KICKED OUT OF SCHOOL!

A Grand Long Complete School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
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WITH MALICE IN HIS HEART, THE GERMAN
SGCHOOLBOY LEAVES GREYFRIARS!

(A Thrilling Scene in the Magnificent Long Complete School Talz in this Issue.)
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By Frank Richcrds,
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St

Quite oie of the best is next Monday's geand long, completo
story of the famous chums of Grvi,'irmrs School.  Sidney
‘TJames Brnovp, the eily, reprehenaible cad of the Remove,
rot: into serious financial straits;, end in a weak moment
Frank Nugent, generous and easy-going, promises to provide
the v wherewith to extrcate Enoop from, his. serape.
Not having the cash himeelf, Nugent 15 compelled to obtain
it from the jupior cricket' funde, of which he is treasurer;
and lis mortlication and dismay when Snoop says he cannot
possibly pay it back may well be imagined. The timely
mtervention of Werpon-Bmaith, the onedtime DBounder of
Greyirviars, prevents uny adverse vesulis accruing irom

“FRANK MNUGENT'S FOLLY1!"™

e

THE BOYS OF THE OLD BRIGADE!

Que of Them Writes.a Stirring Message to the
Editors of the “Greyiriars Hérald."

“ Now, 1Haery Wharton, Bob Cherry, and the fest of the
stafl, .\p‘ﬁu‘t-.dn‘ you mesu by <losing down your delightiul
pagser Just as we were all thoreughly enjoying a4t
" Tdaw’t you think you ought to be bomped? As dear old
Gamisy says, ‘%aas, wathah? Hdwever, as it is the Kaiser's
fault, I ‘fawst let you off, and propose, instead, -that the
Kaizer be boiled i oil vver o slow -fire! i

“1 look forward to.the time when the wav is over and the
little paper springs info new life.

“Now, Bolp and Harry, although 1 am a stranger to you,
you are not so Lo me; for 1 knew yeu when you made your
first appeafanee in the " Mapnet.” Mapy times my boys wonld
Ak me to rend one of the books, und many a ]mm‘t}' lavgh
we have hud at the expenze of Willinm George Bunter and
similar amusing coves,

“Well, T used to buy' the papers then; but my boy buys
ihem mgow, and I read them with the same gusto az 1 did
at fiest. OF course, when 1 was your age I vead awlul trash—
“INick Turpin,” ete;  Then I vemember dear old  Breft's
paper, * Boxs of England,” and * Young Men of Great Britain’

Al they wore delightlul papers! But T think, after all, they

do not conie up to the * Magnet? or* Gem.’

“Fut if T go on at thiz vaic 1 shall tire your patience. So
run along fo ericket and enjoy yourselves. amd take an old
fFopv's blessing. So an rovely, Bob, Harry: wwl the resg of
vou, andbe sure to give us your paper again after e war.
—Yours gvor, W ATERNT

The writer of the above genial Jetter is an old genlleman
of seventy, living at Waoolwich, Theve zecms to be no age
linit =0'far as readers of the good old “ Magnet™ Library
are concerned, and I shonld not be surprised Lo earn that
hundreds of hoary veterans still devour the IHarey Wharton
storice with the same avidity ns a youngster of twelve.

" In Marrs Wharton's nume I thank Mr. Allen for his warm
- fribute. awd sincerely hope the magic pen of Mr o Frank
Richards nay serve to gladden the eventide of his life.
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NOTICES.

K. Harzreaves, 374, Alber Ifaoe, Belwrave, Locester,
wants to buv the following: “Magnet,” Noe 380, 384, 3E7,
388 362, 304, 410, and 418; “Gew,?" Nos, 379, 380, 382, 586, 387,
36, 389, I90, 381, 408, 404, 465, 406, 407, 411, 415, acd 315
and * Greyfriavs Herald ¥ No. 4.

John Lohle, 10, Old Compton Street, Sebo, Lendon, W,
wants to form a *dGem ™ and “ Magnet " me, apen io
readers anywhere, and will ‘be glad if anyone interested will
write him, enclosing a stamped and addressed cuvelope.

‘Beverley Road, Hull, -wishes to hu

"

H. B Warnnngten, 7,
Orborne MWoad, Bonuth-
ville, Brizstol, wants more
members for 'a “Gem™
and “*Magnet " League,
open to boys and girks

anywhore.

Jack lLee, 20, North
End, East Grinstcad, par-
tiealarly wants tlie * Magnet ™ stary entitled * Champion of
the Oppressed.” B. 'l'..‘::fllini?'. 10, Coxwell Hoad, Muwmnstead,
5., wants that callod ' The Slackers  Eleven,” Wil any
riader obligo these twa? '

Private James Miller, 27th Reserve Bait., Munchester
Iteet:, Altenr, Liverpool, asks for ihe numbers of tho
“Magnet " from 268 to 284, and would like to corrvespond
with & reader.

Peter MeUabe, Enarsh, Swanns Cross Road., Co. Monaghan,
would like to hear from readers who havd fov sale any of the
following: “Magnet,’” Neos. 1—380; “Gom,” Nos, 1—380;
* Dreadnought,” MNos, 1—150; “Throygh Thick aned Thin” ;
“Fom Merry & CUo.,” and other school stories published in
tieo B B 5d. Library.

Private E. R. Chapman, 4,526, 2 Platoon, 1 Coy., 1st Ilerts
Rept., BEF., France, would be very gllnd to have back
nwnbers of the Companion Papers

Miss Kathleen Ings, 4, Melbourne Villas, West Street,
Woling#, hag just begui to learn shorthand, and would like
to correspond with other readers who -are learning in tho
script, for purposes of practice,

M. Juwnp, 61, Wavertree Vale, Wavertree, Liverpool, would
like te gu pumbers of the “Magpet” and “Gew”
included 4n Vels. 1—06.

Private J. Lambert, 4,654, D. Coy., 410 Middlesex Regt.,
TTut 36, _Pu:‘ﬂﬂ&tj Essex, wants to buy back numbers of tne
“Magnet ™ for BimacH and his chums.

Willintn Marshall, 22, .Craystal Avenue, Cave Strect

“Through Thick and
Thin and “The Boy Without a Nume.”
J. Cracknell, Eim Lodge, Shivehall Lane, 1lendon,-London,

- NWL, wants to buy the numbers contained in Vols, 1—5 of

hoth the ™ Magnet ™ and * Gem."

Private 5. Pow, 1,517, A. Squadromn, North Bomerset
Yeomanry, Kelvedon, Essex, would be glaM to correspond
with readoers,

Charles Gressley, 2, Plegsant Rond, Eccles, Manchester,
wants to get the story of Nelson Lee entitled ™ Birds of
Proyv."

Michael Firle, 46, St. Ann's Road, Rotherbam, wants to

"oy the Followine numbers of the * Magnet ™ Those contain.

ing *The Schoolboy Auetioncer ™ anid ** Bunter the Boxer,™
and those in which Hurree Singh, Squiff, and Alonzo Todd
vaome to Grexiviavs,

Bundboy James MeGhee, EEZ22T, Coy. Neo. 1, 3rd Tadt.
Seottish Rifles, Nige Camp. Rossshire, would be slad to
eprrospond with a veader of about hiz own age-—16,

Private 18 W. CGireen, 087,393, 1st Seetion, 40 Coy., 5Sth
Geoneral Headguarters, Ammaniiton Padk, France, would be
very slad to have back numhbers of the ™ Maznet,”

Viss Mollie Green, 11, Mount Btreet. Waterloo, Liverponl,
wantz to buy “The Bov Without a Nawe” amd the
S AIgenel ” numbers containing ** Billy Bunter's Love-Affair ™
and *Billy Bunter's Postal Orvder,” :

Able-Beaman (. Craigie, (0 25,345, A, Coy.. ITond Balt,,
N1, 15t Naval Brigade, Bustern Meditervancan Soadron,
ofo R0, London, would like 1o corvespond with a girl
m:_tIL.ILl"F'I.'_ Jeffvies, 131, Barclay Strect, off Toese  Road,
Lotoester, wuntz a copy of “The Boy Without a Name, ™
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[2obliged if you will
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KICKED OUT OF SCHOOL!

L ]
A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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% Hallo, hallo, hallo 1 That sudden yell olose behind him startled Mr, Banks almost out of his wits, He gave a
wild jump and 5lid off the stile, plumping info the dusty lane on his hands and knpes, (Ses Chapler 3,)

THE FIRST CHAPTER. It was only a small impot—twenty lines of *Virgil "—and
Wharton had dashed it off before joining hiz chums at cricket
Missing Linos ! practice. Ho had left it lying on the study teble when
L HERE'® my impot?"” linished. ] ) . ~
Harry Wharton asked that question wrath- Cricket Lﬂm{*hm had proved interesting, aful he had for.
fullr. gotten both the impot and Mre, Quelch until the first stroke

The captain of the Remove had run hastily  of six reminded him of them,
into Hn-,gi Elitudy. It was atriking six, and at Then he had rushed to the Schosl House, and whipped

six o'clock the imposition had to be delivered to Mr. Quelch, inte the study, to scize the written sheet and dash off to Mr.
his Form-master. Quploh's study with it

No. 433. Coapyright Ia the Ualted States of Amarion, May 27i0, 1816,
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Tao Liz surprize and weath, ¢ was no longer thero!l

Thﬁ study table, lilke Mra. Haubbard's celebrated cupboard,
wis bare.

“What tha dickens!” ejaculated Wharton, * What thump-
].FF]-: azs has been playing tricks with my impet? Where the
clivkens i)

The last stroke of six died away. )

Frank Nugent came into the study with o parcel under his
arm. It was tea-time, and the juniors were guite veady fov
tea after cricket practice in the line weather.

“Been my impot, Franky?"” _

“Na, Tome yvou took it to Quelchy. He's awlully ]}n}r-
ticulay about these things," said Nugent, " Buzz off while
I get tea™

“But I can’t firud the mpot”™

“Where did vou pat it?"

1 left it on tho table,™

“ Bome sz has taken it for o joke, I suppose.”

Wharton knitted his brows. i .

“1 wish I knew the merry idiot! I'd joke him! Quelehy
will double it if T don't take it in. I don’t call this a joke.”

‘The two juniovs looked hastily about the study; bub there
was no sign of the missing sheet. The unknown practical
joker had not simply put it out of sight in- the room—it was

O,
# Wharton stepped into the pazsage as a junior came along.

“*Stop a minute, Newland!”

Monty Newland stopped. — ; : :

“1 suppose you haven’t been joking with my jmpoti”

“No. Time you took it to Quelchy,” said Newland,

“Y know that, fathead! Have you seen anybody fooling
.onod my study?  It's been taken away.”

Newland reflected, ; ) .

“Yea; there was Rattenstein,” he said “1 saw him
roming oub of your study a quarter of an hour ago, just when
ifqaa”gﬁmg out to the tuck-shop. He may kuwow somethimg
of 1.

* Thanka " -

Harry Wharton ran along the passage to the study which
was shared by Lord Mauleverer, Delarey, and Rattenstein of
the Remove, His brows were datk now. He had littls doubt
ihat that illnaturcd joke had been played by Rattenstein.
Rattenstein, the Hun schoolboy, was gapable of that or any
cther unpleasant trick.

Wharton opened the study door hurriedly, Lord Mauleverer
was there, and he blinked lazily at the cxoited captain of the
Hemove,

“ Hallo, dear boy!” ]

“Where's Rattenstein?” azked Wharton,

“(one dawn to the tuck-shop. Ele's kind cnough te do
the shoppin’ for tea,” said Lord Mauleverer.

Wharton sniffed. All the Remove knew that Hattenstein
sponged most uumercifully on Lord Mauleverer, and that he
rever contributed his “ whack * to tea in the study in all the
woeks he had been at Groyfriars. The d-natured school-
bay carl did not mind; all he minded was Rattenstein's
company in his study, and that could not be helped now,

“Woell, I want the beast!"’ said Harry.

“Begad ! What a curious taste!™ yawned
“But you can have him if you like, my
sure I don't want him.”

“J mean, I want to speak to him,” growled Wharton.
“Hally! Hero he comes!”

Rattenstein entered the study with a bundle. E-.rirlent.lg he
l:ad been doing shopping on an extensive scele. As Lord
Mauleverer was footing the bill, the youthiul Hun apparently
gaw no reazon why he should stint himseli. :

* Here you are, Mauleverer,” he smid, taking no notice of
Wharton. ““And here's vour change.”

“Thanks, dear boy! Wharton wantz to speak to you.”

“Tho want is all oin Wharton's side, then,” said Ratten-
slein, with an ovil look at the captain of the Remove.

Thero was no love lost between Harry Wharton and  the
German junior, x

I"I want to know what you’ve dune with my impet,” =zid
Harey.

Raimnétn[n raized his evebrows.

* Your what?”

* Tmpot.™

=T don't guite understand.”

“ T left my bmpot on iny sttely Lable when T went down to
ericket. Tt's been talen avway.’

Rattenstein shengged his shouldere.

“Has it? I don't see why you shounld suppose that T keow
anvthing about #t. 1'm not nterested in your impots.™

“*You wore in my study twenty minuntes age.”™

“1 was nott”

* Wharton's H% curled contemptuously., The first thought of
the German schoolboy was a falsehood.

“*Newland saw you,” said Harry.

“That is not trne.”

THE MacxeT LIBRARY.—Na. 435,
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“T'll call Newland.” N
_“T'ox here,™ said Monty Newland, looking in at the door,
“Y¥ou're mistaken, Rattenstein. You were coming out of
No. 1 when 1 paszed tho door.”

Ilattenstein’s pale-blue eyes glinted for a moment; then he
noaded carclessly.

*"¥es, now I remember. 1 stepped into thoe study for a
moement,” he said. 1 did not gce anything of the impot.”

“What were you doing in my study, then?: demanded
\Wharton.

“¥ waz going to ask vou to lend me your ‘Virgil,” as 1
have lines to do,” enid Rattenstein calmly. “As you were
not there, I did not Yeel at liberty to take 1t. That iz all.”

“¥ou denied going into the study a minute ago.”

“1I had forgotten.”

“You didn't touch my impot?™

“Neo.™

There was a8 panse. Battenstein, apparently comsidecing
the makter at an end, was unpacking his bundle.  IHurry
Wharton locked hard at him,- Rattenstein was known in the
Hemove as untruthful snd treacherous,  He was on bad
tevins with most of the Remove, and especially with No. 1
Etud,;'. A lie eost him litle, and Whaston could hardly deubt
that ko was lymng now.

But he felt that he could not proceed further without proof.
I was quite possible that someone clie had abstracted the
impoaition. ;

~Well, 1 don't believe you, Rattenstein,” said Wharton
Lluntly. “But I suppose I've got to give you the benefit of

Rattenstein shrugged his shoulders agoin,  Wharten left
the atudy with kmtted brows. :

“X wouldn't say that he had it, you know,” remarked
Newland., “ Ho hadn't it in his hand, anyway, when he came
ont of your study, Might have been somcbody else,” :

Wharton nedded.

“Might bave been; but ita just one of his voften Hun
tricks,” he said. “1 shall have te write it over again, apd
geb I‘i}awmg into the bargain.” ! :

And Wharton went to hiz study, and started writing
“Virgil " at express spead, instead -:afr iu\ring tea.- And when

i

the hnes were taken in to Mr. Quelch, that gentlemap

remarked that were delivered half an hour late. How-
ever, he dcce the V}umu:’s explanation concerning the
gmum% lines. and Wharton escoped  without a  fresh
itnposition; '

THRE SECOND CHAPTER.
Siralght From the Shoulder !

b ALLO, halla, hallst®
“What'z the row?”
“Our old friend Banks,™ said Bob Cherry.

The Famous Five were <rossing the footpath

through the meadows, returning from a visit to

Cliff House. As they camo throngh the last field towards

the stila in Friardale Lane, Bob i'.herr:.r canght sight of o

fat, squat figure seated on tiw stite,

It was o figure well-known in the neighbourhood-—that of

Mr, Banks, who followed the profession of beskmaker, sport.
ing tout, and sharper generally.

Mr. Banks had his plump back to the juniors, He was

seated facing the lane, and his eyes were turned in the direc-

tion of Greyiriars,

His bowler hat was perched on the back of his head, and
e was poisoning the sweet cvening air with the scent of o
rank cigar.

“‘Banks, the lLockie!™ szgid Johnny Bull, “What is ke
doing here "

“Waiting for somebedy,” said Bob: "and, to judge by the
way he's blinking at the echool, I should say it was somebody
from Greyviviars."

Harry Wharton frowned.

It was quite probable that Baaks was thero to seo some
vivkless Gresfiiars fellow,

All was grist that came to Mr, Barks mill; and since the
wor had played havee with the profita of sharp practice on
the Turf, Mr, Banks was keenor than ever to nes tho small
aymis that eame to him from “goey ™ yonths who were de-
sivous of going the pace.

Wharton remembered only too well how Tlazeldene of the
Remove had fallen into eeriouz trouble through the mediem
of Mr. Bunks; hie was not likely to forget it, or the distress
it had ecauged his girl elum dMarjorie Hazeldene, If Mr,
Banks was “on the war-path ” again it meant trouble for
somebody ab Greviviars, ]

“The rotter !’ esid Harry. “Why can’t ha keep his black-
unardism to ita proper place—the racecourse? I wonder what
silly #s3 ha Js waiting for now?®”

MACNIFICENT TUCK-HAMPERS FOR READERS OF THE “ BOYS' FRIEND,” 1% OUT TO-DAY.
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Rattenstein
Bod Cherry. *‘Chuck It, you ass!

L

began to struggle violently as he eaught sight
Pon't you see GQuelchy ? **
power of his lungs. (See CRapler B.)

of the Remove Form-master. * My hat | ** ejaculated

“Let me go ! " yelled Rattensiein, with all the

S"Not Hazel the time,” said Nugent,

with a laugh.
“Hazel's chucked all that,"
M Bome other asinine duffer,” said Johnny Bull. * Loder

of the Sixtl, perhaps. But Loder would have too much sense
to meot him so near the school,”™

“Tl tell you what," said Bob Cherry. “If he's there to
mest o Gr&ifnnn chap, it's up to us to chip in, Az leading
persons in the school—"' '

# Ahem ™

“Leading persons in the Lower Scheol, ANYWAY, We're
hm;]nd to hvﬁ]p anhay?dun r?cqufia DEHH:’ ﬁad ﬁzmg them u}a
in the way they should go,” said Bob, *““My idea 1s to pitch
Bapks into the ditch.”

“"Ha, lin, ha!"

“ After all, he ought to bo in khaki, vou know,” said Bob.
“Ha's not too old. I supposs he's oxempt as unfit, But wh
didn't he keap himself Gt? Very likely & ducking in the dite
would buck him up.” , :

“Fathead!” said Harry. “We don’t want him to come
g&mpimmng‘r to the Head, Better find out first what his game
15, BNYWHY.

Mr. Banke had not heard the juniors approaching, as they
were walking on the grass. Bob Cherry went ahead of his
chums, and tiptoed up behind tho bookmaker. Stopping
close behind Mr. Banks, he emitted o sudden tervifie yell.

“ Halla, ha:l]r::a5 hallo !*" :

“Hu, ha, hat”

THE MacxXET LisrAny.—No. 433

NEX'T
MONDAY—

“FRANK NUGENT'S FOLLY!”

That sudden yell close belhind him sturtled Mr. Banks
almost out of his wits, e gave a wild jump and alid off the
stile, plumping into the dusty lane on his hands and kneca
His cigar slipped into his mouth, and he gave a fearful howl
as his lipe touched the lighted end.

Tho fat gentleman sprawled over, and aat up daredly, and
ejected the cigar, and a string of caths afier 1, e blinked
at the face of Bob Cherry grinning at hira over the stile,

“ Good-evening ! said Bob cheerily.

* Groooooh 1"

“Did I etartle you?"

“Gerrrerg ! You young villain! Ow:!™

“ Fancy roeating you!” went on Bob, vaulting Lightly over
the stile. * Did you come here specially to ser ua, Banka?™

Mr. Banks scrambled up, red with rage. e yrasped bus
stick savagely, but he did not use 1t. Havey Wharton & Co.
had fallowed DBob over the stile, and the Farmous Five nf
CGreyiriars wero rather too big an order for the fat, unfi
slacker to tackle.

