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FOR NEXT MONDAY:

“WON BY PLUCK!"
By FRANK RICHARDS,

In cur next splendid, long, complete story, Harry Whar-
torl & Co, strike a really splendicridm in connection with
the Prince of Wales's Fund, and take it up with their usual
enthusiasm. The news that Tom Merry & Co., of St. Jim’s,
are at work on a similar notion only stimulates their efforts.
For o time all goes well; and then occurs the unfortunate
incident which casts o gloom over the whole scheme, and
wenders the life of Mark Linley, the ex-factory lad, a
misery and a burden to him. But Linley is made of stern
etuff, and holds his head high through all his troubles.
And when at last the clouds have passed over, it is admitted
ungrudgingly on all sides that through all his way has been

“WON BY PLUCKI"

e

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

Miss Roso Sketchley (Lower Edmonton).—The average age
of the characters you mention is fifteen. Best wishes.

“*A Regular Reader” (East Ham).—The first number of
the ** Maguet "’ Library is out of print. It would be a good
iMan to bind all your old ** Magnets " into volumes,

J. T. (Walsall).--The persons and places you mention are
quite fictitious. The fecs at a public school vary, but seventy
})ﬂund.a or eighty pounds a year may be taken as an average.

o answeor to your third query, ** The Taming of Harry ** is
now out of print,

A. Wenham (Liverpool),—Mr. Frank Richards’ first task
when he 18 free is to write a Harry Wharton story for
“The Boys' Friend " 3d. Library, as 1 have mentioned many
times before.

L. Z and J. M. (Battersea).—Many thanks for your letter.
Bob Cherry is usually considered the finest boxer in the

No. 348.

Remove, and Horace Coker probably holds that position in
the Fifth.

L. Roberts (Sydney, N.3.W.).—Many thauks for your letter.
1 am sorry 1 cannot guarantee to do as you suggest. A
French Dictionary can be obtained from Messis, Glaisher &
Co., Charing Cross Road, W.C.

5. Dowling {Blackpool).—1 do not consider your idea im-
possible, and would certainly not think of holding it up to
ridicule ; but it seems impracticable at present.

SOMETHING EXTRA-SPECIAL.

Among the features contained in next Wednesday's issue
of our grand companion paper, * The Gem " Library, will
be found the first of a series of stirring letters on the great
European War which is now raging. ﬁ‘heuu graphic letters,
written from the field of opesations, should especially appeal
to all my patriotic readers, inasmuch as they are the actyal
experiences of an old Gemite who is now gerving with the
Colours.

The newspapers, of course, set forth day by day the
striking scenes of warfare—acclaiming British victories, and
lauding those fine acts of heroism inseparable from the men
of our nation; but how much better it 1s to be able to obtain
detailed information from the pen of one of our own eom-
rades, who even at this moment is undergoing the severe
hardships and trials of warfare.

The first of these grand descriptive accounts deals with
the storming of Liege, and the gallant defence made by the
plucky little Belgians, whose unexpected resistance cameo as
a severa blow to the German tyrant. The narrstive is
replete with thrilling incident, and wil] kindle the patriotism
and enthusiasm of who read it.

It behoves yvou, then, to make a ial point of obtaining
n copy of this week's * Gem ' Library, and to tell your
friends of this exclusive feature which our companion paper
has been lucky enough to secure,

Place the order with yoyr newsagent to-day!
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24 pages
packed
with
Pictures.
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Letters
from our Boys
at the Front

are a feature of the

PENNY WAR WEEKLY

the popular war paper
of strong human interest.
Ask for the
PENNY WAR WEEKLY
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NOW ON SALE.

Three New Additions to

" THE BOYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY.

No. 277,

‘“PRIDE OF THE PRAIRIE!"
A Thrilling Story of the Wild West,
By CLAUDE CUSTER,

Neo. 278.

“YBUFFALO BILL'S CIRCUS!"
A Splendid Story ol Bill Cody, Scout.
By CLAUDE CUSTER.

No. 278.

“PETE'S CIRCUS!"”

A Maganificent Story of Jack, Sam and Pcte.
By S. CLARKE HOOHK,

Ask always for “THE BOYS' FRIEND" 3d. COMPLETE LIBRARY,



NEVERY CThe * INagnet” £ 1
A SPECIAL WAR SERIAL! JUST STARTED!

A WORLD AT

S TAKE!

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

By W. B. HOME-GALL.

(Now Serving His Country with the British Army.)

READ THIS FIRST.

A wonderful airship, named the Falcon, i3 constructed by
two brothers, Thorpe and Dick Thornhill, and it is offered
to the British Government; but they remain indifferent to
the Falcon's qualities. Major Seigner, a German officer,
endeavours to purchase it for his Government, but the offcr,
magnificent though it is, is refused. The German, however,
manages to steal the Falcon, taking with him Dick Thornhill
and a voung man named Tom Evans. The Englishmen are
taken before the Kaiser, who orders them to be imprisoned,
after Dick has hotly refused to explain any of the secrets
wiiich the Faleon holds. Meanwhile, Thorpe Thornhill, in
the Night Hawk, the sister ship of the Falcon, gives chase
to the German officer, his intention being to flv to the out-
skirts of Berlin, from whence he could make his attempt to
liberate his brother, and regain poszession of his airship.
Tom Evans and Dick manage to escape. Tom Evans ia
caught a little later, and taken before a general of the
German Army. This officer gives the mechanic the choice of
facing a firing party or luring Thorpe Thornhill to a certain
place, =0 that th Germans can make him prisoner.

“ Quick ! says the officer. *° Which is it to be?”

(Now go on with the Story,)
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Too Late!

¢ But. sir, T don’t want to refuse ! eried Tom, pretending
to weep bitterly, “1'd be a gen'I'man with that twenty
pound a month. But what would be the good of that? If
Master Dick heard of i1t be’d kill me, as sure as heggs 19
heggs !

A contemptuous smile eurled the general’s thin lipa.

“ You need not be uneasy on that score, my Jad. Richard
Thornhill will never leave this fort alive ! 2 _

Despite his anxiety to impress the German general with his
utter unscrupulousness, Tom Evans with difficulty conoealed
the shudder which shook his frame as the other's words fell
on his ears, But the other was too engrossed with hias
thoughts to notice the effect of his significant speech, and
listened with gratification to Tom's protestations of fidelity.

That night Tom enjoved the rare luxury of sleeping in a
comfortable bed and eating the best of food. In faet, from
the moment he had agreed to betray Thorpe Thornhill he was
treated with the sreatest kindness and consideration, for the
LGermans now looked upen him as one of themselves.

For three days Tom was kept in the governor's house,
given the best of everything, and encouraged to talk about
his late masters, whom he was careful to vilify as much as he

October 10th, 1914,
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dare; until on the fourth merning, when he arose from his
bed, he was astonished to find that the good clothes with
which he had been presented, after accepting the German
general’s terms had been removed, and a heap of hlthy rags
put 11 their place,

These, for lack of hetter, Tom Jonned, Then, feeling
soliewhat ashamed of his disreputable appearance, descended
to the breakfast-roow, where he found Seigner alveady seated
at the table, L

" Here, Loy, eat a good meal. for it will be the last you
will have for several days.”

Am I going ' began Tom; when Beigner interrupted
bhim by gaying angrily:

* You will do as vou are bid. and ask no auestions!"

Tom had already discovered that thers was no appeal from
E--m]nm"s decisions, and, following his advice, made a hearty
meal,

Bhortly after breakfast sn overcoat, bereath which to hide
his rags, and a respectable cap was given him, and, thus
attired, ho followed Seigner to the railway-station, where he
was put into a third-class carriage; and, Beigner entering
a first, they were speedily being carried towards Hamburg.

They reached that great seaport just as the shades of nmight
were fulling, and Tom, aligchting on the platform, was looking
vaguely around him when & man touched him on the
shoulder.

It was Seigner, but so altered that he scarcely knew him,
During the journey that gentleman had cast aside his uni-
form, appearing in the character of a sailor, or a man in some
way connected with the sea.

“ Come on, my lad; we have little time to spare,’” he said,
leading the way from the station to where 4 large steamer
'was taking in cargo in tho harbour,

“ Now, Evans, listen to me. You are a eabin-boy, who,
having been ill-treated on your last ship, ran away at
Bremen.  You have made your way to Hamburg, and, being
anxious to return to England, have crept on board this ship.
That is what you will say when you are discovered, which
you will be when thoe steamer is too far on her way to
London to put back and land vou."

“ I tumble,” replied Tom. ** You think if T went home in
too great comfort, Mastcr Thorpe would small a rat. Ok,
you are a sly 'un, vou are "

Seigner smiled, wel pleased with the implied compliment.

** That's about it, Evans. But, quiet. now—here corhes
lhg‘*f sailor who is going to help me hide you away,” he
sad,

The next mement they were joined by a sinister-looking
Cierman sailor,

*Is the captain on board, Hans*" asked Secigner.

“*No,” replied the other in a whisper; * he has not yet
returned.”” Then, aloud, he added: 1 do not know. You
had better go on board and ask.”

“ Come along, Keppel!” eried Scigner to Tom, leading the
way over the gangwayv. *‘ Keep your eyes on that man, and
go whero he beckons,” he added, in a hurried whisper.

The next moment the mate of the ship came forward, and,
licaring that Seiener wistied 1o se¢ the captain on business,
asked him to wait until his-return, which would be in a few
nunutes,

Whilst this conversition was taking place, Tom, scecing
the German peep out of the forehold and beckon him.
strolled, as though impelled by boyish curiosity, to examine
evervthing in that direction.

Suddenly he felt himself clasped round the waist and hauled
helow. With difficulty repressing an exclamation of alarm,
he allowed himself to be drawn into the dark hold.

*“ Quick. creep in there, and lay as still as death! 1 have
been stationed here to =ee that no stowawayvs get in, so there
will be lhittle danger of the place being searched,” whispered
the sailor,

Tom obayed. Then, seeing a thin ray of daylight some
distance away, moved towards it, scrambling over & number
of bales dind crates filled with German goods for the London
market.

Presently he came to where some planks had been removed
from a bulkhead, a carponter’s basket and tools lying near
showing that they would be shortly replaced.

At he lay watching thiz opening, and listening to the sounds
on deck, an idea entered I!1i.=u head, and, fired by a sudden
determination, he crept through the opening, and found him-
=elf in the ship's fo'¢'s'le.

The place was empty.
ehip for sea.

Cautiously he elambered up the ganewav, and hid in the
bows, until he saw Sceigner llra*re t-Ef- ship, telhing the mate
that he was going to get a drink, and would veturn.

No sooner was the letter out of =sight ere Tom clambered
on to tho wharf, then ran off as fast as Lhe could in the
direction of the railwav-stat:on.

Fortunately the German general had provided Tom with
money for his expenszes when he reached England, and,
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All were on deck, preparing the

therefore, he had no difficulty in obtaining a ticket—not to
Kicl, but to Meimorsdorf-—a station just outside the great
German naval base. for he deemed 1t probable that Kiel
station would be full of police-agents and spies.

It was midnight ere ihn:: left the train and walked swiftly
towards Kiel

[t was hot, close, and very dark, and Tom, iron-framed
voungster though he was, was very tired ; consequently, about
half an hour later, finding himself in the counfry, he turned
off the road, and, dropping on the soft grass, was scon fast
asleep,

_ Presently lie awoke with a start. It was still dark, but {ar
in the east a grey light proclaimed the rising sun.

Then he looked up, and a ery of horror rose to his lips, for
exactly over him, seeming as though it must fall and crush
him to the earth, was a large, black, indistinct mass.

For a moment he gazed at the apparition in tervor; then,
#s the familiar sound of whirring screws fell upon his ears,
he started to his feet with a cry of joy.

It wuas the Night Hawk. Now Dick Thornhill's troubles
and his own were surely at an end, for, in Tom’s opinion,
if any man in the world could work miracles it was 'i‘hm-pa
"I horwhill,

Jumping to his feet, he sped after the rapidly moving
airship, fearful of shoutihg lest he should attract the attention
of some wandering soldier, yet terribly frightened lest it
should pass from him without knowing how close he was
to it.

But, to his dismay, it forged further and further ahead ;
then, as though lurmg him onward, stopped, and Tom saw
a rope-ladder dropped earthwards,

Preszing his fists close to lis breast, he ran as he bad never
run before. But he was vet a hundred yards from the vesscl
when a man, whom, even in the darkness, he recognised as
Thorpe Thornhill, emerged from a clump of trees, ran to the
rope-ladder, and clambered swiftly towards the Night Hawk's
gleaming hull,

Careless, in his desperation, of who mught hear him, Tom
redoubled his’speed, shouting at the top of his voice:

‘“ Master Thorpe! Mr. Thornhill! Stop! For IHeaven's
sake, stop! Ii is I, Tom Evans!”

Then he ccased runn'ng, and gazed with clenebed fist and
streaming eves at the airship as ﬂit‘ shot like a rocket towards
the clouds. By

Ile was too late. His voice, drowned by the whirring
machinery, had not reached the gecupant’s ears, o

For a moment he saw her bathed in the light of the risng
sun; then she seemed to melt into the clear morping atmo-
sphere ; and, with a ery of despair, Tam Bvans fung himself
on the ground, weeping as though his brave little heart would
bLreak.  To be so near rescue and to be disappointed was
more than he could bear.

Then the necessity of concealing himself during the day
forced him to rise and enter a neighbouring wood, amongst
the undergrowth of which he lay concealed until night once

more fedl upon the scene.

Face to Face!

All unconscious of how near he had been to his brother’s
faithful little companion, Thorpe Thornhill lung himself down
in the saloon of the airship as she beat her way towards a
bare, rocky, uninhabitated island, which for nearly a week
had been her resfing-place during the hours of daylight.

11is heart was heavy within him; for, although hé had been
unremitting in his search, no news of his brother Dick or the
missing Falcon reached his ears. There were times when he
fearcd that a report circulated throughout the German Press
to the effect that a balJloon or airship had been seen to fall into
the Baltic on a date which corresponded with Seigner’s fight
from the woods near Munich, was true.

Although the unusual activity in the fortified ship-building

ard of Kiel had attracted Thmﬁ»e'a attention, the Germans

ad erected funnels of canvas on the hulls of the airships; and
Thorpe, believing them to be torpedo-boats, took no further
notice of them,

That night, instead of hovering round and over Kiel, the
Night Hawk was steered straight for Berlin, on the outskirts
of which busy city Thorpe Thornhill lowered himself to the
ground by means of a parachute, whilst the airship sped away
to the then deserted Grinewald.,

Thorpe was no stranger in Berlin; and, making his way to
the nearest station of the Circular Railway, was soon 1n a
magnificent street to the east of the Unter den Linden, where
is situated a bicrgarten known as The Iron Cross, greatly
favoured by military men.

Fnveloped in an Inverness cape, an Alpine hat pulled down
over his eyes, Thornhill entered the crowded public room, and
chose a seat screened by paling near the door; then, ordering
some refreshment, lighted a cigar, and listened for auy chance

Jaliapans, T COmErpsman” SOSERING 1



words whioch might help him to discover the whereabouts of
the Falcon, or the fate of his brother.

At any other time he would have enjoyed watching the
miscellaneous crowd of military men, naval officers, and
civilians passing and repassing the door of that famed cafe;
but now llml heart was racked with anxiety, not only for his
brother, but ako for his countrv. Could he but be sure that
the Falcon had perished, even though Dick had gone down
with her, he would have been content: but this continued
state of doubt and anxiety was unbearable, It was like
slceping over a loaded mine which at any moment might
explode and level the supremacy of Britain with the dust.

Presently he started so violently that he spilled the contents
of the glass he was raising to his lips, for it seemed as though
Fortune, tired of persceuting him, was smiling upon him ouce
maore,

Eutering the cafe, arm-in-arm with a man in a colonel's
uniform, was Major Secigner.

Yes, it was indeed the unscrupulous scoundrel who lad
robbed him of his airship, and Thornhill felt the Lot blood
course through his veins as an almost insatiable desire to fling
himself at s foe's throat and wring from him the secret of
his brother's whereabouts filled his heart.

However, he restrained the mad promptingsz of revenge,
and tried to catch what the other said, but the table Seignor
and his companion had chosen was too far away for him to
hear a word,

Having drunk their baer, the two arose, and Thorpe fol-
lowed close upon their heels, his right hand clasped round the
butt of a small revolver in his pocket,

Little guessing who was so close behind him, Seigner
chatted gaily as they strolled down the Unter den Linden,
Then, turning to his right, he bade his companion good-night,
and entered a large house, evidently let out in fats.

Crossing to the opposite side of the road, Thorpe scanned
the outside of the building carefully. It was a large block,
with many windows, the majority of which were bright with
lights from within,

Ere long, from his post of vantage, Thorpe saw Scigner
Tooking out of a window ; then he turned towards the 1miterior
of the room.

Now came the question of how to act. A balconv ran
hl!'l]f‘.u.lth the window at which Seigner had appeared, but to
scale it would be impossible. To boldly enter the house and
ask to see the German would be but to thrust his head into
the lion's mouth, for most likely a noted spy like Seigner
would be in telephonic communication with the police. ]gti]l,
he wus determined not to rest that night until he had met
his foe face to face.

Thoughtfully he retraced his steps. Then an idea entered
his head, and, hastening to the City Railwav, stond, some

twenty minutes later, on the spot where he had order :
Night Hawk to meet him. Yy wd ordered the

t was an open space in the suburbs: and drawing an
electric lamp from }

12 kot e 4 .
guickly twice. pocket, Thorpe Thornhill Aashed it

Ten minutes later, hé seized a trailin '
) 0 . a t g rope as it swept by
in the darkness, and was drawn swiltly on board the uimi?ip. )

A hurried mmultahun_ with the steeraman, and he was
Es_nrrierl through the air to the neighbonrhood of the
wlﬁ{fﬁ:%ﬂ; J':*rﬁlﬂﬂth&ncé}.hu‘qulﬂkij regained the strect in

igner ived; and, goin dl - knock

e e R going boldly to the door, knocked

.:'?.:{Inl_rl mém_, surly at EEiI%‘E aroused, opened the door.

-~ alajor Scguer, on the Emiperor's busi ' ori
brltslfqu{.-l v, 08 %u lpassed thrr_mg!]ﬁ. VERSR preheinpe

1t man's surliness vanishied at

PLLLR il L a at once, and he became all

I“ Ii}ues the herr know the room, or shall T show bim *'' he
asked.

“ Lead the wav-—quick !
turned Thorpe.

The man obeyed; and. mounting a flight of stairs, rapped

loudly on a deor--onc of .
3 : many in a lon assage on the
second Hoor, it . : the

““Who is there *”

(1] TN

t..-.‘-\. messenger from the Kaiser, Hery Major,” replied the
porter. |

There was a sound of guick movement about the roGm, a
key turncd in the lock, and the door was flung open, re-

vealing Secigner, his regimental coat unbuttoned, but othir-
wise fully dressed.

“ Enter, Ilerr Messenger,”
into a roow,
Porter.

Without a word, Thornhill entered the compartment : thon.
closing the door behind him, turned the key in the lock.

A flash of alarm crossed Scigner's face. He moved towarda
a telephone hanging against the wall; but, ere he could raise
the receiver to his lips, Thoruhill had him covered with his
revolver, crying :

" ““Move hand or foot, IKarl Scigner, attempt to raise an
alnrm, or to communicate in any way with those without, and
you are a dead man !"
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v he said, motioning Thornhill
You may go!” he added, turning to the
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White as a ghost, Scigner staggered back,

“ What do yvou want? Who are you?* Are vou a miduight
assassin or a robber ?” he stammered,

“ Neithep, Major Seiguer, Simply Thorpe Thornhill, at
vour serviee ! retaurned the Enghi=sliman, removing his hat,

“Thorvhill? You? What do do yon want here?” cried
Seigner, his white face turning ashen as hie looked into the
relentless eves of the man he had wronged,

“1 want to know what vou have done with my brother,
and with the airship vou stole from me.”” demanded Thornhill,
regarding the 1rt‘mhring man with undisguised contempt,

“Your brother?”’ repeated Seigner, with well-simulated
amazement. “ What should T know of your brother? 1 gave
him his liberty in the woods by the Watcherin See; and as for
the airship, the fools T left on board whilst I visited Munich
lost control of her, and—well, the newspapers say she perished
in the Baitic. Whether they are right or not I cannot tell.”

Thorpe was stagoered. here was scarcely a town or fort
of any consequencs v Germany he had not searched more or
leas thoroughly, and Seigner’s declarvation received eredibility
from his own failure to trace the airship,

“You will swear to this?"" he asked,

“TUpon my word a3 an officer, it is true!”” was the une
scrupulous reply.

“Then why has he not returned to England?”’ demanded
Thorpe.

Scigner shrugged his shoulders,

“How can I sax¥? T am not in the secrcts of the German
police.™

“ Pardon me! You work on the
same lines, at any rate "’ returned Thornhill contemptuously.
“ But enough of this. I am perforce compelled to believe
vou. If you have deceived me, it will avail you nothing. for
I have mado up my mind to kill you.”

Seigner started back.,

“ Would you murder me?"” he cried.

“1f 1 shot vou in cold blood where you stand, it would
be no more than just retribution for the murders you com-
mitted when wou stole the Night Hawk, But I am na
assassin. You shall have an equal chance with myself. Name
your own time, place, and weapons, and Heaven strengthen
the arm of he who 18 in the right betwixt you and T!"

Thorpe noticed a sudden gleam of malicious trinmph which
sprang into Seigner's eves; but, far from attributing it to
the true cause. believed that the German soldier thought him-
self the English civilian’s master with any weapon.

He was content. He knew his cause to be a righteous one,

“ Willingly, Herr Thornhill, and I thank youn for this
opportunity of getting level with one who has repeatedly
insulted me !’ agreed Secigner, baring his gums in a sneering

rin,
gt Then we are mutually satisfied ! deelaved Thorpe grimly.

“ Tine, to-morrow morning—or, to be more correct, this
morning—at sunrise. Place, on the island opposite the water-
works in the Tegler Sce. Weapons, pistols. And 1T swear on
my honour as a German I will kill you !’ hissed Seigner,

“ Thank Vol for the warning ! t scoms to add additioena!
interest to the meeting !"’" retorted Thorpe.

The ne<t moment the door closed behind the young English.
mati,

Barely had Thornhili departed erve, hia eyes glistening with
triumph, Seigner sprang to the telephone,

“ Lock the outer door, and let no one pass, as vou value
vour life!" he commanded the porter, * The Englishman
Thorpe Thornhiil, is in the building! Send a force to arrest
him ! he telephoned to the poliee. ;

Then, rubbing his hands, and well satisfied with his
treacherous preparations, drew aside the blind of his window
and awaited the approach of assistanee, eonfident that Thorpe
Thornhill conld not escape him, for past '!_']"IE‘ porter's lodge lay
the only path from the huge bloek of huildings.

Presently o squad of police hastened at the double dowy
the strect, 1

Taking a large Seivice revolver from a drawer, Seigner
left his room, _

The landing was in darkness, save for n subdued light
bhurning in a niche at the further end. There was ne one
there, but Seigner troubled little about that,  Doubtless
Thornhill was at that moment praying the porter to let him
MLES,

; ['hm-Hing nt CVery stop, f"-v;gt'u*l' strode ruutim:sl:,r down
the passage, peering carcfully ronnd every ecorner as  he
descended the stars.

