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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
}nghah and French,

‘ More rats!
1 tell you'viz my own tongune——
‘ Well, ‘you toaldn’t very aell tell
me v'Jm ambm{) else’s

»

-

‘ Lunatic !

The argument was growing warm in

the gymnasium  at  Greyfr Bob
Cherry, of the Remove, was talking to

Adolphe Meunier, and the conversation

was o growing decidedly  personal.
Pehind Meuuier stood half a dozen

vouths of his own nationality, all look-
i“rr very excited, while a number of
fellows hmmwum to the Remove—the
Lower Fourth Torm at Greyfria
Te gmlvpml vound ¥ oh (Jheux Close
him, and evidently ready for war,
stood a dusky (‘omple\:ioned youth,

generally known at Greyiriars as Inky,
lmt

called Huiree
Nabob  of

more properly
e Sin ol
Yam  Singh,

nipur.
Mattors had long been livels
Jemove.

had been invaded by
A foreign academy kept by
Rosenblaum at Beechwood had
its doors for financial rveasons,
and Herr Rosenblaum had come
to  Greyiriars as German master,
and many of his boys had come with
him. Dz, Locke had hardly foreseen
the result, though he had expected that
thers would be some friction at first.
Hurree  Singh, the Hindoo, had
chuirmed up with Wharton, Cherry,
and Nugent, in No. 1 Study, as a true
British snlqcf‘t But the Germans and
the French boys had made no secret
of their intention to be “top dogs”
from the start. And, as Nugent-had
put it, when they were not rowing with
the native members of the Remove,
they were disputing among themselves.
Their old feud at Beechwood had been
brought with them to Greyfriars, and
the rows on the bub](‘()u were endless.

“ Vat you call ¢?’ exclaimed
Meunicr excitedly, shakmg a clenched
fist in the face of Bob Cherry.
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in the

Greyfeiars
‘aliens.
Herr
closed

¢ Poys!” Herr Rosenblaum could only zasp out that one word,
gazing at the strange procession and its conductors in utter amazement.

He stood

“F called
lunatic.”

“ el !
you.”

Bob (,3hur1‘_\ grinned.

¢ Right-ho: chastise away, Froggy,’

“ (o aheadfal!” exclaimed Hunec
Singh, in the beautiful English he had
learned from his native instructor in

you a lunatic—a giddy

For I chastise

zem . words

Bengal. “ We are readyful for the
rowfulness, my esteemed friends. We
shall return you as good as you
deliver.”

“ Nigger I’

The Indian’s eyes flashed.

“ My worthy Frenchful friend, T
shall bestow upon you the dustfulness
of the floor 2

“ He, he,
# Clommence

Bob Cherr
back.

“Leave that to me, Inky,’
claimed.

Huru e Singh shook his head.

“It is to me to wipe up the fHoor
dustfully with him, Cherry. It is

he!” cackled Meunier.
rous, and I vill—"’
v held the excitable Indian

> he ex-

Copyright in the United States of America,

impossible for the Nabob of Bha"zipnr
to ~ub]mt to- the insultfulness.”
‘“ Ha, .ha, hal”

““ Cochon 1’ shrieked
“ Come on viz you.”

“Qui, oui, come on! shouted
Gaston \1toiq “Ve vill vipe up ze
floor viz you.

pAaa b won’t be happy till they get

Bob  Cherry. *“So  here

Meunier.

179

i seud
goes.”

And he rushed at Adolphe Meunier.

The two ‘closed at once. and went
staggering about the gym., clutched
in a deadly embrace. The next moment
Hurree Singh was struggling  with
Gaston Ar Luiq and then the Krench.
and English boys were mixed up in a
wild scrimmage.

Tt was not the first - which had
occurred since the foreigners came to
Greyfriars, by many a one.

Although there was no real ill-fecling
at the bottom of the disputes, the
rivalyy was keen, and seldom slept,

Oneé row ended only to be followed
by another, and it was safe fo say that
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at least one of the three parties at
Greyfriars was always on the warpath.

The din in the gymnasium was
terrific.
The excitable French lads shouted

and shricked as they. fought, while the
English boys were mostly silent, but
all the more determined for that.

The odds, as 1t happened, were
against the French, and they were soon
driven into a corner of the gym. and
penned up there.

But they were not beaten yet.

They faced the foe manfully, with
flashing eyes, and shrieks of defiance.

Bob Cherry called his followers on.

“ Rush the rotters!” he exclaimed.
“We'll take ’em out into the Close
and frog’s-march them round the
school.” :
“ Bravo!”’ shouted Trevor. * Come
on.”

“ Good. The rushfulness is the good
wheeze ! exclaimed Hurree Singh.
- The combatants had paused for a
moment to take breath.

-Now the English lads rushed forward
again, and the French were fighting
like wildcats with their backs to the

wall. ;
The uproar was terrific, when
Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars,

stepped into the gym. He stared at
the scrambling, yelling junicrs, and
started towards them with a wrathful
brow.

“ Stop that, you young rascals.”

But the young rascals were too
excited to heed him.

They did not even hear him, as they
fought and struggled in the corner of
the gym. Wingate strode on, and came
among them, cuffing right and left.
Then they heeded his presence at last.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Trevor, as he

reeled away from a hearty cufl.
“ What’s the matter?”
£ Stop i, Lisay:’?
4'/!’

“ Hallo, Wingate; is that you

% Yegs Shep it.’

“ Stop what?’

““ This rowing, you young hooligans.”

The combat ceased at last.

There had been severe damage on
both sides, and scarcely a face there
but bore very plain traces of the fray.

Black eyes, and swollen noses, and
thick ears were plentiful, and torn
collars and ripped jackets were not
scarce.

The rivals of the Remove stared and
glared at each other in unappeased
hostility, but the captain’s word was
law.

Bob Cherry wiped away a stream of
crimson  that was issuing from his
mouth, and looked at the Greyfriars
captain with his usual coolness.

Wingate’s brow was very stern.

‘“ What does this mean, Cherry? I
suppose I am not far wrong in taking

vou for the ringleader, as Wharton
does not scem to be here.”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“ Right-ho, Wingate. I dare say

vou're about correct,” he.said cheer-
fully.

“ What do you mean by rowing in
the gym. like a set of hooligans?’

Bob Cherry looked inquiringly at
‘Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“What do I mean by it, Hurree
Jampot?’ he asked.

The Indian shook his head.

“ T have not the knowledgefulness to
reply,”’ - he said.” * The meaningful-
ness 15——

“ You sece, Wingate———""

“VYes, I see,” said the Greyfriars
eaptain grimly. I see a cheeky young
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" chuckled.

- Bob

rascal,
lesson.” :

And his finger and thumb closed on
Bob Cherry’s ear like the grip of a vice.

The Removite wriggled.

“I say, Wingate, let go!
hurting my ear.”

‘“How curious,” said Wingate, with
grim humour.. “ Strange as it may
appear to you, Cherry, that is actually
my intention.”

“Ow! Ow!”

Wingate let him go. Bob Cherry put
his hand ruefully to his erimson ear. J
““Now, then, what 1is all _this

about?” said Wingate. i

““Oh, it’s only a row, you know.”

“Do you mean to say that you were
quarrelling for nothing?”’

and I see that he nceds a
>

You're

“Yes, I believe so. One must do
something = on a half-holiday, you
know,” said Bob cheerfully. * What

were we rowing about, Meunier?”’

The French lad grinned expansively.

“Pour passer le temps,” he
“It is really mnozzing,
Vingate; ve row because ve row, vous
comprenez. Zat is all— Ciel! Let
go my ear!’

Wingate gave the French lad’s car a
twist.

“Do you think that is enough?”’ he
asked, releasing it.

“Qui, oui,”” groaned Adolphe
Meunier. *“Zat is quite cnough; in
fact, it is ze too mooch.”

“No more of this,”” said Wingate
sternly. “Tf 1 catch you scrapping
aga'n I'll speak to your Form-master
about it, andget you a hundred lines
apicce. Remembet.”

And the captain of the schoel walked
away.

The juniors locked at one another
and grinned.

“Rows are off for the present,” said
Cherry, taking Hurree Singh’s
arm. “Come along, my black tulip.”

“ With pleasurefulness,” said the
nabob.

And they strolled out of the gym.
They were met at the door by Billy
Bunter of the Remove. He locked at
them curiously.

‘“ Hallo, have you been having a
row, Cherry?”’

““ Looks like it, doesn’t it7’’ said Bob,
wiping his mouth again with his
crimsoned handkerchief.

“ Yes, rather. I say; you fellows—"

¢ Oh, den’t bother us now, Billy!”

“ But I say—" 5

“I'm going to get a wash,” said Bob
Cherry. * You look as if you could
do with one as well, Jampot, and a
clean collar into the bargain.” -

“I am going to seek the wash and
the cleanful collar,” said Hurree Singh.
“ Come along, then.”

“ But I say, you fellows——"’

“ No time now, Billy. We're not go-
ing to stand you -anything at the tuck-
shop, and we’ve got no tin to lend till
your postal order comes, so cut it.”

“But I want to tell you i

“ Oh, don’t bother.”

“ But——""

““ The botherfulness of the fat sahib
is  extremeful,” said Hurree Singh.

y

. ““Shall T bestow upon him the punch-

fulness on the nose, my worthy chum 7’

¢ Certainly.’? °

Billy Bunter retreated.

“ But I say, Cherry,” he called out
from a safe distance, ‘ Wharton sent
me to tell you——"

“ Hallo, what’s that?’ exclaimed
Bob Cherry, turning round. ‘“ Wharton

sent you to tell me what, Bunty?’

“The German kids are besieging. him
in his study——""

“Is that true, you young ass?’ -

“Of course ib is. Wharton sent me
to tell you—""_

“Why dido’t you tell me, .then?’
roared Bob Cherry.

“Haven’t I been trying to——

“Oh, dry up. . Get the fellows
together, Jampot, and follow me.”

*¢ Certainfully.”’

Bob Cherry " dashed off, and the
nabob was not long in gathering the
heroes of the fight in the gym. and
following him.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Remove to the Rescue,

Thump! Thump! Thump!

Bang! Bang! Bang!

The- din outside Study No. 1 was
continuing without cessation. Eight or
nine German juniors were gathered in
the passage, and Fritz Hoffman, the
burly leader of the German faction,
was wielding a heavy stool, which he
was crashing against the lock of the
study door.

Crash! Bang! Crash!

The door gave an omirous groan.

“It is giving ‘in!’ exclaimed . Carl
Lutz, Hoffman’s chum glecfully.

Hoffman grinned as he paused to
take breath. :

“Ja, it is giving in!”’ he exclaimed.
“A few more plows like tat and ve
shell be in te study mit ourselves
after.”

“ Goot ! Pang at te lock again.”

‘< 1 5 29

Ach! Here goes.

Crash! Bang!

The lock was evidently yielding.

The German lads stood prepared to
make a rush as soon as the door should
open. The absence of the Form-master
gave them an opportunity long desired
of bringing their rivalry with Study
No. 1°to a head. g

“Ve vill wreck te study,” grinned
Kayl Lutz. “ Ve vill preak eferyting,
and rag te pounders till dey not know
veder dey are on deir head or deir
heel.”

. “ Mein gootness, you vas right, ain’t
il

“To lock is preaking *’

Bang! Crash!

With a snap the lock parted.

The door flew violently open, and
Hoffman, with an exclamation of
triumph, dropped the stool.

*“Come on!’ he shouted.

“ Ach! Rush tem!”,

The German boys made s
movement. :

But within the study stood Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent, each with
a hottle of ink raised in his right hand.

 Stop where you are,”” said Wharton
calmly.

Fritz Hoffman hesitated.

The bottle of ink looked rather
dangerous, and he had no desire to
be drenched from head to foot in its
contents.

The fellows behind pushed him on,
and he had to enter the study.

He made a virtue of necessity, and,
shouting to his comrades to follow, he
dashed straight at Harry Wharton.

Harry gave a jerk to his wrist, and a
stream of black ink shot into the
German’s face, and he reeled back with
a yell. Nugent discharged his bottle
at the same moment, and Karl Lutz
received the ink, and staggered away
gasping.

The other

forward

German lads burst into a
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loud laugh as they saw their leaders
suddenly = transformed into  mnigger
wminstrels. But they rushed right on.

Wharton and Nugent stood shouider
to shoulder. There was nothing for it
but to fight now, against heavy odds,
but they were plucky enough for any-
thing.

Two or three of the Germans rolled
over under their blows, and then odds
told, and they were borne back right
across the study by the rush.

Fritz Hoffman rubbed the ink from
his eyes and glared about him.

““Hold dem?!” he roared.  Haf you
got te rotters?”’

“ Ach! Ja, ja !

“Hold dem! Ve vill trench derm mit
ink demselves after.”

“Ha, ha! Ach, we have dem!”

Wharton and Nugent were struggling
vainly in the grasp of .the Germans.
The numbers against them were too
great. They were borne to the floor,
and secured by the simple process of
being sat upon by their adversaries.

With two or three stout Germans
sitting upon each of them, they were
powerless, and had to give up the
struggle.

“ Rescue!” bawled Nugent, at the
top of his voice.

Fritz Hoffman grinned.

“ Ach, dere 1s no rescue!”’ he
remarked. “ Te oder boys are in . te
gym., and dey hear you not. Ve vill
anoiat you mit te ink!”’

“ Ach! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hold dem tight!”

“ Ve have dem, ain’t it?”’

“1 vill soon get te ink!”

Hoffman began rummaging about the
study, and the two chums recommenced
a desperate struggle to get free. But it
was useless. The enemy were too many
for them.

““1 wonder if that little rotter Bunter
gave Cherry my message?’ murmured
Havry breathlessly. “If not, we're
done in.”’

““ Rescue!” yelled Nugent.

There was a sound of pattering feet
in the corridor.

¢ What-ho, Remove!” shouted the
wellknown  voice of Bob Cherry,
shouting the familiar war-cry of the
Remove at Greyfriars.

“ Help 1’ shouted Nugent.

Bob Cherry came dashing into the
study.

“J.00k out!” yelled Karl Lutz

The German boys were looking out.
Two or three of them flung themselves
upon Bob Cherry in an instant aund he

* went reeling back, fighting like a tiger
against the odds. But other feet were
ringing along the passage now.

“Rescue, Remove!” shouted
Cherry.

And a familiar voice answered:

““ The rescuefulness is coming!”

And Hurree Singh dashed in, with
a crowd of Removites at his heels. The
Germans at once jumped up from the
prisoners, and faced the new enemy;
but the tables were fairly turned now.

The odds were on the British side
now. The Removites dashed into the
fray, and the Germans were knocked
right and left.

Wharton and Nugent sprang to their
feet and joined in with hearty good-
will, and the German party would have
given a great deal just then to have
got safely out of No. 1 Study. But
escape was cut off.

- Hurree Singh had slammed the door
behind the Removites when they were

all in, and was standing with his back
to it now. There was no escape for the

Bob

NEXT WEEK'S GRAND HARRY WHARTOR STORY IS “ENTITLED:

invaders. The scene in the study was
almost indescribable.

The room was not a large one, and
there was hardly space for the com-
batants to move when the rescuers had
crowded in. 5

The furniture was knocked right and
left. The table went over with a crash,
scattering books and papers and ink on
all sides, and the chairs were hurled to
and fro.

The Germans were soon mostly on
the floor, with victorious juniors sitting
upon them, keeping them pinned down.
Fritz Hoffman made a desperate dash
for the door to escape. ‘But the Nabob
of Bhanipur was on guard. He held the
German” leader at bay until he was
seized by Bob Cherry and dragged
down, and, with Bob sitting on his
chest, Hoffman gave up the struggle.
Hurree Singh surveyed the scene with
a beaming smile.

“The . foreignful bounders are
prisoners now!” he exclaimed. ‘“They
have wrecked the study, but that is of
Little importantfulness. We have cap-
tured them, and I think the ripping
wheeze will b2 to make the example of
them.”

¢ Hear, hear!” gasped Hazeldene.
“TLet us go! Ach, you peasts!”
¢ Mein gootness! You vas crush my
chest, ain’t it?”

“ Ach! T cannot preathe mit mein-
self!”

““1 vas choke, ain’t it
““Never mind!”’ said Bob Cherry.
“If you choke, We sha'n’'t miss vou
much, and we’ll see you nicely and
comfortably buried, you know.”
“Ach! You vas a prute!”

“ You vas vun peeg!”’
¢ Engleesh peeg!”’
“Ha, ba, ha! Now, Wharton, what
are we going to do with them?”’
Harry Wharton langhed.

1 think Hurrce Jampot's idea is a
good: one!” he exclaimed. ¢ We’ll
make an example of them.”

“Good! What’s the wheeze?”’

“.0Of course, we don’t want to hurt
them!”

“Ha, ha, ha! Theyre
rather hurt alveady!”

“ Are you hurt, Hoffman?”

““Ach! You peast!”

“They are suffering from consider-
able hurtfulness,” said Hurree Singh,
in his purring voice. * The duckfuiness
under the pump would revive them, my
worthy friends.”

“Ha, ha! Good idea.”
¢ Mein gootness! You vas not
“Dry up, Dutchy! You're licked,
vou know! And this-is where we do
the talking,” said Bob Cherry, giving
Hoffman a gentle poke in the ribs with
his boot. ;

“Ach! T tink—"

“ You can tink, or tinkle, as much as
vou like, but do it quietly,” said Bob
Cherry. ““ You’re dead in this act.
Now, then, Wharton, what’s to be done
with them?”

“T think the ducking under the
pump would be rather rough!”

“ Well, they look as if they needed a
wash'!” * said Nugent, looking the
Germans over with a. critical eye.

913

looking

”

‘“ Never mind! We're not going to
start washing Germans, 1 suppose?

They can wash themselves.”

“I don’t think they ever do!”’

“ Ach! Tat is vun untroot after!”
_“ And what is it before?’ demanded
: got a rather good wheezs,”
Harry  Wharton = thoughtfully.

“The German kids must be taught
that our study is sacred territory.”

“ Rather !” :

“ And that it mustn’t be invaded by
any low-down aliens!”

‘“ Mein gootness! I tink—"’

“Tink away, but shut up!”’
Nugent.  “ Go on, Wharton!”

“ Well, they will have to be given a
lesson. I think it would be a ‘good idea
to tie them up two and two, and march
them round the Close, as a sort of
exhibition of funny animals captured

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ Then all Greyfriars will be able to
see that we ave the top of the Remove,”
explained Wharton. “If we make an

said

example like that of the German
bounders—""
“Ach! I vill gif you Cherman

pounders——""

“ Shut up, Dutchy!”

“ It will show that they’re of no
account in the Form,” said Wharton.
“And after that we’ll handle the
Freach in the same way, and show
them up. When both lots have had a
good licking, we may get a little
peace.”’

“Goodl”

“ Somebody go and find some rope
somewhere,”” said Harry Wharton,
rather vaguely, “and we'll start the
procegsion !’

““ Mein Himmel! You vas nefer—'

“ Dry up, Dutchy!”

“1 vill not try up! I say—

“No, you don’t! Sit on his head,
Hazeldene, and make him shut up!”’

“ Certainly !’

And Hazeldene obeyed, and Fritz
H{oﬂ'man gasped and perforce was
sient.

2

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Procession!

“ Here's the giddy vope!”

¢ Good! Now to business!”

Harry Wharton gave directions, and
the Removites carried them out
promptly. Fritz Hoffman and Karl
Lutz were the first two to be secured.
Their ankles - were shackled, so that
they could walk with short steps, but
could not possibly run, and then
Hoffman’s right arm was tied to Lutz’s
left. Then their other arms were bound
down to their sides. They stood guite
helpless, glowering with rage at the
grinning Removites.

“ They look nice, don’t they?’ ex-
claimed Bob Cherry, gazing at them.
“ Hoffman looks rather ill-tempered,
though. Are you feeling annoyed about
anything, Hoffman?”’

“ Ach! You peasts!”

“Ts there anything disturbing your
equanimity 7’

“ Peast! Prute! Pounder

“ Ha, ha, ha! Do you know what a
peast, prute, pounder is, you chaps?”’

18

“ Ach! I vill—"

“Oh, ring off, Dutchy!” said
Nugent. “You’ve had your turn.
Now for the others!”

“Buck up!” said Wharton. ° The

masters are off the scene now, but we

never know when they may come
along.. We want to get the procession

over without being interrupted by any
obnoxious persons in authority.”

“ Right-ho! Shackle them up!”’

The German juniors struggled and
protested, but it was of no avail. The
numbers against them were irresistible.

Two by two they were shackled, tiil

the four pairs of them were fastened

“THE PHANTOM FUCITIVE!"
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up, and all was ready for the procession.
The prisoners were red with rage and
indignation, and they naturally shrank
from the intended exhibition in the
Close, but there was no help for them.

They had entered the lion’s den in
invading No. 1 Study, and now the
time had come to pay for their temerity.

“Form them in line!” said Harry
Wharton.

“ Come along, you bounders !

“Ve vill not - gome!” shricked
“Ve vill not gome, you
peasts! Ve defy you to make us gome
before !’

“Ha, ha, ha! Push them along!”’

“Ach! Ve vill not gome!”

“ Peegs!. Prutes! Ach!”’

The Removites, laughing, crowded
round the prisoners, and they were
shoved and hustled out of the study
into_the passage.

There, in spite of their resistance,
they were bundled along, helplessly,
towards the stairs, surrounded by the
Removites. ;

The house seemed to be deserted—
and it was well for the chums of Study
No. 1 that 1t was so.

It was a fine spring afternoon, and
the weather had tempted out all who
could go, and there was not a master
left in the house.

. With plenty of noise and struggling,
the Germans went surging down the
stairs in the midst of their captors.

. Down into the hall passed the pro-
cession, and then out into the bright
sunny Close, under the green old elm
trees. ‘ :

‘“Shove them along!”

““ Make the beggars march.”

“Ach! I tells you tat I vill not
march.”

“And. I tell you that you will,
Hofy.” a ?

“T vill not!t T +Ow 1”

¢“ Shove ’em along!”

“Ve vill not Ow, ow!”

¢ Make the bounders trot.”

And the Germans had to trot. The
more obstinate cnes were pinched when
they halted, and hustled and shoved
along. In the midst of the laughing
Removites they went forward on their
forlorn march round the quadrangle.

“ My only hat! What is that?”’

Carberry of the Sixth was coming
towards the house, and he stopped in
amazement at the sight of the singular
procession.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It’s only an exhibition.”” he eox-
plained. “ We are exhibiting these
curious animals which we have
captured.”

‘“Ha, ba, ha! What have you got
them tied up for?”’

“ They’ra dangerous at  close
quarters. It’s safer to keep them tied
up in a state of captivity.” R

& Ha, "ha, ‘ha'l”

“Ach! Ve wvill preak all “your
peastly pones—-""

‘“ Come along, Dutchy!” :

Carberry stood laughing heartily as
the procession passed on. A good many
ws stared at it in amazement
and mirth. Windows opened in various
parts of the school buildings, and
curious faces looked out.

“Ciel! Vat is zat, zen?”

Adolphe Meunier and his
came crowding round,

The French juniors were far from
pitying the phight of the Germans.
They screamed with laughter at the
predicament of Hoffman and his com-
rades, and the furious glares of the
prisoners only increased their mirth.

»

friends

‘“He, he, he!” cackled Meunier,
Zat is ver’ funny.”’

“ Ach, you peastly pounders!”

< Ha, cha,  ha''L

* Bring them along!”

¢ March; you beggars—march!”

- The procession wound on round the
Close, the accompanying crowd grow-
ing larger every minute.

Bob Cherry  suddenly
exclamation of dismay.

“Cavel” R

¢ What’s the matter?”’

“"Phe Herr!?? -

“ My only hat!”

It was too late for retreat, The
Removites stood their ground#and the
Dlt}OftCsSiOD came to a disorderly stand-
still. g

Herr Rosenblaum, the German
master at Greyfriars, was bearing down
upon the procession, his fat face blank
with astonishment. : :

Herr Rosenblaum, formerly head-
master of Beechwood Foreign Academy,
had brought his foreign pupils with
him to Greyfriars, and the endless dis-
turbances which had followed had
worried him considerably since. He
was - accustomed to rows at his old
school; but naticnal rivalry seemed to
have taken a new lease of life among
the Beechwood boys since they had
come to Greyfriars. There had been
disputes and fights without limit, but
nothing quite so outrageous as what
the German master now beheld.

“Poys!” Herr Rosenblaum could
only gasp out that one word. He stood
gazing at the prisoners and their con-
ductors in utter amazement. *‘ Poys!’

“ Yes, sin,”  said Harry Wharton,
with his usual calmness, though his
heart .was beating.

“ P0)7§ !71

The juniors
now.

The German master’s eyes rolled, and
he gasped like a fish out of water. at
last he found his voice.

“ Poys, what does dis mean after,
ain’t 1677

“What does what mean?”
Harry Wharton demurely.

“ Dis—dis outrage!” shouted Herr
Rosenblaum. “Vat are dese poys
doing tied up mit rope mit demseclves?
Vat does it mean, I say?”’

“It’s only a procession, sir.”’

‘“ Himmel! Vat?”
““ Merely a procession, sir, that’s
all.”

“ You—you—you

“It’s all right, sir,” said Nugent.
“Only a little fun, you know, sir.”

“ So tat is vat you call fun, Nugent?”’

“Yes, sir. Isn’t it funny, Hofi-
man?’

Fritz Hoffman grinned in a_sickly
way.

He had been far from regarding the
affair in a comical light, but he swas
true blue, and he had no idea of not
playing the game. He had got the
worst of the row with the Remove, but
he was not one to complain because of
that.

“Pat i3 all right,” he exclaimed.
It is only a choke, sir.””

“Only a choke, Hoffman?”’

“Ja, ja, mein Herr.”

“You vas not complain of tat treat-
ment?”’

¢ (Certainly not, Herr Rosenblaum.”

‘“ Hoffman is trueful blue, my worthy
friends,” murmured Hurree Singh.

“ VYes, rather!

“ Hoffman! Lutz! Do you tell me
tat you do not comblain of dis usage—

uttered an

were silent enough

asked

i

tat you haf noting to say?’ demanded
Herr Rosenblaum.

“Ja, Herr Rosenblaum,” said Hoff-
man stolidly. “Tat is only a liddle
game vich te Remove poys play mit
d}(}n,l,ﬁelves, after, und ve not mind it at
all.

Herr Rosenblaum gasped.

“ Hoffman, you vas not telling me te
troot.”

“Ach, Mein Herr!”

“You vas try to excuse dese poys.”

“TIt is de troot, sir,” said Hoffman
obstinately. “It is a game vich ve play,
und if ve have té vorst of it, it is all
right.”

“Do you all say te same?”’

CJa; Talil

The German boys all said the same.

Herr Rosenblaum looked them over,
and he understood, and his face cleared
somewhat.

“T tink I know vat you mean, poys.
You vill not vat you call sneak——"

“There is no sneakfulness about
Hoffman,” purred Hurree Singh. I
shall stand him the treatfulness at the
tuckshop after this.” ’

“But such a scene as dis cannot be
made in te Close,” said Herr Rosen-
blaum  sternly. = ‘‘ Wharton, I know
fery vell tat dis is anoder row-—""

““All in good part, sir.”

