [ellows ! he bawled.

The knots of juniors gathered together in one big clump,
and regarded Tom Brown with interest. d

“Wihat's the matter with you?" asked Dob Cherry.
“Have you gone dotty too?"

“It's Mauly!” gasped Tom Brown breathlessly.

“Well, we know he's off his rocker !

“Ile's in the Remove passage,” panted Brown “elearing
out his study—""' ' '

“LEh?

“Clearing all the furniture out of his study,”” went an
the New Zealand junior. “ He's taken up the carpet
shifted the easy-chairs and lounges, and is carting them all
into one of the box-rooms ! '

“My hatt"

““Great Scott !

“Oh, he's mad!"” said Nugent.
poor chap!"

I”I:IIn's ?xt'{‘iz?t-ing like a nigger, and wouldn't lot me help
!nm, said Tom Brown.  *“8Baid that he'd rather do the
nard work himself."”

“Well, I'm jiggered !

““ And he's in his shirt-sleeves I

“Shirt-sleeves !

and the whole

he said, “ that you are

1

¥

said Mauleverer cagerly. “It's awfully

“(lean off his chump,
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“ Mauly in his shirt-sleeves, moving furniture!” gesped
Harry Wharton. *“Oh, it can't be true! It sounds like a
giddy fairy-tale !”

“But I've just scen him ! shouted Brown.

“I'm going to see for myself ! ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“This is something too good to miss, you chaps! Mauly
in his shirt-sleeves! Oh crumhbs! The world must be
coming to an end !’

Bob rushed towards the School House, and the rest of the
juniors straamed after him, half suspecting that Tom
Eirnw'll had been pulling their leg. DBut when they arrived
at Mauleverer's study in the Remove passage they bcheld a
strange sight.

His lordship was just emerging ffom his study. True
enough, he was in his shirt-sleeves, and his face was moist
with perspiration and grimy with dust. And on his back was
a heavy easy-chair, with which he was staggering up the
passage. :

The Removites fell back, almost awed. It was astounding,
and they rubbed their eves as though they were deceiving
themn. Mauleverer disappeared with the easy-chair in the
direction of the box-rooms, and the juniers gazed at one
another speechlessly.

“Hold me up, somebody ! gasped Bob Cherry at last.
“T shall faint! This is too much all at once !”

“ Look in the study!™ shouted Bulstrode. * It's nearly

empty g
“Great Scott! So it 15! .
“What's the meaning of it?" exclaimed Wharton
amazedly. “ What on earth can have come over him,
Toddy

Peter Todd looked as astonished as the rest.

“How the dickens should I know?' he said; but he
was chuckling to. himself with huge enjoyment. This was
rich. It was simply terrificc. Mauleverer was proving his
worth with a vengeance, :

“I1f he's not off his rocker we shall have to make him
explain,” said Nugent.

"% Rather! But he iz off his rocker.

“ Oh, no doubt about it !’

““Here he 15!

Mauleverer appeared, and looked at the crowd of jumors
uncertainly,

“ Collar him!" shouted Bob Cherry; and the crowd of
Ilemovites dashed forward.

He must be I”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Limit!
TFIE collarfulness was terrific, as Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh remarked, for Mauleverer was siiaply swept off
his feet by the excited juniors.
feet, gasping.

“ Begad, pgo easy, my dcar
“What the dooce 15 up?"”’

‘“ Explain, Mauly—explain!"" shouted the emovites.

“ What's come over you since vesterday, when we bumped
you for slacking?’ asked Harry Wharton, “What's the
meaning of all this?”

“ All which, iy dear fcllow *”

“'I'his—this activity,” said Wharton. “What on earth
are yvou clearing your study for? It's the first time I've ever
scen vou exert yourself, and it's made me feel quite bad !

Mauleverer smiled,

“T'm all right,” he said shortly.

““Yes: but what's the reason for 1t?"

““The reason, my dear chap?”’ repeated Mauly.
nothing much, you know !
got a move on.
slacking for me.

“My hat!”

“ He's mad ! said Bulstrode flatly.

Lord Mauleverer wave his hand towards the study.

“I've becn hiving too luxuriously,” he zaid quietly, *'so
I'm clearing all this rublish out and stowing it away. In
future I'm only going to have a chair and a table in there
—au deal table and a kitchen chair.”

“0Oh, my only santed aunt [V

“Great }l:rip}*'

““My only topper!”

The Removites gasped with astonishment, and stared at
Mauleverer as though he were some dangerous lunatie.
But his lovdship locked quite cool —in fact, there was a
quiet, determined lock about him.

Mauly had thought it all out, and had decided that it
would be wise to dispense with luxury. The letter said that
he must live frugally, as befitting a fcllow who has a life
of struggle to look forward to. The schoolboy earl was a
trusting, easy-going youngster, or he would surely have
realised that there was something fishy about the letter,
But Mauleverer had taken it all in, and never seemed to
think of doubting its genuineness. He remembered the
warning not to say a word to his schoolfellows, and he kept
his lips well under control.
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I thought it wous about time 1
I'm going to work in future—no more
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“ Look here, Mauly, you'd better come and see the
Head,”" said Harry Wharton, grnspinﬁ Mauleverer's arm.
“Dr. Locke will send for old Pills —-

His lordship frowned,

““Begad! Don't be an ass, Wharton!”
“ There's nothing wrong with me.
a fellow alone when he's working.
cleared before the dinner-hell rings.”

“ But you're not well, Mauly—"

“I tell you I'm as right as tain!’ persisted Mauleverer,
““Begad, T ought to know, oughtn't 1% .

“Yes, but Look here, Mauly, what's the meaning
of this change? Something's happencd that we dow't know

he exclaimed.
I think you might leave
I want to get the study

about. What i1s it 7
e ]I:-:rgad! I wish you'd let me get on[”
T lJt TH )

‘““Please don't ask questions, my dear fellow,” said
Mauleverer quictly. ** It’s only waste of time.”

““Then you won't tell us why yow've gone dotty?”’ asked
Bob Cherry.

“1"can’t, my dear chap.”

* Then you admit you're dotty ¥’ grinned Bob.

*“Yaas—I mean, I wish you wouldn't bother !”

“But we're your pals, Mauly,” said Johnny Bull. " We
don’t like to see you like this—it's not natural. There must
be something fearfully wrong.”

“ Yaas."

*“Is there something wrong?"" asked Nugent.

" Yaas.”

““What is 1t 7"’

** 1 want to get on with my work, and you won't let me "
M“ '!i’uu-—j;'c-u ass!” said Wharton. *“ Now lock here,

auly——""

But Mauleverer refused to say a word in explanation of his
amazing conduct. The juniors pressed him, but he remained
calm and firm. He wnu{d say nothing that was in the nature
of an explanation,

“ Well, you're a mystery !”" said Harry Wharton, at last.
“* That's aﬁ I can gay!”

“Good! I'm glad you can’t say anything more, begad !’

“ As you won't tell us anything, perhaps you'd like a hand
with this furniture ¥’ suggested Bulstrode. * We've delayed
you, and it's only right that we should help.”

“That’s it,”" said Bob Cherry. ““ If the silly ass wants his
study ecleared, let’s do it for him. Personally, I consider that
a chap who prefers a deal table and a kitchen chair to
luxurions lounges and Oriental rugs is a fit and proper candi-
date for Coluey Hatch !”

““ Hear, hear!"”

“Well, it's Mauly's business,”’ said Wharton.
lend a hand !””

“I'd rather you didn't, my dear fellows.”

[ E1] Eh?l,

“ What 7"

“ Rather we didn’t?”

“Yaas. I'd much prefer to do the work myself,”’ said
Mauleverer, * Thanks all the same, you know. But I want
to et used to work I—1 mean, it won't do me any
harm, begad !”

““ But you can't lift that heavy lounge!”

“Yaas, I can—I've tried it!"

“0Ohy, you're balmy!” =aid Bob Cherry. ' Abszolutely a
hopeless case! Come on, you chaps, let’'s leave him. e'll
get dangercus soon !’

And the Removites dispersed, more astounded than ever,
Iut a few still lounged about the passage, watching Lord
Mauleverer work. The spectacle was so novel that it was
quite an entertainment. _

Temple, Dabney & Co., suddenly meeting Mauly with a
heavy mahogany table on his back, nearly fainted away. And
Coker of the Fifth, who came along soon afier, was actually

“ Come on,

scen to turn pale and gasp for breath at the sight. At least,
that is what Trevor of the Remove said.
During afternoon lessons. Mauleverer applied himself

seriously to work, and Mr, Quelch looked quite pleased with
himself, After having regarded Mauly as hopeless for so
long, it was refreshing to find such a vast difference,

Tea-time came, and Vernon-Smith, meeting Mauleverer in
the passage, stopped.

“ Having tea alone to-day, Mauly?" he asked affably.

“* No,"” said the dandy of the Remove,

“Oh, all right! I was only going to inviie you mto my
study,” said Vernon-Smith. “I've got a ripping spread,
Steak-and-kidney pie, chicken, sardines——"’

Mauleverer's mouth watered, but he sct his teeth firm,

““Thanks all the same, Smithy,” he said quictly, * but I'm
gaing to have tea in Hall I’

Vernon-Snnth gasped,

“In—in H-hall 7" he repeated blankly,

15
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“Yaas," said Mauly, who had determined to start right
away at self-denial. Ile had no money to provide tea for him-
self. and he could not borrow ary., And he swore to himself
that he was not going to sponge cn other fellows for tea.
Besides, tea in Hall—bread and-butter andd weak tea—would
befit him for a life of struggle and ndversity.

" You're joking !"" gasped Vernon-Smith.

“I'm not, my dear fellow. I'm going to have tea in Hall
alwavs now,"

And Mauleverer walked away, leaving the Bounder leaning
aganst the wall for support. |

The latest piece of news soon got about, and there was some
talk of going to the Head and informing him of Manleverer's
madness.  But Harry Wharton sto wpid 1t, saying that there
was no necessity to go to the ]IIL“ad until Mauly became
violent,

That evening, when the fellows were in the junior commaon-
rooti—most of them discussing his lordship—Peter Todd
walked 1n with a bread grin on his face. It was a satisfiod
grin, and he looked tmmensely pleased with himsclf, Maul-
evercr was with Mr. Queleh, and Todd had just seen some-
thing in the entrance-hall that had caused him great amuse-
muent and pleasure.

“I say, you fellows,"" he said carclessly. * There's a new
name down on the notice-board—a new entrant for the Holton
Scholarship,

" Who is it?" asked Hazeldene.

" Mauleverer " chuckled Todd.
lintit—what **

“It's just about the

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Find |

L1 AULEYERER '
'.M d {}nwn for the Holton "
“Rot 1™

B }_‘jﬂ]_ﬂ !ll

“ Rata I

* Impossible I"

“ Don't be funny, Toddy !"

Peter Todd grinned calmly,

“It's a fact,”” he said. “*I've just scen Maulv's name on
the notice-board! He's entored for the Holton cholarship I

" Look here, Todd; humonur's all very well in its place !
exclaimed Harry Wharton. * But if you think you're guing
to stuff us up with that giddy yarn, you're jelly - well
mistaken !

" Rather 1"

“We don't belicve you, Todd I

“ All right, do the other thing," said Todd casily, “ I don't
mind! But there's the notice-board, and thero's nothing to
prevent vou going and have a squint for yoursclves! Mauly's
namo——

The door burst apen, and Mark Linley entered with a look
of exciterment in his usually quiet eyes.