Then for the first time a fear that something had gone
wrong in his arrangements troubled him,

Rushing to the front door, he reached it just as the porter
drew aside the bolts and admitted the police,

““ Where 18 the man you escorted to my room just now?
Fool, you have let him escape ! almost shrieked Seigner.

3

I thought vou were,

A Grand, Long, Complete 8tory of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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* He is not here, Herr Major. The police will tell you the
door was locked and bolted when they arrived.”

* Ah, then we have him! He cannot escape! Leave two
meti on guard at the door! The rest, follow me! If he
resists, shoot him down without merey!” cried Seigner to
the officer in charge of the gendarmces, then led the way
upstairs.

But, though cvery suite of flats in that large building was
searched with the unscrupulous thoroughness which dis-
t}::glu;‘sh{?ﬁ German police, no sign of Thorpe Thornhill could
they hnd.

Beside himself with rage and disappointment, Seigner dis-
missed the police and retired to his own room, determined
upon ,Fiving the porter an uncomfortable quarter. of an hour
the following morning, for he was certain that the man ha-l
been bribed to let the Englishman escape.

He did not know that, invisible in the darkness, the Night
Hawk had been hovering over the roof of the flats whilst its
commander was below, ready to take him on board as soon
as the mterview with éeigner was at an end.

e n —

A Strangely Fought Duel !

Although a villain to the backbone, Seigner was no coward.
He would gladly have met Thorpe Thornhill on equal terms;
but he knew that it would please the Emperor to capture the
Fming inventor alive, and determined to lay his plans accord-
mmgly.

here was no sleep for him that night. From interviewin
the police, he passed to the Imperial palace, with the result
that, when day at last broke, every tree and shrub on the
banks of the Tegler See concealed a German soldier, whilst
hidden in the nooks and crannies about the shore were boats
laden with sailors, ready to intercept the Englishman the
moment he appeared.

The island on which the dutl was to be fought—one of the
many with which the sluggish waters of the Havel are
dotted—was covered thick with trees except at one end, where
there was a stretch of greensward, which had made it a
favourite duelling-ground for the officers of the German
garrison for many generations, :

Knowing well that Thornhill would be on the look-out for
treachery, Seigner had directed that the soldiers should
remain concealed, while he, a brother officer as second, and a
surgeon, to give an air of reality to the preparations, were
rowed over,

Then, eagerly watching the mainland, they showed them-
selves pn the open sward to lure their dupe to his destruction.

S8lowly the sun rose above the horizon, but no boat put
forth from the opposite shore.

“ Curse the fellow, he has eluded me again !"* eried Seigner
angrily,

* Good-morning, Herr Major !
said a voice close behind him,

And Thorpe Thornhill, unaccompanied by a second—for he
had no friend in Berlin whom he could ask to act for him—
emerged from the wood.

Seigner started.

" You were here early, ITerr Thornhill !" he cried, saluting
his opponent. *‘‘ I thought we were first on the field !”?

Thornhill did not reply, but an enigmatical smile Aitted
across his lips.

“ T must ask one of these gentlemen fo act as my second,”
he said, bowing to Setgner's companions. ** 1 have not been
able to secure the services of a friend.”

' There is no neced, Herr Thornhill,” returned Seigner,
with an evil smile, * for there will be no duel this morning.
I arrest you in the name of my master, the Kaiser!”

Again that enigmatical smile hovered over Thornhill's lips.

“1I was right, then, to distrust the honour of a German
soldier " he said contemptuously. ** I am afraid you do not
appreciate the position, Herr Seigner! You are my
prisoner !’

“ Your prisoner!” gasped Seigner. Then he laughed
aloud. * You boasting fool I"" he cricd angrily. ** Do you not
know that this island 1s surrounded by armed men, and that
escape is impossible 1"

* Probably the island is surrounded, but I think vou would
find it difficult to cut off my escape.” Put up that pistal, or
you are a dead man!" he added, as Seigner flung open a box
of duelling-pistols which his sccond had deposited on the
ground at s feet,

Then Thorpe raised his hand, and through an opening
between two trees the Night- Hawk glided gently to his
side. The next moment it rested gently on the ground, and
the three Germans found themselves covered by the gleaming
muzzles of half a dozen rifles in the hands of as many English-
men, whom Thorpe had enlisted in case he found it necessary
to rescue his brother by force.

“You ree, Herr Seigner, others can lay traps as well as
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yourself, But I have no wish to be burdened with your
company to England. We came to light a duel, and, despite
your assertion to the contrary, a duel will be fought. Gentle-
men, I am at your service,” he added, bowing politely to
the second and the doctor. * Herr Seigner, take your
weapon [’

_‘;‘s’:}th a savage growl, Scigner turned and seized one of the
pistols,

“ As you will, Herr Thornhill. I would have spared ou,
but you will not let me. Dr. Hane, kindly act as the Eng{iuh-
man’s second. The sooner this farce is over the better ! ho
growled savagely.

In his new capacity as second, the doctor turned to his
r;ﬁmpn,mnn, and a low-voiced conversation took place between
hem,

" We have decided that one shot shall be fired at twelve
paces,” declared Dr., Hans after a few moments, turning to
his Ermmpa.L

Then, whilst his fellow-second loaded the weapons, he paced
n;,lI::. the ground ; and, pistol in hand, the opponents Iacedp:u.ch
other,

“ You will fire when I drop this handkerchief, gentlemen !"
said the doctor, standing midway between the combatants,
well out of the line of fire. *“ Are you ready?”

“ Ready !” returned Thorpe, in a firm voice,

Seigner bit his ]iFﬁ and nodded surlily.

* One—two—fire !'"" cried the doctor,

And the white handkerchief fluttered to the ground.

Two reports burst simultanéously on the ears of the
spectators. Then Thorpe reeled back, clasping his hand to
his breast; whilst Seigner, folding his arms, gazed with
malicious satisfaction at his wuuudufl foe,

Loud cries of rage burst from the deck of the Night Hawk
as her crew saw their captain fall, and a couple of men,
springing from the balcony of the airship, carried their
stricken master on board.

“ Beize them, gentlemen! Do not let them escape ! In the
nar.rlle of the Emperor 1 command you!” cried Seigner furi-
ously.

" Stop where ye arve, ye spalpeens, or ye'll be riddled as
full of holes as a sieve!” commanded Pat Denver.
~ The next moment the Night Hawk’s machinery was put
in motion, and she rose gracefully from the ground, bearing
aloft her creator, sorely stricken, {)ut nol mortally wounded.
r Seigner was furious. He had made so certain of capturing
Ihorpe Thornhill that he had already sent a message to the
Emperor to the effect that the Englishman was a piisoner,
and now he had to admit, to one who never forgave a

fatlure, the ill-success of his carefully laid schemes.

But Dick Thornhill was still in his power, and, determined
to avenge himself upon him, he hastened back to Kiel, where
he was told a strange tale.

It seemed as though the ships were suddenly bewitched.
Detonators, small pieces of dynamite, and other explosives
had found their way amongst the various hulls. Explosion
alter explosion had wrecked the work of days. ow &
scaffolding, the ropes of which had been surreptitiously cut
half through, had fallen. Here a delicate machine had been
smashed by a piece of iron inserted in its cog-wheels. There
an explosion of dynamite had spread death and wounds
around,

The mechanics openly declared all this to be the work of

gnomes and demons; but Seigner knew better, and made a
searching inquiry into the matter, but in vain. No clue to
the mystery was forthcoming.
. The work-sheds, the building-vards, and even the fort
itself was searched, until it seemed as though not even a
rat could have escaped detection, but in vain, and all because
no one thought of looking in an old bombard, dating from
the wars of Frederick the Great, where little Tom Evans,
who, creeping through drains and past sentries, had stolen
unperceived into the closely guarded fort, was snugly con-
cealed, and from whence he sallied forth to work destruc-
fion amongst the airships, until the redoubled procautions
Seigner took immediately upon his return forced him to
exercise greater caution, and it was with difficulty that he
could even steal forth to stretch his cramped limbs.

However, his time was not entirely wasted, Often, little
expecting that alien cars listened to their conversation.
German officers, and once even the Emperor himself, stood
near the old bombard, openly discussing their plans for the
invasion and destruction of England, conversations which
Tom Evans harboured in his mind, and which were later to
prove of inestimable benefit to the Government of his
country.

Lattle did Dick Thorvhill—when he whiled away the hours
of his captivity by teaching his young companion to speak
the language of their captors—guess how all-important it
would prove,
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our German master 7" asked Coker.

‘- Coker rushed away towards the gates, and I;‘IIEII P.-c. Tozer as he rolled majestically across the Close. ' Come for

“ Which I 'ave!” said Mr. Tozer in a deep voice, which was quite audible
to the disturbed Herr standing at his open window. (Sec Chapter 1.) |

———

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Coker is Too Funny:.
1 CH! Mein Gott! Mein Gott!'

H Harry Wharton of the Remove Form at Greyfriars,
glanced round in surprise as he heard that startled
and dismayved cxclamation.

The captain of the Remove was sauntering along the
Close, past the window of the German-master’s study, when
Herr Gans's vowe fell upon his cars.

Herr Gans—generally called the * Gander' at Greyfriars,
for the excellent reason that *“*gans' was German for
““ goose ”* was standing at the open window, looking across the
Close towards the school gates. his round blue eyes almost
starting from his head.

Wharton raised his cap politely as he paused.

Herr Gans had alwavs been popular at Greyfriars, and the

THe Magxer Lisrany.—XNo. 348,
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outbreak of war did not make any difference ; indeed, most of
the Greyfriars fellows made it a point to treat him with an
extra amount of consideration, due to the unfortunate position

in_which he was laced. ‘ 3
But since the declaration of war, the Gander had been in

a state of incessant perturbation and excitement,

As Bob Cherry remarked, his German irregular verbs were
getting more and more irregular, and the fellows in the
German class did pretty much as they liked.

““ Anything the matter, sir !"’" asked Wharton,

Herr Gans blinked at him,

“Ach! Mein Gott!"”

“What is it, sir*"

“Tt have come at last!”’ gasped Herr Gans. ** Ach! Vy
did I not iy to mein Faderland while tat dere was time!?
Mein Gott ™'

A Grand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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" Perhaps you hadn't any acroplane handy, sir,” sugpested
Bob Cherry.

., But Herr Gans was in no humour for little jokes. IMe was
In o state of excited dizmay.

“Now I shall to prison go!” he groaned. “Achl Mein
tﬂn?r?'!' Here kommt der policeman tat will me to prison

oMy hat!” ejaculated Bob, locking towards the gates.

Here comes Tozer !™

Police-constable Tozer of Friardale had entered the gates,
and his portly and ponderous form was advancing with slow
and majestic strides towards the School House. There was
& grim and scvere expression upon the fat features of Mr.
Tozer. As a member—an important member—of his Majosty's
Police Forre, Mr. Tozer evidently felt that the national erisis
w:ﬂf‘;ghed heavily upon his shou!ders.

He can't be coming for you, sir,” said Harry Wharton
reassuringly. )

“Ach! But I feel sure tat it is so! T am lost!
Faderland! Never shall I him again see !”

Coker of the Fifth came along, in time to hear the German.
master’s remark. Coker of the Fifth grinned. Coker did not
hke Herr Gans very much—owing to certain difficulties he
found w:j:h German conjugations and declensions. It was
really quite unjust to visit that upon Herr Gans's head, as he
was not responsible for the terrible declensions and conjuga-
tions of his native language. But Coker of the Fifth, after
n ptrug&la with German verbs, felt an intens® dislike for all
things German, from German-masters td German bands, and
German sausages.

“My word!” said Coker. “ You're in for it-at last, sir. I
hear that they are shooting German spies all over the country.
If you're suspected, you're done for, Puff! Ban g ! and there
you go!"

“Mein Gott!"

“But I've heard that it's a merciful death,” said Coker
comfortingly, " and you're allowed to make vour own funeral
arrangements in advance. I hear that the undertakers are
doing a roaring trade in German spics.”

“Ach! Ach!”

" But perhaps it mayn't come to that.,” said Coker cheer-
fully. “I'll tell you what—I'll speak to Tozer, and come and
warn you in time to make your will, if it should came to
the worst.”

And Coker of the Fifth rushed away towards the gates, and
met Police-constable Tozer as he rolled majesticaly across
the Close.

“Come for our German-master 7' asked Coker.

" Which I ’ave!” said Mr. Tozer, in a deep voice. which
was quite audible to the disturbed Herr standing at his open
window.

““Ach! Mecin Gott i Himmel I gasped Herr Gans
And he disappeared from the window like a flash of iight-
ning.

*“ What utter rot!" said Harry Wharton. ** What can they
want with Herr Gans? That uss Coker is going to jupe him,
I suppose.”

The two juniors bore down upon Mr. Tozer. Coker had
dashed away into the house, but quite a crowd of other follows
were gathering round the stout constable. Mr, Tozer stopped,
and pushed back his helmet, and mopped his noble brow.

*“ Come for the Gamder ?”" demanded DBolsover major.

" Looking for our poour old German-master—what ?"' asked
Frank Nugent. ** What has he done 7

““Which he's got to report himsclf at the police station,
game as all Germans in this "ere country,” said Mr. Tozer,

*“Ia that all?”’ asked Wharton.

“Course it i1s!"" said Mr. Tozer. “1 s'pose vou don’t think
as I've come 'cre to eat 'im, do you. Master Wharton ?"°

“1 wish you had!” growled Bolsover major. ** There would
be an end of German lessons for a bit, then!”

“Well. Tain’t!” said Mr. Tozer. ** Which I've got to speak
to til'ln ’jlfl]al‘] on the matter, and he have got to report “imself
reg’ ler.

* Blessed if T sce why they can’t arrest him ! growled Billy
Bunter, as Mr. Tozer marched on. ** All Germans ought to
be arrested—cspegially German-masters.”

Mr. Tozer was shown into the Head’s study. Meanwhile,
Coker of the Fifth had rushed to Herr Gans's room.

Coker flung open the deoor, and dashed in, in a state of
great excitement.

“It's all up, sir!" he gasped.

“Ach! I know it—I heard vat tat man say ! groaned
Herr Gans, ' Ach! Mein Rheinland—I shall never see him
tny more !”’

“Buck up, sir!" zaid Coker. **We'll stand by wvou.
There's time vet. Tozer has orders to take you to the police-
station immediatcly i

“ Ach "

‘““ And I'm sorry to say that there's a detachment of Terri-
torials there waiting to carry out the sentence,’” said Coker

THe MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 348

Ach, mein

sadly. “The regular troops are gone to the front, vou know,
H:II{I the Territorials have been specially ordered out to shoot
Germans here. But we're going to help you out of this awful
fix, sir. We're going to save you!”

** Mein goot poy! But how—--""

::Ehﬁr;:::u still time to escape in disguise,” Coker explained.

AC

" We place at your disposal, eir, all the props—I mean the
properties—of the Fifth Formi Stage Club. We've got lots
of disguises, and we'll lend them all to you, to save your life,
sir. It would be simply awful if you were executed, and we
never had any more German lessons. (lome, sir—not an
instant to be lost ! Tozer is only stopping & minute to lcad his
revolver,”

“ Mein Gott 1"

IHerr Gans scuttled out of the study after rhe veracious
Coker.  Coker of the Fifth grasped him by the arm, and
rushed him along to the Fifth Form: passage. Potter and
(Greene of the Fifth were in Coker's study, and they locked
astonished when their study mate rushed the excited German-
master .

““ Hallo, what's the row '’ axclaimed Potter.

“We've got to save Herr Gang's life!”

ai Whﬂ.'arﬂt !.'j

" Tozer's locking for him with a loaded Maxim gun—I
mean revolver—and the Territorials have orders to shoot him
on sight,” explained Coker. ' Get out the stage props—quick
—we've got to disguise him !’

Potter and Greene just managed to restrain a vell of
laughter. The idea of the Territorials shooting the Gander
almost evercame them. Potter tore open the box which con-
tained the properties of the Fifth Form Stage Club. Greene
rushed for the make-up box. Both of them entered into
(Coker’s little joke on the instant, and were ready to lend their
aid to save Herr Gans's life,

* Ach, ach, ach!” groaned Herr Gans.

“Dis 1z dreadful |

N{lllv;?n never shall I see again my beautiful Rhine! Ach,
ach!”

“Buck up!” said Coker. ' Better put on this skirt
sir—""

“* Vat I

* It's safer to be disguised as a woman, you see,’”” explained
Coker. * Tozer won’t think it is vou, if he secs you. We've
got some skirts and blouses here that we used for a Suffras

ette play. This blue skirt will do rippingly. 8Shove it on,

y hat—it won't meet round your waist. Never mind, we've
got a cricket-belt here to fasten it. Now the blouse!”

" Mein goot Coker——"

“ Put your head through here, sir—that’s right. Find a hat
for him, Potty—the big green one with the feathers!

“ What-ho!” said Potter. ' Rely on us, sir. We'll bring
you through it!”

** Ach, ach! But -

Coker looked out of the doorway, and then slammed the
door hurriedly. The stprtled German fastened bulging eyes
vupen him,

** Ach! WVat have

“* Tozer's looking

ou seem, my g{md Coker "
or you, sir—breathing murder!” said

Coker. *'I {fancy he has orders to pot you at once, sir—
pufi—bang !
*Ach! But tat is dreadful—-"

“* Buck up with the disguise. Better put on a wig—this
long golden one will do beautifully.”

**Tank you, mein poy.”

The sight of Herr Gans, arraved in a blue skirt, a pink
blouse, a golden wig, and a large green hat with feathors
almest sent Coker & Co. into hysteries. But they restrained
their feelings nobly. Coker got to work with the grease-
paints. Herr Gans's cheeks were tinted a brilliant erimson,
and Coker calmly drew black lines round his eyes, angd put
a bright red spot on the tip of his plump nose. The German
master was too agitated to think of looking in the glass.
He left it all to Coker, and Coker's artistic hand speedily
turned him into a thing of beauty and a joy for ever.

“ There, that's ripping !" said Coker, repressing a strong
desire to shriek * The Kaiser himself wouldu't know you
now, sir.”’

** Mein Gott !"

. There was a tap at the door, and Harry Wharton looked
1.

**Is Herr Gans here, Coker? Inky says he saw him
coming here with you. Why, my only hat, who—what—
which i

Wharton gazed in
master,

Herr Gans's identity was BﬂJ in the slightest degree con-
ccaled by his extraordinary disguise; but he was turned
mto a4 most amazing object that would certainly have
attrgceted attention anywhere,

Wharton gasped.

blank amazement at the German
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A roar of laughter echoed through the Close as the disguised Herr Gans, gathering his unaccustomed skirts about
For a moment the Greyfriars fellows failed to recognise the German
master, but the next moment they knew him, and yelled. *“ Ha, ha, ha! " (See Chapter 2.)

him, rushed out of the School House.

I

“ Herr Gans! What—— Oh, crumbs!

“ Mein Gott, Wharton—-"'

“ Ha, ha, ha!"' velled Wharton.

“ Shush !"" said Coker. * We're disguising Ierr Gans to
save his life. Not a word. Shush!”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Ha, ha, ha!”

Wharton staggered away almost in convulsions. Coker
cast a wary glance along the passage.
“Now's your chance, sir,”" he said hurriedly. “The

roast's elear. Buck up, and run while Tozer’s out of sight.”
“Tank you! But '
““ Run for it, sir! Get out of the gates aud bunk.”
“ But—aber—but——""
“Run!" welled Potter and Greene.
And the alarmed German master ran for his life,
“* What the deuce——"

“H
‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Tt's the Gander!" gasped Johnny Dull.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” _ _
A roar of laughter ochoed through the Close as the dis.
nised Herr Gans, gathering lis unaccustomed skirts about
1im, rushed out of the SBchool ITouse,
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Not shot!

ALLO, hallo, hallo!" roared Bol Cherry.
“* What the dickens—-""

“WON BY PLUCK!"

IFor a moment the Greyfriars fellows did not recognise the
Crerman master, but the next moment they knew him, and
they velled.

‘* Ha, ha, ha

“ Goodness gracious ! What 1s this?" exclaimed Mr.
Queleh, the master of the Remove, meeting the fugitive in
the Close.  ** Herr Gans! 1s it possible? Stop! I beg vou
—stop! What does this mean?”

“ Let me go, mein Herr ! stuttered Herr Gans, as the
astounded Form-master caught him by the arm. * Let me
go! I—I Ay for my life!”

““ II1a, ha, ha!"

“ What ever is the matter?" gasped Mr. Quelch.

“T am ordered to be shot wiz myself —'"

“* Impossible "

“Ach! It is true. I fiy for my life!
dere mit his revolver.”

* Nonsense !

“ Herr Quelech——

“Prav come back inte the house at once, Herr Gans.
This 15—15 ridiculous ! exclaimed the Remove master,
“You cannot be in the shightest dangar. I will answer far
it. Someone has been deceiving you"

“ But der policeman- :

“ Pray come an!”

Mr. Queleh drew the German master almost foreibly inte
the School House. Mr. Toser was there, with the Head.
Mr., Tozer was looking for Ilerr GGans, though without e

The policcman is

A Grand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS
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revolver—the revolver only existing in Horace Coker’'s
fertile jmagination.
Dr. Locke, the reverend Head of Greyfriars, gazed at the

weird figure of the disguised German master with wide-open

eyes.
“* Bless my soul!"” he exclaimed. “ Who—what is that?"
“ Ach! Mein Gott!”
“ Herr Gans!”
“Ah! ’Ere he 1s!" said Mr. Tozer, glaring at the un-

fortunate expounder of German verbs. * In disguise ! Ho!”
“ Herr Gans, what is the meaning of this—this extraordi-

nary imasquerade?”’ exclaimed Dr, cke.

‘“ Ach !"

“In disgnise!” recpeated Mt. Tozer, taking out .his
truncheon. * This ’ere is a werry suspicious circumstance.”

“ Nonsense, Mr. Tozer!” exclaimed the Head sharply.
"1 will answer for *‘Herr Gans. But I demand an explana
tion at once, Herr Gans, of this ridiculous masquerade.
W!}atﬂever can have igduced you to appear in public in this

uise "’ '

“Jg it not tat I am to be shot mit myself, den?” gasped
Herr Gans,

“8hot? Bless my soul! What could have put such an
idea into your head?” exclaimed Dr. Locke, in amazement.

“* But is it not true, den? Tat poy Coker, he tell me; and
he save my life mit der disguise of a frau—'

«“]—I am afraid Coker has been—ehem !—cxaggerating,”
said the Head, trying not to smile. ‘ Your alarm is utterly
groundless, Herr Gans. Mr. Tozer merely came to inform
you that it is necessary for you to r:ﬁumr to the police-
gtation and register your name, like your countrymen
resident 1n this country.”

¢ Ach! Tat villain Coker—"

“ 71 shall speak very severely to Coker about this,” said
the Head. * Pray go and remove that—that absurd dress,

Herr Gans, and accompany Mr. Tozer.”

“ Ja, ja wohl!” o .

Herr Gans fluttered away in his skirts, leaving even the
stolid Mr. Tozér grinnming.

But Mr. Tozer was suspicious. All the eloquence of the
Head was required to convinee Mr. Tozer that Herr Gans's
disguise was not a very serious matter indexd. Mr. Tozer
would have been very pleased to arrest a German spy—it
would have mefint promotion for Mr. Tozer.