“You young "onnd!" snarled Mr, Panka. *'Ang you

“* Are you waiting liere for o Greyfriars chap?” asked Baob,

“Find out!" .

“That's what I'm asking vou for. T you are, we're going
t-::ﬁth:.'q vou inte the diteh! Now, own up!™

¢ juniors grinned, Mr, Banks was nat likely to owr up
when his reward was to be 2 ducking in the ditch _

“I'm waiting for yvour answer,” said Bob, “If you dor't

A Grand, Long, Complete Story o! Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRAMK RICHARDS.
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anslwer ?'mz’!l be bumped for contempt of court, according
o law )’
O Ang Fou, you cheeky young ®und I anorled Mr. Banks,

“That 15 not & satisfectory roply. I think weo had better
find the grianner ‘Guilty,” and execute the sentence of the
lawe,” paid Bob.

“If you lay your 'a2nds on me—"

“Hallo!” said Johnny Bull auddeanly.
other rotter!"

“ Matteustein, by Jove ™

Rattenstein of Hemove was hurrying up the lane, IHe
iooked at ibe Famous Five in surprise as came uyn, It
was evident encugh that the Gorman junior was the person
Mr. Banks had boea mth for. )

“1 ex to you alone, Banks,"” he said.

“PBlessed are those ‘who don't expect,” ssid Bob Cherry.
' We'ro 20 sttached to the dear old Banks that we can’t leave

m -

*8o this 1s your labest, Rattenstein?” said Wharton, with a
curl of the Iip. ** You are here to moet this raseall”

*That is my business, I supposa.”

“Not at alll It would be the Head's businesd if he knew.™

“¥ou had better tell him!* snoered RHatfenstein.

“1 shall not tell him. But—*

“I am not here to make bets with Mr. Banke' said Rat.
tenstein, “I have quile another motive. It does not concomn
you, but I will tell you. I have good resson to lLielieve that
a Removo fellow has deslinge with- him, amnd I wish to put
an end to it"

“ My has!® :

“Gammon!” said Johany Bull

“The pammonfulness iy terrific,” remarked Hurree Tomset
Ram Hingh, “The esteemed Rattemstein should tell ns a
more sasviul one.”

“If you do mot believe me—""
C“Wetrdon't1"” maid IHarry Wharton quiotly.
expect us to when you are Enown to be a Har,
your object you can go ahead—in our presence.”

“I shall do nothing of the %ort !

“Then we conclude that you are lying—as usual! As you
happen to belong to the Remove, you won't be allowed to
chum up with bookmakers. You'll go back to Greviriars.”

“1 shall do ns I please.”

“You'll do as wo please in this matter
H'ur::, u don't understand the rules of decency; but yom
won't he_allowed to disgrace your school and oura whils we
can stop it. And you'll start at once.”

“1 won's!™

“Then we'll help you 1™

L H!lﬂﬂﬂ" grinned Bob Cherry, and he toole one of Rai-
tanstein’s wrms. Johnny Bull tock the other in a grip la

o el e o

] with rage.

“Will you lot me fnr" he bissed.

“No faar! Xim on!™
* The Proceod, my esteemed Hun,

“ Here comes tho

Vo0 can't
Bt if $hat's

I suppose, &s a

| mw Soetfally s behindfull
or you ¥ an indfuily.”
., Mr. Banks stood looking on with a. mur brow. As the
jumiors marched Rattenstein off the bookmaker strode for-
ward grasping & stick.

“Let the ¥auu.-¢ gentleman alepe!™ ho exclaimed, * Sharp,
now, or I'll lay this stick round you!™

ey gLt et

o him tc me, you

E?Irmpn c:.ﬂlgtwasri“ '3 s 2

Mr. Banks ran forward flourishinz his stick. Wharton
jumped back and eluded ths suvage blow, dodged the sfick,
in. His right came out strnight from the shouldes
ond caught Mr. Banks on his fat chin like the blow of a
hammer. The bockmaker stagrared back and sat down in
tho %ﬂst with-a gasping Fﬂn.';]

- " Have some more?” asked Wharton, picking wp the stick
and tossing it over the hedge. P  the stick

LGroegh! I'll make you pay for this!” Mr. Banks nursed
his ;aF.m both hands in aoguish, * Yow-ow-ow! You "oand!

0w

Huoxry Wharton turned and followed his chuma. My, Banks
rase slowly to his feet, shook a fat fiet after tha juniors, and
shambled away towards the village, 45 conscle himsclf at the
Cross Keys. Tho meeting of tho bookmaker and the Cerman
junior was evidently * off "—for that eveming at lvast.

“Take that

ey

ANSWERS
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.

_ Ananias 1L
ATTENSTEIN was pale with rage ag he wos marched
away by the Famous Five. He did not venture to
atmﬁqlu however. Among the qualities of the cad
of the Hemove was that of craven cowardice. But
his eyes wera burning with rage and hatred.
in _step, dear boy,” said Bob Cheny cheerily.
“¥ou'll be plad of thie afterwards, you know. Banks wo
anly have réimred you of your eash. And when you come to
think of it you'll feel better for mot behaving like » low
bluckguard—you will, really t”
“ Il make you suffer for thist” .
“It you're Epmlm‘g for a scrap, you <ap pick your maa!"
siid Johnny Bull. “I'd give you a hiding with pleasuze!™
“Bameg here,” smiled MNugent.
“The smefulness ia ferrifie. )
Rattenstein tramped on savagely. He did pot venturs to
lag, as he had no desire to assisted “beoilully ¥ by
Hurree Singh, .
The juniors axrived within sight of the gnbes of Greyfrimre.
Mr. Quelch, the maester of the gmm::fpe.-+ wes just coniing out,
Raitenstein’s eyes glinted as hio caught sight of the Form-

Iaster. :

He an to struggle viclently,
“My hat!" ejeculaicd Gob
Don’t you sea Quelchy #*° .
. “Let me go!” yelled Rattenstein, with 2]l the power of his
un
“g‘?."uu eilly ase!” growled Wharten, *“If you bring
Quelchy hera, he may find out what we're marching you in

for. It will mean tronble for youo.™

“Help ! shonted Rattenstein, unheeding,

"]ﬁu!y«ciu want Quelchy to knows——"

it g p Yy

M, oleh wazs alveady striding towards the group of
juniors q:'.lrith a frowning gruw Tga chutns of the Remove
rcleased Rattenstain, who stood panting.

“What does this mean?” exclaimed the Femove master
sternly. “ Are you ill-using Rabtenstein I

“No, sir,” zaid Wharton.

“Then what is the matter?” .

“We—we wera faking him home, «r," said Bob Cherry.
“He—he dido’t want to come, so—s0 we were hﬂipmq him.

“I suppose that is what you would call & “rag ' 1" mid
Mr, Quelch severcly. “How dare you trest Rattensiein in
this way{®

1t was hetter for him to come home, #ir,” said Har
Wharton gmietly. ' As captain of the Remove, I felt boun
to make him come.” _

“Tndeed ! Do you mean that Rattenstein was getting into
some mischicf 7*

“Yos, s,

“What _have vou to =ay, Rattenstein 1"

Ik is false !” panted Hatfenstein. T eannot tell you the
ciccumstances, sir, because they would eall mo a sneak.™

“¥You can tell Mr. %ﬂlnh everything, if you've the nerve,"”
said Wharton.  * Wa have nothing o L}&E , 8in.""

“¥ou hear that, Rattenstein? Kindly tcH me at onee the
cause of thas dspute,” szid the Removeanastern,

“They will call me a sneak if T do, sir.”

“NMonsenge ! I command you to fell me

“Veory well, sir,” gaid Rattenstein, 1 wea walkiog to the
village when I came upon thesa fellows in conversation with
Mr. Banks, the bookmaker. I i.ntaerruPtml themn, and they
seized me and forced mié awny like this.”

Mr. Quelch's brow becames as black as a thuoder-cloud.

“What! JYs it possible? Wharton, have you any com-
munwations or dealings with that man "

“ Cortainly not ! exclaimed Harry indignantly.

e ﬁem voul in conversation with lnm whon Hattenstein met
yon ¥

“In a way, ves: but—"

“ Then what Rattenstein slates is correct?'

“No, it 1sn't!” burst out Bob Cherry fieveels. * Banks
was waiting there Tor Rattenstein to join him, and we were
going to pitch him into a ditch for meking sppeintments with
?rﬂmyfrmm chap. That's all the conversation we had with
1im. ,

“Indeed! Fonr explanations do not agree. Raitenstein,
Wore yon gﬂingi to mesct that disreputable mant”

“No, mir. . I have never spoken to him, and never intond to
do g6, It is not my way to make such acqguhintances,™

M ¥What undzs have you for your statémsent, Cherry?
1id Mr, Banks tell you he was there to meot Rattenstein 1’2

“Oh, no, =ir!"”

“ ¢ Rattenstein tell you so 7™

“1le admitted it," said Nugent.

erry, " Chuck i, you asal
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1 Jdid not,” suid Ratienstein calvly, " They asked me if
I had come to speak to L, aud I oanid fhet T ohao copson ko
believe that a Remove boy had dealings with the nan, and 1
wished to interfore. That is all” _

“Indeed! And what Bemove boy, Rationstein, do you
suppose has dealings with that vascally man?”

“Am I bound to tell sou, sic 2"

“ Uertainly.”

“1f Wharton does not objeci—"

“Why should I object ¥ exclaimed Ilarey Bevcely,

“Yery well. It is Wharton 1 mean, =i’ .

@10 exelaimed Harry, utterly token aback by this
accusakion,

“ Ve, vou!" said Rattenstein coolly. “ [ svapecred you of
wnderhand dealmgs with that bookmaker, snd when I saw
you in talk with him, I came up intending to inierfere mnd
remonstrate with you. ¥You know it perfectly well, too !

T Why, you lying casd s

¥ Bilence, Wharton ! Rattenatein, tell me what reason you
ina}- have had for suspecting Wharton of anything of the

ind *™

“T1 have seen him with Mr. DBanks before, sie™

“1p iz a le!" said Ilarry.

* Are you sure of what you say, Rattenstein?”

“Quite sure, pir. I did not intend to betvay him, but he
has given me no choice now. He accoses me.”

i ‘ﬁ"hartﬂn, do you deny Rattenstein's statemenl 77

“Bvery word of it, sir. It is false. Rattensloin is well
known in the Remove as a lar and a elandever, like all
Germans1” :

“{ must conclude, Rattenstein, that you were mistaken.
At the samo time, Whartow. it was very injudiciouns of you to
enter into any kind of talk with such a character, and you
geem to have no evidence whatever that Rattenstein was
going to meet him."

“What was he deing there, theut” growled Johnny pu".

“ [ was going to the village, sir, for Loder of the Sixth.
e asked mo to go to the post-office. They have prevented
me from performing the errand.”

“What was the crrand, Rattenstem?” asked Mr, Quelch,
with a searching look at the German jumeor,

“To pash a tal-order for him, =sir.”

“Then you have it with you now #"

C "Yes, siv.”

“Show 1t to me.” ;

Rattenstein produced a postal-order from his porket. It
was payable to Gerald Loder, and was signed by him. .

“"Nhat is quite clear,” smid Mr. ?uﬂleh. * Rattenstein
appears to have passed the spot by chance, Wharton, and
vour suspicion was quitc unfounded. I have no doubt that

is suspicion regarding yourself was equally witiiouk founda-
tion. You have done one another injustice. Rattenstein,
vou may go to the village; and remember, I distinctly [orbid
vou other boys to inferfere with Rattenstein again!”

“Thank you, sir,” said the German junior,

He turned away and walked off towards I'riavdele. Haorry
Wharton & Co. looked at one another.

“My boys,” said Mr. Quelch quieily, ¥ I fear you hawve
allowed yourselves to be carried away by prejudice on
scconnt of ‘Rattenstein’s (German origin.  You should
endeavour to be more judicious and fair-minded. You may

And the Famous Five went, with feelings {oo deep for
wordis.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Bunier!

“ SAY, you fellows—"

Billy Bunter met the Famous Five as they came in
at the gates of Greyfriars. The fat junior had been
weiting for them.

*1 say, you fellows, can you lend me a tanner?”

“ Hasn't your postal-order come?" asked Johany Bull, as he
fumbled in his pocket. Bunter's demand was unusualiy
moderste ; he gencrally wanted shillings at least,

“No; a3 a matter of fact, it hiasn't, Bull,” said Bunter.
“There's been a delay in the post owing to this conscription
business, [ suppose. I'll let you have that tanner immediately
the postal-order comes.™

“Tight-ho! Call on me when T'm eighty I said Johnony.
“Cateh IV

Billy Bunter caught the sixpence—with his nose. e gave
a yelp, and the chums of the Remeove walked on, and feft him
sparching the ground for the “tanner.” Having found if,

* Billy Bunter blinked duliously st it throu %I his big
spectacles.  Then he blinked round the quadr&ngfa in search.
apprrently, of someone. Then he ambled away towards
Mrs. Mimble's little tuck-shop in the corner of the Close,
and the sixpence went the way of all sixpences that came into
Bunter's fat hands.

Harry Wharton & Co. had gone in, and were in the
Common-recom sbout a quarter of an hour later when Billy
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Buuter ran them down once more. The fat junior came up
with a somewhat doubtful expression on his face, not tu
weantion a smear of jam.

“I say, you felows— "~

“Iland it over,” said Johnny Bull

“Eh? Hand what over?”

“The tanner. 1 suppose your puslui-nrdvr'ﬂ SO, and
you've ¢ome to estile up?"

“0h, really, Bull—" _ i

“Then buess off. Tanpers aro Linited.? .

“The fact is, you fellows,” said DBunter, blinking :ﬂ.t the
juniors, *I'm specially in want of another tanner——'

“ Bow-wow I . . ,

“ 1's all the fault of that brute, Fishy." explained Bunier
H 3 e won's lond me his bunch of keys under a taoner. You
know what a mean beast he is” .

dywell what do you want kis buuch of keys for? _

e fost  tho 1.“_1.}- of My—Iny dn;:u;ln;,," gatd Bunier
U There's some money in iy desk-—"

“Whoae T

“Aly desk, vou ass !

“¥ mean whose money 77

“Oh, really, Cherry! My moner, of conrse. T forget
how much there s, but guite 2 lot. And I've lost ﬂ_’lE ey of
my deale. You know Fishy deals in old keys and things, and
ho'll Tet me have the uwse of his bunch for sixpence., I
realiy must open my desk, you know.™

“Hut you've had one tanner,” ‘

ST weas fEEiiI’IH faint.” said Bunter ]}Hﬂ‘:l‘:tlﬂﬂ."f. “I had to
talie & snack to lkeep my strength vpe I'm delicate.”

“Ha, ha ! .

“ Blessed if [ see anvthing to cackle at! T suppose you
wouldn't like to sve me waste away lo a shadow under your
oyes Y

'}'"Pretty golid shadow you'd make ! grunted Johony Bull
“YWou've had all the tanncrs you're going lo got from me,
Your turn, Bob. ™ )

Baob Cherry iauﬁzhed, anl felt in his pockets.

“Tanners are oftf,” he said. * Fivepence is no good, 1 sup-

':-H:\-E“f”

“Tishy wonldu't take fGvepence,” said Bunter, *8till, 1
w1 try. ™

“ Wot with my fivepeoce '™

“Oh, really, Cherry, don’t be a mean beast, you know!
I'll return it immediately my postal-order comes,™

“Give hinn a tanner, somebody, avd roil him away " said
Dok,

“Hold on!” said Ilarey Wharton quictly. “ Wheee dJesk
aro you going fo open witle that key when you geb it from
Fishy., Buanter#"

“AMine, of eourse I

“ AU gerene, I'll come with you and get the keys from
1Mehy.” eaid Hayrw,

“1f you can’t trunsy me with 3 tanner, Wharton- —"

“Well, I can't.”

“Ahem! Come on, then!”

U ome on, you chaps ! eatd Wharton.

ITis choms followed him from the Conunon-room, s little
puzzied, Wharton had eome rveason for vequesting theie
agsistance in the matter, but they could not goness what it
was,  Billy Bunter led the waﬂ to Study No, 14 in the
ﬁmmre paseage. Fisher T Fish, the Yankee jumior, was

wre,

The Remove merchant waa deep in some absteuse caleula-
tions in a pocket-book—probably one of hia schemes for
extracting cash from his Form-follows, He logked up
irritably as the jumors came inte the doorway.

“1 guess you're imlerrupting me ! he snapped.

* Bunter wants vour kevs,” zawd Wharton,

Fish's face cleared at once.  Ho was always ready for trade.
That, as he would have expressed it in his native langunge,
wag ‘““where he lived.” Fishy was a great merchant, and he
bought up all sorts of odds-and-ends cheap at second-hand
shops to scll to fellowe at enhaneed pricec. Whenever a
Removite wanted to rveplace a losb key, or a pocket-knife
blade, or the hands of a danaged clock, he always wont to
Figher T. Fish. Fieher T. Fishh always had just what he
wanted, and would turs & more or logs honest penny in dis-
posing of it,

The Yankee junior unlecked a drawer, and drew ond a
huge bunch of old keys of various shapes and sizee.  There
were keys enough there fo fit half the locks of Greyfriara,

“Hyer you are,” sand Fish briskly, * Any Ler you like for
a bob, or the lean of the whole bunch for an bour for
elxpence,”

Y[ suppoze they cost you alboub a penny each?” sniffed
Jolhnny Bull.

“Legs than that," eaid IPish cabinly. A farthing a time
5
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would be nearer the mark. But I Jdon't beg yvou to trade
with me. . Suit youyself”

“Well, here's the tanner,” z2ald Wharton, tosting it on the
table,

* And hyer's the keys” .

Billy Bunter toolk {-ﬁe hig-bunch in his fat hand and rolied
ol c:iy the study., Harey Wharton & Co, followed him.

Bunter stopped o the passage.

“I eay, you fellows, you necdn’t bother any further. 1
cansfuanage all right.”. )

“We'll help you get the desk open,™ said Whavton.

“Thanks al) the same, but 1 don't want any help,”

“You're going to have it whether you like it or not, my
fat tulip, Come on to your study.'t

“Oh, really, Wharton—" o
'%‘hﬁ captaln of the Remove took the fab junior by the
collar,

- This way, Bunty 1" _

_"Lng%cr " howled Dunter. * Make him legoo, Johnny, old
oha ou could lick him, you krow. I'll hold sour jacket."

“Ha, ha, hal"

“ That's gratitude for the tanner, I suppose?” grioned Bob
Cherry. " Stand clear while I kick him to the =tairs.™

“Yow-ow-ow-ow . Keep him off 1

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

"We're going to see that desk opened, Buwnter,” said
Whartoo quietly. .

““What the dickens for!” asked Frank Nugent, in surprise.

"Beeause I think the fat bounder is spocfing,” said Harry,
* If he wants those keys to open his own desk, well and goedl,
If he wants to _ﬂgl'ml somebody else’s desk, he's going to be
ECTAH Havvy 1" -

“.: !_-I %ﬂﬂ I" . __

Tho juniors looked grimly at Bunter now, Bunter's ideas
of *“meum and tuum ' were decidediy mixed, and the chums
remembered that he had horrowed Fishy's keve once beforc,
to_open Harry Wharton’s desk. :

Eunter‘:afaw dropped. There was guilt in his fat face,

"10h, really, Wharton " he said feebly. * Of—of course it's
:II;?:&-HE I'm going to open; but—but-—*

“Then let’s sce you do it.”

""U'q the whole, I won't open it now,” said Bunter. “I'l]
leave it till presently. You fellows can put off. Yow-ow-ow |

e
Wharton did pot let go. He marched Billy Bunter into
Btudy No. 7 with a grip of iron on his collar. It was plai

encugh now that Bunter was fibbing a3 wsual, and that be.

wanted tho keye for a surreptitious purpose. Peter Todd

was in the study, and he stared as the Fanious Five marched

in with the wriggling Owl of the Remove, ;
"What are you doing to my porpoise ¥’ ho demanded.
“Make the beast ieggo, Toddy !"” howled Bunter. * You

can lick Inm; you koow. I—I'll hold your jacket.”

“We've come to help Bunter unlock his desk,” eaid
Wharton, '(io ahesd, Bunter !”