“ Perhaps ; put it 15 a row und a dis-
turbanee of the beace; und I tink tat
Hoﬁ'ma’x’} is as mooch to plame as you
are——

“If you please, sir—"’

“Silence, all of you! You vill take
fifty lines each for dis conduct—all of
you——""

“ Oh, sir—

“All of you, mind.
immediately set dese poys loose.

“With pleasurefulness, sahib.”

“Let me see it done at vunce.”

The juniors soon had the prisonecrs
untied.

“ Now,” said Herr Rosenblaum.
with a warning wave of the hand, “if
dere is any more rows to-tay, I cane
you all mit yourselves after, ain’t it!”’

And he marched away, with a stern
brow; but when he was within the
house a smile came over his fat face in
the place of the frown.

Harry Wharton gave Hoffman a
thump on the back.

¢ Ach, you peastly pounder!”

“It’s  all right,”” said Wharton
hastily, as the German squared up to
him. ‘“ Rows arc off. I was only back-
ing you up.”’

“ Mein Gott!
mein pack!”’

“ You're a good sort, and true blue,
and it was decent of you to speak as
you did.”

“Ciel, zat 1is quite true,’’ said
Adolphe Meunier. “Even ze Sherman
may.,have ze good quality sometime

39

Now you vill

27

You almost preak

“Vat tat you say, you  French
pounder 7’

“1 say zat ze Sherman was peegs,”
said Meunier defiantly, -

“Ach! Rotter!”

¢ Rottair yourself !’

“T vill poonch your head!”

¢ Mon Dieu! I vill vipe up ze ground
viz you!”

¢ Peast!”

“ Rottair !’ 3

The German and the French junior
were rushing at one another by this
time. But the English lads rushed be-
tween.,

“ Here, keep off the
claimed Bob Cherry.

grass!”’ ex-
‘“You heard
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what Herr Rmonblaum
rows to-day.”’

1 do not care for zat c«herm:m'———
“vill trash tat Elevlch pee i)

“Cielt T vill— 3

““ Ach, let me 1cach tat—-"

42 I\eop off the grass, confound you !’
exclaimed Harry W ha1 ton, pushing the
excited French junior back “1 tell
you you ma n't row now.’

*Duck ’em under the pump if they
uml't be reasonable,” said Nuvenf
Ir, will do them good—both of thcm
‘Right-ho! That’s a good idea.”

But the prospect of a ducking under
the pump was apparently not enticing
to cither the Frenchman or the Ger-
man.

They gave in, and walked away in
different dirvections, glowering at one
another over their shoulders as they

29

went.
“ Nice lot of tiger-cats,”’ said Bob
Cherry. “Come along, kids; we’re

well out of that
it was Herr Ros
on us, and not
Head.”

“Yes, vather. Tt was a good jape;
and as for the fifty hnes, who cares?”’

“ Nohody!”

““Hallo, what's that " fearful row?”’
exclaimed huncnf looking  back.

There were sounds of deadly strife
from under the elm-trees.

Harry Wharton burst mto a laugh.

“Frenich and German!”’ he ex-
claimed.

it was true. 3

The foreigners had ounly waited for
the depmtum of the interfering
Ponm‘ntes and they had met again in
strife under the elm-trees. French and
Cermans were engaged in a deadly
combat.

/No
Nugent.

And I'm Jolly glad
nblaum that dropped
Mr. Quelch or the

business -of ours,” yawned

“ We've dome. our best to

keep the peace. But 1 say, you chaps,

S \\11[ be lively at (ne'vfuah if

se foreign chaps stay here. I don’t

believe thc.e s been a day ‘quiet since
they came.’

“1 don’t think they

will remain,”

said Harry Wharton  quietly. S
Head certainly never expected any-
thing like this. I shouldn’t be sur-

prised any time to hear that they. were
going to leave Grevfuan. They’re a
bit out of place here.

“Well, that’s

¢ Theve is trucfulness in what you
remark,” Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
observed, in a thoughtful way. b
should be sorry to leave Greyfriars my-
self, vet I admit that it would be
F()IT{?“L:I[L smeetful to see my old
chums Redfern and ILawrence once
more. But if the time is short, let us
have as soany rows as possible, so

that it will be mereyful.”
’\I l]

the chums of the Remove

assenbed.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Called Before the Head.

¢ Wharton !”’

“ Yes, Wingate?

The captain of Greyfriars was look-
ing into No. 1 Study, where the chums
of the Remove were preparing tea.
Billy Bunter was laying the table, and
Nugent was poking’ the fire under the
copper kettle. Bob Cherry  was un-
1_-_‘;ing; a parcel, which had evidently
just. been . brought up from the school

933

shop. :

“You arve. wanted in the Head’s
study,” suid the Greyfriars captain
briefly.

NEXT WEEK'S GRAND HARRY WHARTON STORY IS ENTITLED:

azd»r\o more

oot

This pieture strikingly demonstrates the unenviable pesition of Russian

outposts who are guarding the telegraph wires on the outskivts of Poland.

Brought up as it were amid Russian snows, these warriors are well fitted
to endure the hardships attendant upon their lonely vigil.

Bob Cherry gave a whistle.

““Hallo, has the Herr reported us,
after all, then, about the procession?”

“HMe wouldn’t do that, Bob, aftexr
giving us an imposition himself.”

$ \0 I suppose not. Then what——"

“T fanc v it’s about what’s happened
in this study,” said Harry Wharton.
“* You know Qn('l(hv \\(mlul to know
who busted in the dco:

“We couldn’t very well give Hoft-
man away.”

“1 thought Quelchy hadn’t finished
with the maifm 7 said Nugent, shaking
his head. ‘He’s handed it over to
the doctor.”

“The time of payfulness for the
little j has arrived,” said Hurree
Singh. But we cannot tell the doc-
tor any more than we told to the re-
spected Form-master sahib.”

“ Hardly !’

“It is sneakful
CGerman votters,” Raxd Hurree Singh.
““ Besides, whoever is saucy to a goose
ust also be saucy to a gander, as your
English proverb says.”

“Ia, ha, ha! Where did vou learn
that English proverb, Inky?’ asked
Bob Cherry.

“Tt was written in the copy-book of
my respected instructor in Bengal.”

“Well, are you going, Wharton?”’
interrupted Wingate.

¢ (lertainly.”

“ Aren’t the rest of us
mquued Bob Chesry.

“Only Wharton was mentioned to
me, bui if any of you others were in
ﬂm TOW, you can suit yourselves about
going along with him,” said Wingate.

And the Greyfriars captain  walked
away.

give away the

wanted?”’

“Well, we'll all come,” said Nugent
decidedly.

“ No need for that,” said Wharton
quietly. “1If it’s a licking, one is
enough, and I can stand it. You stay
where you are.”

“Rats! We're all coming!”
© ““(Certainfully., The lickfulness must
be cndured by all who had concern in
the rowful disturbance,” said Hurrce
Singh.

& V\ell only Nugent and I were here
when the) busted %he door in—-"

““We were all in the vow,” said Bob
Cherry. * Besides, if it’s a licking, and
there ¢ four of us to take it, the
Head will lay it on more hnhllv

“ There’s sometlunn in that.’

“Of course there is. Come on, all
together!”
And the chums of the Remove

quitted the study.

They were looking yather serious as
they approached the Head's study. 1t
was no light matter for a junior to be
called into that drveaded apartment.

Harry Wharton krocked at the door,
and led the way into the study. Dr.
Tocke raised his eyes and fixed them
upon the quartette.

I think I sent for
ton.’ :

I am here, sir.”’ 3

“We- have all come, sir,” said Bobh
Cherry diffidently, ‘‘as we all had as
much to do with the row as Wharton
had.”

“Indeed! What I wish to know is,
how the door of your study came to
have the lock broken,”” said the Head
sternly.

“It was broken in, said Whar-
ton.

Whas-

vou ouly,

sir,”

““THE PHANTOM FUGITIVE!”



8 THE BEST 3" LIBRARY I® THE “BOYS' FRIEND" 3™ I[RRARY,

““ I know that. Who broke it?”’

The juniors were silent.

“Was it_broken in from outside by

palty of ]umms attacking the study?”’

‘Ye-e-es, sir.”’

‘““Who were the juniors?”’

Silence again.

“Why do you not answer me?”’ said
the Head quietly.

“It would be sneaking, sir,”” said
H Ty Wharton.

‘Unless the names of the culprits
arc given to me, I shall have no alter-
native hut to consider you yourselves
responsible for, what has happened, and
to punish you severely for the damage
done.”

The faces of the juniors brightened
visibly.

Between respect for the Head and
2. deterniination not to betray Hoffman
and his friends they had been in a diffi-
cult position.

To escape from. the dilemma at the
cost of a licking was a relief to them.

““We have no objection to that, sir,”
eaid Wharton immediately.

The doctor -compressed his lips a
little.

‘“Then you may hold out your hand,
Wharton.”

He took wup-his cane. W hmton
obeyed, and received two euts on either
hand, well laid on, too. Then each of
the heroes of the Remove received the
same. The cane stung their palms
keenly in the experienced hand of the
doctor, but they bore the infliction
without a murmur.

Dr. Locke laid down the cane.

“You may go,” he said quietly.
“ Your pocket-money will be stopped
to pay for the damage done, and I am
afraid it will leave you pum)les~3 for
some time. You have only )omsel\ es
to, bl‘mme for that. You may go.”

* Thank you, Sir.’

And the juniors left the study.

In the passage outside they looked at
one another with dubious expressions,
while they twisted their smarting hands
undm their arms.

y George! The Head has come
do“ n hea\y this time!” murmured
Bob Cherry. “I say, what are we
going to do for tin the next few
weeks?”

“ Blessed if I know!’ said Nugent.

“T'm nearly blol\e now ! 0

< /&nd T'm quite,” said Harry Whar-
ton. ‘I blued the last shilling in the
tuckshop half an hour ago for tea.”

‘ Fortunately, T am shll in a some-
what cashful condition,” murmured
Hurree Singh. “If will be pleasureful
to me to stand the treatfulness to my
esteémed chums.”

“ Good old Inky!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, slapping hlm on the shoulder.
“But - your pocket-money will be
stopped, you know, 0 you will want
to be economical, too.’

“What I have is at the serviceful-
ness of my 1(~,)octdble chums,”
answered Hurree Singh, ““and if I fall
short of the filthy luue I have that
}v)ﬁich 1 can raise money upon pawn-
u

& L‘U What’s that?”’

Hurree Singh slipped his hand mto
his pocket and drew out a little case,
which he opened, and a dazzling g‘litter
shot_from the dark velvet lining.

“My hat! Is it a diamond?”’

“Yes, and a very valueful one.’

The juuniors looked at the big stone
in amazement. It was a very large
diamond, beautifuly cut, and its value
mush have been very great.

‘Where did you get that from?”
asked Bob Cher ry.

OUR COMPANION PAPERS :

v to their study.

The nabob smiled.

“T have many like it in the treasury-

of Bhanipur,” he replied. ‘ This one
I had set as a tie-pin, as you see, bub
it was explained to me by the respect-
able Herr Rosenblaum that it was not
cautionful to wear it in public, as it
might tempt the fingers of the thieveful
persons. It is worth a hundred pounds.”
T “Well, you'd better keep it out of
sight,” said Harry - Wharton, *‘It’s
not, safe for a kid to have a stone like
that about him. As for pawning it, I
fancy no pawnbroker would lend you
anything on 1t, Hurree Singh. He
would want to be satisfied first that you
had a right to it.”

“J am Nabob of Bhanipur

“Never mind; paw mhom are
barred,” said Bob e herry. “ We'll rub
along somehow without that. Let’s
get in to tea.”’

The chums of the Remove returned
Billy Bunter had the
kettle on the boil, and he made the tea
as soon as he heard them coming.

In spite of their smarting hands, the
juniors enjoyed their tea in the cosy
study. And their late punishment had
not the slightest effect so far as restor-
ing peace in the Remove wasconcerned.
For while they ate they discussed
further plans of campaign, having for
their object the defeat and complf*t(‘
setting-down of the alien members of
the Form.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Broke,

The chums of the Remove soon for-
got about the caning in the Head’s
study, but th(—*y felt the rest of their
punishment for a longer time. The
stoppage of their pocket money was a
serious matter. The charge for repair-
ing the door of No. 1 study and re-
placing the broken lock was a con-
siderable one, and it was probable that
the pocket-money of the four chums
would be stopped for weeks before the
bill was quite paid.

A natural delicacy prevented the
chums from acquainting Hoffman with
the state of the case. They had taken
the punishment upon their own shoul-
ders rather than give the Germans
away, and they felt that they were in
honour bound to stick it out, as Bob
Cherry e\p1<‘s<ed it.

“We can’t say anything to the
Deutschers,” said Bob Cherry decidedly
while the chums of the Remove were
discussing the matter on Saturday.
“ That would spoil the whole thing.
We’ve taken it on, and we must stick
it out.”

Harry Wharton nodded a full assent.

“You are quite right there, Cherry.
Not a Wozd to the Germans on the
subject.”

“Only what are we to do for tin?’
said Nugent. ‘“ We have now come to
the end of Hurree Singh's cash, and
we are all stony !’

“Y am sorrowful that I have no
more cashfulness to place at the dis-
posal of my respectable chums,” said
the -nabob.

“ My dear chap, you've come to the
rescue like a nabob, .md that’s all
right,” said Bob C‘houy. “Of course,
we shall square up later. But the ques-
tlon is, what’s to be done now?”

“The pawnful mrvthod~~
“Won't do, kid,’
“But the diamond would fetch
“ My dear chap, the first question the

()

pawnbroker would dwlx would bx, where
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you got the diamond from,” said Hairy
Wharton.

“1 should acquaint him with the fact
that T am the Nabob of Bhanipur, and
that I have many such stones in my
treasure-chamber in my Indian palace.”

 But he mxnht believe that you were
romancing.’

“If he had the doubtfulness of the
veracity of a Nabob of Bhanipur, I
should smite him upon the nasal feature
with the powerfulness of the right
arm.”’

“That wouldn’t improve matters.”’

“It wouldn’t improve his nasal
feature, either. Besides, he might call
a policemaa and have you run in.”

‘“ Anyway, it-might come out that a
Greyfriars fellow had been to a pawn-
shop, and that would mean a row with
the Head;” said Harry Wharton. ‘1t
won’t do, Inky. We must think ‘of
something else.”

“ T have the bowful submission to the
wilfulness of the working majority,”
said Hurree Singh b.em(,ful y.

But the ““something else ”’ was nob
casily thought of, and the juniors ]md
to give up the  discussion without
having thought of any method of raising
the wind.

It was Saturday, and a half-holiday,
and on such an occasion the chums of
the Remove particularly felt the neced
of a little cash in hand.

But they were all in a stony state,
and every expedient devised for reliev-
ing their nccessity was found to be im-
pxacnmble

There was nothing for it, as Harry
Wharton finally said, but to grin and
bear it.

But Hurree Singh’s thoughts were
busy on the sub_‘;nct

Ho was pained by the fhought that
he could do nothing to help his chuns
in the hour of need and his mind was
still running upon the idea of pawning
the diamond in the village, and so
raising money.

The difficulties raised by his chums
did not change his mind upon that
point. As for the risk of the fact
coming out that a Greyfriars fellow
had been to a pawnshop, that would
not happen if he were careful. It would
be a good idea to take a friend along
\nth him to prove that he was Nabob
of Bhanipur, and had a vight to dis-
pose of the diamond if he wished. Bu#

-as he intended to keep the pawning

secret, at least for the present, he could
not, ask one of his chums, who had
objected to the scheme. He turned the
matter over in his mind, as he strolled
out alone under the old Greviriars
elms, and he was still thinking it out
when Hazeldene of the Remove joined
him.

The nabob looked at him inquiringly.

“I say, I want to speak to you,
Inky,” said Hazeldene, in the ingratia-
ting way which had earned him the
nickname of Vaseline in the Rcmmo
“(Can you spare a minute?”’

“ Certainfully.”

“T'm rather broke to-day; my allow-
ance hasn’t come down-—-""

‘I am sorry——"’
“(Could you lend me half-a-crown

till next Saturday?”’

The Indian looked really concerned.

“I am regretfully  sorrowful,
Vaseline, but I cannot. I really wisi
that I could perform the lendfulness,
but I have no cash in the pocket.”

Hazeldene looked incredulous.

“ You're always rolling in money,” .
he said. ““You get your allowance to-
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day, too. Why don’t you say at once
that you won’t?”’ :

‘1 you imply doubffulness upon my
assertiveness, Vaseline, I shall wipe up
the ground dustfully with you.”

¢ Oh, keep your:wool on! But

“The fact is, that I am in the broke-
ful condition, because my allowance
has been stopped by thé -respectable
and esteemed Head.”

S What!: =for?’
natural question.

Hurree Singh explained.

“Then why don’t you ask Hoffman
to stand something 7’ asked Hazeldene,

Hurree Singh’s lip curled. : :

“1 do not wish to do anything of
that sort. Tt is a secret from the
esteemed German rofters.”” .
© “Ha, ha! Well, havent you any-
thing you can raise money on?” asked
Hazeldene practically. *There’s a pop-
shop in the village.”

“ A what?”’

“ A pawnshop,”
colouring a little. L

The nabob. started eagerly. ;

“Phat is what I was thinking of.”
he gaid. < Will you came with me to
vaise money at the popping establish-
ment, and I will lend you the sovereign
or the two sovereigns, aud will not ask
vou for the return payfulness?’”’

”

was  Hazeldene’s

said Hazeldene,

Hazeldene's eyes glimmered = with
covetousness at the idea.

“Will T come? Rather!”

“My gratefulness will be very
great.”’ 1

“But what have you ‘to pawn?

asked Hazeldene. s

The Indian drew the little case con-
taining the diamond from his pocket.
Hazeldene uttered an exclamation of
amazement at the sight of the splendid

stone.

“Why, that must be worth a heap
of money!” he exclaimed.

“ It is worth two thousand rupees,
my esteemed friend.”

“ And is it yours?’ Skl s

“1 have many such in my treasure-
chamber in the city of Rhanipur.”

“My word! I wish I knew the way
into that. treaswre-chamber!”’ grinned
Hazeldene. ¢ But, 1. say, the pawn-
broker will want to kiow all about
this.”

“ You can bear the witnessfulness

‘that 1 am really the respectable Nabob

of Bhanipur, and honestfully the lud}:

crous possessor of the precious stone.
““ Ha, ha! I suppose I can.”
“Then let us proceed swiftfully to

‘the shop of the popper.”

“ May as well try, anyway.”

“1 will go and put on my coat, as
the weather looks somewhat rainful,
and T will join you in a few minates,”
said Hurree Singh. ;

¢ Good! 'l avait for you at the
gate.”

The two Removites walked away.
And barely had they disappeared when
two grinning faces peered round the
big trunk of a tree close at hand.

The faces belonged to Meunier and
Gaston Artois. The French chums had
heard the whole of the talk hetween
Hurree Singh and Hazeldene.

“Mon bleu!” murmured Meunier,
grinning expansively. ““Vat zink you
of zat, my shum?”’ : ’

“Zey go to ze pawunshop,’’ said
* It vould be ze good shoke
to take all ze fellows and mect zem
coming out, and cheer zem.”

‘“He, he, he! Zat would be funny.”

“Let us get ze garcons togezer,
zen. :

Adolphe Meunier shook his head.

‘and  Adolphe Meunier

“Zat would be funny, Gaston; bub
I have ze bettair idea in iy head.”

“(Ciel! And vat is zat; mon ami?”

“Zey go to ze pop-establishment to
pawn ze diamond—-""

‘C’est vrai! And zen?’ :

“ Suppose, ven zey rveach ze pop:
establishment zey no longer have ze
diamond 7’

Artois stared at his chum.

“But how? In vat vay?

“ Come viz me.”

Meunier, chuckling to himself over
his idea, led the way towards the School
House. He explained to Artols as he
went. :

“Ze Indian vill go oopstairs to pub
on ze greatcoat. Ve shall find him
alone.”’

 Zat is true.”

“ Ve sall collair him ‘and take ze
case from his pocket——"
“But zen he vill

diamond is gone!”

“Ve must do it vizout his kunow-
ing.”

£ Good !—if it can be done.’

“ ¥You vill see. You sit on ze head
and rub ze features in ze carpet, and
he vill not be sinking of anything at ze
time.”’

“Ha, ha, ha! Zat is right.” ;

“ Vo put a marble in ze case instead
of ze diamend!”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”’

“ Zen ze pawnbroker have zab offered
to him! Ha, ha, ha!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” cackled Ar

“1 zink ze veeze vill vork.”

“ [ gink so.  Ha, ha, ha!”

And the French lads hurrvied into the
house and up the stairs, on the track
of the unsuspicious Hurree Singh.

3

know zat - ze

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Popping Sahib Loses His Temper.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh  was
changing his coat without a suspicion
that the I'rench juniovs knew anything
about - his project, or had any know-
ledge of the existence of the diamond.

When two mischievous faces looked in °

at the door he did not observe them,
and he did not know that foes were at
hand #ill he heard a sudden rush of feet
—and then it was too late!

¢ Seize him!”

He was grasped and dragged to the
floor before he could think of resist-
ance. He went down with a bump,
and Gaston Artoig sprawled over him,
grasped . him
round the mneck  and fattened his
priacely features upon the floor.

“QOht! -Ow! Leave off!I”

“ You vas the prisoner, zen

“1 will dustfully wipe up the floor
with you!”

“ S8it on ze nigger- harder, Gaston!”

‘“Oui, oui!” grinned Gaston.

“Vill you surrender vow?”’ :

“No, ‘I will not surrender to you
Frenchful bounders!” gasped Huwreo

22

‘Singh, struggling manfully under the
“weight of the two juniors.

His resistance did not trouble the
French chums much. In the struggle
it was easy for Meunier to slip his
hand into the pocket where he had seen
Hurree Singh replace the case contain-
ing the diamond.

Hurree Singh, with bis face in rough
contact with the earpet, could not see
either that the French lad had taken
the case, or what he was doing with it.

In a few moments it was slipped back
into bis pocket, and he was totally un-
conscious of the whole procveeding.

do,

_ the afternoon.
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“ Now vill you surrender?”’

¢ Never!” :

“ Zen ve vill tie you up to ze shair
and leave ‘you here,”” grinned Adolphe
Meunier. g

Hurree Singh changed his mind. He
thought of Hazeldene waiting for him
at the gate of Greyfriars, and of the
necessity of raising money for the
needs of Study No. 1 by taking the
diamond down to the pawushop m the
village.

“I—I surrender, you rotters!” he
gasped. “You are twofully to one
superior in number, and there is no dis-
gracefulness in surrendering to the
great oddfulness.”

“You confess zat you are beaten

“ Certainfully,”

¢ Zen ve will allow vou to go,” said
Meunier, rising. ‘“Let ze niggair
get up, my shum.”

~And Hurree Singh was allowed to
rise.

He got upon his feet, looking very
dusty and wrathful. He rubbed the
dust from his clothes, ‘and eyed the
Freuch chums indignantly.

““ I'would inflict upon you the severe
thrashfulness if T had time!” heo éx-
claimed.  “ Another time I vill visit
you with the condignful punishiment.”

The French juniorvs grinned as they
walked away. Out of sight of the
n?bob, they hugged ecach other with
glee.

“He kunow nozzing of vat I have
"V said Meunier.

““ Nozzing vatefer,” grinned Artois.

“He vill go down to ze pop-estab-
lishinent——"

“Viz ze marble in ze case. Ha, ha,
ha!”

“ It is too funny! Ha, ha, ha!”

Hurree Singh came out, and gave
the French juniors a wrathful look as
he passed them. Hazeldene was wait-
ing for him at the gate, and the two .
walked down the lane together.

“You've been a long time,” said
Hazeldene. sy

Hurree Singh explained the ecausc of
his delay.

“Well, it doesn’t matter,” said
Hazeldene.  “ The shop keeps open all
We had better take
care not to be scen going info if.
There would be a row if it were known
at the school that a Greyfriars fellow
had been to the pawnbroker’s, I can
tell you.” ;

“That is quite rightfully the case,
my respectable friend. It is only an
emergency of extreme greatness which
justiiies the breaking ef the rule.”

“Oh, blow that!” said the less con-
scientious Hazeldene. I

The juniors soon reached the village,
and entered the pawning establishment
quietly and quickly by the side door. *
A young man with black eyes and a
very prominent nose asked them what
he could do for them.

Hurree Singh, though he was making
the sacrifice for the sake of his friends,

)

T

.felt a keen sense of uneasiness at really

finding himself inside a pawnbroker's
shop.

He coloured a little as he met the
eyes of the young man with the pro-
minent nose, and felt hastily in his
pocket for the case. :

“1 believe that you perform the
lendfulness to the needy - person?’ he
remarked. ¥ am in want of eash.”

“Do you meati that you want to
paswn something?” X

“That’s it,”’ said Hazeldene, “Cus '
the cackle, Inky. and let’s get out.”

“Certainfully.”” |

- NEXT WEEK'S- GRAND HARRY WHARTON STORY IS ENTITLED: “THE PHANTOM FUGITIVE!™



10 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY o=~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND" 3> LIBRARY, "ovov
“Well, what is it you wish to The door of the shop closed with a “Get out !’
pledge?”’ slam., “But I wish to explain—-"

Hurree Singh handed the case over
the counter. :

“I wish to raise a loan upon that
diamond, if you please. It is worth
two thousand rupees, but I wish you
to lend me only the common or garden
ten-pound note, in order to increase
the easyfulness of the future redemp-
tion.”’ ’

The young man behind the counter
opened the case. He looked at what
it contained, and then looked at the
beaming face of Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. Then he looked at the stone
agam. The expression of his face was
very grim.

He could only possibly conclude that
the two Greyfriars juniors had come
mto the shop with the deliberate object
of working off a joke upon him upon
~his busiest day in the week, and his
wrath naturally rose at the thought.

““So you want to raise money on
this, do you?’ he asked.

¢ Certainfully.”

‘“It’s worth a hundred pounds,” said
Hazeldene; ‘““but we only want a
tenner on it.”

“You only want ten pounds? Why
not make it twenty?’

“The ten will do, thank you, my
vespectable popping friend,” said the
nabob. “1 wish, as I had the honour
of mentioning, to make niore ecasyful
the redemption of the popped article.”

“T see,” said the young man, with
ominous = quietness.  “Wait just a
minute, will you?’

‘“ Certainfully,”

The young man disappeared for a
moment, and the next moment he came
out from behind the counter, and seized
the two juniors by the collar, one in

cach hand.

°  He was a powerfully-built young
man, and the juniors were too taken
by surprise to resist, and they were
helpless in his hands.

“Bo you wish to pawn this valuable
stone for ten pounds, do you?’ said
ihe .‘;oung man wrathfully. ““T'll teach
you I’ 2

“ What's the/matter?’ gasped Hazel-

ene,

“The popping person .is insaneful !’

“If you dorn’s want to lend the
money—-""

“Return my valueful diamond——"’

“Out you go!”?

With two strong jerks, the young
man dragged them to the door, kicked
it open, and then slung them out across
the pavement.

The amazed juniors went
away, and fell sprawling.

They sat up on the pavement and
stared at cach other, and at the young
man standing glaring wrathfully at
’r,‘hcm from the doorway of the pawn-
shop. ;

“He is dangerfully insane!’ gasped
the nahob.

* Go away, you young scoundrels, or
¥l come out fo you!”’

‘“He’s off his rocker, for a

““ Get away from here!”

fReturn me my valueful diamond,
and T will execute the swift departful-
ness!” exclaimed the nabob, rising to
hig feet. ‘“ You are a rude and brutal
individual, and I despise you. Return
me the diamond!”