“1 say, have you chaps seen it?" he askod, * Maulv's
entered for the Ilolton! Iis name's on the board in
Wingate's fist ! I nearly had a fit when 1 saw it 1"

Petor Todd waved his hand, and chuckled,

" Perhaps Linley's trying to be funny, too?" he said, looking
round,

The juniors gazed at Mark Linley in amazement: then,
with one accord, they rushed out of the common-roop. The
Famous Five were to the fore, and when they reached the
entrance-hall they found Temple, Dabney & Co., and Coker
and Potter standing in front of the notice-board, yelling with
laughter. _

" Oh, my hat, it's too funny " gasped Temple.

" Ha, ha, ha!" roared Dabney and Fry.

Harry Wharton & Co. pressed round. Yes, plainly written
in Wingate's wellknown handwriting, Lord Mauleverer's
name was down as an entrant for the scholarship! It was
astounding, and after one breathless gasp. the Removites
gazed at onc another and grinned. The grins chaneged to
chuckles, the chuckles to laughs, the laughs to roars, and the
roars to yells.

Maulevercr, the slacker of the Remove, down for the Holton
Scholarship—which was supposed to be for poor bovs—an:l
Mauly was a millionaire! [t was too funny for words, and
the Remove sereamed.

“Ha. ha, ha !

“ I shall die !I"" moaned Bob Cherry, holding his sides. ** Oh,
crumbs !’

** 11a, ha, ha!""

The uproar was terrifie, and nobody noticed a door slam up
the pasaage. A moment later a heavy tread sounded.

** Boys !"'

The word was rapped out in the hard, metallie tones of Mr.
Quelch; and the yells of laughter died away as if by magic.
Mr. Quelch glared round him angrily,
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“What is the meaning of this disgraceful uproar?” he
demanded.

“We were only laughing at something, sir,”" said [arry
Wharton meekly, with a glance at the notice-board.

Mr. Quelch saw the glance, and his eyes glared round like
gimleta,

“ 1 think I understand.” he said sourly. * You are ampscd
because you see Mauleverer's name down on the board? You
regard 1t as a huge joke, his entering for the Holton Scholar-
ship?  Personally, ]Jrannf:nl: see anything humorous in 1t !"”

“ But it can't be true, sir?" gasped Bob Cherry.

“It can be true, Cherry, and it ia true!" snapped the
Remove-master. * And if [ hear any boy laughing again in
such an msane manner, 1 shall cane him severely! Oune
moment !  DMauleverer 1s in his study, hard at war{, and I
torbid any boy to disturb him. For two hours he 1s to be

pre

left in peace!

And Mr. Quelch strode majestically away, leaving the
Removites almost dumbfounded. They gazed at one another
as though it were all some grotesque gre-.am. Then 1t was
actually true! Oh, there was no doubt about it now—Maul-
everer had gone mad!

The juniors went back to the common-room; and Mauly's
ears should have been burning painfully, for he was bemng
talked about by scores of mouths. The juniors could talk of
nothing olse, in fact. It was the most amazing thing that
had happened at Greyfriars since the school was-founded !

" Mauly’'s a mystery !" declared Bob Cherry.

““He's a har, too!" said Billy Bunter. *“ He—— Ow-yow !
What did you bash my head for, Todd, you beast?"” _

“1 don't allow a worm like you to cn.llyh-:lﬂ,uly a liar ! said
Peter Todd calmly,

““Well, he 1s. He told me an awlul fib this evening,"”" said
Bunter indignantly,

“ Dry up, Bunter!"

“ Before you get hurt,” added Todd warningly.

* Oh, really, vou fellowa ! protested Bunter. * I'm telling
the truth! I always tell the truth, vou all know that! Tlus
evening I asked Mauleverar to’lend me five bob."”

l:‘ And he had sense enough not to lend 1t ! suggested Bob
Cherry.

*“* No; he said that he only had a fow coppers " exclaimed
Bunter sneeringly. ** Maulv, with only a few coppers! We
:I.H know that he's rolling in money. Of course, he waa
iving !’

“You're lying, you rotter !"" growled Bob.

“I'm not! I'm Ow ! Yooooop!"

Bunter sprawled on the floor as Peter Todd tripped him up.

“You're {ving now, right enough!"” said Peter calmly.

“* Ha, ha, ha!"

silly Bunter serambled to his feot,

* Look here—"'

But half a dozen forms strode towards the Owl of the
Remove, and he rolled hurriedly to the door and disap-
pearcd with surprising alacrity,

* Beasts ' he murmured, as he walked up the passage.
“ Turned me out of the common-room! My hat, I know
what I'll do! T'll go up into that box-room and have an easy
time on Mauly's lounge !

The corridors were all quiet, for most of the juniors were in
the coonmon-room. Bunter made his way to the box-room
without being observed, and found the dooggunlocked. He
slipped in and lit the zas. Mauleverer's furniture was piled
round the hittle room in hopeless disorder, and Bunter loolked
round mimusitively,

“ The silly ass!” he murmured. “ Fancy preferring a rotten
hard chair to these ripping cushioned ones! No wonder the
chaps say he's dotty. I've a jolly good mind to eart some of
the things down to Study No. 7. They'd be more use there
than stuck up here,”

But Bunter realised that Peter Todd would put his foot
down on such a thing. In all probability Todd would put his
foot forcibly upon a portion of Bunter's anatomy. So the Owl
of the Remove contented himself with looking round. Sud-
denly he started,

* My hat, Mauly's a fearfuliy careless chap!” he muttered
excitedly, * Ten to one there's some money in that giddy
mahogany desk ! He used to let quids roll about like buttons,
and 1t's quite on the cards that there's a stray one or two in
the drawers.”

Bunter commenced to search the expensive roll-top desk,
which Mauleverer, with his usual thoughtlessness, had left
unlocked. Bunter did not hesitate to pry into the drawers,
and he would not_hesitate to stick to any money he found—if
he found it. In Bunter's opinion it wouldn't be thieving at
all; but Bunter had very queer views on such subjects,

He went through the drawers carefully, with high hopes at
first. As the search went on, however, his spirits wero
dampened,  for he found nothing. But at last, as he was
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Lord Mauleverer suddenly felt his a-m grasped as he was entering the train, and he started, and stared ﬁp.
“{ood graclous, what in the world are vou doing here, my boy ?" asked
Sir Reginald. **What are you getting into the train for ? " (See Chapter 12.)

“Uncle!” he exclaimed blankly.

examining the last drawer, he pushed a bundle of papers aside,
and revealed a shining coin,

For one tense second Billy Bunter thought that it was a
sovereign ; thon, as he picked it up, he found, to his regret,
that it was only a shilling. 8till, in Bunter’s way of reckon-
ing, it represcuted twelve penuy tarts, and that was better
than nothing.

As he bent over the drawer, hoping to findl more coins, his
attention became riveted upon a letter which had become
separated from thoe rest of the papers, Bunter had no
seruples about reading other people’s letters, and the more
private they were the hetter he hled them, This one, he
eould sce, was from Mauloverer's unele, and he picked it up
and walked over to the gashight,

He began reading it hurredly, and without much interest,
Then be gave a sudden gasp as his slogegish braim took in the
sense of the text, His fuee went red with excitement, and lus
roun:d spectacles nearly feil off

“Oy oonly hat!” he gasped. " Maunly a pauper! Mauly
ruite:] | Thai's why he's entered for the Tolton Scholarship
&0 that he can stay at Grevfriars for nothing ! Oh, erumbs,
won't the chaps stare when 1 show “em this

And Billy Dunter, fairly quivering with excitement, turned
out the gas and left the box-room, the precious letter Hlutter-
ing in s fat hand.

Tur Macxer Lasrary.— No. 34T
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Finds Something Else!

[LLY BUNTER burst into the common-room like a
whirlwind, and cannoned violently into Bulstrode and
Fisher T. 1IMish, who stood just inside the deoor. Dul-
strowle stageered back, and  Fish  collapsed on to the

Neor -in a heap.

* You fat wdiot I roared DBulstrode,

Fisher T, IMish serambled up, red with wrath,

*You slab-sided muecwimmp ! he shouted, “You lop-
oared oy ! I guess yvou're nosing around for trouble!
Criloots Tike vou min’t Gt 4o hve! 1| guess we'd rope you to
the nearest tree in the Yewnited States- just a few ™

“ Borry, Fishy i

* Yop; that's all voery well

Yve pot news of Mauleverer I shouted Bunter exeitedly,
“T know why he's entered for the Holten ! 1 know why he's
chanwed so mueh 17

Peter Todd loked up quickly,  1le knew Dunter's inguisis
tive habits, and gaessed that he had been prying. An
anxious look came into Peter’s eyes, for he didn't want the
Jiprer spanlt Just yet.

“Bhat up, you rotter!” he exclaimed,.
anythone !V

“Oh, yes, T do!” said Billy Bunter triumphantly. “ Up

Lk

“You don't know

“THE GREYFRIARS SPY-HUNTERS!" *rant o onimavk monanser™
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till now I haven't objected to being one of Mauly's best
friends. You all know how pally we were, But now that
he's a rotten pauper——""

fd \\rhut !!l .

“ Dry up, Bunter!” roared Todd,

“ Now that he's a rotten pauper I can't possibly be on
intimate terms with him,” went on Bunter loftily.  * Of
course, I shall cut him completely—bar him absolutely, T'ix
not a particular chap, but it wouldn't do to be pally with u
pauper.,”’

“This madness seems to be catching,” remarked Boh
Cherry. * Bunter's gone off his rocker now, We all know
that Mauly's a millionaire——""

“He used to be,”" chuckled Bunter gleefully, “ but he isn't
now ! He's lost all his tin. That's why he's changed—that's
'h-"'lli' he's entered for the Holton [

here was n moment’s silence.
Harry Wharton looked thoughtful, and he regarded Bunter

contcmptuously,

“ Been nosing again, I suppose " he said,  * Where did
you get this yarn from? Who's been stuffing you up with
fairy-tales?"”

*“It's the truth!"” shouted Dunter.

“You're a member of my study, Bunter,” said Peter Todd
grimly, grasping Bunter's fat arm, * and if vou say anocther
word I'll make your life a misery ! I don't allow you to come
here with tDIl]-f}Dﬂl yarns like this! Outside—quick !"

Once outside, Todd meant to worm the truth from Bunter,
He meant to ascertain exactly how much Bunter knew, and
then threaten instant slaughter if he breathed another word.

But Billy Bunter had no intention of leaving the common-
FOOIT 111:1,:']‘J he had shown the letter round. He wriggied in
Todd's grasp, and squealed with pain,

“ Let go, Todd, vou beast!” he roared.

“ Dutside !"" hissed Peter Todd.

But Bunter felt in his pocket hurriedly, and flung the lotter
into the air.

“ There you are, you fellows! Read that!" he gasped
triumphantly. * It's from Mauly's unele !

Peter Todd made a dash for the letter, but Snoop, Stott,
and Bolsover major had got it, and were reading it eagerly,

“My only topper, listen to this!” shouted Bolsover ox-
citedly. ** Bunter’s right! Mauly has lost all his giddy tin,
and his uncle tells him to enter for the Holton Scholarship !
Oh, my hat! Fancy Mauly coming up to the scratch !

“* Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Stott and Snoop.

The Famous Five rushed forward and grabbed the letter.

“You rotters!” exclatimed Harry Wharton hotly,  ** 1f
Mauly’'s lost his fortune it's nothing to laugh at."

“ Read the letter out,” said Peter Todd. ** We might as
well know the real facts, If we don’t read it ourselves these
rotters will spread a false yarn round the schoal.”

Harry Wharton realised that Todd was right, and that the
only way to help Mauleverer was to read the letter and learn
the cxact truth. Wharton read it aloud, amid gasps of
wonderment, When he had done, Peter Todd took the
letter.