In half an hour Herr Gans came out in his accustomed
attire, with his extraordinary make-up washed off his plump
face. He walked out of the Bchool House with Mr. Tozer,
and the Greyfriars fellows greeted him with shouts of
laughter. o ) _

 (lothed and in his right mind again,”” grinned Bob
“ It was too rotten of Coker. FPoor old Gander!"

“Ha, ha, ha!l” )

The whole school chuckled over the joke, but Coker did
not chuckle after the Head had paid a visit to his study.
As a senior, Coker was not liable to be caned, but the Head
stretched a point for once, and caned him—which turned
Horace Coker into a more ferocious Germanophobe than
ever.

Coker rubbed his hands after the Head had left his study,
and glared at Potter and Greene, who were sympathetic but
smiling. The caning of the great Coker, somehow or other,
struck them as funny. :

“1 don't see n.n;fthmg to grin at myself,” snorted Coker.

“ Naturally you don't,”” agreed Potter.

r

“If you want a thick ear, Potter—
¢« xhem !"" Potter ceased to smile. ‘' Coker, old man, it

was a ripping joke on the Gander, and it was worth a
licking."’ : :

¢t Hear, hear !’ said Greene heartily.

Horare Coker brightened up a little.

H-MJF opinion 1s that the bounder U],Ight ta clear ﬂﬁ,” ho
gaid, “We ought not to have any more German lessons
while this is going on. I call it unpatriotic to learn German.
We ought to be giving it to the beggars in the neck, not
learning their awful language. I shouldn’t wonder if he
was a Cerman spy, too.”

“ Ahem !”
““ How do vou know?” demanded Coker. * Ain’t they

arresting German spies right and left? Haven't you read
in the papers about the German spies in France and
Belgium and Luxemburg—crowds of ’em. pretending to be
clerks, and workmen, and schoolmasters, and things? Look
here, I'm jolly well going to keep an eye on the Gander.
We're close to the sea-coast here-——it’s just the place for a
German spy to locate himself. I'm going to keep an eye on
him, 1 tell you.”

“ Ahem !"" murmured Potter and Greene.

“ Well, T mean it!” said Coker determinedly. * And if 1
bowl him out in anvthing, it’s all up with him, and there
won't be any more German verbs till the end of the war—

what 1’
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But Horace Coker's intention of keeping an eye on Herr
Gans never * came off,” for that evening it became known
in Greyfriars that Herr Gans was leaving.

Billy Bunter brought the news into No. 1 Study, where
the Famous Five of the Remove were having tea.

“I say, you fellows, the Gander's ot the boot ! announced
Bunter.

" Rats I"" said Bob Cherry prnm_?t];:.

“At least, he's clearing off,” amended PBunter. *“I
?L“PIH’:{IFH to hear the Head speaking to Mr. Quelch about
1 m— s

“ Whose keyhole did you happen to be listening at, you fat
bounder?’ growled Harry Wharton, in disgust.

“Oh, really, Wharton! Quite by accident I had stopped to
lace up my shoe——"*

ik H["-]"-r-r !.,

“And I heard 'em talking. The Gander is fedup. He
don't think he can look the fellows in the face nrain after
what's happened to-day, and he's going. And there won't
be any more German lessons, T hope,” grinned Bunter.
* German-masters can’'t be found very easily, I should think,
while the giddy war’s going on—what?”’

“Well, I'm sorry he's going,” said Johnny Bull. * He's
a decent man. And there will be another one to take his
place, anyway.”

“ As Shakespearc remarks, ‘I fcar there will be a worse
como in his place,” * grinned Bob Cherry. ** We sha'n't get
out of the German lesson so easily as all that. I hcar that
Cloker has suggested a DPatriotic League for Refusing to
!J{:?rn (German! I wonder what the Head will say about
1t.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“The beast ia packing already,” said Bunter. ‘““He's
off to-night. Blessed if 1 know how he's going to get back
to Deutschland. Catching the next train for London, any-
Wﬂ}’-”

Harry Wharton rose.

“Let's go and say good-bye to him, chaps,” he said
““ He's treated us jolly well, and we don't want_to visit the
sing of the Kaiser on the Gander’s head, do we?”?

“No fear!”

S"”I:‘lhe no-fearfulness is terrific,” said Hurrce Jamset Ram
ingh.

And the Famous Five lelt their tea unfinished, and repaired
to the (Yerman master's quarters. Billy Bunter blinked
after them, and snorted. But he did not follow them. He

- sat down at the study table, and finished the tea.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Buck Up!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. found the German-master
H packing, as Billy Bunter has stated. The Gander was
evidently going.

Herr Gans was looking very dismal, and bhis face
flushed as he met the glances of the juniors in the open door-
way. He was keenly conscious that he cut an extremely
ridiculous figure that day. But the chums of the Remove
manfully refrained from smiling.

“ Are you really going, sir?’ asked Wharton.

“ Ja, ja, mein poy,” said Herr Gans sadly,. “1 have
tink of it pefore mit myself, und now I tink 1 petter go.”

i« We've sorry, sir,” said Bob.

“ You are a good poy,” said Herr Gans. “ Dis is dreadful
—dis war! Mein.belofed Chermany is in great drouble in
dese days, and it is goot tat I go home, if it is tot 1 ean get
dore. In dis couniry dere is great drouble for Chermans.
Dere are many rascals who are ies, and pring disgrace
upon dair own country—but I tink tat eferyone here will
pelieve tat I am_an honest man.”

‘ Yes, rather, sir!” exclaimed Harry. “ We are very sorry
vou are going, and we hope you will come back when this is
all over.”

“ T tink tat 1s possible,” said Herr Gans. ** Meanwhile,
I try to get pack to mein Faderland. But you poys neadd
not be alarmed mit yourselves apout your Cherman lessons
——dere will be anodder master.”

“Oh? said the Famous Five together.
especially pleased to hear that.

1 haf a cousin,” explained Herr Gans. *‘ Mein cousin
Fritz Muhlbach. He is gomin’ here to dake my place. He
is a goot master—a ferry goot master—and I have him
recommended to der Head. Tt is only vun lesson tat you will
miss pefore tat he gums here, so tat is all right, mein poys.”

(iosling, the porter, put his head in at the door.

“ Which the trap is ready, sir,”’ he said.

“Tank you, Gosling! Memn paggage is almost retty.”

They were not

i i i
THE GEM "’ 'LEIIIHHT, THE EE::E mm" ‘CHU 251;5&;: .&d.

ay. Every



The excited and troubled Cerman-master was packing his
thinga almost anvhow, Harry Wharton & Co. kindly lent
him a hand in reducing the chaos to something like order.
Then Gosling bore away the trunk and the bags.

Herr (Gans took an affectionate leave of the Head and the
otiier masters, and came out of the School House to mount
into the trap. Mansieur Charpentier, the French-master at
Greyfriars, met him in the hall, and bowed to him with
great politeness

Since the outbreak of the war, the French and German
masters at Greyfriars had been almost painfully polite to
one another, Both of them were intensely patriotic, and
both of them followed the war news in the ** Dailly Mail ™
with the keenest interest, but both were afraid of allowing
their personal feelings to cause them to transgress the correct
attitude which politeness demanded.

“ KEst-ce que vous partez, monsieur. Is it zat you depart?’
asked Monsieur Charpentier,

“Ja wohl.” _

“ Adieu, monsieur,” said M. Charpentier, with exquisite
French courtesy, *I hope zat we meet again in happier
times."’

And, with an almost visible effort, the French-master shook
hands with Herr Gans,

The Herr mounted into the trap, most of the Greyfriars
fellows gathering to see him off. Only Horace Coker re-
mained with a grim and unsympathetic face. Horace Coker
was suspicious of all Germans. Horace Coker suspected
strongly that the German-master’s bags contained all sorts of
valuable information destined for the War Office at Berlin—
when the unfortunate Gander arrived there,

But the other fellows were kind and sympathetic, and
waved their hands or their caps to Herr Gans as he drove
away.

“Well, what about him being a spy now, Cokey, old
man?’ asked Potter, with a grin.

Coker snorted. _

“ He's going home stuffed with information, very likely,”
he renlied.

vk, rats!”

“ And this other chap who's coming in his place—what
do we know about him?" said Coker darkly. * Very likely
a German spy.”

“ Bow-wow !"" said Greene,
on the brain, Coker.”

“Well, I'm going to keep an eve on him, when he comes,”
said Cloker obstinately.

“ Always keeping an eye on somebody,” yawned Dotter.

“ And 1if he turns out to be a spy o

“* Oh, rats!”’

“ Look here, Potter o

“Bosh!" said Potter.

And he walked away—onlvy just in time, for Coker was
clenching his fists, Harry Wharton & (o. returned to their
gtudy to finish their tea—but thev found it already finished.
Billy Bunter was just disposing of the last fragment of
toast,

“You fat burglar!” roared Bob Cherry.
grub?”’

Bunter jumped up in alarm,

“You've got German spies

“ Where's our

“ Ahem! I—I thought you'd rather—ahem—not let it
get cold, and—and be wasted,”” he stuttered. * You
see-——

“Collar him!"

“Hold on, vou fellows. I—I really came here to tell you
of a ripping idea I've got,”” said Bunter. backing hastily
round the study-table. “It's simply a topping idea, and
think you fellows ought to have a hand in 1t.”

“ Oh, rats! Collar him'"

“It—it's a demonstration, ¥ou know!” exclaimed Bunter,
dodging Cherry's outstretched hand. * Under the circum-
stances, I think it's up to us—vow—leggo!"

Bump!

Billy Bunter, in the grasp of five pairs of vigorous hands,
:ln.;ii:-mulf-d upon the floor of the study, and emitted a fearful
yell.

“Yow-ow-ow !’

“That’s for the toast!’ said Harry Wharton, * Now give
him another for the eggs.”

Bumnp!
“Ow! Help! Yarooh!
“ And -:mntllu-r for the ham '™

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Leggo!"" velled Bunter.
and—yarooh !’

Bumn!

* Now chuck him out.”

DBilly Bunter went whirling through the studvy doorwary,
with his great idea still upnexplained. He rolled along the
hinoleum in the passage. and fled

T tell vou I've oot an idea,

Il].ﬂl:]-l.'.II {"i]lln'le."‘- ﬂ' 1;'|']-|1- l{u”hp‘_‘p e ]“j "."'T te 1!_. -F:l- -tl .
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study to finish their tea. The DBounder of CGreyfriars was
alwavs well supplied.

They were scated amicably round the DBounder’s table,
when Peter Todd looked in.

“Oh, here vou are!” exclaimed Todd. * I've been looking
for you. Bunter's got an idea—a jolly gnod one for Bunter

““Blow Bunter!" said Vernon-Smith. “Squat down and
help us with the cake.”

Todd cheerfully accepted a chunk of cake.

“ But it's a ripping idea,” he said. *' As a matter of fact,
it'as really m ilE]}t‘El—'Hurl’fPi' made the first bare suggestion.
It's a dummlkmtiun to back up the Ongtong.”

“The—the what?"”

“The Ongtong,” said Todd.

“What on earth’s an ongtong?’ demanded the juniors
together.

Peter Todd sniffed.

“My hat! Haven't vou heard of the Ongtong Cordiale 7"

“0Oh! The Entente Cordiale!’ grinned Wharton. * Yes,
we've heard of that—but we haven't heard it called an
ongtong before.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

**Oh, rats!” said Todd. *Look here, the idea is that wo
give old Charpentier a demonstration. We march in force
under his study window, vou know. with a French flag, and
sing the * Marseillaise’ in French——"'

“ My hat!”

“I say, you fellows.” Billy Bunter blinked into the study
through his big spectacles. “1 say. that's my idea, you
know 4

i S-Eﬂ,’{. I'Il

“ It's my idea,” roared Bunter. “ Old Froggy is bound
to be pleased. He can't do less than stand us some ginger-
pop. at the very least.™

** On the make, as usual !"" grinned Vernon-Smith.

“Well, I suppose he'll know that singing the ° Mar-
scillaise * will make us thirsty,” said Bunter. * There have
been tremendous demonstrations before the French Embassy
in London. We'll Fivc Mossoo one of the same, and he's
bound to stand——"

“ Bhut up !

“ Kick him out !"

Billy Bunter was promptly ejected. But the idea had
caught on at once. A demonstration under the French
master's window, in favour of the British-French al]ianﬂﬁl
was really an excellent idea. And the juniors were “on’
it at once.

* Call the chaps together,” exclaimed Tlarry Wharton,
“Call a meeting in the Rag, and we'll rehearse the blessed
song. We don’t want to spring it on Mossoo out of tune.”

“* Ha, ha, ha!”

Ten minutes later there was a notice on the school notice-
board, in Harry Wharton's hand:

“ ATTENTION!

“GRAND PATRIOTIC DEMONSTRATION BACKING
UP THE FRANCO-BRITISH ALLIANCE.

““ All Fellows Who Wish to Take Part are Requested to
Roll Up in the Rag.”

And in ten minutes more the Raﬁ wag crowded with
juniors, and Coker & Co. of the Fifth honoured the meeting
with their presence. And Coker, in his uvsual high-handed
manner, proceeded to take the lead.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Demonstration!
u0HDF1R """ roared Coker.

(X3 l{-ﬂtﬂ !1‘:‘
““ Order ! Gentlemen, this meeting is called to——""
“ Shut up!"”

“You clear off, Coker!" roared Bob Cherry. ‘' This is
Remove meeting, You are superfluous, Travel ! i
“ The superfluousness of the esteemed Coker is terrific.”

* Buzz off !

Harry Wharton unrolled a copy of the *‘Marseillaise,"
which he fortunately had in his possession.

“* Now then, all together, and for goodness’ sake keep
some sort of time,”” he exclaimed. * Oblige us by shutting
up, Coker!”

“ Botter hand that to me,"” said Temple of the Fourth.
“ I'm willing to conduct the whole bizney——""

“ Go and eat coke!”

A Grand, Long, Complete SBtory of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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' Better leave it to me,” chimed in Hoskins of the Shell.
a .-“.sjlﬂ['m' the only musical chap m the school—"

u il I'I_I_B -1‘1
i {'Jnlkur of the Fifth jerked the music out of Wharton's

and,

" You fags lenve this to me,” he said impressively. * Il
sce you through., Mossoo will be properly impressed if a
senior takes the lead. Now, ithen—"

"' L.ook here, Coker——"'

“ Gimme that music, you ass!"”

“ Order 1"

It looked as if the meeting would resolve itself into a free
light, which was not at all & desirable manner of celebrating
the Franco-DBritish alliance, DBut Wharton, with great self-
albinegation, allowed the lead to pass into Coker's hands.

* Order !

" Silence '

* (zo ahead!”

Coker victoriously held up the musie. Coker rather prided
himself oen having a voice and being generally musical. No
one but Coker had ever becn able to discover any grounds
for that opinion.

“ Gentlemen ! roared Coker.
School-—-""

* Hear, bhear!™

" This meeting 1s called to demonstrate the solidarity——"

" Good word!” grinned Bob Cherry. * Go it!"”

" The solidarity of Grexfriars in backing up the Franco-
Dritish allhance. We're going to demonstrate to Mossoo, as
the representative of his glorious country at Grexfriar 2

“ Bravo!"”

" By ﬂinging the * Marseillaise ' to him under his study
window. INow, ‘all you fellows who don’t know the words,
just listen to me. You've got to sing it in French, of course.
Just listen to me!”’

And Coker started.

“* Allong, ongfong de la patrie

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Lo jour de glaw ay arrivay!"” continued Coker.

**Ha, ha, ha!"

*“ Contrer noo de la tyrannie, lay tongdar songlong ay
levay-—""

“ Bravo, Coker!"

““ Ha, ha, ha!"” ,

* Ain't we going to sing it in French 7" asked Nugent.

Coker gave Nugent of the Remove a withering glance.

“You silly ass, I'm giving it to you in French!™ he
howled.

“My only hat! Is that French?” exclaimed Nugent, in
astonishment. “* My nmnstake! Y didn't recognise 1t.¥

*“ Bounded to me hike Cokerese,” said Johnny Bull.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥You kids shut up!”’ said Coker. ‘* Just listen to me
while I go through the thing, and then you'll have it right.
We want Mossoo to recognise whaf we're singing, or he
won't know what the deuee wi're at.”

“'Then we'd better not sing it like that,”’ said Wharton,
with a shake of the head. ' He may take it for * The Watch
on the Rhine ' in German, the way you do it."”

“You thumping ass! Dry up! Here goes again!  After
me,  * Allong ongfong de le patrie, le jour de glaw ay
arrivay !" "’

** Ha, ha, ha!"

In spite of the merriment which greeted hiz weird pro-
nunciation of the French language., Coker ground on deter-
minedly from beginning to end, reducing his hearers almost
to a state of hysterics. Then he gave the word to march.

With Coker of the Fifth in the lead, with the copy of the
* Marseillaise "’ in his hand, the demonstrators marched.

There were & hundred fellows at least in the crowd that
gathered under the study windows of Monsieur Charpentier,
the popular French master at Greyfriars,

The study window was closed, and the curtain drawn.
Monsicur Charpentier was there, reading the latest paper
he had been able to obtain from his beloved patrie. He was
startled by a roar like thunder outside his window,

** Hooray !"'

Monsicur Charpentier jumped up in alarm.

“ Mon Dieu! Vat is zat?" he ejaculated.

" Hip, hwp, hooray !

Tap, tap, tap on the window !

Mansieur Charpentier ran to the window, and threw it
gpen. Outaide, 1n the old Close of Greyfriars. the moonlight
was streaming down. In the light of the moon more than
a hundred fellows were crammmed together under the window,
Flags waved over the crowd—thoe Union Jack and the tri-
volour of France together. Tom Brown, the New Zealand
jinior,shad the New Zcaland flag in addition, and Squiff, the
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Australian, displayed the colours of the Commonwealth., The
flags were waved with great energy. Monsicur Charpentier
gazed upon the cxcited crowd in great astonishment.

“ Vat 15 all zat?"” he ejaculated,

“ Here he 18!

. ' Bravo, Mossoo "

“Vive la Francel”

Then Monsieur Charpentier understood. He placed his
hand !upun his breast, and bowed gracefully to the shouting
CrOWil,

" Mes gareons—mes garcons, j¢ vous remercie—]I zank you,
my good infants [’

‘“ Hooray !

' Now, then!” shouted Coker, waving his music.
Marseillaize '—-all together !”

“Go it !

And the great marching song of the French burst forth in
a tremendous roar,

il lLa

“* Allons, enfants de la patrie!
dLe jour de gloire est arrive !

Perhaps the French left something to be desired, but there
was no mstake about the enthusiasm. The Greyfriars fellows
roarcd it out with all the force of their lungs, and the old
Closc rang with it. Dr. Locke looked out of his study
window and smiled. Monsieur Charpentier stood at his
window with tcars in his eyes, deeply moved by that
demonstration of enthusiastic schoolboys.

Loud cheers followed the conclusion of the * Marscillaise,”
and the flag-wagging became almost frantie,

*“ Speech ! roared Coker of the Fifth.
Mossoo !

** Hooray "'

“ SBilence for Mossoo 1"

" My dear boys,” exclaimed Monsieur Charpenticer, with
a break in his voice, * zis is a proud moment for me ! Comme
jc suis heureux—it is zat I am very happy in zis moaagnt.
[ vank you viz all my heart! May it always be et zis
country and my dear patrie sall always be ze good fricnds
nn::‘] allies, and may zey march togezzer to victory !’

Hooray !

" Again I zank you, mes enfants—from my heart I zank
vou ! Monsicur Charpentier could sav no more: his kind
heart was overflowing with emotion.  And with a final
tremendous yell of “ Vive la France! Hip, hip, hooray!”
the Greyfriars fellows marched off.

" Bimply a ripping <lica!” said Coker of the Fifth. “ Simply
ripping | Jolly glad I thought of it!”

Potter and Greene stared at him as he made that remark.

“ Jolly glad you thought of it!"" murmured Potter.

Coker nodded,

“* Yes, jolly glad!”

After which there was no more to be eaid. No amount of
argument would have convinced Horace Coker that it hadn’t

been his idea from the very beginning.

“ Speak up,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,

Coker Keeps an Eye Open!
COUPLE of days later the new German master arrived
at Greyfriars,

The Greyfriars fellows were very curious to sce him.
Horace Coker and some other fellows were of opinion
that the war with Germany was a sufficient reason for
" chucking ” instruction in German; but the Head of Grey-

feiars did not seem to sec the matter in the same light.

At all events, German lessons were not to be * chucked.”

Most of the fellows were prepared to be considerate enough
to Herr Muhlbach. The poeition of a German in Enghnd
at such a time was unfortunate and awkward enough, with-
out anybody making it worse for him.

When thn])-: saw Fritz Muhlbach the fellows wondered, how-
cver, what he was doing in England at all. He was a much
younger man than Herr Gans—a man well under thirty, and
certainly liable to the military counscription. As it was known
that all men capable of bearing arms in the German Empire
had been called out to make head against the hornet's-nest
the Kaiser had eo cheerfully awakened about his cars, it was
surprising that Fritz Muhlbach had not gonce home to his
Fatherland.

But an explanation was easily forthromine.

Many Germans who found themselves abroad preferred to
stay there, instcad of going home to become * food for
cannon,’’ to suit the whims of the war-lords of Berlin.

Fritz Muhlbach was apparently one of those wise ones,

If he sympathised with tho war his country was waging, he
was content to sympathise from a distance.

But. as a matter of fact, he did not appear to sympathise in
that direction at all. Instead of avoiding the subject of the
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war—a delicate subject, under the circumstances—Herr Muhl-
bach talked on it quite freely.

Heo stated his opinion that Prussia had dragged the rest
of the German States into a wild and reckless war, and that
he, for one, was against it. .

That point of view was reasonable enough: and vet it was
not wholly pleasant to hear Herr Muhlbach inveighing
against the mulitary aggressiveness of his own country,

As Bob Cherry remarked, a fellow was bound to back up
his own dog in a dog-fight, even if his own dog had started
the trouble.

But Herr Muhlbach talked quite freely in that manner to
the other masters, and in the presence of the bovs sometimes,
B0 his views were soon widely known.

Upon the whole, the fellows did not like him.

He was very different from Herr Gans in appearance—
being a little, dark man with a pointed black beard and a
Eﬂlr of black, shifty eyves. DBut he was certainly a good

erman master, and the German class soon discovered that
ha knew his business. He had come to Greviriars with the

t recommendations, and especially had been recommended
by Herr Gans, who was his tousin.

Heo reported himself cheerfully at the police-station in
Friardale, as Germans in the place were bound to do, and
made fricnds with the stolid Mr. Tozer, with whom he dis-
cussed the Kaiser, and the Kaiser's 1eckless plunge into war,
in & way that would have caused his instant arrest and im-
prisonment if he had been in Germany,

He was sedulously polite to Monsieur Charpentier; and
Mossoo was polite to him, but evidently did not &ikc him,

‘He assumed the most agreeable manners possible towards
his pupils, at the same time keeping them up to their work.
Billy Bunter was soon of the opinmion that he was as big a
beast as Herr Gans; and Coker of the Fifth found that
Germman verbs were as difficult as over.

Coker had declared his intention to his chums of keeping
ad eye upon Fritz Muhlbach, in case he should turn out to
be a German spy.

Coker kept his word.

But, in spite of Coker's suspicions—which really scemed
to be chiefly founded upon the difficulty of German verbs—
Herr Muhlbach did nothing that could by any possibility be
construed into a suspicious act.