*“ There you are!”

The young man returned the case
containing the stone with a whiz. It
struck Hurree Singh on the nose, and

reeling

cert.”’

elicited a sharp cry. Then it fell to the-

pavement,
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Hurree Singh rubbed his nose in rue-
ful amazement. He could not com-
prehend the conduct of the young man
in the least, except upon the supposi-
tion that he" was insane. And the
young man had looked excited and
angry, but hardly insane.

‘“What does it mean, Vaseline?’"

“ Blessed if T know, unless he’s right
off his giddy rocker!’ growled Hazel-
dene, rubbing his limbs ruefully.

Hurree Singh glanced at the box on
the pavement. It had jerked open in
the fall, and the stone had rolled out

of it; and the nabob’ gave a cry of

astonishment at the sight of it.

‘“Look !’

‘““ What’s the matter?”’

“My diamond is gone

‘“ What?”’

““ This worthlessful stone is put-in the
place of it,”” said Hurree Singh, pick-
ing up the case and the stone and
regarding both in utter bewilderment.

Hazeldene gave a snort.

“Oh, I see; that explains. No won-
der he got wild when you offered him a
marble and asked him to lend you ten
pounds on it, you utter ass!”’

“But the diamond was in the case.”

‘“Rats! You’ve made an idiotic mis-
take.” 4

“But it was in the case when T
showed it you under the trees at Grey-
friars.”

“T know it was.”

““And I have the complete certain-
fulness that ¥ have not opened the case
since,”” said Hurree Singh.

Hazeldene sniffed.

“You must have, and forgotten
about it—or else someone has played a
trick on you. My word, I see it now!

‘“What do you see, my respectable
friend ?”’

“One of the biggest asses at Grey-

12

friars,” growled Hazeldene. ¢ Of
course, that is what Meunier and

Artois were up to when they collared
you before you came out; they
managed to change the diamond for the
marble somehow.”

“Surely it is impossible!”’

‘“ Rats!” growled Hazeldene.

¢ Perhaps it is so; but I do not
understand——""

“Well, it’s all up now, and we’ve
had our journey for nothing,” said
Hazeldene. “ T'm off, Inky.”

“ Do not be too hasteful, Vaseline. I
can take in my watch to the popping
gentleman, and obtain the loanful con-
sideration on that.”

Hazeldene grinned.

“T don’t suppose you'll find him in a
very reasonable mood just now, Inky.
T'd advise you not to go into that shop
again.”

‘“But surely he would not be so
rashful as to refuse the good stroke of
business?”’ urged the nabob.

“ Well, try him, that’s al}!”

“Come in with me.”

“ No, thanks; I'll wait for you here.”

“Very well. T am sure he will listen
to reason when I give him the complete
explanation of the extremefully great
error I have fallen into with regard
to the diamond.”

And Hurree Singh re-entered the
shop. 2

The young man behind the counter
stared at him, apparently hardly able
to believe his eyes at the sight of the
dusky nabob.

“So you've come back again!” he
exclaimed.

“Yes, sghib; T wish to make the
polite and esteemed explanation—""

Every Monday, Every Wednesday,
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“ Are you going?’

“I beg-of you to have the esteemed
patience, . my worthy popping-sahib,
until I have made the respectful ex-
planation.” : .

The popping-sahib seemed to have
got quite to the ‘end of his esteemed
patience. He rushed round from
behind the counter and dashed at the
nabob.

Hurree Singh saw that it was dan-
gerous to linger, and that there was no
time for esteemed explanations just
then. He made a spring for the door.

He had thrown it open again, and
was just darting out,” when the young
man reached him, and took a running
kick. His boot gave - the nabob a
powerful lift behind, and Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh went out flying, and
landed on his hands and knees on the
pavement, :

Hazeldene burst into a roar.

‘“Ha, ha! I thought it would end
like that ! ;

The young man of the shop bestowed
a glare upon the two juniors, and
slammed the door, and Hurree Singh
rose rather painfully to his feet.

“I consider that popping-sahib is a
rudeful and brutal scoundrel,” he re-
marked. “I wish my worthy chums
were here, and we would raid the shop
and give him what you English call an

" elevated old time!”

‘““Ha, ha! Come along!”’

“1 suppose there arec no other pop-
ping-establishments in the village?”
asked Hurree Singh, loth to give up
Lis idea of raising the wind.

‘““ Not likely.”

‘“Then we had better return to Grey-
friars.”

And the juniors walked rather dis-
consolately back to the school. Harry

-Wharton met them in the Close, with

a rather puzzled expression upon his
face.

“TI've been locking for you, Hurree
Singh,” he exclaimed.

“I have been to the esteemed vil-
lage. What is it?’

¢ Meunier gave me this to give you,”
said Harry, extending a small packet
to the nabob. “ He made no explana-
tion, but just shoved if into my hand,
and said it was for you—something
that belonged to you.” -

Hurree Singh took the packet and
opened it. He suspected what it was,
and he was not mistaken. The open-
ing of the little packet disclosed the
glittering diamond of Bhanipur, and
Harry Wharton gazed at it in amaze-
ment.

“What does
Singh?”’

And the nabob, with a beautiful
blush in his dusky face, explained; and
Wharton shouted with laughter. And
so did the rest of the Remove when
Hazeldene told them the story.

that mean, Hurrce

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Riot in the Remove,

‘““ Wharton !

¢ Vesyusir??’

“T leave you in charge of the class
for a few minutes.”

‘“ Yes, sir.”’

Mr. Quelch cast a rather doubtful
glance for a moment at the Remove
as he crossed to the door. A fag had
just brought him in a nete. It was
Monday morning, and the Remove

1, “GHUCKLES® j0.
day. - Every Saturday, 2
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vere hard at work in their class-room
—English, French and German all
grmdm«r away at Latin. The note
ev idently necessitated the departure of
the Remove-master for a time, and he
was dubious as to how his unrulv class
would conduct itself in his absence.

“You will be quiet, boys, and con-
tinue_your work, while I am gone,’
sald Mr. Quelch. “I will send in a
prefect in a few minutes, to take charge
of the class.”

“ Yes, sir,” said a dozen voices.
And the Remove-master left the
room.

The moment he had done so, and the
door was closed, a buzz of voices rose
in the room; Enfrhsh French and Ger-
man were mixed in a babel.

“Shut up, you fellows!” exclaimed
Harry Vth‘ton “You heard what
Mr. Quelch said.

“Who vas you"’ demanded _Fritz
Hoffman, with an air of impartial in-
quiry, as if he really wanted to know.

“1 have been. left in charge of the
class by Mr. Quelch.”

SRIghIR exclaimed Adolphe
Meunier. “ Rats! Rot! Bosh!”

Wharton’s eyes gleamed.

“Did you say ‘bosh’ to me?’ he

exclaime

“Oui; I said ‘bosh,” and I said
‘rats,” and ‘pish’!’ said Meunier
do-un ly.

Konp quiet!”

“Bah! Keep quiet viz yourself!”
“Oh, shut up!” exclaimed Bob
(,herry “We qlnl\ all get into a row

if there’s a kick-up in the class- 1oom

“That is extremefully correct,” said
Hurree Singh. ¢ request these
foreignful rotters to shut up their talk-
fulness.”

“You vas vin nigger, Inky.”

“Who cares for te Engleesh pigs?”’

¢ Zat is right, you Sherman rottair!”

“Who vas you call vun rotter,
Adolphe Meunier ?”’

‘ You yourself Hoffman; you vas ze
chief rottair, and ze ozers—"

“T1 vill poonch te nose of you—-"

“Shut up!” roared Harry Wharton.
“If you two sets of asses begin to row
now, I will wade in and knock your
heads together!”

“Ciel! If you vas touch my head,
I vipe ze floor viz you!”

“Ach! Let him try to knock te
head, tat is all!”’ And Fritz Hoffman,
by way of showing his independence,
began to whistle “The Watch on the
Rhine ”’ in his shrillest tones.

Meunier, not to be outdone, started
v.hlstlmrr the  Marseillaise.”

Will’ you shuf up?”’

5 \T n'l)

‘“Nein !’

And the French boys, getting into
the spirit of the thing, set up their
national song at the top of their voices.

The Germans roared back * Der
Wacht am Rhein” in stentorian tones.
The result was a din that could be
heard over half Greyfriars.

“HEs braust ein Ruf wie Donner-
hall!”’ roared the German juniors.

“ Allons, enfants de la patrie!”
velled back the French boys.

“ Wie Schwertgeklirr und Wogen-
prall ”

““Le jour de gloxrc est arrive!”

“Zum Rhein, zum Rhem
Deutschen Rhein!”’

“ Contre nous de la tyrannie

“ Wer will des Stromes Huter Sein?”’

‘“ My only hat!”” gasped Bob Cherry.

They’ll have the roof off soon!”

“The only thing to do is to start an
opposition,”  exclaimed  Hazeldene.
¢ What price °Rule, Britannia’?”

zum

9
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There was a yell of approval. The
juniors struck up in a roar, and their
voices drowned the fewer foreigners in
a deafemng din of sound.

‘Rule, Britannia! Britannia
the waves !

Britons never, never, never——
= ba2

i)

“Lieb Vaterland, magst ruhig sein

 Rule, Britannia—"

It is safe to say that no such terrific
pandemonium had ever disturbed a
classroom at Greyfriars before. Harry
Wharton had given up the idea of
attempting to keep order.

The whole Remove was on the war-
path now, each jinior seeking to make
the gxeatost possible amount of noise,
as if for a wager.

There were more English lads than
French and German put together, so
“ Rule, Britannia !> soon drowned both
the “ Marseillaise”’ and ‘“ Der Wacht
am Rhein,”” and the foreign lads theve-
upon set to work stamping and beat-
ing the desks with rnlers to drown the
vocal efforts of the English juniors.

The juniors were not slow. to reply
in kind. The uproar was terrific.

“My word!” murmured Nugent.
‘“ There-will be a row!”

“There’s cne already,
grinned Bob Cherry.

“My :ohtdm hat!” exclaimed Hur-
ree Singh. ‘‘The noise will attract the
prefects, and we shall be impositioned
without mercifulness.”

» “Ha, ha! Don’t you know a Hindoo
song, Hurree %mrrh, just to make the
‘chmﬂr complete 7’ uld Hmeldene

“Mhg idea is rippingful,” said the
nabob.

And his voice at once added to the
din, chanting some absolutely tuneless
and mcomprehcnsxblc lay of Bhanipur.

There was an angry voice at the
doon, as Carberry of the Sixth looked
in. He was evidently the prefect sent
by Mr. Quelch to" take charge of the
unruly Remove during the temporau
absence of the Form-master.

“ Shut up, you young blackguards!”

But the Removites were too wildly
excited by this time to heed him. It
is quite probable that had Mr. Quelch
himself come in then, he would have
found 1t extremely difficult to restore
order in the classroom; and so it was
not likely that the Remove would pay
much attention to- Carberry, the most
unpopular prefect at Greyfriars.

“Be quiet! Do you hear?”’
Carberry.

It was not easy to hear in the din,
and certainly none of the Removites
heeded. The uproar continued with-
out abatement, and wildly mingled
snatches of French and German and
English echoed out into the corridors,
aud reached other classtooms and
amazed all who heard.

“ Lieb Vaterland, magqt ruhig sein.”

“ Fest steht und treu die W acht, die
Wacht am Rhein—"

“ Aux armes, citoyens!

“ Formez vas bataillons—

“This was the charter, the charter

of the land,
And g,u(udlan
strain,

“ Rule, Britannia——

“Will you shut up, you young
demons?”’ shrieked Carberry, and he
dashed at the Remove, smiting right
and left with the cane he had s;ntchul
from the Form-master’s desk.

Then some of the singers ceased
their song, and howled with pain in-
stead.

Hoffman received a ecut across the

1 imagine,”

roared

33

angels sang the

i1

rules’

cheek, and he snatched at the cane,
and tore it from the prefect’s hand.

Carberry -seized him by the collar,
and dragged him out before the class,
and began to box his ears savagely.

This was too much for Karl Lutz,
who rushed gallantly to the aid of his
leader, and seized the prefect round
the neck from behind, and dragged
him to the floor. In his escitement he
plumped down upon him, and began to
jam his features on the hard linoleum,
and Carberry gasped for help.

Harry Wharton dragged the excited
Lutz off his victim, and the next mo-
ment was seized by Hoffman, and they
wrestled and fought, heedless of every-
one else.

The chums of the Remove dashed to
the rescue, and in a twinkling English
and Germans were mixed up in a wild
affray. In a case like this, Meunier and
his friends sided with the weaker party,
and they scrambled to the aid of the
Germans, so that the three parties
were mmrrled in a general combat be-
fore the amazed Carberry. could gef
upon his feet.

The prefect gazed about him in be-
wilderment.

French, German and ¥nglish wera
fighting like tigers, utterly - forgetful
of the fact that they were in a class-
room in school hours, and that the
Form-master might return at any mo-
ment.

A rush of excited juniors sent the
prefect flying, and he bumped on the
floor with half a dozen youngsters
sprawling over him. But by this time
the din had attracted general atten-
tion, and Mr. Quelch was returning to
the Form-room with swift strides. “Fhe
Remove-master arrived in the doorway,
and he stood gazing in upon the scene
in blank amazement,

“ Boys!”

He roared out the words.

At any other time the mere sight
of Mr. Quelch’s angry face would have
silenced the Remove and reduced them
to obedience. But the juniors had
fairly broken loos# now. No one paid
the least heed to the Remove-master’s
angry voice; most, of the excited
voungsters did not even know he was
there.

“Boys!
instantly !”’

But the unseemly viot showed no
signs of abating.

“(mbcrxy' “How
this?”’

“ How could I help it?” hooted Caz-
berry, staggering to his feet. “The
young demons have knocked me about
and

Cease t‘his unsecmly riob

dare you allow

“Silence! You should not answer
me like that!”
“ Well, it wasn’t my fault! They

want ﬂorrgmg all round——"

“ You can go, Lmbeuy &

“ Jolly glad to!” muttered the pre-
foct as he retreated into the passage.

“Go to the Sixth Form-room and

tell the Head that I should be glad
if he could come hexe at ouce.’

¢ Certainly, sir.

The prefocr hurried away, and Mr.
Quelch gazed in upon the viot in grim
His voice had been unheeded

silence.

by the rvioters; it remained to bé seen
whether the Head s would be un-
heeded, too.

There was a rustle of a gown in the
passage, and the Head of Greyfriars
came along to the Remove-room with
5\»1ft strides.

“My deaz \L Quelch——"

“Look !’ exclaimed - the

“THE PHANTOM FUGITIVE!"

Form-
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master, raising his finger and pointing
dramatically into the room.

The doctor looked, and his face be-
came like a thundercloud. :

“ Bless my soul! I can scarcely
believe my eyes, Mr. Quelch! How did
this happen?”’ ;

“I was compelled to leave the room
for a few minutes, sir, and before the
prefect I sent could arrive this riot
broke out.”

S Y s
Boys!”’

The doctor’s voice rang through the
classroon.

‘“Boys! Cease this instantly!”

There was a sudden hush.

“The Head!” gasped Harry Whar-
ton. ; -

And the dreaded word passed round
the Remove.

‘“ The Head!”

The fighting ceased as if by magic.

The Removites, dusty. and _dis-
hevelled and bruised and battered,
stood with crimson faces, meeting the
angry glare of the Head of Greyfriars,

ineredible—unparalleled !

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Farewell,

A pin might have beén heard to fall
in the Remove classroom. The Head
Jooked at the rioters, and the rioters
looked at' the Head.

As Hurree Singh said afterwards, in
describing the scene to some old
friends, the terribleness of the occasion
was unparallelogrammed.

0 BO}"’S!“

His tone was quiet now, but to the
ears of the hushed Remove it seemed
like thunder echoing through the silent
room.

“I can scarcely believe my ears,”
the Head continued, looking straight
at the red and dusty rebels,  “I can
scarcely. believe my eyes. T have never
beheld such a scene of unparalleled
hooliganism.”’

“TIf you bleases, siv—-—

‘“ Silence, Hofifman !’

“ %l vous plait, Monsieur le Daoc-
teur——-"

‘“ Silence, Meunier !’

The doctor’s glance seemed to cut
the rioters like a knife.

“The . whole Form has been con-

39

said. ~ “Every boy in the Remove will

receive a canmg after school, and will

come to my study for that purpose.”
 Certainfully, dear sir.”

“ Every boy will write out five hun-
dred lines from Virgil, and will per-
form this task the next half-holiday,
and will remain in during all leisure
hours until the task is completed.”

The Remove gasped. They had ex-
pected something severe, but this was
the sledge-hammer coming down with
a vengeance !”

“That is all,” said the Head sternly.
“ And if that does not teach the Form
discipline, we will see what severcr
measures will effect,”

The Remove were silent.

‘“ Has any one of you,” went on the
Head, ‘any. explanation to give—any
excuse to make for this outrageous con-
duct?”

There was a muttering of voices,
but Harry Wharton was the only one
who spoke out.

“If you please, sir, we dido’t mean
any real harm 2

Dr. Locke smiled grimly.

“You don’t consider it harmful to
riot in the classroom, Wharton?”’

and a terrible silence fell upon the
room, : :

cerned in this outrageous tumnult,”” he

(Contivued on mage 13.)
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“Well, siv, we didn’t stop to think.”

“The circumstances of the case were
too hasty and hurryful, sahib, and we
were carried away by excitefulness of
our pedal extremities,”” explained the
nabob.

“Ahem! I have one word more to
say to you—news that will probably be
welcome to the members of this Form
who came here from Beechwood.”

There was a general movement of
interest.

A rumour had been spreading about
CGreyfriars for the past few days that
there was to be a revival of the old
school at Beechwood, and that Herr
Rosenblaum - would return there with
xt*» boys he had brought to Greyfrmrs

“I have to inform you,” resumed
the Doctor impressively, “that Herr
Rosenblaum will be leaving Greyfriars
in a few days, and that he returns to
his former school, as headmaster,
Beechwood Academy being now re-
vived.”

“Vive Herr Rosenblaum!”

‘“Hoch, hoch!”

Tt was an enthusiastic shout from the

foreign members of the Greyfriars
Remove.

The Head's stern brow relaxed a
little. ;

“Does this news please you, my
oys?’

¢ Oui, cui!” shouted Meunier.
“Ja, ja, mein Herr!” exclaimed
Hoffman. “ Ve sall all pe glad as

efer vas to return mit ourselves to our
old .school.”

“71 shall be sorrowful to leave Grey-
friars, but it will be pleasureful to me
to see Beech“ood and my old chum
Redfern again,” purred Hurree vah

“This change will take place in a
few days,” said the Head. “In the
meantime, I hope you will try to live
in  Deace with one another.”

“ Certainly, sir!”

“We'll do our best.”

“We shall exert the extreme bestful-
ness. of our ability, worthv sahib.”
Ach, tat is goot‘

£ Xe vill live in peace viz ze Sher-
mans,”” said Meunier nmgnammou;l\

“ 1 will trust you, my boys.”

Aund the Doctor turned and
away with a rustle.

‘* Resume your places,” said Mr.
Quelch, and the Removites sat down,
and ‘the lesson was resumed; but it
iz sife to sav that meither master nor
pupils beqtowed much attention upon

strode

it

‘After the school was dismissed, the
four chums met in their study to dis-
the new development.
*“ I'm sorry you're going, Inky,” said
Bob Cherry.  “We ought to give a
farewell feed, but it can’t be did while
we're in this-state of stony broke-
ness.’

“We ought to manage it somehow,”’
sail Harry Wharton. “I could take
my watch down to Solomonson’s in the

village——""
“Or I my diamond studs,” said
Nugent.

There was a knock at the door.

* Come in!’ called out Wharton.

Tt was F¥ritz Hoffman who entered.

The Remove chums looked rather on
hw alert, but the German junior soon

showed that his visit was made in a
i‘rie-ndly, spirit.

“ Dere vill pe no more rows!” he
exclaimed, with a wave of his fat hand.
“ Ve vill live like te lambs in te fold
1ill ve leave Greyfrigrs now.

“ We're willing, if you are.’

“Ve sall haf plenty of rows’ven we
return to Beechwood,” said Hoffman,

with a grin. ““No more at Greyfriars.
But tat is not all. ‘We haf heard apout
yvou losing all your bocket- -money  pe-
cause of te door tat vas proken.’

““ What about that, Hoffman?”

The German took a little bag from
his pocket, and poured out a heap of
silver on the table. The chums of the
Remove looked at it in amazement.

“What the dickens is all that for?”
demanded Harry Wharton.

The German junior gave
beaming smile.

Ve make te supscribtion,’
‘““Ye bass round te hat.”

them a

’ he said.

“My hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“No,” said Hoffman innocently.
‘“My hat!”

*‘Ha, bha; hal2

“Vy for you laff? Ve pass te hat
round, und make a supscribtion, vat you
Enwloesh call fork out all round. You
take te cash.”

Four shakes of four heads answered
the German.

¢ Can’t be did,” said Harry Wharton
decidedly. ¢ Couldn’t think of it.”

The German looked rather hurt.

“T tink you should take it—ve proke
te door, und

“TIt’s impossible.”

“But you vas proke——

“Yes, I know we are.”” A sudden
thought flashed into Harry Wharton’s
mind, and he went on: “Tll tell you
what, We'll take it as a loan to tide.
us over this stony time, and return you
a - postal-order for it afterwards at
Beechwood.”

“Goot! Tat is all right!”

“Then it’s settled. We'll give a big
feed as a sort of farewell feast, you
know, and you’ll all come?”’

“Mit bleasures.”

And Fritz Hoffman grinned geni-
ally, and left the study.

““ Jolly good sort!” said Bob Cherry.
‘“ Hallo, here’s Froggy!”’

"

Adolphe Meunier pu.t his head into

the study.

“¥at you zink of vat ze Head say?"
he demanded. “Sall ve all live in
peace wiz ourselves till ve pack to
Beechwood?”’

““ Yes, rather.”

“Zen ve are villing,” said Meunier.
“ Ve give a big feast before ve go, and
ve ask you all to come—you and ze
Shvrmans

“We're giving one ourselves

“Zen ve had better make a pool of
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it, and make it one bigger feed,” said
Meunier.

¢ Good wheeze!”

And the idea was adopted. The pre-

parations for the farewell feast occu-
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pied the minds of the juniors during
the next few days, and left them no
time for dhputmg—to say nothing of
the time taken up by the heavy im-
positions earned by the row in the
class-room.

The last few days Whlch the aliens
spent at Greyfriars passed quietly
enough.  There had never been any
ill- feehnq at the bottom of the disputes,
and the juniors were on their very best
behaviour now. And when the day
came for Herr Rosenblaum and his
pupils to go, the whole Remove
marched down to the station to see
them off.

The  parting was genial on both
sides; but especially affectionate was
the separation of Hurree Jamset Singh
from the chums of the Remove.

“I have erormous afflictedness of the
heart to see yon no morefully,” the
nabob said, his English growing more
mixed in his emotion. I am depart-
fully sorry to leave the esteemed Grey-
friars and my worthy and respectable
chums. I shall always regard you
rememberfully, and T shall correspond-
ingly write to you from Beechwood.”

And the chums of the Remove shook
hands with him, and the nabob hugged
them one and all before he got into the
train.  And then he leaned out of the
carriage window, and shook hands with
Halry Wharton again, and left a small
oo1eof wrapped in paper in his palm.

Hallo, what's  this?” exclaimed
Harry, in amazement.

The nabob smiled.

“ A parting gift from a nabob,” he
replied.  ““ Do _not, look at it till 1 am
gone. Mind, I give it to you, and give
it with all my heartful esteem, and
these worthy and respectable chums are
honourful ‘witnesses of the circum-
stance.”

“We are!” grinned the worthy /and
respectable Removxtes

“But I say——

The train began to move, and Hur-
ree Singh waved-his hand.

“You will ®keep it for my sake,
Wharton, you w ho have been my be t-
ful friend.”

And the nabob’s dusky face was so
-carnest that Harry, though he had not
the faintest ideca of what was in the -
parcel, and suspected that it contained
something of value which he would not
like to accept, could not but promise
that he would keep it.

The train rolled on.

The windows were crammed vnth
French and German faces and waving
caps, and from one window beamed
the full moon countenance of Herr
Rosenblaum, and his fat hand waved
farewell. {

The Greyfriars lads waved their caps
and shouted.

“ xood-bye ! Good bV(‘ 12

“ Adieu!” came rix 1gmg back - from
the departing train. ¢ Leb’wohl!”

And the Beechwood boys were gone.

The chums of the Remove turned to
leave the station. Wharton had for
the moment forgotten the little pack-
age in his hand, but Bob (hem‘ called
his attention to it.

“What the dickens is it, Hairy??
he asked.

Wharton  unfastened  thé., little
package. .
“My hat!”? exclaimed he.- ¢1 canlt

keep thls But—I said I would—I shail
have to keep it now! But what on
earth am I to do with 1t?"”’

For it was the nabob’s dmmond that
glimmered in the palm of his hand!

THE END.

“ THEPHANTOM FUCITIVE!”
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World-Famous Detective;
EZRA Q. MAITLAND,
and BROADWAY
KATE.
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AUTHOR'S NOTE—TFor the benefit of
those readers of ¢ FThe Dreadnought’
who have not followed the previous
stories . dealing  with +SEXTON
BLAKE'S colossal - struggles with
THE GREAT AMERICAN CRIM-
INAL, EZRA Q. MATTLAND,; it may
be as well to state that the famous

detective, together with his friend
FENLOCK -FAWN, of the NEW
YORK POLICE, first encountered

" MAFILAND, his wife BROADWAY

KATE, -and their criminal accom-
plice the Chinaman *'WANG, when
Maitland plotted with a GERMAN
SECRET SERVICE AGENT named
FRANZ VON STOLTZ to betray a
linér, carrying a million of British
money, to Germany.

- £
THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Cable from Fenlock Fawn.

Sexton Blake's face looked just a
trifie more drawn and pale than was
its wont as he bent over the glass bowl
upon the marble slab running down
one side of his small but adequately
fitted laboratory.

The famous detective, with the aid
of his young assistant, Tinker, was
engaged in making an important ex-
periment—important because its result
would decide whether a fellow-being
was to live or die. If the dark stains
upon _the fragment of cloth which Sex-
ton Blake had pressed to the bottom of
the bowl proved to have been caused
by human blood, the arm of the law
would stretch forth, a man would lie
in prison accused of a foul and callous
murder, and eventually he would die
by the rope.

The burly, red-faced individual who
had been seated in a desk-chair near at
hand rpse to his feet, and pecred with
a  strange eagerness over Sexton
Blake’s shoulder, for he had observed
that the experiment had almost reached
its end.

This man was Detective-inspector
Martin, of Scotland Yard, an official
whom the Baker Street detective was
at all times pleased to have as an ally

.and coileague. 'True; Martin was a
trifle self-opinionated, and rather too apt
to be hot-headed and impetuous, but at
all times he was ready to show the bull-
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“Donnerwetter!” Von Stoltz gasped. “I know him now! He is
g the assistant of Sexton Blake.”

dog’ pluck that was in him, and Sexton
Blake admitted and realised the fact.
Sexton Blake took a bottle from  his
assistant’s hand, and carefully let ten
drops of the chemical it contained trickle
into the liquid in the bowl, which was
at the mioment a murky brown in
colour,

““ If the stains were not made by the
blood of some animal, the poacher Jef-
son 18 our man, Mr., Blake,” Inspector
Martin said. - *“ However, there’s not
much doubt about it in my mind, and
T'm sorry I have delayed his arrest so
long.” :

Sexton Blake’s lids had been droop-
ing until he appeared listless, almost
sleepy, but now they were momentarily
raised, to show that his eyes were very
hard’ and  bright. p

“Yet you have no definite proof,”
the detective murmured, as he took a
slip of sensitised paper from 'a . box
upon -the slab. .