“We'll return this to Mauly,” he said. “ He'll have to
know that Bunter took it.”

Todd hoped that nobody would guess that the letter wasn't
genuine, and the less Harry Wharton looked at it the less
likelihood of his guessing the truth.

“ There, didn’t I tell you Mauly was a pauper?" grinned
Billy Bunter., * I found that letter in Mauly’s desl:,'”

“Yes, and you'll find something else I interrupted Harry
Wharton angrily, * You prying toad, we'll teach you a
lesgon !

“ Bump the cad!”

“ Blaurhter hun ™

“ Chuck him outside 1

“ Duck him in the fountain!™

Billy Bunter backed away in alarm.

“1—I say, vou fellows,” he gasped, “T—I didn't find that
letter sn Mauly's desk! It was in the passagpe—-""

“DOn't make 1t worse by telling lies "

“ Mauly gave it to me!” panted Bunter. * He told me to
read it out to you o

But Bunter was not allowed to say ancther word. The
indignant juniors piled upon him like an avalanche, and ho
disappearcd amid a cloud of dust.  When he had beon
bumped until he ached in every limb, and the floor had nearly
collapsed under the strain, they let him o,  He crawled
away, too exhunusted and too sore to utter a word.

“Now, vou chaps, it's up to us to give this letter back to
Mauly and explain things!" panted Peter Todd, ** The
letter says that he wasn't to say a word to anybody—that's
why he's been so secret,”

“* Poor old Mauly!” said Harry Wharton seriously., ¢ N
wondor he looks pale! No wonder he's changed !

*I mever thought that he had it in him,"" said Bob Cherry.

Tue Macxer LiBrary.—No. 347.

OUR COMPANION PAPERS:

“ Oh, really—"

“ My hat, he's come up to the seratch like a brick! He's
proved that, when the necessity arises, he can work as well
as anybody. He's got grit—sterling grit! Good old Mauly "

“The goodfulness of the esteemed Mauly is terrifie,” re-
rnar]fﬂd Hurree Singh.,  ** He is full of the ludicrous pluckful
ness !

T always siid that he could work if he liked." said Peter
Todd. **This proves that I was right. Poor old chap, it
must have been a terrific shock to him. And think of the
determination with which he has applied himself to work.
It's wonderful, you chaps.”

C Yep, I guess Maulevercr’s got a whole heap of sand,”
sald Fisher T. Fish.

“Let’s go up to him and explain  things,” said Harry
Wharton. * Now we know the truth, there must be no more
chipping, you chaps.  Mauly's zot to be loft in peace and
quictness.  Anybody found ragging him, or talking smeer-
ingly of him, will be bumped.”

“* Iear, hear!"”

“ Mauly's a splendid chep

“ Rather !™

And the Removites erowded out of the common-room. and
went to Lord Mauleverer's study.  But there was no nots
there were no more lauzhs because he had entered for the
Ioleon 5:_'|1-Z}1{l1‘:'-'.i13i}}. The juni{n‘;-. undersiood now, and therps
was nothing humorous said of Mauleverer’s changed habits,
It was something to be admired,

They invaded Mauleverer's study like a floed, and he
looked up from his books in surprise and alarm.

" Begad, don't bother me now, my dear fellows !

2" Sha'n’t keep you a minute, Mauly, old man," said Harry
Wharton quietly.  **That howling rotter, Bunter. took a
letter from your desk—hand it over, Toddy—and we know
all about your troubles!'™

© Oh, begad, the dooce you do!”
blankly,

e looked alarmed for a moment; then, as Wharton cx-
plained, his expression changed,

“It's grand of you, Mauly,” finished up Wharton. ** We
never thought you had cnough ‘go’ in you. But vou've
I:L-wrd your shoulder 1o the wheel like a man, and we'll all
ielp you in any way we can.”

" Rather !

“ We're proud of you, Mauly.”

“HBay the word, and we'll do anything you like.”

Lord Maulcverer smiled faintly: he folt a big lump in his
thr_nu‘l‘ and vainly tried to swallow it.

‘ “ You're jolly decent, my dear fellows,” he siid quietly ;

‘but_there's nothing you can do except leave me alone, sa
fE]iH’. I can work in peace, I'm altered now, vou know,
I've mot no money, so it won't do to slack my time away.
I've got to work hard.” ‘

" Right-ho, we'll elear,” said Bab Cherry. % All the SATI,
if you want any help, you've only got to ask, and there'll
be a dozen chaps L'E-u-,[l;.' and willing. I'd call for three cheors
for Mauly, you chaps,” he added, € but old Quelchy would
be roused out of his den in a jiffy. Still, you can take the
cheers for granted, Mauly.”

And the Removites went quietly away, leaving Lord
Mauleverer staring before him with dim  eves, There was
some compensation for working havd, after all, As a slackoer
ho ”h-ld boen popular, but as a worker he was respected as
wWill.

cjaculated Mauleverer

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Letter for Wingate !
hﬁRU MAULEVERER strolled slowly across the Close

in the dusk of the evening. It was the day following

Bunter's discovery, and the schoolboy carl had worked

harder that day than ever he had worked before. And
he had not finished yet. He meant to put in another hour
or so before bedtime,

He had come out now because he had a bit of a head-
ache; the cool, evening air would probably do him good.
There were several other juniors about. The Famous Five
were standing near the gym, talking. Bulstrode was having

an argument with Mark Linley and Peter Todd.  Billy
Bunter, as usual, was hanging round the tuckshop.
But nobody disturbed  Mauleverer. It was generallv

thought that he had come out to think of his work in the
cool air, and he was not bothered. But Mauly was not
thinking of his work at the moment; he was thinking of his
troubles.

“ Bezad, T can’t realise it even wet ! he told hims-)f. as
he strolled towards the gates. T cxpected a letter from
uncle cxplaming morve fully, but he hasn't written, Still, I
wrote last night, so T ought to got a reply to-morrow.”

He mizht possibly get a letter by ‘the evening’s post,
although 1t was not probable. Tt was, as a rule, only local
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letters that came at night. He walked vud of the Close into
the lane, and looked down towards Friardale,

‘ The postman's coming now, begad!” he murmured.

He waited, somewhat anxiously, for he badly wanted some
news. But when he asked the postman if there was a letter
for him, the man shook his head,

**Only one for Master Wingate,” he said. **If you're goin’
indoors, young sir, perhaps you wouldn’t mind putting it in
the rack for me? There ain’t no other letters at all.”

“ That's all right,”” said Mauleverer. " I'll take 1t.”

" Thank vou, siv.”

And the postman went on his way. .

Mauleverer looked at the letter absently; he was thinking
of other things. He turned, and wulkurf thoughtfully back
into the Close. He was still thinking deeply when he entered
the School House, and wulked upstairs unconscious of Win-
gate's letter in his hand.

In the Remove passage he passed Billy Bunter and paused.

**1 want a Latin grammar, Bunter——"" he began,

Bunter sniffed.

“T'm rather particular who I talk to!”" he =aid loftily.
“You may be a lord, but you're a rotten pauper!”

Lord Mauleverer coloured.

“You cad!” he exclaimed hotly.

His fist shot out, and Billy Bunter went down with a
howl of pain. The blow had caught lum fairly upon lns
little round nose, and he hit the fAoor with a terrific bump,
Bunter had never known Mauleverer to use his fists =0
promptly before, and he was taken by surprise.

“Ow—yow!"” he howled. ** You rotter! You—-"
“Want some more?” asked Mauly quictly.
Bunter floundered to his feet, and scurried down the

ge. A study door opened, and Vernon-Bmith put his
ead out.

* Hallo, it's vou, Mauly!” he said.
terrific bump just now?”’

“Bunter. He hit the floor rather suddenly,’
lordship.

Vernon-Smith stared.

“ Did you knock him down, then?’ he asked.

“ Yaaz, my dear fellow. The cad called me a pauper to
my face, and I don’t allow that sort of thing from Bunter.”

“Good old Mauly,” said the Bounder approvingiy. 1T
caught Snoop sncering at you a little while ago, and T sent
the voung sweep off with a pair of fat ears. But it scems
that you're well able to look after yourself. We shall nake a
fighting man of vou before long.”

Mauleverer smiled, and went to his studv. Wingate's
letter was still in his hand. By this time Mauleverer had
completely forgotten 1tz existence, and he Jawd 1t uncon-
sciously on the cdge of the table. If he thought of it at all
he must have regarded it as something of his own., But it 1s
doubtful if he did think of it, for he was wendering who he
could borrow a Latin grammar from. His mind was cntirely
occupied with his work.

“1'd better go round to Smithy,” he thought.
me his Latin grammar. if he's got one.”

And he left the study.

The door was left a little ajar, and a moment after he
had disappearcdd round the bend of the corridor, the fat form
of Billy Bunter rolled into view. He was rubbing his nosc
tenderly.

“ The beast!” he muttered viciously.
to Mauly again!™

He glared at the study door.

“ I expect he's in there. My hat, the door’s ajar!” he ex-
claimed, peering forward through his big sl}netacllpm

A scowl came over his face,

“I've a jally good mind to go in and pour ink all over
his rotten books and papers!” he muttered. * I'll have a
gquint in, enyhow !™

And Bunter, after a glance up and down the passage, in-
scrted his head into Mauleverer's study.,  His bulky person
followed his head, and he stood beside the table, looking at
the papers strewn thereon.

“ Latin and French—ugh!"" he exclaimed, “What a
blithering ass Mauly i1s! Hale! A letter! I wonder—
My hat, it's addressed to Wingate "

Bunter stared at the letter.

* What the dickens is it doing in herc?"’ he thought. *‘ Oh,
I cxpect the postman gave it to Mauleverer, and Mauly is
going to take it to Wingate. 1 wonder what's inside it?”

Bunter's curiosity was incapable of being satisfied, and he
turned the letter over inquisitively,

“* My enly aunt, it's not stuck down very well!” he mur-
mured. I could get that flap up in two ticks! I've opened
hurder letters than this before now! Still, I don't think I'd
better risk it !

Billy Bunter's fingers had been at work, however, and the
letter was open. When his curiosity had got the upper hand
of him he forgot all c¢lse except the immediate satisfying of
his desire. He never looked ahead or considered the risks.
Consequently, he was frequently caught in the very act of
prying into other people’s affairs.
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He inserted his fat fingers into the envelope and removed
the contents,

“ Doesn't look like a letter—-"

Bunter paused and started.

A heavy tread sounded in the passage, coming nearer,
Suppose 1t were Mauleverer! Bunter dropped the letter and
rolled hurriedly to the door,

Perhaps it was Wingate himself!

Bunter gave a gaep of alarm.  His watchchain caught
against the door-handle, but he pulled it free and fled.

And on Lord Mauleverer's table Wingate's letter lay—
opened !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mauly in Trouble!
HE Owl of the Remove only just got out of sight in
time.
Courtney of the Sixth appeared round the corner
and halted in front of Mauleverer's study. He tapped
on the door and entered.

“ About those books you asked for, Ma._ulﬂ'ﬂmr,”’he began.
“If you come Why, the young ass isn’t here!”

He looked round the study and grinned. The last time he
liad entered it had been fitted up with more luxury than any
i‘?ixth Form study at Greyfriars. Now it was carpetless and
Are,

“ Wonder where Mauleverer can be?’ thought Courtney,
looking at the table. ** He seems to be getting along all
right.  I'm blessed if I know how he'll shape in the Holton
CX 1 mg———"

Courtney paused. Right before his cyes was an EH?PE':'P'"-':
and it was addressed to * George Wingate, Captain of Grey-
friars,” What on carth could it be doing in Mauleverers

gtudy ¥

The prefect picked it up, and then started. .