His life was very quiet and calm. e did his work con-
scientiously in class, always lent a helping hand to fellows
in difficultics with their German, and in his spare time read
German newspapers—generally a fortnight old—and smoked
a big German pipe, or chatted with the other masters.

But Coker was not to be beaten.

When Horace Coker had an idea in his head it was very
difficult for anybody to get it out azain. And reports in the
newspapers of the arrest of German spies at many places on
the coast confirmed Coker in lus theory that Fritz Muhlbach
waa probably a spy.

He discussed the matter with Potter and Greene in his
study till Potter and Greene were sick of the subject.

And all the time Fritz Muhlbach led a quict life, natural
to a German master in a school, and gave the suspicious
Coker no grounds whatever for his suspicions,

The fact that he received German papers seemed to Coker
at first what he called a * clincher.”  Where did he get "em
from, Coker demanded of Potter and Greene. Buat the. dis-
covery that they were German-Swiss papers, and did not come
from Germany at all, but from German-Switzerland, some-
what ** floored " Coker. He had to give up that peint in
disgust.

But he didn't give up his suspicions.  The fact that nothing
could be discovered against Herr Muhlbach only made Coker
feol sure that he was a very deep villain indeed, and covered
up his tracks remarkably well.

“Deep as a well, yvou fellows,” said Coker, at tea oue
evening, when the new German master had been at Greyfriars
about 4 week. " Blessed if ever | saw a chap quite so deep!
You'd expect a spy to go out for wilks., and look round the
coast, :m{i s0 on, wouldu't yvou?”

“ Yes,” growled Potter,

“ Well, ho doesn’t ! said Coker.

“1 know he doesn't.”

“ That showa how awlully deep ho is.”

"It shows that he's all right, vou ass!" said Potter.
“ What good would it do to a German spy to stay here in this
school, and hardly ever go outside the gates?”

“1 jolly well know that Pegze Bayv 15 a good spot for the
Germans to land if they ever came here,” smid Coker,

“ Bow-wow "

“And it’s not an easy place for ehips to get in, either,
without a pilot,” said CUoker sagely, “ A German ship
toddling along this way micht easily come to grief on the
Shark’s Back unless they had a pulot, or information about
the place. Suppose they were going to make a raid H

“ Oh, cheeso it!"”

“Then thia bounder micht turn himsell mmto a pilot, and

guide their ships into tho bay, and they'd shell the town ck
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“ Don’t bo funny !

It aw't funny ! rearcd Coker * Why, they could shell
the school from Pegg Buy if they once got in. You wouldn't
think it funny if it happened.” =

*].“{rt!vl' yvawnued portentously
s W héft_l'-.m‘-"%’ would it do 'em to shiell a school?™ he asked.
' :I_Im Kuiser is an ass, but he's not such an ass as that !

How dn yYou know " said Coker. * That's Just their way ;
they go looking for trouble.  Only thundering assos wonld ool
themsclves tied up i Belgium as the Germans did, Well,
then, they might have somo scheme——""

fﬂwn—f!'um Potter and Greene.

“ Some idea of making us sit up over here by shelling a
coust town,” suud Coker. * The PUpers say it may hap=en
any day.” : >

Yawn!

" Or they might plan a big landiug of troons te march on
London & ]

Yawn!

Coker glared at his unbelicving study-mates,

" Well, I"kzmw this much—if anybody bowls him out it
will be me,” he growled—"* and [ mean to spot him, if he can
be spotted!™
“Oh, give us a rest !’

“ Brererer-r!™ said Coker.

Ie rose from the tea-table and stared moidily out of the
study window, It was really exasperating that Fritz Muhl-
bach showed no signs whatever of being a German spy,
Coker would have given a term’s pocket-money to cateh him
1'1*||-lhﬂ;|11|m] in the act of photographing  the coustguard
station, or making plans, or drawing up diagrams.  But Horr
Mublbach never did anyvthing of the kind.

“Hallo! IIe's going out!" exclaimed Coker, catching
sight of the German master crossing the Close towards the
gates,

" Go after him-—-and give us a rest "' said Greene.

"Coker snorted and quitted the study. e ran into the
(Mlose, and there he paused.  His first idea was to follow
Hervr Muhlbach,  But it oceurred to him that it was a re-
markably mean thing to do.  Even of the Herr were a spv,
that would hardly justify Coker in being a spy, too. Dut
without keeping a watch on him, how was he to be spotted?
Coker folt that it was a diflicnlt situation.

Coker slackened down as he strode towards the gates.  He
did not lLike the task he had set himself. Yot he felt con-
vineed that the Hetr was up to some mischief,

But Herr Muhlbach did not go out, He stopped at Gos-
ling's lodee 1o speak to the school porter,

“ Haa the post come in, Gosling®”"  1lerr Muhlbach spoke
i perfect English, with havdly a trace of a foreizn accent—.
another circumstance which Coker somehow or other re
rarded as suspicioua,

“ Not vet, sir,” said Gosling,

“ When my papers come, please let me have them at once."

 Suttimely, sir!”

And ITerr Muhlbach sauntered away towards the School
Emlml again, e nodded pleasantly to Coker as he passcil

.

Coker's feclings were too deep for words as he made his way
back to his study to fini<h his tea.  Potter and Greeno grinned
as he came 1.

““ Ain't you on the ftrack of the villain ?"" asked Potter.

“Go and run him down !"" urged Greene,

“ ¢ hasn't gone out!”’ snorted Coker. “ He only went
down to the lodge to ask Gosling if the post had come in,"”

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

* What are you cackling at?"" demanded Coker truculently.

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Potter. * Ain't that a suspicious
circumstance, Cokey? I advise you to report that to the War
Office at once.”

“ Shows that he's awfully deep, you know,"” chuckled
Greene. ** Don’t seem to be anything suspicious in it, there-
fore 1t must boe awlully deep. That's the way you work it
out, ain't it, Coker "

“* Ha, ha, ha!"

C'oker did not reply. He stamped out of the study in a
decidedly exasperated frame of mund, and closed the door
behind him with a slam.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Squifi's Scheme!
SQTIFF of the Remove came into Study No, 1 with a

frowning brow, and rubbing his ear,
Squiff —otherwise, Sampson Quincy Ifley Field—was
a new boy at Grevinars, but ho had already made hin-
self quite prominent in his Form. At the present moment
Squifft was looking wrathy.
11

A Grand, Long, Complote Story of Harry
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Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent were in their studv, and
they gave the Australian junior inaquiring looks. '

““ What's the trouble ! asked Harry.

“*That ass Coker!” prowled Squiff, rubbing his ear
encrgetically.  ** I believe he's quite off his dot, Te's got
German spies on the brain,”

The chums of the Remove chuckled. Most of the fellows
had heard of Coker’s suspicions, and grinned over them.

“ 1 simply asked him if he'd found any German spies? quite
politely,” said Bquiff, ** and he landed out. It's spotling his
temper.”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Like his cheek to wallop a member of the Remove ! said
Wharton., ** We shall have to keep Coker in order.”

“ Just what I was thinking,” said Squiff. ** The silly ass
is seeing a German spy in every bush, now, It's spoiling his
temper because he can’t find any. Now, my idea 1s to heip
him to find one,”

Wharton and Nugent stared,

‘““ But therg aren’t any about here,”” said Frank,

quliﬁ nodded,

“ 1 know there aren’t. Dut we can make one easily enongh.
What's the good of being members of the best amateur
dramatic scciety in the school 1f we can’t manufacture a
German spy, when Coker 1s simply dying to get hold of one ¥

“ My hat !’ :

““ We've got the things we used to make up a eomic German
in our last comedy,” said Squil, grinning, ** Jf you [ellows
wiil help me we'll pull the duffer’s silly leg, and then perhaps
he'll get fed up with the rot.”

The chums of the Remove were on to the idea at once.
Coker's high-handed methods with the juniors made them
always willing to pull the leg of the great Coker and take
him down a peg or two. And Squift’s scheme was simplicity
itself.

“ Good egg!” exclaimed Wharton heartily.  * It's easy
i:;”m‘gh to make vou up as a giddy Deutschlander, Squiffy ;

ut ’

“ Then I'll let Coker capture me,”” grinned Squiff,

B 'l"'.il'hﬂt 1!.’

Bedofotebodotedoioicloteoieicisicio et vieioteisicioteoted otebotedeiotepodotoil

A GREYHOUND OF THE SEA.

This picture illustrates the latest type
of British destroyer which is so efficiently
sweeping our German encmies from the
sca.
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“Why not? He's out to capture German spies, and why
shouldn’t we make him happy #"

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Whercfore the caclklc?”
Cherry, looking into the study,

"' The joke of the season,” said Harry Wharton.
going to capture a German spy.”

“Kh? Whot"

** Soquiff.”

** Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob.

The jtllli{:l'ﬂ st to work at once. Enquiff E“p[‘lﬂd on _ an
r.‘?il.“f_'m_iiuf_',‘!}; loud check suit over his own clothes, and stuffed
ot his new attire till he had a very plump figure indeed,
Then Nugent made up his face. Tle gave him & flaxen wig,
o flaxen moustache and beard, and a light-pink complexion,
Saquiff erushed a soft hat on his head, pulling it down to
shade his {eatures,

When the make-up was finished, nobedy at Greyfriars
would have recognised Squiff as Sampson Quiney 1flley Field
of New Bouth Wales, lle locked like a short, fat German
of middle-age,

Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came into the
study, and they started at the sight of the stranger.

* Hallo !? said Johnny Bull. * Who the dickens——"*

* Goot efening,” Y¥aid Bquiff, in a deep gurtural voiee, and
i tremendous German accent. * Ilew vas you dis efening,
nie poy

Johnny Bull gave the chums of the Remove a
puzzled inquiry. He did not recognise Squiff, an
astounded to find a German in Study No. 1,

“ I—I say, who is it 1"" he ejaculated.

““ I1a, ha, ha!”

“Ieh bin Deutschlander,” said Squiff. **It is tat T am
Hans ITumper, and T am employed in te service of te Kaiser
to spy in dis country, ain't it.”

“"Wha-p-at!"”

“1 am a Cherman spy, mein poy.”

“Well, my hat! Then you're jolly well not going to get
away, 1;,;um cad !” roared Johnny Bull, and he made a bound
upon the disguised Squiff, and seized him, and bhurled him to

asked Bob

“ Coker's

lance of
he wae
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i Squlif sprang from the cover of the trees, and flung himself upon the German from behind. The next Instant

Wharton was upon him, grasping him round the neck, and throwing his weight upon him,
' The German, taken completely by surprise, went down with a heavy bump, the two juniors clinging to him like
| cats., (See Chapter 14.)

the floor. Squ:dtf was on his back on the study carpet in o
twinkling, - and the sturdy juuior was knecling on hus chest,
“Lend 2 hand, you fellows! Collar him! What are you
earkling like a gang of giddy hycenas for?”

‘“ Hla, ha, ha!”

“ Gerroff I roared Squilf, in his natural voice.
you thumping ass!”

“ Why—what—who—-

“ Get off, you chump !’ gpasped Harry Wharton, with tears
of merriment streamng down his checks. * You duffer! It's
Saquidt 1

“ Baquft

“ Ha, ha! Yes."

“ Then what is he got up like that for 7"’ demanded Johnny
Bull, relinquishing his vietim somewhat reluctantly.

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Squiff struggled to his feet, with his beard awry, and hie
elothes very much rumpled.  He made a rush at Johnny Bull,

Tue Maexer Lisrarv.—XNo. 348.

“ Gerroff,

1

- e — o ————  — e - = SR .

“ Mein Gott!"

- — B i

Lreathing vengeance ; Lbut Harry Wharton & Co. grabbed him
i Lime  and held him back.

“Yon ass!” roared Squiff.  ** Yoo blithering ehmp !

Vil Oh, there ain’t a word! Borrr!”

** [la, ha, ha!"’

“ AWl you told me you were a German spy, and vou
lioked the part,’” growled Johunny DBulll " What are you
playing the giddy goat for?"

" It's for Colter’s benelit,”” chuckled Bob Cherry. ' Put your
beard straight, Squuffy ! It doesn’t look a bit convineing hike
that. German spics don't grow their beards under thewr left
cors.’”’

‘** Ha, ha, ha!”

Squiff growled, and turned to the glass, and put his disguise
i order agamn. lle had been considerably bummped, and he
was not pleased; but at all events, it was a proof that his
make-up was hrst-rato.

The shades of evening had descended npon Grevivinrs, and
the stars were gleaming upon the old Close. In the dim light

Y ou
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of the Close Squiff's dieguise would ceortainly pass muster,
But how to get into the Close, where Horace Coker was to
capture him, was a question. There were fellows talking in
the Remove passage, and if the disguized junior went ont
that way he would be the centre of attraction at once,
And it was necessary to keep the jape very dark till Coker
got on the track, ) . _

“ The window !” said Harry Wharton, after a glance wmto
the Remove passage.

Squiﬁ' w histled.

“ 'Tain't 8o jolly easy to get down that way,"” he remarked.
“ 1 don’t want to break my neck even for a jape on Coker.”

“We'll let you down with a rope.”

“ Right-ho.” .

Wharton hurried out of the study, and soon returned with
a rope. The light in the study was put out, and the window
opened wide. The rope was secured round Squiff under the
shoulders, and he climbed ecarefully out of the study window.
It was a good distance to the ground, and the descent required
nerve; but the Australian junior was blessed with quite a
pupcrabundance of that useful article.

le swung below the window, in the decp shadow of the

wall,

“ Careful 1" he growled. “I'll jerk the rope when I'm on
the ground, and then you can pull it up.”

1] Gﬂﬂd IFF

The Famous Five lowered away at the rope. Squiff
descended lower and lower. He bumped on a window-sill on
the ground-floor, and rested there a second, clutching wildly
‘on the rope. The jerk on the rope was understood by the
juniors above to mean that S8quiff was safely landed, and they

sed to hold on., Squiff rolled off the window-sill and

bumped on the ground. And the remarks he made ascended
to the study window, and they were emphatic:

“ You blithering asses!  You fatheads !
chumps! You burbling jabberwocks!"

- Hallo, hallo, hallo !

You thumping

“You dangerous maniacs! You silly noodlea! You
screaming jossers !

“ Ain't you landed yet?” |

““Yes, you ass! Yes, you idiot! ¥es, you lunatic !

“ Then what are you grumbling at "’

“* Oh, you—you—you——"" Words failed Squiff. ** Pull up
the rope and shut up, for goodness’ sake "

The juniors chuckled and pulled up the rope. Bquff

vanished into the shadows_of the Close, and ITarry Wharton
closed the study window, and relighted the gas,

“* All serene so far!"" he remarked.

“* Now for Coker !"" grinned Bob Cherry.

And the Famous Five proceeded to look for Horace Coker,
to set that suspicious person on the track of the German

spy !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker's Capture!

* But I saw him!
“ The secfulness was terrific.”
“ Bure it was a German?"’
“ Well, he looked like a German. 'The question is, what is
he doing inside the school walls? Looks suspicious.”
“ Better tell somebody.”
Coker of the Fifth paused, as he heard that excited consulta-

"IMPDEEIBLE i oy

tion. Five juniors were talking together—dive Remove
fellows. Apparently they did not see Coker of the Fifth
coming along the passage. At all events, they did not lock

towards him. They were gathered at the passage window,
ering out into the starlit Close as they talked. And they all
ooked very excited.

“ Hallo, what's that ?"" exclaimed Coker, interested at once,
* What's that about a German inside the school walls 7"

‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, i1s that you, Coker?" exclaimed Bob
Cherry excitedly. ** Have you seen himn too?"

“ Seen whom ! demanded Coker.

“ The German.”

“ What German?’

“ That fellow lurking about in the Close.”

‘oker's eves sparkled,

Was he on the track at last? A German lurking about in
the Close after nightfall—what could that pﬂssiﬁly mean,
excepting that a German spy was sceking to communicate
with Herr Muhlbach? At least, that was how Coker of the
Fifth looked at 1t.

* Look here, tell me exactly what you've seen, you voung-
sters,”” said Coker seriously. * You can leave this offar
wholly in my hands.”

“ Oh, rats! Look here—"

“ You leave it to me,”" said Coker. * This 1s far too serious
for kids in the Lower Fourth to deal with. II therc's a
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Gorman lurking about in the Close, I'll jolly soon lay him by
the heels, and make him give an account of hiumself. Now,
what have you seen "'

*“* Well, I saw a chap, and so did Inky.”" said Bob,

“ With my own esteemed eyefulness I beheld hin,' purred
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

*“ A stranger here 7"’ asked Coker. * Sure of that?"

“Well, I know that chivvy has never been seen in Grey-
friars before,” said Bob.

“ What was he like®"

'{‘IFau:_hutr and beard and moustache, and a slouched hat,
and——

** Looked like a German 7"

* Just like a German.”

“Where was he ! asked Coker, his heart thumping with
excitement.

“In the Close. He went in the direction of Herr Muhl-
bach’s study window."”

Ccker caught his breath.

“That settles it!" he exclaimed. “ I knew it all along!
But that settles it! I'll be after him in a jiffy, you bet.”

“Hold on!" excluimed Harry Wharton, * Suppose he's
armed—'"'

(‘oker snorted contemptuouasly,

*“1 don’t care if he is."

*“ Suppose he has a revolver—"

“ Blow his revolver.”

And Coker rushed away. The Famous Five grinned cheer-
fully at one another. Ilorace Coker was on the track, and
there was little doubt that he would cateh that suspicious
German who was lurking in the Close of Greyfriars.

The fact that the supposed spy might be armed, and a
desperate character, made no difference at all to Coker. He
had plenty of courage.

. * Looks like being a capture,” remarked Bob Cherry.

Botter tell the fellows now, so that Coker can have an
audience when he brings his giddy prisoner in.”

““ 11a, ha, ha!”

Horace Coker was dashing out of the School House when
Potter and Greene stopped him.

“ Hold on,” said Potter. “ What's the hurry? We've been
watting for you."

* Rats!"" snapped (Coker.
study now.
(loan.”

* Oh, draw it mild—-""

" You can come and help me capture him if you like,” said
Coker; and he rushed out, leaving his chums staring after
him in astonishment,

Coker rushed away in the dircction of Herr Muhlbach’s
study window. The new German master had the same study
that had been occupied by Herr Gans., The window was
closed, and the starhght g'rimmered on the panes. Outside,
in the dim light, a lurking figure was to be seen, and Coker's
eyes gleamed as he caught sight of it.

He sprang towards the lurker at once,

“ Who are you?"' demanded Coker, dropping a heavy hand
on the stranger's shoulder.

“Ach!” ejaculated the shadowy figure, and a bearded and
moustached face, decidedly German in aspect, was turned
towards Coker.

“Don't try to get away,”
you?"

* Mein Gott!"

:: Emt're a Gri:rrga];l"—-what?”

vein, nein | Ich bin Englander !"’ gasped the stranger.

“ Ha, ha 1" roared Coker. * You're English, are yguu, and
you answer in German !"

“Ja, ja, ja, wohl! I am Englisher——""

“Oh. chuck it,” said Coker, * I've got you!
you doing here?"

“ Lot me go mit myself."

“ Don't struggle, I tell you," warned Coker, as the bearded
German wriggled in his sinewy grasp. * 1f I have to hit you,
vou'll know 1t.”

““Ach! It is tat I do no harm here mit myself,"”

“ Come along!"" said Coker,

““ Ach! T vill not gum.”

“1If you don't come,” said Coker. “T'll yank you along
by the seruff of your neck. I haven't any time to waste on a
(serman spy.”’

* Irh bin nicht Deutsch——""

*Oh, shut up, and come along,” said Coker; and he
marched the captured spy towards the open, lighted door of
the School House.

“Ach! Ach! T am lost!" groaned the German.

“ No, you ain't—you're found,” grinned Coker, * and I've
found you, my pippin. This means the stone jug for you, if
you ain't shot, you beastly spy."

** Ich bin nicht a spy, my goot poy! You let me go.”

“ No fear!"

I : “No time for guzezling in the
There's a German chap hanging about in the

said Coker grimly, “I've got

What are
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“Vat if T giff you a hundred marks—"’

“ Rats !"

“ A tousand marks—"

“ Make it a thousand quid, and it’s all the same,” chuckled
Coker. ** You're coming in, and we'll telephone for the poliee,
My hat! I knew it all along, and now I've spotted one of
the scoundrels, Deon't struggle, you -.rilla,in—I’{FIike nothing
better than to give you a thundering good licking."

“ Ach! T1f you let me not to go, I shoot you wiz my
revolver, ain’t it."”

“ Will you?" said Coker.
murderous rascal| Kim onl”’

And Coker ﬁrasped the (German with both hands, and
fairly hauled

“We will see about that, you

im into the doorway cof the School House,
where the lig‘ht fell full upon him.

“ My hat!” yelled Potter. * Who's that!”

“ I've caught him! He's a spy " panted Coker.

“* Great Scott!"”

Coker whirled his prisoner into the hall, and stood between
him and the door, and glared at him triumphantly. ‘The
German stn?-gﬂred. and looked round wildly, and made a

sudden bolt for the pamge. 1
“ After him!"" gas ‘oker. * The silly ass can’'t get out
He's got a revolver.,”

that way-—but collar him !

“ Collar him 1"

“ Beize him !" . _

The Fifth-Former rushed in pursuit. The fugitive whipped
into the junior common-roonm, which was crowded with
fellows. There was a general roar as he appeare.

‘“ Begad !" gasped Lord Mauleverer. * Who's that 7"

* Faith, anf it's a Deutscher!” yelled Micky Desmond.

“ Btop him !”' roared Coker.

The fugitive came to a halt in the middle of the room,

anting. The juniors were all round him in a moment.
‘ertainly he had no chance whatever of escape from ‘the
crowded room. Coker & Co. followed him in, and after them
came the Famous Five. There was wild excitement on all
sides now. Fifty pairs of eyes were fixed upon the bearded,
fair-skinned German.

“ (ot him!" said Coker. * You may as well take it
quiutl;, you scoundrel, we’ve got you!”

““ Who is he?’ roared the jumniors.

“ A German spy—and I've captured him."”

“ My hat!”

“ 1 guese this takes the cake,” said Fisher T. Fish, the
American junior. ‘‘ Sure you ain't made a mistake, Coker?
I guesse—"'

- Look at him!"? snorted Coker. * Can't you see he's a
German? He answered in German when I spoke to him.
Said he was an Englander—ha, ha, ha!”

** Ja, ja!" panted the prisoner. *‘‘ Ich bin Englander.”

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Look out!" shouted Poter.
stop him !

Thoe German had suddenly jerked an envelope from his
pockgt and thrust it into his mouth. Coker knew at once
what that meant. It was a letter the spy had to deliver to
somo confederate, and, finding himself captured, he was
tuking the only means of destroying it. Coker had read of
such things before. But Coker was hardly likely to allow
anything of the kind to happen under his very eyes. He
lcaped upon the German, and wrenched the letter away.

““ Ach! Giff me mein ledder!”

The German made a motion to spring upon Coker, but a
dozen hands held him back. '

“ This must be important,” said Coker, with a chuckle of
triumph. “ Very likely some important information—per-
haps a letter from the Kaiser to some of hjs spies in Engiand.
It tuay lead to bowling out a whole crowd of the villains.”