“His desk !" said Todd., ““His deel: isn't locked, The
lock's been broken for dog’s ages™

“¥ou fat spoofer | shonted Wharton, shaking the Owl of
}-lh;fﬁtﬂmm forcibly. “'Now, what did you want the kevs

" Yow-ow-ow! D-d-don’t shake me, vou beast 1™

"Whose deak were you gﬂiqg to open t

“It;:inﬁﬁ-‘ncrboﬂh’:. Tain't a desk,” howled Bunter.
:‘"I'.‘.i"qﬂur l:lf:l: it ; b
‘N-n-pot exactly. A box, you know,” said Bunter.
"m{}r old box, you knew, I—I'm not particular.”
“You fat idict] Give me those keys ™

“"Yow-ow!l 1 say, Toddy—"
“Leave him to me," said Peler Todd, “As he belongs to

my atudy, it’s up to me to look after him. Shove him over
the table while lpf;et. a stump.” ;

I‘EII: Buater yelled in anticipation.
! Tnda?:ilsﬂn beast! Yaroooh! T say, you fellows, chuck

it, and o3 i?mﬁtia Eit':;; it, and we'll whack it cut befors

TEE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Awlul for Fishy ]

e ATTENSTEIN!" exclaimed Wharton.
“¥es; that Hun beast, vou know. ]'.n%rgﬂ!"'
“ 80 you were goin
T3 Wﬂ'ﬁ'

to open Hattenatein’s box 1™
. what night

a rotten (German to lock
u‘g grub and keep 1t all for himself 9" demanded
Bunter. “We all know he aponges on old Mauly, so the grub
in't really hie. Let's whaek it cut™
** Blessed if I understand this,” said Bob Cherry. “De you
mean to eay that Battenstein has locked up & lot of tuck i
Tue MacrE? LisrARY.—No. 433
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“Y know he haz. He's pob a box in his <tudy that he
slwars keeps locked,” gaid Bunter cagerly. 1 found lun
out, you know, L've often noticed that hox when L've been
in the study to see my pal Mauly,"

“¥When youw've been there to serew tin out of Mauly, you
mean, you fat spoofer.”

“(h, really, Bulll It's a jolly shreng box, and it has &
good lock on it,” said Bunter. “The Hun beast always keepa
it locked.,  He cut up as rusty as anything when he found
me looking at it vesterday. I wea only juat%ﬁ:ﬂ:ing at it. and
‘t:yi]ng & penknife on the lock, and he kicked me out of the
etudy,’

“Beryve you jolly well right "™
U But how do you know there’s tuek in the box iV asked
Nugent, puzzled,

“Of couree there must be ! gaid Bunter poevishle., “ Why
should ha keep it always so jolly cavefully locked if therd
wasn't grob g 6?7

“Ha, ha, ha

“Oh, really, you fellowg—7"

“You fat duffer!” roared Peter Todd.
keepang anytling in it
tuck there.” )

“©Oh, rot!  Of course it's tuck, or he wouldn't keep it
locked up,” said Bunter, ‘It stands to reason it’s tuck. My
iden is, that the beast onght fo be raided. The Huns raid
us in Zeppelinz and things, so why shouldn’t we raid that
young Hun's box "

“ Whether it'a tuck o: not, you're not going to raid it,™
said Poter Todd. “You've gol to learn to keep your hands
from nicking and stealing, my wmfant™

“Oh, really, Toddy——""

“Bhove him over the table,” said Peter Todd, taking up
the oricket-stump.

* Yarcoch i

“He might be
1 dou't suppose for a minuts there's

Whaek! Whack! Whack!
“Yoooop! Help! Fire! Murder|
“Ha, ha, hat”

“Now youw'd better take ithose keys back to that Yankee,"
said Todd., ** Might as well dot him on the noze while you're
about it."”

“Yow-waw-worm-wow-wow 1" mmuobled Bunter,

The chums of the Remove left the study—with the kers.
Billy Bunter blinked after them longingly. @ WwWas {-ﬁ
convineed that there was tuck hidden in the German school-
boy's box.  Bunter could not possibly imagine any other
reason for locking 1t up so carefuliy.

-Harry Wharten & Co, returned to No. 14,
pitched tha buvch of keys on the table with a clang.

“There's vour rubbizh, Fishy,” he said

“Thanks ™

“¥ou'd better not lend the:s to Bunter again. He wanted
them to birgle Rattenstein's bos,” said Harry.

< gum, did hef"

o Y:ﬂ-.. he did.”

“Waal, I guess thalt was .15 business, mot mine,”” said
Fisher T, Fish coollv. 1 ean't refuso to do a trade when I'm
azked; ‘tain't my bizncy to keep an eye on the manners and
customs of my customers. I guess Bunter can have these
Lkeya every time he puvs a fanaer.”

“Why, vou roiter, you krow what he wants them fort™
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“71 caleulate 1 know what Wharton savs he wants them
for,” said Fisher 1. Fish. 1 reclon Bunter would tel a
different yarn." , :

“Does that mean that vou doubt my word?” asked
Wharton, taking a step towards the Yankee junior. :

“Munno!” sard Fisher T. Fish lLastily, “ Not at all. But
I guess I'm not goin” out of husiness to please any galoot.”

“You mean that vou'll let Dunter have the Lkeys azamn
when he asls for them?™

“¥ep, i he parts.”

“Yery good,” =aid Wharton, taking up the bunch of kess,
“You've zeen the last of them, then.™ o

“Eh? You gimme mmy keys!” howled Fish, in alarm.
" Wharrer you going to do with my keys?™ .

“TI'm going to throw them into the Bark,” gaid Wharton

Wharton

coolly.
“Ha, ha, hal"
“Wha-z-at! My keyxs!

Into the river! Y¥hr, Enu ga.!cmt
for them first!

—you mugwump—ryou jay! You'll pa )
“How much did they cost you?” asked Wharton con-

temptuonsly. .
The price of that bunch

“ Mever mmingd what t]'h&:ﬁ' cost me.
of keys 18 twenty-five shillings."

He walked out of the study,
Yisher T. Fish roshed

Wharton did not reply.
followad by his grinoing chuoms.
frantically after him.

“Gimme my keysi™
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“A bob 1" yelled Fish, * They cost me a bob ! I guess I'll et you have them cost price, you
! arm swept tlf;r:uu;}:n the air, and the bunch of keys dropped into the middls of the river with a splash. {See Chapler §.)

galoot ! ** Wharion's

Wharton strode on, unheeding. The Yankee junior

rasped him by the shoulder, but a shove on the ‘chest sent
ﬁim spinning along the passage. The captain of the Remove
descende stairs and walled out into the Close.

“Yow-.ow-woop 1" gasped Fishor T, Fish. And he rushed
after Whacton, and the chuckling juniors followed fast.
Fisher T. Fish's face was too good ic be missed.

The Yankee junior sprinted acrosz the quadrangle after
Wharton, and overtaok him breathlessly at the gates.

i Mum-mum-my kers!” he gesped.

L £ Rramxiﬁ i & " h !i ‘F*j

“Wharrer you geing to do with my keys:

“T've told rwﬁ;ﬂ , :

“1'1 lick you—I'll make potato-scrapings of you—['lle——*

“Come on, then,” said Wharton, langhing.

“ Ahem! T['H=I'Il somplain to Mr. Quelch i you destroy
my propecty!” velled Fisher T. Fish.

“’%‘len I shall have to explain why I did it,” said Harrer,
following the path to the river with quick strides, the Yankee
jumior panting by his side.

“You mugwump!' gasped Fisher T. Fish. " You know

uelehy would be down on & little harmlesa tradiog; he

aesn't ynderstand business—""

“That's your look-cut.”

*“Look hyer, T'll let you have those keys for ten bob.™
L #Ten rats !

“Five bob(” shrieked Fisher T. Fish, as they approached
the bank of the gleaming Sark.
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“ Bosh !

“A bob!™ gelled Fish “They cost me & bob! I guess I'll
let vou have them cost price, you galoot!” _

Splash! Wharton's arm swept through the air, snd the
bunch of kevs dropped into the middla of the river.
the captain of the Hemove turncd back. ]

“You owe me a bob!” shricked Fisher T. Fish.

Wharton shook his head. , -

“T owe you o thick ear!™ ho said. *If you lose a bob, it's
because vou're not honest. Honesty is the best paolicy, Fishy,
If they cost you a bob——"

“They did, honest Injun!”

“You asked me twant;'-ﬁva bob at first, so, on your own
showing, Fou'ra a thisf!’ :

“That was the profit, yon dummy—-that's business.”

“Profits of that size ain't business—they're stealing,™
grinned Bob Cherry,  “You ocught to be a shipowger,
¥ishy.”" °

ThTa Famous Five walked back, chuckling, to the achool.
Fisher T. Fish followed them, his thin faca crimson with
wrath and dismay. But there was no help for it. Fishy was
“too proud to fight.® And his property was gone now; upon
those particular articles he would never mako a profit again.

The Remove merchant, like Rachel of old, mourned and
would not be comforted. He was still losking decided!
gleomy when he came in for calling-over. Mr. Quelch too
the rall-call, and Hattenstein of the Remove did not answer
to his name.

A Qrand, Long, OQomplete Story of Harp
Wharton' & Co. By FRANK RIGHARDS,
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As the juniors left the hall, Fisher T. Fish sidled up to the
captain of the Remove. . -
[ guvss you're poing Lo settle up?” he said persnasively.

“Certainly 1 sard Wharton, “I ows you a thick ear for
being a swindling outsider! Here wvon are!™
But Fisher T, Fish did not wait for the settlement.

— ——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Precious Pair!l

. H, 'ere vou ave!” ‘
Mr, Banka was smoking his cigar 1n the garden
of the Crosa Keys when Rattenstein of the Remove

entered at the gate, with a quick glance to and
fro. The Gernman junior hurried up the path and
joined the bookmaleer,

My, Banks looked st him sourly. He had been glad enough
to make the acquamtance of Frince Rupprecht von BRatien-
stein, having the belief that a prince would have money to
waste. But so far he had not seen any of Rattenstein's
money, and he had & suspicien that the prince was far from
well supplied with it And his appointment with Ratten-
stein that afternoon had not prospered. He rubbed his aching
vhin as he thought of it.

“Step mto this summer-house,” said Hattenstein quickly.
*I must not be seen here.”

Mr, Banks scemed i no hurry to move.

“1f vou're ready for businezs, I am,” he said.
wiat's the game?
etein, ™

“(Coma, come!™

Rattenslein stepped into the dirty suminer-house, and the
bookmaker followed him slowly. The German jumior had
little nerve, and he knew only too well the consequences of
being discovared within the precinets of the Croes Keys.

“Well, wot is it? asked Mr. Banks

Itis manner could not ba called respectiul. But Ratlen-
stein had learned his lesson since he had first come to Grey-
friars expecting to “swank® on his cheap princedom derived
from Germany. Rattenstein, having been born in England
of naturalised parents, prided himself upon being British, as
vertainly he was in a fegal sense—but certainly only in a legal
senge.  There was nothing British about his crafty, treacher-
aJus naknre.

But his pride was great in his supposed rank, and he had
hean bitterly mortified to find that it was regarded rather
with amusement than respect in the Greviriars Remove, and
that any Hun, whether [irilme oF waiter, was simply looked
npan there as a Flun, and nothing else. Only Fisher T. Fisgh
had cared much about his title; and even ].gishy had cooled
off when he found that princes in Rattenstein’s native country
wera numbered by the thousand, and when, moreaver,
Ruttenstein  had  borrowed, cash of him and failed to
retuen 1k

Rattenstein took no notice of the bookmaler’s manner,
Like a true German, he could be bullying and overbearing, or
cringimng and civil, as it snited his purpose. It suited him
now to be very civil

“1 canmot pay you the pound now,” he said. “It is some-
thing clse 1 wish to speak to you about, my friend.”

Mr. Banks grunted,

“ No more betting till we're square,” he said. ¢ You might
sve known thet without giving me the trouble to come down
‘he road this afternoon.®

“1t is not betting, either.”

“ Then what is ig7"

* Revenge,” said the German,

Mr. Bauks stared at him,

o Wat the dickens—" he began.

‘I have spoken to wou befove of Wharton,” said Ratien-
stein, in a low voice, " You have told me how he interfered
between you and & boy you made money out of.”

Yes, hang him!" said Mr. Banks, rubbing his chin

T -] 4 E *

" He knocked you down this afternoon.” T

Wot about it 7" demanded Mr. Banks angrily, “ 17 get
a Ehanua al 'im with my stick one of these daya}”

I can show you a safer way than that, That ia what T
wanted to see you for. I hate him, more than you do—I hate
them all!” said Rattenstein, between his  testh.  But
Wharton most of all. If all goes well, I will ruin him !
~"1T'd like to see it done,” said Mr. Banks. *“But 1 don't
sce how you can do it, Master Rattenstein,”

“Yon can write him a letter,”

“"Eht Wot for?”

“Don't you see? Tt will come out that he hes rocei
teiter from you. T have already told his Fﬁnﬂ-mast‘;fﬁfﬂ?

have seen him in talk with you, Write to him and i
for the pound he ewes you.” iid aek him

¥ eye |
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“ But
You owe me a pound, Mister Ratten-

“Mr. Queleh will see the letter, and it will be a proof 1hat
he has dealings with you—ibat he is not what he pretends.”

“Well, bust me!” said Mr. Banks “You're & precious
young German raseal, 1 must say, Mister Battenstein

The German flushed angeilv,

“You wieh to make himn sorry he struck vou; well, T will
help you,” he said.

“Dut the kid will deny knowing anything about me ov 1he
Fyun;l,” sand My, Bauks dubilously, * His master will helicve
im.

“Not if he is caught writing back to you apd zending a
pound. ™

“But he won't he,”

“Ile will,” said Rattenstein coolly, “1I can conirive it.”

Mr. Banks whistled,

“My hat! "That wounld setile his hash ™ he said, * Bal—
but I don’t sgee how you'll work that there game, Alister
Rattenstein,*

“Leave that to me,” said the German junior. “I tell you
I have it all eut and dried. Do your part—there is no risk in
that, My part will be done, aud there ig the pritk: bat I
aliall take it.”

Mr, Banks nodded slowly.

“He will be expelled from the school,” said Rattonstein,
his eyes glittering. " IIe will be zent away in disgrace. Not
only for gambling and b&ttitrg, but for lying and deceiving—
for he will be ]uggrerj guilty.

“My oye ! said Mr. Banks.

Tlattenstein nodded,

“1 can do it. I heve taken all my messures, and it is:
certain—if you will do the first part. There is no rizk in that
for you. You simply write to Wharton asking him for the
pound he owes yon."

The bookmaker chuckled,

“Well, I'm game,” he said.  “ I won't cost me mouch to Jdo
that. But I don’t see how youw'll work the game arter. How-
sumdever, that's your business. I'll do it, Master Ratien-
wtein.” ' -

“Good! And you can rely upon seeing him driven out of
Greyfriars in disgrace,” said the Gorman.

Rattenstein looked cautionsly out of the summer-house, and
left. Mr. Banks blew out a thick cloud of smoke, and stared
after him,

“ Precious young rascal I he said, .

Rattenstein walked away quickly by the towing-path, and
hurried back to Greyiriars, He was late for calling-over, and
had to repart himece!lf in Mr. Quelch’s study.

“You are late,” the Remove-master said curtly, as the
prince tapped at the door and presented himself,

“I am sorry, siv: 1 was delayed at the post-office,” said
REattenstein civilly, * There were many people posting parcels
to the Front, and T had been delayed so long by Wharton and
his friends—"

“Very well, you are excused,” eaid Mr. Quelch.
may go!l’’ )

“1—1 should like to sav a word, sir, about—" Rattenrsicin
pausad. )

't-:’-%“ may speak,” said the Remove-master. “What in
i 3

“ About what I told vou this afternoon, si.”

“That matter is closed.”

“Bxeuse me, sir, I have a right to speak, - Wharton forced
me to speak out, but you did not believe what I told you.”

“1 think you were mistaken—at least in su posing that
Wharton had any dealings with a man like Mr. %nnhar * said
the Form-master coldly.

*1 do not think I wes mistaken, sir; but in fairness to me,
it ehould be proved. I am cortain that Wharton corresponds
with the bookmaker.”

Mr. Queleh started.

* Corresponds with him " he exclaimed.

" Yes, sir.”

* Impossible 1"

“Very well, sir; but_as my word has been doubted, T
Lhmlﬁht you would be willing to look into the matter. I did
not desire to bring it to your notice at all, but Wharton has
acensed me of what he was himself guilty of—"

“That iz ecnough, Rattonstein, I !Eall investigate ihis
matter.™

" Very well, sir 1"

_ Rattenstein left the study, and closed the door, and grinned
in the passage. He was grinning as he W*ﬂ.]iwu] into the
Common-roont. Wharton was there, but he did not glance at
the Germen junicr. But Rattenstein’s cyes dwelt on the
captain of the Remove with deep melice and satisfaction. It
wae as ceriain &s anything could be, now, that Wharton's
correspondence would be examined by his Form-master—and
on the morrow Mr. Banks' letter was to arrive. Everything
was gomg well—from the peenline point of view of the re-
vengeful 1Tun.

“And you can do it}

“You

MACRIFICENT TUCK-HAMPERS FOR READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIERD” 1 QUT TO-DAY.



THE SEVENTH CHAPTEk.
Billy Bunter Makes & Wonderiul Diseovery.

ILLY BUNTER jumped.
B The Owl of the Remove was in Lord Mauleverer's
st

u’I‘Ell'fut locked box, which Prince Rupprecht von
Rattenstein was so careful to kee%lmkﬂd, ecxercised a
sork of fascination upon William George Bunter. The loss of
Fishy's keys had Ilipé)cd in the bud Ins burglarious demgua;
but %iﬂj‘ Eaunter had by no means abandoned them. Fully
convinced that it was a supply of tuck that Ratteénstein kept
locked up from the publie view, Billy Bunter hovered round
the locked box like a fat Perd at the gate of paradise.

Having seen the three occupants of the study in the
Common-room, Billy Bunter had horried H}J te the Remove
paszage and whippqad into the study, sure of not being inter-
ropted for a few minutes at least. He was stooping over the
box and examining it, debating in his mind whether the poker
would be of much use on the E:rcl-:.

It was a strong, iron-bound box, with a very strong Jock, a
couple of fect long and o foot deap.  What could Eattenstein
keep in it so carefully if not tuck? Tt was as clear as noon-
day—to Billy Bunier,

The fat junior bad not yet quite decided npon the poker,
‘grhcnegimtsteps came up to the study door. "Then Bunter
amp
; He knew Rattenstein’s quick tread. IHis last experience,
when the German had found him fumbling over the box, had
been & painful cone. Billy Bunter blinked round the study
desperately, and dived under the table. A handsome Persian
cover, the property of Lord Mauleverer, was on the table, and
it quite mnceﬁul the fat junior as he erouched underncath.

A few seconds later Rattenstein entered the study.

Billy Bunter could see his fect as he passed the table. Then
ha heard the German junior utter an exclanmtion, ppparently
of surprise at finding the gas alight in the stuldy., Lord Maul.
everer was careless in such matters, and he frequently lefi
the gas burning—though, as a matter of fact, it was Bunter
who bhad lighted it this time,

Billy Bunter sat tight, with his fat knees deawn up to his
chin. Funk as the German was, he was not afraid of a fat
and unwieldly fellow like Bunter, and he would certainly have
licked him severely if he had found him spying again in his
quartera. Indeed, in debling with a fellow who was no mafeh
for him, the creel and bully:ing nature of the Hon would have

had free play. Bunter had no desire whatever to fest how
hard Rattenstein could hit with a cricket-stump.

He hoped fervently that Rattenstein had not come to star.
But that hope was short-lived. There wes a click, and fe
knew that the German had locked the door. What on earth
he should lock the door for wes a_mystery—till Bunter heard
him go to the locked bex and unlock it.

Then Bunter groaned silently,

Undoubiedly there was tuck in the box, and the Clevman
had locked himself in the study for & great feed * on his owp.”
He listened for the sound of munching jaws, only fear of the
German junior's savage temper vestraining him from reveal-
ing his presence and claiming a “whaek ** in the spread.

t there was no sound of munching. Tustead of that,
there was & rustle of papers.

The German was taking papers from the locked box !

Bunter heard s low, soft chuckle. Rattenstein ent down at
the table, his fect coming within o dozen inches of Bunior's.