“ Great Scoft! It's from the Courtficld printer!” he
ejaculated.

The envelope was empty, and he looked hastily on the
table. A moment later he uttered a gasp of astoniehment,
and his face became grave. For on Mauly's table beside the
cnvelope he had found the printed answers to the questions
in the Holton Scholarship examinations!

Courtney was greatly startled.

“ They must have come by to-night’s post!” he muttered.
“ Lord, this is mighty serious! Mauleverer must have taken
the letter and opened it! Perhaps he's copied the answers,
ancl has popped out now to borrow some gum so that he can
stick the envelope up again.” _

The prefect’s face was quite pale with alarm.

“I never thought this of Mauleverer!” he muttered.
anxiouely. ** Yet what elsc can [ think? Here are the papers
on his desk! Nobody else could have put the things here,
that’s certain.”

He hesitated, then hurried out of the study. _

He burst into Wingate's room, and found the skipper of
Greyfriars lounging in an armchair, reading.

‘* Hallo! What the dickens Oh, it's you Courtney !”
exclaimed Wingate, ** What's the idea? You look startled,
old man!"”’

“1 am startled,” said Courtney gravely. °‘ Look here,
Wingate, something jolly serious has happened!”

Wingate rese to his feet and stared at Courtney. ”

“ Do you know anything about the Holton exam papers?
asked tho latter. . oo ,

“T expected them by to-night's post,” said Wingate.
““ But they haven't come; I looked in the rack ten minutes
ogo.”’

T They have come ! said Courtney.

““ Oh, good! I can look over-——"

“ 1 found them in Mauleverer's study,”’ went on Courtney.
“ They had been taken from the envelope, and were lying
on his table. Mauleverer wasn't there when I made the
discovery.”

Wingate stared incredulously. ! )

“ You're joking!" he exclaimed. ‘ You don’t aermuﬁlijf
mean to say that vou found the printed papers on Mauleverer's
table !"

“ 1 did!” y

Courtney luid them on the table, and Wingate glanced
through them. Then he looked at the prefect sermualﬂ.

* This is terrible, Courtney ! he said. I always t ought
that Mauleverer was as straight as a die, whatever his other
fuults. Yet if you found these papers on his desk there's
only ane econclusion to come to—he opened the letter for the
purposo of eribbing 1"

Courtney nodded,
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“It's as plain as possible,” he said. * Of course, you've
heard the varns the juniors are saving—that Mauleverer has
Jost all his money?! Well, he's entered for the Holton, so
that he can remain at Greyfriars. Jolly plucky of him, 1
thought. But if he's trying to win by foul means he deserves
to be hounded out of Greyfriars.”

Y I'll go and sce him,”" said Wingate briskly. * No sense
in delayving matters. We'll hear what he has to say, and
then take him to the Head. Come on.”

And the two prefects left, When they arrived at Mauly's
Yudy the door was closed. They entered without knockine,
and found his lordship seated at the table poring over Vernon-
Bmith's Latin grammar.

Mauleverer looked up in surprise.

* Begad, vou startled me, my dear fellows!” he said. 1
mppose vou've como about those books I asked for?”

“ No; we've come about something quite different,” said
Wingate grimly. ‘' Do you know anything about a letter,
addressed to me, that came by to-night’s post?™

Lord DMauleverer started, and the prefects
glinces,

** A letter? Oh, yaas, there was ons!" gaid Mauleverer.
*“ Awfully sorry, Wingate! The postman gave it to me ot
tho gates. Didn't I put it in the rack?”

“ No. Courtney IJ::.-rund it on vour table,” said Wing:to
uietly,

“ Begad !
rciously [

“And I suppose vou opened it unconsciously?’
Wingato sharply.

“* Opened 1t ! vrepeated Mauly blankly.

“Look heve, it's no cood pretending, Mauleverer!” said
Wingate sternly.  * The letter was found on your table,
opened. It contained the answers to the Holton exams, as
you know. It will be better if vou own up straight away !

“Own up!” gasped the dandy of the Remove, © Begad!”

“You're found out, Mauleverer, so it's no use bluthng!
We've got all the evidence we want. The exam papers were
found on your table; and if vou've made a copy of them
vou'd better hand them over to me at onee; then we'll go
to tho Head!”

“ The Head!" ejaculated Mauleverer dazedly.

Wingate uttered an exclamation of impatience.

“You voung idiot!"” he exelaimed angrnly.
see that you're found out? Can’t vou seo—""

Mauleverer grasped the meaning of it all at last.

“ But—but it’s not true ! he exclaimed, in alarm. * I took
the'letter off the posiman, Wingate, and I suppose I brought
it into my study. I was thinking deeply, and hardly remem-
ber what I did. But I know that I didn't open it. DBegad,
you don't think I'm a rotten cheat, do vou?'

“We've pot the proof!” said Courtney roughly,

“I—I don't know what vou mean!" =aid Mauly quickly.
“I didn't open tho letter! I didn’t know what it contained
even. How should I? Begad, vou can't be serious, my dear
fellows!™

*“ That'll do, Mauleverer!” said Wingate. “ I don't like
to think this of vou, but the facts are as clear as davlight’
You'll bave to come to the Head's study with me. No, don't
say any more!”

Mauleverer stared at the two prefects as though in a dream.

He followed them out into the passagoe. his mind in a whirl,
H» was trving to think what he had done with the letter—
wondering if he had, indeed, opened it, unconscious of his
action,

But, after a2 moment’s thoueht, he was positive that he had
simply laid the letter down., Somebody must have entered
his study during hiz absence and opened it.  But who would
do such a thing? Maunleversr gave it up.

They arrived at the Head's study, and Dr. Locke listened
gravely as Wingate related the facts.  When the eaptiin of
Greyvfriars had done, the Head remaimmed for a moment in
silence ; then he looked at Lord Mauleverer,

““Ts this true, Mauleverer P he asked.

“No, sir.”

“You deny Wingate's acenzation, then™™

““ Yaas, absolutely, sie”

' Bo careful what vou say, Mauloverer,” warned the Head,
““The proofs are very, very convinemng, and I cannot see how
you can posizibly prove vour innoeence.  Why not own up,
]m}* boy? You will make matters no better by inventing
ies !

Mauleverer eolonred.

“ I've nover toll a lie vet, sie)”’ he =aid quickly., “ Begad,
T shouldn’t begin now! I admit I took the letter from the
postman, but 1 didn't open it!"

“Did vou have anvone else in your study with you?®

‘ No, sir.”

*“You were quite alone all the time?™

“Yaas, sir.  After T brought the letter in I must have
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Then I must have brought it up here uncon-
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“Can't you

luid it on the table, wheré Courtney found it. Then I went
out to Vernon-Smith's study to borrow a book. When I
catme back I started work, without a thought of Wingate’s
letter. I can only suggest that somebody entered my study
while T was with Vernon-Smith, and opened it.”

The Head pursed his lips.

“That is absurd!” he said sharply.  “ Tt iz inconceivahle
to imagine anyone going into your study for the sole purpose
of opening a letter which was addressed to Wingate, and
which, moreover, nobody but vourself knew was there. You
had a reason for opening it—a very good reason, If
Courtney had not happened to enter, you would probably
h;n":‘mfstuc'k the envelope up again, and placed it in the
rack !

ke H“t Fy

“ Nobody would have been the wiser, and you would have
won the Holton Scholarship. The plan misearried by a
sheer pieee of mischance. Tt was a disgraceful plan, Maul.
everer, and I am deeply grieved to find thut you have such a
dishonourable trait in your character !

Mauly looked distressed.

“ But it's not true, #ir!" he exclaimed.  “ Begad, it's all
an wretched mistake! Don’t yvou see, sir, that I couldn’t know
that the letter contained the cxam papers? How should I
know?  And i1t would be absurd to suppose that I opened it
on the offchance !™

The Head elevated his eyebrows,

““That is a point, certainly—"" he began,

“ One moment, sir!” put in Wingate, ** Most boys at Groy.
friars know wher> these things are printed, and the printer’s
rame was on the envelope. Mauleverer must have known
that the papers were expected about this time !™

“Dear me, yes!" said the Head gravely,

“1 don't say that he premeditated the aet,” went on
Wingate. “ In my opinion, Mauleverer had no idea of such
a thing until the postman gave him my letter.  Then, secing
that it was from the printers; the tomptation was too grost
for him, and he decided to avail himself of the opportunity
which chance had placed in his hands.  But for Courtney’s
lucky visit to his study, we should have known nothing about
| gy

The Head nodded slowly.,

“1 believe you are right, Wingate,” he said. * Now,
Mauvleverer, surely vou can soe that denial is useless?
you own up now, at once, I will let you off with a public
thrashing.  But if you still persist in your innocence—
which we know to be impossible—I am afraid that expul-
SO ——

Mauleverer went like chalk, and he swayed.

“ Expulsion!" he muttersd thickly, “Oh, begad!"

“Yes, expulsion!” exclaimed Dr. Locke sternly. “ Yoo
deserve it thoroughly, you wretehed boy! I am disposed to
deal with vou lentently, but i )

' Oh, sir, it's not true—it's not true!"”

The Head's eyes Aashed.

** Do you still deny the charge, Mauleverer?’ he demanded.

Lord Mauleveror raised his head, and his eves Aashed, too,

“ Yaas, sir,” he said huskily,  “I'm innocent !

Something in Mauleverer’s manner caused the Head's
anger to div down.,  SBomehow, Mauleverer did not look like
a boy who was gnilty of a very serious charge. And, too,
he bore a splendid character at Grevfriars, It was amazing
that he should have done such a thing as this, and, but for
the conclusive evidence, the Head would have hesitated befors
believing him guilty,

As 1t was, there was nothing else to do. Nevertheless,
Dr. Locke did not mean to act with unnecessary haste.

“Go to xour room, Mauleverer, and think this out ecarc-
fully.,” he said qguietly. 1 am sure vou will realise how
impossiole 1t 1s for you to persist in vour innocence, In tho
morning I will send for vou again, and if vou have not
altered 1 shall be compelled, very reluctantly, to expel you
publicly " ' G

“*1 would rather be expelled, sir, than own up to somethin s
which I never did !"" said Mauleverer stoutly, * I'm innocent,
and I shall say the same in the morning "

“You mayv go. Mauleverer!”

““Thank vou, sir!'"

And Lord Mauleverer went. leaving the Head to discuss
the matter with Wingate and Courtney.  There could be no
two ways of thinking about the matter, they decided; the
evidence wai absolutely conclusive,

And so it seemed.  Billy Bunter's curiosity had landed
Mauleverer into a fix which seemed likely to result in  his
ruin,
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Mauleverer's Decislon !

ETER TODD came along the Remove passage, whistling
cheerfully.  Turning the corner, he came face to face
with Lord Mauleverer.  Todd had bumped into s
lﬂrdship before he could stop.

“Ow! You fathead, you've busted my
Peter,

* Sorry, my dear fellow, 1I—1 didn’t see you!"”

Mauleverer's voice was husky, and Peter Todd forgot his
toe, and looked into the schoolboy earl’s face. It was pale
ana haggard.

“My hat!
cernedly.

Mauly almost sobbed.

“Tt's ]l up, Todd!” he muttered hoarsely,
to-morrow "’

“ Going !”

“ Yaas; the Head's going to expel me!”

”Eﬁpﬂt you!” gasped Todd, ** Have you gone dotty, old
man!

“It's true,” said Mauleverer muiserably, as Johnny Bull
Camao up.