' Blossed if it don't loock like i1t!”" said Potter, convinced
at last. “ T must say that you have donc this very well,
Coker, old man.”

“ Didn't 1 tell yoy all along?’ demanded Coker triumph-
antly.

” %fcs, you did, old chap.”

“ Better eall the Head,’ said Greene,
have to be handed over to the police.”

““ What's in that letter, though?’ asked Temple of the
Fourth,

Coker hesitated to open the envelope.

“ Perhaps 1'd better not open it,”" he said. * It may be
something awfully important, It might be better to call the
Head ot once.”

“ Here's Wingate !

Wingate, the head prefect and captain of Greyfriars, strode
into the room. The uproar had drawn him to the spot.
Wingate was frowning,

‘“ What the dickens is all this row about?” he exelaimed,
“ Why—what—who is that? Wheo is that German?”’

“ Wh-a-at !"'

“ And I've captured him!” said Coker.
he had on him.
in time."” _

““ My only hat!”’ ejaculated Wingate, in amazement. “1
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“ He's got a paper there—-

“This villain will

_ _ ‘““ Here's a letter
He tried to chew it up, but 1 stopped him

“WON BY PLUCK!"

Joueny, The “Iaguet” o,

-1 don’t quite understand this.”" He stared blankly at the
supposed German, who was standing with his back to the
light. * Who are you, you fellow? What's your name?”
““ Ich bin Englander—I mean, 1 am Englisher.” ;
““ You speak jolly queer English for an Englishman,” said
Wingate. * You may as well own up that you'rc a German,
anyway.”
*“ Ieh bin nicht Deutsch.”

“ Oh,Wrats! Better give me that letter, Ceker, and Tl
take it to the Head.” ; -
““ And I dare say it will let in some'light on a lot of things,
caid Coker. ** I've had my suspicions about a ccriain party

for a long time. Hallo! Here he is!”

There was a buzz as Herr Muhlbach, the new German-
master, strode into the room, his face quite pale, and his eyes
gleaming.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Herr Muhlbach is Alarmed!

ERR MUHLBACH had evidently heard the astounding
news thut a German spy had been captured in the Close
of Greyfrfars.

Fellows were buzzin
sides, and crowding towar
the prisoner, )

That the German-master was startled and worried was very
evident from his face. He fixed a hard and penelrating stard
npon the captured Epi.

“ Who are you?’ he exclaimed sharply.

The Prisﬂner did not reply. _ r

“ He's a German spy, sir,” grinned Coker. “ He had a
letter for somebody—somebody here, I fancy—ha, ha !—and
I've got it."”

ou have a letter?”

*“ Here it 1s.”

Herr Muhlbach stretched out an eager hand.

“ Give it to me!l” ‘

(Coker put his hand behind ham.

v Nao fear!” ho said coolly.

Herr Muhlbach frowned blackly.

“ Give me that letter at once, Coker!”

“T'm going to hand it to the Head,” said Coker coolly.
“ Excuse me, sir, youw're not the proper person to take a
letter captured on a German spy.” ‘

“ Jt—it is all nonsense!’ said Herr Muhlbach, speaking
thickly. * He is not a spy; he is some lunatic who has come
here. If that letter is in German I can read it, and I will
translate it for you.”

* I'd rather keep it in my own hands, thanks.”

o T order you to give it to me!” shouted Herr Muhlbach.

There was a buzz in the room. The German-master's
anxiety to get hold of that letter made a curious impression
upon the fellows. _ 1

“ ive Herr Muhlbach the letter, Coker,” said Wingate.
“ He will be able to read it.”

“TI'm keeping it,”" said Coker coolly. ‘I don’t trust
Gormans at a time like this. This letter-1s going to be handed
over to the police.””

““1 insist!”’ exclaimed Herr Muhlbach.

“ You can insist till you're black in the face, sir, but you're
jolly well not going to have this letter !

Coker made a movement towards the door.

What happened next passed so quickly that it took the
whole crowd of fellows i,ﬁul‘pl‘iﬂ-ll Herr Muhlbach made
a sudden spring upon Coker, ‘and before the Fifth-Former
knew what was happening, he had snatched away the letter.

(‘oker spun round with a roar towards him.

“ (Give me that letter!”

Herr Muhlbach had torn open the envelope at once.

As his eyes fell upon what was written on the sheet within
he gave a gasp. It was a gasp of relief.

“ Ach! %i I not tell you that it was all nonsense!” he
exclaimed.

Coker was rushing upon him. If Herr Muhlbach had tried
to retain that letter, Horace Coker would certainly haye
handled him on the spot, master as he was. But the German-
master held out the letter to him ecoolly,

“ Take it!” he said. )

Coker took the letter. He wrinkled his brows as he looked
at it. There was only one line written in the letter, and i¢
was in German.

“Jt's in German,” said Coker. * I _think I can read it.”

Tho fellows crowded round Coker to reall the letter. There
was a roar of laughter as they read it. For it ran:

“ Bio sind dummkopf!”

It was certainly in German, but as it only meant * You
are a blockhead!”” the information it contained was not really
valuable. As Bob Cherry remarked, that was no news cons
cerning Coker. They had always known that.

15
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Coker stared blankly at the letter. There was evidently
somothing wrong.  Certainly the spy department at Berlin
wis tot overgifted with intelligenee; buat it was immossiblo
to suppose that any of the Kaiser's officials  could possibly
have written that leiier. Sotwcthing was wrong =omewhere.
v Herr Muhlbach <idlid throngh the erowd of feliows, and
drappeared almost unnoticed from the room. '

All exes were turned now upon the prisoncr

Ho waos grinning cheerfully,

B sind dumnmikopf ' said Tomple of the Fourth, * Well,
its teue cnough, if it means Coker,"

“IMa, ha, ha '™

“ But it’s nothing new,"

“ We zllwu‘y:& knew that Coker was a dummkopf.”

“1la, hia, ba !

U 1=I=it's a cipher! gasped Cokor,
t-uplmr-“a sceret cipher, It—it means
Conrse,

“ Who are you, you wvillain®' reared Dotter, seizing the
captured German by the shoulder and shaking him.

“Ieh bin Englamder !

* Look here——"

. My only hat! Lok ut him!™ gasped Greene.

“ Begad!

" Howly smoke! ILook!
. Thero wis a roar as the prisoner coadmly removed his beard,
Then he took off his whiskers moustache, and the wig
followed.  C'oker stared at him as if mesmerised.  Without
his hirsute adornments, the captured German looked very
much younger. Coker's eves almost started from his head as
the German procewded to fuke off his coat, revealing an Eton
Jacket underneath.

“Squff ! yelled Tom Brown,

In spite of Yhe mukeaup on his face, Sumpson Quiney Ifley
Field was casily to be recognised now, . .

* Squifl 1"

“You spoofer 1™

“It's a jape ™

"‘HIL. ha, ha !

The Common-room rang witl, laughter, Squiff cheerfully
removed his Lig eheck tronsers, revealing his own garments
beneath.

“I1t must be a
something  else, of

H'l."nkl-r looked at hime like a follow in a dream. Fven
storace Coker could doult no longer that he had bieen
spoofid,
"Fiewd " he stuttered, @ You—you young villain! You

*—:'i'mf ve taken me in e
" Ha, ha, ha !
HTIHT noddied l"iji_!]l:l'.
“You bet!” ke remarked,

German =py, didn't vou®
“* 1la, ha, hba " °

r "' it you can take that letter 1o the Head if vou likee,

Coker. It =0t in cipher at all; it states the plain fact—

Sie sind dummkopf——"' :

“Ha, ha. ha ™

“Oh, my hat ™ gasped Potter, “tih, Coker, old man,
you'voe done it this time! T, ha, ha "

i I'“],—]'ll sBash i ™ poared Cokoer,

The infuriated Coker made o push at Saquudf.  Dut the
Famouz Five rashed hetweon, aml  the Fifth-Former was
burlrd back.  The chinns of the Roemove surronmded Sopnlit,
and marched him <afely out of thee voutmon-room, leaving the
fellows there yelling with langhtor.

Coker stamped awav to his own stidy. in a state of mind
that was not 1o be expressed in words, It wis possible that
oven Horace Coker was getting  at last = fed up = on the
subject of Germun spics,

“You wanted to captur: a
I was ouly trying to please you.”

i —

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Squift's Suspicions !
SQ[T]FI:' grinned cheorfully as he came into No, 1 Study,
with the list traces of hiz disguise removed. '
The whole school was howling with laughtor at tha
way Coker of the Fifth had been apooafod,” amd the
chums of the Remove weir in a moosd of extromie satisfre.
tion.  They had suceovded in pullivg the great Coker's g
as it had nover been pulled before, and they e joteed,
Y Something like a jape—what " grinned Squill, as he cama
in and closcsd the study door.
And the Famous Five replied with one voico “ What -he *"
“1 rathor think Coker will ¢huck German spies now !
whuckled Dob Cherry, ** Next time he sees 2 German, 1 fancy
he'll give him a wide berth '™
“Ma, ha, ha'™
Squiff nodded. and s=at duown on the corner of the studv
table.  An unusunlly thoughtful expression had come over the
faco of tho Anstralian junior,
“I dare say Coker will be fed up by
THe Macser Laniary. —No. 348

OUR COMPANION PAPERS:

thta tune,”” Lo

remarked.  *“ Coker is u champion ass.  But even an ass
nray happen on something by shecr chanco, and my opinion
is ”:q.;':ti*{‘“kw has happened on the truth!™

& F l_llt :r'l

" We only intended to jape Coker with this little game,”
Eurmlrtd Squiff.  “ But, as it happened, we took in Herr
Muhlbach as wel as Coker. As =oon us he heard that a
Ulvrnmu had been found here, he was on it like a bird—
what ¥"

UL stippose he was interested in the matter, being a German
himself,” remarked Nugent. _

* Being a German spy himself,” said Squiff quietly.

“Wha-a-at !

¢ Oh, draw it mild, Squiffy!”

The Famous Five stared at the Australian junior in amaze-
ment.  Coker's wild suspicions had been a subject only for
merriment ; but to find that the hard-headed, cool, and
keen Australian junior shared them was amazing. Until
now Squill had langhed at Coker as heartily as anyone.

“My hot!” said Harry Wharton. * You don’t mean to
say that vou agree with that thumping ass Coker, Squiff, old
man*

“Xos, L do!"

“Then you must be as big an asz as he i3!"” commented Bob
Cherry.

“T1Thanks ™

“ But, really, it’s all rot!" said Johnny Bull. * Why,
Muhlbach 1s old Gander's cousin, and the old Gander was as
honest as the daylight !

" Very likely: but that's no reason why his cousin should
be. il'vc heard that you have a cousin, Bob, who is an awful
raseal !’

“Quite true,” said Bob, “ I have. Of course, Herr Gans's
cousin might be a rotter, thongh the Gander himseclf is as
good as gold,  Dut it's all pifflo to suppose that he's a spy.
You're getting spies on the brain, like Coker!”

* What the dickens would a spy want in a school?’ asked
Wharton. * Nothing for him to spy on here !”

" Nothing at all,”” agreed Squiff ealmly. *““But a spy must
have some occupation--some innocent-looking oceupation—to
keep  suspicion off him,  And nothing could look more
innocent than schoolmastering ™

“That's so: but—=""

“There are crowds of German spies in England at the
present moment, pretending to be elerks, doctors, workmen,
tutors, all sorts of things. My beliof is that Herr Muhlbach
15 one of them !

“ B-b-but why?"

“Coker 15 an ass, 1 know., He hadn't anv reason at all to
suspect Muhlbach: but we have,” said Squiff.  “In the first
place, the mun was on the seene in an instant when he heard
that a German had been found here.  Of course, that  Was
nothing in itself.  PBut I saw his face as he came into  the
common-room, and if ever a man was in a blue funk, it was
Fieitz Mulilbach just then !

“1 noticed that he was pale,” said Nugent, with a nod.

“ Might bave a cold in the head.” suggested Bob Cherry.

“ e was in a blue funk,” said Squiff.  ““1 saw that!”

“But he might have been in a funk at the bare idea of a
Gerinan spy being caught here” said Harry Wharton, with
a shake of the head.  * Being a Geriman himself, und under
observation by the police. he might feel uneasy—might think

that it would refleet on him, and get him into trouble. That
would aceount for his funk.” )
" Possibly,"” agreed Squiff.  ““It isn't only that. But you

all saw him snatch that letter from Coker and open it, It
was u most outrageous thing to do.  He had no right to
touch the lettor!™

“ Quite so; but—-""

“Why did he do it, then? If he's an honest man, and
guite above-board, why did he grab that letter and look into
it before he could be stopped’”

The chumns of the Remove were silent, ThE‘}' had {‘{*rtrﬂ.itﬂ_'l.'
notieed the Gerinan master’s extraordinary action, and won-
dered about it. DBut, sinee the whole affair had ended in

Laughter, they had not thought much about it.  Evidently
Squifl bad been thinking 1t out, however,
“ Muohlbaeh  didu’et know  that it was spoof.” went on

Saquiil.  “ He thought T was a German—with a letter for
somcbody ! For whom? If a German came here with a
lettor, sneakine in after dark, for whom could it he?

“Unly for Muhlbach himsclf, I suppose," said Wharton
slowlv. * But "

“Exactly, At that minute Here Muhblbach believed that it
was a letter for him—a personal communieation brought by
an German,  Now, if it had been an ordinary letter, he
could have said so. He had only to say ‘I was expecting
a messenger with a letter, and I think this is it Then hoe
would bave had to explain why his letter had come by a
messeuger instead of by post, of course: but if it was all
above-board, he could have done that L‘.'i.::'-il}' mmugh i
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“By Jove!" said Harry, impressed at last. _ )

“ But he grabbed the letter, and looked into it—without
even clmming it as his own,” said Squiff, “ Everybody
thought it was like his cheek——"

*The cheekfulness was terrific 1"’

“ But it wasn’t cheek,” said Squiff.  * It was sheer funk
of the letter Leing read, and proving to contain something
he was afraid of having known!”

i Phel'ﬂi' E” ‘ :

“As 1 figure it out, the fellow 3z In communication with
ether Germans in this country, and he fancied that this time
it was a German with a letter for him, who'd been ass
enough to get himseclf caught. In that casc, it was worth any
risk to him to get hold of the letter und destroy it before it
could be read. If it had rcally been a letter for him,
and dangerous te have known, he would bave chucked it into
the fire, or swaliowe? 1o at ones, and taken his chance after-
wards !

“ But—but how ean the man be a spy?”
Cherry.  ** What use is it to him to be here?
ol of the sehool 1™

" He may simply be lying low, waiting for a chance _to
carry out his instructions, whatever they are,”” said Squiff;
(K nt‘—"-'—-‘"l

He paused.

“Or what?" asked z!l the juniors together. .

“How do we know he doesn’t go out¥' said Squiff,

" Well, Coker would have spotted him,” said Wharton.
“ Pesides, we all know he doesn’t.  He has said himself that
he prefers to remain within gates, as a German  attracts
stich a jolly lot of attentyon out nf&iuﬂrs these davs ™

“In the dayvtime.” agreed Squiff,

*“*What! You think ™ . _

“1 think that if be is 2 spy—and I believe he is now—it
18 quite cas¥ for himm to go out at night if he wants to.  All
the masters have a kev %o the private gate, Herr Muhlbach
among the others. He #an go in and out as he pleases, at all
hours. There is nothimg to stop him !

“My hat!™

“And if he = a spr. he = in communication with other
spics,” said Bguif “He wouldn't be ass enough to trust
anything to the post now that such a carcful watech is being
kept on Germans. 1 be sees amother raseal about his bus.
ness, he sces him persomally. - 1 be is making any observa-
tions of the neighbowrbood be does it after dark. And
although thera is nothemg mside the school for him to spy
upon, there's a lot oefsade—tie bay, the channel, the couast-
uard stations, the telegraph wires. Suppose there were a

serman raid on this part of the coast, it would be very
handy for them to bawe & mas bere who knew just where to
cut t]:r: telegraph wires. just where to find the Coastguards,
just where to blow sp radfwas end so on. That’s
the business of a spr—t0 get mformed of things like that !

There was silence = the sady. Sguifs cool, clear reason-
ing had a great cfert speom the jumsors.  Perhaps the fact
that they did not Eke Herr Mohlbach personally  helped
them to come into agreement w=h Squiffs suspicions,

Certainly the act of the German master, in violently possess-
ing himself of the sham Jetter aForded solid grounds for
Squiff’s startling theory.

lFap!

“ Come in!” called oot Squilf

Trotter, the page, came e the stady.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What do wom want?®’

objected  DBoh
He never goos

asked Bob

“herry.

5 M{;ster Ficld, "e asked me to oome "ere.™ said Trottor.

The chums looked inguirimgis at the Asstralian junior.

“ That’s right ! said Sqgm® with a med I told Trotter
to come here. I've got a guestiom 80 ask him. About Herr
Muhlbach's boats.”

“ His boots?"" repested Whartes

“ Yes."
Trotter looked alarmed
“I say, young gonts, dem’t vou ask mw to ‘elp in any

tricks on Mr, Muhlbach by
my place is worth.”

“Only a question,” said Soqu®
you to put treacle in his boess :
whether he puts them cut of 2 saght 1 sappose he does.”

“That he don't!"” said Trotter with 2 grm. “ and if he
did, Master Ficld, T couldn™t let you play neo tricks on them.
Mr. Muhlbach ain’t a werry pood-sessgwred man. and he’d
complain to the 'Ead, and [ should gt meo 3 row.”

* Why doesn’t he put his boots emt to be cleaned "' asked
Bquff,

. Blessed if I know! Likes doin” "em himself, T suppose,”
vaid Trotter. *‘ He did the fust two maghts be was 'erc, but
arter that he complained of the way T ceancd "em. and since
then they ain't been put owt And £ he Bhes to clean his
boots hisself, why, I says, let "im and zood luck to ’im.
I 'ave enough boots to cean without "= ™

““Then we can't get at them ™ saad Sqmff.

“ No, you can't, Master Field ™ grmmmed Trotter, and he
left the study.
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Squiff did not speak again till the docr sad ~vsed upon the
page.

“ Blessed if T can see what vou're goomng Sepmefl, " =aid
Bob Cherry, puzzled.  ** What do [Te—r Mablieri's boots
matter to you?"

“ Tt's heen rainy at night, the luas: | « ~ sand Seuil
coolly.  ** Tf TTere Muhlbach had Lee: t & r v baooty
would show it, if he puts them out - - : sl
That was what T wanted to get out of 7T B iam: [ve

got cut of him is equally important —M o5 Lw— ——
boots himself. Ie's got a reason for tha:

“ T—I suppose so0,” said Wharton slow 3

““ He's been out, and ha didn’t want hes mugesc booms =
give him away,” said Squiff. ** So he compla TR
they were cleaned, and took to doing 1t hams

“ My hat! Looks as if you have hit on s nmg
Nugent, with a whistle. ** Of course, there wmas o =am
in it—but there may be something, Dut L L
are you going to prove anything 7"

“ I'm going to find out wﬁeiher he goes out at naghn

k4

Mo

How "

“ By keeping watch at the side gate,’” said Sc0 8

“ Blessed if T see how you'll keep watch at the gare =%
you're in the dorm.”

“I sha’n’t be in the dorm.”  Squiff fAushed 2 = w
“ Don’t think 1'm going to do anything mean. Dot © o
INan 18 a spy, sneuting in here to give information 22 the
cnemy, it's up to us to nip it in the bud if we can.

“That's right enousgh,” said Harry. “Rut i wom
caught out of the dorm. youw'll get into trouble: zz:
wottldn’t be much use explaining to Quelchy that vom sus
pect the German master of being a gpy."”’

“ I shouldn't do that. It would put him on his g
If I'm caught T shall take my icking and keep mum. Bas
I sha’n't be canght. After lights out I shall shither Gow-
by the 4vy from the dormitory window, after the fcllows 272
asleep.  You chaps will keep this dark, of course "

* The darkfulness will be terrifie.”

“ Mum’s the word!” said Harry Wharton. * Dut you J
better not go alone, Squiff. I'll come with you.”

“Just as you like!"

" And now for prep. !"” said Bob. “ We shall have froutie
with Quelehy in the morning if we don’t get that done.”

And for the present the juniors dismissed the subpct of
Herr Muhlbach, and gave all their attention to the.s
preparation.

(1

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
In the Dead of Night!

ODER, the prefect, saw lights out in the Remove dorml-
h tory that night.

Loder left the Remove apparently tranguil as nsual:
» but there were six juniors who were far from thinking
of sleep.

Squift’s suspicions of the German master had excited the
Famous Five, and the more they thought about the matter,
the more assured they felt of 1he correctness of the Australian
Jjumnior’s theory.,

ITerr Muhlbach’s action in seizing that sham letter from
Coker could hardly be cxplained othorwise, Why had he
Leen so anxious to see that letter, and to obtain posscssion of
it, if he had nothing to fear, no secret to keep?

The thought that there might be a spy in the school, an
unscrupulous rascal secking to send information to the cnemy
under the guise of a harmless German master, was exciting
cnough to the chums of the Remove, ?

Afrer all, it was possible cnough. That German spies
abounded in the country was certain. It had alwayps been
German policy to flood a country with spies, when intending
to make war upon her,

If an ass like Coker of the Fifth had hit upon the trith
by sheer chance, it would be remarkable enough ; but that
was 1o reason for believing that it was impossible,

At all events, it was easy to put the matter—at least to
some extent—to the proof.

If the German master, who seldom or never walked
further than the school gates, left the precinets of Greyfriars
at mght, it would be, if not actual proof, at least an
indication that something was wrong.

The chums of the Remove waited anxiously for the buzz
of talk to dic away in the dormitory.

The Removites were asleep at last.

Tt was half-past ten when Squiff and Harry Wharton slipped
quictly from their beds. They dressed quickly and silently
in the darkness,

Bolsters and pillows were arranged in the beds, to give
them the appearance of being still occupied, in case of an
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unexpected visit to the dormitory on the part of a master or
a prefect.

“ You chaps asleep?” murmurad Squifl.

““No fear " said Bob Cherry. “* 'We'll stay awake till you
come in. I've got the rope in my bed!"

“ Good IV

Wharton silently opened the window,

. There was a dim glimmer of starlight in the old Close of
Greviriars. Here and there lights glimmered from windows
in the School House.

The rope was cautiously lowered from the window in the
rustling ivy, the end being fastened to the nearest bed, which
happened to be Johnny Bull's. Then Wharton shd silently
from the window, and slid down the rope.

Bquiff followed him.

Bob Cherry closed the window after him and returned to
bhis bed. The window was not fastened, but the rope was
pulled up and econcealed under Johnny Buli's bed. The clink
of a pebble on the window was to be the signal for lowering
It again.

Harry Wharton and his comrade remained for some minutes
in the shadow of the ivy, scanning the Close,

It was dark and deserted.

The School House was locked up for the night, and mos!

f the fellows were in bed, only a few of the Sixth stll

aving lights in their windows,

¢ Safe as houses !"” murmured Squff. * Lots of time too.
Jf the rotter goes out, he won't do it till everybody else has
pone to bed.’ o . _

“ There's a light in hiz study window,” smid IHarry.

““* This way!"’

The two juniors scudded across the Close, and stopped at
the .side gate, to which they knew the German master had
Lhe key.

Ther}e, under the shadow of a tree close by the wall, they
waited., They were quite concealed in the dark shadows; but
if anyone came to the gate, they could not fail to see him.