Then there came the regular serateh of a pen.

Bunter sat motionless, hardly breathing. and in a state of
great dismavw.

Apparently theGerman junior had eame to the study to do
his preparation, though it was somewhat early for that, Yet
why should he keep his foolscap in the locied box % Fle epr-
teinly eould have had no fear Q.F his paper beg raided, what-
ever might have happoned to estables.

Bunter was puszled, and he was éurious. Curiosity was his
besetting sin. There was something very curious in the .con-
duct of the German, If he was doipg his prep, what had lwe
locked the study door for?

Bot if he wasn't doing his prep, what was e doing? YWhat
wern the papera he had taken from the locked box ¥

Bily Bunter had a vivid itmagination. The fcllow was o
German—the fact that he had been born in England made no
difference to that, cxecepling as a pomt of law. Trie, Lic
boasted himszclf British; but then, a2 MHun wonld lie =«
naturally as he would breathe. Ile was a prinee, too; and it
was common knowledge that spies are found rather mmong
the upper than the lower class of naturalised Germans, Billy
Bunter began to wonder whether Rat'enstein was o German
epy. Certainly he was nene too good for that. Perhops he
was, even at this moment, drawimg Up o report for secrct
transmizsion to his native country, DBunter {elt himsel in a
thrill of exeitemont at the bare idea. IF Rattenstein iwas o
German spy, there wonld be heaps of “kudos ™ for the fellow
who bowled him out! Billy Bunter no longer regretind his
uncomfortable position under the study table,
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Seratch, serstch, aorateh ! went the busy L ;

Bunter was inming to feel cramped. mmd lasted for
half an kour, and he wondered how long he could hold out
without betraying himsclf. To his relief, there came a rattle
at the door-handle.

“Begad! It's locked!™ Ik was Lord Mauleverer's voiro
oulside. * What the dickens ia the door locked for?™

Hattemstein jumped up.

“Wait 2 minute!” e ealled ont.

There was 2 bharried rustling of paper as it was ersmmed
into the box, and the click of & turning key,

Bunter grinnec! under ihe table.

Before nﬁning the study deor, the German had horriedly
crammed the papers he was engeged upon into the box and
locked it. Evwidently his mysterions writings weore not to meet
the eyes of his study-mate, Egqually evident, it could not have
been achoal work that ke was emgaged upon. There wonld
have been no need to conceal thet.

Rattenstein crossed quickly to the door and wolecked it

Lovd Mauleveror came. in.

“What do yeu lock a fellow out for?™ he asked plaintively.
“This is about the sixth or seventh time vou've locked e
ouk, dear bhoy!™

“0b!"” murmured Bontee. “Tsit?"

Ratienstein did not reply to the guesticn,

“What the dickens do you do # for?™ seked Maulevorer.

“I don’t want to be interrupted when I'm working,” said
Raticnstein.

Lord Mauleveror glanced st the bers tuble

“But you've not been workin®,” be said.

“I—1L was reading my Latin.”

“Begad 1™

Lord Manleverer yawnod, and sat down at the table. He
bad come to the study to do his preparation.

Rattenstein lefi the atudy, perhaps to avoid any [wriher
Euﬂﬂﬂmng as to his curicos econduct in loeking the atudy

Lord Mauleverer lj‘ﬂ'.ﬂmﬂ zaain, deeply and dolorously, and
started work., But lic left off suddenly z3 a fat fgnre crawled
out from wnder the table. He glanced at Bunter in astonish-
ment,

Y Bunter, begad !

“1t's all right, Mauly,"” znid Billy Bunter.
jioke, yom know,
I've been here.™

And Bunter rolled cui of the study, loaving Lord. Maul-
everer in a state of astonighment.

In the passage Bunter paused.

He hod made & wonderful discovery—he was almost sure
of it. Either Hattenstein was & apy, or he had some shady
secret of some sort.  Bunter wondered whether Peter Todd or
Wharton wonll lend a hand in investigating 1. Be deeided
that they wouldn't. They were not likely to treable their
hende about Rattenstoin’s private concerns—and they were
ceriain to cackle at the snggestion that he was a s F—not
being blessed with the greal imaginative powers of William
Croorpe,

In fact, Toddy was most likely to bring the cricket-stump
mte play again, as a warning to the Owl of the Remove to
keep his insatiable curiosity within bounds.

Hunter decided to keep his discovery to himself—for the
prosont.  fle rolled along to Study No. 14 to see Fisher T,
Lish. The Yankee juntor was theve, begioning his prepara-
tion; Johnny DBuli and Squiff had net yet come wp. Thevo
was & sombre cloud on Fishy's brow—he had not vet recovered
from the loss of his preperty, rothlessly confiscaled by the
captain of the BEemove.

He looked at Bunter with a grim and lowering eye.

“¥ eaw, Fiehy, I want your keys—"

Y puess you'd better dive into the Sark for them,” mid
Fish chspicitedly. *“That galoot Wharton's chucked ther into
the river "

‘“I1e, ke, he ™

“What are you cackling at, you fat clam?”

“Haven't you got any more*"” asked Bunter, repressing his
merriment ot the Yankee junior’s Toss. *1 want them to—to
open my desk, you know.”

“I gucas I Enow what you want them for,” growled Fisher
T, Fish. " DBut I calenlate that ain't my funeral. Como aion,s
to-morrow and we'll trade. I'm going down to old Lazarpa
to-morrow, and I reckon I shall get a fresh lot 1™

“But I want them to-night.”

“1 gucss you can want !’

Y"Breperor 17 growled Bunter

Evidently his wonderful diseovery had to wait for confirra-
bion. And it was bard for Billy Bunter to wait. He was
keencr than ever to see the interior of the mysterious box—his
curlogity, if not his gargantuan appetite, would bo g.taﬁ.ﬁ.cg

_ “Only a little
Don't mention to that German beast that
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of Harry
Wharton & Oo.
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things out, and
some don't.”

“What on earth have
you found out, Fatty "
asked Bols

“That's telling

“Well, tell us 1ihen,
you fat dufier!” :

“Perhaps there's a
spy in Creyiiars,” said
Buntoer mystoriously.
”I’nr'[mﬁs he's protend-
ing to be a sehoolbow,
and perhaps he isn'vi™

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Rattenstein?™
grinmed Bolsover major.
“h, my hat! Rulten-
stein o spy i

“I  dwdn't  anention
Rattenstein! But  why
shouldn't he be a spy?™
sapl Dunter.  “He's a
Hun, amd a sneak and
a cad, ain'g he?”

“Well, yes, he's all
that. But——"

“Don’t be a yonn
asa, Bonter!” suai
Harry Wharlon. * You
have no rignt to say
such things oven about
Rattenstein 1"

“YWhat are his prople
naturalized in Kngland
fort?  snid  Dunter,
FEpving, of  ecourse.
Then he's a prinee, tog
—that settles it!”

“ How dous that scitle
i7" grinned Bulstrode,

“Well, = Germaon

rincea is more hkely to

O
LS. .
L

The iwo ﬁéfér:ts grasped

e junlor, Wharton, uiterly reckless now, hit out furiously, ! ¢ aspy than = Hoannaal
rod Whanto shaggored dack: (5 Chaper 19) ey Hteo Moo chuses

thereby, and Bunter was even more inguisitive than he was
voracious. But there was no help for it—and DBunter had
to wait,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Reward !

AVING discovered that Prince Rupprecht “von
Rattenstein waa a German spy—to his own satis-
faction, at least—Billy Bunter determined to keep
the gecret carefully till he had found proof of it in
the locked box,

_ There 13 a proverb that he who has a secret to keep should
not only hide the secret, but hide that he has it to keep. But
Rilly Bunter did not bear that wizse old maxim in mi The
fat junior wae a chatterbox by nature, and he simply could
not help talking. When he rolled into the Common-reom he
had o look of mysterions impeortance upon his fas face—the
lock of a fellow who knew what he knew, so to speak. Some
of the juniors were discussing the latest Zeppelin outrages,
and Billy Bunter joined them, and chimed in, Eﬁ]snvm‘ major
was of opinion that the Zeppelin assassing were guided by
lights displayed by spies in the country they traversed, and
Bunter nodded a sage confirmation.

“Some of those epies may be nearcy than vou fellows
think,” he remarked mysteriously,

“Hallo, hallo, hailo! Have you been spotiing spies?”
asked Bob Cherry.

“Perhape I have,” said Bunter loftily. “ It takes a fellow
with breins Lo spol those rascals, you know. Perhaps there's
one in this very school, and perhaps there isn't.”

“With the odds on the ien’t,” said Vernen-Smith.

" That's all you know, Smithy,” said Bunter. “ Perhaps
I could tell you eomething, if I chose,”

* The perbapsfulness is terrific ! remerked the MNabob of
Tue Magrer Lierany.—No,
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of finding things out,
and the authorities go very essy with them, tooI”

“I don't guite see what Rattenstein could find out at Grey-
friarg?” grinned Bob Cherry. “Do you think he sends the
Kaiser reports of our footer matchesi™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Or does he send off wireless reports of the slate of the
fortifications of the Remove passage?”’ asked Bob.

“(h, really, Cherry—""

“What's got this éthmded idea into your silly noddle®™
asked Tom Brown.

" Never mind,” said Bunter, realizing that he wus saymg
a little too much. “I'm going to bowl him out, that's aftt”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“atch him in the act,” grinned Skinner. “ Find Lim with
a wireless message up his sleeve—what 1 ’

*“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Ratty ! Let's ask lim il he's
a HP'.F‘H

“1 say, you fellows, dou’t put lnm en lis guard,” said
Bunter anxiously.

“Ha, ha, hat"

The German éulliﬂl" apﬁ}rmdmd the grinning group.

“What iz it?”" he asked.

“When did you send your last wireless messape to Derlini™

“Wha-a-at!

“How ara ﬂm? getting on at Poladam 1

“Ha, ha, ha !’

Rattenstein Aushed angrily.

“If this is 2 joke, I do not like it " he exclaimied. “ Yuu
know that ¥ am British. Only my title is German!”

* Made in Germany, tuppence a dozen!” chuckled Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Trot it out, Buanter, and we'll conrt-martinl him, ™" =aid
Bolsover major. * We'll try him under the Defence of the
Remaove Passage Act. Give your evidence.”

“Oh, really, Bolsover——"

“Bo it 13 Bunter!” said Rattenstein.

" nat K “3Vhat has Dunter
O 53Y AZRINSt me -
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“Only that you'ro a
German spy 17 ehockled :
Snoop.
“You fat beast!”
shonted Rattonstein,
plimging at Bunter. L .
The Owl of the Re- prAnadit g ¥
move  dodged  belind ;

Bolsover in alarm.

“1 saw, yvou follows,
keep that German spy
off 1"’

“Ia, ha, ha!®
“Don't et
Rattenstein™
Wharton. “It'=
Bunter’s yot.
“He shall
80 of me.

him 1”

“No, vou won't,” zaild
Bolsaver major. “Tf
you want to  thrash
somchody, yon German
bounder, you can tukle
a fellow us big as vour-
self. Me, for example!”

e me ! ohiortled
Rulstrode.

Rattenstoin gvittod
hiz teath He had no
desire o tackle anybody
who could give a good
account of himsolf.

“Bah! The fat brote §
13 not worth thrashing "' .
ho said; and he wuliml
to Billy

rotie.
sapich
anly

i nok speak
I will thrash

RWAY, Imuch
Bunter'a rolief.
“I say, you fellows, I
supposa  you conld see
yilt in his face?” szid
unter. “I could, you
koow 1"

jis

{

: Ll '_'.._I_ 'I ..

/
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Wit A
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“Ha, ha, ha!"
“You Siil}" ass 1" ox-
clatmed Boeb  Cherry.
“Tt would serve you

“Letmoin! Let me in I Raitenstein kicked fﬁﬁﬁmly on the door. * You spying
villain, you bave opened my hox ! Open this door! Letmein!”
shriek of terror and rage. Crash, erash, crash! (See Chapter 14.)

His volea rose to a

right to let Rattenstein : i
Ef!l: vou. Youwwve po right to yarn like this even about a
un,

"1 know what T know.™

“Well, what do you know, oyster?”

“Thet's telling.” ;

“Oh, bump him!" said Bob., * Bunter can’t help being a
born idiot; but he can help heing a jolly clever ass, and he
wants bumping."

“"Here, I say, you [ellows—— Yarooooh|™

Bump}

“ Yoocoop " ) .

The grinning juntors walked away, leaving William George
Bunter seated on the floar, pasping., That was all the reward
he received for s patriotic endeavours to show vp a German
EpY-

“Beasta!" gasped Bunter, as he staggered to his feet.
“Grooh! Beasts! Never mind, let 'em wait till I've got
proofs—groogl: :-—*l]lﬂﬂ'“ come round then, the silly asses—
yow-ow-ow ! Grooogh 1"

And Bunter wizely decided to let the denunciation of the
supposad spy stand over till he had indubiiable, urefragable
proofs in hia fat hands,

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Leiter !

MR.. QUILCH was 2 couple of manuies late m the

Hemove Form-room the next morning. When he

came in there was a cloud on his brow, and he held

a [etter in his hand. And the Remove, to whom

Mr. Quelch’s brow was the barometer for the day,
prepared for stormy weather.

“The sereneinlness of his Highnesa is disturbed ! mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh to the eaptain of the
Remove, "It behoves ws to look outlully for squallfulness ™

“Wharfon **

Mr, Quelch rapped aut the name like a pistol-shot.
“Yes, giv]” said Harre, in surprise.
Tue Mae¥ET LiBRARY.—No.

“2ep oul here M

Whartow, in astomishment, went out before the class. Al
eves in the Hemove were upon ham.  Evidently it was upon
the captain of the Remove that the vials of the Form-master's
wrath were to be poured.

** Wharton, take that letter and read it.™

Wharton took the letter., His eyes almost started {rom lis
liead as he read it. It wasz written in a crabbed hand, and
it ran:

“Dear Master Wharton,—I'm sorvy to have to trouble you
Lut things have been going rather badly with me, and 1
shall have to ask you again for the pound you've owed me
for some time. oun are aware that all transactions are
strictly cash, but I have given you & good deal of time. I
must really ask you to send the pound to-day.—¥ours sin-
verely, JoserH DBaxea.

“Crose Kevs Inn, Friardale.™

Harry Wharton stared at the letter. Ile could scarcely
believe his eyes. It was a letter from Banks, the bookmaker
—the sharper he had knocked down in Friardule Lane. What
it meant he could not guesa.

“Wharten "—Mr. Quelch’s voice was like iron now—" that
Jetter came by this morning's delivery. Owing o the dis-
cussion yesterday, I have exercised a supervision over your
correspondence, That letter was opened in my study, and I
lave read 1t. What have you to sayi”

“I—I——" gtammered Wharton.

“You owe Mr. Banks s pound?” o

¥ Certainly not!” exclaimed Wharton indignantly. *1
owo him nothing. I have never had any dealings of any kind
with the man.”

“ Yet he has written to you demanding the payment I*

“Y1 can’t understand why he should.”

“Tf yon owe lam unothing, it is extraordinary that he
should write to you,” said Mr. Quelch.

Wharton's eyes gfeamea. Hea was mllecﬁng: his wits now.

“I think I can guess why he has done so,” he said. “1

had a row with him yesterday. and knocked him down.”
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¥ That latter does not read as if vou had had what you call
o row with the man. It is a friendly letter.™

“It's written to cause me trouble,” said Harev. T suppose
he knew you might see it. Or he hoped szo, at ony rate. I
don't owse him sny money."

Bob Cherry jumped up.

“Four of us were present when Wharton knocked Banks
down yesterday, sir!” he exclaimed.

“The presentfulness was terrific, honoured sahih.™

“And we jolly well know that Wharton doesn’t owe him
anything !"” axelaimed Johnny Bull,

Mr. Quelch hesitated,

* T have only your verzion of what heppened when vou were
with Banks,” he said. “I believe you to be truthful. But
vou ware foolish and reckless to speak to such a man at all

ou placed yourselves under natural suspicion. It is extra-
ordinary that the man should write is  letter withouk
grounds. He cannot expeéct to obtain the money if you do not
owe him anything.”

“*1 don’t owe him anything,’ “He's written

Az a vule, the

that letter in revenge.”

“He could not know that I should see i
correapondence of the hoys here iz not interfered with., If
1;011 had received this letter, Wharton, what would you have
dona ¥

“Threown it mto the fire, I suppose, sic.”

Mr, Quelch pursed hia lips.

“If a Jetter from him should reach you, Wharton, on
another oceasion, you will bring it to ma."

" Very well, sir; I will do g0.™

“You give me your word of honour, Wharton, th%t the
man had no grounds for writing such & letter to you?'" asked
Mr. Quelch, with a searching look at Wharton's flushed face,

“[.'-Ertainiy. sir!" \

. ¥ Very well! The circumstance is extraordinary, but T am
disposed to trust you. I may say, however, that if it should
be proved that yon have had desling with that disreputable
man, and that you have spoken falzely, you will be expelled
from this school, Wharton t™

“1 should deserve it, sir, if I were lying to you,’ =aid
Harry guietly. **That lettpr has been written to cause ma
tron and for no other resson.”

“You bad no previous letter from him?"

“None, air.”

“Yon would not have veplied to this letter if it had reached
you in ths ordinary wail(?'

“I—I suppose nmot. 1 might have written to tell the cad
my opinton of him."

“Hm! Well, you will understand, Wharton, that you are
forbidden to writa to the man for any reason whatever. I
Fequire YOUr protmoae.”

*1 promise, cortainly, siv. T don’t wani fo write to bim.”

“Very well; the soatter will ¢lose here,” said Mr. Quelch.
*1 have great #faith in yon, Wharton, acd it bas been put
to the test jo thiz mattor, but I may say it 1= not shaken.
If you should be further molested by this disreputable
character, I shall take measares to deal with him. You
mal-fa return to your place.” . .

rry Wharton went back to his Form, his face still
flushed, and “his eyes glinting. Mr. Quelch tore the letter
inte pieces and tossed them into the wastepaper-basket.
Then morning lessons procecded.

' said IMarre.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Backing Up Bunter !

ARRY WHARTON'S brows were knitted when he
came out of the Form-room. His chums were
looking very serivus, oo, and some of the juniors
were  looking st him  curiously.  Skinner and
Bnoop exchanged a wink, and Fisher T. Fish tapped

‘EEhprfﬂn on the shoulder, to give him a friendly word of
Q0 I0,

“You must have beon o jay!" Fish remarked.

“What do you mean?” demanded Wharton angrily.

“1 guess it was soft, letting that galoot write to you hyer!
Why didn't you arraﬂ%tﬁ have letters somewhers elget”

“You =illy chump! st letter waz written to cause me
trouble, not because I've had snything to do with the man!®
:m;ﬁlped Wharton, * Didn't you hear me tell Quelchy s0%”

1gher 'I". Fish closed one aye.

“Yeos, I heard you tell Quelchy s0,” he assented. I gunss
nl.: wouldn't be jay enough to tell Quelchy anything clse,
LT ez

Wharton's eyes. lashed, and the Yenkee junior did not
continue. He walked away grinning.

Harry Wharton went out mte the guadrangle in a grim
humour. He could sea that s good many fellows did not
wholly believe his oxplenation to Mr. Quelch.

It was, indeed, an extrsordinarvy state of circumstances,
and Wharton could not quite blame him. For a fellow dis-
coverad in correspondence with the bookmaker could scarcely
have owned up to it. Why Mre. Banks should have written
that letter, if there was nothing in it, was & puzzle. For it
was seldom that the Form-master examined the juniors’
corcespondence—only when he had special cecasion to do so.
How, then, did Banks know that the letter would fall into
Mr. Quelch’s hands? And unless e was sure of that, ho
could not have written jt to injure the captain of the
Remove. And certainly he could not have written 1t with-
out any motive at all.

“The spotless and immaculate Wharton has besn havin
a futter,” Skioner confided to his saf. “He's been hnwh'eg.
out at last. I always believed that My, Magnificent Wharton
was & little too good to be true.”

“Flain as anything,” agreed Sneop.
pected zomething of the sort all along.”