And Ee explained the facts to the two astounded Removites,
;fh'l.‘},l' stared at his lordship in blank amazement when he had

LN,

“My only Sunday tile!” gasped Johnny Dull,

“ But 1t’s not true, Mauly?’ asked Todd anxiously.
didn’t open the letter really, did you?”

“1 thought you chaps knew me better than to ask such a
thing " excluimed Mauly bitterly. " I'm innocent, my dear
fellows, however strong the prmgs may scem !’

“Of course you are, Mauly "’ said Bull loyally.
belicve a word of it! Bome horrible rotter opened
letter on purpose to get vou into trouble !

*But nobody knew it was there except me!”
Muauleverer,  “ That's the difficult part of it !

Johnny Bull rushed down the passage, and entered the
common-room, It was full of Remoavites, and in Ave minutes
they had heard all.  They were startled and astounded, and
almost to a man they stood by Mauleverer's word,

Billy Bunter lhistened eagerly, and, although he felt some-
what alarmed that his action had lunded Mauleverer into sueh
" £tig;l‘d; corner, he was relieved to know that he himsell was
Lo LN

““I say, you fellows

“ Shut up. Bunter !

“ Oh, really, Cherry,” protested
Mauleverer's o rotter, you know !

toe !l roared

What's the matter, Mauly?" asked Todd con-

“I'm going

“You

“ 1 don't
that

groancd

b}

Billy Bunter, 1 think
It's all piffe ta sav he

didn't open the letter!  He must have opened it!  He—"
“Dry up !’ rourcd Bulstrode,
“1 don't see why 1 should!  Mauly’'s only & dirty
clicat—""
Smack !

Bob Cherry's hind landed on Bunter's cheek with heavy
force, and the Owl of the Remove uttered a wild howl.

“Ow ! Y ocooop! Ow-yow | You rotter, Cherry!
You—

The juniors were not in a humour to put up with Bunter's
nonsense, aml a dozen hands grasped him,  The door was
opened, and Bunter shot out into the passage, and cannoned
agunst the opposite wall with a heavy thud that shook the
building, and caused Bunter to yell with agony,

Then the door slummed, and the Removites went on dis-
cussing the latest sensation. There was not a laugh to be
heard, not a smile to be seen.  Everyone was serious and
H’]'H.'r'ﬂ‘..

Mauleverer to be expelled !

It was appalling. Mauly was very E,mpu]at' in the Remiove,
and to have him lcave the old school in such a way vould
be sinply tragice.

Peter Todd was not in the common-room. IHe stoad en
the School House steps, staring out into the dim Close. A
terrible I]mughl was 'n:his mind,

“(Can it be possible that Mauly is guilty 7' he asked hime-
self again and agamn. ' Good heavens, I've placed the poor
chap in a terrible p::r.‘:itiﬁn'! Whether he's guilty or not,
it's all the same. I'm the cause of his trouble.  If 1 hadn't
worked that jape on him this would never have happened.”

Todd was 1n a great way,

“What can T do?" he muttered frantically. “ Even if 1
explain about that fake letter, 1t won't alter matters.  Mauly
will still be expelled.  Great SBeott, if Mauly goes, I'll go
too! I eouldn't stop at Greyfriars knowing that 1 had been
the canse of lus downfall.”

He thought it all out until his hrain was oo whirl,

Y Mauleverer's innocent. ['m osure of at." he told himself
at Tast. “ He couldn’t do such a thing. TIt's not in him,
He's one of the straightest chaps 've ever met; and 1 believe
in him thoroughly. It’s up to me to prove that he's noi
guilty. Yes, the onug 18 on my shoulders.™

Peter Todd walkad into the llouse with a set expression
on his face.

“By Jove, I've cor it 7 he noeitered,
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mto this fix, and it’s up to me to get him out at all cost.
[td can’t find the real culprit, I'll go to the Fead and sy
that I opened the letter mvself, t's the only honourable
thing to do. I can't possibly allow Mauly to be sacked.™

And Todd went up to his study to think things aut

Lovd Mauleverer, in his own room, paced up and down,
trymg to think what he should do. e was not a coward,
but he was cut to the quick by the thought of the morrow.
How could he stand in Big Hall before all the fellows,
branded a cheat? How could he face the expulsion ?

It was nnpossible !

llad he been guilty he would have faced it all, knowing
that he thoroughly deserved his punishment.

But he was innocent!  He could not face it under such
circumstances.  Wretched and miserable, Mauleverer paced
e .‘!tl.l.d{.

Two days ago everything had been bright and sunny for
him, now the world was dark and drear. He was pennilese,
Ho was dishonoured. Never in his life before had Maul-
everer suffered with such terrible keenness.

“What can T do?" he asked himself. * Bepad, 1 believe
I shall go mad! I can't stand much more. I can't staml
the expulsion to-morrow. It will—"

The school clock struck solemnly.

Mauleverer started, and glanced at his watch,
had just entered his mind. There was a train from Friar-
dale the last train from London. Why not rush down
to the station and board that train? It mattered not where
it was bound for; so long as lie got away from Greyfriars
it would do.

There was just time for him to cateh it if he ram. Dut
there was no tune for hesitation, and Mauleverer made up
hiis mind promptly.

“1T'll go!" he muttered between his teeth. “ Yaas, I'l)
slip out without a soul knowing, and leave Greyfriars for
ever—for ever! Begad, I --I-—"

His eyes were moist, and a Jump came into his throat that
nearly choked him.  But he shook himself, and set his teeth
more firmly.

Then be slipped out into the passage. Not a soul was
about, and he could hear an excited chorus of voices pro-
vecding from the common-room. Without making a sound,
Mauleverer left the School House. _

Me crossed the Close at a trot, and made for the place
where the juniors usually clambered over the wall when
they broke bounds. Ile expected eVery moment to be
stopped, but at last he stood in the lane, free.

* Begad, ta,think that I should leave Greyfriars like this ™
he muttered bitterly.

e turned, with a choking ery in his throat, and rvan down
towards Friardale as fast as he could go. Going through
the village he slowed up a little.  His pale face and drawn
looks caused a few people to stare after him, but Mauly
didn’t care.

He arrived at the station only just in time. The train
was already rumbling in the distance. e rushed to the
booking-office, and then remembered that he had only eight-
pence or mincpenee on him.  8till, a ticket for a place eight
miles away would be better than nothing. To get away
from Greyfriars—that was the great thing.

Ille got his ticket, and went on to the platform breath-
lessly.

The train steamed in, and stopped, hissing with im-
patience. Mauleverer walked up the train, looking for a
compartment to himself.  Ile didn’t want to face strangers
just then.

A door opened, and a gentleman alighted.  Mauly saw
that the compartment was empty, and he made for it. e
il not even glance at the guntﬂ*mﬂn.

But his arm was suddenly grasped.

“Good gracious ! What in the world are vou doing here,
my boy?7 exclanned a surprised voree.  "What are you
eotting into the train for !’

lLord Mauleverer started, and stared up.

“Unele ! e exclaimed blankly,

A thought

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
As Rich as Ever!
IR REGINALD BROOKE looked at his unephew in
S astomshment as the train steamed out of the station.
Then, without a word, le marched Mauleverer outside,
They walked for a few mowments i silenee, then 8Bir
Reginald took Mauly's arm.

“You look pale, young "un,” he said gentallv. ** What'y
the trouble?  've come down from London especially to
see you,'

“Don't take me back to Greyiviars, nunky ! saiel Maunl-
everer anxiously o
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“Don’t take you back !

The old gentleman gazed at Mauly in astonishment.

“What 15 it? What 15 the matter, Mauleverer?" he
askod. * Tell me all about it.”

Mauleverer was full of the affair of Wingate's letter, and
he axplained everything—although he did not say why he
had entered for the IHolton &hcﬁarﬁhip.

“1 didn’t open the letter, nunky!” he fnished up
earnestly. “I'm not a rotten cheat! Begad, wvou don't
beliave I opened it, do you?”

Sir Reginald Brooke laughed.

" Belteve 1t "’ he exclaimed. “Why, of course T don’t!
I know you well enough, my boy, and I know that you
would never descend to such despicable methods to win a
scholarship. When we get to the school we will thrash the
matter out with the headmaster, and it will be all right.
Don't you worry !”

“"Begad, 1 feol another chap already !" said Mauleverer,
whose cheeks now showed signs of colour. “ Your coming
has done me a world of good, nunks! I've been getting on
all right. I've heen working hard !”

“Which reminds me,” said Sir Reginald. * What in the
world made you enter for the Holton Scholarship "

"Mauleverer stared.

““Why, you told me to!"” he ejaculated.

“I told you to?"’ Bir R{-ginal]d langhed. * Nonsense!"

“ But you did, nunky ! Begad, I've got vour letter !

“My letter! 1 haven't written to you—- Oh, yes;
when I said I couldn't send a cheque!” exelaimed the

Why, bless me

baronet. I was very worried at the time —a trifling matter,
it turned out. But I didn't tell you to enter for the Holton
Scholarship !

““] don't mean that letter, nunky. The one after it."”

"“"But T haven't written since !

““Yaas, you have,”’ persisted Mauleverer. * Begad, vou
must remember! You told me that T was ruined. that I
was a pauper, and that I should have to work for a living
in future.”

Sir Reginald gasped.

"' A pauper!” %’m ejaculated. “ Good gracious!"

““¥aas, I took it rather well, nunky,” said Mauleverer,
“I didn't give way, but just set to work as vou told me.
I've been having tea in Hall, and I've cleared my studyv of
all that luxurious furniture, so that I shall get used to a
life of struggle."

“ A life of struggle!" gasped the baronet.

“Yaas!"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bir Reginald Brooke, stopping in
the road and holding his sides, ** Ha, ha. ha!”

Mauly stared in amazement.

“What's the matter, uncle 7'’ he asked.

“Did you get a letter from me telling you all that?"”
asked the baronet breathlessly. *““Did vou follow all those
instructions 7"’

““Yaas, every one, nunky. And as I'm poor now——"

““Ha, ha, ha !

““ Begad, it’s nothing to laugh at—"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Sir Reginald.
this is doing me a world of good!
funniest thing I've heard for years!

“* But—hut—""

““ Where's the letter,?” gasped Maunly's unele.

“On my table, at Greyfriars,” repfied the amazed Maul-
everer. ‘' Do you want to see it 7"’

“Yes. T should love to see it!" ¢jaculated the baronet.
*“You must show it to me when we get there! How on
earth you mistook the writing for mine is more than I can
imagine !’

A light began to dawn upon the slacker of the Remove.

“Isn't the letter yours, nunky ¥’ he gasped.

“No! I've never seen 1t!"” replied the old gentleman, with
a chuckle. ‘' Somebody has been Elayi.ng a trick upon vou,
my boy! You're not a pauper; there was no need for vou
to enter for the Holton Scholarship !

* Then—then——"

“You're still a millionaire 1" gaid Sip Reginald. “1n fact,
I think you're richer to-day than you were a weck ago. Your
lawyers are back, and you will be able to use your cheque-
book again. And I've brought you twenty pounds in cash
io be going on with '

" Begad !’

That was all Mauleverer could say at the moment.
pecovered his voice presently.

“1 believe I know, begad!" he exclaimed thoughtfully.
“The fellows have often had discussions about me—most of
them saying that I couldn't work. however urgent the
necessity. It's a plot, nunky! They fuked that letter so that
I should be put on my mettle! Begad, what a relief !"’

* Iint you've shown them that vou can work, eh 7' chuckled
the baronet. ‘' Bravo, Mauleverer! I admit that I had
doubts myself! This has pleased me as much as it has them.
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““Oh, Mauleverer,
Bless my soul, it's the

Ha, ha, ha !’