Martin “shrugged his broad™ shoul-

ers.
“Well, no,” he admitted slowly.
“But it is known that the fellow Jef-

S THE GEM** LIBHARY,
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son threatened to kill Squire Higgins
after—"’

‘“ You should never rely. upon cir-
cumstantial evidence . to any ' great
extent, my friend,” Sexton Blake in-
terrupted quietly. ‘It is often mose
misleading. Ah, it is ready! Now let
us see what we shall see!”

The contents of the glass bowl had
now grown perfectly colourless, and,
his features still quite immobile and
betraying no outward sign of interest,
Sexton Blake dipped the slip of paper
into the liquid in the-bowl

“If it turns pink, the stains were
caused by human blood,” Martin mut-
tered, with the air of one repeating a
lesson.  ““ It’s pretty certain, I’'m think-
ing, that 22

The worthy official broke off, and
frowned down at the bowl and its con-
tents.

Slowly “the hue of the paper was
changing—but it" was not to pink.

“ It's turning blue, sir!” Tinker ex-
claimed excitedly. * It’s turning blue,
which means 2

‘“That Jefson is not the murderer,
my lad,” his master finished quietly.

““ THE PENNY ‘POPULAR,” - “GHUCKLES ™ 10,
Every Friday. Every Saturday, 2
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¢ The stains were probably made by the
blood of a rabbit or pheasant, as I-sug-
gested in the first instance.”

_ Inspector Martin- glared at the in-
offensive slip of paper as though it had
done him a personal injury, whilst he
violently tugged at his short beard.

* Trying to pull it out by the roots,
sir?’ Tinker suggested innocently, as
he surreptitiously winked at his master.
“If you care to borrow a pair of
scissors and the guv’'nor's razor, you
can—""

“(Oh, shut up!” Martin snapped.
“ Jefson is innocent, Blake,”” he added,
as though he had been of that opinion
all along. “T'm glad I didn't order
his arvest.”

“ Precisely,” the detective mur-
mured, suppressing a yawn as he com-
menced to put the articles he had been
using back in their respective places.
“ After all, I imagine you had better
give an eye to the squire’s son. See
what Mrs. Bardell wants, Tinker!”

The lad obediently crossed to the
door, upon which had sounded a suc-
cession of taps. He found their land-
lady without.

‘““A cablegram for Mr. Blake!” she
announced,  handing  Tinker - the
message.

As’ the landlady withdrew, Sexton
Blake took the envelope and ripped it
open ; then the listless. expression sud-
denlyleft his face, and he gave a dis-
tinct start. i

“ Von Stoltz!”? he muttered, his cyes
narrowing. ‘° What can be his object
in risking a journey to England just
now 2

“ Anything importaht 2. Martin
jerked. ; ¢
Sexton Blake handed him the

message with a shrug.

“ It is serious news,” he said. *“ Read
for yourself.”

The official's eyebrows  elevated
sharply as he perused the pencilled
words.

“¢Von Stoltz left by Macedonia,
arriving  London  sixth. — FexLocx
Fawn,””’ he read aloud. ¢ Hang him!
What can be his game?”’

“That is what we must take im-
mediate steps to find out, my friend,”
Sexton Blake answered, his jaw setting
a trifle grimly. “You may depend
upon it that for such a man as Von
Stoltz to risk a personal visit to Lon-
don just now there is some deep plot
against Great Britain afoot!”

Inspector Martin nodded, and Tin-
ker, who had been expectantly watch-
ing the faces of the two detectives,
saw that a worried look had crept
into the official’s eyes, self-reliant and
Eouﬁdent man though he knew him to
e.

““The message, of course, refers to
Von Stoltz?’.Martin suggested, after
@ pause. ;

Sexton Blake nodded.

“ To Count Franz von Stoltz, of the
Crerman  Secret Service,” he agreed
harshly. “The man who coerced the
master-criminal of America, Ezra Q.
Maitland, into attempting to betray
the British liner Muratana, with her
millions of specie, to the German com-
merce raiders. Martin, even you do
not realise the fiendish cunning, the
utter callousness of this man! He if is
who posseses the master-brain that
guides the actions of the Kaiser’s lesser
spies. . Von Stoltz is the man who has
been chiefly responsible for the re-
markable system of espionage the Ger-
mans hold in Britain to-day. Oh, of a

“certainty we may rely that there is

. knew that the

- intends to engincer upon these shores.’

more than a good reason for his
comitig to London!”

A flush had leapt into Sexton Blake’s
pale checks, and his eyes' were glint-
ing and brilliant. It was only upon
very few occasions in the past that the
burly official from Scotland Yard had
seen his friend show such- signs of
animation and excitement.

“We must arrest him-the moment -

he sets foot on British soil!’ Martin
stated, with determination. “ By
Jove, he’ll receive a warm reception!
I will ’phone the Yard, and instruct
my men to act at once!”

Sexton Blake swung round upon
him.

“Indeed, you will do nothing' of the
kind!” he said sharply.

Inspector Martin’s face went a deep
shade of crimson, and he positively
gasped.

“Can’t stop me!” he snapped, with
an aggressive squaring of his shoulders.
“Do you realise that I represent the
law?”

Sexton = Blake  shrugged
wearily, as he half turned away.

T ‘fully recalise the fact,” he said
quietly. ““TI also realise that if you go
against me in this that it will be im-
possible for me to help Scotland Yard
in the future.” :

Martin snorted, picked up his hat,
and started towards the door; then he
hesitated as he reached the threshold,
and turned back ~a trifle sheepishly.
He had realised that it was Sexton
Blake who had helped him to obtain
the high position he held; also he
Chief Commissioner,
Sir Henry Fairfax, would not thank
him to induce the famous logician to
fall out with the C.L.D.

“Why don’t you -~ want him
arrested?’ he asked shoriiy.

“Because. such an action would be
madness,”  Sexton Blake retorted
calmly. ““He is doubtless coming here
to confer with the lesser spies of Ger-
many, and with tact it may be possible
to arrest a great number of them. Be-
sides, by holding our hand for the
moment we shall probably be able to

get some inkling of the evil Von Sto]t%

almost

~ “I supposc you're right,”” Martin
admitted giudeingly. ¢ What do you
propose to do?”’

““Send Tinker to the docks. He has
met Von Stoltz in the past, and should
be able to pick him out, however skil-
fully he is disguised. Tt is a great pity
that T cannot go myself, but it is now
nearly five o'clock, and I have an ap-
pointment with Earl Kitchener at the
War Office at six, which T must not put
off. My friend Fenlock Fawn, of the
New York police, promised he would
communicate with me at the moment
the spy Von Stoltz made any move-
ment ; but as to-day is the sixth, and
that upon which the ss. Macedonia is
due ‘at the Royal Albert Docks, I can
only conclude that Fawn has but just
learnt of the German’s departure from
New York. Tinker, the boat bringing
this man to London is due at six-fifteen,
so you will have to hurry on a disguise
and get aleng to the docks at once!”

“ You want me to keep an eye on
him, guvnor?’ the lad suggested
eagerly.

“ Bxactly,” his master agreed. *“ But
remember the kind of man he is, and
do not run into unnecessary danger.
He will, of course, be made up,.cther-
wise he would not dare to show his
face in the metropolis; but I am rely-
ing on you to pick him out. Do not
forget that he walks with just the
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slightest trace of a limp. Attend care-
fully to your make-up, for Von Stoltz
is more than usually alert, and unless
you are well disguised he will recognise
you.”

“Why not let me send a couple ef
men te shadow Tinker?’ Martin sug-
gested anxiously; for, despite the lad’s
habit “of chaffing him, the official in-
wardly possessed a genuine affection
for his colleague’s young assistant.
“They could see ‘that the lad didn’t
get into a mess. From what I have
heard of this German, he wouldn’t
hesitate to take any desperate step to
gain his ends. If he realised that-
Tinker was following him he might do
him a mischief. In some dark street
a quick knife-thrust or b

He broke off suggestively, and
Sexton Blake shuddered. He hesitated
a ‘moment, and puffed meditatively
at a cigar he had lighted before he
replied. :

I fear such a precaution might spoil
everything,”” he said slowly at length,
““ although it would certainly be wise.
However, to put Von Stoltz and Tinker
under anything approaching official
observation would tic my hands, and I
may find it necessary to resort to
measures outside those approved of by
the law. No, we must rely upon
Tinker. Cut along, my lad, and re-
n.om’lger the warning I have given |
you.

“You may depend.upon me, sir,”
the lad answered brightly. ‘ T'll report
to you at the earliest opporfunity.”

The mext moment the door closed
behind him, and Sexton Blake sank
into a chair, For almost a minute he
sat ‘in silence, the tins of his long,
sensitive fingers pressed together, his
brows contracting in a thoughtful
frown. 4 —

“1 almost wish I could avoid send-
ing him, Martin,” he said gravely at
last. “ Yet there is no other course
open to me.”

““Oh, he’'ll look after himself,”” the
official returned consolingly, although
inwardly he, too, shared his friend’s
misgivings. ‘“He's a smart lad, and
knows his business.”

“You are right,”” Sexton Blake
murmured;  “but ’—he  doubtfully
shook his head—‘ somehow I would
rather his quarry were the most
desperate of British gaolbirds. You do
not know Von Stoltz as I know him.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

Tinker at Work—The House at Podlar—
Trapped !

The great liner from New York, the
ss. Macedonia, had just berthed as
Tinker arrived at the docks.

The lad had quickly slipped into a
disguise. The change was, perhaps,
one of the hastiest he had ever made,
but for all that it was excellent.

He was attired in a dilapidated coab
and a ragged pair of trousers that the
average street urchin would have' dis-
carded in disgust as being too far gone
for further wear, whilst his boots were
so cracked and broken that one of his
big toes peeped out nakedly. Tinker’s
usually fresh-complexioned face had
assumed a sallow, unhealthy hue, his
cheeks looked hollow and sunken, and
the kind-hearted elderly lady who had
pressed twopence upon him at the
Bakerloo Station was to be excused
for believing that he was upon the
verge of sinking with starvation and
want.
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A few deft touches with an cyebrow- of specie intended for the use of Greaf Tinker caught his breath sharply,
pencil had completely altered the curve Britain, in order that the ship and and his  body stiffened; then he
of the lad’s brows, and a tousled wig her precious cargo might be betrayed detached himself from the pile of

of an auburn hue had completed the
metamorphosis.

reckon  the guvnor himself
wouldn’t know me if he met me in the
street,”” the lad muttered, “so’ I'm
pretty safe where the German johnny is
concerned. Ah! The passengers are land-
ing! Come up, Tinker, my lad, and
mind your p’s and q’s !’

The great gangways had been run
from the liner’s decks to the quay, and
.amen, women, and children were stream-
ing over them, the officials mono-
tonously urging them to hurry, as was
their wont.

Despite the fact that night had
fallen, handkerchiefs were being waved
from the decks of the liner by those
still aboard, as their owners recognised
—or thought they recognised-—some
friend or relative -upon the - quay.
Hurried farewells were being taken by
the passengers who had made ecach
other’s acquaintance 'in crossing, and
upon all sides were signs of bustle and
busy life.

Tinker: pushed his way through the
crowd and lounged against a pile of
luggage, whence he could observe the
three gangways which = had = heen
lowered. His appearance suggested
that he was merely an idler, and gnite
uninterested in the animated scene,
but in reality every nerve in his hody
was tingling with suppressed excite-
inent, and all his senses were alert.

A few months ago, when Tinker and
his nmaster had been in New York, thig
man who was arriving in London by
the ss. Macedonia had plotted with a
resourceful American criminal to iravel
upon a British boat carrying a million

to two German cruisers upon the loolk-
out for her.

The ¢riminal in question, to wit,
Ezra Q. Maitland, was quite as un-
sCr.puiv § as tne notorious London
crook, George Marsden Pluinmer; and,
indeed, where cunning and brain-work
were concerned, it was doubtful
whether either could have given the
other a single point. As Plummer was
the acknowledged prince of evildoers in
London, so was Ezra Q. Maitland the
master-criminal of New Yoik, and
time after time he had succeeded in
escaping from the clutches of the astute
Yankee detective, Fenlock Fawn, as
George Marsden Plummer had done
from the hands of Sexton Blake.

Working with- the assistance of his
beautiful but criminal wife, who was
known to the New York police as
Broadway Kate, and his servant and
confederate, a  Chinaman pamed
Wang, Maitland had all but succeeded
in bringing off the coup the German
Secret Service agent had planned; but
at the eleventh hour Sexton Blake ‘had
stepped in to snatch the spoil from the
criminal’s greedy hands, and, meta-
phorically speaking, Maitland had only
succeeded in escaping by the very skin
of his teeth.

And now Count Franz von Stoltz—
the man who had woven this network
of intrigue and plot about the British
Jiner Muratana—was coming to Lon-
don! But why? Tinker asked himself.
That was the question. Like his master,
he felt certain that the German had
some colossal scheme, or schemes, on
hand, and——

RYNNE

trunks and edged a little closer to the
gangway upon his right, down which a
heavily-built, broad-shouldered man
was passing.

The appearance of the person in ques-
tion was as unlike the dangerous spy
for whom Tinker was looking as could
well be imagined. He was certainly
not British, but his appearance was
Dutch rather than Teutonic.

He was attired in a suit of tweeds,
over which was a greatcoat, left open
in spite of the bitter east wind that
was sweeping over the docks and river.
A hcavy moustache and a flowing beard
adorned his features, and a slouci: hat
was upon his head. No, he certainly
had nothing of the Teuton about him;
yet, ever so slightly, he limped, and
the trifling defect had not escaped the
keen eyes of Sexton Blake’s assistant.-

Nearet to the gangway Tinker sidled.
The lad’s master had called his atten-
tion to the fact that Count Franz ven
Stoltz was afflicted with a limp, and the
young detective believed this Dutch-
looking man to be he.

As the passenger stepped upon the
quay, Tinker stumbled, seemed to lose
his balance, and clutched wildly af the
man’s clothing to save himself from
falling. The big man uttered a gut-
tural oath, and pushed the supposed
street-urchin roughly from his path;
but it was not before Tinker had seen
all that he wished to observe.

When he had lurched forward his
eyes had come to within a few inches
of the passenger’s face, and the lad
had seen that the man’s beard was
attached to his face by means of spirii-
gum—in other words, it was false.
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him down in a huddled heap.

Yo Steliz struck savagely with his right ana caught Martin a heavy blow upon the point of tne jaw, sending

Just for a moment Tinker's eyes
glinted with excitement; then he
assumed an indignant expression, and
desired to know where the dickens the
big man was coming to—a sally to
which the latter paid no heed.

“It’s the man!” Tinker muttered
beneath his breath, for he was sure now
that the apparent Dutchman was Coung
von Stoltz. ‘I reckon I'll stick to him
like a leech, and if he shakes me off
he’s smarter than other blessed German
sausages I’ve met!”’

The German Secret Service agent
walked  swiftly from the docks.
Evidently he had made arrangements
for the forwarding of his luggage to
wherever he intended staying before
leaving the liner, for he was carrying
nothing, nor had he delayed a moment
after setting foot upon the quay.

As soon as he reached the street Von
Stoltz glanced from left to right; then,
espying a taxi waiting to pick up a
fare, he raised his hand sharply, and
the vehicle started forward and drew
up to the kerb beside him.

Whistling unconcernedly, and
decidedly out of tune, Tinker mingled
with the men and women who were
pouring from the docks into the street,
and edged towards the taxi; but,
although he apparently paid no heed
to the ragged urchin he had pushed
out of his ‘way when Ilanding, Von

Stolz spoke in such low tones that it
was impossible for the young detec-
tive to overhear the instructions he
gave the driver.

As Von Stoltz disappeared into the
cab and it started off up the street;
Tinker looked round for some means of
giving chase. He espied a second taxi
standing near at hand, and, approach-
ing it, the lad swung open the door.

‘‘Follow that cab in front!” Tinker
ordered sharply, springing within the

vehicle. “Don’t -lose it on any
account !”’
‘““Here, what’s the caper?’ 'The

chauffeur jumped from his seat, and,
clenching his fists pugnaciously, he
aimed a blow at the head of the dis-
reputable ragamuffin who had dared to
enter his cab. ‘“ Come out of it!” he
snarled. “ Come out of it! D’ye ’ear?”’

‘“Haw haw haw!’ roared a big
navvy, stopping dead and removing his
pipe to guffaw. ‘‘Home, James!” he
ordered in a high-pitched, affected
voice. ‘“And, James—haw !'—huxry !’

““ Shut' your mouth!” the chauffeur
advised aggressively. ‘“ Now, come
out of it, yer dirty-faced scamp! - I'll
Ow! Here, leggo of my arms!
Bust! You’re breaking ’em!”

The taxi-driver was a man of no
mean strength, but he received a bad
surprise. Tinker strongly objected to
being yanked into the muddy road by

his collar, and he had shown his dis-
approval by placing a ju-jitsu hold
upon’ the chauffeur’s arms that caused
him to how! with pain and the watch-
ing navvy to shout with laughter.

“Don’t be a fool?” the youngster
whispered quickly. * Here, take this
sovereign, and do as I’ve asked, mighty
quick! I'm a detective, and there’s a
man in that cab whom I wouldn’t lose
for a king’s ransom.”

“Well, may I be blowed!” the chauf-
feur gasped, ‘his eyebrows going up
in blank amazement. ‘ All right.” H®
bit the coin hard, to make sure that
it was genuine. ‘‘We’ll have him, if
I lose my licence over the job !’

““ Buck up, or you'll lose sight of the
cab!” Tinker exclaimed. ‘“ Right
away—and stick to it like a fly to a
jam-pot

The lad slammed the door, and the
driver sprang into his place. Then, to
the astonishment of the passers-by who
had been watching the episode, the cab
started off with 1its ragged fare, just
as the conveyance carrying the German
spy, Von Stoltz, disappeared round a
bend in the road. i

Tinker’s chauffeur entered into the
spirit of the thing, and put on a burst
of speed, with a result that the Ges-
man’s cab was quickly in sight once
more. Then away went the twe
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vehicles through the badly-lighted Tast -

Eind streets.

It was in the East India Dock Road
that the foremost taxi stopped, and,
snatching down _the speaking-tube,
Tinker gave his driver an order that
caused him to swing round into a side-
street and pull up sharply.

Here the lad lost no time in slipping
from the cab, and, having told the
delighted Chauﬁ'eur to keep the change
out of the sovereign he had given lum,
Tinker hurried once again into the
main road.

Ahead of him in the gloom he could
see the stalwart form of his quarry,
‘and, with the stealth of a Red Indian,
Tinker shadowed the German until he
suddenly swung round a corner.

The lad quickened his pace, and a
moment later turned down the side-
street in the wake of the spy. Tinker
now had to exercise far more caution,
as the narrow thoroughfare in which
e found himself was deserted save for
a slatternly woman or so at the doors
of the ramshackle, tumbledown houses,
and a few ragged, white-faced children
who played in the gutters and splashed
each other in the puddles left by the
recent shower.

Count Franz von Stoltz had drawn
his slouch hat well forward over his
eyes, and turned the collar of his coat
up - about the lower portion of his
features, and it was but very little
notice that the inhabitants of the slums
through which he was passing took of
him, while on account of Tinker’s dis-
reputable appearance his presence
caused no comment whatever.

On, on went the German, traversing
street after street, until it seemecd ho
was bent upon reaching the very heart
of the slums. and always in the recar
slouched Tinker, like a shadow of the
night.

At last Von Stoltz reached a street
narrower than any through which he
had as yvet passed; indeed, so narrow
was it that two persons with a generous
supply of arm-reach could have clasped
hands across the road. Tinker, glan-
cing up quickly as he turned the
corner, saw that the place rejoiced in
the high-sounding name of Paradise
Gardens. althounrh why it had been so
christened was a baffling mystery.
Faintly to t‘qe lad’s ears came the hoot
of a siren, telling. him that he and
his quarry were apnroachin,r.r the river,
and when Von Stoltz reached the
centre of the street he turned into.a
narrow allayway leading down to the
waterside.

Noiselessly,
his - bodv strung vp to concert-pitch

with excitement, Tinker crept to the
mouth of the al!ov. and cautiously
peered ronnd. - Tt was only sharply to
draw his head back. however, for Von
Stoltz had paused before the side- doo.
in the l1ouse upon the opposite side of
the passage, and, had he turned, he
must have seen the face of the lad
who had so successfully dogged his foot-
steps.

Just for a moment Tinker hesitated,
not knowing quite how to act, then
he dropped at full length in the mud,
and wrigeled forward until he couid
observe what was to take place.

The German plied the rusty knocker
upon the door, and plainly to the ears
of the young detective came three raps,
then there was a pause, and oncé again
the master-spy knocked three distinct
times—a fact that Tinker took ‘a care-
ful note of.

““ It might be wseful to the guv’nor
$o know how to get in a little later on,”
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Tinker thought ; and at the moment he
little dreamed how valuable the infor-
mation was to prove to his famous
master.
It almost seems as thouxrh the house
were tlm meeting-place of alien spies,
and——

Tinker's train-of thought was sud-
denly snapped as the door of the house
was opened slowly, silhouetting the
figure of a man against the dim light
of the passage be\ond A man! Was
it a man? Tinker started, and inwardly
asked himself the question. Yes, 1t
was a human being right enough, but
he was scarcely more thal) four feet in
height, whilst his head and legs were
out of all proportion to the size of his
body, inasmuch as the former was so
large that it appeared to be top-heavy,
and the latter were abnormally long.

The strange creature, recognising the
caller,
as he did so Tinker only just saved
himself from uttering a cry of repul-
sion, for the light had fallen upon the
dwarf's face, and never could the ‘iad
remember ]ookmfr upon such a hideons
sight. To describe it in plain language,
it resembled that of an ape more than
anything else. It was short in the fore-
head, narrow in the eyes, and baggy
in the pouches of the checks; and at
once it was terrible and bestial.

“ Welcome, Excellency!” the dwarf
croaked, in a harsh, cracked voice.
“Welecome back to us!”

Von Stoltz made some reply in Ger.
man, and the next moment he had dis-
appeared within the house, and the
door had closed behind him.

“Well, m hanged!” Tinker ex-
claimed aloud. “My aunt! What a
face! T don’t believe I shall fancy my
Ugh! Humph!
Three knocks, a pause, and then three
more—that’s what I've got to remem-
ber. Now, what had I better do?’

Tinker rose to his feet, and stood for
a moment in thoughtful hesitation.
Had he_adhered strictly to the orders
Sexton Blake had given him, he would
have - 1etu1nod post-haste to Baker
Street, and bave reported what he had
learnt, but in the lad’s nature a strong
spirit ‘of adventure predominated, and
it was for that reason that he was
prompied to slip into the alleyway and
inspect the house which the German
spy, Von Stoltz, had entered.

A brief examination disclosed to Tin-
ker that the place was almost as large
again as any of its fellows, and that at
the rear its walls weve lapped by the
dark waters of the Thames. From the
exterior it appeared to be uninhabited,
for not a chink of licht shone flom its
closely shuttered windows.

It was to these latter—or rather the
lower ones—that Tinker paid most
attention. The love of his work was
making him forget all else, every fibre
of his being was itching to investigate,
his detective instinct was aroused, and
Tinker did not think: of the man who
had grown to love him better than a
son, who would be anxiously waiting at
Baker Street for his return.

At a window of one of the back
rooms Tinker paused. A gust of wind

had caused the shutters to rattle
noisily, showing that their fastenings
Were none too  secur e, and, with a

swift making up of his mind, the lad
decided that he would try to gain an
entry into the strange house.  Omnce
inside, there was a chance that he could
gain definite information as to what
was going on, and——

Click! The blade of a clasp-knife had
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“I wonder what it can mean?

gave an obsequious bo.s, and -

forced the shutters, and they opened to
his touch. Then, 1cpla(mg the knife in
his pocket, Tinker quickly examined
the fastening of the window. To his
satisfaction he found this-to be but an
ordinary, flimsy catch, and a moment
later Tinker held bo’rwcen his finger
and thumb a slim piece of steel—an
implement that had served him in good
stead upon many such occasions in the
past.

With deft fingers the lad inserted the
tool between the framcwork of the
windows, then softly, very softly, he
forced back the catch, afterwards sink-
ing to his knees, and crouching for a
moment in a listening attitude. No
sound came to him to show that any
noisz he might have made had been
heard, however, and; once again
slralghtemng his body, Tinker gently
‘raised the window.

A couple of seconds later he stood
in the inky darkness of the room
beyond, his breath coming a little
sharply, his whole body trembling with
suppressed excitement.

All was still. The silence was ecerie

and nerve-racking, and, brave lad
though he was, Tinker’s heart positively
thumped against his ribs. Then he
pulled himself together, and crept
across the room, mstmctneh avmdmg
the few rough pieces of furniture it
contained.
. Tinker’s fingers came into contact
with the door, and fumbled their way
to the handle. He turned it noiselessly,
and smiled grimly with satisfaction as
he found the door unlocked.

Cautiously the lad opened the door,
to peer into a dimly-lighted and
apparently deserted passage beyond,
then faintly to his ears came the hum
of conversation.

From benecath a door at the extreme
end of the passage-way issued a brilliant
chink of light, and towards this rocom
Tinker stole, until finally he was before
the door, his ear pressed to one of the
panels.

To his delight, the daring lad found
that he could hear quite distinctly. the
voices of the persons within, one of
which he almost instantly zecogm‘sed as
that of the man he had foliowed from
the Royal Albert Docks. The con-
versation was in German, but Tinker
had a sufficient smattering of that
language to obtain a fair grip of what
was being said, although here and
there he had to guess at words of
which he could not call to mind the
meaning.

“Then the question of our actions. in
the event of a possible invasion has
been settled, my friends,” Tinker heard
Von Stoltz say. * The rooms have been
taken for me in the hotel at Newcastle,
and the arrangements regarding further
means of signalling from the coasts of
this accursed country have been made.
There now only remains the matter of
the lorries to be discussed.”

“ So, Excellency,” another guttural
voice agreed, ¢ you will hear my report
upon the firm in Scotland?”

“Yes,”” Tinker heard Von Stoltz
veturn. “ My information was correct
‘as to their financial condition?”’

“So,” the other said again. ¢ They
are upon the verge of bankruptey—
unless some gigantic piece ‘of business
comes along, they will be compelled to «
close down. Despite their reputation,

they cannot obtain further credit.
Work they must have, and that
quickly 1"’ :

Tinker heard Veon Stoltz chuckle
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softly in a manner that was hoth
cunning and exultant.

* They shall have work in plenty, my
friend,”” the ~‘master-spy answered.
*“ After I have seen Speyers, our agent
at Newcastle, T shall commence my
negotiations with the Scottish firm. To
them shall give the order for at least a

quarter of the lorries we purchase in .