Eromn where they stood, they could watch the lighted
windows of the School House, across the shadowy Close,

One by one the lights disappeared.

At last only one remained; and that one, they knew, was
in the study of Herr Muhlbach. He was, at all events, the
last to go to bed. _

“ Still up, anyway!"" said Squff.

Midnight tolled from the clock-tower.

The two juniors, leaning against the wall, felt sleep heavy
upon their eyelids, but they did not allow themselves to nod.

It was a weary vigil.

Even if their suspicions of the German master were well-
founded, it was quite possible that he would not be going out
on that especial night; and so the long and weary watch
might be f]::t‘ nothing.

But they did not falter. They were losing their sleep,
and they knew how they would feel in the morning as a con-
sequence. There would be trouble for them in the Remove
Form-room if they nodded over their lessons. But their
determination was unshaken.

*“ We'll have a nap after dinner to-morrow--whati" mur-
mured Squilf.

Wharton started a littlee The Australian junior's remark
brought to his mind the fact that Herr Mublbach always
slept after his midday meal. True, other masters at Grey-
[riars had a “* nap ' after lunch, DBut for so young a man aa
Fritz Muhlbach to sleep in the afternoon was odd. It was
another point in favour of the theory that his nights were not
entirely spent in slumber.

Another weary half-hour passed.

Then saddenly Squiff gripped Wharton™s arm, and drew
him back decper into the shadows. Thero was a light foot-
step in the path.

"harton's heart thumped

Someone was coming, in the shadows of the treecs, from the
direction of thoe house. Who was it, al that hour?

Some *‘ bounder ” breaking bounds—-perbaps Loder of the
Sixth, whose little habits the jumiors knew of (}Ii]l.l. Not likely !
Loder of the Sixth might have been coming in. possibly, at
that bour--but not going out!

Who was leaving Greyfriars at half-past twelve at night ?

A form wrapped in am overcoat, with a dark hat puiled
down over his brows, passed the juniors like a shadow, and
stopped at the gate. _

They heard the scraping sound of a key inserted into tho
lock.
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The gate opened—the shadowy figure disappeared—and the
gate closed again—the lock clicked !

. The two juniors were alone again, with thumping hearts,
in the darkness.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Has an Idea!

b AS it—was it he?"
Wharton muttered the words, husky with excite-
ment.

. “I couldn't see his face. But he was the same
height ; and who else could it be " said Squiff quietly.

“ How are we to make sure?”

* Kasy enough, Come on!"

Squiffi led the way across the Close, and Harry Wharton
followed him without a word. He had already learned to
trust to the sagacity of the Australian junior.

They stopped under the dark window of the German
master’s study.

“1If it’s Muhlbach, he must have got out this way,” whis-
].'mrml Squiff. ** He couldn’t have opened a door in the
wuse ; and he couldn't very well get out by his bed-room
window."

“Yes, but e

*“If he got out this war, we shall find the window un-
fastencd.”

“ Right!”

Squiff mounted upon the window-sill, and tried the window.
The study was quite dark within. Whether the German master
was gone cut or not, certainly he was not in his study.

The sash slid up vnder S8quilf’s pressing hand.

The window was unfastened.

“ By George,” muttered Wharton
“ that scttles it !"

“We've got to make sure. Ile might possibly have gone
to bed and left his window unfastened., It's possible. Get
i this way."

The two juniors climbed in at the window.

All was dark within,

Squiff felt his way to the door of the study,
closed—and locked ! !

tecth,

between his

It was
And the key was on the inside of the

door !
“My hat! The key's there!” muttered Squiff. *“ The
door’'s locked on the iuside! That settles it! Ile hasn't

gone to bed.”

“ By Jove, it does!™

There could be no further doubt about it. The study door
being locked on the inside, the German master could not
f)ﬂﬂﬂ] ly have quitted the room by the usual way. He had
eft it by the window, then—proof positive that the dark figure
the jumors had watched leave by the gate was that of the
German, Fritz Muhlbach.

“Get out of this!” muttered Squiff,
back.” ;

They dropped into the Close again, and Squiff carcfully
closed down the window.

" What's to be done now?" said Harry, after a pause.
“ We've proved that he goes out at night, Bquiffy."”

“ That's something to begin with !

‘“ Not enough to denounce him upon,” said Harrv. * You
can bet that he will have some lie ready to satisfly the Head."

** Possibly ; but we're sure of our case now,” said Squiff.
““ That's enough for us. Let's got back to the dorm. We've
done enough for to-night. We can’t follow the villain, as
we hc:nn‘t”knnw the direction he’s gone in. But to-morrow
night——

e paused.

“ Well "

* To-morrow night," said Squiff grimly, * we'll watch for
him on the outside of the gate, not the inside; and wherever
ho goes, we'll follow.”

“ Good egg!”

There was evidently nothing more to be done that night.
The jumiors had proved that Squiff’s theory was correct.
That the German master could have an innocent motive for
stealing out of the school after midnight was impossible. He
had certainly not gone out for nothing. If he were an
honest man, he would assuredly take care not to act in a
manner so exceedingly suspicious, But to follow him, and
discover what rascality he was engaged upon was impossible :
and the juniors had to abandon the idea, reluctantly enough,

They returned to the School House wall, and a pebble
clinked on the window of the Remove dormitory.

A couple of minutes later the rope came rustling down
through the ivy, and Wharton and Squiff elimbed it.

They clambered in at the window, where Johnny DBull and
Bob Cherry, Nugent, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh awaited
them in a state of suppressed excitcment.
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The rest of the Remove were sleeping poacefully encugh.
Well ? murmured feur voices at once.

Wharton harriedly whispered what had been discovorad.
And the juaiors, excited but sleepy, returned to bed,

In spite of the excitement of the discovery, thoy slept
soundly enough. :
_Nor were they very willing te rise at the sound of the
rising-bell in the morning. They sal up in bed and vawned,
as the clang of the beil sounded through the elear morning air.

" Hallo, slackers!" exclaimed Peter Todd. * Why don't
¥y turn out??

o Yaw-aw-aw !” yawned Bob Cherry.

= ['ll help you out, if you like,” said Todd kindly.

Yaw-aw—yarooogh !"* roared Bob, ag Peter Todd squeczed
8 sponge over his head. * Yow-ow! You silly aszs!”

* Only helping you,” said Todd. * You look sleepy.™

The chums of the Remove certainly did look sleepy, and
they fclt sleepy, as they turned out of %ed. They had missed
a good many hours of sleep, and they felt the effeets,

At breakfast they yawned portentously.

In the Form-room at morning lessons they felt far from
encrgetie, but under the keen eve of Mr. Quelch it was
necessary to ' buck up,” and they bucked up to the best of
their abulity,

There was a German lesson that morning, and when Herr
Muhlbach came in, the Famous Five and Squiff regarded
him very curiously.

. There was nothing in the German master’s manner to
mdicate that he was keeping a guilty sccret.

He went through the lesson with his aecustomed ealm and
methodical manner,

Harry Wharton & Co. were very carefu! to * buck up ™
during the German lesson. They did not want the German
master to surmise that they had been nissing their sleep
the previous night,

As a matter of fact, Herr Muhlbach did not take anvy
gpecial notice of them.  Billy Bunter had more of his
attention than anvone else in the Remove, The German
language had always offered almost insuperable difficulties
to Bunter, and under the present national circumstances,
Bunter felt that it was hard lines indeed that he should have
to learn German at all. He fully agreed with Coker that-it
was unpatriotic. = Bunter would have have “cut” the
German lesson with pleasure—from patriotic or other motives.
He slacked even more than usual, and Herr Muhlbach came
down on him very heavily. Dunter groaned when he was
gimn fifty lins mn German to write out that afternoon

efore tea.

“ 1 say, you fellows, it's rotten ! Bunter muttered furiously.
“ Look here, if you chaps would back me up, we'd go on
strike against learning German.”

“ Probably Quelchy would go on strike—with a cane!”
remarked Bob Cherry, with a grin. *“ Don’'t be an ass,
Bunty.”

“1 shouldn't wonder if he’s a spy, just as Coker says,”

rowled IIBuuter. “ Iifty rotten lines from ‘ Faust®!

re-r-r-r!”

And Bunter was still grumbling over his hard fate when
the Remove were dismissed for the morning.

Caker of the Fifth was chatting with Potter and Greene
in the passage when the Lower Fourth came out. Billy
Bunter, having failed to receive sympathy from his Form-
fellows, rolled up to Coker of the Fifth.

“1 say, Coker, old man,”” he began,

Coker glared at him.

“Not so much of your ‘Coker, old man,’ you checky
fag I"" he snapped.

**Ahem! [ mean, I have an idea—"

*“Go and bury it!”

“Ahem! You see, Coker, I know you're rvight about that
German beast !

“ Well, that shows you've got more sense than the other
eilly fags,” said Coker, relenting a little. ** You're not such
a fool as you look.”

“Hm! I've got fifty lines from the utter beast this
morning 2

* Which proves that he's a spy, if anything would,” said
Potter solemnly.

“ Well, T'm jolly well not going to write out fifty beastly
lines from * Faust,”” snorted Bunter. ** I thought of a good
idea, Coker! Of course, as an influential chap—ahem—you
arc the proper person to take the lead.”

“ Go on !" said Coker encouragingly.

It was always easy to ** butter up ” the great Coker.

“ Under the present circumstances—war with Germany--
country in danger—everybody bucking up to—to back up
the British Empire, and so on,” said Bunter. * Under those
circumstances, I think it might be put to the Head that we
don't want to do any more German lessons, 'Tain't
patriotic. T—I'd go to the Head myself, only—only it ought
to be a really important chap like you. Coker—ahem !

“ Ass!” said Coker. ** The Head wouldn’t see it !’

“ Well, he might,” urged Bunter.
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‘” Mur.::i 11}11‘131; give me a couple of hundred lines,’” said
E?‘kl:l].l- fou can go and put it to him yourself if you like.”
Ahem !

T ¥ ¥ . :
frﬂﬂl-JFi?iE:k’ !1’-:-11:-. you say you've got fifty lines to write

“ Yes, the beast!”

" Good ! said Coker unexpectedly,

Billy Bunter glared at him. He did not ses anything
good in bhaving to writo out fifty lines even from so
excellent a work as Goethe's masterpiece.

" You_see, I've done lines from the beastly thing,” ex-
plained Coker. I remember a line that just suits the cires
I §:1[i[::95u the beast hasn’t specilied which lines you're to
Writge ¥

:‘_ No; any old lines, so long as there's fifty "

“You could writg the same line fifty times,” suggested
Coker, “ That would make fifty lines, wouldn’t it?"

“1 suppose it would,”” said DBunter discontentedly. “1
don’t see any scnse in that, though. Fifty rotten lines are
fifty rotten lines, whether they're the same rotten lines or
difterent rotten lines !”

* I'll help you,” said Coker.,

““Wha-a-at !’

. For Coker of the Fifth to offer to hﬂ}f a fa
imposition was so astounding that William
conld only stare at him open-mouthed.

“You've got to do it in German writing, haven’t you™
saldd Coker. ““Well, in German writing you can’t tell ome
fist from another—the kind of German writing we do bere,
anyway. Whoever does it, it looks like a set of spider's legs
Muhlbach won’t know I’ve done it; and 1'll do it—some of

anyway!"

“1 say, vou're awfully good, Coker!”

““Mad, T should say!” ejaculated Potter. ‘' Rather a new
t}.m;.glfﬂ’r a Fifth-Form chap to write out impositions for o fag,
ain’'t it?’

“Dotty ! murmured Greene,

“1t's a rag!"” said Coker.

" Blessed if I see any rag in writing out lines !”

**That’s because you haven’'t my brains, my son.”

“Jolly glad 1 haven’t!” said Potter. *‘I should be airaid
ol dying in a lunatic asylum if T had!”’

“* What’s that?"

““Ahem! Nothing. Get on with your rag.
want me to help, 1 suppose?”

“Yes, I do,” said Coker. * Come up to the study.
all take a hand. Many paws make light work, you know

* Look here, I don’t want——"

“ Never mind what you want—you come along and lend a
hand,” said Coker loftily.

And Potter and Greene reluctantly followed Coker to hes
study; and Billy Bunter rolled after them, very much sur-
prised at Coker's good-natured offer, and not caring whethes
i: was a rag or not, so long as somebody else did his lines for

umn, g

write out am
eorge DBunter

Yovu don't

We'll

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Quite a Success!

OKER of the Fifth hunted about his study, and found s
C tattered wvolume, which had evidently seen mueh

service. It was a copy of Faust, with translatioms

and comments scrawled on the margins of the leaves
The comments were in Coker’'s own sprawling * fist,” and
some of them were very interesting to read—such as ' Thes
rotten thing is dative!”—or *‘ Accusative, blow it!"—or
“ Deastly irregular verb this!”

Coker turned the pages till he eame to the dialogue hetween
Faust and Mephistopheles, one of the fimest passages in the
great poem. Potter and Greene and Bunter watched bum
i[i; surprise, as he mumbled over the pages, looking for the
places.

“Ich bin’s—herein—that ain’t it—Nur mit Entsetzen
wlu::ht ich Morgens’ auf-— DBlow 1t! Where's the rottea

acet’

P l.ook here——"' began Potter,

““ Shut up!"” said Coker ferociously, * Don’t bother winle
I'm trying to disentangle this frightful language! If the
(*ermans are beaten in this war—I mean, when thev are
beaten—they ought to be compelled to learn English or
French, or some civilised language. Nobody has a right to
use a language like this, It isn’t fair!”

“ But look here—"

“Chense it! Here's the place. Und doch hat jemand
einen  brunnen something or other, in jedem Nacht nichs
ausgetrunken &

“* What the deuce does that mean

“1t's old Meffy says that to Faust, telling him that be
didn’t drink the stuff he was going to scoff—poison, 1
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nu{mme——thuugh he says he's sick of life,” explained Coker.
“.'ml:ing fun of him, you know !

“Who's Meffy?"

* Mephistopheles, you ass!  Then Faust answers—""

*Oh, blow Faust!"” said Greene, *“ Blessed if this isn’t as
bad as the German lesson! Might as well be in class with
Hoerr Muhlbach I

" Fathecad, T tell you it's a rag! Faust answers here, ‘ Das
Spioneren, scheint's, ist deine Lust!""

“What if he does?”’

_ “ And that means,” pursued Coker, * ¢ Spying, it appears,
15 Vour lesurv i

“Oh!” said Potter, understanding at last,

“ Bunter's got te write fifty lines from Faust!” grinned
Uoker.  “'That's the line he's going to write—{ifty times,
‘ Das Spioneren, scheint’s, ist deino Lust!” That will be one
i the cve for Muhlbach—-what #’

“ Phew "'

Y I—=I =say,” saiwd Bunter, in dismay, ‘“old Muhlbach may
get ratty if [ take that to him, yvou know!”

“That's the beauty of it!” said Coker, chuckling. * He
will be ratty—ratty as anything—but he can’t show it without
owning up that he's a spy! See?’

“*Ye-ps: but—"

“Jolly good idea!” said Potter. “It will be up against
him. anyway, whether he's a spv or not.  And if he Is one. it
will make him feel quite green '™

“ Exactly ! '

“But—but 1'd rather do some other lines, if it's all the same
to vou,” demurred Bunter. * The beast will be down on
me afterwards!™

“IF you do other lines, you'll do them wvourself !” growled
Coker.  *If vou take him these, we'll do them for you!”

That was enough for Bunter. He was willing to take the
risk for the sake of getting his imposition done by other
hands,

** All serene,” he said,
then !”

“ Write the first half-dozen lines vourself,” said Coker.

Billy Bunter started the imposition.  As his task was fiftv
lines from * Fuust,” there was no reason why he shouldn't
write the same line over and over again if he liked. It
would be a little unusual, but there was, as Coker remarked,
no law against it.

Bunter wrote, in his weird rendering of German  script,
“ Das Spioncren, schemt’s, ist deine Lust!”' balf a dozen
times, and then rolled out of the study, leaving the rest of
the task to Coker & Co.

. Coker and Potter and Greene took it in turns to fill up the
1mpot,

Fifty lines were finished at lust, and Coker grinned over the
imposition with much satisfuction.

After dinner, the impot was handed to Billy Bunter, who
cheerfully took it to the German master's study.,

But there was “ no adimission ™ there.

Herr Muhlbach had the habit of taking a long nap in the
afternoon, when lessoys did not require him.  Rilly Buanter
was not able to deliver hLis impot till after lessons in the
afternoon, when he found Herr Mulilbach in his  study,
smoking his.German pipe.

The German master looked sharply at the fat junior as he
came 1.

My lines, sir!” zaid Bunter meekly,

“(iive them to me !

! Bunter handed over his imposition, and sidled towards the
L100r,

He had left the door open, and Coker of the Fifth was in
the passage.  He meant to see Fritz Mublbach®™s fuce when
he read those lines.

If Coker oxpected the herr to betray himself at the sight
of that peculiar impot, he was not disappointed.

The German master gave one glanee ut the serawled sheets,
and jumped up from his chair, his eves gleaming, and a
sidden pallor in his face,

“ Bunter ! he gasped.

Rilly Bunter blinked round nervously,

“Ye-es, sir!”

*“ What—what does this mean?

“That—that's my 1mpot, sir. Fiftv lines, sir'"

“ What does it mean?” _

Herr Mublbach  sprang towards the fat junior. his eves
ablaze, and gripped him by the shoulder, and swung lim
back into the studv.  With the other hand he slammed the
door, almost in Coker's face.

“My hat'” murmured Coker, *““My only hat! If that
isi't a complete give-away, I'm blessed if T know what it =

“Ow! Ow!"  watled DBunter, ** Yow-ow!
[eggo!™

The German master shook him savagely,

" Bunter, you have dared to write—you have dared to
insinnate—""
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“Yow! Don't you shake me like that!” howled Bunter,
“Yah! Tf you make my glasses fall off—"

“ Bunter——""

* And if they get broken—yow——"

“You young rascal—"'

“You'll have to pay for 'em! Yow-ow-ow-ow!"

The German master shook the Owl of the Remove till his
teeth scemed to rattle in his head.

“You young scoundrel! How dare you to write that?
What has made vou think anything of the sort, hein?”

B S | Leggo! Help!” yelled Bunter,
““ Bilence I
“Leggo! Help! Yow!” roared Bunter.

Coker of the Fifth opened the door and looked in. Herr

Muhlbach left oft shaking Bunter, and glared at the Fifth-
Former,

“What do you want here?’ he snapped. *“Go away at

once !
* Fixcuse me, sir,"” said Coker blandly. “1 heard Bunter
calling for help, and I thought there was something wrong!”

“There is nothing wrong. Go away at once.
shall eane you severely for your impertinence !"

“Yow-ow !

Herr Muhlbach suited the action to the word. He seized a

cane from his table, and lashed Billy Bunter across the
shoulders till he roared with pain.

“Ow, ow, ow! Yow! Help!

Coker strode into the study.

* Stop that!” said Coker.

* What! Mein Gott! You—you dare to interfore—"

* Yes, I do!” said Coker sturdily. “I'm not going to see
a kid licked like that! Tet him alone, or I'll jt}ﬁ_‘-;r well take
that cane away from you!”

“Loker! You dare—"

“Yes, rather ! said Coker.
all, and you'll see !

Herr Muhlbach panted with rage, but he did not hit Bunter
again., As a matter of fact, the burly Fifth-Former could
hlare wiped up the study with the German master if he had
CIIOS3N.

“ Coker. I shall report this insolence to the Head !

“Report and be blowed!" said Coker. “T'll report af
the same time how you were laving into Bunter. and why
you did it !"

“ Leave my study at once, both of you!"

Billy Bunter was only too glad to obey. He squirmed out
of the study, amd Horace Coker strode after him. and
slammed the door, as a sign that he didn’t care for any old
German, as he wonld have expressed it.

“Ow, ow, ow!” groaned Bunter. ** You sillv ass, Coker!
You thumping idiot ! Look at what you have done for me!
Yow—ow !

* Well, T stopped him,” said Coker.

" Groo—hooh! I'm hurt all over! Yow—ow—ow!

“It’s all right,” said Coker. *‘ The way he took it shows
plainly mmuggh that it hit him on the raw. If over a chap
had a guilty conscience. he has.™

“ Blow his conscience!” hooted Bunter. “1 know I've
been licked, and I sha'n't get over it in a hurry! Yow—
ow—ow !

(‘oker walked away, quite satished. Billy Bunier rolled
painfully away to the junior common-room. not at all satis-
fied. The way Herr Muhlbach had taken Coker's little joke
might be a proof that he was plaving o part at Grevfriars, and
that his guilty conscience had been alarmed. But all Billy
Bunter was thinking about was the licking he had received,
which had certainly been very severe.

Bunter, [

Fire! Murder! Help!™”

““You hit him again, that's

1y

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gives His Opinion !
b ALLO. hallo, hallo! Wherefore this thusness?”
H *Ow—ow—ow !

“What on earth’s the matter, Bunter ?”
e " Groo—hooh—hooh! Wow !

The Famous Five had come into the common-room. and
they found Billy Bunter curled up in an armehair, groaning.

“ Looks as if he's been through ir,” remarked Squiff.
“Who is it this time, Bunty?  Loder been at it again?™

“Ow! No! It's that beastly spy!"

“ What spy?"’

“ That German beast !

** Better be careful how you call him names,” said Nugont.
“ You might be heard, sou know."

“1 don’t eare!” groaned Bunter,
worse than I've got it already. I've a jolly good mind to
go to the ITead about 1t! Yow—ow !™

“* But what's happened 7' asked Wharton,

In gasping sentences the unfortunate Owl of the Remove

“I ecan't get it much
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explained Horace Coker’s little joke on the German master,
and its direful results.

The chums of the Remove exchanged glances,

**80 he flew into a temper, did fma when he saw * Das
Spioneren ist deine Lust ' ?7 said Squiff thoughtfully,

'““Like a wild beast!” groaned Bunter.

‘* Looks as if he took it personally,” remarked Bob Cherry.
“ The most surprising thing is, hKnt for once Coker turns
out to be not such an ass, after all [

““The beast ought to be denounced!” groaned Bunter.
“Ow wow—wow! I'd complain to the Head, only—only
be’d be down on me for writing those lines. It was all
Uoker's fault. Ow! Yow!” .

The chums of the Remove left Billy Bunter still groaning.
The incident made them very thoughtful. From the happen-
ings of the previous night there was little doubt left in their
minds of Fritz Muhlbach’s true character. But the effect
that Bunter’s lines had had upon him was an additional
proof.

“Coker 1= a thumping ass!" Squiff remarked, as they
strolled out into the Close. * He wanted to prove to his
own satisfaction that Muhlbach was a beast with a gulty
cm‘il&cienﬁe, but he may have pui the man on his guard as
well.”’

Harry Wharton nodded.

‘“He may guess that some of the fellows think he is a
German spy,” he remarked. “It may make him more
careful. It won't be so very easy to prove it against him,
anyway. But let us once catch the rotter in the act, and
then his game is up.”