But he
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You won't come to any harm through it—it's done you all the
good in the world.”

i ’:; Y?ﬂﬂ; but there's this wretched bizney about Wingate's
ottor !

" Oh, we'll soon sct matters right!" said Sir Reginald
confidently.

And they approached Greyfriars talking lightheartedly.
Lord Mauleverer felt as though he was treading on air.  His
troubles. which had seemed insurmountable an hour ago,
now faded awov like dreams.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Owns Up!

ETER TODTD put his head into Lord Mauleverer's siudy
in the Remove passage.

“ Empty " murmured Peter. ® Good hiz !

He had decided to investigate thoroughly before moing
to the Head and confessing that he had opened Wingate's
letter. That would have been a terribly drastic course, but
Todd would have done it to save Mauleverer,

He entered Maulv's study, and closed the door.

“ Now, it's quite on the cards that there are some signa
here of the chap who opened that giddy letter.” thought
Todd. * There are only two likely fellows to suspect. Bunter
and Snoop. They're the blighters who go nosing into other
people’s affairs, and I've strong suspicions agamst Bunter.
It's just the sort of thing he would do.”

But a thorough search of the study revealed nothing. Todd
became disheartened, and moved towards the door. Then he
darted forward. Something shiny had caught his cye against
the doorpost, and he picked it up.

Then a whoop of delighted triumph left his lips.

“The seal from Buunter's watch-chain ! he ejaculated. “Ts
was that fat rotter, then! My hat, I'll go down to the
common-room now, and make him coufess !’

And Todd lost noe time. He rushed pell-mell downstairs,
and burst into the common-room. The Removites wero
gathered in clumps, talking animatedly. And almost every-
body in the room declaréd that he believed Lord Mauleverer
innocent.

Bunter had managed to slip in again, although he now took
cars to keep his tongue still. He was talking in a low voice
with Snoop and Stott, Peter Todd stood in the middle of
the room,

“Chaps!"" he shouted. ** Mauleverer's innocent !"*

“We know that, ass!™

“Is it proved*?"

*“ Has he been cleared 7™

“ Not yet, but he will be to-night !"" said Peter calmly.

e {‘“:_ {‘gg T'r:

“ All serene !

* Half-a-tick !I"" said Ilarry Wharton.
he'll be cleared to-night, Toddy !

" Because I'm going to clear him !" replied Peter.

“You are? How?!"

“¥You'll see in & minute !’

Todd walked across to Billy Bunter carelessly, and held out
the seal.

* This vours, Bunter ?"" asked Todd.

" Yes, you rotter I" exclaimed Bunter, grabbing it. ** Where
did you get it?"

*1 found 1t. Where did you lose it 7"

“0Oh, I—I-—- Yes, I remember now,” said Bunter, with a
sudden look of alarm as he remembered his watch-chain catch-
ing on the door of Mauleverer's study. ** 1 bumped against
the door of the Form-room. It must have come off then.”

“ Liar !"" said Peter Todd calmly.

* Oh, really, Todd H

“ Laar!"" repeated Todd, “T found it in Mauloverer's
study ! It came off your chain when vou went in there and
opened that letter of Wingate's!”

There was an excited buzz.

“Own up, Bunter !”

“If you don’t we'll boil you in oil !"

“1 haven't been i Mauleverer’s study '™
indignantly,
price !’

“ Half-a-minute I said Vernon-Smith, I saw Mauly Liff
Bunter over, and three minutes luter Mauly came to my study
and stopped five minmtes! Tl bet Bunter went into Mauly's
Toom cllillring' that time, and he opened the letter so thas
Mauly would be blamed!™

“The rotter !’

“Own up, vou cad!”

“Thd you go into Manleverer's studv, Bunter "
Peter Todd.

“No, I didn’t!” roarod Bunter frantically.
scen the rotten lettor!
I only wanted to se——

“How do vou know

; shouted Bunter
“1 wouldn't go in the rotter’s studvy at anv

asked

[ “I've never
1 dido’t mean Maunlv to be blamed !
I—I mean—"'

Every Friday, Every Saturday,



* Only wanted to see what " asked Todd ealmly.

“ Nothing I shouted Bally Bunter nervously,  You're all
down on me! What was the letter doing in Mauly's study,
anyhow ! He'd have opened it even if 1 hadn’t—-"

“You admt you opened at, then 3

“No!” howled Bunter, who hardly konew what he was
saying in his nervousness, ' I didn’t go to Mauly's room at
all! T only popped in for a tick 2

Peter Todd grinned.

“*You've admitted it three or four times, my son !"" he saudl.
“Come on, you're dfoming to the Iead with me and
Wharton !’

“I'm not! I'm

But Bunter was grasped by firm hands,

“I'm not going !” he howled frantically.  I'm not going !"

But he went, all the same. He couldn’t help himself ! The
Famous Five and Todd rushed the yelling Bunter along
the passages to the Head's study. They burst in like an
avalanche, and Bunter sat on the Head's floor with a bump.

Mauleverer was in the study with his uncle. Wingate was
there, too, and Mr. Quelch. The Head sprang to his feet.

"[::rmd gracious, what is the meaning of this disgraceful

“It's all right, sir!"”’ “We've
brought Bunter here !"’

* Wharton, how dare vou?"

“ Bunter opened that letter of Wingate's, sir,”
Peter Todd.,  He's admitted 1t 1"

T haven't!" roared Bunter.

Wingate strode forward, a black frown on his brow. Ile
'_vank&ff Billy Buuter to his feet with a jerk

** No lies, Bunter !I”" he said sharply. ' Ihd you open that
letter 7"

3

panted Harry Wharton.

oxclaimed

i l_I L]

“*Did you open it?" thundered Wingate. _

“ Y-e-ees, Wingate!"' gasped Bunter weakly., I didn’t
gee anything, though! I thought—— I only undid the Hap

and took something out! Then Courtney came along "

Dr. Locke sprang forward.

“What is that?” hLe exclaimed.
opened the letter, Bunter I"

“Yen, sir!”

** And Courtney came along the next moment ™

“Yes, sir!"” said Bunter faintly.

“Then Mauleverer couldn’t possibly have seen the exam
papers,” said Wingate., By Jove, I'm glad! So¢ you were
telling the truth all along, Mauleverer! I'm awfully sorry I
doubted_you !"’ _ _

** Begad, that's all right, Wingate !"" said Mauly easily, as
lighthearted as a sandboy now that his troubles had dis-
appeared. '‘The evidence was black against me. It was all
my fault, though, begad, for forgetting to give you the
letter I

““You admit that wou

| R i =T
|I (11 "
wonny, Che Magmet”  om, |

= - = =]
Ta =

“T'm glad, Mauleverer,” said the Head quietly., * You
niay go as soon as you hke, and I must deal with Bunter as
he deserves,”

Bunter shivered,

“T shall give him a sound thiashing, which, T frust, will
make him think carefully before he opens other people’s letters
another time,” said the Head grimly.

" Begad, you're a good "un, Toddy,” exclaimed Mauleverer,
* These chaps are all good "uns, nunky! They've saved me !

They left the Head's study, and soon a series of anguished
howls arose. They were quite audible where the Famous
Five, Todd, Mauleverer, and his uncle were standing.

“Iud I tell you, my dear fellows,” asked Lord Mauleverer,
“I'm not a pauper after all, you know? That was all some
silly jape !

Peter Todd grinned—he guessed that the truth was out.

“ And I think I can lay hands on the culprit,” chuckled Sir
Reginald Brooke.

“Yes; I wrote that letter, Mauly,” said Todd easily. *' At
least, I had it typed. And Reggie Coker signed it, so that ik
was all above board. We didn’t say that you were a pauper,
vou know—we only said that it would be awful if you id find

(S ]

yourself to be one !

‘*Ha, ha, ha!"’

“ Begad, I feel so relieved that I forgive you, Toddy!"
drawled Mauleverer.

“I've proved my contention, anvhow,” said Todd. “ You
can work when you like, Mauly—so when we want anything
done in a hurry, we'll come to you!”

* Begad!"’ .

Lord Mauleverer felt himself again with twenty pounds in
his pocket. His furniture was restored to its nriﬁvmal placo
the very next day, and Mauly took care that he didn’t do the
work himself,

Without any delay he had resumed his old place as slacker
of the Remove. And the rest of the juniors rather liked him
better in that capacity. He seemed more like the old Mauly.

And that night his lordship stood a magnificent feed to a
select cirele of friends ; and Billy Bunter had the perve to seek
an invitation. Needless to say, he was barred. _ 1

Mauleverer had had enough of Bunter to last him quite a
long time.

THE EKD.

(Another long, complete tale of Harry Wharton & Co. next
Monday, entitled *“ The Greyfriars 8py Hunters!" Order
early. Price One Penny.)

PPANPIASPASS NI A G LN\ NN NPT NI NI NSNS NG I O\ JP NI NN NSNS NI NI NI NI NI NN

AND HE WAS,

“ Bmart Boy Wanted.”

Such was the notice hung outside a busy City warchouse,

It hadn't been there long before a little fellow, red-headed
and freckled, calmly hifted 1t down, and went inside briskly.

** Did you hang this outside, sir?"”’ he asked the manager.

“ Yes!" was the stern reply. ' And what did you pull it
down for?”’

The boy looked at him for a few moments. Pity for the
man's ignorance was plainly expressed in his face, :

Then he spoke, and his reply was short, but to the point.

“ Why?' he said. ** Why, becorse I'm 'im!"

NOT AT ALL.

John and Muary had been sharing one chair all the evening.
John sat on the chair, and Mary sat on John.

After about three hours of this, Mary suddenly exclaimed:

*“ Oh, John, aren't you tired?”

John smiled a brave, patient smile,

“ Not now,” heo said gently. ** No, not now.
an hour ago, but now I'in only paralysed!”

I was about

A “DOT-TY"” STORY.

The guile of the British schoolboy is proverbial. Leave
him alone, and he’ll get his own back on the master,

It was a very hot day, and the teacher was vaiuly
endeavouring to teach his unappreciative class the rudiments
of geometry. ‘

*“With the point as centre,” he began, placing one leg of
the compasses on that point. Then he turned to the boys to
make seme remark, inadvertently letting the compasses slip.

Immediately the black sheep of the flock raised his hand
und waved it wildly.

* Yes, Johnson?” asked the master.

‘“ Please, sir,”! came the prompt reply, “ you're off your
dot 1"
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NEXT
MONDAY—

OH, WAIT TILL HE RETURNS!

“ Why, my dear,” exclaimed the good friend, on finding
Mrs. Newed in floods of tears, ** what is the matter?”’

The young wifo wiped her eyes, and tried to compose
herself and ti)ﬂ mhumanly ecalm.

“Well,” she began, with folded hands, * you know John
iz away for a week?”’

“¥Yes, dear,” helped the lady friend.

“Well, ho writes to me regularly, and in his—his last
Ii*ttn}: he tells me ho gets my pﬁﬂt{) out and kisses it every
day.

“But that is nothing for you to cry about!” exclaimed
the good friend.

“ Yes, it 18! eried Mrs. Newed, bursting into tears afresh.
“ Be-because I took my picture out of his ba-bag be-before
ho started, ju-just for a jo-joke, and put omne of mo-mo-
mother's in its place !

HARD FACTS,

Tt was a thrilling momeut. The tub orator’s voice was
getting hoarse, but his ardour remained undiminished.

“ Gentlemen,” ho  yelled, with more politeness than
veracity, ** the hattitude of the Gover'ment 1s hintollerable!
Their promises remind me of the teacher ‘oo was trymn’ to
show "18 boys wot faith was.