Britain. Five hundred of these heavy
motor vehicles will be required within
the next six months to replace the
wastage caused by the war, and I
intend to purchase one hundred to one
hundred ~and twenty from Great
Britain, To act thus will be to strike a
blow at our encmy, for it will lessen
her supply of iron and steel.”

Tinker held his breath and pressed
forward against the door. What did
the conversation regarding ‘the pur-
chasing of the lorries mean? he won-
dered. Surely no British firm would
knowingly commit treason by trading
with the enemy country? Ah! He
believed he could understand, after a
moment’s thought. In all probability,
Von Stoltz proposed to order the
lorries fronr some neutral country,
whence they, would be transhipped or
sent overland to Germany: for the use
of her army! Yes, no doubt that was
what the spy proposed, but, by heavens,
he should find it a difficult matter to
carry out his plan, Tinker decided, with
a tightening of his lips. :

Who was the Scottish firm? he asked
himself—the Scottish firm upon the
point ‘of closing down? He must
endeavour to learn the identity of this
company, and——

Von Stoliz commenced to speak
‘again, although it was merely to dis-
cuss the great need of the enemy
country for such commodities as iron
and steel. Tinker, however, listened
tensely, and so eager was he not to miss
one word that was uttered that he did
not hear the half-suppressed exclama-
tion of surprise from the other end of
the passage as the repulsive-looking
dwari emerged from a room and
caught sight of him before the door.

The ape-like creature recovered him-
self in a second, and his lips: snarled
back from his yellow, uneven teeth;
then he stole back into’ the room he
had recently quitted to return silently
with @ heavy life-preserver gripped in
his gnarled hand.

With cat-like tread, the dwarf glided
forward, his animal eyes blazing like
living coals with ferocious passion, and
foot by foot, inch by inch, he drew
}w;ﬂ'ey to the back of the unsuspecting
lad. -
Then, when only a couple of feet
separated the dwarf from his ‘intended
victim; a board creaked beneath his
tread, and Tinker swung round upon
his heel, with a gasp of alarm.

Like lightning, the lad took in the
situation, and his hand_dropped to the
pocket of his ragged jacket, wherein
lay a serviceable automatic, but before
he could draw the weapon the dwarf
had launched himself forward, and,
with a yell of fury, had aimed a savage
blow at Tinker’s head.

Thud! The life-preserver descended
with terrific foree upon the young
detective’s shoulder, narrowly missing
his head, which he had jerked aside in
the mnick of time; then Tinker’s fist
shot out, -and landed heavily between
the dwarf’s eyes. !

The man went down with a erash,
and Tinker turned to escape, meaning
to regain the room through which he
had passed in entering the house; but
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his adversary was too quick for him.
One of the dwarf’s powerful arms
shot out, and he gripped Tinker’s
ankle, to bring him in a huddled heap
to the ground, just as Count Franz von
Stoltz rushed into the passage, and
pulled up in blank amazement, to
stare at the scene before him.

““ Ach, himmel!” he rasped.  What
is wrong ?”’

“A  spy, Excellency!’ the dwarf
cried, in his cracked, hoarse voice. ‘‘ A
spy, and lstening to——"’

He broke off with a snarl of pain,
for Tinker’s fist had shot into his
mouth, choking his utterance » and
knocking a couple of teeth down his
throat. The dwarf cursed gutturally,
and the next moment he and Tinker
were rolling over and over, fighting
desperately for the. mastery.

The combat was to be of short
duration, however, for in less time
than it takes to relate, the count bad
realised how matters stood, and had
whipped out a revolver. Just for a
moment Tinker’s - life hung in the
balance, for the German levelled the
weapon point-blank -at his temple;
then Von Stoltz seemed to realise that
to fire would raise an alarm, and
probably bring the police to the house,
and, clubbing the weapon, he struck
down savagely at the lad.

The butt of the revolver caught
Tinker a stunning blow upon the back
of his unprotected head, and, moaning
faintly, he pitched forward across the
body of his opponent, and rolled éver
inert and unconscious. 3

“ Who can he be?”’ Count von Stoltz
demanded, = unsteadily in German.
‘“ Carl, bring him into our room. By
blitzen, we may be in the gravess
danger. This meddling fool may be
some agent of the police!”

Carl, the dwarf, who had regained
his feet, stooped, and picking Tinker
up in his long, muscular arms, he
followed Von Stoltz back to the room
whence he had emerged, upon the
threshold of which stood six men.

Their florid faces and burly forms
proclaimed their nationality at once.
They were Germans, and all paid spies
of the War Lord, who had steeped
Europe in blood and erime in his efforts
towards the gaining of the world-power
he coveted.

“Who is he, Excellency?’ one of
them asked excitedly, peering into the
pale face of the senseless lad.  Donner
und blitzen, how did he get in here?”’

Von Stoltz shrugged his broad
shoulders. 3

“As yet, I do not know,” he said

grimly, as he stepped into the room in
the wake of the:dwarf. “But I will
tell you this, Herrmann; he will find
it a difficult matter to get out again—
alive !””
. The apartment in which they were
now gathered, was comfortably fur-
nished. A long mahogany table stood
in the centre, about which were
grouped six chairs, whilst heavy plush
curtains concealed the window, and
several views were upon the walls.

The dwarf placed Tinker in one of
the chairs, and Von Staltz leant over
him; then the spy gave a start, and
peered more closely into the lad’s face.

“He is made up!”’ he ecried, with
conviction.  ‘ Quick, Carl, a wet
sponge! Somehow he secems familiar
with me!” . ¢

The article he had requested was
hendéd to him from a wash-hand
cabinet which stood in the room, and
Von Stoltz rubbed vigorously at

Tinker’s face, then he tore off the lad’s
wig, and stepped back aghast, his
features working with agitation.

‘“ Donnerwetter I”” he gasped hoarsely,
with a sobbing indrawing of his
breath. “I know him now! He is the
assistant of Sexton . Blake, the
detective of Baker Street—the one man
in London who would be capable of
foiling our well-laid plans! He must
have been watching for me  at the
docks, and has followed me here !”

Exclamations of alarm burst from his
companions, and they pressed closer to
look into Tinker’s face.

“ What will you do, Excellency?”
the man Herrmann. asked, and in his
heart was a great terror as he thought
of the penalty for treason. 4

“Do!” Von Stoltz laughed in a
manner that was not pleasant to hear.
“Do!”’ he raved, as in a sudden out-
burst of fury he struck the stunned lad
savagely in the face. ‘ We shall sece
that he departs by the river! Alive he
is a menace to our safely—our very
lives—and he must die!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Tinker a Prisoner—His Clever Ruse:

When Tinker once again came to his
senses, he - found ~himself propped
against the wall of a room that was in
inky darkness save for a beam of moon-
light, which had succeeded in pene-
trating the grimy glass of a window
some feet. above his head. ;

At first, the lad’s mind was a- blank ;
but when he tried to move his arms
and - found that - they ~were securely
bound . behind . his « back, memory
returned to him; and slowly he recalled
what had happened, although his head
was racked with pain, and it was not
an easy matter to-think clearly. &

The young detective realised in a dim
kind of way that he-had been attacked
from behind, when he had been strug-
gling with the dwarf, and for several
mements ‘he lay bitterly reproaching
himself for not obeying orders, then
he fell to speculating where he was, and
if it would be pessible for him to
escape.

It was impossible for him te cry for
help, for a rough gag had been wedged
between his teeth, and when he tried to
move his legs, it was only to find thai
they were secured in some mysterious
manner at a few. inches from the floor.

Tinker mouthed at the gag, and
tugged at his bonds until the cords bit
into his wrists, and lacerated the flesh,
causing him the most excruciating pain
but at the end of five minutes he had
made no impression upon his bonds, nor
had he loosened the gag. -

For a few seconds Tinker lay back
against the wall, panting sharply from
his exertions, then a kind of frenzy
seized him, for he knew that he could
expect no mercy from his captors, and
life is sweet even to one who is eon-
stantly carrying it in his hands.

Again and again he wrenched at the
cords binding his wrists; then suddenly
he felt a seaying pain in one of his
hands, and, fumbling about with his
fingers, he discovereéd that his flesh
had come into. eontact with a large,
rusted nail protruding from the wall.

New hope leapt inte Tinker’s heart.
His ready brain in a flash devised a
plan for freeing himself, and he loss
no time in putting it into executio:n.
He began to rub the cords binding his
wrists against the nail in the hope of
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eventually sawing them through.
Backwards and forwards went Tinker's
hands, and his teeth bit hard into the
gag, as from time to time his flesh was
grazed and gashed by the nail. But he
stuck to his task and worked with
dogged determination, with a result
that at last the cords grew slack, and,
with a vigorous wrench, he had freed
his hands.

The lad snatched the gag from his
mouth and siched with relief; then,
leaning forward, he felt to ascertain
in what manner his legs were secured.
To his dismay Tinker discovered that
they  were held tightly in a wooden
frame, similar to the stocks of " the
olden days, which was clamped to the
floor. Evidently this room was intended
to serve as a prison should the need
arigse, Tinker realised, and he wondered
of what grim secrets the frequenters of
the strange, gloomy house could tell
if they were so minded.

The lad had no time to examine the
fastenings of the contrivance which
held him a captive, for from without
came the sound of shuffling footsteps,
and a second later the door was un-
locked and thrown open, to reveal the
grotesque figure of Carl, the dwarf,

standing on the threshold of the room, :
a lamp held at arm’s length above his -

head.

The man’s eyebrows went up in sheer
astonishment as he took in the fact that
Tinker was no longer gagged, but as
the lad had thrust his hands behind him
the moment he had heard his captor’s
approach, the latter had no idea that
Tinker had released his wrists.

Carl gave vent to an angry oath, and, |

setting the lamp down in the centre of
the room, he advanced and viciously
kicked Tinker in the side.

. ““So,” he sneered, in guttural Eng-
lish, ““ you haf been clever enough to let
vour gag slip! Ve vill soon alter that,
mein vriend, although you are right at
the top of the house, and could shout
vourself hoarse without being heard.
You British pig and sneak spy, you
did nod dink to get caught vhen you
forced your way in! Himmel, but id
may blease you to know vhat is to hap-
pen to you!’ He stooped and picked
up the handkerchief that had formed
the gag. “So? Then I will tell you!
To-night—later, when all is dark and
the river deserted is—you vill be
drugged, und you vill leave t’is world
for ever. Do you gomprehend?”’

Tinker made no reply, but, brave
lad thouch he was, he shuddered. He
fully vealised the merciless death that
had been planned for him. Drugged
and senseless, he would be flung into
the dark waters of the Thames. to sink
like a stone and ‘drown. W¥is death
would merely form another of the un-
explained mysteries of the great world
of London, and——

The dwarf laughed harshly, and
leered down into the lad’s pale face;
then he sank to his knees and
attempted to thrust the gag between
his prisoner’s lips.

It was then that he received the sur-
prise of his life. Like lightning, Tin-
ker's hands shot upwards and gripped
the dwarf’s scragey neck in a vice-like

hold, choking back the yell of alarm

he attempted to utter.

Tinker’s  jaw was thrust forward
grimly, his face was set and hard,
and his ‘eyes were blazing with excite-
ment. By heavens, he wouldn’t go
under without a struggle! he resolved.
Tt ‘he could but overpower the dwart
he might
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The man struggled like a madman,
gnashing his tecth and striking savagely
at the young detective’s head; but
Tinker held on like grim death itself,
and it was only a faint gurgling sound
that the German found it possible to
make. -

Lower and lower Tinker forced his
adversary ; then, with a sharp jerk, he
volled him over, and if it were possible
the lad tightened his hold upon the
German’s windpipe.

The dwarf's efforts to break free were
growing weaker, and he was gripped
by the agonies of asphyxiation. He
beat up feebly at his enemy with his
fists, but it  was all in vain. Never for
a second did that choking hold upon
his throat relax, and soon his eyes were
starting from his head, his tongue loll-
ing from his mouth.

At last the dwarf’s head rolled
foolishly to one side, and Tinker felt
his body grow limp and lifeless. With
a sigh of relief the lad allowed it to
sink to the floor. -~ ¢ “

“He’s safe for- an hour or more,”
Tinker muttered.
pockets.
this “beastly 'arrangement holding my

‘legs, there’s a sportihg chance for me

yet!”

Quivering with eagerness,
commenced feverishly to rifle the un-
conscious man’s pockets, but his heart

sank when he had completed his task, |

for he discovered nothing in the shape

of a key with which to release the lock |
of the stock-like contrivance keeping |

him_ a prisoner. The ‘only articles

brought to light were a stump of pencil,
‘a fully-loaded five-chambered revolver,

and a letter written in German.

The latter the lad quickly ascertained

would be of no value to his master were
he -to regain his freedom, for it merely

“consisted . of a half-sheet of notepaper,

upon one side of which were scrawled a

“fow lines from an acquaintance in Ber-

lin, signed only with a Christian name.
Just for a moment Tinker gave way

_to despair; then a sudden idea struck

him. One -side of the half-sheet of
paper was blank, and he possessed a
pencil ! ; :

Tinker - snatched the last-mentioned

_article up ; then he stopped dead in per-
plexity, for he did not know the number .

of the ‘house in .which- he was held
captive. He had devised a novel plan
for communicating with his master, but
his lack of knowledge of his exact
whereabouts was a.  stumbling-block.
Wait! There was Pedro, his master’s
faithful four-footed frieng! Yes, Pedro
was the solution of the difficulty.

Feverishly  Tinker commenced to
write upon the blank side of the
dwarf’s letter, and this is how his mes-
sage read:

“The finder of this message will be
rewarded if he takes it to Sexton Blake,
of Baker . Street, London, without
delay. I am held prisoner in house in
Paradise Gardens, Poplar, and am in
dive peril! Tell Sexton Blake that
Pedro will track. Knock three times,
pause, and knock thrice more to gain
admittance.—TINKER.” :

_ “It will mean sacrificing the revol-
ver, but that can’t be helped,” the lad
murmured. ‘“The wheeze ought to
work, unless the brutes do me in be-
fore the message gets to Baker Street.
Set your back teeth, my lad, and grin
with your front ones! You're not dead
yet awhile, anyway!”’

Tinker clicked the cartridges from
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¢ Now to- search his |
If he's only got the keys of

Tinker i

the revolver and wrapped the message
about the barrvel, securing it in place
with a portion of the cord that had -
bound his hands; then he ripped a
square foot of the lining from his
ragged coat. The strip of calico, in its
turn, was bound tightly round the
weapon and secured with a further
scrap of cord; then, taking carveful aim,
the lad sent the heavy missile crashing
through the window.

Tinker lay back against the wall,
hoping against hope that the message
would quickly be found and understood,
and that the sound of the. breaking
glass would not penetrate to the ears of
any of ‘his captors who might be in the
lower rooms of the house. 2

Would his master reach him in time?
he asked himself. Would Sexton Blake
rescue him before he was overtaken by
the terrible death Count ¥Franz von
Stoltz had planned for him?

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Private Pat 0’Leary Understands,

Private Pat O'Leary, of the Dublin
Fusiliers, wounded in the battle of
Mons and invalided home, had come to
the conclusion that he had lost his
bearings.

The' soldier was quite a young man,
-not more than twenty-three or four,
with a round, merry face and a pro-
nouneed Irish brogue that was very
pleasant to hear.

He had becen entrusted with a mes-
sage—a last- message from a dying hero
“to_the one being in the world who
would care.. When Private McGrath
had been breathing his last, amid the
roar of the guns and the.din of battle,
he had asked his chum to tell his aged
mother how he had sacrificed all for
the dear old country, and O’Leary had
.consented, whilst he gulped at the
strange lump that would persist in
rising in his throat.
~_The .Irishman had found his dead
chum’s mother at the address given
him. off the East India Dock Road,
and with rough tenderness he had dis-
charged his obligation and sought to
comfort the stricken woman. Then,
after he had left her alone with her
great sorrow, he had somehow taken a
wrong turning and completely lost his
way.

“Paradise- Gardens!” the soldier
muttered, as he swung round a corner
-and. with difficulty made out the name
of the thoroughfare in the darkness.
‘“ By the blissed Blarney stone, O1i don’t
see no orchids or roses, or such things,
at all, at all; an’ if Oi spakes the
truth, the place don’t look so very in-
voiting !"’

He glanced down at his right arm,
which was resting in a sling.

“Ut’'s a pretty slum, anyway,” he
continued, ‘‘an’ Oi shouldn’t be a
great deal of use in a scrap. If some
nasty, rude spalpeens set on me, they’d
have it all their own way entoirely.
Still, Of've only got twopence-half-
penny an’ a packet of smokes, so they
wouldn’t make much out of the job.”

Private O’'Leary’s natural cheerful-
ness returned to him, and he grinned;
then he set off down the narrow slum,
whistling a patriotic song. in which °
the distance to Tipperavy is mentioned.

His musical efforts were to come to
a sudden and disastrous end, however.

He had scarcely reached the centre
of the harsh-looking poverty-stricken
thoroughfare when he let out a wild
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howl, flung up his uninjured arm, and,
staggering a step or so backwards, he
lost his balance and sat down violently
in a puddle.

Something—something that was ter-
ribly: hard and heavy—had caught him
a frightful erack upon the side of the
head. For a moment Private O’Leary
saw a myriad of stars, and all he could
do was to sit and use a string of forcible
language beneath his breath.

“Bedad ! Zeppelins I’ he gurgled at
length. ‘“ Bejabers—bombsy! Invaded
from the skoiles at last!” He slowly
pulled himsel together and rubbed rue-
fully at his head. “No, it can’t be
that!” he soliloguised. ‘‘ By my aunt’s
ould pig who used to slape in the
parlour, phwat was ut?”’

With difficulty, owing to his injured
arm, Private O’'Leary rose to his feet,
his head still singing painfully; then
something bright
caught his eye, and,
stooping, -he picked up
some eurious object
from the road.

It proved to be a
revolver, the barrel of
which  was  almost
covered with a strip of
éalioco, and = the
wounded hero stared at
it in surprise, although
it was not for long that
it was inactive.

His curiosity
prompted . him  to
remove the covering
from -the weapon—a
task, that he aceom-
plished with his good
hand and his white,
even teeth.

“Begorra!” ‘he
ejaculated &  moment
later, speaking aloud
in " his  excitement.
““ Here's some message.
Phwat the thunder does
ut all mane?”’ ’

He hurriedly carried
his find to Paradise
Gardens’ solitary lamp-
post, removing  the
sheet of paper wrapped
about the barrel of the
revolver as he did so.

‘“Written 1in some
beastly foreign lingo,”

cried, recovering himself. ¢ Sexton
Blake, of Baker Street! That will be
the great detectivé who’s always being
talked. about in the papers! Who the
dickens is Tinker? .Somehow the name
seems familiar, but Oi can’t call it to
moind at all, at all. An’ phwere did
the message come from—that’'s the
quistion.  The strate’s so narrow, ut’s
a puzzle to know even which soide
of the road it came from. Bedad, the
fellow who wrote this seems to be in the
soup entoirvely, an’ ut’s me for the
East India Dock Road, as soon as Oi
can foind me way! OPm going to
chance a taxi, if Oi can foind one; but,
begorra, phwat a hole Oi shall be in if
the whole thing turns out a blissed
have—and me with only twopence-half-
penny in the woide, woide world!”

over - four hours had passed since
the assistant had departed upon his
errand, and no word had come from
him; and Sexton Blake was growing
niore anxious with every minute that
passed.

Whenever Tinker was long away
uypon such an enterprise as this, his
master was apt to conjure up vague
feelings of alarm upon his behalf. Te
Sexton Blake Tinker was more than a
son—he was the one being in the world
who really mattered; and time after
time the detective had been tempted to
keep Tinker out of the active part of
his often-perilous profession; indeed, it
was only the thought of the bitter
disappointment he knew his assistant
would - experience “that kept Sexton
Blake from putting such a resolution
into effect.

The clock ticked away the minutes
until the hands stood
at a quarter-past ten,
and  the detective
drummed impatiently
with his long, sensitive
fingers upon the arm of
his chair.

Why did not Tinker
wire or telephone? he
asked himself. Was if,
possible  that  some
great danger beset him:

. —a. danger that . pre-
vented him from com-
municating to Baker

Street.  Sexton Blake

wished now that he

had fallen in . with

Inspector Martin’s sug-
‘gestion  to  send a

couple of plain-clothes

men to shadow Tinker
and his quarry. True,
it would seem that the
young detective could
have come to no harm,
had he obeyed orders.

But there. came the

rub—had he obeyed

orders?

Sexton Blake rose to
his feet and crossed to

. the = window as: the
sound of a taxi draw-
ing up before the house
fell upon his ears. He
drew aside the curtains
and peered out, and he
was just in time to see

he commented, as he
scrutinised the writing
upon the = paper.
“ Looks loike German.

Private O’'Leary let out a wild howl, fiung up his uninjured arm,
and, staggering a step or so backwards, he lost his balance and sat
down violently in a puddie,

in the light of a street-
lamp a  khaki-clad
figure emerge from the
cab and enter the front

Hallo!”—he had
turned the paper over—‘ Phwat have
we here? Ut’s plain English this
toime, which is a mercy. °The finder
of this message will be rewarded if he
takes ut to Sexton Blake, of Baker
Street— "

Private O’Leary’s jaw dropped
foolishly, and if he had been surprised
before, he was doubly so now.

“The finder of this message will bhe
rewarded,” he read, ‘‘if he takes it to
Sexton Blake, of Baker Street, without
delay. T am held prisoner in’ house
in Paradise Gardens, Poplar, and am in
dire peril. Tell Sexton Blake Pedro
will track. Knock three times, pause,
and knock thrice more to gain admit-
tanece—TINKER.”

“Aryrah! Ut’s a mystery Oi've
stumbled on, to be shure!” the soldier
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Sexton Blake Anxious—Private 0’Leary
Calis — At Scotland Yard—Ready to
Raid.

Sexton Blake looked up sharply as
the clock upon the mantel struck ten.

With Pedro lying. stretched at his
feet, the detective had been sitting
hunched up in his easy-chair, a cold
pipe between his lips. Two hours pre-
viously he had returned from the War
Office, and had been surprised to find
that Tinker had not returned, nor had
any message been received from him
by Mrs. Bardell.

Again and again Sexton Blake had
asked himself what could be the mean-
ing of the lad’s silence. Tinker’s orders
had been simply to follow Count Franz
von Stoltz to his destination after
leaving the docks, and to keep an eye
upon him, reporting to Baker Street
at the earliest opportunity. Yet well

; garden.
The street-door bell was tugged
vigorously, and Sexton Blake had not
long to wait for his. visitor to be
announced. There came a rap upon the
door, and Miys. Bardell put her head
into the room. .

“ A gentleman to see you, sir,”’ she
stated. ‘“ He’s a milintary gent, sir,
and he looks as though he’s been
wounded, pore dear. He says to me, he
say Lawks a mussy, sir, I didn’t
know as you’d followed me hup!”

The good lady stepped aside to allow
the caller to step into the room, and
the door closed behind her.

“You are Mr. Sexton Blake, sor?”’
Private O’Leary—the visitor was he—
came quickly forward.

‘““ That is my name,” the detective
answered. ‘“ What can I do for you?”’

“Oi’ye found a message from some-
one called Tinker, sor,” O’Leary
began. ‘¢ He—"

“ From Tinker?”

“THE PHANTOM FUGITIVE!”
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Sexton Blake had
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started; his lids were raised sharply the exact spot in Parvadise Gardens “ Mind your own business!” Martin
from hh eyes and all his listlessness where you fell after the revolver had advised mmaUv “ Tt doesn’t matter
had left him. * You have a message struck you?”’ to you how long he takes. Simply
from my assistant?’ he suggested O’Leary nodded after a moment’s remember there’s to be no delay in his
eagerly. thought. getting through to me as soon as
“¥Yis, sor,” O’Leary replied. It “ O'm belaving that I could, within possible. That’s all that concerns you.
was thrown from a window of a slum a few inches,” he stated, with con- I'll ring if T want you.”
down East. The chap who wrote it viction. The man saluted again and hurriedly

asks for ut to be brought to you at
once, an’ so Oi've brought ut along,
although, shure, how Oi'm going to
pay the taxi fare if there’s nothing in
it, Oi don’t know at all, at all!”

Sexton Blake almost snatched at the
goiled sheet of paper the private held
out to him, and as he perused the
pencilled words his face went tense—
almost haggard.

¢ Where did you find this?’ he asked
sharply, clutching at the soldier’s
sleeve with unwonted impulsiveness.
¢ Quick, man, tell me everything! It
is a matter of life and death!”
_Private O’Leary - stared at the
detective curiously for a second, then
he pulled himself together and clearly
aud concisely he told Sexton Blake of
the strange manner in which the
message had fallen into his hands, pro-
clucing the revolver and the scrap of
calico as he was speaking.

“You say that you had no means of
telling whence the message came?”’
Blake asked quickly, as the soldier
iunshed his story.

‘“ Bedad, no, 501'
narlow that

¢ Precisely ! T follow what you mean.
It might have come from a house upon
either side.”

“ You've got ut, sor. Besoides, you
sce, ut hit me a ]e“el of*a conk on
the. napper, and——"

‘“My friend,’] Sexton Blake cut in
(‘arnestly, ‘““you cannot realise the
service you have rendered me by so
quickly bringing this message here.
With promptitude and luck I shall be
able to save my assistant from a foul
death at the hands of one of the most
dangerous German spies in Britain.
Now, the missive speaks of remunera-
tion. If you wish to avail yourself of
that fact, I can assure you that you
may name your own reward. I would
not begrudge a hundred pounds—ay,
more, to repay you for what you have
done to-night.”

Private Patrick O’Leary took a
backward step, then his head went up
proudly

¢ Shure, O’im not out on the make,
Mr. Blake,” he answered almost coldly.
“If Oi've been of assistance to you
against the spalpeen of a German you
mintioned, Oi'm more than satisfoied!”

Sexton Blake inclined his head and
held out his l‘and

“1 am sorry,” he said qmetlx 895 bus
the wording of the message made it
imperative “that I should make the
offer of remuneration. You said,
believe, that there was some dlﬂ‘i('ulty
about paying the taxi?”’

“Yis, sor. By the Powers, me total
wealth is twopence-halfpenny, an’ the
fare comes to foive silver bobs!”

Despite the great fear that was
gnawing at his heart, Sexton- Blake’s
lips curled in a smi o,

The strate was so

¢ T will see to that,”” said he. ¢ Now,
can you spare me an hour of your
time, my friend?”’ <

“As many as you loike, sor!”
O'Leary agreed.  Shure, ut's some

fun Oi'm scenting !”

“ There will b2 a great deal of fun—
of a sort,”” Sexton Blake -agreed
grimly. “1 want you te do me a
further favour. Could you show me
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“Good!” Sexton Blake ejaculated,
stepping to the telephone. * By the

: aid of my hound, Pedro, we shall easily

discover the house into which my
assistant has been lured. Excuse me
one moment.”” He took down the
receiver. ‘“ Hallo! Put me on to
Scotland Yard quickly, please!”
"Leary watched = the  detective

interestedly. After a pause, the latter
asked to be put through to Detective-
Inspector Martin, of the (C.L.D., and
O’Leary’s interest increased.