** The upfulness will be ternific.”

Harry Wharton & Co. were locking forward with keen
excitement to the night. Bure now of the guilt of Fritz
Muhlbach, they were cager to expose him, and to put an
end to whatever rascality he was engaged upon. If he was
a spy, he had been long enough in tlfm district now to have
gained a great deal of mformation which would be useful to
the Berlin Government in the event of an attack upon the
English coast. In that case he must have some scheme for
transmitting it to Germany—and that could only be done by
means of a confederate—since the telegraph could no longer
be used, aud letters in the post could not be delivered. To
unmask the rascal, and ecanse him to be placed where his
rascality could do no further harm would be a great triumph
for the chums of the Remove—if they could do it.

They noticed, when they saw Herr Muhlbach that evening,
that the German master had a very preoccupied look.

Probably those lines of Bunter’s were weighing on his
mind, That he was actually suspected of being a spy he could
hardly believe. He pr-::t%ah[y regarded the matter as a
“rag " directed against him simply because he was a Ger-
man. But conscience makes cowards of us all, and the
knowledge of his guilt-—if he was guilty—was enough to
make Fritz Muhlbach uneasy and disturbed.

Harry Wharton & Co. went to bed with the Remove as
usual, with the intention of carrying out their plan after
lights out. Billy Bunter was late in the dormitory. As
he passed the German master’s study, Herr Muhlbach ecalled
him in to speak to him. The Owl of the Remove entered
the study very much as he might have entered a lion’s den,
Fritz Muhlbach was all smiles and kindness now.

“* My dear Bunter,”” he said smoothly, * I caned you some-
what severely this afternoon. 1 was very angry. 1 am
sorry.”’

* Oh!” said Bunter. _

“ You see, the lines you wrote were—well, Eimrr-ap{*ntful,”
said Herr Muhlbach. *' It was, 1 suppose, a joke.’

““ Ahem !”

“] do not mind a joke. I know that boys will have their
little jokes,” said Herr Muhlbach. **T shall not punish you,
Bunter, if you admit that it was intended as a joke against
nlﬂ.j’

“ Very well, sir,”” said Bunter. ' It—it was a_ joke, sir.”

“ But why did you makeé such a joke?" asked Fritz Muhl-
bach. * Surely the idea-did not oceur to you that I, your
({erman master, might be a suspicious person.” And he
langhed pleasantly.

Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles. Bunter
was not over-blessed with intelligence, but he had sense
encugh to see that Herr Muhlbach was trying to pump him.
The Herr wanted to know whether anybody suspected hum g
and Bunter could sce that quite plainly. And, with his
usual disregard for the truth, Billy Bunter proceeded to pull
IHerr Mubhlbach’s leg.

** Oh, no, sir; certainly not!
you are all right,” said Bunter.
sir. It would be absurd.”

“Of course,” said the Herr, greatly relieved. *' If anyone
made such an insinuation against me 1 should complain to
the Head at once, and the person would be very severcly
punished, You are aware of that.”

“Oh, yes, sir!” ezaid Bunter cheerfully. 1 shouldn’t
think for a moment, sir, that you were anything like that.
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Un}_}; an awlul scoundrel would be a =zpy., don’t vou think
so?’

* Ye-es, of course, Bunter."

“Only a thoroughly disgusting mean beast, sir,” pursued
Bunter, enjoying the peculiar expression that came over
Fritz Muhlbach’s face. ** Only the lowest, beastliest, meanest
sort of a skunk would be a spy, sir. 1'm sure you agree
with me.””

“Yes!"” gasped Here Mublbach.

““It's such a cowardly, dirty, rotten thing, isu't 1t %" said
Bunter confidentally. ** Faney a man eatmg at a fellow’s
table, sleeping under his roof, and spying on him all the

'rjm;:}! Only a born eriminal could do it.  Isn't that so,
gir
L . L

“ Buch a beast ought to be hung at once, sir! Don't voun

think so? In fact, hanging is too good for euch a thorough
rotter !"’

" You may go to bed, Bunter.” ‘

* Yes, sir. But I'm glad to hear you say what yon think

of spies, sir. They are such mean, despicable worms!”

“ Good-night, Bunter!”

" Good-night, sir!"" sand Bunter cheerfully.

And he left the study, feeling that he had to some exten§
“got hizs own back” on Herr Muhlbach for the licking
of the afternoon.

“You're late!” growled Loder, who was seeing lights
out for the Remove, as the fat junior rolled into the dormii-
tory.

* Herr Muhlbach wanted me,” explained Bunter, ** J—"9

" Well, get to bed——" '

The Remove were all in bed, and Billy Bunter turned in,
and the prefect extinguished the light and left the dormi-
tory. Then there was a chorus of inguiry,

“ What did Muhlbach want with you, Bunter "’

“ Only a little friendly talk,” said Bunter airvily. " 1 gave
him my opunon on the subject of spies, Ile turned guite
reen,’’

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“Rot!” said Bolsover major. ** What should he care what
you think of spies?”

“ Tle's got his reasouns,” chuckled Bunter. ' Old Coker
hit on 1t first of all. Coker's not such a silly idiot as he looks

“* You arc!”" said Bolsover mujor.
and go to sleep.’

Bunter grunted and went to sleep. The Remove were soon
ltlcsuuk in slumber—with the exception of Harry Wharton
. Ca.

At half-past ten Harry Wharton and Squiff were out of
bed; and ten minutes later they were in the Close; amnd their
chums, wakeful and anxious, were waiting in the dormitory
for their return.

The two juniora lost no time.

They crossed the Close, chimbed the school wall, and
dropped into the high-road that ran past the walls of
Greyfriara,

The long, white road glimmered in the starlight. Dut
under the shadows of the trees that overhung the school
v.all was deep durkiese. There the two heroes of the Remove
ensconced themselves, close by the little gate by which the
German master would come out if he came at all.

Would he come?

Whether he came or not, Harry Wharton and Sampson
Quincy Iffley Field were prepared to keep up their vigil
through the long hours of the night. And while the ]ﬂ-_ng
mninutes dragged wearily by the iwo juniors waited wit
grim patience and determination.

** Bhut your silly napper

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Sples!

LICK!!

G The little gate opened quietly, and closed again. A
figure in a dark overcoat and a soft, slouched hat
stepped out of the shadows of the wall and the trees,

and after a quick glance up and down the road strode away

ia the direction of Friardale.
Harry Wharton and Squiff remained motionless for a few

moments.
In the gloom they had not been able to see the figure closely,

but they knew that it was Fritz Muhlbach, the German master
of Greyfriars.

The German walked quickly, but with a soft and silen
step. There was something very catlike in his movements,

“ After him!" murmured Squiff,

*“ What-ho "
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The two juniors skirted along the school wall, keeping in
the shadows.

It was nearly half-past twelve, and the road was silent
and utterly deserted. "The last light in Greyfriars had long
been extinguished.

Keeping on the belt of grass beside the laue, under the
shadows of the trees that bordered it, the two juniors fol-
lowed on the track of the German.

To follow anyone and watch him was not a pleasant task:
but the conviction that Fritz Muhilbach was a spy, working
to injure the country that eheltered him, was a justification,
and the chums of the Remove had no hesitation,

The German looked round several times, and at first they
feared that he suspected the pursuit. But it was soon ap-
parent that it was only his natural caution,

He strode on till he reached the stile in the lane, about
half-way to the village, and the juniors saw him climb
pver it.

They ducked through a gap in the hedge, and reached the
footpath on the other side of the stile, and peered out in
scarch of the German,

A low sound of voices reached their ears.

Low, guttural voices, of which they could not distinguish
the words—but they knew that the words were German,

Fritz Muhlbach had met another man of his own nationality
under the dense shadows of the trees near the stile.

That alone was proof enough of his guilt. The secrecy of
that meeting at midnizght cleared up all doubt on the matter.

The muttering in German came to the ears of the jumiors,
as they kept back in the darkness of the trees; and after u
few minutes thev made out the figures of the two talkers on
the other eide of the footpath,

Fritz Muhlbach was talking to a man of much larger
stature with a thick, dark beard, and an overcoat butioned
up to his chin.

What they were saying the juniors did not know; their
tones were low, and tivm;.f spoke very quickly,

But a few words came to their ears, and they distinguishoed
# Berlin,”  * Kriegsministerinm," “tausand marken,”
“ briefe,”” and eeveral other words that had a great signifi-

cance.

The Germans were speaking of the Ministry of War at
Berlin—of a thousand marks—of a letter!

Herr Muhlbach opened his coat and felt inside 1it, evidently
for someghing in an inner pocket.

The juniors watched him breathlessly.

The GGerman's hand came forth again, with a sealed envelope
in it, which he passed to his companion.

%}ll:iﬁ grasped Wharton's arm almost convulsively.

at was the leiter that the German master of Greyfriars
was thus passing to his confederate in the dead of night!
The result of the explorations he had made in the neigh-
bourhood after dark on many a night when he had becn
supposed to be asleep in his bed at the school?

Tﬁtallcr man had taken out a portfolio, and was taking
papers from it. Dim as was the light on the footpath, the

aniors behind the trees could see that he was counting out
nknotea. _

Herr Muhlbach took the little wad of notes and bent his
head to examine them more carefully in the dim light; and
the juniors heard him utter an exclamation of discontent.

ot Reichsbank!"” he exclaimed.

“ Ja wohl, Fritz.""

“ Warum nicht Englisch?”

Then the voives sank again.

But Squiff and Harry Wharton understood. Herr Muhl.
bach had been paid for his services in German banknotes,
and he would have preferred to receive English money. Rut
the other spy—evidently in & superior position, since he paiil
the Cerman master for his services—was supplied with
(German notes.  Doubtless he had been stationed in the
country long before the war, with the ready money for the
base services that were rendcred by Herr Muhlbach and
others of his kind; and probably he had not cared to attract
attention to himself by trying to change German paper-money.
Herr Muhlbach had to take his payment in the banknotcs
of the Deutsches Reichbank, whether he liked it or not,

To a German living in England, like Herr Fritz Muhlback,
(eyman banknotes were useless—till he could get back to his
own country, at all events.

But he had to be satisfied. _

Heo put the Reichsbank notes into his pockef, with a mut-
tered growl, and buttoned up his coat again.

o Auf wiedersehen,” he said.

The other German shook his head.

‘- Samstag kommt Karl Altdorf,” the juniors heard him
gay. ‘‘ Adieu!”
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“ Adien!”

They parted. Herr Muhlbach stepped over the stile again
and strode away in the direction of Greyfriars.

The tall German remained for some moments on the foot-
path, securing the envelope he had received in an inner
pocket, which he buttoned over it.

The juniors’ hearts were beating hard.

For they knew what the words they had heard meant,
Herr Muhlbach had said ** Au revoir!” And the other rascal
had replied that on Saturday-—evidently the next meecting
arranged—another’ man would come in his place.

That was as muach as to say that the information passed on
by Herr Muhlbach in that bulky envelope was to be taken
out of the conntry immediately by the man who had received
it and was now buttoning it so carefully in an inaide ket.

Harry Wharton squeezed Squiil's arm; and Squiff nodded.
They understood one another,

The rascal was not to be allowed to escape with the spy’s
report.

That bulky envelope contaired information for which the
War Minister in Berlin had been willing to pay a thousand
marks—or forty pounds—besides other sums that Herr Muhl-
bach had [lt‘l.".lb.'.th]:;' received.
 If the rascal got away with it, it would be useless for the
juniors to give the alarm afterwards: they could net even
describe the man, excepting by saving that he was a German,
and tall. In ihe gloom of the wood, and in the shadow of
}he- slouched hat, they had canght hardly a glimpse of hia
ace, .
If that spying report was to be kept from being sent abroad
it was up to the chums of the Remove o act—and act
promptly,

That they were only two boys against a powerful man—
probably armed, and very likely desperate—did not make
them hesitate.

They had their duty to do, and they meant to do it, what-
ever the risk.

The tall German strode away along the footpath, softly
humming to himself the tune of the * Wacht am Rhine "’ as
he went. He was evidently well satisfied with the result
of his interview with the German master of Greyfriars.

‘“ He's not going to get away, Squiff,” muttered Wharton,
between his teeth.

The Australian junior’s eyes gleamed,

“ Not with that letter!” gﬂ said.

“ We're going to tackle him."

“Youn bet!"

“ Come on, then!™ X

They emerged from under the trees; but Squiff caught
Wharten's arm again as he was starting in pursuit.

“ Hold on! He'll hear us if we go after him. We can
aot ahead of him through the wood, and lay for him on the
path."”

“ (Good!™ :

They plunged back under the trees. Every part of Friar-
dale Wood was well known to the Remove fellows, who had
done their Boy Scout practice there many a time. Almost
without a pause they hurried on in the darkness under the
frecs.

The footpath the German was following led away in the
direction of Redelyffe.  The juniors knew where another
path crossed it, and for that point they made as fast as they

could.

In five minutes they came out upon the path.

They were certain that the German had not yet passed.
They separated, and stood in til_u- .?_?‘nﬂnws nf the trees om
cither side of the path, waiting for the spy. :

The low humming of the * Wateh on the Rhine !’ came
to their cars again, and the footfalls of the tall German

coming alonyg the path.

A shadowy figure loomed up. ]

It was the spy. passing on his wuy without a suspicion
that he was waited for. Still hummng the tune, the tall
German Strode on, past the two jumiors erouching in the

dense shadows.

From the cover of the trees, Squiffl made a spring like a
tiger. and flung himself upon the German from behind,
orasping him by the collar and dragging him back.

The next instant Wharton was uppn him, grasping him
round the neck. and throwing his weight upon him,

“ Mein Gott!”

The German, taken utterly by surprise, went down with a
heavy bump in the grass, and the two jumiors, clinging to
him like eats, sprawled ower him,

** Squash him!" panted Mlnf;f.

“ Ach! et me go, or—"'
“ Hold on!"
Crack!

Every

Every Friday. aturday,
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Captured !

RACK!
The sharp, sudden report rang through the silent
wouods, ii,wa{{ing a thousand echoes.

There was a revolver in the hand of the desperate
rascal, and he had fired. But he fired at rundom, and the
bullet flew into the tree-tops,

He had no chance to use his weapon a second time.

Squiff grasped his wrist, and twisted it savagely. and with
a gasp of pain the spy relinquished the revolver, which
dropped into the grass,

wk Xﬂh I*.':r

* The scoundrel!”

“ Bquash him!” panted Squiff.

The German was struggling desperately under the weight
of the two jumiors. But powerful fellow as he was, he was
m'ﬁrma.t{:hed]. The juniors were strong and sturdy, and they
were grimly determined.

Squiff’s hands were wound in his collar, choking him,
and Wharton was kneeling on him, pinning him down.

The struggles of the floored scoundrel gradually relaxed.
His breath came in short, quick gasps.

**Ach! Mercy! Oh!”

“ Don’t throttle.-him, Squiff I" panted Harry.

“T'd almost as soon throttle ﬁm rotter as fook at him,”
said the Australian junior grnmly., ‘' Keep quiet, you
villain, or you'll get some more!"

*“ Mein Gott!"” groaned the half-strangled German. *“ Whao
are you, den?"

“ Newer mind who we are. Welve got you,”” said Bquilf.
*“ Keep vour knee on his bread-basket, Wharton. Can’t be
too careful with a rascal of this sort.”

“ How dare you touch me?’ the German gasped. * Are
you thieves? ﬁ you vant mein money, I giff him to you!”

“We don't want your money, we want you,” said Squiff.

“ But vat for—vy?’ The German peercd up at the dusky
forms of the juniors who were pinning him down. ** Vat
you want, den?”’

* The letter you've got in your pocket.’

A sudden shiver ran through the prostrate man.

** Vat letter?”

““ The letter the other spy handed to wou,” said Squiff
coolly; ** and we're going to have it, too.”

““Ach! 1 have no letter. I am a peaceful Cherman
clerk."

“ Taking a walk at one in the morning, with a revolver
in your pocket?” grinned Squiff. ** Make it easier, my son.”

“1I tink tat you are tieves when you jump on me, and ]
shoot, but 4

*“ You thought we were police, more likely,”” said Wharton.
" It's against the law for Germans in this country to carry
weapons, or to have them in their possession.””

“ 1 did not know. I—]—"

“ Don’t tell lics,”” said Squiff. * You've got to answer
for having a revolver, if you have to answer for nothing
else. I've got his necktie off now. We'll tie his hands, and
then get the letter.”

The German recommenced struggling with savage violence,
But the juniors were ready for him.

With a heavy knee planted on his chest, and two pairs of
strong hands grasping him, the man had no chance.

Hig strength was spent at last, and he had not succeeded
in shaking off the juniors or forcing them to relax their

rasp.

He collapsed under them, panting feebly, and the two
juniors could feel the spasmodic thumping of his heart.

“Achy Mein Gott!"” he panted hrﬂkenlf.

‘“ Now tie up the beast!" said Squiff coolly.

The German was only resisting feebly now. Squiff dragged
his hands together, and looped the necktie round them, and
knotted it. It was impossible for the rascal to resist after
that, and he resigned himself to his fate.

* Now for the letter!”

“ What-ho "

Squiff rummaged in the rascal’s pockets till he found the
letter, and dragged it out. The prisoner gave a cry.

, “ 'I';at is mein! Touch my letter not! Dis 1s.against te
aw I’

“ Lot you care about law!’ said Squiff contemptuously.
“ There's & law here against spies, but you don’t take much
notice of it.”’

““ Ach! I am not a aﬁj_r.”

“ Liar " said Squiff cheerfully.

“1 swear 1t!"

“You can swear from now till cockcrow, and it won't
make any difference,” said Squiff. ** This is where you come
to grief, my Deutscher friend.”

“"Give me tat letter. I give you hundret marks!”

“THI give i;m: sOmMe Ia on the nose, if you say that
again!” growled Squiff. )

“T tell you I am a peaceful Cherman clerk. Tat 15 a
private letter !” panted the prisoner. * If you take it, I go
to te police!”
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" You're %lning there, anyway " chuckled Squnff.

“Den I demand tat you are arrested for stealing my
private broperty !”" said the German ficrcely.

uiff and Wharton exchanged ghinees. They were sure

of their ground, What had happened had left no room for
doubt that this man was a German spy, n collusion wita
the (Grerman master at Greyfriars, And yet the bare possi-
bility of a mistake gave them pause. If they should be
wrong—shere was a bare possibility of it—the consequences
would be serious for them. Breaking bounds after mudnight
would mean u flogging, at least, from the Head, »f the
matter came out, and i1t proved that they had made a ms-
take. Their zood intentions would not weigh with Dr,
Locke, who would certainly pooh-pooh the wlu.l;lc mattcr Uns
less theé could offer the cleavest proof of

The German observed their hesitation at once.
not slow to push his advantage.

“You give me my letter, and I say notings,” he =aid.
““Tat 18 a ferry private letter—a letter of love i

“Oh, rats!” said Squiff. ** We know what you are, but
we're going to make sure before we yank you away to the
police-station. Got a match, Wharton "

their case.
IIc was

Wik YEH.!'i

** Strike it, and wc'll look into the letter.”

** Right-ho "’ p
Squiff coolly slit the envelope. If, by a bare possibility,

the juniors had made a mistake, the contents of the letter
would prove it, Wharton, still kneeling on the bound Ger-
man, struck a match.

It glimmered on the face of the prisoner—decadly white,
the eyes dilated with fear. If ever guilt and terror were
written in a man’'s face they were written in the face of the
German who lay panting in the grass,

* His chivvy is enough,” said Harry Wharton contemptu-
f?ll:ﬂ}?. “ But we'll see the letter, all the same, What's in
It

“My hat!” muttered Squiff, in an almost awe-stricken
voice,

The bulky envelope was full of papers. Some of them
were covered with writing in German—some of them had
diagrams and plans sketched upon them., In the bref
glimrae by the light of the raatech the juniors could make
out little of the papers; but the nature of them was quite
apparent,

* That settles it,” said Squiff, thrusting the papers into am
inner pocket. ** These are going to the police-siation as
Courtfield—to-night."

“ And this rascal, Squff "’

““He's going too!”

“ Mein Gott,"” murmured the German, “let me go!
Listen. I confess ]—I have Been & spy by the orders of my
officers.”

“Chuck it!” said Squiff. ** A decent man wouldn't be a
spy by the orders of anybody.” :

“ Give me my liberty! I—I—I will pay you—I will pay
you anything! Listen, I bave five tousand marks in my
portfohio !

‘" Keep 'em there!" yawned Squiff.
old chap!”

The spy was jerked to his feet. He made a desperate
wrench to tear his hands loose, but Squiff had bound them
too carefully for that., The juniors took an arm each of the
captured spy.

** March!” said Squiff briefly.

“ Veare do you take me?’ the German muttered huskily.

“To Courtfield Police Station.”

“1 beg of you "

“You can save your breath. No room for spies in this
country,”” said Squiff. ‘' Yank him along!"

And, with an iron grip fastened on either arm, the
wretched spy was marched along by the juniors of Grey-
friars.

““Drag the beast up,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,

Exit Herr Muhlbach!

NSPECTOR GRIMES, of Courtfield, jumped.
““What the deuce!” he ejaculated, in amazement.

The worthy inspector had reason to be surprised. In

all his turng at night duty in Courtfield Police Station

he had never had a similar experience. He rubbed his eyes

as two juniors of Greyfriars marched in, with a burly man

between them, his hands bound, his face white and haggard.

“ Master Wharton—and Field!” exclaimed the inspector.

He knew the two juniors by sight. ‘* What does this mean?

I shall have to report yon to your headmaster! Who is
this man? What the dence—"
" German Spy, sir,”” said Wharton,
““Wha-a-t!’
23
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“He had a revolver

jre

“Wo've collured him.” said Squiff,
on_him, and he used it once. Here it is

Squiff laid upon the inspector’'s desk the German’s revolver,
which he had picked up from the grass of the footpath.

“My word!” murmured the inspector,

“.And here’s a letter we captured on lLim,” added the
Australian junior.

“M-m-y word!"'

Inspector Grimes’s eyes almost bulged from his head as he
examined the contents of the bulky envelope. For ten
minutes he seemed forgetful of the presence of the juniors
and the haggard prisoner, as he scanned the papers.

A constable on duty stepped up beside the prisoner to take
charge of him.

Inspector Grimes raised his eves from the papers at last.

1 don’t know hew you youngsters have managed this,”
he said; * but you have rendered the country an lmlmr’iant
uns

service. 1 can't read all this, but 1 can make out the
and diagrams. Whoever dlrew up these plans had been
making a general examination of the neighbourhood. The

lighthouse, the . coastguard station, the railways, and the
telegraph-wires are all marked. and there is a plan of the
bay, with the landing-place marked, and the safe channel.
Une of these papers contains the name, address, and descrip-
tion of old Duve Trumper, the best pilot on the coast. Looks
as if there had been some plan for « German landing here,
and a spy was posted here to get information,”

“And he got it by mooulight, or most of it,"" remarked
Squiff. “This rotter was the man he handed it to, and we
saw him do 1t.”

““These papers will be sent up to London by cial
messenger at once,” said Inspector Grimes. * Now tell me
all about it."

Harry Wharton concisely explamed.

The insr:mtnr took a deep breath when he had finished.
ile signed to the constable to take the prisoner away, and
the spy disappeared in_the direction of the cells.

“You are sure of what you tell me?’ said the inspector

ravely. ** This man has been caught in the act—but Herr

Tuhlbach——"

“We are gquite sure. sir."

“You actually saw him hand this envelope to this man?!”

“ Both of us, sir.”

“*And we saw the rascal pay him, too,” said Wharton.
“He's got a thousand marks on him in Germau banknotes.”

The mspector’'s eyes gleamed.