“CI T told yer,” says "¢, “as I "ad a shillin’ in me pocket,
and you couldn’t see it, but believed me, that 'ud be faith.
Now, wot 15 faith?

“* Please, sir,’ says a lad, ‘it'e a shillin’ in your pocket!
(Applause.)

“ Well, gents, wot we wants is facts, not promises. Give
me somcthink real, somethink I kin grasp, somethink——"

“ Right-ho, matey!” yelled a voice from the crowd.
** There's one !

And an elderly egg hurtled thrnugh the air, struck the
orator’s left optic, and decorated him in an msthetic manner.

Then the crowd followed the egg's example, and broke up.
The Government was saved once again!
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THE UNCON

UERABLE.

A Magnificent Story of Thrilling Adventure.
By SIDNEY DREW.
B et

READ THIS FIRST.

Ferrers Lord and his old companions, Rupert Thurston,
Ching-Lung, the Chinese prince, Gan-Waga, the Esquimo,
with Hal Ilonour, Prout, Maddock & (o, are once more on
‘board the submurine, the Lord of the Deep. This time they
aro in chase of Lord's wonderful machine, named the
Unconquerable. which is a marvellous combination of sub-
marine and airship, The Unconquerable has heen stolen
by the millionaire’'s enemies, but a temporary fouling of the
J}‘mpr:llfﬁr! enable Prout and Barfy (Y'Rooney to get aboard,
They overpower the men aboard. ™ Barry, donning his diving-
dress, leaves the ship to try and attract the Lord of the Decp
with the peculiar bell which Ferrors Lord im-untr_-d—.whi{-
can be heard for miles by any submarine fixed with a
" receiver ' constructed by the millionaire. Barry's attempts
are not in vain, and Ferrers Lord, who, with his mon. is
delighted at the prospect of once more seeing their friends
and the Unconquerable, watehes the little machine that Zives
them the position of the signallers. But the needle whizzes
madly for a moment, and then swings back to its former
position. It hus broken.  Hal Honour, however, succeeds in
making another instrument, and by it they aszeertain the
whereabouts of the  Unconquerable.  Meanwhile, Mike
Kennedy, Ching Lung's sceretary, who i: aboard the prifce’s
yacht, runs down a small sailing-vessel. which is found to
contain the bound and gagged form of Joff Sanday, who hus
just succeeded in oltaining the insurance money of his vessol,
which ran ashore at the time the Unconquerable was stolen,
Hw informs Kennedy that every penny of hiz money nas been
stolen from him, and that the vessel which they collided with
wus full of dynanuite.

“ What an cscape
Farn.”’

saidl Kennedy,  “ Let’s have your

(Now go on with the story.)

In which Jeff Sanday Helateﬁ: Thrilling Story of Adven-

ture, and the Police Take Possessicn of Ching-Lung's
Yacht.

" All serene, mate: don’t ‘urry me,” grunted Big Joff.
“That telegram of vourn scarmd me this afternoon. so I
uitted. as you know, I didn't leave myv dirgings till dark.
hen T cut away to find my pal Mynheer Schenk on his
eel-tank. The first bit of news I 'ear from the three
beauties aboard is that Schenk's locked up. Went ashore,
got on the jamboree, fought a policeman, used a knife. and
there vou are—no bail allowed !

“ Knowin' what the old man eould do when he'd shipped
a cargo of gin, T wasn't surprised. Anyhow, they werp
saitlin’, and it didn’t matter to me, so as T got clear and thev
were willin® to take me. Schenk was bound to go to the
‘Assizes, or whatever they are, and they didn't mean waitin’.
By gum, I didn't like the look of his pals much, but I'm
a rough ’un myself. Anvhow, I was mighty thankful when
the old tub got on the meove."

Hii% Jeff beckoned for more brandv, and was promptly
supplied. Kennedy smoked silentlv,

“ Later on we missed the breeze. and ran into a patch of
fog.” Sanday continued. * Some big vessel drifted past us,
and by-and-by somebody 'ailed and a boat pulled alongside.
It wasn't my business, so I winked the other eve as [ sond
the stuff comin’ aboard. Smugglin' is done even to dav, vou
know. and I've been doin’ a bit of it all my life. By gum,
but didn't thev "an:lo it gingerly !

“ Dynamite, or something of the sort?”

“You've got it, Mike. I didn’t tumble to that till later,”
nodded Big Jeff. “The rest ain't very clear. The boat

sheered off, and I'd been celebratin’ my luck with champagne,
and whisky on top o’ that, and felt a bit muddled and drowsy.
I s'pose I went to sleep, and T s'pose T had a bad nightmare.
Anyhow, when I did wake up the three of 'em was a-top of
me with no chance of a fight. Arter a bit I managed to
roll over on my chest. and the fust thing [ spotted was a
areal grey coil of stuff gpittin’ and equibbin’ out fire and
stuity smole right under my very nose.”

“ Phe-e-ow !”  whistled ~Kennedy.
Thoy'd gone—eh "

“They'd sense, squire,” answoered Sanday coolly. |
didn't 'ave a lot of time for thinkin’, but if my ’air ain't
blue, it ought to be. 1t always was white. so it couldn’t turn
colour. You try lying ‘elpiess on your chest watchin' a
splutterin’ fuse eatin’ its wav ‘down to five or six 'undred.
weight of explosive, and vou'll enjoy yourself. Theatres
ain't in it* By gum, I OUh, T'll have some more brandy,
Chow-Chow ; T need it,"

“OI ri’, o ri’, ol ri'!" erooned Chan song-Pu,

*““And the rest, Jeff?"

“"The rest was quick, Mike, There was a big erash, and
just when I was expectin’ to bump my 'ead against the
moon in a full blaze of fireworks, T struck cold water instead.
I'm a rare swimmer, but you can't keep it up with your legs
and ’ands tied and a gag in your mouth. I give the old
river best. Jolly good luck to vou, Mike, for fishin' me out
and swindlin’ the brute of a river!”

Kennedy leaned forward, and grasped Sanday’s hand.

“Jeff,” he said. “our ideas aren’t the same on a good
many points, but, by Jove. vou're a man, and vou've come
through it like a man. I'm just beginning to see through the
fog. We've both been watched., You know too much to
please somebody. and that same somebody did not want the
Fatality to leave the Thames. How it was worked, T don't
profess to know, but there was big maney behind it, and
big brains, too. One of the Paul Guthrey boats started out
about an hour before we did.”

A look of intellizence crept into Sandav’s dull oves,

“Yes, yes! She was Ivin® down in the pool—the
Barataria.”  He threw back the blankets, and swung his
muscular legs out of the bunk. * By gum. Mike. let's pirce
this thing together. Can the madman know I aplit on 'im?
Does he know I told Ferrers Lord? T did tell him. and
why not? 1 made no proimnise, and was never axed to make
any. Me and Martin Arkland did the work, and it waz a
iob arter my own 'art. I didn't think it stealin’ or piracy.
[t's just my nature. When I was a kid I couldn't find no
fun in robbin' the orchards if T hadn't to dodge the farmer or
his bulldog. It was the danger that was the fun. An hour
or two azo I was a rich man. and now I'm broke to the
world !

" Go on!" said Kennedr. knocking the ashes out of his
pipe. * What else?"

*“Only this,” =aid Big Jeff.

* Pretty pleasant.

“T'm a bad 'un to go back
on, that's all. There's three men I want ta find, and I shai!
find them. Tf Paul Guthrey has his hnger in this pie, he'll be
sorey. And when it comes to be axed questions by the police,
you can wager I don’t give nothing away.”

" That's just what I wanted, Jeff. Stick to that. and  §
shall stick to yvou. Now have a good sleep if vou ecan.”

The men were still working the rumps. The vacht was
cafely berthed. A tall, clean-shaven man stepped aboard
and held a whisperad conversation with the other clean.
shaven man. Kennedv shrugeed his shoulders. The nevw-
comer walked up to him and raised his bowloer hat

“Captain Kennedr. T belteve,” he gaid. ““T am Detective
Colbourne. T have received certain information concerning
this yacht, and I must therefore take possesston of it, She
is stated to carry exnlosives. and it has also been snggested
that you do not hold a master’s certificate

“ Perhaps vou will tell me vour informant 7" said Kennedr,
biting his lip. ' Remember, we sail under the Chinese flac.
and that the yacht is the property of Prince Ching-Lung. T
mtend to sail the moment I have completed my¥ repatrs.”

"I hope vou will be able to do =0, sir, You had botter
communicate with the Chincse Embassvy at once. At the
moment I am unable to give vou the source of information.
May I examine vour papers?”

A refnsal was out of the question. Kennedy smiled sourly,
One thing was plain enough. Someone was moving heaven
and earth to keep Ching-Lung's vacht from putting to

sea.  And that somebodr could only be Pau Guthrev,
millionaire,

Sending Up a Message—The Slackened Rope—The Horror
Once More — *““We're Afloat!"” — Martin Arkland's
Treachery,

Job Sanday was a sick and sorrowful man when he awoke
some hours later. e had only a hazy idea of what had
(Continued on pags Jii of cover.)
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happened. Prout brought him a cup of tea. Sanday
growled out a few questions, and his answer.

“I1 must 'ave been unk,” he groaned, “else I
wouldn't ha’ done it. Durn me if I can remember. You ain’t
a bad sort, Prout. I'm sorry enough, if that's an g;ood to
you—right down sorry, for 1 deserved all 1 got. Don't keep
it up against me. I feel bad enough to roll over and die.”

18 shoulder was terribly inflamed. DProut bathed and
dressed it silently, and Job mutlered a few words of thanks.
For a couple of hours after that, the steersman and Barry
struggled with the machinery under Martin Arkland’s direc-
tions. Unluckily, they were not engineers, and the pumping-
engines stubbornly refused to empty the tanks. ;

* Every man to his trade,” said Prout at last, “ and this
isn't ours. By honey! I don't know whether it's day or
night; but I've got an idea."”

“ Pwhat's that, ould son 1" _

“ Why, we'll send up a couple of barrels,”” said Prout. “I
dare say we can find enough rope to "old 'em. We'll put a
lamp on one in case it's dark, d'ye see?! and we'll pamnt a
message on both that we're down 'ere. Smmple, amn’t it?
What's about the depth, by the way ?” :

“ Sixty-two fathoms,” said Martin Arkland. It is useless.
We have not a hundred feet of rope, much less seven or eight
hundred feet."

A hasty search proved his words to be true, and Prout’s
brilliant idea came to nothing. All the chronometers had
stopped. They were not even sure of the date or the day of
the week., Their greatest fear was that the electric-light would
fail them, leaving them in utter darkness. Whale it still
lasted, they wisely explored the vesscl from end to cud. The
discovery of half a dozen boxes of wax candles and a drum
of pe um cheered them up. They had no lamp in which to
burn the petroleum, but Arkland found a soldering-ron mn
the carpenter’s chest. He was very unwell, but he soon
manufactured a couple of lamps. Two empty bottles, neatly
cut, made exeellent chimneys.

“ Faith, wid a coat of enamel, you'd never know they hadn’t
come out of a shop,’” said Barry. “ Ye're a moighty useful
man to have on hand, Arkland. And that's a mo:ghty useful
chest as well. Here's plenty of fish-hooks, Tormmy bhoy, and
a hank o' line. We'll foind bait of some sort outside. Make
up the loine, and Oi'll set ut.”

Both the lamps were lighted and hung in the conning-tower.,
They burned clearly enough, but they were a poor substitute
for the brilliant electrie-light. Prout fastened on the hooks,
and then helped Barry O mnef into the diving-suit.