‘“Hallo!” Blake said, a second or
two later. ‘“Is that you, Martin? Yes,
it is Sexton Blake speaking. I'm glad
you had not left. Tinker has got into
trouble. Eh? Yes, it’s serious—more
than serious, I fear. He has fallen foul
of the man he was shadowing to-day.
fou know whom I mean. It is not
wise to mention his name over the
telephone. From a message I have just
received, it would seem that Tinker
has been trapped in some house down
East—probably a veritable nest of
spies. I want you to be ready to raid
at once. We've got to get him out
without delay, old friend. That is what
it amounts to. Have a strong force of
plairv-clothes men ready to start so
soon as I reach the Yard. Minutes
may count if we are to save his life.
Yes, I am coming on to the Yard at
once !”

Sexton Blake
'Leary.

‘“ Come,” he
coat and hat;

to lose!”

rang off and turned to

said, rveaching for his
*“we have not a moment

Detective-Inspector Martin  paced
restlessly up and down his private office
at the Yard, a deep frown upon his
brow. Between his teeth was a cigar,
which he had completely ruined by
lighting all down one side, and he was
puffing at the weed jerkily and
agitatedly.

Many were the cases in which the
burly official and Tinker had played
important parts together, and the news
that the young detective was in such
grave peril had affected Martin almost
as keenly as it had Sexton Blake.

Martin  burnt his fingers as he
removed his cigar from his lips. With
something very like an oath he flung
it violently into the fire and rang the
bell upon his desk. Almost instantly
the door opened and a subordinate
apzl‘)eared

" You rang, sir,’
tially, as he &dluted

“ Of course I did!” Martin snapped
shortly. ¢ Think I whistled?”

The man made no reply, but he
fidgeted uncomfortably. Since the
outbreak of war between Great Britain
and = Germany Inspector Martin’s
position had been no sinecure, and
to-day, especially, had been more
than usualh trying.

“The dozen men are ready to go
East?’ Martin suggested sharply.

s Yes sir,. and the cabs are wait-
ing.’

w Right.

ho said deferen-

See. that Mr. Sexton Blake
is shown in to me the moment he
arrives? Understand?”

“Yes, sir. He has hardly had time
to reach here yet sir, but—"
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left the office; if the truth be told, he
was more than glad to quit the presence
of his irascible chief. As the door
closed upon him Martin sank into the
chair before his desk, although almost
instantly he sprang up again as if he
had been prodded with a pin. He
recommenced his wacing, and he only
desisted when Sexton Blake was
announccd

‘ What has really happened, Blake?
Martin mqmred indicating a chair
which the detective declined with a
wave of his hand. * You didn’t tell
me a great deal over the ’phone.”

Tt was inadvisable to do so, my
friend,” Sexton Blake replied. * Even
you do not realise how complete is the
German system' of espionage in Great
Britain to-day; although it was un-
likely that any spy could have over-
heard our conversation, it would not
have done to take risks. As no doubt
you gathered from what I told you,
Tinker has in some way been captured
by Von Stoltz.”

“We must take
Martin said,
shoulders.
Tinker is?"

“ Not exactly; but he is a prisoner
in some house in Paradise Gardens—a
slum in Poplar,” Sexton Blake ex-
plained, and forthwith he told Martin
of the coming of Private O’Leary with
the message that had virtually dropped
from the skies.

“1 am gomg on to Poplar at onece
with Pedro,” the detective concluded.
“ He will qmckly he able to show me
where the lad is confined after I have
allowed him to sniff at the scrap of
lining torn from Tinker’s coat.”

Martin nodded.

“ Then we shall raid at once,” he
exclaimed. ‘ Spring a surprise upon
them and arrest every person we find
in the house!”

93

action at once!”’
with a squaring of his
“Do you  know where

“ Exactly,” Sexton Blake agreed.
“ Your men are ready?”’
“ Yes,” Martin answered. “ Pray

Heaven we may be in time!”

Sexton Blake with difficulty sup-
pressed a shudder. Into his mind had
flashed a scene in the bathroom of a
hotel in Paris he had witnessed a little
over two years ago. An agent of the
French Government, who stood in the
path of Von Stoltz, had been found
dead in his bath, a knife thrust deeply
between his shoulders. Sexton Blake
had been positive at the time that the
master-spy was the guilty man, but
there had not been a scrap of evidence
against him, and——

 Martin,”” -Sexton Blake said, in
low, impressive tones, a fierceness that
was foreign to him apparent in his

pale face, *“ if we are too late—if that
lad is dead—Heaven _help his
murderers! I believe I shall shoot—

shoot to kill!”

“ Calm yourself, Blake,” the official
urged,” in alarm, for never in the past
had he-seen his colleague so affected.
“The law will punish Tinker’s
murderers if his life has been taken—
which Heaven forbid. Come along!
The cabs and men are awaiting us.”

Out to the street the two men made
their way and entered a taxi in which

Private Pat O’Leary was waiting with
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Pedro. The vehicle started away with
a_jerk, for Sexton Blake had already
given the chauffeur his instructions,
and it was followed by three more cabs
almost immediately afterwards.

It was a desperate race against time,
and Inspector Martin had realised the
fact. Acting upon his orders the cabs
took not the slightest notice of speed
Jimits and went at the greatest pace
they could command. Once the fore-
most conveyance, carrying Sexton
Blake and his companions, -was pulled
up by a constable, but a word from
the high official of the C.I.D. quickly
removed any obstacle in the way of
their progress.

In a surprisingly short space of time
the East India Dock Road was reached,
and the Baker Street detective gave
the order to pull up. He alighted with
Martin, O’Leary, and the hound, and
the official detective gave his Ia@t few
orders to the plain-clothes men in the
other cabs, which had also stopped.

Sexton Blake took Pedro’s leash and
swung off. down a forbidding-looking
side-street, Martin and O’Leary at his
heels, and the other detectives follow-
ing in twos and threes at intervals. The
few night-birds the party passed made
themselves decidedly scarce, for there
was something that poantlvoly spelt
“ Scotland Yard’ about ~Martin’s
subordinates, and the inhabitants of-
the slums through which they passed
had no use for the police at the best
of times.

Sexton Blake knew his London like
a book, and it was not long before he
arrived at the corner of Paradise
Gardens, where he called a halt. A few
whispered words to the plain-clothes
men caused them to shrink back into
the shadows of the gloomy street,
whilst Sexton Blake, Martin, and
O’Leary continued upon their way with
Pedro.

“JIt was about here, sor, that the
revolver hit me,” O’ Lear said at
length, tenderly feehng the bump upon
his head as he remembered it. “ Oi1
think this was the puddle in phwhich
O1 sat!”

“ You are sure of the spot?’ Sexton
Blake asked quickly.

‘ Almost certain, sor.”

The detective nodded and took the
scrap of calico from his pocket; he
pressed it to Pedro’s muzzle and after-
wards laid his hand flat upon the
ground.

“Tind, boy,” he urged encourag-
ingly. * Good Pedro—find!”’

The hound, knowing at once what
was required of him, ‘lowered his nose
to the ground and sniffed round in a
circle, but it was only to look up wist-
fully into his master’s face.

‘“ Evidently Tinker has not passed
over this spot,” Sexton Blake mur-
mured, half to himself, as he shifted
his position to about a yard further
up the street, and stepped from the
road to the pavement. *‘ Good lad ’—he
again allowed the dog to sniff at the
calico and indicated the ground—
“ good Pedro—find!”

Once more Pedro dropped his muzzle
and eagerly sought to pick up the
scent. Both Inspector Martin and the
Irishman held their breath, for the
situation was becoming strained, whilst
Sexton Blake’s face was harsh and
drawn with the emotion he was
experiencing at the delay.

¢ Seek, Pedro,”” he whispered coax-
ingly. é Seek your young master,
Find Tinker, boy,” he added huskily.

Pedro sniffed ‘deeply, then his head

went up and he bayed deep down in
his massive chest.

‘“He’s got it!” Martin exclaimed,
with a sigh of relief. * Thank good-
ness he hasn’t béen long!”

Sexton Blake was almost tugged
from his feet as the hound started at
a sharp pace down the street in a
manner that proved the scent was a
strong one. He entered the alleyway

 at the side of the gloomy-looking house

into which Tinker had broken a few
hours previously, and without once
faltering he led the three men round
to the window through which the
young detective had entered.

It was only by pulling sharply upon
the leash that Sexton Blake prevented
the noble animal from hurling himself
at the shutters, which had again been
made secure. ¢

‘“ Call up your men, Martin,” Sexton
Blake ordered, in a low, tense whisper.
““ There can be no questioning the fact
of Tinker having entered here.”

“Right!” Martin answered, in the
same quiet tones. ‘Il lmve them
baek here in two minutes.’

Upon tip-toe the official stole away
into the darkness, and Sexton Blake
turned to O’Lezxry

“You bhad botter keep out of the
shindy, my friend,” said he. ‘ The men
within  will be desperate, and the
country cannot aﬁ'md to lose such men
as you just now.’

The Irishman regarded his wounded
arm ruefully:

“ 01 suppose you're right, sor, 2 he
admitted regretfully; ‘“though, sure,
0i’d have loved to have been in the
barney. Still, Or'll kape on the other
soide of the strate and watch the fun,
if O1 may.”

The detective nodded, and the soldier
turned and took up his stand upon the
opposite side of the alleyway, while
Blake stood rigidly waiting by the
dark, silent house. Every nerve in his
body was strung up to concert pitch,
and although outwardly he was calm
and collected, his fingers were itching
to grip at the throat of the man who
had lured Tinker into his power—who
might ere this have the lad’s blood
upon his hands.

Ah! A dark figure loomed out of
the gloom, then another and another.
The foremost man was Inspector
Martin, who was affectionately caress-
ing the handeuffs reposing in his
pocket.

“ You, Smith, and you, Merson, get
down to the river and try to get hold

of a boat to watch the back of the

house,” Martin ordered officially. “ If
you are not back in ten minutes, I shall
take it you have succeeded in obtaining
one. Keep a sharp eye for any person
trying to escape that way. Under-
stand ?”’

The two men saluted and noiselessly
crept away down the alley, and Martin
turned to Blake. By this time a further
six of the Scotland Yard men had drawn
near.

“Towr of my chaps are waiting in
the front, Blake,”” the official said, as
he took out his watch. “We'll give
the two who have gone to the river
their ten minutes, then we’ll make
things hum.”

Sexton Blake nodded, and in silence
the little party waited for the stipu-
lated time to pass.

To the private detective it seemed an
eternity before Martin returned his
watch to his - pocket, aggressively

squared his shoulders; and advanced to
the door in the side of the house.

‘“ Bay when,” he said softly.

Sexton Blake felt to make quite
certain that his revolver was safe i in the
pocket of his overcoat.

“ Ready ! he whispered grimly, his
Hips compmsslng into a thin, straight
line. “Now!”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Tinker Doomed—Drugged and Helpless
—In the Nick of Time—Sexton Blake’s
Clue.

When Tinker flung the revolver bear-
ing his desperate message through the
window and leant back against the
wall he fully expected that either Von
Stoltz or one of his companions would
hear the crash of the breaking glass
and immediately ascend to the room in
which he lay to escertain: what. had
happened, but the seconds flew by and
nothing to show that the inen below
had heard transpired.

At the end of a quarter of an hour
the vague hope in the young detective’s
heart grew stronger, aud he set to work
to render the unconscious dwarf hors
de combat against ‘the time when he
should recover his senses.

Tinker thrust the handkerchief that
until recently had gagged him between
the German’s broken, uneven teeth,
then he secured the dwarf’s hands
behind his back with some of the cord.
With the spy’s braces, the young
detective lashed together his prisoner’s
legs, and his spirits grew higher.

Tinker smiled grimly as he finished
his task and fell to reasoning how long
it would be before his master could
reach him, providing the message was
found quickly and delivered to him,
The time slowly dragged on and twe
hours, almost three, passed away, show-
ing that either the dwarf had been
instructed to keep watch over him or
had not been missed by the ma"ter-spy
and his confederates.

Had the message been found and
taken to his master? Tinker wondered.
Was. Sexton Blake now upon the way
to rescue him? Tinker heard a distant
clock chiming the balf hour after
ten, and his heart began to sink again,
for, although he was anything but a
coward, the suspense was nerve-racking,
and the death that awaited him, unless
his beloved guv'nor came in time, was
too awful to contemplate.

Tinker started, and his jaw tightened
grimly as he heard the sound of a heavy
footfall upon the stairs without. He
leant forward sharply, his ears strained,
every nerve alert, waiting—waiting for
the approaching man to enter.

The footsteps grew more distinet,
then the door was opened and Count
Franz von Stoltz stepped into the room.

“ All is well, Carl?’ he asked, peex-
ing with knitted brows into the badly-
lighted room.  “ The prisoner—
Donner und blitzen !’

The German took a step backwards,
his face blank with amazement, for he
had caught sight of the helpless figure
of the dwarf stretched upon the floor.

“ Himmel, you vhelp, you shall pay
for this!” he snaxled, recovering him-
self. “ Herrmann!”—he dashed from
the room and leant over the lnmst,els——
“Fritz!- All of you! Come guickly!”

*There came a rush of feet upon the
rickety stairs and the six confederates
of the master-spy dashed up to the
landing, demanding to know what was
wrong. :
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‘“ Himmel, he has not escaped?’: the |
»

man Herrmann. rasped.

“ No, nol?  Von Stoltz returned.
¢ Not so bad as that. But he has over-
powered Carl! Look for yourselves!”

The excited Germans dashed after
him to the room where the dwarf and
Tinker lay. The lad was still sitting
tensely forward. His face was pale and
hard-set, but there was no sign of fear
in his eyes, although he knew that he
was very near to death.

“ Ach, we are in time, you meddling,
spying dog!” Von Stoltz hissed,
shaking his huge fist in Tinker’s face.
“ You thought you vould escape—eh?
But it vas not to be! Curse you, you
are about to start upon your journey to
the other side of the veil. De you
understand me? My one regret-is that
it is not in my power to send your
clever master with you!"”

“QOh, cut the chinwag!” Tinker
advised, returning the German’s glance
unflinchingly. “ By James, I'd like a
chance to show you what a Britisher is
made of, you blustering bully! If I
were free I'd made some of your heads
sing, and———" :

“ Silence I” Von Stoltz cried, with a
burst of anger, as he took a menacing
step forward. * Another word, and
Ir—- .

“ The window, Lxcellency! See, the
window !”’

Von Stoltz swung round upon the
speaker. It was the spy, Herrmann. His
face working with agitation, his eyes
startled, he was gesticulating wildly in
the direction of the broken windovw.

“ By perdition!” the count gasped.
“ What does it mean?’

Tinker laughed exultantly and the
Cierman turned and glared at him.

“1 will tell you what it means, your
Excellency,”” the young detective
sneered, as, as best he could, he made
a mocking bow. “I will tell you why
the glass is smashed. I did it when I
flung my prisoner’s revolver througl
the window !’

“ What do you mean?’ Von Stoltz
demanded angrily.  ‘ Speak, or by
Himmel, TIll shoot you without
hesitation !” e

Quivering with passion, he whipped
a heavy automatic pistol from his
pocket and’ levelled it point-blank at
Tinker's temple.

¢ Speak!” he thundered again.

“ With pleasure,” the lad retorted
coolly. I attached a message to my
master ‘to the weapon. Now do you
understand? You will have murder on
wour hands if you dare to take my life!
At any moment the police may arrive,
and——"" ;

Herrmann  approached Tinker and
the lad clenched his fists. As the spy
attempted to grip at his hands, the
young dctective lashed out with his left
and caught his enemy a stinging blow
between the eyes.

Herrmann let out a guttural oath
and again leapt upon his victim. Upon
this occasion, too, another of the spies
came to his assistance and managed to
secure a grip upon Tinker’s arms.

The mnext moment a drug-soaked
handkerchief was pressed tightly over
the detective’s mouth and nostrils.
Tinker struggled frantically to free his
Ahands, but the man who was holding
them was powerfully made and the
nauseating drug quickly took a grip
upon the lad’s faculties.

“ To the river with him !"’ the mastet-
spy ordered callously. ‘ Then we must
make ourselves scarce. Quick, Herr-
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manti—and you, Fritz.. There is no
time to—— Hark! What was that?”

Von  Stoltz” started and: stood rigid,
From below had come the
sound of three knocks upon the door,
followed after a pause by three more.

“Who can it be?’ Herrman
quavered fearfully. .“ We are all here,
yet someone is using our signal to—"’

“Tt is the police!” another cried
hoarsely. ¢ The police!”

“You are vright!” Von Stoltz

rasped, clenching his fists in bafed
rage and apprehension. ‘ The: English
pig must have given away the signal
when he sent his message!”
" Just for a moment the seven men
stood irresolute, then they were galvan-
ised into action by the sound of a
thunderous knocking upon the door,
accompanied by an authoritive voice
demanding that they should * Open
the door in the name of the law!”

Tired of waiting to be admitted, the
police had decided to hasten matters
and force their way in.

“ By my. Fatherland,”” Von Stoliz
raved, every evil passion in him roused,
“1 will not be cheated of my ven-
geance! It is this dog of a Britisher
who has brought us to this, and he shall
pay the penalty!” ;

“ All 1s lost!” Herrmann moaned,
shaking in.every limb as ons stricken
with the ague. ¢ Hark! They are
breaking down the door!”

" He was right. A heavy body was
being dashed again and again against
the panels of the street door, and Von
Stoltz snatched up Tinker’s inert form.

He made a rush for the landing, his
unconscious  burden clasped in his
brawny arms, but even as he started
to descend the stairs the door below
crashed inwards with a splintering of
wood and a burly figure sprang into
the dimly-lighted passage. It was that
of Detective-Inspector ~ Martin, of
Scotland Yard, whose shoulder had
been responsible for the breaking down
of the door. He was followed by Sexton
Blake, revolver in hand, and at his
back were the six plain-clothes men
who had taken active part in the raid.

Crack, crack, crack!

The ‘report of a revolver rang out
three times in quick succession as a
spy amongst those grouped upon the
stairs fired into the passage, and one
of the Scotland Yard men clutched at
his wrist with a half-suppressed oath.

Von Stoltz stood for a moment in-
active in his baffled fury, then, dropping
Tinker, he snatched out his automatic.
Before he could use it, he was in the
grip of Inspector Martin. The official
wound his arms round the German’s
body, but the latter was desperate and
ho was not scrupulous as to how he
fought. - He lifted his foot and hacked
savagely at Martin’s shins, and with a
gasp of pain and surprise the official
let go his hold.

Von Stoltz struck savagely with his
right and caught Martin a crushing blow
upon the point of the jaw, sending him
down in a huddled heap, then the
German avoided Sexton Blake, who
had sprang at him and made a wild
dash for the stairs.

Two plain-clothes men were fighting
desperately with a couple of the spies—
the others had fled to the upper rooms,
whither they had been pursued by the
remaining detectives—but Von Stoltz
managed to push his way past them,
although in doing so he lost time, and
Sexton Blake had caught up with him
ere he reached the landing.
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- Sexton Blake flung himself: at. Von
Stoltz and gripped him by the throat.
then with a neat back-heel the detective
sent the German heavily upon his back
and the two men rolled over and®aover
fighting - desperately and fiercely.

Something - gleamed in. the famous
detective’s hands and—click l—one of
the spy’s wrists was encivcled by a band
of steel. The touch of the handcuff
seemed to awaken in Von Stoltz almost
superhuman strength and he struck
upwards at his adversary like a mad-
man.

It was well for Sexton Blake that
Von Stoltz had dropped- his revolver
in the struggle, for never for a moment
would the German have hesitated to use
it. He was desperate; in his mind’s eye
he saw himseli standing his frial by
court-martial; he  heard the death
sentence passed upon him, and——

“ Curse you, Sexton Blake!”’ the spy
hissed, and his lips snarled back from
his teeth like those of an infuriated wild
beast. * Oh, why have I not killed you
in the past when the opportunity has
been placed in my way?”’

The detective made no reply; bhe
merely strove relentlessly to smap the
other fetter upon his adversary’s free
wrist.

All was confusion and chaos. Down
in the passage Inspector Martin had
just reeled to his feet and was leaning
dazedly against the wall, for, powerful
man though he was, the terrific blow he
had received had come near to knock-
ing him out of time. Pedro was crouch-
ing over the unconscious Tinker,
whining plaintively and licking at his
yvoung master’s face, whilst upon the
stairs the two detectives were - still
struggling doggedly with their intended
prisoners, and from the upver rooms
canie ‘the sounds of a fierce combaf,
pointed from time to time by the
spitting of a firearm.

Thud! Sexton Blake's head was
knocked backwards with a jerk as Von
Stoltz succeeded in wrenching his right
arm free and struck up savagely at the
detective. The German was swift to
press home his advautage, and with a
quick twist he had flung Sexton Blake
from him and leapt to his feet. Like
an arrow from a bow, ke dashed along
the landing towards a large window
looking out upon the river, and as he
reached it Sexton Blake staggered un-
steadily to his feef, recovered himself,
and sprang after him.

It was ounly for a moment that the
master-spy hesitated. He flung a
hurried glance over ‘his shoulder to see
his enemy approaching, and, drawing
back, he deliberately tlung his whole
weight at the window. )

As Sexton Blake made an ineffective
grab ‘at his clothing there was a
splintéring of woodwork and the crash
of breaking glass and the German's
heavy body came into contact with the
window, then the whole framework was
wrenched asunder and the spy went
sprawling out with the deburis.

But even as he fell, he uttered a yell
of dismay, for beneath him was an open
boat in which were seated two men.
They were the detectives whom Martin
had sent to watch the rear of the
premises, and Count Von Stoltz's
herculean’ body was hurtling straight
for the frail craft.

(Another long, exciting instalment of this
magnificent serial wext Thursday. Order

now!)
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VIVVY STEVENS.
THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ji Cunver and Vivvy STEVENS are
fellow clerks in the employ of Crarper
& Sons, paper merchants. The junior
partner in the concern is a despicable
. cur, with no notions of chivalry, and
Jim Culver has occasion to thrash him
for insulting Vivvy. The sequel to this
scene is that both Jim and Vivvy are
sacked, and find that they have to face
the world together. Vivyy has an aunt
in Cambridgeshire, whither the couple
proceed for ad\me' but an unfortunate
action on Jim’s part causes them to

draw blank. Procecding along a
country lane at dusk, the adventurers
fall in with Mr. and Mrs. Beagle, a

theatrical pair, and confess to a greab
longing for the stage. To test their
abilities, Beagle arranges that Jim and
- Vivyy shall display their vespective
prowess in singing and dancing at once.
The impromptu performance is rudely
interrupted by a theatrical agent named
Lavington Crooks, who endeavours to
entice Vivvy to accompany hnn to
London, as he sces that Vivvy is a
wonderful dancer. At this suggestion
Jini waxes wroth, and a quarrel ensues,

Jimy Culver throws himself into an
"tn‘rudo of self-defence.

‘Do you mean—this?’ he asks.

“Yes!” Crooks replies, through his

clenched teeth.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Stumbling-block.

It all happened so quickly that Jim
might well have been taken unawares.
But he was a natural boxer, and
instinet controlled his feet, so that he
kept clear of Crooks’s fivst rush.

He was aware of OllE‘ thing from the
very start—that Crooks was a boxer.
When he had hit Jeremy Crarper, it
had been like punching a sack of
feathers, but Jeremy Crarper’s friend,
the theatrical agent, was a different
proposition. His knowledge of the
fistic art showed itself in every move-
ment of the hands and fect and body.

But one thing, however, went
against him and stood in Jim’s favour.
Lavington Crooks had lost his temper.
Jim’s interference scemed to, have
worked bhim up into a state of anger
that bordered on madness. KEvidentlys
he thought a very great deal of Vivvy's
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dancing and the money it might have
put into his pocket.

There were a few moments of quick
<pa11mg, during which Jim felt two
numbing blows on the left cheek, then
Crooks rushed at him like ‘a_bull,
seeming unable to control himself any
longer. There was a wild mix-up and
a taud of blows going home.

Vivvy drew a long, hard breath, but
said nothing. Montague Beagle stood
muttering some part out of a play
beneath his breath. Mrs. Beagle stood
still and silent as a statue, only her
eyes following the combatants.

Crooks’s superior weight forced Jim
backwards, but it was not Crooks who
got home the greater number of blows.
Jim ducked to avoid a smashing blew
at his face which he had no time to
guard, and took it, instead, on the
crown of his lowered head. It hurt him,
but it split Crooks’s knuckles, ahd the
shock and pain took Crooks off his
gnard for the fraction of a second. In
that space of time Jim darted in quick
as a snake, and next moment his
adversary was bleeding at both
nostrils. .

Montague Beagle applauded loudly
with his hands.

“Bravo,” cried
Stanley—on! A
dear!”

*“ Decidedly so!” said Mrs. Beagle.

Crooks swore to himself, so wasting
valuable breath. Again he rushed at
Jim, swung his right at Jim’s head,
missed, and nearly spun round. The
boy, cool as a cucumber, and taking
advantage of the opportunity, upper-
cut him beneath the chin. : Crooks
reeled, and his hands went up to his
face. Next moment Jim had got home
with his right just above the belt; and
then it was over. :

Crooks - grunted " like a pig, a.nd
collapsed, fal)mg on his side. He lay
writhing on the glouvld gasping for
breath, and Jim stood over him wait-
ing to see if he were going to rise. “But
Crooks had had quite encugh.

Jim felt a hand on his arnn He
turned and saw Vivvy standing at his
elbow. )

“Jim !’ she whispered.

There was a whole world of admira-
tion in her eyves and in her voice. But
there was something else bes uhﬂ—plty
and anxiety as she looked down at

he—“bravo! On,
mighty * blew, my

JIM CULVER.

Much as she disliked the man
she could not bear to see him in pain.

Jim looked at her and understood
what was in her mind.

Crooks

“Oh, he’s all right,”” he said—
“only winded. He could get up now if
he wanted to—only he doesn’t want.
Have you bhad enough, Mr. Crooks, or
would you like to continue?’

Crooks 'scowled and licked his
knuckles.

* Settle with  you ‘nother
time!” he gasped. -‘There’s to-

morrow, and the next day . . = and
the day after.”

Jim shrugged his shoulders.

*“ Oh, all right! I shall be willing to
oblige you whenever you want a row.
Shall I help you up?”’

Crooks, still scowling, shook his head.
Montague Beagle walked round and
regarded him with fo]ded arms.

¢ Far be it from me, > he said in his
deep, sonorous voice, ‘‘ to rejoice over
a fallen foe. But thele is something in
your mlsfmtune that is not displeasing
to me. I have long sought the oppor-
tunity of telling you what I think of
you, and—and now. %

“Oh, you go to Jericho!’ Crooks
growled.

‘T shall do nothing of the sort, sir.
I would not go to Jericho even with
a- No. 1 touring company. As I have
said, I have long sought the oppor-
tunity of telling you what I think of
you. It is with the utmost pleasure
that I call you a—a—— What shall I
call him, Miranda?’

Mrs. Beagle made no suggestion, and
her husband remained, hand to brow,
in an attitude of deup thought.

“Ha!” said he. I have it. Yon
are, sir, a pudding-faced, club-footed
baboon. It is with great pleasure that
I call you a pud——-—-"

Jim took him by the arm.

¢ Come along, Mr Beagle,” he said.
‘“ He’s had enough.”

Montague Beagle struck a dramatic
attitude.

* Enough!” he cried. ‘ My dear
young sir—my very dear young -sir—
you do not know this man. Enough!
Miranda, is he not 2 p'wdmg faced,
club-footed baboon?’

“ Decidedly sol¥ '\ILS.
claimed with omphasm 3

AT vight;”? said Jim, unwilling to
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sec a fallen foe tmmented “ Let's
feave it at that.”