“ 1t has been quite plain, you know, come bo think of it,”
seid Stott sagely. '"Easy encugh to say he was knecking
Backs down when it came out that he had met the man.
Anybody could say that. The letfer doesn't look as if it
coma from a man he had knocked down. Quelchy raid 3t
was n friendly letter, didn't he? Chaps who've been knocked
down don’t write Trendly letters ™

“0Of course they don’t! Wharton owes him the money
right enough.”

“And that's tie chap who preaches to us abeut o cigar.
atte or twol” zaid Btoop, in deep indignation,

“Rotten, T call it!"

Skinner & Co., in fact, were feeling disgusted. But even
fellows who were less veady to believe evil, thought the -
matter very curious,

Wharton's friends, naturally, belicved his explanation—in
fact, the bookmaker's motives were clear encugh tg them.

“HReally, I've sus-
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Bob Cherry proposed a visit 1o the Crose Kevs, and the
bestowal of a record licking upon Mr. Banks, But Wharton
ehook his head at that suggestion.

“We'd better keep clear of him,” he said. “What's to
Frm'{! T.hutl. we went there to reg him, if we went at ald?
Ie’s the kind of chap it’s best to keep away from altogether.”
“The touchfulness of the pitch iz the esteemed defileful-
“ness,” remarked Hurree Singl. It iz better to keep off
© grassfully.”

“Bui the rotter ought to be panished for plaving such a
trick!¥ exelaimed Bob warmly,

“DBetter keep off the grass,” said Hary.
done no barm, ihough 1t might have.™

*1 say, vou fellows—"

“0Oh, buzz off, Bunter!™

“Hold on a minute, you know,” seid Bunter cagerly, “It's
rather important. J—— *

“Nothing doing ! growled Bob., “Money is tight.”

" Oh, really, Cherry, I'm nov asking you for a loan, you
f[athead—T'm expecting a postal-order to-day, too. It's
about that German spy.”

“Ring off, you fat Jduffer!” said Wharton impatiently.
I think it ought to be looked into,” said Bunter. “I'm
dispozed to confide in you fellows, and tell you ail I know—->"

“That wouldn’t teke long!” growled Jolnny Bull,

“ Raitenstein "

“ Blow Rattenstein!™
“He's locked his study door agnin,” said Bumter. “T heard
his pen scratching away, too. e's writing something.”

“What about it? Why shoualdn't he "

“My belief is that it's spying. What bas he locked his
door for?"

“Ask him.”

“ Mauly says he's alwars locking Iis door latelye—"

“Perhaps it's to keep a greedy porpeise from getting at his
etudy cupboard.”™ : : :

“Oh, really, Cherry! After he had locked his door, he
vnlocked that box of his, and took some papers out.”

“How do vou know i

“T'm watching him,” said Bunter loftily. "Shadowing
him, like Sherlock Blake—I wean Bexton Holmes—ihat is,
Sherlock Holmes, you know. Now he's writing, and I heard
him chuckle tbrough the keyhole.” '

“He chuckled through the keyhola!™ grinned Bob.

. “Ng, you duffer! I heard him through the keyhole. T tell
you there’s pomething going on—some report he's writing
out for the Germans, you know. I think you fellows ought
to back me up, and—and burst into the room, you know,
hike they do in newspaper serial stories, and confront him.
If he's guilty, he will turn deadly pale—"

“Ha, ha, ha}” |

“Blessed 1f T can sca anything to cackle at!
burning papers, too, in his study, several times.”

*“How do you know that?®

#T've heard Mauly complaining about the mess it makes.
inﬂ he keceps papers in that box—mysteriove decuments, you
now.”

“Not tuck?” chuckled Bob.

“Well, T think perhaps there’s tuck as well,” said Bunter
::.:mt-iwslin “My idea 15 this. You fellows follow my lead,
and we'll surprise him in his study, and—and confront him.
Then we'll search the mysterions box, and reveal the ghastly
mystery. You fellows can take charge of the mysterious
docoments, and 1'll have the tuck!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“0h, really, you know—->="

The bare ider of Rattenstein as a German spy made the
juniors howl with laughter. Bug Billy Bunter was in deadly
earncst.

“I say, you fellows, rou might back me up, for patriotic
reaaone, you know. Huﬁ?}}ﬂﬁﬂ we get a Zeppelin over Grey-
friars again, all through that Hun. Y¥Yeoun 'fmck me up, and
we'll unmask him.” .

“Well, I don’t mind backing vyou up,” s=aid Bob Clerr
thoughtfully. *“You're sure you want ﬁw to?? ¥

“Yes, rather! You see—"

“Well, hero goes!”

" After ell, it's

-

He's been

“VYarooh | Leggi;:!” roared Bunter, as Bob Cherry
grasped him by the shoulders, * Wharrer you at? Yarooh!®
Bob Cherry backed Bunter up against the nearest ¢lny

with a bump. The far junior slid to the ground, and :at on
a root, gasping.

ET! Gfﬂﬂh lll

“Ha, ha, hal”

The chums of the Remove walked away, grinning.

Billy Bunter blinked after them in epeechless indiguation,
He did not ask for any more backing up, '
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Hun Sporis His Oak |
6 EGAD ™
_ Lord Mauleverer uttered that cjacnlilion in an
irritated tone as he found his study door locked. His
lordship had a very equable temper, but his study-
mate sometimes succeeded in irritating it. On a
dozen occasions during the past week the snhaﬁrb-}j carl had
found his own door locked against him.,

He shook the handle.

“Let me in, you ass!
locked again for ¥

There was a hurried movement in the study and the click
of a lock. Then the study door was uunlocked and opened.
Rattenstein’s sallow face was o iittle Aushed as he moet the
eyes of Lord Maunleverer,

“What the dickens i3 the hittle game *" domanded his lord-
ship. " What are you always lockin’ the deor for?"” '

“I've been working, and I didn't want to be interrupted,”
said Battenstein {:-D'rdﬁr. **What do you want ¥’

“1 want to rest a bit,” said Lord Mauwleverer pluindively,
sinking upon the sofz. “I've been workin' too hard this
afterncon. lchy has been makin® me work., Awi'ly in-
considerate old fellow, Quelehy.”

“You're going to stay here now " asked Ratlenstein,

“¥aas”

Rattenstein’s brows knitted.

"Look here, 1 want to do some work,” hLe said.
vou go and slack in the Common-room "

“Can't mova now."”

“Why not 1"

“ Tired.” ]

“Look here, Mauleverer, I've smot to get through this
Latin,” said Rattenstein. I can’t work with you here and
fellows coming in and out. Do let me bhave the study to
myself for half an hour.™

“Oh, begad !"

. " Buppose you help me with this bit of Livy, though?” sug-
gested Rattenstein.

Lord Mauleverer groaned.

“Excuse mo, old chap. 'd vather he hung, if you don'd
mind, I'll elear out, if you make a poiut of it 1™
5 “If you like to help me—it's the Carthaginian War, you

oW 4

But Lord Mauleverer retired hasztily. He did not feel
equal to tackling Titus Livius and the Carthaginian War., Hat-
;{mﬁwin grinned as he closed the door and locked 1t after

1M

Lord Mauleverer drifled down the passage somewhat oub
of humour. He wa:s too good-natured to say “No ™ to any-
body, but he did not like being turned out of hia comfartable
study, though that was better than having Livy inllicted upon
him. Billy Bunter stopped him in the passage.

“Door locked again—what ¥ grinned Bunter,

T Yﬂ.ﬂ-ﬁnu

“ And Ratty’s turned you out ?™

“Yaas [e's goin' to work.”

“Ile, he, he!™

Lord Mauleverer stared at Bunter, but he was too lazy lo
inquire the reason of the fat junior’s chuckle, He sauntered
arway to the commen-room, where he stretched his tired limba
on & much less comfortable sofa than his own.

Billy Bunter tiptooed to the door of Rattenstein’a study.

Within he could hear the scratch of a pen,

The German junior was undoubtedly at work; but Bunter
could guess that the worlkk he wasz engaged uwpon was con-
nected with the mysterious decumenta in the equally mys-
terious box. Dunter's fat ear was glued to the keyhole, when
suddenly his other ear was compressed between a hard finger
and thamb., He gave a howl, and blinked round at Squiff.

What have you got the study door

“*Couldn't

“Spying again!"™  suid  Sampson Quincy Iffley Field
severaly, .

“Yow-ow! I'm shadewmmg a spy!" gosped Bunter.
ail Le quﬂ'

“1 give you one sccond to get ont of the passage!” said
Squiff, releasing Bunter’s car and lifting his boot,

Bunter sprinted for the stairs,

He did not venture to return to the Remove passage unial
Squiff had gone down to the footer-ground. He was intensely
curious as to what was going on in Rattenstein’s study. But
the door was locked, and there came nothing but the faint
ecratehing of a pen from withljn.

The German junior was still very busy,

“1 guess youw're the galoot I want to sce,” remarked Fisher
T. V¥ish, coming along the passage,

Runter blinked at hnn,

“(Got the keys?™ he asked,

EE 1!'{‘.‘[-}. l:l:

13

A Grand, Long, Complete Stary of Harr
Wharton' & GO0, By FRANK RICHAR



1+ THE BEST 3~ LIBRARY I@~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND™ 3° LIBRARY. "R

“ Lend them to me, old nha]{:!” .

“Tanner a tore,” said Fish inconically. .

“{ happen to be short of monay this afternoon— :

T guess you'll be short of keys, too, then,” grinned Fisher
"I". Fizh, and he walked on to his own study.

“Ragati” .

 Fisher T. Fish hed cycled over to Counrtlield after lessome,
end st Mr, Lazarus’ sccond-hand shop he had secured a bar-

ain in old keys—Mr, Lamrus_haﬁnﬁ‘pimty of thay kind of
ﬁim‘lm: to dispose of at low priccs, Fishy had secured abount
fifty old keye of various sizes and makes for sighleenpence.
But ©io was not in busincss, as he would have expressed ﬂ.;,
for his health. He did not care a “tontinental red cent"
what Bunter wanted the koys for so long as He.paid up. But
unti! he paid up, Fishy's property would repose m Fishy's
keapi

¥

hlzgn Tord Mauleverer eame up to iles, Buonter bufton-
holed him io the-passage.

“{an you Imdﬁaﬁmmr. Mauly? Only a tannert”

The:good-natured Maaly felt in hus pockets.

“Yaha; hera you ate. i:"tun. away!" ] .

Billy Bunter pocketed the sixpence with much satisfaction,

“Will Fon bave this back out of my postal-order, or shab I
put it dowan to the old account?™ he asked.

Lord Mauleverer ghuckied. :

“Whichever you like, dear boy. 1'm not parlicular.” He
turned the door-handie of his stndy, and gave = howl
ol ﬁad !  Locked again!  Ratteustcin, lel e in, you
am i’

T Weit & minute [*

“"Liock here, I've gat threo fellows comin’ to toa '™ shouted
Lord Mauleverer. “I'll take that bleszed key away and bury
15!, Open the.door !

There wag a movement within, and Bunter's sharp cars
detected pnce more the click of a lock, Rattcastein was lock-
ing tha mysteriows’box again.

rd Manleverer kicked vigorously at the dosr.

“Open this'doort” he shouted. ** ' Will someb lend me
a hammor to bust this lock? Come and kick 3% for e,
Cherry, dear boy. Your boots would bust anything 1"

The door was hastily opened {from withino.
~ “Ivs all right,” ssid Rattenstein surlily, * ¥You can poma
in, I've fin work."

“ILook here, I'm fed up with this!” ox¢laimed Tord
Mauleverer, Exa:farniﬂd. “Frvery blessed day Tm locked
ont of my own study, and when I come in 3ou've generally
got ti:;g;‘ ace in a-mess with burnt papers. i‘i’hnt‘a the little

a8

Bob Cherry and Squiff and Johnny Bull had Iollowed Lord
Mauleverer up; they were his gurcsts io tea, They looked
very curicusly at the Hushed foce of the Gorman schoeiboy,

“"Well, there's no burnt papers now,” zaid Bquiff, with &
glance a% the grate. “Shall I got the fire going, Mauly!”

“Yaag, dear boy.”

Rattenstein lef¢ the study without & word,

“I'fi gettin® fed up  with that fellow,” said Lewd
Mauloverer plaintively. “Lockin® me out of wy own quar-
tere, begad !

“ Whet.does he do it for?” asked Bob.

“ He says ho's workin'.”

“No necd to lock himself in to work.”

“Weall, be's H!IICI'I doin® i, and I'm [ed up, I'm goin' fo
take the ke away, said Lord Mauleverer. “It's really too
thick, you Eﬂ !

“1 say, Mauly, if you want some shoppiog done—-"
“Thank you, [ don’t,”
= Well, I'd like to make mysclf useful, as I'm coming to tea
with you,” maid Bunter.
“Begad! Are you comin’ to fca, Bunter?"
*Oh, really; Mauly—-" _ _ .

y Bunter nl:a.dynd to Lten, and ‘biz felonious designs upon
the locked box had to be postponed for the present.

i ————

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
In the Toils®

HARTON! Stop!"
# Harry Wharton halled in surprise, Two or
' ) three fellows in the Lower Halt, who heard

Rnttl:lrmtein’s charp, imperative yoice, locked
round,

Rattenstein sl'mdﬂﬂirr:ntly up to the captain of the Remove.
Wharton stared at hito, wondering what hie wanted,

“Well™ ha aaid. ] ) .

“I want a few words with you," said Rattenstein,

“Buck up, then!" said Harry calmly, “I've got to get to
the post-office and back before locking-up. T've no time to
sparai{”’
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" Vou will spare time for me!™ said Rattmatﬁ:u-u arrogantly.
% You have been talking about mo with Buonber. :

4 iz Highness mustn't be talked about " grinned E-%‘mnp_r.

“1 haven's taken the trouble to talk about yau, paid
Wharton baughtily, “I've never hidden my opinion of you,
i‘e-_rta:rn'ry. I will tell you now what I think of you if you
ke .

“Vou are o liar and a coward!” said Rattenstein.

There was a gasp of astomishment from the fellows wha
heard him.  Rattenstein. was a koown funk—ho had been
licked oven by Fisher T. Fish, tho Yankee jumior. To =ce
him standing up to the captsin of the Romove in this way
was sstounding. Wharton could searcely believe his cara.

SI'm whak? he gasped. ]

“You heard what I said!” said Rattonstem,

Sranckl| .

Before Wharton could goard, his open hand camoe across
the chieek of thn astounded junior, and Wharton staggerod.
The next moment he sprang forward, his eves blazing. H;ﬂ
forgot that he was within a fow yards of his Form-master’s
study "door—he did net think of anything but the insult, and
of avenging it. Dattenstein met his rush and closed with
him, struggling like & cat.

In a few moments ho was fune down, hut he held on, and
E‘r‘hartnn was dragged down with lum. They frashed on the

ool

“Cave ! yelled Tom Brown from the stairs,

AMre, Quélch locked out of his study.

“Wharton! Rattenstemn!” he almost shouted.

Whasrton.shook off the grasp of the Gornman and sprang wp.
Rattenstein picked _himself up more siowly. .

Q“ %—If::w_ dare you fight in the passage!” exclaimed Mr,

e,

Then the Remove-master’s axpression suddenly changed.

On the floor whora the two juniors had been struigling lay
a lotter with the addreszed side turned np full in view.

And the address written upon it was:

" Jozeph Banks, Esq.,
The Cross Ke;r% Itmréah ”
rig P

M. Quelch stared blankly at ik, and then stooped and
picked it up. He looked at the addres; again, ps if he counld
scavcely-beliove his eyes

“Whartont" he thundered.
letter ™

“Did I, sie?” :

“¥ou did—a letter to Baoks, the man with whom you
assured me you had no communication whatever!"

Wharton stagpered. .

“* To—to Banks!" he excliimed. “Is that Ietter addressed
to Banks?"

i It iﬁ!” , :

“Then I did not drop it, sir. It does not belong to me !

“ Do not lpr{:runcate, Wharion, I know your handwritinge,
I suppose?’ .

“ My—my handwriting!™

“Yes. Follow me into my stady.”

“ Fut, sir, [—J——"

“ Follow me!™ )

Mr. Quolch whisked back into hia study, his face thunderows,
the letter in his hand. Wharton fellowed him like a fellow in
a dream. -

Rattenstein tapped him on the arm.

“Wharton, 1 am su:-rrjl'! I did oot know you would bo =0
careless as to drop your letlor——""

Harry shook 'DE ih hand fiercely.

4Tt is not my letter 1™ he said.

Rattenstein shrugored hia shouldera, \

Harrg Wharton entercd the Form-master's study.
waz a buzz smong the fellows in the Lower ITall,
all hieard 3r. Quelch’s words. . :

“Fairly bowled out, by pum!” said SL:nner.
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“What an awful ass!” said Bolsover major. " TIt's hard
lack on him, though! All the fault of that beastly Ilun, too,
for tackling him just outside Quelehy’s door.™

t-;;l did not know—1I counld not know,” stammered Ratten.
stein.

“Of course vou couldn’t; but you shouldn't have picked
a row with him here, and you know that!” growled Baolsover.
“It looks to me as if you knew ho bhad the letter about him
and planned it"*

“Well, Ratty may have known that he had the leiter, but
he couldn’t have known he'd be ass enough to drop it,” =aid
Skinnor, :

_"“No, T suppose not—though he’s mean cnough for a thing
like that.™

Rattenstein turned away without a word, DBui when he
was 2lone in the guadrangle he grinned,

e i

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
_ Expelted 1
R. QUELCIH stood with the letter in his hand, his
eyes fzed upon Wharton. :
3 The captain of the Remove gazed at the letter
He had seen it now, and seen that the super
ecription was in his hand. ¥Yet he had npever written 1t—
unless he was out of his senses. ‘ .
“# Wharton, this letter is addressed by you te Mr! Banks.™
Wharton tried to collect his wite.
“1 did not write it, air.”
“You deny your own hand?™
“Jt—it looks like my hand, sir.”
“It ia your hand, Wharton 1"
“1__Y can't understend 181" stammered Harry.
“1 shall open this letter, Wharton.”
“Yea, gir, It » not mine” 1
The Removemaster made an impatient gesture, and alit
%ﬂ envelope. Wharton watched him a2 he drew out the
tter.
A one-.pound note Auitered upon the table.
Mr. Quelch read the letter grimly. :
“Wharton,”? he said, “1 have nover heard of such duplicity
in a boy hefore, I am ehocked and astounded! This 13 an
acknowledgment of your debt to Mr. Banks—a full scknow-
ledgraent that the letter destroyed this morning was written
to Em to claim a debt that was due from you to this book-
maker.”
“May I sca the letter, sir?™ .
My, Queleh laid it on the table. Wharton looked ab it
dazedly, It was in his own handwriting. It ran:

“Dear Banks,—I enclose the pound. Don't send a receipt
hero: wait till T meet yon in the nsual place. Your letter to
me was opened by Mr. Queleh, and very nearly got me igto
trauble.

“Yours.
“H., Wuinron."

Wharton's brain seemed to reel. ‘

Mr. Quelch took a sheet of im;i:t-pamra-him lately dene
by Harry Wharton. He placed it beside the letter.

“Do you deny now, rton, that that is your writing?"

Wharton panted. It was the same! Every frick and turn
in the writing was the same! ;

A ]I can't understand it, sir!"' he sand
that letter!” : :

“Yet you had it about you. It dropped from you while
you wers fighting in the passage.’ .

411 don’t undoerstand it !" . ‘

“ T understand it only teo well?” said Mr. Quelch grimly.
“You have deceived me, Wharton—grossly deccived me!
You hafa ta;!r.en wuscrupulous advantage of my faith 1o you!™

::I__ S

“Vou have had gambling traneactions with this man Banks.
You have spoken falschoods on the subject. 1 warned you
what would be the resalt, Wharton, if I discovered that yen
had deceived me, and now the discovery hes come about by
chancel You are not fit to yemain in this school!™

“1 did not write that letter ™ o

“YVou will follow me to the Head,” said Mr. Quelch, un-
heeding. “ You will be expelled from Greyfriars, Wharton!
You w:illl Iﬁa.;m the school to-morrow morning 1"

71 did nat wnte

45

l#_thma 11‘!.

The Remove-master turned fo the door, )

Harry Wharton stood rooted to the carpet. FHis brain was
in a whirl; he was unable to think c!ea}r y. 1§ had all been
so sudden and po tecrible that he could not grasp it. The
letter was in his hand, yet he had not written it. Was it
possible that in seme moment of mental aberration he had
done s0? What was the meaning of it all?