Agamn the E::ell clanged its call for aid through the water.
Barry searched in vain for anything in the shape of bait. He
returned in di

““ Whether ut’'s Froiday or Monday to-morrow, there’ll be
no fish caught,’”” he said, ** onless the varmunts’ll boite at a
bit o' fresh mutton.” _ :

“By honey, I believe I seed some tinned prawns in the
galley !” said Prout. “I'll go and lock ™

He returned with a tin, not of wns, but of canned
oysters. Barry went out agam, baited his line. The
fide was dead slack. Job Sanday had left his bunk, mournful
and repentant.

O'Rooney and the steersman had not lost hope. They had
light, air, and fuel, and if their fishing red, there would
be no lack of food. The freshwater-tank was almost full. As
yet matters with them were far from being desperate.

“1 su we'll have to give Job & holiday,” zaid Prout,
“ being an invalid. We've got no rope, bot, by honey, though
I ain't an engineer, I'm a sailor, and we've got sheets and
tablecloths, I'm &till aweet on that barrel idea, so we'll got
to work and make a L g

It took them a g many hours. Arkland neatly painted
the message on the keg, and varnished it over.

“ Submarine Uncoaquerable below. Unsble to raize her,
Four men on board.”

The keg was painted a bright red, and the lettering was in
white. It floated upwards into the gloom, and Barry knotted
the end of the rope to the rail. He wasted no time, for he
did mot know how much co sir the eylinder held.

By the ﬂ.mkmli.ng of the rope, he knew the keg was afloat.

*“Blowin' guns!” he thought, as he watched the swaying
rope. ‘‘ Bedad, that's our luck! Now, darhnt, let's have a
look at you. Is this luck betther '"

He began to haul in the fishing-line. The catch consisted
of three fine plaice, and a fair-sized skate. Barry was more
than satisfied.

“ By honey,” said the steersman, * you've brought your
dinner wi' you, Barry, I see! We am't goin’' to starve by
long chalks., Did you send the balloon up 1™

“0i did,”" answered Barry; "and there's a lﬁ_ate on,
accordin’ to the way she's jumpin’ and tossin’. oth, ut
isn’t loikely they'll soight her. She’s fast to the rail just
outside the connin’-tower, so av anythin' comes along from
above, ye'll gee ut widout havin’ to go cut.”

They put Job Banday on wateh. Although he was very
wealt and sick, Martin Arkland refused to give in. With a
bloodstained bandage on his head and red circles round hias
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little, blinking eyes, he haunted the engine-rcom. Ile could
find no defect.

e crawled in and out, carrying a guttering
8.

Prout and Barry let him alone. They were not afraid of
Martin Arkland. To all intents and purposes the machi
was sound. He entered the saloon smothered in grease
dirty oil

“I'm beaten,” he almost whined—'* beaten !"

“ Bit off more than you could swaller, eh, Martin ?" said
Prout. “ By honey, try again! I'd almost love you if you'd
get us out of it !"

Arkland could not rest. He nibbled a biscuit, gulped down
a glass of water, and went off oneqg more, candlestick in hand.

“ Bedad, Tommy,"” said Barry, " Oi've a kowmd of respect
for Martin! He went the whole hog when he did go, and
he's sthill a goer. To lock at the spalpeen, ye wouldn’t think
he'd Hi, ‘Bo!" to a goose on a common. (1 must wroite a
poem about him, somethin’ loike this;

“Blink and blink, my _
You'll get nabbed, O'm purty sartin,
Then you'll wish you'd never seen
This delightful submarine !"

little Martin,

‘‘ Swate, isn't ut? Come, Imp, me dear ould laddie !

Barry took the short cut to the conning-tower by way of
the mirror. Job Sanday wes asleep, and snoring. The Irish-
man peered out.

“ Broke loose " he eried. * Oh, murther the luck! Say,
Tom, ye're a rotten ropemaker, She's snapped loike a bil
o' frowsy cotton!” . . A

The rope was streaming away aft in the tide level with
the rail. The keg was no longer attached to it

““ By honey, some craft must have fouled it!' said the
steersman. ** It was a splendid bit o' stufl. They've ridden
over it and fouled it."” :

** 0i shouldn't wonder,” answered Barry, resignedly. * Ut
only depends how mueh has been carried away, We'll orna-
ment another keg, and thry wance more. Niver say doie'
Av. there isu't enough left, we must sploice ancther piece
on."”

They had used up their paint, but Prout was equal to
the emergency. He found several sticks of red sealing-wax
in Ferrers Lord's writing-desk. He ground them up and
dissolved the powder in methylated spirits, making a quick-
drying and brilliant red varnish.

“ Looks leike a small pillar-box,” said Barry. * We're
nayther of us artists, Tom, so we'll let ould Ar do the
I"E'Bt."

The keg was carried into the diving-chamber, and fastened
there until Barry O'Rooney was ready. To sceure the ro
he had to elimb on deck. Without unfastening the rope, he
seized it and went. down again.

“Troth, the toide’s ranmin’ shar-rp!” thought the Irish-
man, as he hauled away and measured off the fathons
roughly. ** There's quoite a pull on ut. Foraty-two, for-rty-
three, forty-six, and qfc:-ur mukes fifty. Not a great deal lost,
anyway. Phwat's that tuggin’, Oi wondher? Surcly the
keg didn't fill and sink "

He had hung up his lamp. He could not have much mora
to pull in. That there was something attached to the rope
lie was certain, on account of the resistance.

It could only be the keg that some vessel had driven cver
and stove in. Ba thrust out his foot and pushed the
great steel door wide open.  He gave a last pull on the
reluwetant l;-gf)e aud uttered a shrick of horror.

Daft Black Harry had come back ngiaint

Barry O'Rooney shivered in his lead-soled boots as le

azed at the cere object.  Some queer trick of the tide
vl twisted the rope round it. Barry’s hand shook as he
cleared it, he pushed the thing out, and stocd shuddering.
Ile could feel a cold perspiration running down his face
into his beard.

It was a long time before he succeeded In fixing the
rope to the keg, for his fingers were numbed. He cut the
cord and pulled the keg out. The r:&:ea rose coil after coil,
and Barry elosed the door and pressed his trembling thumb
on the bell-push. Opce inside he almost collapsed.

“For the sake of marcy, some brandy, Tom!"” he panted
hoarsely. ‘' Oi'm a haunted man. Oi've seen Black Harry
again. Ie came back on the ind of the ro and the
goight of ut has made a coward of me. Troth, a million

unds wouldn't have tempted me out there av Oi'd knowed !
ﬁnt’n twoice. Av he comes back a thir-rd toime—— Get
me a liveney, Tom, for Oi fale loike doin’ a dead faint!" ’

Prout brought the brandy, He was inclined to be a little
superstitious himself, so he made no comment. Such a
grisly vision wias enough to try the nerves of any man. He
aclvized Barry to go and he down for an hour, but Barry
shook his head gloomily, and then jumped vp with a start,

* 8he's working I’ he yelled. ** Arkland's done it!"”

They rushed to tho bridge thet spanned the engine
I’ﬁl}n‘h True enough, the giant machinery had come back to

e
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" To the wheel—to the wheel!" shouted Arkland.
on the lamps !

The electrie light glowed out, and fashed on the shining
engines. They heard the rush of the outzoinz water, un?l
“heered. The Unconquerable was rising. Prout raced to the
conning-tower, where Job Sunday still slept,

Prout howled aloud as a whitetopped wave rolled against
the glass dome, and seethed and hissed astern. for high ever-
head the misty sturs were winking down. Then the engines
stopped, and Sanday awoke.

“ We're afloat—we're afloat! Don't you hear. by honer?
We're afloat, Job!" roared the steersman. ** Afloat I tell
you!”

" Barry gave a mighty * Hooroo!"” and Job Sanday rubbed
his ecyes.  Tmp barked to signify his gladness, and Tom
Prout and Barry O'Rooney shook i’mndﬂ. .

“* Bedad, O'm poining for a taste of the salt air!™ said
Barry. * But there's no chance of openin’ the dure in
this say. Good luck to Arkland! Sure, Oi'm almost sorry
he'll have to face the music. Consider yvoursilf undher arrest,
Job. Give "us your parole, and we'll not toig you up. Och,
ut's the loight hear-rt that's on my chest, so loight that Oi
could sit down and wroite a poem :

* Twinkle, twinkle, little sthar,
Twinkle, twinkle, twunl.
A soight for toired oics yve are, so
Winkle, winkle, wunk.

“Turn

i must cut that keg adrift
Here come: a long wave !

“8Bwish ! Howld aisy, Tom!
or weo'll be afther having a tengle.
Now's. tha chance, darhint !’

Barry slipped out, slashed the rope through, and was
Lack just in time to escape the following wave

**What's our best move now, by honev?" nsked Prout.

* Whoy, to make for home; pwhat ilse, Tom? You can
navigute the sardine-tin. Steer west, and we'll soon pick
up some beacon that’ll tell us where we are. We'll make
Arkland chafe engineer. Home ut must be, and west's the
only direction.”

Sanday was a plucky and reckless adventurer, but where
Martin Arkland was coneerned it was a different matter,
He was playing the spy as well as the thief, and had en-
gineered the melc- plot.

Job might go scot-free, being only a tool, but they both
felt that they were answerable to their chief and employer
for the master mind of the consnirary.

“ Then it's home, boys, home, and it's home we ought k
be,” sang the steersman, grasping the wheel. *“ Now, Ark-
land, down there, we'll have half-speed.”

He pulled over the indicator, nnd the Unconquerable forged
slowly ahead,

L " The ould prﬂ|i)1:-|h-r ruba a bit.," said Barry, listening.

Och, av she'll only kape on groinding, that's a mere thrifle !
Faith, the luck has turrned! Job, Di'ﬁ smoke a poipe of pace
wid ye, and let bygones be bygones. Pwhat, you've got no
'bacey? Naythur have Oi, so Oi'll fetch some,”

Barry tried to pull back the slide that covered the secret
ladder to the saloon, but he could not move it.

. " Wants oiling." he said. ‘‘That drop of spray that camo
in has made ut stick, Oi'll bring ye some tay, Tommy, at the
same toime,"’

Barry put the kettle on the range, and placed the cups and
saucers in readiness. Then he went for his tobacco, The
mirror refused to budge an inch.

“ There's something gone wrong wid the works!"
Ieishman, * Bedad, pwhat's that ¥ :

He heard a click lmhind him, and sprang to the deor in
sudden apprehension. It was locked, and the key was on the
outside. He snatched up the heavy silver candlestick that had
done such yeoman service, and hammered it against the
mirror.

The glass Alew away in a shower of gleaming a;ﬂ;ntﬂrm and
the base of the candlestick buckled up. The back of the
mirror was steel,

“ Threason—threason, Tom!" he yelled, hurling himsel
bodily at the door. ‘Look out—look out! Arkland!
Threason! I'm locked in! Threason! Och and bedad, the
mad fools we've been! Look out, Tom—look out !"

Prout heard nothing owing to the noise of the engines, He
wasz humming a tune to himself, and felt very happy.

" Hands up, sir—hands vup!" hissed a voiwce behind him.
“I'm not beaten yet."”

The head and shoulders of Martin Arkland alone were
visible. A bavoneted rifle was at his shoulder, his face was
blackened with grease, and the dirty bandage still encircled
his head. For once his red-rimmed eyes did not blink, but
flashed with triumph. .

“ Banday!" he shouted. * Bring a cord! Hands up,
Prout—hands up! A life like yours is a trifle to me; so, 1f

vou value it yourself, hands up !

said the
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