“That will settle it, and he will have other papers about
Lhim, or in hiz room—not much doubt about that.’

“You're going to arrest him?' asked Wharten,

“You can depend on that,” said the inspector, with a
gmilo,

“You'll come back to Greviriars with us?”’

Inspector (irimes shook his head.

“No need to wake the schoel at this hour,” he said.
“You say Herr Muhlbach knows nothing of your dealing
with his confederate?”

*“*Wothing at all. He must have been back at Greyfriars,
or nearly, by the time we tackled this rotter in the wood.”

*“Then the best thing yvou boys can do is to go quietly
back to bed,” said Inspector Grimes. *You can leave the
matter in my hands. [ shall have the school watched at
once, and the first thing in the morning Fritz Muhlbach
will be arrested and searched. As for vou, 1 shall speak to
vour headmaster, and, under the circumstances, I am certain
he will forgive you for this escapade.”

“1 suppose it will have to come out that we were gut of
bounds " said Harry,

*“It must. You will be wanted as witneszses at the trial
of this pair of precious rascals. But you can depend on
vour headmaster overlooking this prank. considering the
service you have rendered to the country.”

“Thank vou." said Harrv,

And the two juniors took their leave, leaving Inspector
Grimes in a state of most complete satisfaction. 'T‘hn capture
of two German epies. with the information they had
guthered, and a considerable sum of German paper-money,
wus a triumph for the Courtfield inspector, and he E‘;d reason
to be satisfied.

Wharton and Squiff hurried back to Greyfriars.

It was close on dawn when they stood once more in the
Remove dormitory.

Nugent and Inky had gone to sleep, but Bob and Johnny
Bull were still faithfully on the watch, and they helped the
adventurers into the dormitory.

“Well, what's the mnews!’ murmured Bob sleepilr.
““ Blessed if you haven't been out all the giddy night. I'm
a: sleepy as a dog.”

““The beat,” saxd Harry cheerfully.

“ Spotted the rotters?" asked Johnny Bull

““What-ho !

i S

Gotch, Lid. , Melbourne, Sydpney, Adelaide, Brishane, and

Bob and Jolinny Bull listened eagerly, slecpy as they wera,

to the recital of the startling events of the night. Bob
grinned with glee as he listened.
“Fairly got it in the mneck!” he sgaid. ‘' Exit Herr

Muhlbach—with giddy gyves upon his wrists, like Eugene
Aram in the poem! Good egg!”

“Yaw-aw! I'm alaaP;f,” said Johnny Bull. *‘Let's turn
in, for goodness’ sake.”

And the juniors turned in, and slept the sleep of the just.

They were more than ever reluctant to turn out at the

clang of the rising-bell in the morning. But they made the
offort, and dressed themselves quickly. At any minute they
might hear of the arrival of the police, in search of Herr
Muhlbach. And they wanted to be “in at the death,’ as
Squiff expressed it.
- Squiff and the Famous Five were first down in the morn-
ing, before the school-gates were opened. So far, the juniors
rhud said nothing of the matter outside their own select circle.
I'hey did not want the risk of putting Herr Muhlbach on his
guard; although, as the sch was, already watched, there
would have been little chance of the spy’s escape.

They grinned as Coker of the,Fifth came out of the School
FHouse. There was a surprise ‘in store for Horace Coker that
Morning.

The task he had set himself of * keeping an eye™ on Fritz
Muhlbach, and showing him up, had been taken out of his
hands, and brought to a successful conclusion, entiraly with-
out the knowledge of the great Coker. Whether the Fifth-
Former would be pleased or otherwise was a guestion.

“.Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob Cherry affably. * Found
any more German spies vet, Coker?’

Coker frowned majestically.

If you want any more, yvou've only got to say,”” said Bob
liberally, ““We'll k-l."l?'ﬁl vou supplied with German spies, so
long as the praps of the Junior Dramatic Society last.”

“Ha, ha, ha!'!”

“Uan’t say fairer than that!” grinned Squiff.

“Cheeky fags!" growled Coker, and he stalked majestically
DAWAY.

At breakfast the Famous Five were in a state of sup-
pressed excitement. so keen that they forgot to be sleepy.
Herr Muhlbach appesred at breakfast as usual, and imme-
diately after breakfast he went to his study.

Inspector Grimes had not vyet arrived. The
wondered when he was coming.

They looked out of the door of the School House. as eager
az the celebrated Sister Anne, for * somcbody coming.*’

** Hallo, hallo. hadlo!" ejaculated Bob Cherry,

The helmet of a policeman appeared in the old gateway
of Greyfriars. A burly constable strode in, and beside him
the dapper figure of the inspector could be seen.

They came directly tﬁ“’ﬂ.t'(li]ﬂ the School House,

* Now, lock out for the giddy ecircus!” murmured Squiff.

“Hallo!" exclrimed Coker. “What do those bobbies
want? T.ooks as if theyv're after snmething, Potter, ald man.
anid 1 haven't been able to send 'em any information vet. I
hope to have some proofs shortly, but—" L

o Pm—hqr.m somebody else has chipped in, and done the
trick, while you've been thinking about it. Coker,” suggestad
Bob Cherry demurely, i

The inspector camoe in.
of tlﬁ"- th{*mm'o.

“ Wil one of vou young gentlemen f: 3
Muhlbach¥' he asked gnniu.]l;r.g AN T

* What-ho!"” said Wharton.

And he led the way to the German-master’s study.

Inspector Grimes knocked at the door. The, constable was
close behind him. and behind him again was a crowd of
wondering what

juniors

He nodded ecordially to the chums

excited Greyfriars fellows. They were a
1t meant, and a good many voices were heard to whisper
tinat it looked as if that ass Coker had been right after all.

“Clome in!""

[nzpector Grimes entered the German-master's study. Herr
Mublbach rose from his chair, and laid down his morning
pipe.

The sight of the inspeector evidently startled him. but he
kept himself well in hand, and tried to smile genially.

** Good-morning, inspector !"" he said, as calm y as he could.
As vet the spy did not know that there had been any
discovery. but the sight of a police-inspector and a constable
behind him naturally made him feel uneasy.

“Good-morning I said the inspector cheerfully. ¢ Niea
morning, sir®"’ :

“* Very nice,”
with me ?'E“

“Exactly. T am soreyv that it is my duty to s vou 1
custody, Herr Muhlbach," said the ﬁlspm‘tﬂr—t:ﬁiﬁut] lﬂgt
ing at all sorry, as a matter of fact. On the other hand, his
lovks expressed the most complete satisfactjon.

(Conciuded on page lil. of cover.)

agreed the Herr, “ You have some business
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Herr Muhlbach starjed back.

* You—you are joking, mmspector.”

“Not at all.”

** But—but what is the charge?”

“You are charged with being a al};_j' in the service of a
foreign power, now at war with this country,” said the
inspector grimi}’, “and it 158 my duty to warn you that what-
ever you say may be taken down to be used in evidence
against you at your trial.”

The German turned pale. He cast a hunted lock round
the study.

Outside, in the passage, there was a buaz of voices that
became a roar. The inspector's words had been heard by a
score of fellows, and they flew through the schoo] like wild-
fire, :

Herr Muhlbach hicked his dry lips.

** But this—this is ridiculous!"” he stammered.
tutor. The headmaster here can answer for ine,
honest man !’

‘“You will ba able to prove that at your trial, I hope,”
said the inspector genially. *“ We have evidence that you
met another German—now in custody—and handed him an
anwl!ﬂpe containing papers and diagrams—— Ah, would
you 1"’

The German master had made a leap for the window.

The inspector was on him in a flash. There was a
moment’s straggle, and the constable rushed forward; but he
was not needed. The German master sank into a chair with
the handcuffs clinking on his wrists.

e was a prisoner

“T'll trouble you to come with me,"” said the inspector
cheerfully.

“* Mein Gott, I am lost !" :

“ Looks like it, don't it!” smiled the inspector. * John
Bull isn't so sleepy as some of you German johnnies imagine,
Eu l:gn 'npﬂt a spy now and then. Good-morning, Mr,

ueleh !’

The Remove master, startled and amazed, pushed through
the crowd in the passage and entered the stur&ii

“ Inspector Grimes, what is this! Herr Muhlbach—"

"' erman spy, sir.

"““ Impossible 1"

“We have proof!”

¢ Bless my soull” exclaimed Mr. Q]!.Imlﬂh.

“ And I dare say we shall find further proof here,” added
the inspector, as he proceeded to make a business-like search
of the study.

He was nght !
of money in German Reichsbank notes came to light. Mr,
Quelch looked on aghast. The inspector smiled geniully. It
was one of the happlest mornings of his life.

Leaving the consgable in charge of the wretcned spy, the
inspector visited the Head to explain te him, and to make
the excuses of the two juniors, whose midnight excursion had
been the means of bringing the whole plot to light. Then
the inspector and the policeman departed with their prisoner,
followed to the gates by nearly all Greyfriars.

Herr Muhlbach vanished from sight, never to be seen al
Greyfriars again. With his confederate, and others rascals
who were discovered later by means of the papers that had
been secured, he went to his just punishment,

Harry Wharton and Squiff were called into the Head's
study immediately the mspector had gone.

They entered in & rather uncasy mood, not knowing
exactly how Dr. Locke would have taken the matter. But
they were soon reassured. The Head of Greyfriars shook
hands with them cordially.

“ Tnspector Grimes has told me the part yon have played
in bringing to i]ustiﬂe a most unscrupulous and conscienceless
rascal,”” said the Head. ‘' You have acted—ahem !—very
irregularly, but, under the circumstances, I shall not men-
tion that. You have acted very wcll, my boys, and I shall
forgive your action in breaking bounds. But—ahem !—don't
let it occur again.’”

And the Head dismissed them.

The part the Famous Five and Squiff had taken In the
exposure of the spy was soon known t.:[ll over Greyfriars, and
they were the observed of all observers., Only Coker of the
Fifth was furious. Coker bore down upen the chums of the
Remove, and told Lhem what be thought of them, at great
length and with great emphasis. Tndeed, to listen to Coker,
one might have imagined that 1the German spy was his own
private property, and that ths juniors had gean guilty of
trespass, at least, if not actual burglary, in unmasking him
and placing him in the hands of the authorities. However,
nobody minded Coker,

As Cherry cheerfully remarked, they could afford to
let old Coker gas, since they had secured the * kudes’’ of
capturing the spy in the school,

“1l am a
1 am an

Papers and plans, and a coneiderable sum

THE END.

(Another grand, long, complete tale of Harry
Wharten & Co. next Monday, entitied “ WON BY
PLUCK,” by Frank Richards: Order early.)
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THE UNC
A Magnificent Story of .Thrilling Adventure.
By SI DREW,

READ THIS FIRST.

Ferrers Lord and his old companions, Rupert Thurston,
Ching-Lung, the Chinese prince. Gan-Waga, the Esquimio,
with Hal Honour, Prout, Maddock & Co., are once more on
board the submurine, the Lord of the Deep. This time they
are in chase of Lord’s wonderful machine, named the
Unconquerable, which is a marvellous combination of sub-
marmme and airship, The Unconguerable has been stolen
by the millionaire’s enemies, but a tempoerary fouling of the
]iv‘rnpellara enable Prout and Barry O'Rooney to gét aboard.

hey overpower the men aboard. Barry, donning his diving-
dress, leaves the ship to try and attract the Lord of the Dec
with the peculiar bell which Ferrers Lord invented—whic
can be heard for miles by auy submacine fixed with a
“.receiver'' constructed by the millionaire. Hnrr{u attcmpts
are mot in vamm, and Ferrers Lord, who, with his men, is
delighted at the prospect of once more seeing their friends
and the Unconquerable, watches the little machine that gives
them the position of the signallers. But the needle whizzes
madly for a moment, and then swings back to its former
position. It has broken. Hal Honour, however, sucoeeds in
making another instrument, by which they once morc get
imto commumcation with Barry O'Rooney. Suddenly there
15 @ terrific explosion from a long way away, and Hul Honour
fears the Uneconquerable has been blown up. Meanwhile, Mike
Kennedy, Ching-Lung’s socretary, who is aboard the prince's
yacht, runs down a small sailing-vessel, which is found to
colitain the bound and gagged form of Jeff Sanday, who has
Just succeeded in oblaining the insurance money of his vessel,
which ran ashove at the tune the Unconguerable was stolen,
He informs Kennedy that every penny of his money has been
stolen from him, and that the vessel which they collided with
was f[ull of dynamite. Jeff SBanday describes his thrilling
adventures, when e detective enters, with orders to take pos-
ression of the yacht, as she s stated to carry explosives.
Meanwhile, the men on the Unconquerable manage to set
the machinery in motion, and the vessel rises to the surface
once more. Prout and Barry were looking forward to seeing
their comrades of the Lord of the Deep sguin, when suddenly
Martin Arklaud cnters the room with o bayoneted rifle as
his shoulder.

*“Hands up!” he shouts. “ I am not beaton yet!”?

(Now go on with the story.)

[ o m e

——

The Wrath of Herr Schwartz—Ben Maddock Promises to be

Cheerflul—Queer News by Cable—The Diver Makes a
Discovery.

It was some time before Hal Honour turned his head. He
looked disgusted. The sound that had terrified him was
explained by further sounds, a succession of brisk reverbera-
tions. The ['.'m:ﬂu%uemhlu had not blown up, as he had
dreaded. In all probability they were running away from the
lost submarine. The scunds were caused by the esploding
shells of some battleship at target-firing.

* Btop [

Ching-Lung transmitted the order.
when he understood the reason for it.

I Hung it, that spoils everything ! Can't we go up and tell
'em to shut their row? Anyhow, let's have a look at them.”

* As you like, Ching,” said Ferrers Lord.  * It's a nuisance
but they will scon have fnished. II they are Dritish vessels
I may speak to them.”

The picture that appeared on the dise revealed two French
cruisers and a first-class battleship. They were firing their
heavy guns at a floating target a couple of miles away. The
Lord ofsthe Decp sank again.

*“ After all, it is only postponing the happy hour,” said
Thurston cheerfully. ** We shall find them presently.”

** Not with that,” grunted Ilal Honour, * In an hour !

(Cont/nued on page iv of cover,)

ITe grumbled Lidterly
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Ouce more his serewdriver was bronght out, and the instru-
ment came down. A third was fitted, and Ferrers Lord took
his turn at the telephone. The firing was over, and the
Irench warships had steamed away, Again gloom began to
settle down vpon the submarine,

L] #

“1 can't keep

“ Souse me, Joe!"' remarked Ben Maddock. _
What's

my pipo alight, and the "baccy tastes like smokin’ "ay.
that a sign of 1"

*“ Bluggish liver,” replied Joe.

“ No, 1t ain't; it's a sign of the hump, Joe. Drat them
Frenchmen! The unthinkin' brutes have fair done vs in!"”

“You forget they didn't know, my boy,” replied the
carpenter, ' Personally, I don't dislike Frenchies at all.
We're very good pals wi' 'em just now, and I "ope we'll
keep on being pood pale, go just smile away. You can't down
Barry and old Tommy Prout.”

" Aeh, I dink not dot dey drown,” sighed the cook, ' bud
I am fill mit grief. Shaf! I vould smash all der Frenchmans
alivo mit ein gréowbar! I do not like Frenchmans. Nein—
uein, dey vas no goot. Dey vas vicked like all der Esgimos.”

*1 know one Eskimo that loves you, eook,” saxd Joo;
" nn:.'!. he must love you a lot, for he's called his dog after
you.,

" A fact, souse me!” added Maddock, with a fceble prin.
* Gan-Waga, out o' pure affection, has named his unew tyke
* Blue-heyed Shorts.” ™

Tho cook gazed from one to the other to see whether they
werea joking or not,

*“ He says the tyke is just like you in the face, and has the
same colour of hair,” went on the carpenter,

““ And the same sort of voice, souse me, when you tread
on its tail and make it yelp pen-and-ink,” murmured the
bo'sun. ‘' You ought to be complimented. It's a nice {yke,
and he thinks when he's trained its moustache a bit and
taught it to squint, they won't know which is yon and which
ain't."”’

** Dot vas drue, yes!” hirsed Herr Schwartz, rubbing his
right fist against the of his left hand. ** Ar-r-r! Dot vas
drue?! You not choke, is ud? Dunder! Ach, der insult!
Der misorable hound, he vas gall after me! He vas like me,
15 ud? Ar-r-r-r-rl He vas like me, ves?"

“Baid he'd got cook’s soft and soothin’ emile, didn't he,
Ben, and a jolly sight better manners?’ inquired Joe.

Mr. Benjamin Maddock nodded, and Herr Schwartz pro-
ceeded to put an edge on a carving-knife.

“ Goot!" he said. ‘* Ha, ha, hal! Dot Esgimo he haf ecin.

merry wit. Dot vas ein goot choke. Ar-r-r!l I like der tog,

but 1 dink Gan-Vaga like bedder der tog. He could ead der
tog. Yos, yes—ach, yes1 He ghall both ead der tog and he
shall ead der vords of insuld he sbeak! Ar-r-r-r! Of der tog

autiful pie, mit ein lofely

erust,
Gan-Vaga he shall ead- ud.

I shall make ein pie—ein
Ha,

and all gravy inside., Un
ha, ha!" )

Uttering a wild and dreadful laugh, the cook savagely
plunged the knife into the heart of a Cheshire cheese. Joe
and Ben were too dispirited to laugh themselves. Schwarts
stabbed thaht:heeze a eccond time, and gave the knife another
scrape on the steecl,

‘' Ja, ja! Ein pie—ein lpie mit toz in 1£!" he snarvled. * Ein
iofely tog-pie, all for lofely Gan-Vaga! Ha, ha, hal! He
gannod insuld me.”

The bo’sun and the carpenter were fully. aware that Herr
Schwartz had no iutention of converting his -namesake into
pie-mbat, for the cook was just as fond of dogs as any of
the crew. Still, they knew he would have something to say
to Gan about the liberty that had been taken with his name,
and they wished Gan would stroll along. The Eskimo, how-
ﬂ-e]t;, remained in his safe and cool retreat, the swimming-
bath.

“ Bouse me,” said Benjamin at last, * I'm sick of this! I'll
go and ax point blank for news, if I has to ax the chief.’”

“ Ein pie—ein pie mit tog in it " hissed the cobk. ** Ar-r-r!
Ein pio dot vill bark at der insulding plackguard! Ar-rer-r!”

Prout tiptoed to the door of the saloon and drew back. The
chief himself was at the telephone, but Ching-Lung caught
sight of the bo'sun's anxious face and smiled reassuringly.

** There's no fresh news, Ben,” he said, * but it will all
bo wedl. Don't look so miserable. We shall hear that tinkler
again before long."” )

“1I 'ope =0, souse me!" sighed the bo'sun. * It.seems a
bit lonesome wi'out them two boys, sir, not the same ghip,
sir, and we all says s0.”

“ But they'll tuin: up chuckling, my dear lad. Put a merry
face on it. Don't let them see you looking down in the
mouth, for they think a lot of your opinion, very likely a log
more than it's worth. Het an example, like a good chap.,
Keep on being cheerful and talk cheerfully.” '

“1'I1 try, sir,” answered the bo'san, but you might have
axed me something o lot easier."” i : )

Ching-Lung went on making artificial trout-flica with great
skill. urston came in and threw himself into a chair.

D

“1'm beginning to feel the strain,” he said. ** It's giviag
mo a headache. You chaps might be built of iron instead
of flash and blood. I'm about dead beat.”

Ferrers Lord moved in his chair, and the Lord of the Deep
eank to the bottom and came to rest,

Y Take this, Rupert, for ten minutes or so,” said the
millionaive. ** We must see if anything is known in London.™

The sieel shutters rolled back. A lamp flashed through
the water, and Ching-Lung saw the shadowy form of a diver
move past the glass and disappear. :

He came back, and another diver joined him. Ching-Lung
put away hiz feathers, hooks, and silk, and waited, whistling
to himself. There was a long delay. At last the two divers
returned, and a bell rang. |

“ Hallo!” cried Ching-Lung.
any news at all.,”

He heard the millionaire’s quiet laugh.

“It is queer news; but not wh&]ﬁr unexpected, after a
fashion,”" said the voice of Ferrers Lord. * Your yacht, with
Kennedy aboard, has been in collision in the and
has been towed back for repairs. The police are suspicious,
and have taken possession of her. She sank a Dutch eel-boat:
The one survivor—at least, the only man they rescued—turns
out to be Jeff Sanday, late captain of the Grudon. One of
GutEre;"s boats sailed just an hour before your yacht. She

But Ching-Lung had dro the receiver of the telephone,
for a diver was standing close to the glass with an object in
his hands that drove all thoughts of Kennedy and the yacht

out of his heacdk—a wooden keg.

““Say it's good if there's

L]

“ Submarine Unconguerable below. Unable to rise. Four
men aboard.”

They bent over the eplintered and dripping keg. One of
the staves had been driven in, Evidenily some chip had
ridden over it. There was the message, the call for aid.
The keg might have drifted far befoye it reached the bottom.
Except for its iron hmEa it would probably never have sunk
at all. But who coald tell which way. the tide had been
running when the keg had been struck adrift?

“ Another riddie,” said Ferrers Lord. * Can you read it

for us, Honourt"
The engineer shook his head.
" must be near,” said Ching-Lung.. ** Why don'{ they-

nm'tnd the bell? I know why, but I don't like to think about

-

" Bosh! We must face theso things, Ching,"” eaid the
miillionaire, * They have trapped a useful mad m this fellow
Arkland if they bhave managed to trap him. You imnl,;[ina
that they cannot go out and sound the bell because they have
exhausted their supply of air? A fnan like Arkland surely
yd:iglnrsjtjinda how to manipulate a force pump. Come, we are
idling,

He gave an order to one of the divers. A long iron bar
was diiven into the sand, and a lamp tied to it. The lamp
was the centre of a circle, with a radius of two miles. With
her searchlights blazing through the water the submarine
followed the circle. At the second revolution she narrowed
fhe circle by a furlong, at the third by two furlongs. It was
weary work, X :

“ There's the lamp, sir,” eaid Maddock at last, _
~ They saw it glimmering faintly, a luminous blolch in the
darkness. They had returned almost to their star¥ng-place.

“That keg must have drifted a long way,” said Rupert
Thurston dismally, ** What's to be done now! Suggest
something, for pity's sake!”

“We'll take in the lamp, and I must use the cable,” an-
swered Fervers Lord, © We cannot perform miracles, Ruiart.
If all ends well, I shall be almost thankful that this has hap-
pened. It only proves how much there is yet to be done.
We are only like children playing with a new toy. When‘we
build our new Unconquerable we must give her eyes and
cars and 8 voice. Yes, there is much to be done.”

The divers went out and tapped the submarine cable. Ten
minutes later Ching-Lung entered the salaon,

“ Any news?"' he asked.

“* None so far, Ching. Ah, here comes something! I must
answor this. What ehall I say?"

““Whit you think best, as it's [rom the London police,”
said Ching-Lung. * They'll take more notice of you than of
me."’ ;

“You are right in that. Your yacht may as well stay
where” she is now, and Kennedy come on by train. And
Chan-Song-Puf"” ;

“ Oh, let him stay! He'll be more useful in London. You
don't sufficiently appreciate that rascal, Lord. Chan will
surprise you one day."

(Next Weehk's Instalment of this Serial will con-
tain Some Startiing Developments, Be Sure of Youws
Copy and Order in Ativance.)
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