“ Do you hear me, Wharton? Come!™

“Mr. Quelch "—Wharton's voice was hoarse and husky—
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“1—1 did not write that letter! I don't know who wrote it 1™

“ That is enough, Wharton! Follow me!™

Wharten followed the Form-master unsteadily from the
roomn. ‘Thera was a crowd oufside alveady; the news had
apread like wildfire.

Frank Nugent ran forward, and caught Wharton by the
shoulder, Hia face was pale and anxious.

“ Harry, whet's the matteri™

Wharton #o8 d,

t
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“ [T donw't know. I can't understand it, I'm going to be
expelled 17

“ Bxpelled !'" velled Nugeat.

1] ?’&5-”

“ What have vou oned’’

* Nothing.' i )

“Wharton, I am waiting for you!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
“ Nugent—-"" ]

“ What has Wharion done, =ir?'? :

“ Me has deceived me, deceived everyone, and acled like
an unscrupulous young scoundrel !’ said Mr. Quelch, in
raised tones. * Ie wiﬁ leave Greyiriars, Wharten, follow
me ab ooce ! i ; :

Wharton followed him, and Nugent went with his chum.
Mr. Quelch tapped at the Head's door, and the two juniors
followed him into the study.

Dr. Locke laid down his pen.

“Dear me! Iy anything the matter, Mr. Guelch?”

“ A very serious matter, sir ! Mr, Quelch loid the letter
on the Head's desk, and Dr. Locke glanced at 1%,

“ That letter was written by Whartos, sir.”

“Good heavens '’

“This morning I opened s letter addressed to Wharton
by that -man Banks, to whom this is addressed. He de-
manded a pound that Wharten owed him, Wharton denied
all knowledge of Banks, snd declared that the letier had
been written simply to injure him. 1 believed him.” Mr.
Quelch’s tone.was bitter now, “ I trusted him, and took his
word. By accident, thia letter hoa now fallen into my hands.

Tt was dropped by Wharton outside my study. As you sce,
it 15 in r:‘?{’pfu the letter of this morning—of which Wharton
denied on.dga It contained this ocurrency-noto for

one pound,’”

“ Bless my sonl !" )

Wharten stoodt dumb. Frank Nugent looked st hjm with
3 haggord fece. For a moment a chill of doubt crept inte
MNugent's heart. Had Whurion deceived the Form-master—
and deceived hia own chums, too?

“ PFranky "—Wharton found his volcoe at last—' you don't
bolieve it 2"

MNugent drew a deap breath.

“No, I don't,”’ he said. °° But—-but what does it mean,
ITarry 7 : ; ,

Dr. Locke, his kind old face very hard and stern now,
fixed his eyes on the captain of the Remaove. )

“ Whaston,” he said, “what have you to say to this®”

“T did not write that letter, sic,”

“Is it ok in your hand "’

“It socems so, sir.” . ;

“ Nugent, sre rvoa scguainted with Wharton's hand-
writing 1"

“ Certainly, sir1”

“ Yook at thiz letter, and tell me whether it wes writton
by Wharton.”' .

Nugent took the letter, and he nlmost stoggered. Hia look:
was sufficient, without words,

“ Harry I’ bo muttersd,

“¥You know that handwriting, Nogenti”

“Tt—it looks like Wharton's, sir I gaspod
dry voice.

“Is it Wharton's?"

“ Ile says he did not write it, sie"”

“ If that letter were of an innocent and harmless character,
MNugent, vou would say that it had been written by Wharton,
from the handwriling '

# 1-—1 suppose s0, sir.'”

“That i enough.” -

T haye a specimen of Wharton's writing here, sir,” said
Mr. Quelch, laying the impot on the desk. * It is omly neces-
sary to compare the two.’

Dr. Locke glanced at the paper, and nodded.

“* Whartan,”’ he sai:l, * take this pen] and copy out the
letter word for word,”

“ YVexy well, sir.”’ X

Wharton stood at the Ilead's desk, and copied the letter
upern a sheet of notepaper. When he had finished, the Head
examined the two letters, . _

“There i not the slightest distinction here,” he u:gé

Nugent, in &

A Geand, Long, Qemplais ﬂlﬂ‘n{ of Harry
Wharton .& Co. By FAANAK RICHARGS.
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* But for the difference in the paper it would be impossible
ko distinguish one letfer from the other. 1In the face of this,
Wharton, you still deny having written this letter ™

“* Yes, gir,”’

“¥ery well. I do nol balieve you Wharton; and unless
you are out of your senges you eannob ex é:uct me to believo
you. You are proved guilty of blackgusrdism, of lying, and
of deceit ! Toanovvow morning you will be expelled publicly
from Greyfriars!’”

“Bir!” i

“ Unti} then you will be confined to the punishment-room.
You will ot be allowed to exchange one word with the boys
whom  you may have already contaminated with your
presence I said the ITead aternly.
kindly ses that Wharton is lockeg in.”

“ Certainly, sir”

Mr. Quelch signed to Wharton, and left the study. Whar-
ton followed him, as if drunkenly, almost dizzy. At the
door of the punishment-room, however, he halted. Mr.
Quelch threw the door open, and signed to him to enter.

Wharton drew back, his eyes blazing.

* Kindly go in, Wharton I"" said the Remove-master coldly.

“1 will not!” exclaimmed Wharton passiopately. I am
not guilty, and I will not be locked up like a crigninel 1™

“Obey me!” thundered Mr. Queleh.

* I will not be locked in ™

“* Wingate ! Courtney !

'ill'hﬁ two profects of the Bixth came at the Form-master’s
oall,

* Please take Wharton into the punishment-room,” said
Mr. Quelcl: quietly.

Wharton spreng back and put up his hands,

“RKeop off "' he shouted, I -elt you———"

t-u“ Fumu I said Wingate, “Don't be a young ass, Whar-

!

“ Hands off I'

" Harry!”  whispered Nugent,
a ¥

The two prefects grasped the junior.  Wharten, utterly
reckless now, hit out furiously, and Wingate staggered back,
The next moment the junior was swept off his feet in the
grasp of the two semiors. Nugent forgetting everything
else, rushed to the reseuwe, kut the Form-master cauglht him

the collar.

* Stand back, Nugent!”

Bump! Wharton, tessed bodily ints the punishment-room,
sprawled on the floor. Thore was the click of a kev, and
the captain of the Remove was o prisoner,

“It's no good, old

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Makes Another Discovery !

b ALLO, hallo, hallo! What's up "
Fisher T. Fish burst into Lord Mauleverer's

study with an excited face. The tea-party theve
had nearly finished tea. Rattenstein had joined
them—though not much to the pleasure of the
 tea-party, certainly. .

* Begad, you lock excited, dear boy !"" vawned Lord Maul
everer,
- “Hain't you heerd the noos?” howled Fisher T, Fish.

“ Ancther Zeppelin raid?” aslked Squiff, “Or haz the
Government woke up, or what "
- “Wharton’s sacked I

“ What '

“You silly aszs!”

shouted Bob Cherry, jumpi up.
“What do you mean %' ¥, Jumping up

" Straight ds [ gasped Fisher 7. Fish, “ Why, the
hull, Ellm i in & burz with it. Wharton's got the push 1
_Bob Cherry glared at the Yankes junior, and rushed from

the study. Sguiff and Johnay Bull follpwed him fast,

“Come on, Mauly,” said Fisher T. Fish. “Don't you
want to be in at the death, vou elacker

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

“Tired,” he replied,

©IL'll come presently,” said Bunter. “1'm going to. finish
tea first. This is a ripping cake, What have those asses left
their tea for? Bob hasn't finished his jam-—Ilook "

S I guess I'll help finish it,"" grinned Fishar T. Fish, drop-
ping into Bob Cherry’s chair. “Pass the tongue. No
objection, Mauly—what ¥

“None at all, dear boy," said Lord Mauloverer, sinking
gracefully on the sofa; “so long sz you don't talk, you
know," )

Rattenstein's cyes were gleaming.
quietly. To the German junior, more
the news was exciting. It was he that had been expecting to
hear it. He hurried downstairs, that catlike gleam in his
pale-blue ayes, his lips curved in a cruel smila,
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o loft the study
than to anyone clse,

“Me. Quelch, you will

Downstairvs, the houae waa in a buze of excitement,
m“"ﬁ-"hﬁt i3 this, Skivuer?" exelaimed Battenstein.

n—.n_

“ Bowled out and sacked ! said 8kinner,

“Where 1= he now ¥
~ “Locked in the punishment-room.
in the mc_trnin%l!” grinned Skinner. * Thus are the mighty
fallen! Cuan't help feeling sorcy for the poor beast, though.
He's kopt it pretty dark a long time. I suppose he was
bound to get bowled out in the long run.”

“What's that?"” roared Bob Cherry. ¥ 8o you think it's
true, ¥ou, you rat i

*Of course it's true ! snapped Skinner. “ Why, what —
Wo-wo-owwwooop "'

Bkinner want spinninyg, Bob Cherry glared at Battenstein,

* Do you think it's true, teo!"” he demanded,

“The Head seems to,’ said Rattensiein sarcasiically,
“You had better go and punch him, Cherry !

And he walked away, smiling.

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter was actively clearing the tea.
table in Lord Mauleverer's study. assisted by Fishee 1. Fish.
When it was cleared, Fisher rose to go. Lord Mauleveree
was asleep on the sofa.

“Got those kevs, Fishy?"" azked Bunter.

Fish chuckled.

“ ot that tanner?®” he asked, ib burn.

“¥es, I have—and here it 157

“Good enough! Here's the keyzt  Oue honr, mind, or
I charge you another tunner,” zaid Fizher T. Fish, laying the
bunch of kevs on tha table.

Bunter smffed, and Fisher T, Fish quitled the studs. The
Owl of the Remove Blinked at Lord Mauleverer,

¥ Mauly 1™ he murmnred.

His lordship did not reply.  Ho was in a dowe.
grinned, and crossed to the door and locked it
tocd to the mysterious box in the corher,

His opportunity had coine!

If one of Fishy's huge variety of keys htted the box, the
German schoolboy's secret would be revoaled now to the
inquisitive eves of the Owl of the Remove,

illy Bunter proceeded to try koy after kev on the box.

He tried ffteen or sixteen without success.  Tord Maul-
everer, still dozing on the sofa, waa quite uncopscious of
Bunter's actions, and, indeed. of his ][:res-z-.nre. It was the
seventeenth key on the bunch which glided into the lock, and
tu;::j::]@i }mds:r the pressure of Bunter's fat Angers.

ick !
i liii v Bunter gave a satisfied blink. The boy
o L

He raised the lid.

The first glance into the interior waz disappointing.  Thers
was no trace of “tuck.” Eager a: Bunter was to prove his
remarkable theory that Prinmgﬂuppmrhr von Rattenstein was
an enemy spy, he would have preforred tack,

The box contained no tuck. bowever. Tt was half full of
papers.  They were some, at least, of the mysterious writings
of the German junior.

Bunter drew the sheets out with eager fingers,

“Mum-mum-my bat!" he ejaculated,

His little round eyes almost stacted through his spectacles,
for the firet sheet he saw was in Harry Wharten's hand-
writing, in Latin,

M That giddy impot ! exclaimed Bunter.

Ha had heard of the lines abstracted from Wharton's study
nearly a week before.  Nothing more had been heard of the
miming impot, and Wharton had concluded that the practical
joker who had taken it had destroyed it, remaining pretty
convinced that the guilty party was Rattenstein,

And here it was!

“My ooly hat!” murmured Bunter. * Bul what did he
want to keep it for? And—and what's this?"

Bunter gazed at the sheets in utter astonishment.

There were copies of Wharton's imposition, some of them
in writing so like his that the difference could hardly be told,
Then there were sheets written in English—disconnerted
]\;-'ur:ils mm Yyharton's kand, or a close imitation of Wharton's

anl.

In some cases the imitation was so close that Bunter could
not tell whether it was genuine or not.  In other eases gt
was not guite so cloze. and betrayed the heavy strokes of
Rattenstein's own writing, But most amazing of all was
apvern]l sheels covered with constanily-repeated copics of a
lettar, and the letter ran:

“Dear Banks,—I enclose the pound. Don't send a receipt
here; wait till T meet you in the usual place. Your leiter
to me was opened by Mr., Quelch, and very nearly got me inta
trouble, —Y ours, HARTON."'

This Freeimﬂ effusion was repeated a dozen times at least—
wome of the copies, cvidently the earlicy ones, showing traces

* Whar-

Creand deamatic scona

Bunier
Thken he wip-

was  n-
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of Rattenstein’s own hand, the others more and mere like
Harry Wharton’s writing.

Bunter blinked at the sheets dumbfounded.

Evidently the box did not contain any spy reports.
Bunter hagt to admit now that his wonderful
all moonshine,

But what did it mean? ; ;

Billy Bunter was not remarkable for intelligence, but- he
could sce thmt Rattenstein had obtained a copy of Wharton's
handwriting, and had practised it assiduously until he was
able to imitate it with exactitude, <

For what reason had the (German jumior been practising
forgery !—for that was what it was,

Bunter had known of the letter in Mr. Qualck’s hands, he
would neot have needed to be told tho reason; but he knew
nothing of it as yet.

“The awiul rotter I"” murmured Bunter, *He's prastising
Wharton's fist to play some trick on him! That's why he
boned the impeot, That’s why he's been Iteepmi:.he study
door locked—while he was practising forgery, the bocrid Hun
beast! That's what all those burnt rs were for. He
burned the sheetz he practized on, and when he badn’t time
to burn them when he waa interrupted, he locked them in this
box for safety!"

“Bunter grinped. He felt that he had fairly bowled out the
Hun schoolboy—as indeed he had.

“The rotter! He hadn't time to born these, as Mauly
came up to tea, so he locked them wp, He'll come back and
do 1t a3 soon as he gels a chance, e

There was a burried rattle at the door.

"It me inl” camo Rattenstein’s voice from outade.
“ Mauleverer, what have rou locked me out for?'"

Bunter chuckled. Mauleverer sat up and yowned,

“"Begadt What's the rowi"”

“Iet ma nt"

“Why can't you come in?™

“The door’s locked!” shouted Rattenstein angrily.

“One good turn deserves cnother,” chuckled Lord Maul-
erverer. ' You've often locked me out, dear boy! Hallot
Is that you, Bunter?”

“It's me,” said Bunter, talang the key oul of the lock.
“ You’re nof going to let him in, Mauly. He's a forger, and
he’s not going to deztroy the evidence !™

“What 17

" Look at those pa 3

Lord Mauleverer locked lazily at the papers, and then his
fuce became auddenly serious,

BT ] Bf‘gﬂ-ﬂ par

“That'a what he hes locked in his box,"” grinned Bmmter.
“He's bean gmct.isinﬁ forging Wharton's fst for something.
I've bowled him sut!™

There was a vell outside the study, HRaftenstein had beard
the words.

“Let me in!” he shrieked.

“No jolly fear ' howled Bunter,
burn the evidence, you forging Hun!
seo thesé papers!” ‘

“Let me m! Lot me in!" Rottensicin kicked furiously
on the door, “ You spying villain, you have opcned my box !
Open this door!  Let me int"

' His voice rose to a shrick of terror and rape.

Crash, cragh, crash!

The Hun éumm- kicked savagely, and the door groanad and
ereaked. illy Bunter made no movement to open it. It
would not have been quite safe for him to let Battesstoin in
then. And Bunier meant to dazzle the Remove with his

at discovery. There was no chance for Rattenstein to
troy the evidence,

“Let me ini”

Bang, bang! Crash!

! LEven
iscovery was

“You're not going to
¥ harton's going to

e ————

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.,
The Order of the Boot !

i E, he, ho!™

“h, bagad!"?

“What's the thundering row?” anpeily ox-

claimed Squift, coming along the passage.

The Australian jnntor was worried and dis-
turbed by tho calamity that had fallen upon his ehum, Jocked
up in the punishment-reom under sentenes of expulsion, He
cought the German junior by the shoulder semewhat

roughly. .

*‘wﬂt are you roaking that confounded row for?" he went
on.

Rattenstoin panted.

“] must get in!  Bunter has locked me ont!”
HY say, i3 that you, Squiff?” howled Bunter from within

the study.
" VYes vou fat dufler !
sl Wharton 1

“Don't you know where Wharton is, you fathead " growled
Bouiff.  “He's in the punishment-room, locked in!"
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“Oh, call Bob Cherry, then 1™ gaid Bunter. "I say, Sguif,
I've made a discovery! I've found that Hun beast out!”

“Rathegd 1"

“Ho ain't o spy, after all—"

“VYou silly ass!”

“He's a forger 1 hooted Bunter.
He's be
trick on him{"

S%l}aff jumped almost clear of the foor,

“What1"” he yvelled.

* Ah, that startles you, does it?" chucklad Bunter.
howled him out, the rotten Hun!
hore, and be wants to burn them.
not much !

“1t's not true!” screamed Rattensiein,

Squiff gave the German a grim loak.

“ Are vou there, Mauly ¥’ he called out,

“ Vaag dear boy.”

) "ftlj? Bunter talking out of his hat, or is there something
in i i

“Oh, really, Squiff—>"

“There’'s somethin® m " vawned Lord Manlevereor.
“There's a heap of papers, and tho Hun hos been practisin’
Wharton's fiet right cnough !

“Oh, what gorgeous luck! Let me in, Bunter! Waija
minute, though, HKeep the door lecked till I call the
fellows 1

""What-ho!" ¢huckled Bunter,

Squiff dashed away down the passage. Ratktenstein leaned
heavily on the wall, white as a sheet, the perspiration stream-
g down his face. There was tevror and despair in his eyes
IO,

Half a dozen juniors were gathered in No, 1 Study—
'.-""E‘uﬂ:-nt, Johnny DBuoll, Bob Cherry, Hurree Singh, Mark
Linley, and Tom Brown—dismally éis-:uﬁﬂing the misfortune
that had fallen upon the Co. ‘They bebeved Wharton's
statement that he had not written the letter, though it pus
their faith in him to a severe test. But who had written it?
What fellow could be so skilled a forger that he bhad imitated
Wharton’s hand so exactly?

The mere theory seemed absurd on the face of it—that any
fellow in the school could be so skilled and so eunning and
unscrupulons seemed impossible.  Utteely ifmpossible it
seemed to oll but Wharton's best chums; but they beld firmly
to their faith in him.

But their fatth, firm as it was, could not help him. He
was to be expelled—kicked out of Grerfriars m blaek dis-
ETacoh. ]

What news for his uncle, out in Flanders, facing the Huna!
What news for the kind old aunt at home! And Wharton
himaelf-m.nd his chums! Their faces were pale and Hi‘i“h
utterly miserable. And there was no belp!

Then Squiff burast into the study, his face fushed with
exciternent.

“LCome, quick ™ he pantad.

Bob Cherry jumped up.

“What is it—what—— Mz anything turned up?"”

“¥es, yesl Come along!”

The juniors, wondering, but with a glimmer of hope,
followed Squiff down the Remove passage. Rattenstein et
them with a phestly look.  The mserabla plotter had
abandoned hope now. He had whizpered entreaiies througrh
the keyhole to Bunter—only answered by the Owl's fat
chuckle, The door remained locked &l Bquiff & Co.
arrived.

Squiff rattled the handle.

“Open the ooor, Bunter; we're all here!™

“¥ou'll keep that Hun wvillain off?
anxiously.

““Yes, ves, yog i

“What's Hattenstein done? asked Nugent.

“¥ou'll soan see™

Click! The door was thrown open. Rattenstein made a
spring, shoved himself through the janiors, and reshed at the
open box. SA:I‘uiIT had him by the collar in a twinkling, drag-
smg him back.

“ No, you don’t!” he said grimly. : : _
Rattenstein, desperste, almost beside lhimseli, turned like a
tiger on the Australinn junior. Bquifi's jaw sguaved: and
22 the German junior’s hands clawed savagely at bim, he hit
out straight from the shoulder. His Bst erashed on Ratten-

stein’s jaw, and hurled him into the corner of the sfudy.,

“Lie there a_bit, you GCerman hound!” said Bquff.
“Look! Are these the papers, Bantzr? My culy het! Look
at them, you fellowsl” ,

The jumors were already looking. :

They turned over the cheets, examining them, with blank
amazentent at Brat, and then with comprehension, i
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Pm not letting him ine—

*Let me in "

asked Bunter
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“Good heavens!™ said Nugent, at lust. “The awful villain!
Rattenstein wrobe that letter, you [ellows; wrote it, and
ilanted it on Wharton 1
- “Here's a dozeén copies of it," said Bob Cherry: “and see
aow some of them are half in.the cad’s own fist!” :

“It's the same letter,” said Nugent. © **1 read it in the
Hepd's stidy, and [ remember it word for word. And here's
Wharton's impot—the one he missed !”