Montagm Beaglo favoured the fallen

‘rooks with a_stately bow.

¢ Sir,” he said, “ since you have been
knocked down b) a lighter and younger
opponent and shamed before ‘us all, we
will leave it at that. You arec a
pud—  All right, Mr. -Culver, I will
not repeat it again. Enough, as you
say. But, hark ye, Mr. Crooks, your
pumshment is nothing to that which
you would have undergone but for mys
1heumatmm, which takes me cruelly
in the right shoulder and all down the
left arm. The next time we meet, mark
ye, sir! The next time!”

Mr. Beagle bowed again as Crooks
scrambled to his feet, turned, and
walked away, taking Jim’s arm. Mus.
Beagle and Vivvy “alked slightly in
advance.

Montague  Beagle  turned  and
addressed Jim with a wide gesture of
the hands.

“ My young friend,” he said, ‘you
are magnificent. You have youth,
skill, courage. - I congratulate you.
You are a fine young fellow. Even
myﬁelf as a young man—-—"

h, Pm sure you were a much
better all-rousd chap than I am,” Jim
observed modestly.

' “Perhaps!” Mr. Beagle answered
musingly. ““Perhaps! But that is a
long while ago. Do not let us speak
of 1t. In those days—— Look out!”
The warning, shouted at the top of

Montague Beagle’s voice, only came

in the nick of time. All four jumped

on to the bank at the side of the road
as Lavington Crooks’s car flashed past.

It was  a near shave, for Crooks did

not much care if there were an accident

or not. Mrs. Beagle, for all her
weight, skipped like a young panther.

Her husband, red and gasping, shook

his fist after the tailllights” of the

reireating car.

It would be well now to leave Jim
and Vivvy and their new-found friends
for a brief while, and follow Crooks
and his car on their journey. -

He drove reclﬂessly, and “reached
London in a little over two hours,
leaving the car at a ‘garage in
Kensington. He then went to his flat,
which was just around the corner,
changed into evening clothés, and took
a taxi-cab up to Regent Street, where
hie got out, and entered one of the new
night clubs, the “ Guy Fawkes.”

As usual, dancing was in progress,
and as he crossed the great room,
hugging the wall, the first to address
him by name was Jeremy Crarper.

Crooks nodded towards a little room
at the back, and went inside.” Presently
Jeremy joined him at the small table
near the fireplace where he was seated.

He advanced towards him, holding
out his damp. limp hand.

““ Hallo, old sport,”” he sang out,
“how the deuce are you - feelin’
to-night? Tull of beans—what? That's
good! T've been wanti’ to see you.
I say, I told the waiter to bring
whisky-and-sodas. Was that'right?”’

“That'll do,” Crooks growled.

Jeremy sat‘down and leaned across
the table towards his friend.

“ Hallo!” he exclaimed. “ You look
a bit battered, old man. What have
vou been doin’ to yoursalf?”

Crooks dvew his head back and
snarled.

“All right!” he growled. “ You
needu’t poke your noese into my face!”

“How did you do it?’ Jeremy
insisted.
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“Never mind. What the deuce has
it got to do with you? By the way,’
he added, “I met two of your beastly
employees to-night. One of your
beastly clerks aud Ja girl who used to
be your semou"

Jeremy stared.

“‘Not Vivvy
claimed.

“ Yes, that was the girl’s name. And
the little beast of a boy’s name was
Culver, T think—James Culver.”

Jeremy ‘leaned farther across the
table.

“ Where did youn meet them?’ he
asked.

¢ In Cambridgeshire—on the road. I
was coming up in the car from my
week-end place They were with a
couple of old barn-stormers, and the
girl was danmng—hd\mv a sort of
rehearsal, I s’pose. I tried to get her
to come up to town ‘with me in the
car. She can dance, by Jove!”

Jeremy grinned.

“ Crooks, my dear old pal,”’ he said,

“one of your eyes will be black to-
morrow, and your nose is just a teeny
bit swollen. You needn’t explain how
it happened. I know!”

Crooks frowned impatiently. He was
not feeling proud of himself just then.

“ Oh, mind your own business!” he
grunted. ‘And—3os, you look a bit
battered yourself.”

“1 know*I do,” Jeremy admitted.
“Tt looks as if that little rat Culver
has had a busy day. He did this to me
in the morning, and I'd wager any-
thing that he did that to you in the
evening. I mever set up to be a boxer
like you. I should have thought a
chap like you, Crooks, could have
smashed up a kid like him!”’

“So I did,” Crooks retorted. ¢ And
he ‘wouldn’t have touched me if he
bhadn’t taken me unawares.”

Jeremy winked his left eye very
slowly. ¢

““ All right,” he said.
you're telling the truth,
it isn't very oftcn You’re not telling
it now. So yowve had a taste of Jim
Culver, have you? The little skunk hit
me this morning, and we sacked him
and Miss Stevens for it. I haven’t done
with him yet, though.” :

““ Nor have 1,”” Crooks muttered, in a
sunk voice; ‘“ you may lay your boots
on that. = He prevented 'me from
launching that girl on the stage. She’s
a’ gold-mine, that girl!”

“She st

Crooks raised his eyebrows.

* How do you know?’ he demanded.
“ Have you seen her dance?”’

“No. I'm not talking about her
dancing. Didn't even know she could.
But T'll tell you presently. Go on.”

“1 say she’s a gold-mine for her
dancing. In two months time I'd have
had ‘her ready for the London stage,
and if I couldn’t get her two hundred
a week my name’s not Lavington
Crooks.”

“And my mname’s not
Crarper if you wouldn’t’ have had a
hundled and eighty a week out of that
mo'lev

- Crooks shrugged his shoulders.

“Just so!” he said: You -didn’t
think T wanted to take her out of kind-
ness, did you? I'd have made her sign
an agreement for ten years. She
would take fifteen pounds a week, and
I would take the rest of her salary.
She’d have jumped at it. Fifteen
pound: a v.eek would have seemed
princely to her. I'd have got hold of
her, too, if it hadnt been for young

S THE GEM ” LIB=ARY,
. Every Wegnesday,

Stevens?’  he ex-

“1 know when
Crooks, and

Jeremy.
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Culver. He told her I was a friend
of yours, and that was enough. Then
fhe old fools they were with chipped

! \in, .t00.’

“ Who
inquired.
“Two old fossils, man and Lis wife,
named ' Beagle. Broken-down actor
and actress. I had them on my books
for a long time, and they don’t love
me. They were <mp1d enough to
offend me, chm3 2

“Oh, T see.

Jeremy Crarper pressed his hands to
his head. He scemed lost in thought
for several moments,

“ Look here,” he asked presently,

‘is that girl hhclv to come to the
fxonb if she tours the country with
those Beagle people?”

Crooks shrugged his shoulders.

““ Nothing can stop her from coming
to the front. She’s a veal artist. She’s
great—wonderful ! But with the
Beagles it’ll take her a long time.
And serve her rig'ht! She’ll get no
tuition, for one thing.”

£ Tha,ts a good job,” Jewnx mut-
tered. I wish we could get her away
from young Culver. Yes, there’s money
in that girl, not only in her dancing.
There’s a lot more money to come to
her one of these fine days than she’ (l
earn on the thge in a hundred years.’

“ You mean,” said Crooks under his
breath,  that she’s an heiress?”’

Jeremy nodded several times.

““ Just that,” he said.

‘“ And she doesn’t know?”’

‘“ She hasn’t the lcast idea. 'lL at’s
why we sacked her to-day, the guv’'nor
and I. Tf she were blought to the
verge of starvation, she might sign
away all rights of whatever legacies
were to come to her for the sake of a
few pounds. You see, she doesn’t know
that she’s going to be left tuppence.
The trouble is—will she ever starve
while she’s with young Culver and
those Beagle people?’

Crooks looked askew.

‘“ She might!”’ he said meaningly.

Jeremy leaned still farther across the
table.

“ Look here,” he whispered, ¢ you'd
better come into this with us. The
guv'nor’s agreed. Aund three heads are
better than two. Equal shaxe\ But
you'll have to do some work.”

Crooks smiled broadly.

were they ?” Jeremy

“ All right,” he answered: “T'm
game. But I -shall want more p'htk
culars. T take it that if she has thrown

in her lot with young Culver and the
Beagles, the whole lot must be brought
down to absolute beggary.”

¢ That'’s mght %

“It. won’t be so hard with the
Beagles. I can smash their show up
for them, I think, even with Vivvy
Stevens in it. But the difficulty will
be young Culver. 1 believe we Lhall
have a job to make him leave her.

Jeremy mnodded again, very vehe-
me\mly.

“Yes,” he said, ¢ unless we're very
careful, he'll be the stumbling-block !’

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Averting a Tragedy.

“If we're going to ('amlmdcre we'd
better turn to the left here,” said
Montague Beagle, suddenly standing
still -and thrustum out an arm like a
sign-post.

Jim looked at Vivvy.
“ What about your
queried.

aunt?’  he
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“We shall have to write to her,”
Vivvy said. *‘ After all, we did mean
to go and explain to her. We can put
that in the letter.”

‘“ Right-ho, then,” said Jim.

“May this turning mmk a  great
tarning-point in your lives,” Montague
Beagle said, pointing dovn the road
that lay ahead of them. “ May it lead
to success. Eh, Miranda?’

“Oh, decidedly so!” said Mus.
Beagle.

“Then let us step out. Perchance

wealth awaits us in Cambridge, it
being term-time. The young under-
graduates sometimes patronise the
lesser drama, if only to laugh at the
performers. But their money is good
At ou, Miss Stevens, they will not
laugh.

Vu‘\y smiled over her shoulder.

“T hope not,”” she said. *““I'm sure
I don’t want Jim to have any more
fights.”

“ Sometimes,” Montague Beagle went
on musingly, & they throw things. Was
it not, Miranda, a dead cat that felled
me to the stage at: Oxford svhen I had
1<\achu‘l the thirty-third verse of Eugene
Aram.’

“ Qh, yes, decidedly a dead cat,’

Mrs. Beagle corroborated, >mfﬁng

reminiscently. ¢ Decidedly dead.”

reminiscently. ccidedly deac
“That is what one might have

expected at Oxford,” Mr. Beagle went
on. ““No (‘ambndgo man would fling
a dead animal at a Thespian. There
it will be different. My wife, my
partner, my dear Miranda, will go on
to the stage and announce that 1 took
my degroe—a first in Moderations, 1
would have you know, sir—at Caius
College in 1873. There will be applause.
I shall come on and bow thus. Watch
me—thus! After that we shall play
to a packed hall. The news will get
round. The Montague Beagle l‘amllv
Tragedians and Society Entertainers.’

“Sounds all right,” said Jim, but
he had his doubts.

“ 1t will be a draw,” said Montague
Beagle, throwing out his hands like a
CToss- Channel swimmer. “ We shall
roll in money. With care we may pro-
long our stay in Cambridge for a fort-
night. Oh, why did I not think of
Cambridge before? I should have pre-
ferred to make my fortune earlier in
life. Then we may have enough to
start a fit-up company, when my little
play, ¢ The Blood on the Staircase; or,
The Mystery of the Cross-eyed Pawn-
broker > will come before the public
for the first time. TIts success is already
assured. In three years’ time at the
most we shall be mm the West End.
Then my dear Miranda will have
sables, and I, sir, shall indulge myself
in a new fur overcoat.”

“I say, Mr. Beagle,” said Jim,
anxious to stop him from counting any
more chickens, ““ how did you come to
know that rotter Crooks?

Mr. Beagle tossed back some of his
long hair.

‘““That,” - sald he, “is a painful
subject. 1<org1w me if I do not go into
it too closely. He is an agent, as he
said. He got my poor wife and I to
put ourselves in his hands for six
months, We signed an agreement to
go to no other agent, and do no work
save what he obtained for us. During
that time I had occasion to 1emxm4md
him for a piece of sharp practice
towards some other person that came
before my notice. He took his revenge
by offering us no engagements. We
should have starved woro it not for my
dear old friend, Ceesar de buool\e

“Who on earth is he?’ Jim gasped.

“He i1s the man who, although not
well blessed with this world’s goods,
sent us enough every week to keep
body and soul together until we got
out of that scoundrel’s clutches. He is
a travelling showman, a line of business
somewhat beneath ours, and Caesar de
Snooke is not his real name. His real
patronymic I do not know. But Caesar
de Snooke looks very well on the bills.
It hints that the show will be funny but
refined, and the average father does
not hesitate to bring his wife and all
the little ones to see it.”

“Do you know where he is now?’
Jim asked, curious as to the gentleman
who bore such an unusual name.

“On one of the broad highways<of
ELngland. We might meet him
to-morrow, perhaps in ten years’ time,
perhaps never again. Ah, I hear sounds
of woe!”

By. this time the road had led them
to the outskirts of a wood through
which it wound its way. The hedges on
either side had already given place to
open, wooded spaces. And under a
tree at the side of the road a little boy
sat crying with a piece of rope in his
hand.

Vivvy and Mrs. Beagle both stopped,
and Jim and Mr. Beagle drew up
beside them, the latter linking arms
with his wife.

“Poor little fellow!” Mrs. Beagle
crooned, as if she were talking to a
stray dog. ‘ Poor little fellow !’

The little boy took no notice, but
continued to weep, rocking himself to
and fro as if his heart were broken. He
beat time to his sobs with the piece
of rope in his hand.

Vivvy bent forward and touched the
youngster’s head lightly with her hand.

“ What’s the matter?’ she asked
softly. “ Have you lost your mother?”’

The small boy raised his eyes and
shook his head mournfully.

“ N-no! —DI’ve—sniff—lost  my
—saniff—grizzly” bear.”

Jim started.

“ Your what?’ he cried.

“ My  grizzly bear. And—and I
sha’n’t half catch it from the b-boss.”

Jim and Vivvy stared at each other.
Suddenly they discovered that they
were alone with the little boy—that
the Beagles had vanished, as it were,
into thin air. Presently, however,
Montague Beagle’s head appeared
slowly and cautiously around the trunk
of a tree.

“ Did he say a grizzly bear?’ the old
actor asked in a hushed whisper.

“ Yes.?

The head disappeared again, and for
the life of them Jxm and Vivvy could
nof help laughing.

“It’s all right,”. Jim sang out.
“ There’s no bear here. Come along,
Mr. Beagle.”

Montague Beagle retmnoa to the
road somewhat shamefacedly.

“1 was not afraid,”’ he averred.
“ Just for one moment, perhaps, I was
taken aback. Now it is all over. What
do i care for a grizzly bear? Miranda !”

“Yes?” said Mrs. Beagle, coming
up behind them.

= When the time comes, stand behind
me.’

“ Decidedly so!” said Mrs, Beagle.

‘We musé help him find 1t,” Jnn
romalked “It can’t have gone far?

Mr. Beagle threw up his hands.
“Were 1t not for my rheuma-
tism: ”” he began.

“We knew a showman once,”
Mrs. Beagle,

nan said
very white in the face,
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“who lost a lion. And it broke into
a house and ate up one of the house-
maids and nearly half the cook. It
cost the owner of the lion an awful lot
of money, and he had to give all the
housemaid’s relations free passes to the
show to keep them quiet. And they
say a grizzly bear’s werse than a lion I””

““ All the more reason why we ought
to try to catch it,? Jim said. ‘I
suggest that Vivvy and Mrs. Beagle go
back, while Mr. Beagle and I have a
bunt round.” -

“A good suggestion,” Mr. Beagle
exclaimed sonorously. ‘It is a far, far
better thing that I do than I have ever
done. Miranda, my love, should any-
thing happpn to me, I have written my
own epitaph. You will find it on the
back of a County Comc summons,
among the pawntickets.”

Jim turned and addressed the little
boy, whom he noticed was very thin
and freckled, and phenomenally ugly.

‘“ When did you lose the bear?’ he
asked.

‘“ About t-ten minutes ago.
off the rope and ran away.”

““ Scandalous to allow a bear out with
a grizzly boy!’ Montague Beagle
exclaimed. “ My old friend, Ceasar de
Snooke, would never have allowed it I

“Ten minutes ago!” said Jim.
“ The bear will probably have made for
the nearest cottage. Its first instinc
would be to look for food. We ought
to find the nearest cottage and warn
the people.”

My. Beagle shook his head.

‘“Heaven knows that I am no
coward,” said he; ¢ but, to be frank, I
do not want to find that bear when it
is searching for food. When it has had
time to make a good meal I do not
mind so much.”

“ Rubbish ! Jaughed Jim. ¢ Come
on! PTm fatter than you, so ten to one
it’'ud have a go at me first. But I
don’t believe it’ll want to cat anybody.
Which way did it go, kid?”

The boy pointed in the direction in
which the Beagles, Vivvy, and Jim had
been walking.

It broke

“I don’t suppose it's fierce,” Jim
added; ‘‘otherwise it would have
attacked the kid directly it broke
loose.”

“It wouldn’t touch me—it knows
me !’ gasped the boy.

“ All- right,” said Jim;
along with us, then.
Beagle?”?

“ We'll come, too,”” Mrs. Beagle put
in. Heaven knows where that bear has
got to by this time, and if we're to
meet it I’d sooner have two men with
me than be n,lone with Miss Stevens.
Oh. decidedly so!

Vivvy came up to Jim and took his
arm as they walked along.

“ Well,” she said, “don’t you fecl
as if the whole world’s upside down?
Less than twelve hours ago we were
in that silly old office. look what’s
happened since then. And now we're
hunting for a bear, of all things!”’

‘“ And we’ve messed your aunt’s
house up., and T've had two fights, the
first since I left school. And we've
both had the sack. And we’re going
on the stage, and you've turned ous
to be a star dancer. What a day!”

Vi ivvy laughed.

“T've never felt so jolly,” she said.
“T fecl that I don’t care what happens.
}Rhat 2 splendid old partner you are,

im

He looked round at her and grinned.

‘“ you come
Ready, Mr.

“Am I really?’ he said. * Well, if

“THE PHANTOM FUGITIVE!™
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I am I can’t help it. You-see, T've got
such a splendid old partner, too.”
Vivvy laughed. } :
“We mustn’t begin to pay each
other compliments,’” she said. ** ¥riends
never do that. I say, Jim, 1 believe
something more exciting is going to
happen before the night is over.”’ .

¢ Anyway,” said- Jim, ‘it won't
have been 2 dull day.”
Buot Vivvy was quite right. Some- |

thing more did happen, and that very
soon. - .

They went on side by side, chatting
in low voices, and keeping a wary look-
out. to left and right. Suddenly Jim

heard a loud cry. from Montague
Beagle, who was tramping behind with

his wife and the boy who had lost the

ear.
“ Why did you not say so before?”
the ancient actor shouted. ‘ My old
friend! The man who fed me when I
starved.  Oh, . thrice _ha})py day.
Ta-ra-ra-umpti-i! Miranda,
if I play a few happy staves on my dear
old violin.” g
“* Music attracts bears!” Jim called
out. 5
Beagle’s jaw.
lowered the fiddle.
“ What’s the matter?’ Jim edded.
¢ What are you so bucked about?”

dropped, and he

Beagle hurried forward, and ‘caught

Jim by the arm :

“ My dear young friends,” he cried,
¢ this is indeed a joyous day. Good
fortune hides for us behind every tree
and jumps on our backs.”

“Do you mean the M.
Beagle?’ Vivvy asked.

Beagle’s face fell again. .

“No. I keep forgetting the bear. I
mean, my dear, that before very long
1 shall be able to present to you my
dear old friend, Ceesar de Snooke.”

bear,

“ What, the chag gou were telling |

me about?’ Jim crie

¢ There is only one Caesar de Snooke.
He is with his show in a village quite
close to us. The bear belongs to him.
Yonder little ragamuffin has just filled
me with surprise and joy by telling
me his master’s name. In a short while
we shall be falling with tears upon each
other’s necks.”

“ Very nice, too!” said Jim. “ Don’t
forget to rag him well for not keeping
%his bear under proper control.”

“1 shall talk to him,” said Mr.
Beagle, “ like a brother. He will listen
like a dutiful son. Then—then he will
engage all of us. Our fortunes are

made!”’ :
“What about Cambridge?’ = Jim
inquired. “1 thought our fortunes

were going to be made there.”

¢ Cambridge is off,”” said Mr. Beagle,

“now that we are about to meet Ceesar
“de Snooke. I cannot tell you how——o
Sst! Hark! What was that?”’

They looked at each. other and
listened. Through +the still night air
a cry had been borne to their ears. As
they lingered, tense and still, drawing
slow breaths, they heard it repeated.

“The bear!” cried Jim. * It—it’s
after somebody !’

“ It—it sounded like a cry for help,”
Vivvy faltered.

¢ Where did it come from?” Beagle
asked breathlessly.

“Over there, I think,” Jim said,
pointing to the left. * Come along!”
Without waiting any longer he

bounded up the low, shelving bank and
disappeared amidst the trees. Vivvy
followed close behind him, ounly his
superior pace keeping her in the rear.
The others straggled after them.
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Jim recogmised the light footfalls
close behind hira. :

. “Go back!! he gasped, without
looking round; but Vivvy took no
notice, and Jim bounded on.

He found himself running down an
incline where the land was marshy.
Presently he could feel the chill of
water in his boots. There was enough
light for him to see great deep foot-
prints in the mud, and they were not
the footprints of a human being or of
any domestic animal. - g

Presently a little shallow = stream
crossed his path. There were stepping-
stones, but he had no time to pick his
way over them.
across, ankle deep in water. Then, as
he - reached the other side, a dreadful
sight met his gaze. - 3

The bear, a huge monster, stood upon
all fours, nuzzling the prostrate body
of & man. The man lay as one dead,
neither moving nor making a sound.
The 'bear, evidently enraged, was
making queer little guttural noises and
striving to bite its victim. Fortun-
ately 1t was muzzled, and the muzzle
was offective. -~

Jim took in the situation at a glance.
The bear had knocked the man down,

‘and was now trying to use his teeth

upon him. When he found that he
could not bite he would use those great
ugly paws again, and—— The rest was
unthinkable. :

Jim hesitated for a moment.  He had
no weapon, save the light walking
cane which he had carried with him to

and from the Crarpers” office. It would -

hardly have been effective against a
dog, much less & bear. He looked
wildly .around him.

Vivvy stood only three yards behind,
with her back towards him. She was
stooping, struggling’ with something;
Then he realised that she was lifting
one “of the stepping-stones out of its
bed in the stream.

“Oh, well played, Vivry—well
played!” he cried, and leaped to her
side, taking the stone from her hands.

All that Jim had ever heard about
bears flashed to his mind in that
instant. Somebody had told him that
they were easy animals to hurt—beasts
with many wital spots. A hard blow
across the back, for instance, made
them sick. ¢

He took the stone from Vivvy, and
approached the bear. He knew that he
must not miss, and he did not mean
to miss. If he did, one or both of them
would be done for. The bear would
leave his first victim to tackle his new
assailants. As he approached, he kept
on gasping out to Vivvy to run back.

The bear pricked up its ears, looked
up, and growled. Jim nerved himself
for a moment, poised the stone, and
hurled it. It fell with a loud thud clean
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He went-splashing

on . the middle of the bear’s back.
There  was a  louder grow! which
merged into a muffled .squeal.

¢ Hooray!” Jim gasped.

The bear turned abruptly and slunk
away, whining like an injured dog.
There was a loud rustle of leaves and a
crackling of twigs, and next moment it
had vanished into the thicket,

Jim and Vivvy both ran forward and
bent over the man. His head was
bleeding, where the bear had dealt him
a heavy blow. Fortunately, the brute’s
claws had been clipped, or the resuls
of that blow must have been fatal. As
it was, the man was still alive,

¢ (et some water in my hat while T
undo  his collar,” Jim whispered
quickly, and Vivvy hurried away to do
his bidding.

Jim, on his knees beside the injured
man, had now leisure to see what
mauner of person he was. He was tall,
well-dressed, middle-aged, and bronzed,
although under the brown his face was
ghastly pale. Blood was trickling
gently down from a severe woufid in the
scalp.

Vivvy brought the water, and, taking
out one of her own little handker-
chiefs, washed the wound. :

The  injured man groaned once or
twice, but without opening his eyes.
Then, out of Jim’s larger handkerchief
they devised a rough bandage and tied
it round his head.

“ Better try and bring him round
now,” Jim whispered. ¢ Bathe his
face and forehead.”

Vivvy did’ so, very gently, and
presently the man opened his eyes and
looked up vacantly into Vivvy's face.

“ Where am 1?7’ he muttered.
“ What’s the matter? Something’s |
bappened. My head! Oh, my head!”

Do you feel very bad?’ Vivvy
asked softly.

“My head feels

Oh, what has

happened. Tell me  what has
happened !”
“You have been attacked by a

bear,” Jim said in a low voice, “ but
the beast has gone now. You've had a
rather nasty blow over the head, sir,
but you will be better very soon.”

The man wrinkled his brows.

“1 don’t remember anything about
a bear,” he muttered. “I—1 can’t
remember anything at all My
memory’s gone—gone ! It's all a blank,
all But—but I know I've seen you
before.”

He was staring straight at Vivvy and
speaking to her.

1 don’t think you have,” she said
gentiy. It must be your imagina-
tion.”

The man groaned, but still stared at
her as df something puzzled him.

“Yes,” he said, “I know you.
Those eyes, that nose and mouth—I
could not be mistaken. Oh, no, what
am I thinking? My memory’s all—all
gone. It was a man—a man with those
eves of yours. Stevens, was it—Stevens?
Oh, my head!”’

Vivyy started back.

“ Stevens, did you say?’ she cried.
“ My father! All my life I have longed
to meet somebody who could tell me
about my father.” .

The injured man closed his eyes.

“1 can’t . remember—anything—
more!” he groaned.
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A Stirring New Serial

Story of the Attempted

invasion of the British
Isles.

By JOHN TREGELLIS.

Y
)

READ THIS FIRST.

Lord Kitchener’s appeal for a million
men has reached the village of Dacres-
ford, where the recruiting sergeant has
an exceptionally ‘busy time. VICTOR
and FRANK DACRE, the two sons of
the Squire of Dacresford, set a noble
exampls when they themselves step for-
ward to enlist.

The Germans succeed in landing a
huge -force on the East Coast  of
England, and, the couniry. being
practically unprepared, fortune favours
the invaders.

In a terrific cavalry engagement the
British scem to let forth all their
reserved energies, and the German
lines are broken. Then comes the
order—* Charge !”’

“Sit tight!”” Victor. exclaims in his
brother’s ear, as their horses spring
forward.. “It’s death or glory now!”

(Read on from here.)

PR

Victor’s Short Cht.

It was the moment of a lifetime.
The wind screamed in their ears as
they flew along, and the thunder of
the squadrons’ hoofs drowned all clse
save the first sharp cheer that burst
from the men’s throats. On every side
the grim, fierce faces bent their gaze
ahead, and the sabres were hitched
well to hand.

Tt seemed but a few seconds, while
the turf rolled away under foot, before
they found themselves upon the
enemy. There were enough armed
men in that hurrying host to have
covered the cavalry four times over,
but they had already felt the teeth of
the British lion, and were flying from
his wrath. A desperate attempt to
form fours and meet the cavalry was
made, but the huge German force was
now a disorderly mob, every man for
himself, and before there was time to
think the troopers were upon them.