“ Used for & copy to work from!" said Squilf.

Th_a iuniors looked at the German, crouching in the -corner,
panting, with eves glittering like a wild animal's.

“ (et up, you Hun beast!” said Bob Cherry hoarsely. * You
forging villain, get up, so that I can smash you!”

“Begad!” said Lord Mauleverer. *“You can leave the
imashin’ ‘till afterwards, dedr boy. Suppose you take those
papers to Quelchy frst”

[ Gﬂ:ﬂd 0o E!H-

Keep off ! screamod Rattonstein, as some of the juniors
moved towards him.

Jolnny Bull and Bquiff grasped bim by the arms and dragged
him up.. Bob Cherry ook up the heavy box of papers.

“I—I say, wou fellows, what aré you going to the Head
for ™ asked DBully Bunter

“Fathead! Wharton's aceused of writing to Banks—a
letter with the same wording as this serawl here,” said
Nugant, .

“Oh;. dear! What an awful rotter!” Buuter gasped. “1
~—1 bowled him out, didn't I? You chaps will have to admit
that I bowled him out!™

“ But how did you know what was in the box?" asked Lord
Mauleverer,. -

-“8pring, as usual!” snorted Johnny Bull. “Fat rotter I”
Ol really, Bulll As—as a matter of fact, I—I suspected
3 a]L:lI al?’ng, you know. 1 knew Wharton was innocent, and
l_u —— .

“Why, you Ist spoofer, you didn’t know till thiz minute
what Wharton was aceused of.™

“Ahem! I[—I meantersay——"

“Come on,” said Bob Cherry. “You'd better come, too,
B;u"tﬁur-' a3 you found the papers. Bring that Hun- beast
along!"

Bob Cherry led the way with the box, and Jehnny Bull
and Sqguiff followed with the shivering German, and the rest
of the party brought up the rear. The turious procession to
tha Head's study attracted attention on all sides, and thers
was a buze of inguirisa—and a louder buzz when it was learned
what wes teward. Billy Bunter strutted along with an air
of great importance. Bunter was almost convinced by this
time that, actuated by a firm belief in the innocence of his
old pal Wharton, he had investigated the mysterious box for
the zole purpoes of proving Harry's innocence—and had done
it! Billy Bunter swelled and swelled and swelled &ill his
waisteoat-buitons seemed in danger.

Tap! ' '

“Come in!” said the Head's deap voice.

Mr Quelch was with the idead. The two masters were
laoking very sombre—shocked and pained by the suppozed
discovery of the duplicity of & lad they had both respected
_and trusted. They looked amazed as Bob Cherry marched

ig. with the box u‘n{ua shoulder, and the chums of the Remove
Eollowed with Rattenstein held fast in their grip.

"What does this mean?’ said the Head sternly.

“ We've made a discovery, sie—" o

“I've made & discovery, sir,” said Bunter, blinking
indignantly at Bob, “ ¥ou shut up, Cherry! ¥ou know jolly
well L found it out!”

“Silence, Bunter!”

“0Oh, really, eir, bt I found out that Rattenstein was a

lc-rgﬁr gir {*
i ilnt!"' ejaculated the Head.

“ Look at these papers, sir," said Bob Cherry.

He dumped down the box on the Head's desk,

Dr. Locks and the Remove-master looked at the papers.

! ‘ghere. werp these papers found?"” asked the Head very
guietly.

“ Bunter found them, sir."

“HKindly explain, Bunter, and be brief

“Certainly, sirl”  Bunter swelled with renewed import-
ance. “I suspected that Hun all along, sir. I knew he was
yp to some tricks, locking his study door, and keeping old
hfaui: out, and burning papers, and all that. I kept an eye
w him, sir; and I decided to investigate that box——""

““Is thiz box Hettenstein's?”

" Yea, sir," said Bob.

“And I opened it, air, to see what trick he was playing,”
gaid Bunter. “You see, sir, old Wharton’s really my best

LN

o
#*¥ou had no right to open Rattenstein's box,” said the
Tre Magyer LiBpRARY.—No. 435,

Head, “In the cireumstances, however, T shall not refer to
that further. Rattenstoin, these are your papers!"

Rattenstein did not speak; his tongue clove to the roof of
his® mouth. :

“1 observe,” went on the Head, *that the letter here, sup-
posed to have been written by Wharton, appears in many
copies on these sheets.  Some of them are like youl ows
band, others approximate more to Wharton's, and some are
gquite like W]’lﬂf_t?ﬂ'fi. It is evident, Rattenstéin, that you
have beén practising Wharton's handwriting for the purpose
of writing that letter,”

T:I—-_-Iui—u—” Rattenstein gmmm:’t.

“Have you anything to say "

Rattenstein licked his dry lipa.

¥ The hand, where it _is natural, is cortainly Rattenstein's,™
said Mr. Quelch; “and it is easy to trace the transition to
Wharton's. The wretched boy bas some slill, and he had
evidently used it unserupulously to ruin an jnnocent lad, I
recall now that Wharion was struggling with Rattenstein on
the spot where I picked up the letter. I conclnded that ik
had been dropped by Wharton, as it was in lis hand. I can
BEE IOV m———

“"That's why Rattenstcin picked that row with Whartop
outside your door, sir,” said Johnny Bull. .

“I am afraid it 13 only too clear. ™

"JE"Im Head looked fixadly at Liattenstoin.
 What wag your reason, Rattenstein, for committing this
terrible and infamous action®” he ssked quietly. “ Ave yoit
EWM?___IFHM you might be sent to prison for what you have

one?

"I—I—I—T hated him!" mumbled Rattenstein. “1 hate
them all! T don’t want to stay at Greyfriars, either | ,

" You enrtnml}r will not stay at Greylriars,” said the Hend
drily.  “¥ou have very nearly caused an act of terribla
injustice. Fortunately, you have been exposed in time, Ta-
morrow morming, Rattenstein, you will be fogged in publig,
and expelled from Greyfriars. Mr. Quelch, kindly keep that
wretched boy in charge. I will myself go to Wharton.”

A few minutes later the key turned in the door of the
punishment-room. Harry Wharton, restlessly pecing the
narrow limits of his prison, with haggard face, swung round
Ewﬂgﬂs the door as it opened. Eﬁgstarted a3 he saw the

ead. :

“ Wharton !" Dr. Locke's tone was very gentle. “My dear
boy, a terrible mistake has been nmdé’-—ﬁ'r.'rathar, in in-
famous act has nearly suceeeded My dear lad, I know now
that you are innocent, and I ask your pardon.”

* Wharton panted..

“0Oh, sict”
~ “It's all serena!” shouted Bob Cherry, * Rattenstein did
it, and we've bowled lim out.  All zerense, old scout!™

“Oh, really, Cherry, T bowled him out!"

“¥ou are free, Wharton! You will return to your Form.
The guilty boy leaves Greyfriars to-morrow.”

Dr. Locke shpok hands with the captain of the Remove.
Wharton almost staggered from the punishment-room. 1
hr?in t]TM in & whirl.

n the passage he was caught up by a cheering crowd,

“ZBhoulder high!™ roared "i’mh Cherry. ’

*“The shoulderfulness is terrific!™

“ Hurrah I

With a roar of cheering, the Removites marched off. with
Hearry Wharton; and the key of the punishment-room turned
upon: Prince Rupprecht von Rattenstein, And tha German
was glad enough to be locked in; he would soarcely have been
safe with the Remove.

- L] - 4 [} ] -

The next morning all Greyiriars assembled to witness &
Hufging and expulsion,
n disgrace angd shame, followed by hisses and glances of
scorn, Prines Rupprecht von Rattenstein quitted -Greyfriarvs,

with raﬁa and malies in his heart, never to return.
¢ _'I'hul!nt un of Greyfriars was gone—Lkicked ouk of Grey-
CIATS

Billy Bunter made a great claim upon Wharton's gratitude,
and was exasperated not to fad his claims re-m}gﬂiwg. ‘Truly,
his peeping and prying had served a very good turn for once—
but that did not make prying any more worthy of respect—
and Billy Bunter, who had fully expected to be tha hero of
the hour, found himself regarded s= anything but a hero.
BEut he was not quite unrewarded, for Peter Todd, after con-
sideration, decided not to lick him with a ericket-stump for
his cxploit—in consideration of ita happy results, and of the
fact that the Hun of Greyiriars hod been * Kicked Out of

School.
THE END..
(Do not migs * FRANK NUGENTS FOLLY!" next
Monday's Grand Story of the Chums of Greyfriars,
by FRANK RICHARDS,)
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The First Insiasintents Briefly Told.
DICKE DAUNT and DUDLEY DREW, two chums, dis-
cover & letter in & bottle which they have extracted from the

body of a shark.

They are infoermed by i#a contemts that a certain
MATTHEW SNELL is marooned on an unnamed istand in
the Keys, and he offers a substantial reward to any persons
efiecting his rescue.

On going to the island, however, they are unable to find
Mr. Snell.

EZRA CRAY, a moonshiner, and his sconndrelly colleagues
then visit the island, and, finding that it containg gold,
attempts to kill the two chums,

Dick and Dudley eventually find Matthew Enell hiding in

a sinall cave, and with his lielp they flood ont Ezra Cray's
camp, thus compelling the gang to evacnate it.

Cray and gome of his colleagues escave from the island, but
th%;.* leave behind them their black slaves. .

he island is then swent by a tornade, which carries away

a shanty coutaining a store of food, and scatters its contents,

After the storm the chumns determine to zel the niggers to
work gathering up the remains of the foods

[(Now read on.}

Short Rations.

.The stockade was still there.  The tornado had missed it.
Dick wished that the contrary had been the case, 2nd that the
cabin had been left instead.

Ha shouted for Dan, but the thunder, ihe rain, and the
wind drowned his voice. Ile had te go right into the
stockade to find lim. There Dan and several others of the
nn%ru-es were cowering uncler whad snelter they counld find.

‘hey were scared almost out of their wits, Ewven Dan
Grayson, who was much superior to most of them, both in
sonso and pluck, was half silly with fright.  Dick had to pick
him up and shake him wo got any rense into him.

“I1t's all cight, Dan,” he said.  “'The storm’s over. Comea
on with me. The eabin’s gone, and the pgrob with i,
We'vo pot to tey and vick vn whab we ean, or we shall all
gtarve., Bring the aothey men, amd come quickly !

“Dey's only five lofi,” whimpered Don, * Do aders was
dat seaved dey ran out o de woods, and T guess dey's alt
T

“Then brivg sour five, aziud
curtly.

The stream was vising 2o fost ander the tervifie downpour
that it was all they could o to get across. Then, having
at last got Dan to thoroughly understand what was wanted,
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the ugll gmttamd' in an eastarly direction to see what thoy
con nd.

They wera ordered to bring what they could into the shelter
of 3 blg evergreen oak which grew near the site of the cabin,
and which, oddly encugh, had escaped the itoroado com-
pletely.

It was mearly an hour hefore the last returned, and the
amount which they had coliected between them was so small
that the white men looked at one another in silont diemay.

Seven tiny of meat, a tin of coffee, half a bag of more
than half-melted sugar, one piece of bacon, and about ten
pounds of soaked end sooiled hominy, which had beerr
recovered from a broken bag which Dudley had found wedged
under the voots of & torn-up tree.  That was all.

“Y¥ guess that ain’t o lot for eight grown men," remarked.
Snell, ua be took stock of the salvage.

“Tt will keep us for iust about two days," replicd Dick.

“There's gophers,” said Dudley hopefully., * And maybe
we can catoh a few fish.”

Mick shook hiz head. _

“We lost our lines when the cave in Crooked Chffs blew
up.  Still, we must do what we can, or else we¢ shall jolly
well starve!  You see, wo've got no boat, so we're absoluto
fixtures hers until some shin happens to come along 1"

“ And that's likely to be a mighty long time,” said old
Snell.  *I’ve.been here & matter of five years, and though
Tve seen ships pass to the southward, there's never been one:
within hailing distanee all that time!™ ;

“Then it seema wo're in a pretty ngly fx," remacked Diclk,

frowning. “Wo can’t get on without grob—that's one thing
sure ;"

Dudlevy suddenly laughed, The others stared st him in
amazement.

“ I'm sorey,” said Dudler.  *'It isn't any sort of & laughing
matter, but I was just thinking that it's kind of comic that we
should bs hung up here, with enough pold to buy out a
department store, and the whele ot isn't worth a fiftecn-cens
can of bully beef!"

“See here, boys ™ beoke in Socll, in his mattor-of fact war.
*You're both of you right. The gold's no use to vs here, and
geub’a the big question.  It's just possible that the niggors
ey be able to eatch n: a few fish, and, of course, therc's
gophors, and maybe rabbitsz,.  Bot whatever wo kin get, it
won't keep us very long. Faet i3, we've got to got off the
island, and do it mighty guick, tool” )

“But we can’'t,. We've got no boat,” cut i Dudley.

“What's the matter with building one?” said  Enchi.
“We've got plenty of timber, and I've got a set o' iools
We'd ought to be able to fix up something as will foal ™

A Grand, Long, Complete Story of Havrry
Whartan & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS,
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Dick and Dudley stood staring at him.
a suggestion that had never occurred to either of them,

“1t's a goodish way across $o Florida,” said Dick presently;
“and we've nothing for sails or rigging. Do you think we
could ever build a eraft that would do the journeyi”

“1 guess we'd better try mighty hard it we don't want to
sit here and starve,” Snell answered uncompromisingly.
“{¥ pcourde, there's one other wayv as we might manage.”

“* What's that?” demanded the other two in one breath.

“Wait hero until Cray comes back with the schooner, anc
takoe it off him."

“(Foe, bnt that's o notion!™ axclaimed Dudley.

“If he does come back,” put in Dick. *You forget the
tornado.  If that caught the schooner, he and his pack of
L-?m{:ns are at present providing a -fine meal for the
gnarks ™

“rrhat’s 50" allowed Snell.  *And oven if it missed "em,
thoy ain't having exactly what you might call a pleasant
vovage. It's n-blowing great guns!™

This was very true. The rain was pretty well over, Dut
the sky was still dark as ever, and a heavy gale from almost
duo wesk was roaring across the island. t was cold, too,
The temperature had dropped considerably, as 1t always does
nfter one of these circular storms, and the wind  whistled
through their soaked clothes, chilling them to the bone.

“Wal," said Cray, “I guess we won't do no good waiting
around horo and getting clemmed.  'We'd best give these here
niggors thoir rations, and get right slong back to the cave
Ef we can't have much supper, anyways wo can keep dry and
“n;].rm."

The others agreed. There wag, indeed, nothing else to do.
Thay dealt out to Dan enoupgh food for him and his four
rmisorabla-locking followers. Then, carrying the rest between
thom, they started back across the island in the direction of
the Blowhole. .

Reaching the high ground, opposite the inner end of Big
Bay, they 'met & blast which they could hardly stagger apainst,
Dudley pulled up and turned lus back to the wind, Dhck, a
fow ppees in front, bicard the other give a sudden shout, and
virned gquickly round. e

“The achooner!” cried Dudley, pointing out to sea. “The
tehooner! Look at her!”

,Bure encugh, there was the schiooner, or, at any rate, some
vossol of just her size. Fler topmast waz gone, all her fore-
sails seemed to have been blown away, and even her big main-
#ail was in ribbons. She appeared to be about two miles off
the western end of the island, and was driving beforo the
vala apparently out of control, : :

For o moment or two all three stared at her in silence.
Then Snell spoke, :

“Shn'll never make the bav." he said quistle,
doormed, anyway.”

Frvidently this was

i Ehe's

The Wreck.

On camo the schooner. In apite of the ragged remnant of
aail, which was all that was left to hor, she was travelling at
a tremendous speed. As she came nearer it scemed to Dick
#-imththr.-m was just a chance of her reaching the mouth of
tho bay.

5llddﬁen'if. ho started forward.

“Come on!™ he eried.. “Come on, vou twol
b o chance of doing something, after all.”’

Meither of them guits knew what he was after. but both
follawed. The mauth of Big Bay opened due north, but the
two points of land which marked the opening were not:the
samo in longth, That on the past ran oud further than the
weatern horn, and ab tho oxtreme end of the castern poink
was o ridge of rocks running out into the sca

Rizhtly or wrongly, Dick caleulated that the schooner
would probably weather the western point, but with her

vesont lack n{ head-sail wonld hardly be able to come up
inito the wind so as to make the opeving into the bay.

Fuiling this, she would cither have to endeavour to beat out
to sea again, or elzo she would infallibly go ashove on the
castern reef. . .

All this he pantingly explained to Dudley as the two ran
gide by side towards the eastern horn of the bay. Snell,
unable to travel so fast as they, was gradually left some
distance behind. :

As they came neay to the point the rcar of the waves
Lreaking on the reef became almost deafening. Huge rollers
driven Eefm& the gale came smashing down upon the dark-
coloured rocks, and leaping up again in vast columns of foam.
The spindrift, carried inland by the wind, beat upon their
faces.

At last they reached the onter end of the project :‘5 Faint
of land. Tt was a low bluff, no more than twenty feet high,
and, but for the protection afforded by the reef, the waves
would havo been breaking clean over it. -

Thera mav

-

The schooner was now less than a mile away. She rose and
fell with tremendous plunges over the giant scas, Now ghe
dipped into a trough so deep that all her hull was hidden,
and only the top of her broken mast was visible ; next moment
she was hoisted like a cork on to the top of a tremendous
comber, poised there as though the wind would lift her and
send her hurtling through the air.

“I reckon she'll pass the island altogether,” Dudley told
Dick, He had to shout to make himself heard above the yell
of tho storm.

Dick did not answer, He was gozing at the battered craft
with the most intense anxicty. It sepmed indeed as if what
Dudley said might be right, for the schooner was still some
way out, pnd if she held her present course would probably
pass clear of the bay and clear of the rveef also. .

But a minute later he turned to the other and spoke in his
£4ar,

“No., They're trying to work in. Wateh! They're getting
a bit of head sail on her. It's their only chance for their
lives—to get in, I mean, If siie blows past she's bound to po
under, S%na can't live another half-hour in that sea, and it's
sotting worse all the time, Ah, loek! She's coming round!”

Y (Zee, but she igl” exclaimed Dudley. “1 believe they'll
do it now ™

A look of dismay crossed hia face.

“ Bupposing they do make it,"” he said anxiously, *what are
wo going to do? We can't tackle the bunch of them.™

“Why not? We've got our rilles.”

“Av why not, Drew?" put in Snell, who had come up,
“There ain't more'n six of "em left, and I don't reckon they'li
be so mighty full of fight after what they have been through
the lnat g:w hours. Ebh—what do vou say, Daunt®” :
D_“!}ﬁ?hy, I think we could handle a dozen iu their fx," replicd

ek,

. ::Fﬁfatch her " broke in Dudley.
1t

“But she iz making a terrible lot o' leeway,” responded
Snell, as he gazed keenly at the battered crafr. “It's going
to be nip and tuck, anyway you put ir"” - :

He was ovidently right. Fer crew had sneeceded in getling
a rag of head-sail on the schooner, thus miving lier some sovd
of steerage way, and she was now heading in [or the mouth
of the bay. But, with wind and tide full on her Leam, she
was moving two feet to the east for cvery three south, In
vain her halmeman tried to keep hor up,  Blie dofied sideways
like o haystack,

% Jerusalem, but it's going to be a close call!™ panted
Dudloy, almost breathless with excitement. “'I believe she’ll
do it, though. T say, hadn't we better get «lown to the
lunding, and be reads for ‘em? As'spon as they're in calm
water ti‘tﬂy'ﬂ have a chance to get their puns our.” _

“Nob a bad notion, I guess. boys," said Snell. " Being
only threa to six, it's up to us te put it over them in & kind
o' surprise-packet. You see, “tain’t the men we want; it's.
the schooner herself, and what's aboard her,”

He was in the act of turning away when from seaward there
came a crack like a gun-shot,

“What's that?" he cried, . .

“ Hor loresail-—it's gone!"” Dick exclammed.
ont of the bolt-ropes!”

“Then T guess we may as well stay eight here,” replied
Snell gravely, “for that's settled it. Any as comes ashore
now won't need no rifles to hnish "om, ™ :

The bovs did not answer. Thoy were watching the schooner
with horrified eyés, The loss of the head-sail, small az it was,
had deprived her people of their last chance of sufety. The
clumsy coraft had alre: fullen off hor course, and was
drifting lislplessly towards the reef. They could see men
running frantically up to the bews in an effort to bend
another sail. 1t was mo use. There waa no time. Through
the roar of the wind wild shouts came faintly 1o the cave of
the watchers on the peint.

It scemed at first as though the sclicomer would strike on
thoe outer end of the reef, in which case she would no doubt
drive over it, and, tearing her bottom out, sink in deep water
behind, But, apparently, the tide was running very slowly
into the bay, and carrying the disabled craft with it. Sha -
CAMS NeRrcr every roment, and the threo on shore strained
forward, half inclined to think, afrer all, that she might yet
ba saved.

Their anxiety was painful, Not for the raseally crew of
the schooner. For Cray and his associabes pity was wasbed,
With the posible excoption of Boent, they were human beasts,
who were far better under the sea than above 1t. Noj ther
anxiety was for themselves,

If the achooner came ashore whers they could reach or salve

her, she would supply them with everything which they most
(Continuad on pags i of cover.)

“She’a coming round (o

“Blown elean
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needed-food, spils and rigging for theie new craft, Gslaine-
tnckle, snd the like, If she were lest, their own prospocts
were of the blackest, It wonld take weeks to boild a boat
fit fur the voyaze to the mainlosd.  How were they to live
until the tosk was accomplished

SRhe’ll de ! panted Thdies,
right pow 1
e others did not speak.
Inten=e was theic anxiery,

The svhooner was now but a lundeed yards away,  She
wis -headed almeozt diveetly for the spot where they stood,
but nmder the send of the great woves she was fung neaver
amd nearer to the reel with every sea thad raised her,

So acar was she that they conld actually see the fares of
e ey o her deck, - There was Cray, more like a bugzand
than ever, lus yellow face a mosk of tervor, clinging to the
stays on thoe lecward side. Ambrose Bent was at the wheol.
His fige form swaved to the pitch of the vessel, but, brute
a3 lie was, there was, at any vate, no sign of fear on lus hard
face. The others, Rat on the deck, clufie for dear hife fo the
raufle of broken cordage.  FPhey werz washed to and fro by
overy wave that broke aboard.

*&he'll do it said Dudley spain, but there was no con-
vietion in jug tone,  The best that counld be hoped for now
wa< that the sehooner would 25T e the  reef, and come
ashiore at the foot of the bluf inside the bax.

An enormons wave came rushing into the mouth of the
bav. It zeized the schooner, lifting ler so figh that she
seened actually above the level of the bIuff wpon which the”
three were le'_muling, Swooping onward with the speed of an
express traing it carvied her forward directly towards them.

“With g deafeming rons the huge mass of water siruel: the
blafl, flinging up 3 zrest cortain. of fowm that for u moment
vub off sight of evervthing beyond,” When it fell they stared
roid 1n blank amazement. :

The schooner was gone.

Thaclley rushed forward to the very edge of the bluff.

“T'here she i3!" he cried. *There she is!”

I'he others. craning forward over the édge, caught sight
of a davk objcet some few vards to their right—that is,
further into the bay. It-was the hull of the schiooner. The
remaing of her nwast was gone, her deck was swept clear, yet-
there wag her hull appavently fixed and immovabloe.

“ahe's wedzed,” evied Dick—" wedged between two rocks;

- Bxed there as tight as a cork 1n a bottle !

“mhe won't stav there lomg,” Huell answered grimly.
"Won't take more'n bwo or theee o them biz waves to
kst her to matehes ™

[Mudley gave a sndden shout

“PUne of them iz awimnuing !
begear a hand ! y

He pointed as be spoke, and Dick siw o head appear amid
the wolter of fourm vunder the lec of the schooner.  [ts owner
was swinmming, and swimming strongly, but it laoked all odds
aeainst any chance of zaving bim,  The bluff was between
Lim and safety. :

“Ddley began to run along live edge of the bluff,
fallowad. :

“What's the use? You can’t Jdo notling!™ cricd Sneli.
Hut they paid no attention, and rushed o

1lick saw what Dudley was aiming at. Aboub ffiy vards
further up the shore of the bay the bluff was broken down,
aned 2 slant of rocks sloped out towards the water. This was
aut of the full sween of the waves, but, all the same, it was
eonstantly hidden by groat shects of apray. :

Without the slightest hesitution Dudley elambered down,
Leeping a3 mueh as -possible on the lre side of the rocks
el followed close bhehind.

“{Tan vou zee him ¥ shouted Dudley, sweeping ihae spray
fronn lus eves with the Lack of hus haned, '

Divk, elinging 1o a rock at the end of the ledge, peered over
into the bailing twemail beneath.

*Yes, there he 15! Give me a hand, Dadley.™

It wa< Bent'= head he canght a olimpse of pmidsi the

driving spray.  The man was still swinuning, but only frebly,
1Te secmod hardly able fo Lkeep linmsell above water.
* Another wave came. Beot was hifted, and flung hike a ball
straight toward: the rock on which Dick clung, With one
arm chasped rowid a projecting point, Dick stretehied forwand,
ated with a desporate cffort elubehed one of Bent'’s hands,

Then the wave brolke over him, weenchiner and tearing af
hine, treing with savage fury to fores hina from his hold.  He
was blinded, suffocated. He folt as ﬂmu’ig'h hig last. cunen of
strensth was gowve, and thaf he muost citrer et go or follow
Deut jnte the raging cauldron below.

iy

' uhe's instde the veet

Yooy could hardly breathe, ao

Sy, Dick, we got to give the

ek
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Then e Teli & orip an ks collar,

“Tlang on " came Dudley™s voiee n iz ear. . Tlang on,
gl man "

The wave pazsed, fhe wabier dewined awes with a =urking
rysh.  DBut Dick B nearly spent that e conld oot lift
Bent. It wasz all he eoulil Jo to maintain his hold,

“Wait ! I'l got hold of hing,” zaid Bhadley, as be wormed
himself forwar].  Letting ga of Dick, lwe managed to seize
Bent, anil between thom the two deagpeed the maie round
under the lee of the rocks jnst in time to cseape thh full
welght of the next wave. ere there wis shelter of a sort,
and Dent, recovering a little, was able, with thelr aid, to
clamber up o saioty. ;

ITe could not stand. The moment Tie was oul of reach of
the leaping waves he dropped fat upon the ground, and lay
panting, hiz heavy faee the coloue, of lead.

“Any more down there, Thulley? sang out Dick.

“Can't e vy, Nop I don't believe there's a soul lefs,*

CAnd o omghty gﬂmi job, too!™ sald Swell, who had “jusk
“One more mouth te feed, as it 1 1 don't see
what von hoys wanted with ‘pulling that Lig, ugly feller out
o' the sea, He'll only make troable for us :Lﬁ *

HfHaug it all, one can't leave a' chap to drown!™ Dick
answered sharply, ‘' And, anyway.” be added, * he's the best
of the bunch. He may be a pirate, but he did try to stop
Cray [rom torturing us.” -

“Wal, let it go at that,” said Sacll, shruggping his
shoulders. * Aonywars, vou bester leave luim n-llereﬁw 15 for

“the time. and see what we can salve from the schooner. [

reckon she won't last o' long time in this here son,’

It cortrinly locked as ﬂlum{h he were right. FEath breaker
made a clean sweep over the batfered lwll, and although
the sea was not gquite so Ieavy where she lay as it was on

the reef itself, it seemed a wonder that she Jid not Brealk pp
at once.

But she was very stoutly built. and although her deck had
al}ze?dy.-be-r:-n abeolutely cleared, her lhull itsclf was -still
whole. -

A little further up the -biay there was a strip of beach below
the bluff, anl here wrockuge was alveady beginning to come

ashore. Dick saw thrs, and, hureving. down, sccured severel
lengths of rope which he coiled and brought back up the
Bluff. '

“What are you-oup 4o nlg.lzml Duidley; az he saw Duick

llmrryiuj:; back towdrds the plaes bencath which thé wreck
Ax.

#To pot aboard before sho brealis up,’

hastily, Yo and Snell give me a hand.™
“You're crazv1” rotorted Dudley  “You'll he swept off

by the first wive, and pounded to mueh on the roclke”

“Not if I'm on a rope. You eant lug me back if 2 big sea
breaks” -

Dadley woulil not hear of 14

“I' be no parcty tovour” killing rourself!" ha declared
angrile.  “Sav; Mr. Soell, Dick Lere wants to go down the

bluff on o rope.  Tell him it's no use.”’

“It's plamb foolishoess,” apreed Znell. ¥ There's mo man
could five hali a minute oo -that there huolk. Aund, by gosh,
it's goetiibg worse every minnte ™

Dhack, in his tuvm, zrew angry.

“T ean do it, I toll yeu! What's the use of fooling round
up hiere? The enly grub between this and Florida 15 down in
her hold. -And how much iz going to come ashore if, she
breaks up? Burely to goodness, it's better for one chap te
take a bit of risk than for the whole lot to starve.

“ Zpp here,” he added desperately. © IF you chaps won't help
me, 'l darned well get Bent to hang on to the shove ond of
the rope! He's pulled rovnd, and guite able o do !

Dudler was almost in despair.  He knew 'Dwl se well thak
he realised he was in deadly earncat, and he was well swars
that there was no stopping him ence he had made up lus
mitid to any purticalar course of action,

“¥or any sake, put wour foot down,™ he whispered -in

Snell's ear.
- el pand no attention,  He was rapidiy knotting the ropes
towetnner.. Then e hurried acsross to where Beut, now zome?
whint vecovered from his battering, was scated under the leo
of o cluomp of pulinetto.

“1'm zoing down to the weeelk to try and got zome of the
raly ont of ler,” be zawd sharpdy. “Are you able to
Tielp o™

I puess en.” sabd Dews, rising slowly to Lis fect. *“But I
pibess, ton, nister, that ef vow Jo poa daown thar, it's a-going
to be the fast thivg vew'll cver do in yowr life!™

Dick answered

FTEe vonclading tnsfulme nt af this spderalid zerial apprars
in eat Munduy's Macxer. e ovoid disoppointment, order
your copy carly.)
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A Breezy Article by an A.B.

adventurous voyages, as some people are inclined to
belicve. Jack’s day is a long day, crammed funll of
work, with just a reasonable amount of play to kecp
him hriﬁ?t and breezy, ]
At four o'cdock in the morning Jack is roused from his
accful slumbers in his hammock on ihe mess-deck by “ the
uffer "=the naval ‘slafg “for & boatswain’s mate—who goes
round Pip_iﬂf; and shouting “’Eave out, ‘eaverout! Show a
leg, show a leg | All hands lash up and stow ! "Eave out, all
ands ! Now, then, pull yourselves together! Bhow a leg,
#how & leg ! ]

-In an almost miraculously short space of time ali ham-
miocks are lashed up and stowed away, and Jack, attired in an
old wor suit, with-the trousers rolled up abeve his knees
18 tearing mbout on the -upper deck bare-footed, scrubbing and
washing it till it is as-clean as a now E]I‘h

‘By 6.30 the mess-deck, where Jack sleeps, has been trans-
formed into a breakfast-room, with tables and forins all se

oub-jn readiness for his first meal of the day.
At -eigh ight bells," as the timo would be

LIFE in the Navy is not all blue skies, calm scas, and

t o’clock, or ™
denoted on beard ship, Jack returns to tho work of cleaning.
This time he will be putting every ounce of his * elbow-
grease . into burnishing the guna. If these almost sacred
weapons de not shine in such a way that the gunncry lieu-
tenniit- or the chicf gunner are able fo use them as brilliant
mirrors, Jack will hear of it. :

But to go on with the dotailed account of the day’s work of
a Dritish bluejacket would takp up too much space. The
cleaning, polishing, and painting of a battleship “are both
important ‘and costly. The Adwmirilty allowance of paint,
soap, gtc., does not nearly meet the requircments of o com-
manding ‘officer who is 8 keen member of the *spit and-polish
gchool P-—g terim avhich i applied to thosa officers in the Navy
who have bawk-eyes for Gawless paintwork, burnished brass-
wark,. and epotless decks. The' bwo officers who ave chiefly
responsible for the eninrt appearance of a ship are the com-

e—affectionately called “The DBloke,” and the first

lielitenant, 'whe iz penerally known as * Number One™
Theso officers will semetimes spend as much as three or four
pounds 4 .weel out of their own pockets on improving the
sppearance of their ship. : ;

very smp does not carcy o' Blolke ™ and a *f Womber One ™
who ¢in.alford this heavy expenditure oun soap and paint, cte.
Nears ago 8 plever.ruse was invented byv-an officer, who pro-
bably hadmare braing than moncy. This wos the institution
of tho “seran-bag,”: which has since been, adopted through-
wut tho whole of ﬂta Navy., Now, as then, it 1s considered a
erime for Jack to icave angthing-lying about. Aboard shi
there iz a proper place provided foy cverything, 1f Jac
should bappen to [2cl a little lazy and leave any of his clothes
or belongings in‘those places just where they should not be,
they are promptly collared by a “Jonty "—the slang for o
ahip’s policenian—and deposited in the seran-bag., When Jack
misses his belongings he cannotb complain, because he knows
that he was in the wrang. However, he does not have lang
to wait before mn opportunity iz given lim of recovering lits
Jost property. On “rope-yarn Sunday "—Jack’s name for
Thursday afterncon, when he doed -his mending, or makes
himsaell gomo new clothes—tho scran-bag is opened, and for
eviry article Jack claims he has to pay the fine of one penny,
which i3 reckoned to buy one inch of soap. It is very often
lﬂﬁ'ﬂﬁﬂg‘ to see the guantity of articles which will accumulate
in the scran-bag during the course of one week. Should Jack
fail to redeoin any article of clothing within a month, it is
torin up and used for cleaning and polishing  purposes.
Paradoxicadly speaking, thevefore, it will Le seen that the un-
tidiest mien oh board ship are those whe contribute most to
fita tidiness. )

After “conling ship " an extra clean up is always necessary.
:ﬁ.ﬂmrdm%l}'. the “jonties ™ make a more thorough search for
Jack's belongings., ‘Thesc are often found cleverly concealed
in the mest extraordinary places, On this occasion it costs
Jack a double fine to redeem each arcticlee This means a
gdouble supply of soap, etc., which 13 dearly needed.

“But the revenue obtained from the seran-bag does not
neatly mevt the fequiremédnts of the commander and the fivst
lieutenant. Other means have to be adopied for obtaining
cleaning suppliea. Oné method sometimes resorted to is to
send * Chips P—ihe carpenber, with some of his assistants—
commonly called * Woodspoilors "—to the dockyard., FHere,
by sundry Lribes and tips, they are often able to obtain quite
a good supply of the neediul commodities. Then the job is
to get them ouf of the dockyard without being seen by the
policeman. Byt that important being will be engaged in “up
the rigging "—as Jack calls arguing—with the officer, who
has purposcly started it to distract his attention, while ofd
# Chips ™ and hiz men slip out with the goods

Whenever Jack can get a spare moment to himsclf, he will

o

get his beloved pipe going. For nearly all sailors are cone
firmed emokers. There are certmin times when smoking e
strictly forbidden. :

When one sees a sailor the worse for drink, one should
never think unkindly of lim. Jack is a wvery abstemious
man afloat, and the consequence is that when he comes
ashore it takes very little * to put him off his sena legs.”
:'0On_pone, occasion & smilar, who had been drinking rather
heavily, was returning to’ his ship on a very dirty nighd
when he lurched into” an officer.

“Now, then, what do you mean by doing that?' rapped
out the officer. :

Jack pulled himsell together and made a gallant effort to
speak cledrly and apologise.

“ Why," said the officer, “you're beastly drunk!- A dis
grace to the Service!” You ought to lose your jobl And do
you know who I am? I'm the Admiral of the Fleet "™

“A yery good jobsh, too, shir!” said Jack, *You Lecp
shober, and then you won't loosh it

The admiral, like all naval officers, was a trus sportsman,
aiid dearly loved a joke. Bo he passed on, and left Jack to
be dealt with by the officers on board his own ship.

Sailors are never allowed to take any spirits or beer aboard.
Yery ubuasmnn!'lir. however, they do manage to succecd im
smuggling in a little. One attempt of this sort was cleverl]
nipped in’ the bud by a cute admiral. Ho was being rpwoﬁ_
back to his ship in a cutter. The men were pulling lustily
'elﬂcaugh, and yet, thought the admiral, the boat was not
“making way " as fast as she should. On coming alongside,
he' ordered the men to keep to the boat.  Meanwhile, he
ordered the rest of the evew of the battlship to be lined up in
full view of the cuticr.

e then ovdered the catter to be hoisted up on the davite
with the men-aboard- her.: As soon as she was clear of.the
water tiie reason for these unusual orders was-made apparent
A small cask of beer had been very skiliully ]ashe«f to the
bottom of the boat. This had caused her to inake less speed
through the waler than usual, which af the same time had
been the men’s undoing. The punishment they received was
mere poetry. compared. to the terrible chipping they had fo
eiclure for many .a day afterwards from there. messmates,

ﬁtq}:e_fs—_—%‘uifkum%d “the” * Black Squad,” or “ Dusjmen "—
are some of the finest nmien to be found anyivhere. T'o those
who know the L:ﬂ;l%itiﬂps' under which they work—right down
in the bowels of the ship—itis always a marvel that they
keep fit for as many vears ad they do. At the age of fffy,
when most men of the up{mr_dm:k gre 1in the prime of life, a
stoker -1s worn out. -At this age he has lost his health, and
his sight and heaving are’very often seriously impaired,. if
not gone altogethetr.. So the nation owes o great debt to thess
brave fellows who so wilinghv visk their lives for ns. :

Stokers are never tired of telling ignorant landsmen that
it iz a great shamie that whenever they po out in one of the
ship’s boats they are made to row with shovels, whercas, the
urgm_r-dm;i: men are allowed Lo use oarvs.

sailors nearly always «hum up into tlrees and fours
These tiny cliques being known as “raggies,” hecamse they
shave their rags for polishing work, ete.  Somelimes it
appens that two members of a “‘raggy " -will quarrel, and
fhent one will hear on all sides that “ﬁ'inrihs " has parted
Lrassrags with old “ Lobster Pob™

These are just two examples of men’s nicknames. Tinribs
means a very thin map. - Another example of a significant
sobrigquet is that of the payvmaster, who is always-known as
“Grold-dust. ™ ,

LE Jack once sets his tobwd on a ihivg he will never
rest till he gets it A publican in a luege waval port ‘was
giving a special entertamrment at which there was to be a
number of free deinks for sxilors,  The captein of ornie of the
ships then in at the port, was particalarly anxions to put this
temiptation out of the wayv of those of Ins men who weoilld be
on shore-leave that night. 5o he gave strict orders that no one
was fo go boevond a cerfain signpost. _ '

Ime-.gine fis wrath. HI{‘H, wlicn [mshiu the |.='|:t*'4? of enter-
tainmend that niglt, heosaw that a number of Lis nen were
present,  He demanded an cxplansition from thew,  The
men said that ‘they were not aware that they lad ;Iimhp.;,-m]
his orders, because they cevtainly had not gone past the sign-
pat.  The caplain™thoeught that perhaps e had made a8 mis-
take, and so immediately went :::l? io prove their statement.

This did not take him very long, because he soon discovered
that they had Lifted the signpost bodily out of the ground and
planked it down on the other side of the publican’s house.

These Little jllustrations of Jack's life hat vaguely serve to
show the rue natuve of his spivit—lus undying spivit of cheer-
fulness, his vever-failing spivit of veadiness té help ANYONE,
and his admicdble fightwge spivit whitel refuses to admit tha
word “defeat.” It bs these which have helped to make the
Britiiit bluejacket admired, loved, and feared all over the
Wor

27518