The White Hussars dashed into the
fray like a whirlwind, and the sabres
flashed and swept and bit home with
awful swiftness. Victor and Frank
scarcely knew what happened, or how
they came to be in that raging cataract
of men and horses. They saw the mass
of troops turn to face the attack and
next moment were upon them.

Frank felt his horse rear and squeal
as a bayonet laid open his shoulder, and
put up his carbine with both hands to
try to guard a swinging down-cut
that a German subaltern made at him
with his sword. 'The blade bit deep
into the lock and bolt, and the striker
went down and was trampled under-
foot as the horse’s shoulder struck him.
Clubbing his light ecarbine, Frank
struck out blindly as his mount bore

So well trained are our cavalry norses tnat their vaiue in a charge is
It is of frequent occurrence for a number of horses, although

inestimable.

bereft of their riders, to continue their wild career,
portrayed above,

Such a scene is

him on, and as he made a wild attempt
to club down a Prussian on the near
side who was about to spike his horse,
another on the right swung up his
bayonet to drive it home in the boy’s
body.

Victor’s revolver banged in the man’s

* face, and he fell forward limply, the

horses passing over him. How many
of these incidents there were in the
ride Frank could not tell. They all

- passed in the wink of an eyelid; and

as the cavalry came fairly into the

. midst of the Germans the thundering
. hoofs and
i them like
charge of a tiger.

sabres scattered

flashing
flying before the

wolves

Through and back again went the
White Hussars, dashing among the

. bristling bayonets and snapping rifles,
. @ hundred of their saddles empty; but

four times the number of Germans
were down. The mass of them were

* driven far and wide and ridden over,
* while half a battalion, finding them-

selves hemmed in a field, flung down

* their arms and surrendered as the

troopers charged. They were given
quarter at once. Their arnis were
piled, and a troop of Yeomanry that
came up took charge of them.

All along the line the rout was the
same. So complete a defeat had not
been seen since Jena was fought. So
swiftly had the British regiments
pushed round the flanks that they

. you do.

. galloped away, the
- were much too long for him, banging
 and swinging like flails.

caught the Bying Germans and drove
the remnants of the scattered
battalions to fight or surrender.

As. the Hussars came dashing out
from their final charge, Frank, wild
with execitement, hurled his carbine at
2 man who was taking a deliberate

: shot at him, as if he were in a shooting-

gallery, and a rough outburst. of

- laughter broke out as the butt took

the man in the belt and sent him
sprawling, the rifle flying into the air.
At the same moment Frank’s horse,
that had been wounded in the fight,
came down heavily. and rolled over,
the boy just managing to throw him-
self out of its way.

Victor dashed after a riderless horse
of the Hussars as it cantered by,
neighing for its dead master, and,

| catching it by the bridle, he brought

it up to his brother.

“ Hurt, Frank?’ he cried.” * Jump
up, then, and keep mounted, whatever
We've broken their last
stand !’

“ Hurrah!” yelled Frank, as he
flung himself into the saddle -and
stirrups, which

Gripping with
his knees; he got hold of the leathers

‘ each in turn, and managed to shorten

them up three holes. Then, jamming
his feet- home, he flew over the
trampled field to where he saw a great
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mass of men, in khaki and in green,
striving fur iously  together e folE
hundred yards away, their bayonets
fashing and thrusting.

Several warning voices yelled to him
to turn, but he paid no heed, and went
on alone. What the trouble was ahead,
or what he meant to do, he scarcely
knew. He was mad with excitement,
and all he saw was the colours of the
crack Hanover regiment surging and
waving in the midst of the fight, where
the Germans had rallied to a stand
against the Lincolns.

Straight into the fray dashed Frank,
through friend and foe. He had no
weapon, but the great troop-horse flew
on like a thunderbolt, and in a few
seconds he was up to the centre, where
the reddened swords were ﬂaahmg
round the Hanover colours.

Frank seized the staff, and with the
sheer weight of his rush tore it from
its holder. A crimson blade whizzed
past his back and bit into- the cantle
of the saddle; another shaved through
the thick staff as he held it up to guard
himself, and wounded him slightly in
the chest and the great horse, “with o
hand on the bridle, blundered away to
the left before its young rider could be
struck down, and a mighty cheer rose
as the colours were seen to fall.

Frank trailed the broken staff behind
him, nearly losing it after it was cut in
two, and from that moment the
Germans, who Wwere superior -in
numbers to their attackers, began to
give way. ~ The Lincolns pro«ed on
with - redoubled fury, and in two
minutes the First Hanovers broke and
fled, leaving two-thirds of their number
dead or prisoners.

Frank hardly waited to see the end
of it; he flew back as fast as his horse
could cover the ground to join the
troopers again. But the White
Hussars had already made a circuit
%ound to catch the retreating Hanovers,
and Victor was out of sight, tco. Then
Frauk caught sight of his old friends,
the Suffo]ks wstmg on their arms, a
third of them missing, and nearly
every man showing the stains of the
great fight they had been through.
Lingard, the adjutant, was with them,
and Frank galloped up, shouting

W lldly and waving the Hanover colours

above his head.

A mighty cheer arose, aund every
man who had any headgear left hoisted
it on his bayonet.

‘“ What colours are these?’ shouted
Lingard.

The First Hanovers!” cried Frank.

““Then, by Jove, youngster, you've
captured the best prize of the day!”

“Well done, Frankie!” called
Victor, who came cantering up at the
same moment.  You've got ’em,
then? I saw you goin’ for ’em, an’
I made sure it’d be your finish.. What
price. Weary Wilhelm now? Are you
hurt?”?

“ Only a bit of a cut over the ribs,”
said Frank, tumbling off his horse and
throwing himself down, for the strain
had been trcmendous; ‘“hardly a flesh-
wound even. We've got off cheap.
There’s a lot of poor fellows will never
answer the roll-call again.’

“Yes, hundreds,”” said Tingard,
“and hundreds more. Can’t score
victories for nothing. You may get
shot in the first skirmish or go through
twenty battles without a scratch; it’s
all luck. We’ ve clipped the caffle s
wings this time.’

“ Will it settle the invasion?’ asked
Trank eagerly.
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“ Tt may even do that, if our other
forces have checked the four German
army corps to: the north, between
Tpswich an’ Norwich. « We've saved
London from the worst danger that
threatened it. Now, if the rest goes
as well, the Germans’ll be sheddin’ tears
for their happy Fatherland. General
Forbes has done his work well.”

As they rested, leaving the flying
squadrons to scatter and pursie the last
of the routed foe, news came in from
all sides. They had over four thousand
prisoners. The Germans had lost
nearly - half their men on the field
itself. Only the Uhlan and cavalry
regiments had got away with anything
like their former strength, and a whole

.regiment of Hussars had been wiped

out. {

As for the guns, only a single
battery was saved, and that was sure
to be taken before long. Surrenders
were still goihg on wholesale, for the
Germans had nowhere to retreat to.
On each side were deep salt rivers, and
behind lay the marshes and the sea. It
was true they had ten miles of country
behind them, but it was a mere pockpt
hemmed in by water on three sides and
the British on the fourth. -

“ We're goin’ to get- the whole lot
of ’em!”’ ecried a Yeomanry corporal,
cantering up to beg a drink of water.
“ We've pretty nearly done it already.
There aren’t a lot left, but they've

«scattered themselves so much that it’s

like roundin’ up a drove of pigs. The
ones who are retreatin’ are cut clean

in two halves goin’ mnorth an’ south.
Their army’s done for, an’ Von
Schlacht is makin’ a dash for it with

his staff, for he’s cut right off, an’
afraid he'll be captured. He’s makin’
for the north, to try an’ cross Hamford
Water, ’cause he’s barred on this side
by our cavalry.”

“By gum, is he?’
jumping up. *“ Which
go?”’

“They

cried Victor,
way did he

the distance
{for Alresford

saw him in
ridin’ out from Laxford
Creek, where it’s likely the Germans
have got some boats. It’s the only
place he could go for, an’ as he started
early, he’s half-way by now. He’ll be
across to Clacton before dark.”

“Will he?’ cried Victor, springing
to his horse. “ Why, he’s got the
marshes to cross, an’ we could get to
Laxford in front of him with fast
horses from here, by a good ten
minutes.”

““ What, capture Von Schlacht!” ex-
claimed the corporal, in surprise

““Why  not?”  returned Victor,
springing into his saddle “He's left
his broken force an’ running north
with his staff. What mischief mayn't
he do yet? He's one o’ the first of
the Kaiser’s generals. By gum, here’s
uncle and his troop!” ‘eried Victor,
clapping his heels to his horse.

The squad of Yeomanry had
returned, after helping to head off and
capture a battalion of Prussians, and
now were returning, with the loss of
eight or ten men. Victor reined up
shalpl\ in front of Captain Berners and
saluted.

“It’s reported General Von Schlacht
is makin’ for Alresford Creek to
escape, sir. Won’t you come and cuf
him off? All our light cavalry are
ahead after the enemy.” :

“ Cut him off, Vietor!” exclaimed
his uncle, while every trooper pricked
his ears eagerly. ‘ Why, how can we
get there in time?”

“T can show you a way to get there
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five minutes before hlm, if we start at
once and ride hard,” said Victor.

<8 'Ihen let us start!” cvied the
captain. ‘I rely on you, Vic! Threes
about, there—gallop!”

The Capture of Yon Schiacht.

Frank swerved in on the other side
of his uncle, and away went the troop,
straight across the stricken field and
out to the northward. There was no
time to make reports or seek orders; if
it were to be done it must be done ab
once.

“ Capture a brigade-marshal and his
staff I’ mutteced Captain Berners as he
rode. “ Such a thing hasn’t been done,
barring wholesale * surrenders, since
\&p()leonq first war!”

“ That’s no reason why it shouldn’t
be, is it Uncle Jack?’ said Victor,
<h01temng his rein. “ Why, it’s a
sure gain of two miles the way I'm
goin’, while Von Schlacht’s blunderin’

over the dykes: An’ those fellows
behind were goin’ to sit still an’ let
him go!”’

“ 1t isn’t everybody knows tho Tissex
marshes like you do, Victor,”” said his
uncle. ‘“ More’s the pm for we need it
now. An artillery major told me yes-
terday he’d never heard of the River
Colne before. Think of it! But you're
right, if we can get hold of Von
Schlacht—which I doubt—it will be a
tlcmcndom score. He's a man worth

capturing.”

“You needn’t doubt, uncle,” said
Victor, “for I can put you where you
can get at him, and yow'll do the rest.
If there’s time I can ambush you, so
he won’t get wind of us and hook off
<omcwhmo else. He’s a heavy man, but

I doubt he rides hard.”

‘““ What do you know of him?”’

“1 saw him at the fight in Thurno
Woods—a big, fierce old Johnny, with
a red face and white moustaches. T
don’t know how many he’ll have with
him.”’

“ His staff and guard—say, eight or
ten,” said Ldp“nn B(’IHOIS. running
his eye over his men. ¢ We’re a round
(107(‘11 V\(\ lost eight in that last
scrimmage.”

“ Push along, or we shall be too
late,”” said Victor. ‘‘ That’s Alresford
village on the hill. We've got to go
round the foot. ¥rank, ride up the
hill and see if you can spot anything
of Von Schlacht or any other Germans.
Pull out here to the left, uncle, aun’
round behind the farm. If we're seen
now the game’s up. We've got to make
for those two small coppices on the
way to the creek.”

“ Why?”

“ Because Von Sdﬂdtlxt’
pass mthor between ‘em or
e’

“Then T'll have half 'my men in
each!”  exclaimed Berners. © And,
quickly dividing the troop, he sent six
to the mearer coppice, with orders to
lie low and watch, while he took Vietor
and the rest of the men to the farther
one. In a couple of minutes it was
done, and the two divisions: of horse-
men were waiting silently under cover
of the two little groves.

“ Quick work !”” said Victor. ¢ You've
got your men in smart order, ufnicle.”

‘“ Pleased to have the approval of an
old war-dog like yourself,” said the
captain grimly. Victor, it’s many a
year since I spanked you across wy
knee, bt if youw've led me and my
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- troop here on a fool’s errand Tl do it

%

again !” ) :

T think it’ll be all right,” grinned
Victor; ‘“but, of course, one can’t tell,
and if Von Schlacht got wind of your
clumsy troopers  gallopin’ along here
he’d go another &

 Here comes one!” said Berners, as
a  horseman came . swiftly galloping
down the hill and right round the back
by the hedges.

“Tt’s Frank!” said Victor.. ¢ The
young rip takes cover well, even on
horseback. He’ll join us from the-rear,
s0 as not to be seen, and by the way
he’s ridin’ he should have some news.”’

In a couple of minutes Frank came
through the coppice from behind, and
reining up quietly beside the leaders, he
nodded to Victor.

“ There’s a party of about ten horse-
men ridin’ like ©ld Harry up from the
marshes;”” he said, ‘“an’ a pretty mess
they're® in. I should think they’'ve left

a few behind in the dykes. They're
makin’ this way.”

“Well done!” muttered Berners.
“ You were right, Victor.”

“There they are!” “said Victor,

pointing quickly through the trees as
a  distant. squad of mounted men
appeared. ‘““It’s Von Schlacht, right
cnough,” he added, borrowing a pair
of looted field-glasses that Frank
handed him—‘“the big chap on the
right. He looks mighty savage.” 3

*Se would you if your giddy invasion
went up in smoke,” said Frank. ‘ He’s
thinkin’ of gettin® more men and
havin’ his revenge. That’s where we
come in.”,

“ Shut up!”’ whispered Victor.

Not  another word was said as the
horsemen rapidly approached. Thein

horses were in a lather, mud-stained, -

and panting, shewing how mercilessly
they had been pushed in the ride from
Tillingham, which was really riding
back towards the British forces. But
Forbes’ light cavalry were already
between them and Bradwell Quay, and
Alresford was the only place where the
fugitives could be sure of getting a
boat.

Von Schlacht’s fierce, brick-red face
could be seen with the naked eye as
the staff rode up. Right between the
two coppices they came, as fast as they
could spur.

. A.shrilt whistle arose, and there was
a shout of warning from the Germans
as ‘the two halves of Berners’ troop
suddenly dashed out from the coppices.

- Away went the two boys on either side

of their uncle, the troopers thundering
behind, and they heard Captain
Berners’ ringing shout as he called on
the Germans to surrender. The answer
was a couple of hastily-fired revolver-

« horses

shots, and before there was_time to
think, the two parties werc into each
other. ~

So sudden was the charge, delivered
sideways on both flanks, that the
Germans, on their lighter horses, went
down like ninepins by the mere shock
of the collision. Taken by surprise by
the burly Yeomen, who struck out
lustily, the German = staff, whose
weapons were mnot even drawn, were
simply bowled over "with very little
bloodshed, save for four who drew
revolvers and were eut down,  while
one of the Yeomen was killed and
another woundel

Victor rode close at Frank’s bridle-
hand, and it seecmed to the boys like
an old-fashioned Rugby charge. They
were both nearly unseated when their
crashed into those of the
Germans, and a  revolver-shot singed
Victor’s “hair and stung his face with
powder-grains ; but when the first shock
was over the lightly-horsed staff were
mostly sprawling on the ground.

“ Where’s Von Schlacht?’ ecried
Victor, wiping his smarting cheek, and
half blinded by the burnt powder.

“ Great Seott, look at uncle!”
shouted Frank, pulling his horse round.

Captain Berners had gone to the
attack with his eyes fixed on but ene
person. Von Schlacht was riding on
the near side, and when he saw  the
troop cutting off all chance of escape
for his escort he rammed his spurs
home and made a wild dash to cut
across and escape by the rear.

But for Captain Berners, he would
have succeeded, for the captain alone
barred his way to freedom. But
Berners rode straight at the German
general to intercept him.

Captain Berners had not as much as
drawn his sword, and he paid no heed
to-Von Schlacht’s revolver as the two
men dashed at each other. It cracked
once as the giant Britisher spurred his
great grey horse forward, the two met
a gallop, and Berners, throwing his
huge arms round Von Schlacht, fairly
plucked him from the saddle, revolver
and all; while the German general’s
horse went galloping wildly on without
its rider.

The V.C.

A ringing shout went up as the
troopers saw the encounter, and even
the floored Germans stared with amaze-
ment as Berners cantered up with their
general across his saddle-bow. The
Yeomen: had flung themselves from
their mounts, and beat the weapons
from the hands of the Germans before
they could rise; and Berners, disarm-
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ing his prisoner of
the pistol, at once
set him down.

“Bid your men
surrender !
general!”” he cried.
¥ No use shedding
blood needlessly.

The staff were
for fighting still,
but Von Schlacht
gave his command
hoarsely, and they
ceased, to the relief
of the Yeomen,
who did not want
to use their blades
against * out-
numbered men who.
had no chance.

i
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“Your parole, general?’ = said
Berners, turning to his prisoner.

“ You had best shoot me "’ muttered .-

© Von Schlacht hoarsely, biting his white

moustache. " ** My day is ended. I will
give no parole!’”

It is not the custom-of the Britis
to  shoot unarmed prisoners,” said
Berners. 5

“ After defeat and flight, caught
riding for my life like a cursed scout,”
said Von Schlacht hoarsely, his eyes
red and savage. * What does it matter
what happens to me?” Yo Sl

I understand your feelings,” said
Berners, who felt pity for the old
warrior standing there disarmed and
helpless; ¢ but we know well enough
the flight was bitter to you, and that
you did it not for your own sake, but
that you might yet be of service to your
country. It will be less painful for us
both if you give your word. I have
no wish to herd a brave man into eamp
at the. end of a pistol,”” he added.

“I have fallen ito.the hands of a
gentleman, at least!” said the German
general, with a' gulp. “I1 give my
parole. Let us get it over.”

* Trooper Scott, catch- General Von
Schlacht’s horse,” said Berners, taking
off his jacket. ** Victor, come here and
tear out the lining of my coat.”

“ Are you hurt, uncle? Did ke hit
you?’  exclaimed - Victor / “anxiously,
hurrying forward.

“Got me through the shoulder,”
said Berners, who had taken no more
notice of Von Schlacht’s revolver than
if it had been a pea-shooter. ¢ Must”
tie it up, .or I shall lose too much blood
on the ride back. Bind it crossways;
Victor, and make the knot as tight as
you know how. That’s you.”

He did not even wince under %is
nephew’s rough surgery,sand, the flow
of blood being stopped, he put on his
coat again and stood to his horse.

“ I regret having wounded you,” said
Von Schlacht, with a courtly bow.

“I have the lesser hurt,” replied
Berners, swinging into the saddle,
“and you the greater. Are you ready,
gentlemen?”’ he said to the staff. ““I
presume you will also give ' your
paroles?”’

They gave them gloomily enough,
and the cortege started back towards
Wivenhoe. General Forbes had pitched
his headquarters’ tent on the summit
of the hill, where the heliograph was
winking and the field-telegraph clicking
to tell the great news to those awaiting
it so-anxiously. 2 :

The captam 1ode straight ap before
the headquarters’ tent, and, dismount-
ing, asked to sec the general.

““I am extremely busy, and can only
attend “to matters of  the first
importance !” said General Forbes’
voice sharply inside the tent when the
message was taken to him. * Captain
Berners, did you say?”> He strode to
the door of the tent himself. “ What
is it, captain?”’

“1 have to present a prisoner, sir,”’
said Berners, saluting—¢ General Von
Schlacht.”

“ What?” exclaimed Forbes, his face

flushing, and .he lowered his voice.
“ Enter, captain, and bring your
prisoner.”

(T'his magnificent story of the Great Wap
will “be  concluded in next Thursday's
number of “The Dreadnought.’  Opder
your copy early.) :
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THE SECRET PLOTTER. |

(CONCLUSION.)

Blake’s Mission Is Accomplished.

“# Ve said Blake, moving across
to the divan and placmg his hand on
the lever. But for some reason or
other he did not shut it off then and
there. A strangely preoccupied look
bad crept into his face, which was quite
different from the pcu'ﬂ) sed expression
which it had worn only a few minutes
ago. And suddenly he beckoned to the
sergeant, and at the same time placed
his finger to his lips in token of silence.

The sergeant tiptoed across the thick
carpet noiselessly.

“ The secret exit we've been look-
ing for is somewhere in this room,”
Blake whispered.

“ Yes, sir.”

“We must ~cm(h for it in absolute
silence.’

e Yas; Sir.

“For all we know, Sando can hear
avery word we utter and every move-
ment we make.’”

The sergeant nodded his apprchen-
sion.

“Tell your men—tell them they
must not make the least sound; tell
them to pay no attention to the orders
I give them ; those orders will only be

intended to mislead. Sando, if he is
listening.”
The - sergeant  nodded again, and

Blake’s instructions were quickly com-
municated to tihe constable, who passed
them on from ene to the other. A
ihrill. of suppressed excitement ran
through all present. The atmosphere
of the room seemed suddenly charged
\\nh electricit

tWell, 1114? will do, men,”” said

Blake, in loud, clear tones. * You
m'ednt wait. There is nothing more
to be done here for the present. In-
Jdeed, T’'m afraid the \(“ouml.el has out-
witted us, and there is nothing more
to be done at all. I'm too much upset
to realise this calamity properly as
vet, and I shall be glad to be alone to
collect my thought

“Yes, sir.  We understand. Come
wlong. men!” replied the sergeant.

This was the signal for the com-
mencement of the search.

Silently and cauticusly they spread
themselves about the room, the walls
of which, it will be remembered, were
hune with sable curtains, flanked by
mirrors, The curtains were noiselessly
drawn aside, the mirror-frames were
closely - scrutinised, - the walls were
touched, felt, and handled. They davred
not tap nor sound them, for ‘fear of

the slightest noise be ot ing their
presefice.
Slowly, methodically, silently, they

in this man-
est and mos

worked round the room
ner, Blake being the k
active of the searct

They = proceeded

venuously, bub

any result. Yet the fact did not dismay
them or cause any 14‘]«\(m(m of vholr
efforts, It was to be expectéed that the
secret exit, would be (Iilﬁcult to find,
hampered as they were by the strict
necessity of searching for it in absolute
silence.

A quarter of an bour elapsed—twenty
minutes—half an hour.
- Every particle of the wall, every
crack, cranny and crevice in the mirror-
framcs, had been minutely scrutinised.

and their failure to discover any’chmg
was beginning to discourage them:
“We've been all round the room,
sir,” whispered the sergeant to Blake.

‘Then we must go all round it
again,” was Blake's 1ep1)

“If we only dared sound the walls
by tappmtT them, sn, we should pro-

bably—
“No. Proceed as before. There
must not be the least noise,”” Blake

interrupted him.

‘ Very well, sir.” And the momen-
tarily intermitted search began afresh.

It was at this very moment, with-
out~the least warning, that one "of the
mirror-frames swung Pack with a crash,
like a door tmnmrr on its hinges, and
Cornelius Sando Ieapt into the room.

His appearance was so bewilderingly
sudden that the constable nearest hin
was utterly nonplussed by it.

¢ Seize him!” shouted Blake.

Blake himself was not near enough
to get at him, and before the constablo
in question had recovered his presence
of mind Sando’s fist was dashed in his
face, and Sando himself had shot
through the curtains and was racing
for his life along the corridor.

“Help—help' came ~in - a
voice from the opened aperture.

It was Tinker’s voice, and Sexton
Blake plunged through the opening.
The force of example 1s infectious, and,
instead of following the fugitive, the
police followed Blake like onc man.

But a moment later they wera
streaming - back = again,  with Blake
carrying “Tinker in his arms.

“ Are you all right, young 'un?? -

“Rwht as rain, sir, if yowll only
cut these cords! What about Sando?”

And the words were hardly out of

Tinker’s mouth when the whole pariy
were startled by three thunderois
thuds from the direction of the stair-
case. . There was no possibility of mis-
taking their significance.
" Blake turned pale, and, laying ‘Tin-
ker down on a divan, shut off the lever
controlling the mec}nmca] contrivances
—which, in his previous excitement, he
had for rfoften to do.

“ What about Sando?’
youngster eagerly.

Blike' paused before replyving, fo
steady his voice. And then he answere d
solemnly :

“PDead, Tinker! He has fallen a
victim to his own hideous ingenuity.
Whether it is better as it is or not T rln
not pretend to say, but his end, at leas
must have been mou]full\ sudden.”’

He signed to some of the men to
proceed to the spot, and they found
what they expected to find. Cornelius
Sando had perished under the blows of
his own monstrous hammer!

“ Now, voung ’un, tell us about your-
self,” said Blake, when they had
recovered from the shock of the catas-
trophe. »

¢ Oh, my story is soon told !’ replied
Tinker brichtly. T left you proséeu-
ting the search down below, and came
here to sit down, and as I was very
tived I dropped oft to sleep. I awoke
to find Cornelius Sando in the room,
Mnmno un a slip of paver on the cur-
tain. I shouted for help, but he was
on me in a moment with his revolver,
at the same time making his mesmeric

weak
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‘meric 1nﬂuence overcome you:!

‘didn't;

passes over me, and I had the sense to
pretend to succumb $o them.”

- “To - pretend, Tinker?’ queried
Blake incredulously. *“ Didn’t t,l’le nies-

“No, sir; and I think I know why.
Sando was in too much of a hurry 4o
get away to be able to concentrate his
will-power properly on me. You see,
my shout for help had disturbed him,
and he was afraid every moment some-
body would come. At least, that is how
I explain it.- He failed because he was
flurried by trying to do several things
at once.

& Yos that is probably the explana-
tion,” said Blake thoughtfully. ** Well,
what then?”

“Oh, then he picked me up and
carried me into the secret exit, and
vhen he had got me there he tied a
handkerchief over my mouth, and
roped me up with the cords you've just
cut. Then he dumped me down on
the floor, and crept back to the end of
the - aperture—I suppose to listen to
what was going on in here.”

“And all the while you were pre-
tending to be insensible?”’ qgueried
Blake.

““ Yes, sir. And that’s how T had him ;
for while he was intent on listening T
was busy wriggling towards a rack <f
revolvers arranged along the walls
theve are dozens of them sir; scores

and as soon as I had got holl of onv d
h‘u,

’rhmn I was—well,
sir !
Blake nodded and ~un]v
“Tt is too interesting to
it, Tinker. Let's La\c the w

vou see, I'd got

he said.
¢ Oh, well, sir. there is veally nothing
else to tell. T imagine I must hive

made a bit of a noise, for he ’rumo'
round suddenly, and saw me with a re-
volver. It seemed +~ flummox him. [
thought he: was going to fire, but he
and before I could get ~himn
fairly covered he whipped round and

bolted {hlouuh the mmm -door, and-—
and that’s d”
. . . z °
With the¢ unmasking of the arch-

and. nis
Sexton Blake’s work in
the United States was done.

'he vast organisation of w
was the brain and head, and which
bhad pmmtmtr‘d almost every depart-
ment of the public service, crumbled
away and perished.

John Lucas Slancy and many others,
including  Selim, were brought to
justice, and in due course expmted
their crimes. -

Ivy Cottage was pulled down and
demolished, and a handsome police-
station has since been built upon the
site of it.

Rewards and honours of every de-
scription were showered  upon Blake

eriminal,  Cornelise Sando,
tragic death,

rich Sando

“and Tinker, but as soon as they couid

escape from them all~from the ban-
quets, and the speeches, and the jun-
ketings, and the festivities—they took
boat and returrved to England.

“ After all, there is nothmg like tha
0ld’ Country, sir,”” said Tinker.

“ Nothing in the world, Tinker!”
replied Blake.
THE END. =
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